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When reading poetry on an eReader, it is advisable to use a small font size and landscape mode, which will allow the lines of poetry to display correctly.
  


The Life and Poetry of Walter Savage Landor
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Walter Savage Landor was born in Warwick, England, the eldest son of Dr Walter Landor, a physician, and his second wife, Elizabeth Savage. His birthplace, Eastgate House, is now occupied by The King’s High School for Girls.
  


BRIEF INTRODUCTION: WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR
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By Edmund Clarence Stedman
 

IF the many lovers of the beautiful, into whose hands, we trust, this collection will fall, shall derive from the study of its gems something of the pleasure experienced in their choice and arrangement, the editors thus will be a second time rewarded for most enjoyable labor. The master-artist, to whose exquisite touch these compositions owe their excuse for being, possessed beyond his contemporaries the liberal faculty which endowed some of the great workmen of the past: the double gift upon which the poets, sculptors, and painters of the golden age, before the era of the specialists, were wont to plume themselves. He had the joyous range of Benvenuto Cellini, whom the chroniclers describe as “founder, gold-worker, and medailleur”; who, in his larger moods, devised and cast the Perseus and other massive bronzes which still ennoble the Italian city-squares; yet who found felicitous moments in which to carve the poniard-handles, vaunted by knights and courtiers as their rarest treasures, or to design some wonder of a cup, or bracelet, or other thing of beauty, for the queen or mistress of the monarch who protected him and honored his unrivalled art.

The legend of Walter Savage Landor justly might have been Fineness and Strength, since, while distinguished by his epic and dramatic powers, and at home in the domain of philosophic thought, he had also that delicate quality which enriches the smallest detail, and changes at will from its grander creations to those of subtile and ethereal perfection. He had the strongest touch and the lightest; his vision was of the broadest and the most minute. Leigh Hunt characterized him by saying that he had never known any one of such a vehement nature with so great delicacy of imagination, and that he was “like a stormy mountain-pine that should produce lilies.” In this there is something of the universal genius of “men entirely great.”

Landor’s minor poems, therefore, bear a relation to his more extended work similar to that borne by Shakespeare’s songs and sonnets to his immortal plays. Yet they are not songs, because not jubilant with that skylark gush of melody which made so musical the sunrise of English rhythm. They address themselves no less to the eye than to the ear; are the daintiest of lyrical idyls, — things to be seen as well as to be heard; compact of fortunate imagery, of statuesque conceptions marvellously cut in verse. Are we not right in designating them as Cameos? And from what other modern author could a selection of relievos be made, so flawless in outline and perfect in classical grace, for the delight of both the novice and the connoisseur?

So finished are these metrical carvings that the observer, mindful of the art celare artem, might suppose them to be the product of care and elaborate revision. But with Landor’s lyrics, however it may be with those of the poets, it is known that the reverse was the case. He was a true improvisator, — and that, too, without recourse to the irregular freedom looked for in improvisations. The spontaneity of the early songsters, at least, was his; these little poems were the overflow of his genius, by means of which he relieved himself of a surplusage of passion, exhilaration, or scorn; and were thrown off with such ease and skill, both natural and acquired, that we are in doubt whether most to admire their beauty or the swift precision with which they grew to excellence beneath his hands.

Who has not chanced upon some lounging philosopher, retentive of his boyish or sea-faring skill, modelling with his penknife a ring or puzzle from a bit of wood, — possibly, a tiny basket from a nutshell, — while engaged in earnest argument; discoursing, it may be, of world-wide topics, and apparently almost unconscious of the work so deftly and gracefully responding to his artistic design? Just so it was Landor’s habit while engaged upon his prose masterpieces, the Imaginary Conversations, the Pentameron, Pericles and Aspasia, — or, in poetry, the noble Helenics, — to fashion at any hour or moment some delicious specimen of this cameo-work, without disturbing the progress of his more intellectual and elevated creations.

One of the first qualities which should impress the reader of these verses is the thorough purity and simplicity of their English idiom. In prose and poetry, their author belonged to the school which clings to the natural order and genius of the English tongue, and in both departments of literature he easily ranked with the foremost. Nowadays, when there is so much of what is called word-painting, so much straining after effect through use of words painfully chosen for sound or color, it is difficult to estimate properly the limpid, translucent clearness of Landor’s verse. It is Corinthian rather than Composite, and seems to disdain any resort to eccentric or meretricious devices. Doubtless its maker might have put words together as curiously as any imitator of a great poet’s youthful style; but “doubtless,” as Thomas Fuller would say, he “never did,” however tempted by unlimited power of language, and with an exhaustless vocabulary at his control.

Though graven in the purest English, many of these gems reflect the manner of those Latin lyrists, with whom their author, in his gownsman days, became so familiar, — so imbued with their blithe and delicate spirit, that he may dispute with rare old Robert Herrick the title of the British Catullus. His epigrams are by turns playful and spleenful, and pointed as those of Martial; but among these, and in the lightness of his festive or amatory strains, there often is little of that emotion which takes the heart captive. You are not moved to tears, as by the passion of Mrs. Browning, the devotion and aspiration of Whittier, the pathos of Thomas Hood. Many of them are, as we have entitled them, just precious little works of art; to be prized, studied, marvelled over, — like the carved and mounted treasures of a virtuoso’s collection, — for beauty, pure and simple, and the perfection of their rhythmical execution.

Yet even in Tibullus there is nothing sweeter, and little more touching and tender in the anthology of our own tongue, than the stanzas composed by Landor when his personal feelings really were claiming utterance. As he laid bare his heart, whether in fiery youth, or old and lonely as the oak that has outlived its forest companions, he never gave voice to an unmanly or pitiful complaint. Yet, lion and eagle as he was, he was not ashamed of the softest natural emotion; it spontaneously broke out in his numbers; the glitter of a tear is in many a line; there is a wandering echo in many a stanza which haunts the mind long after. Such is the charm of “Rose Aylmer,” of which it may be said that, — although it has happened often that some minor lyric has entered the common heart, and gained for an author that popular regard which greater works have failed to procure him, — there hardly is another instance in recent literature where eight simple lines have so fascinated poetic and sensitive natures. Crabb Robinson recounts of Charles Lamb, that, “both tipsy and sober, he is ever muttering ‘Rose Aylmer’”; and Lamb said, in his own letter to Landor, “’Tis for ‘Rose Aylmer,’ which has a charm I cannot explain. I lived upon it for weeks.” The spell has been felt by many choice spirits, and continues to this day; a letter before us, from one of the most refined American essayists, says of Lamb’s extravagance: “Living on it for weeks is a daring thing to say, — yet it is just what I did.” The Roses of two later generations were dear to Landor for his first love’s sake, and, as we have embraced in this collection other verses inspired by her beautiful memory, it will be seen how loyally and tenderly he clung to it throughout the dreams and ventures of a prolonged, impulsive lifetime.

“Agläe,” “Aspasia to Cleone,” “Pyrrha,” and other antiques, are to be found, strung along at intervals, in Pericles and Aspasia, — that unequalled product of classical idealism, written in the most perfect English prose. Indeed, the conception of the present volume arose from the statement in a recent essay, that a book might be made of the lyrical gems with which Landor’s prose writings, even, are interspersed. “The Maid’s Lament” is a ditty put into the mouth of the youthful Shakespeare, in that remarkable Elizabethan study of the supposed Citation of the future dramatist before Sir Thomas Lucy upon a charge of deer-stealing. Some of the poet’s lighter stanzas are winsome for their careless, troubadour spirit, — a mood not affected by him, but his sustainer to the last; and our readers will not quarrel with us for resetting “The One White Hair,” “Sixteen,” “Time to be Wise,” familiar as these may be, on the pages of the volume before them.

Speaking of “occasional” verses, Forster rightly says, that “the finest examples of such writings are often found in men who have also written poetry of the highest order.” As Landor’s trifles often were composed for the pleasure of exercising a natural gift, their fantasy of compliment or spleen was exaggerated to suit the poet’s artistic caprice. He was not half so bitter as his epigrams pretended; was only “making believe,” like some vieux moustache chaffing with a group of youngsters. When more in earnest, they served him as a safety-vent. One can hear the roar of laughter with which his rancor went to the winds, as he contemplated the imaginary flight of those at whom he aimed his winged shafts. In certain amatory verses, he really was more in love with his art than with its object. When he needed a heroine he took the nearest one, adorned her with regal expenditure, and invested her with the attributes of his own idea. There was the pretty Countess de Molandé, the Ianthe of his youth; in age, a sprightly and buxom Irish widow, with Landor still her devoted friend and cavalier. He used her as a layfigure all his life, and dedicated lyrics to her that might have tempted a Vestal. No doubt she had as much appreciation of his songs as Lesbia for those of Catullus. Possibly she exclaimed, with Rosalind, “I never was so berhymed since Pythagoras’ time”; yet thought no less of her minstrel, for was he not a rich and well-born Englishman, as handsome and robust a gallant as even an Irish beauty could desire? After all, his feeling for her was more than poetic affectation. There is something Quixotic in the regard of most poets for women, and having once determined that Dulcinea should be a princess, Landor persuaded himself that she was nothing less. Indeed, like Burns, he went to the extreme of chivalry with every woman he admired, and for the time was sincere in all the honors paid to her. How closely these two men, — one born in a cottage, the other inheriting an ancient name and estate, — were akin in their manly health, their free poetic vigor, their courtliness to women, their tenderness to children and animals, their sturdy and portentous defiance of bigots, charlatans, and snobs!

Landor’s wit, especially in the sprightly rhymes of which his later years were prolific, occasionally was tinctured with the freedom of his Latin satirists; but rather in playful imitation of them than from any grossness in his own nature. It was a fault to write, and a still greater one to print, such verses; but it was the fault of that time of life when the faculty outstays the judgment. Of course, such indecorous trifles drew the attention and merciless censure of numberless Philistines, who chose to ignore, or were unconscious of the wisdom, goodness, and beauty of his serious literary achievements. In actual life he was a man without a vice, and whose every error might be traced to the infirmity of a most proud and obstreperous temper. Correct, temperate, and pure, he found a zest in outdoor communion with Nature, which maintained his inherent vitality to a grand old age. If his foibles subjected him to the charge of Paganism, his strength broke out in love of liberty, sympathy with the downtrodden, devotion to his honored poets and patriots, hatred of pretension and superstition. Among minor pieces which thus illustrate his character, their brevity and finish enable us to select the enduring verses to Browning, the lines upon Roland and Corday, and the tributes to Miss Mitford and Julius Hare.

Mrs. Browning declared Landor to be “of all living writers the most unconventional in thought and word, the most classical, because the freest from mere classicalism, the most Greek, because pre-eminently and purely English.” It seems to us that precisely the amount of benefit which a familiarity with the antique models can render to a modern poet is discernible in the greater portion of our selections. Their clearness and terseness are of the classic mould, but the language, thought, emotion, are Landorian and English. Of this twofold quality there are no better examples in our language than the companion-pieces, “To Youth” and “To Age.” In finish these bear comparison with Collins’s “Dirge in Cymbeline,” and in feeling and purpose excel that melodious lyric. In respect to their theme, it may be said that no other poet has left so many or so beautiful verses inspired by the presence and sentiment of Age. Living long after he was content to die, he retained to the ninetieth year his sweetness of utterance and need for expression. It was the voice of Tithonus, whom Aurora had loved, thrilling tunefully and loudly after his bodily vigor had departed. It is said that poets die young; at all events the mass of poetry is ardent with the forward-looking hope of Youth; but in Landor’s most felicitous strains he searches the brooding and pathetic memory of the past for imaginative suggestion, as one who has discovered that all Time is relative, and that to the poet who looks before and after there is no choice between the beginning and the end of days.

The reader has perceived that these introductory comments are restricted to the lyrical quality of Landor’s genius, and to its productions, as displayed in the following exhibition. Our object having been to compose the latter solely of those faultless minor lyrics which come within the application of its title, of course many, and equally admirable, pieces are omitted. There is nothing in this volume which, from its length, severity, or freedom, will weary or repel the holder. Our intention has been to have it pure and charming, from the first selection to the end.

To many, these Cameos will present the graciousness of long familiar beauty, loveliest because best-remembered; to others, possibly, they may come as a first introduction to an author who only of late is beginning to be widely read, and whose works never have been placed fairly within the popular reach. To all such we offer this book in propitiation, assuring them that they are like wayfarers who have crossed the threshold of a royal, world-enriched Museum, and are examining a few of the more delicate treasures within its cabinets; glancing now at a carven seashell, and again at a winged head, cut upon agate or onyx for the finger of some beauty of the past; while around them are lofty walls laden with historical and dramatic paintings, — niches filled with statues of heroes, heroines, and “many a fallen old Divinity,” — and, in extended halls beyond, unique and changeful panoramas depicting every country and time. In hope that they will be led to look further for themselves, we now invite them to examine these sculptured gems; to note the hues of one, the matchless outlines of another, and the satisfying grace and repose which the hand of the same cunning artist has bestowed upon them all.
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Walter Savage Landor by Robert Faulkner, c. 1855
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The title page of Landor’s first collection of poetry — dating from 1795, it is now a particularly scarce book
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Matthew Whitworth-Aylmer, 5th Baron Aylmer — Landor settled in Swansea, South Wales, where he became friendly with the family of Lord Aylmer, including his sister, Rose, whom Landor later immortalised in his most famous poem, ‘Rose Aylmer’.
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Landor was sent to Rugby School, Warwickshire, under Dr James, yet he took offence at the headmaster’s review of his work and was removed at Dr James’ request.
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GEBIR. FIRST BOOK.
 

I sing the fates of Gebir.  He had dwelt
Among those mountain-caverns which retain
His labours yet, vast halls and flowing wells,
Nor have forgotten their old master’s name
Though severed from his people here, incensed
By meditating on primeval wrongs,
He blew his battle-horn, at which uprose
Whole nations; here, ten thousand of most might
He called aloud, and soon Charoba saw
His dark helm hover o’er the land of Nile,
   What should the virgin do? should royal knees
Bend suppliant, or defenceless hands engage
Men of gigantic force, gigantic arms?
For ’twas reported that nor sword sufficed,
Nor shield immense nor coat of massive mail,
But that upon their towering heads they bore
Each a huge stone, refulgent as the stars.
This told she Dalica, then cried aloud:
“If on your bosom laying down my head
I sobbed away the sorrows of a child,
If I have always, and Heaven knows I have,
Next to a mother’s held a nurse’s name,
Succour this one distress, recall those days,
Love me, though ‘twere because you loved me then.”
   But whether confident in magic rites
Or touched with sexual pride to stand implored,
Dalica smiled, then spake: “Away those fears.
Though stronger than the strongest of his kind,
He falls — on me devolve that charge; he falls.
Rather than fly him, stoop thou to allure;
Nay, journey to his tents: a city stood
Upon that coast, they say, by Sidad built,
Whose father Gad built Gadir; on this ground
Perhaps he sees an ample room for war.
Persuade him to restore the walls himself
In honour of his ancestors, persuade — 
But wherefore this advice? young, unespoused,
Charoba want persuasions! and a queen!”
   “O Dalica!” the shuddering maid exclaimed,
“Could I encounter that fierce, frightful man?  
Could I speak? no, nor sigh!”
      “And canst thou reign?”
Cried Dalica; “yield empire or comply.” 
Unfixed though seeming fixed, her eyes downcast,
The wonted buzz and bustle of the court
From far through sculptured galleries met her ear;
Then lifting up her head, the evening sun
Poured a fresh splendour on her burnished throne — 
The fair Charoba, the young queen, complied.
   But Gebir when he heard of her approach
Laid by his orbéd shield, his vizor-helm,
His buckler and his corset he laid by,
And bade that none attend him; at his side
Two faithful dogs that urge the silent course,
Shaggy, deep-chested, crouched; the crocodile,
Crying, oft made them raise their flaccid ears
And push their heads within their master’s hand.
There was a brightening paleness in his face,
Such as Diana rising o’er the rocks
Showered on the lonely Latmian; on his brow
Sorrow there was, yet nought was there severe.
But when the royal damsel first he saw,
Faint, hanging on her handmaids, and her knees
Tottering, as from the motion of the car,
His eyes looked earnest on her, and those eyes
Showed, if they had not, that they might have loved,
For there was pity in them at that hour.  
With gentle speech, and more with gentle looks 
He soothed her; but lest Pity go beyond,
And crossed Ambition lose her lofty aim,
Bending, he kissed her garment and retired.
He went, nor slumbered in the sultry noon
When viands, couches, generous wines persuade
And slumber most refreshes, nor at night,
When heavy dews are laden with disease,
And blindness waits not there for lingering age.
Ere morning dawned behind him, he arrived
At those rich meadows where young Tamar fed
The royal flocks entrusted to his care.
“Now,” said he to himself, “will I repose
At least this burthen on a brother’s breast.”
His brother stood before him.  He, amazed,
Reared suddenly his head, and thus began:
“Is it thou, brother!  Tamar, is it thou!
Why, standing on the valley’s utmost verge,
Lookest thou on that dull and dreary shore
Where many a league Nile blackens all the sand.
And why that sadness? when I passed our sheep
The dew-drops were not shaken off the bar;
Therefore if one be wanting ’tis untold.” 
   “Yes, one is wanting, nor is that untold.”
Said Tamar; “and this dull and dreary shore
Is neither dull nor dreary at all hours.”
Whereon the tear stole silent down his cheek,
Silent, but not by Gebir unobserved:
Wondering he gazed awhile, and pitying spake:
“Let me approach thee; does the morning light 
Scatter this wan suffusion o’er thy brow, 
This faint blue lustre under both thine eyes?”
   “O brother, is this pity or reproach?” 
Cried Tamar; “cruel if it be reproach, 
If pity, oh, how vain!”
      “Whate’er it be
That grieves thee, I will pity: thou but speak 
And I can tell thee, Tamar, pang for pang.”
   “Gebir! then more than brothers are we now!
Everything, take my hand, will I confess.
I neither feed the flock nor watch the fold;
How can I, lost in love?  But, Gebir, why
That anger which has risen to your cheek?
Can other men? could you? — what, no reply!
And still more anger, and still worse concealed!
Are these your promises, your pity this?” 
   “Tamar, I well may pity what I feel — 
Mark me aright — I feel for thee — proceed — 
Relate me all.”
      “Then will I all relate,”
Said the young shepherd, gladdened from his heart. 
“’Twas evening, though not sunset, and springtide
Level with these green meadows, seemed still higher. 
’Twas pleasant; and I loosened from my neck
The pipe you gave me, and began to play.
Oh, that I ne’er had learnt the tuneful art!
It always brings us enemies or love!
Well, I was playing, when above the waves
Some swimmer’s head methought I saw ascend;
I, sitting still, surveyed it, with my pipe
Awkwardly held before my lips half-closed.
Gebir! it was a nymph! a nymph divine!
I cannot wait describing how she came,
How I was sitting, how she first assumed
The sailor; of what happened there remains
Enough to say, and too much to forget.
The sweet deceiver stepped upon this bank
Before I was aware; for with surprise
Moments fly rapid as with love itself.
Stooping to tune afresh the hoarsened reed,
I heard a rustling, and where that arose
My glance first lighted on her nimble feet.
Her feet resembled those long shells explored
By him who to befriend his steed’s dim sight
Would blow the pungent powder in the eye.
Her eyes too!  O immortal gods! her eyes
Resembled — what could they resemble? what
Ever resemble those!  E’en her attire
Was not of wonted woof nor vulgar art:
Her mantle showed the yellow samphire-pod,
Her girdle the dove-coloured wave serene.
‘Shepherd,’ said she, ‘and will you wrestle now
And with the sailor’s hardier race engage?’
I was rejoiced to hear it, and contrived
How to keep up contention; could I fail
By pressing not too strongly, yet to press?
‘Whether a shepherd, as indeed you seem,
Or whether of the hardier race you boast,
I am not daunted, no; I will engage.
But first,’ said she, ‘what wager will you lay?’
‘A sheep,’ I answered; ‘add whate’er you will.’
‘I cannot,’ she replied, ‘make that return:
Our hided vessels in their pitchy round
Seldom, unless from rapine, hold a sheep.
But I have sinuous shells of pearly hue
Within, and they that lustre have imbibed
In the sun’s palace porch, where when unyoked
His chariot-wheel stands midway in the wave:
Shake one and it awakens, then apply
Its polished lips to your attentive ear,
And it remembers its august abodes,
And murmurs as the ocean murmurs there.
And I have others given me by the nymphs,
Of sweeter sound than any pipe you have.
But we, by Neptune, for no pipe contend — 
This time a sheep I win, a pipe the next.’
Now came she forward eager to engage,
But first her dress, her bosom then surveyed,
And heaved it, doubting if she could deceive.
Her bosom seemed, enclosed in haze like heaven,
To baffle touch, and rose forth undefined:
Above her knees she drew the robe succinct,
Above her breast, and just below her arms.
‘This will preserve my breath when tightly bound,
If struggle and equal strength should so constrain.’
Thus, pulling hard to fasten it, she spake,
And, rushing at me, closed: I thrilled throughout
And seemed to lessen and shrink up with cold.
Again with violent impulse gushed my blood,
And hearing nought external, thus absorbed,
I heard it, rushing through each turbid vein,
Shake my unsteady swimming sight in air.
Yet with unyielding though uncertain arms
I clung around her neck; the vest beneath
Rustled against our slippery limbs entwined:
Often mine springing with eluded force
Started aside, and trembled till replaced:
And when I most succeeded, as I thought,
My bosom and my throat felt so compressed
That life was almost quivering on my lips,
Yet nothing was there painful! these are signs
Of secret arts and not of human might — 
What arts I cannot tell — I only know
My eyes grew dizzy, and my strength decayed.
I was indeed o’ercome! with what regret,
And more, with what confusion, when I reached
The fold, and yielding up the sheep, she cried:
‘This pays a shepherd to a conquering maid.’
She smiled, and more of pleasure than disdain
Was in her dimpled chin and liberal lip,
And eyes that languished, lengthening, just like love.
She went away; I on the wicker gate
Leant, and could follow with my eyes alone.
The sheep she carried easy as a cloak;
But when I heard its bleating, as I did,
And saw, she hastening on, its hinder feet
Struggle and from her snowy shoulder slip — 
One shoulder its poor efforts had unveiled — 
Then all my passions mingling fell in tears;
Restless then ran I to the highest ground
To watch her — she was gone — gone down the tide — 
And the long moonbeam on the hard wet sand
Lay like a jasper column half-upreared.”
   “But, Tamar! tell me, will she not return?”
   “She will return, yet not before the moon
Again is at the full; she promised this,
Though when she promised I could not reply.”
   “By all the gods I pity thee! go on — 
Fear not my anger, look not on my shame;
For when a lover only hears of love
He finds his folly out, and is ashamed.
Away with watchful nights and lonely days,
Contempt of earth and aspect up to heaven,
Within contemplation, with humility,
A tattered cloak that pride wears when deformed,
Away with all that hides me from myself,
Parts me from others, whispers I am wise — 
From our own wisdom less is to be reaped
Than from the barest folly of our friend.
Tamar! thy pastures, large and rich, afford
Flowers to thy bees and herbage to thy sheep,
But, battened on too much, the poorest croft
Of thy poor neighbour yields what thine denies.” 
   They hastened to the camp, and Gebir there
Resolved his native country to forego,
And ordered, from those ruins to the right
They forthwith raise a city: Tamar heard
With wonder, though in passing ’twas half-told,
His brother’s love, and sighed upon his own.
 
  


GEBIR. SECOND BOOK.
 

The Gadite men the royal charge obey.
Now fragments weighed up from th’ uneven streets
Leave the ground black beneath; again the sun
Shines into what were porches, and on steps
Once warm with frequentation — clients, friends,
All morning, satchelled idlers all mid-day,
Lying half-up and languid though at games.
   Some raise the painted pavement, some on wheels
Draw slow its laminous length, some intersperse
Salt waters through the sordid heaps, and seize
The flowers and figures starting fresh to view.
Others rub hard large masses, and essay
To polish into white what they misdeem
The growing green of many trackless years.
Far off at intervals the axe resounds
With regular strong stroke, and nearer home
Dull falls the mallet with long labour fringed.
Here arches are discovered, there huge beams
Resist the hatchet, but in fresher air
Soon drop away: there spreads a marble squared
And smoothened; some high pillar for its base
Chose it, which now lies ruined in the dust.
Clearing the soil at bottom, they espy
A crevice: they, intent on treasure, strive
Strenuous, and groan, to move it: one exclaims,
“I hear the rusty metal grate; it moves!”
Now, overturning it, backward they start,
And stop again, and see a serpent pant,
See his throat thicken, and the crispéd scales
Rise ruffled, while upon the middle fold
He keeps his wary head and blinking eye,
Curling more close and crouching ere he strike.
Go mighty men, invade far cities, go — 
And be such treasure portions to your heirs.
   Six days they laboured: on the seventh day
Returning, all their labours were destroyed. 
’Twas not by mortal hand, or from their tents 
‘Twere visible; for these were now removed 
Above, here neither noxious mist ascends 
Nor the way wearies ere the work begin.  
There Gebir, pierced with sorrow, spake these words:
   “Ye men of Gades, armed with brazen shields,
And ye of near Tartessus, where the shore
Stoops to receive the tribute which all owe
To Boetis and his banks for their attire,
Ye too whom Durius bore on level meads,
Inherent in your hearts is bravery:
For earth contains no nation where abounds
The generous horse and not the warlike man.
But neither soldier now nor steed avails:
Nor steed nor soldier can oppose the gods:
Nor is there ought above like Jove himself;
Nor weighs against his purpose, when once fixed,
Aught but, with supplicating knee, the prayers.
Swifter than light are they, and every face,
Though different, glows with beauty; at the throne
Of mercy, when clouds shut it from mankind,
They fall bare-bosomed, and indignant Jove
Drops at the soothing sweetness of their voice
The thunder from his hand; let us arise
On these high places daily, beat our breast,
Prostrate ourselves and deprecate his wrath.” 
   The people bowed their bodies and obeyed:
Nine mornings with white ashes on their heads,
Lamented they their toil each night o’erthrown.
And now the largest orbit of the year,
Leaning o’er black Mocattam’s rubied brow,
Proceeded slow, majestic, and serene,
Now seemed not further than the nearest cliff,
And crimson light struck soft the phosphor wave.
Then Gebir spake to Tamar in these words:
“Tamar!  I am thy elder and thy king,
But am thy brother too, nor ever said, 
‘Give me thy secret and become my slave:’
But haste thee not away; I will myself 
Await the nymph, disguised in thy attire.”
   Then starting from attention Tamar cried:
“Brother! in sacred truth it cannot be!
My life is yours, my love must be my own:
Oh, surely he who seeks a second love
Never felt one, or ’tis not one I feel.” 
   But Gebir with complacent smile replied:
“Go then, fond Tamar, go in happy hour — 
But ere thou partest ponder in thy breast 
And well bethink thee, lest thou part deceived, 
Will she disclose to thee the mysteries 
Of our calamity? and unconstrained?
When even her love thy strength had to disclose.  
My heart indeed is full, but witness heaven!  
My people, not my passion, fills my heart.”
   “Then let me kiss thy garment,” said the youth, 
“And heaven be with thee, and on me thy grace.”
   Him then the monarch thus once more addressed:
“Be of good courage: hast thou yet forgot 
What chaplets languished round thy unburnt hair, 
In colour like some tall smooth beech’s leaves 
Curled by autumnal suns?”
      How flattery
Excites a pleasant, soothes a painful shame!
   “These,” amid stifled blushes Tamar said, 
“Were of the flowering raspberry and vine:
But, ah! the seasons will not wait for love; 
Seek out some other now.”
      They parted here:
And Gebir bending through the woodlands culled
The creeping vine and viscous raspberry,
Less green and less compliant than they were;
And twisted in those mossy tufts that grow
On brakes of roses when the roses fade:
And as he passes on, the little hinds
That shake for bristly herds the foodful bough,
Wonder, stand still, gaze, and trip satisfied;
Pleased more if chestnut, out of prickly husk
Shot from the sandal, roll along the glade.
   And thus unnoticed went he, and untired
Stepped up the acclivity; and as he stepped,
And as the garlands nodded o’er his brow,
Sudden from under a close alder sprang
Th’ expectant nymph, and seized him unaware.
He staggered at the shock; his feet at once
Slipped backward from the withered grass short-grazed;
But striking out one arm, though without aim, 
Then grasping with his other, he enclosed
The struggler; she gained not one step’s retreat,
Urging with open hands against his throat
Intense, now holding in her breath constrained,
Now pushing with quick impulse and by starts,
Till the dust blackened upon every pore.
Nearer he drew her and yet nearer, clasped
Above the knees midway, and now one arm
Fell, and her other lapsing o’er the neck
Of Gebir swung against his back incurved,
The swoll’n veins glowing deep, and with a groan
On his broad shoulder fell her face reclined.
But ah, she knew not whom that roseate face
Cooled with its breath ambrosial; for she stood
High on the bank, and often swept and broke
His chaplets mingled with her loosened hair.  
   Whether while Tamar tarried came desire,
And she grown languid loosed the wings of love,
Which she before held proudly at her will,
And nought but Tamar in her soul, and nought
Where Tamar was that seemed or feared deceit,
To fraud she yielded what no force had gained — 
Or whether Jove in pity to mankind,
When from his crystal fount the visual orbs
He filled with piercing ether and endued
With somewhat of omnipotence, ordained
That never two fair forms at once torment
The human heart and draw it different ways,
And thus in prowess like a god the chief
Subdued her strength nor softened at her charms — 
The nymph divine, the magic mistress, failed.
Recovering, still half resting on the turf,
She looked up wildly, and could now descry
The kingly brow, arched lofty for command.
   “Traitor!” said she, undaunted, though amaze
Threw o’er her varying cheek the air of fear,
“Thinkest thou thus that with impunity
Thou hast forsooth deceived me? dar’st thou deem
Those eyes not hateful that have seen me fall?
O heaven! soon may they close on my disgrace.
Merciless man, what! for one sheep estranged
Hast thou thrown into dungeons and of day
Amerced thy shepherd? hast thou, while the iron
Pierced through his tender limbs into his soul,
By threats, by tortures, torn out that offence,
And heard him (oh, could I!) avow his love?
Say, hast thou? cruel, hateful! — ah my fears!
I feel them true! speak, tell me, are they true?”
   She blending thus entreaty with reproach
Bent forward, as though falling on her knee
Whence she had hardly risen, and at this pause
Shed from her large dark eyes a shower of tears.
   Th’ Iberian king her sorrow thus consoled.
“Weep no more, heavenly damsel, weep no more:
Neither by force withheld, or choice estranged
Thy Tamar lives, and only lives for thee.
Happy, thrice happy, you! ’tis me alone
Whom heaven and earth and ocean with one hate
Conspire on, and throughout each path pursue.
Whether in waves beneath or skies above
Thou hast thy habitation, ’tis from heaven,
From heaven alone, such power, such charms, descend.
Then oh! discover whence that ruin comes
Each night upon our city, whence are heard
Those yells of rapture round our fallen walls:
In our affliction can the gods delight,
Or meet oblation for the nymphs are tears?”
   He spake, and indignation sank in woe.
Which she perceiving, pride refreshed her heart,
Hope wreathed her mouth with smiles, and she exclaimed:
“Neither the gods afflict you, nor the nymphs.
Return me him who won my heart, return
Him whom my bosom pants for, as the steeds
In the sun’s chariot for the western wave,
The gods will prosper thee, and Tamar prove
How nymphs the torments that they cause assuage.
Promise me this! indeed I think thou hast,
But ’tis so pleasing, promise it once more.”
   “Once more I promise,” cried the gladdened king,
“By my right hand and by myself I swear,
And ocean’s gods and heaven’s gods I adjure,
Thou shalt be Tamar’s, Tamar shalt be thine.”
   Then she, regarding him long fixed, replied:
“I have thy promise, take thou my advice.
Gebir, this land of Egypt is a land
Of incantation, demons rule these waves;
These are against thee, these thy works destroy.
Where thou hast built thy palace, and hast left
The seven pillars to remain in front,
Sacrifice there, and all these rites observe.
Go, but go early, ere the gladsome Hours,
Strew saffron in the path of rising Morn,
Ere the bee buzzing o’er flowers fresh disclosed
Examine where he may the best alight
Nor scatter off the bloom, ere cold-lipped herds
Crop the pale herbage round each other’s bed,
Lead seven bulls, well pastured and well formed,
Their neck unblemished and their horns unringed,
And at each pillar sacrifice thou one.
Around each base rub thrice the black’ning blood,
And burn the curling shavings of the hoof;
And of the forehead locks thou also burn:
The yellow galls, with equal care preserved, 
Pour at the seventh statue from the north.”
   He listened, and on her his eyes intent 
Perceived her not, and she had disappeared — 
So deep he pondered her important words.
   And now had morn arisen and he performed
Almost the whole enjoined him: he had reached
The seventh statue, poured the yellow galls,
The forelock from his left he had released
And burnt the curling shavings of the hoof
Moistened with myrrh; when suddenly a flame
Spired from the fragrant smoke, nor sooner spired
Down sank the brazen fabric at his feet.
He started back, gazed, nor could aught but gaze,
And cold dread stiffened up his hair flower-twined;
Then with a long and tacit step, one arm
Behind, and every finger wide outspread,
He looked and tottered on a black abyss.
He thought he sometimes heard a distant voice
Breathe through the cavern’s mouth, and further on
Faint murmurs now, now hollow groans reply.
Therefore suspended he his crook above,
Dropped it, and heard it rolling step by step:
He entered, and a mingled sound arose
Like one (when shaken from some temple’s roof
By zealous hand, they and their fretted nest)
Of birds that wintering watch in Memnon’s tomb, 
And tell the halcyons when spring first returns.
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Oh, for the spirit of that matchless man
Whom Nature led throughout her whole domain,
While he embodied breathed etherial air!
   Though panting in the play-hour of my youth
I drank of Avon too, a dangerous draught,
That roused within the feverish thirst of song,
Yet never may I trespass o’er the stream
Of jealous Acheron, nor alive descend
The silent and unsearchable abodes
Of Erebus and Night, nor unchastised
Lead up long-absent heroes into day.
When on the pausing theatre of earth
Eve’s shadowy curtain falls, can any man
Bring back the far-off intercepted hills,
Grasp the round rock-built turret, or arrest
The glittering spires that pierce the brow of Heaven?
Rather can any with outstripping voice
The parting sun’s gigantic strides recall?
   Twice sounded Gebir! twice th’ Iberian king
Thought it the strong vibration of the brain
That struck upon his ear; but now descried
A form, a man, come nearer: as he came
His unshorn hair grown soft in these abodes
Waved back, and scattered thin and hoary light.
Living, men called him Aroar, but no more
In celebration or recording verse
His name is heard, no more by Arnon’s side
The well-walled city which he reared remains.
Gebir was now undaunted — for the brave
When they no longer doubt no longer fear — 
And would have spoken, but the shade began,
   “Brave son of Hesperus! no mortal hand
Has led thee hither, nor without the gods
Penetrate thy firm feet the vast profound.
Thou knowest not that here thy fathers lie,
The race of Sidad; theirs was loud acclaim
When living, but their pleasure was in war;
Triumphs and hatred followed: I myself
Bore, men imagined, no inglorious part:
The gods thought otherwise, by whose decree
Deprived of life, and more, of death deprived,
I still hear shrieking through the moonless night
Their discontented and deserted shades.
Observe these horrid walls, this rueful waste!
Here some refresh the vigour of the mind
With contemplation and cold penitence:
Nor wonder while thou hearest that the soul
Thus purified hereafter may ascend
Surmounting all obstruction, nor ascribe
The sentence to indulgence; each extreme
Has tortures for ambition; to dissolve
In everlasting languor, to resist
Its impulse, but in vain: to be enclosed
Within a limit, and that limit fire;
Severed from happiness, from eminence,
And flying, but hell bars us, from ourselves.
   Yet rather all these torments most endure
Than solitary pain and sad remorse
And towering thoughts on their own breast o’er-turned
And piercing to the heart: such penitence,
Such contemplation theirs! thy ancestors
Bear up against them, nor will they submit
To conquering Time the asperities of Fate;
Yet could they but revisit earth once more,
How gladly would they poverty embrace,
How labour, even for their deadliest foe!
It little now avails them to have raised
Beyond the Syrian regions, and beyond
Phoenicia, trophies, tributes, colonies:
Follow thou me — mark what it all avails.”
   Him Gebir followed, and a roar confused
Rose from a river rolling in its bed,
Not rapid, that would rouse the wretched souls,
Nor calmly, that might lull then to repose;
But with dull weary lapses it upheaved
Billows of bale, heard low, yet heard afar.
For when hell’s iron portals let out night,
Often men start and shiver at the sound,
And lie so silent on the restless couch
They hear their own hearts beat.  Now Gebir breathed
Another air, another sky beheld.
Twilight broods here, lulled by no nightingale
Nor wakened by the shrill lark dewy-winged,
But glowing with one sullen sunless heat.
Beneath his foot nor sprouted flower nor herb
Nor chirped a grasshopper.  Above his head
Phlegethon formed a fiery firmament:
Part were sulphurous clouds involving, part
Shining like solid ribs of molten brass;
For the fierce element which else aspires
Higher and higher and lessens to the sky,
Below, earth’s adamantine arch rebuffed.
   Gebir, though now such languor held his limbs, 
Scarce aught admired he, yet he this admired;
And thus addressed him then the conscious guide.
“Beyond that river lie the happy fields;
From them fly gentle breezes, which when drawn
Against yon crescent convex, but unite
Stronger with what they could not overcome.
Thus they that scatter freshness through the groves
And meadows of the fortunate, and fill
With liquid light the marble bowl of earth,
And give her blooming health and spritely force,
Their fire no more diluted, nor its darts
Blunted by passing through thick myrtle bowers,
Neither from odours rising half dissolved,
Point forward Phlegethon’s eternal flame;
And this horizon is the spacious bow
Whence each ray reaches to the world above.”
   The hero pausing, Gebir then besought
What region held his ancestors, what clouds,
What waters, or what gods, from his embrace.
Aroar then sudden, as though roused, renewed.
   “Come thou, if ardour urges thee and force
Suffices — mark me, Gebir, I unfold
No fable to allure thee — on! behold
Thy ancestors!” and lo! with horrid gasp
The panting flame above his head recoiled,
And thunder through his heart and life blood throbbed.
Such sound could human organs once conceive,
Cold, speechless, palsied, not the soothing voice
Of friendship or almost of Deity
Could raise the wretched mortal from the dust;
Beyond man’s home condition they! with eyes
Intent, and voice desponding, and unheard
By Aroar, though he tarried at his side.
“They know me not,” cried Gebir, “O my sires,
Ye know me not! they answer not, nor hear.
How distant are they still! what sad extent
Of desolation must we overcome!
Aroar, what wretch that nearest us? what wretch
Is that with eyebrows white, and slanting brow?
Listen! him yonder who bound down supine,
Shrinks yelling from that sword there engine-hung;
He too among my ancestors?”
      “O King!
Iberia bore him, but the breed accursed
Inclement winds blew blighting from north-east.” 
   “He was a warrior then, nor feared the gods?” 
   “Gebir, he feared the Demons, not the Gods;
Though them indeed his daily face adored,
And was no warrior, yet the thousand lives
Squandered as stones to exercise a sling!
And the tame cruelty and cold caprice — 
Oh, madness of mankind! addressed, adored!
O Gebir! what are men, or where are gods!
Behold the giant next him, how his feet
Plunge floundering mid the marshes yellow-flowered,
His restless head just reaching to the rocks,
His bosom tossing with black weeds besmeared,
How writhes he twixt the continent and isle!
What tyrant with more insolence e’er claimed
Dominion? when from the heart of Usury
Rose more intense the pale-flamed thirst for gold?
And called forsooth Deliverer!  False or fools
Who praised the dull-eared miscreant, or who hoped
To soothe your folly and disgrace with praise!
   Hearest thou not the harp’s gay simpering air
And merriment afar? then come, advance;
And now behold him! mark the wretch accursed
Who sold his people to a rival king — 
Self-yoked they stood two ages unredeemed.”
   “Oh, horror! what pale visage rises there?
Speak, Aroar! me perhaps mine eyes deceive,
Inured not, yet methinks they there descry
Such crimson haze as sometimes drowns the moon.
What is yon awful sight? why thus appears
That space between the purple and the crown?”
   “I will relate their stories when we reach
Our confines,” said the guide; “for thou, O king,
Differing in both from all thy countrymen,
Seest not their stories and hast seen their fates.
But while we tarry, lo again the flame
Riseth, and murmuring hoarse, points straighter, haste!
’Tis urgent, we must hence.”
      “Then, oh, adieu!”
Cried Gebir, and groaned loud, at last a tear
Burst from his eyes turned back, and he exclaimed,
“Am I deluded?  O ye powers of hell,
Suffer me — Oh, my fathers! — am I torn—”
He spake, and would have spoken more, but flames
Enwrapped him round and round intense; he turned,
And stood held breathless in a ghost’s embrace.
“Gebir, my son, desert me not!  I heard
Thy calling voice, nor fate withheld me more:
One moment yet remains; enough to know
Soon will my torments, soon will thine, expire.
Oh, that I e’er exacted such a vow!
When dipping in the victim’s blood thy hand,
First thou withdrew’st it, looking in my face
Wondering; but when the priest my will explained,
Then swearest thou, repeating what he said,
How against Egypt thou wouldst raise that hand
And bruise the seed first risen from our line.
Therefore in death what pangs have I endured!
Racked on the fiery centre of the sun,
Twelve years I saw the ruined world roll round.
Shudder not — I have borne it — I deserved
My wretched fate — be better thine — farewell.”
   “Oh, stay, my father! stay one moment more.
Let me return thee that embrace— ’tis past — 
Aroar! how could I quit it unreturned!
And now the gulf divides us, and the waves
Of sulphur bellow through the blue abyss.
And is he gone for ever! and I come
In vain?”  Then sternly said the guide, “In vain!
Sayst thou? what wouldst thou more? alas, O prince,
None come for pastime here! but is it nought
To turn thy feet from evil? is it nought
Of pleasure to that shade if they are turned?
For this thou camest hither: he who dares
To penetrate this darkness, nor regards
The dangers of the way, shall reascend
In glory, nor the gates of hell retard
His steps, nor demon’s nor man’s art prevail.
Once in each hundred years, and only once,
Whether by some rotation of the world,
Or whether willed so by some power above,
This flaming arch starts back, each realm descries
Its opposite, and Bliss from her repose 
Freshens and feels her own security.”
   “Security!” cried out the Gadite king, 
“And feel they not compassion?”
      “Child of Earth,”
Calmly said Aroar at his guest’s surprise,
“Some so disfigured by habitual crimes,
Others are so exalted, so refined,
So permeated by heaven, no trace remains
Graven on earth: here Justice is supreme;
Compassion can be but where passions are.
Here are discovered those who tortured Law
To silence or to speech, as pleased themselves:
Here also those who boasted of their zeal
And loved their country for the spoils it gave.
Hundreds, whose glitt’ring merchandise the lyre
Dazzled vain wretches drunk with flattery,
And wafted them in softest airs to Heav’n,
Doomed to be still deceived, here still attune
The wonted strings and fondly woo applause:
Their wish half granted, they retain their own,
But madden at the mockery of the shades.
Upon the river’s other side there grow
Deep olive groves; there other ghosts abide,
Blest indeed they, but not supremely blest.
We cannot see beyond, we cannot see
Aught but our opposite, and here are fates
How opposite to ours! here some observed
Religious rites, some hospitality:
Strangers, who from the good old men retired,
Closed the gate gently, lest from generous use
Shutting and opening of its own accord,
It shake unsettled slumbers off their couch:
Some stopped revenge athirst for slaughter, some 
Sowed the slow olive for a race unborn.  
These had no wishes, therefore none are crowned; 
But theirs are tufted banks, theirs umbrage, theirs
Enough of sunshine to enjoy the shade,
And breeze enough to lull them to repose.”
   Then Gebir cried: “Illustrious host, proceed.
Bring me among the wonders of a realm
Admired by all, but like a tale admired.
We take our children from their cradled sleep,
And on their fancy from our own impress
Etherial forms and adulating fates:
But ere departing for such scenes ourselves
We seize their hands, we hang upon their neck,
Our beds cling heavy round us with our tears,
Agony strives with agony — just gods!
Wherefore should wretched mortals thus believe,
Or wherefore should they hesitate to die?”
   Thus while he questioned, all his strength dissolved
Within him, thunder shook his troubled brain,
He started, and the cavern’s mouth surveyed
Near, and beyond his people; he arose,
And bent toward them his bewildered way.
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  The king’s lone road, his visit, his return,
Were not unknown to Dalica, nor long
The wondrous tale from royal ears delayed.
When the young queen had heard who taught the rites
Her mind was shaken, and what first she asked
Was, whether the sea-maids were very fair,
And was it true that even gods were moved
By female charms beneath the waves profound,
And joined to them in marriage, and had sons — 
Who knows but Gebir sprang then from the gods!
He that could pity, he that could obey,
Flattered both female youth and princely pride,
The same ascending from amid the shades
Showed Power in frightful attitude: the queen
Marks the surpassing prodigy, and strives
To shake off terror in her crowded court,
And wonders why she trembles, nor suspects
How Fear and Love assume each other’s form,
By birth and secret compact how allied.
Vainly (to conscious virgins I appeal),
Vainly with crouching tigers, prowling wolves,
Rocks, precipices, waves, storms, thunderbolts,
All his immense inheritance, would Fear
The simplest heart, should Love refuse, assail:
Consent — the maiden’s pillowed ear imbibes
Constancy, honour, truth, fidelity,
Beauty and ardent lips and longing arms;
Then fades in glimmering distance half the scene,
Then her heart quails and flutters and would fly — 
’Tis her belovéd! not to her! ye Powers!
What doubting maid exacts the vow? behold
Above the myrtles his protesting hand!
Such ebbs of doubt and swells of jealousy
Toss the fond bosom in its hour of sleep
And float around the eyelids and sink through.
   Lo! mirror of delight in cloudless days,
Lo! thy reflection: ’twas when I exclaimed,
With kisses hurried as if each foresaw
Their end, and reckoned on our broken bonds,
And could at such a price such loss endure:
“Oh, what to faithful lovers met at morn,
What half so pleasant as imparted fears!”
Looking recumbent how love’s column rose
Marmoreal, trophied round with golden hair,
How in the valley of one lip unseen
He slumbered, one his unstrung low impressed.
Sweet wilderness of soul-entangling charms!
Led back by memory, and each blissful maze
Retracing, me with magic power detain
Those dimpled cheeks, those temples violet-tinged,
Those lips of nectar and those eyes of heaven!  
   Charoba, though indeed she never drank
The liquid pearl, or twined the nodding crown,
Or when she wanted cool and calm repose
Dreamed of the crawling asp and grated tomb,
Was wretched up to royalty: the jibe
Struck her, most piercing where love pierced before,
From those whose freedom centres in their tongue,
Handmaidens, pages, courtiers, priests, buffoons.
Congratulations here, there prophecies,
Here children, not repining at neglect
While tumult sweeps them ample room for play,
Everywhere questions answered ere begun,
Everywhere crowds, for everywhere alarm.
Thus winter gone, nor spring (though near) arrived,
Urged slanting onward by the bickering breeze
That issues from beneath Aurora’s car,
Shudder the sombrous waves; at every beam
More vivid, more by every breath impelled,
Higher and higher up the fretted rocks
Their turbulent refulgence they display.
Madness, which like the spiral element
The more it seizes on the fiercer burns,
Hurried them blindly forward, and involved
In flame the senses and in gloom the soul.
   Determined to protect the country’s gods
And asking their protection, they adjure
Each other to stand forward, and insist
With zeal, and trample under foot the slow;
And disregardful of the Sympathies
Divine, those Sympathies whose delicate hand
Touching the very eyeball of the heart,
Awakens it, not wounds it nor inflames,
Blind wretches! they with desperate embrace
Hang on the pillar till the temple fall.
Oft the grave judge alarms religious wealth
And rouses anger under gentle words.
Woe to the wiser few who dare to cry
“People! these men are not your enemies,
Inquire their errand, and resist when wronged.”
Together childhood, priesthood, womanhood,
The scribes and elders of the land, exclaim,
“Seek they not hidden treasure in the tombs?
Raising the ruins, levelling the dust,
Who can declare whose ashes they disturb!
Build they not fairer cities than our own,
Extravagant enormous apertures
For light, and portals larger, open courts
Where all ascending all are unconfined,
And wider streets in purer air than ours?
Temples quite plain with equal architraves
They build, nor bearing gods like ours embossed.
Oh, profanation!  Oh, our ancestors!” 
   Though all the vulgar hate a foreign face,
It more offends weak eyes and homely age,
Dalica most, who thus her aim pursued.
“My promise, O Charoba, I perform.
Proclaim to gods and men a festival
Throughout the land, and bid the strangers eat;
Their anger thus we haply may disarm.”
   “O Dalica,” the grateful queen replied, 
“Nurse of my childhood, soother of my cares, 
Preventer of my wishes, of my thoughts, 
Oh, pardon youth, oh, pardon royalty!  
If hastily to Dalica I sued,
Fear might impel me, never could distrust.
Go then, for wisdom guides thee, take my name,
Issue what most imports and best beseems,
And sovereignty shall sanction the decree.”
   And now Charoba was alone, her heart
Grew lighter; she sat down, and she arose,
She felt voluptuous tenderness, but felt
That tenderness for Dalica; she praised
Her kind attention, warm solicitude,
Her wisdom — for what wisdom pleased like hers!
She was delighted; should she not behold
Gebir? she blushed; but she had words to speak,
She formed them and re-formed them, with regret
That there was somewhat lost with every change;
She could replace them — what would that avail? — 
Moved from their order they have lost their charm.
While thus she strewed her way with softest words,
Others grew up before her, but appeared
A plenteous rather than perplexing choice:
She rubbed her palms with pleasure, heaved a sigh,
Grew calm again, and thus her thoughts revolved — 
   “But he descended to the tombs! the thought
Thrills me, I must avow it, with affright.
And wherefore? shows he not the more beloved
Of heaven? or how ascends he back to day?
Then has he wronged me? could he want a cause
Who has an army and was bred to reign?
And yet no reasons against rights he urged,
He threatened not, proclaimed not; I approached,
He hastened on; I spake, he listened; wept,
He pitied me; he loved me, he obeyed;
He was a conqueror, still am I a queen.” 
   She thus indulged fond fancies, when the sound
Of timbrels and of cymbals struck her ear,
And horns and howlings of wild jubilee.
She feared, and listened to confirm her fears;
One breath sufficed, and shook her refluent soul.
Smiting, with simulated smile constrained,
Her beauteous bosom, “Oh, perfidious man!
Oh, cruel foe!” she twice and thrice exclaimed,
“Oh, my companions equal-aged! my throne,
My people!  Oh, how wretched to presage
This day, how tenfold wretched to endure!” 
   She ceased, and instantly the palace rang
With gratulation roaring into rage — 
’Twas her own people.  “Health to Gebir! health
To our compatriot subjects! to our queen!
Health and unfaded youth ten thousand years!”
Then went the victims forward crowned with flowers,
Crowned were tame crocodiles, and boys white-robed
Guided their creaking crests across the stream.
In gilded barges went the female train,
And hearing others ripple near, undrew
The veil of sea-green awning: if they found
Whom they desired, how pleasant was the breeze!  
If not, the frightful water forced a sigh.
Sweet airs of music ruled the rowing palms,
Now rose they glistening and aslant reclined,
Now they descended, and with one consent
Plunging, seemed swift each other to pursue,
And now to tremble wearied o’er the wave.
Beyond and in the suburbs might be seen
Crowds of all ages: here in triumph passed
Not without pomp, though raised with rude device,
The monarch and Charoba; there a throng
Shone out in sunny whiteness o’er the reeds.
Nor could luxuriant youth, or lapsing age
Propped by the corner of the nearest street,
With aching eyes and tottering knees intent,
Loose leathery neck and worm-like lip outstretched,
Fix long the ken upon one form, so swift
Through the gay vestures fluttering on the bank,
And through the bright-eyed waters dancing round, 
Wove they their wanton wiles and disappeared.
   Meantime, with pomp august and solemn, borne
On four white camels tinkling plates of gold,
Heralds before and Ethiop slaves behind,
Each with the signs of office in his hand,
Each on his brow the sacred stamp of years,
The four ambassadors of peace proceed.
Rich carpets bear they, corn and generous wine,
The Syrian olive’s cheerful gift they bear,
With stubborn goats that eye the mountain tops
Askance and riot with reluctant horn,
And steeds and stately camels in their train.
The king, who sat before his tent, descried
The dust rise reddened from the setting sun.
Through all the plains below the Gadite men
Were resting from their labour; some surveyed
The spacious site ere yet obstructed — walls
Already, soon will roofs have interposed;
Some ate their frugal viands on the steps
Contented; some, remembering home, prefer
The cot’s bare rafters o’er the gilded dome,
And sing, for often sighs, too, end in song:
“In smiling meads how sweet the brook’s repose,
To the rough ocean and red restless sands!
Where are the woodland voices that increased
Along the unseen path on festal days,
When lay the dry and outcast arbutus
On the fane step, and the first privet-flowers
Threw their white light upon the vernal shrine?”
Some heedless trip along with hasty step
Whistling, and fix too soon on their abodes:
Haply and one among them with his spear
Measures the lintel, if so great its height
As will receive him with his helm unlowered.
   But silence went throughout, e’en thoughts were hushed,
When to full view of navy and of camp
Now first expanded the bare-headed train.
Majestic, unpresuming, unappalled,
Onward they marched, and neither to the right
Nor to the left, though there the city stood,
Turned they their sober eyes; and now they reached
Within a few steep paces of ascent
The lone pavilion of the Iberian king.
He saw them, he awaited them, he rose,
He hailed them, “Peace be with you:” they replied,
“King of the western world, be with you peace.”
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Once a fair city, courted then by king, 
Mistress of nations, thronged by palaces, 
Raising her head o’er destiny, her face
Glowing with pleasure and with palms refreshed,
Now pointed at by Wisdom or by Wealth,
Bereft of beauty, bare of ornaments,
Stood in the wilderness of woe, Masar.
Ere far advancing, all appeared a plain;
Treacherous and fearful mountains, far advanced.
Her glory so gone down, at human step
The fierce hyena frighted from the walls
Bristled his rising back, his teeth unsheathed,
Drew the long growl and with slow foot retired.
Yet were remaining some of ancient race,
And ancient arts were now their sole delight:
With Time’s first sickle they had marked the hour
When at their incantation would the Moon
Start back, and shuddering shed blue blasted light.
The rifted rays they gathered, and immersed
In potent portion of that wondrous wave,
Which, hearing rescued Israel, stood erect,
And led her armies through his crystal gates.
   Hither (none shared her way, her counsel none)
Hied the Masarian Dalica: ’twas night,
And the still breeze fell languid on the waste.
She, tired with journey long and ardent thoughts
Stopped; and before the city she descried
A female form emerge above the sands.
Intent she fixed her eyes, and on herself
Relying, with fresh vigour bent her way;
Nor disappeared the woman, but exclaimed,
One hand retaining tight her folded vest,
“Stranger, who loathest life, there lies Masar.
Begone, nor tarry longer, or ere morn
The cormorant in his solitary haunt
Of insulated rock or sounding cove
Stands on thy bleachéd bones and screams for prey.
My lips can scatter them a hundred leagues,
So shrivelled in one breath as all the sands
We tread on could not in as many years.
Wretched who die nor raise their sepulchre!
Therefore begone.”
      But Dalica unawed
(Though in her withered but still firm right-hand
Held up with imprecations hoarse and deep
Glimmered her brazen sickle, and enclosed
Within its figured curve the fading moon)
Spake thus aloud.  “By yon bright orb of Heaven,
In that most sacred moment when her beam
Guided first thither by the forkéd shaft, 
Strikes through the crevice of Arishtah’s tower—”
   “Sayst thou?” astonished cried the sorceress, 
“Woman of outer darkness, fiend of death, 
From what inhuman cave, what dire abyss,
Hast thou invisible that spell o’erheard?
What potent hand hath touched thy quickened corse,
What song dissolved thy cerements, who unclosed
Those faded eyes and filled them from the stars?
But if with inextinguished light of life
Thou breathest, soul and body unamerced,
Then whence that invocation? who hath dared
Those hallowed words, divulging, to profane?” 
   Dalica cried, “To heaven, not earth, addressed,
Prayers for protection cannot be profane.” 
   Here the pale sorceress turned her face aside
Wildly, and muttered to herself amazed;
“I dread her who, alone at such an hour,
Can speak so strangely, who can thus combine
The words of reason with our gifted rites,
Yet will I speak once more. — If thou hast seen
The city of Charoba, hast thou marked
The steps of Dalica?”
   “What then?”
      “The tongue
Of Dalica has then our rites divulged.”
   “Whose rites?”
      “Her sister’s, mother’s, and her own.”
   “Never.”
      “How sayst thou never? one would think, 
Presumptuous, thou wert Dalica.”
      “I am,
Woman, and who art thou?”
   With close embrace,
Clung the Masarian round her neck, and cried:
“Art thou then not my sister? ah, I fear
The golden lamps and jewels of a court
Deprive thine eyes of strength and purity.
O Dalica, mine watch the waning moon,
For ever patient in our mother’s art,
And rest on Heaven suspended, where the founts
Of Wisdom rise, where sound the wings of Power;
Studies intense of strong and stern delight!
And thou too, Dalica, so many years
Weaned from the bosom of thy native land,
Returnest back and seekest true repose.
Oh, what more pleasant than the short-breathed sigh
When laying down your burden at the gate,
And dizzy with long wandering, you embrace
The cool and quiet of a homespun bed.”
   “Alas,” said Dalica, “though all commend
This choice, and many meet with no control,
Yet none pursue it!  Age by Care oppressed
Feels for the couch, and drops into the grave.
The tranquil scene lies further still from Youth:
Frenzied Ambition and desponding Love
Consume Youth’s fairest flowers; compared with Youth
Age has a something something like repose.
Myrthyr, I seek not here a boundary
Like the horizon, which, as you advance,
Keeping its form and colour, yet recedes;
But mind my errand, and my suit perform.
   Twelve years ago Charoba first could speak:
If her indulgent father asked her name, 
She would indulge him too, and would reply 
‘What? why, Charoba!’ raised with sweet surprise,
And proud to shine a teacher in her turn.
Show her the graven sceptre; what its use?
’Twas to beat dogs with, and to gather flies.
She thought the crown a plaything to amuse
Herself, and not the people, for she thought
Who mimic infant words might infant toys:
But while she watched grave elders look with awe
On such a bauble, she withheld her breath;
She was afraid her parents should suspect
They had caught childhood from her in a kiss;
She blushed for shame, and feared — for she believed.
Yet was not courage wanting in the child.
No; I have often seen her with both hands
Shake a dry crocodile of equal height,
And listen to the shells within the scales,
And fancy there was life, and yet apply
The jagged jaws wide open to her ear.
Past are three summers since she first beheld
The ocean; all around the child await
Some exclamation of amazement here:
She coldly said, her long-lashed eyes abased,
   ‘Is this the mighty ocean? is this all!’
That wondrous soul Charoba once possessed,
Capacious then as earth or heaven could hold,
Soul discontented with capacity,
Is gone, I fear, for ever.  Need I say
She was enchanted by the wicked spells
Of Gebir, whom with lust of power inflamed
The western winds have landed on our coast?
I since have watched her in each lone retreat,
Have heard her sigh and soften out the name,
Then would she change it for Egyptian sounds
More sweet, and seem to taste them on her lips,
Then loathe them — Gebir, Gebir still returned.
Who would repine, of reason not bereft!
For soon the sunny stream of youth runs down,
And not a gadfly streaks the lake beyond.
Lone in the gardens, on her gathered vest
How gently would her languid arm recline!
How often have I seen her kiss a flower,
And on cool mosses press her glowing cheek!
Nor was the stranger free from pangs himself.
Whether by spell imperfect, or while brewed
The swelling herbs infected him with foam,
Oft have the shepherds met him wandering
Through unfrequented paths, oft overheard
Deep groans, oft started from soliloquies
Which they believe assuredly were meant
For spirits who attended him unseen.
But when from his illuded eyes retired
That figure Fancy fondly chose to raise,
He clasped the vacant air and stood and gazed;
Then owning it was folly, strange to tell,
Burst into peals of laughter at his woes.
Next, when his passion had subsided, went
Where from a cistern, green and ruined, oozed
A little rill, soon lost; there gathered he
Violets, and harebells of a sister bloom,
Twining complacently their tender stems
With plants of kindest pliability.
These for a garland woven, for a crown
He platted pithy rushes, and ere dusk
The grass was whitened with their roots nipped off.
These threw he, finished, in the little rill
And stood surveying them with steady smile:
But such a smile as that of Gebir bids
To Comfort a defiance, to Despair
A welcome, at whatever hour she please.
Had I observed him I had pitied him;
I have observed Charoba, I have asked
If she loved Gebir.
      ‘Love him!’ she exclaimed
With such a start of terror, such a flush
Of anger, ‘I love Gebir?  I in love?’
And looked so piteous, so impatient looked — 
And burst, before I answered, into tears.
Then saw I, plainly saw I, ’twas not love;
For such her natural temper, what she likes
She speaks it out, or rather she commands.
And could Charoba say with greater ease
Bring me a water-melon from the Nile,’
Than, if she loved him, ‘Bring me him I love.’
Therefore the death of Gebir is resolved.”
   “Resolved indeed,” cried Myrthyr, nought surprised,
   “Precious my arts!  I could without remorse
Kill, though I hold thee dearer than the day,
E’en thee thyself, to exercise my arts.
Look yonder! mark yon pomp of funeral!
Is this from fortune or from favouring stars?
Dalica, look thou yonder, what a train!
What weeping!  Oh, what luxury!  Come, haste,
Gather me quickly up these herbs I dropped,
And then away — hush!  I must unobserved
From those two maiden sisters pull the spleen:
Dissemblers! how invidious they surround
The virgin’s tomb, where all but virgins weep.” 
   “Nay, hear me first,” cried Dalica; “’tis hard
To perish to attend a foreign king.”
   “Perish! and may not then mine eye alone 
Draw out the venom drop, and yet remain 
Enough? the portion cannot be perceived.”
   Away she hastened with it to her home, 
And, sprinkling thrice flesh sulphur o’er the hearth,
Took up a spindle with malignant smile, 
And pointed to a woof, nor spake a word; 
’Twas a dark purple, and its dye was dread.
   Plunged in a lonely house, to her unknown, 
Now Dalica first trembled: o’er the roof
Wandered her haggard eyes— ’twas some relief.
The massy stones, though hewn most roughly, showed
The hand of man had once at least been there:
But from this object sinking back amazed,
Her bosom lost all consciousness, and shook
As if suspended in unbounded space.
Her thus entranced the sister’s voice recalled.
“Behold it here dyed once again! ’tis done.”
Dalica stepped, and felt beneath her feet
The slippery floor, with mouldered dust bestrewn;
But Myrthyr seized with bare bold-sinewed arm
The grey cerastes, writhing from her grasp,
And twisted off his horn, nor feared to squeeze
The viscous poison from his glowing gums.
Nor wanted there the root of stunted shrub
Which he lays ragged, hanging o’er the sands,
And whence the weapons of his wrath are death:
Nor the blue urchin that with clammy fin
Holds down the tossing vessel for the tides.
   Together these her scient hand combined,
And more she added, dared I mention more.
Which done, with words most potent, thrice she dipped
The reeking garb; thrice waved it through the air:
She ceased; and suddenly the creeping wool 
Shrunk up with crispèd dryness in her hands.
“Take this,” she cried, “and Gebir is no more.”
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Now to Aurora borne by dappled steeds,
The sacred gate of orient pearl and gold,
Smitten with Lucifer’s light silver wand,
Expanded slow to strains of harmony:
The waves beneath in purpling rows, like doves
Glancing with wanton coyness tow’rd their queen,
Heaved softly; thus the damsel’s bosom heaves
When from her sleeping lover’s downy cheek,
To which so warily her own she brings
Each moment nearer, she perceives the warmth
Of coming kisses fanned by playful dreams.
Ocean and earth and heaven was jubilee.
For ’twas the morning pointed out by Fate
When an immortal maid and mortal man
Should share each other’s nature knit in bliss.  
   The brave Iberians far the beach o’erspread
Ere dawn with distant awe; none hear the mew, 
None mark the curlew flapping o’er the field;
Silence held all, and fond expectancy.
Now suddenly the conch above the sea
Sounds, and goes sounding through the woods profound.
They, where they hear the echo, turn their eyes,
But nothing see they, save a purple mist
Roll from the distant mountain down the shore:
It rolls, it sails, it settles, it dissolves — 
Now shines the nymph to human eye revealed,
And leads her Tamar timorous o’er the waves.
Immortals crowding round congratulate
The shepherd; he shrinks back, of breath bereft:
His vesture clinging closely round his limbs
Unfelt, while they the whole fair form admire,
He fears that he has lost it, then he fears
The wave has moved it, most to look he fears.
Scarce the sweet-flowing music he imbibes,
Or sees the peopled ocean; scarce he sees
Spio with sparkling eyes, and Beroe
Demure, and young Ione, less renowned,
Not less divine, mild-natured; Beauty formed
Her face, her heart Fidelity; for gods
Designed, a mortal too Ione loved.
These were the nymphs elected for the hour
Of Hesperus and Hymen; these had strewn
The bridal bed, these tuned afresh the shells,
Wiping the green that hoarsened them within:
These wove the chaplets, and at night resolved
To drive the dolphins from the wreathéd door.
Gebir surveyed the concourse from the tents,
The Egyptian men around him; ’twas observed
By those below how wistfully he looked,
From what attention with what earnestness
Now to his city, now to theirs, he waved
His hand, and held it, while they spake, outspread.
They tarried with him, and they shared the feast.
They stooped with trembling hand from heavy jars
The wines of Gades gurgling in the bowl;
Nor bent they homeward till the moon appeared
To hang midway betwixt the earth and skies.
’Twas then that leaning o’er the boy beloved,
In Ocean’s grot where Ocean was unheard,
“Tamar!” the nymph said gently, “come awake!
Enough to love, enough to sleep, is given,
Haste we away.”  This Tamar deemed deceit,
Spoken so fondly, and he kissed her lips,
Nor blushed he then, for he was then unseen.
But she arising bade the youth arise.
“What cause to fly?” said Tamar; she replied,
“Ask none for flight, and feign none for delay.” 
   “Oh, am I then deceived! or am I cast
From dreams of pleasure to eternal sleep,
And, when I cease to shudder, cease to be!”
She held the downcast bridegroom to her breast,
Looked in his face and charmed away his fears.
She said not “Wherefore leave I then embraced
You a poor shepherd, or at most a man,
Myself a nymph, that now I should deceive?”
She said not — Tamar did, and was ashamed.
Him overcome her serious voice bespake.
“Grief favours all who bear the gift of tears!
Mild at first sight he meets his votaries
And casts no shadow as he comes along:
But after his embrace the marble chills
The pausing foot, the closing door sounds loud,
The fiend in triumph strikes the roof, then falls
The eye uplifted from his lurid shade.
Tamar, depress thyself, and miseries
Darken and widen: yes, proud-hearted man!
The sea-bird rises as the billows rise;
Nor otherwise when mountain floods descend
Smiles the unsullied lotus glossy-haired.
Thou, claiming all things, leanest on thy claim
Till overwhelmed through incompliancy.
Tamar, some silent tempest gathers round!”
   “Round whom?” retorted Tamar; “thou describe 
The danger, I will dare it.”
      “Who will dare
What is unseen?”
      “The man that is unblessed.”
   “But wherefore thou?  It threatens not thyself, 
Nor me, but Gebir and the Gadite host.”
   “The more I know, the more a wretch am I.”
Groaned deep the troubled youth, “still thou proceed.”
   “Oh, seek not destined evils to divine,
Found out at last too soon! cease here the search,
’Tis vain, ’tis impious, ’tis no gift of mine:
I will impart far better, will impart
What makes, when winter comes, the sun to rest
So soon on ocean’s bed his paler brow,
And night to tarry so at spring’s return.
And I will tell sometimes the fate of men
Who loosed from drooping neck the restless arm
Adventurous, ere long nights had satisfied
The sweet and honest avarice of love;
How whirlpools have absorbed them, storms o’er-whelmed,
And how amid their struggles and their prayers
The big wave blackened o’er the mouths supine:
Then, when my Tamar trembles at the tale,
Kissing his lips half open with surprise,
Glance from the gloomy story, and with glee
Light on the fairer fables of the gods.
   Thus we may sport at leisure where we go
Where, loved by Neptune and the Naiad, loved
By pensive Dryad pale, and Oread
The spritely nymph whom constant Zephyr wooes,
Rhine rolls his beryl-coloured wave; than Rhine
What river from the mountains ever came
More stately! most the simple crown adorns
Of rushes and of willows interwined
With here and there a flower: his lofty brow
Shaded with vines and mistletoe and oak
He rears, and mystic bards his fame resound.
Or gliding opposite, th’ Illyrian gulf
Will harbour us from ill.”  While thus she spake,
She touched his eyelashes with libant lip,
And breathed ambrosial odours, o’er his cheek
Celestial warmth suffusing: grief dispersed,
And strength and pleasure beamed upon his brow.
Then pointed she before him: first arose
To his astonished and delighted view
The sacred isle that shrines the queen of love.
It stood so near him, so acute each sense,
That not the symphony of lutes alone,
Or coo serene or billing strife of doves,
But murmurs, whispers, nay the very sighs
Which he himself had uttered once, he heard.
Next, but long after and far off, appear
The cloud-like cliffs and thousand towers of Crete,
And further to the right, the Cyclades:
Phoebus had raised and fixed them, to surround
His native Delos and aërial fane.
He saw the land of Pelops, host of gods,
Saw the steep ridge where Corinth after stood
Beckoning the serious with the smiling arts
Into the sunbright bay; unborn the maid
That to assure the bent-up hand unskilled
Looked oft, but oftener fearing who might wake.
He heard the voice of rivers; he descried
Pindan Peneus and the slender nymphs
That tread his banks but fear the thundering tide;
These, and Amphrysos and Apidanus
And poplar-crowned Spercheus, and reclined
On restless rocks Enipeus, whore the winds
Scattered above the weeds his hoary hair.
Then, with Pirene and with Panope,
Evenus, troubled from paternal tears,
And last was Achelous, king of isles.
Zacynthus here, above rose Ithaca,
Like a blue bubble floating in the bay.
Far onward to the left a glimmering light
Glanced out oblique, nor vanished; he inquired
Whence that arose, his consort thus replied — 
   “Behold the vast Eridanus! ere long
We may again behold him and rejoice.
Of noble rivers none with mightier force
Rolls his unwearied torrent to the main.”
And now Sicanian Etna rose to view:
Darkness with light more horrid she confounds,
Baffles the breath and dims the sight of day.
Tamar grew giddy with astonishment
And, looking up, held fast the bridal vest;
He heard the roar above him, heard the roar
Beneath, and felt it too, as he beheld,
Hurl, from earth’s base, rocks, mountains, to the skies.
   Meanwhile the nymph had fixed her eyes beyond,
As seeing somewhat, not intent on aught.
He, more amazed than ever, then exclaimed,
   “Is there another flaming isle? or this
Illusion, thus passed over unobserved?”
   “Look yonder,” cried the nymph, without reply,
“Look yonder!”  Tamar looked, and saw afar
Where the waves whitened on the desert shore.
When from amid grey ocean first he caught
The heights of Calpé, saddened he exclaimed,
“Rock of Iberia! fixed by Jove and hung
With all his thunder-hearing clouds, I hail
Thy ridges rough and cheerless! what though Spring
Nor kiss thy brow nor cool it with a flower, 
Yet will I hail thee, hail thy flinty couch, 
Where Valour and where Virtue have reposed.”
   The nymph said, sweetly smiling, “Fickle man
Would not be happy could he not regret!
And I confess how, looking back, a thought
Has touched and tuned or rather thrilled my heart,
Too soft for sorrow and too strong for joy:
Fond foolish maid, ’twas with mine own accord
It soothed me, shook me, melted, drowned, in tears.
But weep not thou; what cause hast thou to weep?
Wouldst thou thy country? wouldst those caves abhorred,
Dungeons and portals that exclude the day?
Gebir, though generous, just, humane, inhaled
Rank venom from these mansions.  Rest, O king
In Egypt thou! nor, Tamar! pant for sway.
With horrid chorus, Pain, Diseases, Death,
Stamp on the slippery pavement of the proud,
And ring their sounding emptiness through earth.
Possess the ocean, me, thyself, and peace.” 
   And now the chariot of the Sun descends,
The waves rush hurried from his foaming steeds,
Smoke issues from their nostrils at the gate,
Which when they enter, with huge golden bar
Atlas and Calpe close across the sea.
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  What mortal first by adverse fate assailed,
Trampled by tyranny or scoffed by scorn,
Stung by remorse or wrung by poverty,
Bade with fond sigh his native laud farewell?
Wretched! but tenfold wretched who resolved
Against the waves to plunge th’ expatriate keel
Deep with the richest harvest of his land!
   Driven with that weak blast which Winter leaves
Closing his palace gates on Caucasus,
Oft hath a berry risen forth a shade;
From the same parent plant another lies
Deaf to the daily call of weary hind;
Zephyrs pass by and laugh at his distress.
By every lake’s and every river’s side
The nymphs and Naiads teach Equality;
In voices gently querulous they ask,
“Who would with aching head and toiling arms
Bear the full pitcher to the stream far off?
Who would, of power intent on high emprise,
Deem less the praise to fill the vacant gulf
Then raise Charybdis upon Etna’s brow?”
Amid her darkest caverns most retired,
Nature calls forth her filial elements
To close around and cruel that monster Void:
Fire, springing fierce from his resplendent throne,
And Water, dashing the devoted wretch
Woundless and whole with iron-coloured mace,
Or whirling headlong in his war-belt’s fold.
Mark well the lesson, man! and spare thy kind.
Go, from their midnight darkness wake the woods,
Woo the lone forest in her last retreat:
Many still bend their beauteous heads unblest
And sigh aloud for elemental man.
Through palaces and porches evil eyes
Light upon e’en the wretched, who have fled
The house of bondage or the house of birth;
Suspicions, murmurs, treacheries, taunts, retorts,
Attend the brighter banners that invade;
And the first horn of hunter, pale with want,
Sounds to the chase, the second to the war.  
   The long awaited day at last arrived,
When, linked together by the seven-armed Nile,
Egypt with proud Iberia should unite.
Here the Tartesian, there the Gadite tents
Rang with impatient pleasure: here engaged
Woody Nebrissa’s quiver-bearing crew,
Contending warm with amicable skill;
While they of Durius raced along the beach
And scattered mud and jeers on all behind.
The strength of Bætis too removed the helm
And stripped the corslet off, and staunched the foot
Against the mossy maple, while they tore
Their quivering lances from the hissing wound.
Others push forth the prows of their compeers,
And the wave, parted by the pouncing beak,
Swells up the sides, and closes far astern:
The silent oars now dip their level wings,
And weary with strong stroke the whitening wave.
Others, afraid of tardiness, return:
Now, entering the still harbour, every surge
Runs with a louder murmur up their keel,
And the slack cordage rattles round the mast.
Sleepless with pleasure and expiring fears
Had Gebir risen ere the break of dawn,
And o’er the plains appointed for the feast
Hurried with ardent step: the swains admired
What so transversely could have swept the dew;
For never long one path had Gebir trod,
Nor long, unheeding man, one pace preserved.
Not thus Charoba: she despaired the day:
The day was present; true; yet she despaired.
In the too tender and once tortured heart
Doubts gather strength from habit, like disease;
Fears, like the needle verging to the pole,
Tremble and tremble into certainty.
How often, when her maids with merry voice
Called her, and told the sleepless queen ’twas morn,
How often would she feign some fresh delay,
And tell them (though they saw) that she arose.
Next to her chamber, closed by cedar doors
A bath of purest marble, purest wave,
On its fair surface bore its pavement high:
Arabian gold enchased the crystal roof,
With fluttering boys adorned and girls unrobed:
These, when you touch the quiet water, start
From their aërial sunny arch, and pant
Entangled mid each other’s flowery wreaths,
And each pursuing is in turn pursued.
Here came at last, as ever wont at morn,
Charoba: long she lingered at the brink,
Often she sighed, and, naked as she was,
Sat down, and leaning on the couch’s edge,
On the soft inward pillow of her arm
Rested her burning cheek: she moved her eyes;
She blushed; and blushing plunged into the wave.  
   Now brazen chariots thunder through each street,
And neighing steeds paw proudly from delay.
While o’er the palace breathes the dulcimer,
Lute, and aspiring harp, and lisping reed;
Loud rush the trumpets bursting through the throng
And urge the high-shouldered vulgar; now are heard
Curses and quarrels and constricted blows,
Threats and defiance and suburban war.
Hark! the reiterated clangour sounds!
Now murmurs, like the sea or like the storm,
Or like the flames on forests, move and mount
From rank to rank, and loud and louder roll,
Till all the people is one vast applause.
Yes, ’tis herself, Charoba — now the strife
To see again a form so often seen!
Feel they some partial pang, some secret void,
Some doubt of feasting those fond eyes again?
Panting imbibe they that refreshing sight
To reproduce in hour of bitterness?
She goes, the king awaits her from the camp:
Him she descried, and trembled ere he reached
Her car, but shuddered paler at his voice.
So the pale silver at the festive board
Grows paler filled afresh and dewed with wine;
So seems the tenderest herbage of the spring
To whiten, bending from a balmy gale.
The beauteous queen alighting he received,
And sighed to loose her from his arms; she hung
A little longer on them through her fears:
Her maidens followed her, and one that watched,
One that had called her in the morn, observed
How virgin passion with unfueled flame
Burns into whiteness, while the blushing cheek
Imagination heats and Shame imbues.  
   Between both nations drawn in ranks they pass:
The priests, with linen ephods, linen robes, 
Attend their steps, some follow, some precede, 
Where clothed with purple intertwined with gold
Two lofty thrones commanded land and main.
Behind and near them numerous were the tents
As freckled clouds o’erfloat our vernal skies,
Numerous as wander in warm moonlight nights,
Along Meander’s or Cayster’s marsh,
Swans pliant-necked and village storks revered.
Throughout each nation moved the hum confused,
Like that from myriad wings o’er Scythian cups
Of frothy milk, concreted soon with blood.
Throughout the fields the savoury smoke ascends,
And boughs and branches shade the hides unbroached.
Some roll the flowery turf into a seat, 
And others press the helmet — now resounds
The signal — queen and monarch mount the thrones.
The brazen clarion hoarsens: many leagues
Above them, many to the south, the heron
Rising with hurried croak and throat outstretched,
Ploughs up the silvering surface of her plain.  
   Tottering with age’s zeal and mischief’s haste
Now was discovered Dalica; she reached
The throne, she leant against the pedestal,
And now ascending stood before the king.
Prayers for his health and safety she preferred,
And o’er his head and o’er his feet she threw
Myrrh, nard, and cassia, from three golden urns;
His robe of native woof she next removed,
And round his shoulders drew the garb accursed,
And bowed her head and parted: soon the queen
Saw the blood mantle in his manly cheeks,
And feared, and faltering sought her lost replies,
And blessed the silence that she wished were broke.
Alas! unconscious maiden! night shall close, 
And love and sovereignty and life dissolve, 
And Egypt be one desert drenched in blood.
   When thunder overhangs the fountain’s head, 
Losing its wonted freshness every stream 
Grows turbid, grows with sickly warmth suffused:
Thus were the brave Iberians when they saw
The king of nations from his throne descend.
Scarcely, with pace uneven, knees unnerved,
Reached he the waters: in his troubled ear
They sounded murmuring drearily; they rose
Wild, in strange colours, to his parching eyes;
They seemed to rush around him, seemed to lift
From the receding earth his helpless feet.
He fell — Charoba shrieked aloud — she ran — 
Frantic with fears and fondness, mazed with woe,
Nothing but Gebir dying she beheld.
The turban that betrayed its golden charge
Within, the veil that down her shoulders hung,
All fallen at her feet! the furthest wave
Creeping with silent progress up the sand,
Glided through all, and raised their hollow folds.
In vain they bore him to the sea, in vain
Rubbed they his temples with the briny warmth:
He struggled from them, strong with agony,
He rose half up, he fell again, he cried
“Charoba!  O Charoba!”  She embraced
His neck, and raising on her knee one arm,
Sighed when it moved not, when it fell she shrieked,
And clasping loud both hands above her head, 
She called on Gebir, called on earth, on heaven.
   “Who will believe me? what shall I protest?
How innocent, thus wretched!  God of gods,
Strike me — who most offend thee most defy — 
Charoba most offends thee — strike me, hurl
From this accursed land, this faithless throne.
O Dalica! see here the royal feast!
See here the gorgeous robe! you little thought
How have the demons dyed that robe with death.
Where are ye, dear fond parents! when ye heard
My feet in childhood pat the palace-floor,
Ye started forth and kissed away surprise:
Will ye now meet me! how, and where, and when?
And must I fill your bosom with my tears,
And, what I never have done, with your own!
Why have the gods thus punished me? what harm
Have ever I done them? have I profaned
Their temples, asked too little, or too much?
Proud if they granted, grieved if they withheld?
O mother! stand between your child and them!
Appease them, soothe them, soften their revenge,
Melt them to pity with maternal tears — 
Alas, but if you cannot! they themselves
Will then want pity rather than your child.
O Gebir! best of monarchs, best of men,
What realm hath ever thy firm even hand
Or lost by feebleness or held by force!
Behold thy cares and perils how repaid!
Behold the festive day, the nuptial hour!”
   Thus raved Charoba: horror, grief, amaze,
Pervaded all the host; all eyes were fixed;
All stricken motionless and mute: the feast
Was like the feast of Cepheus, when the sword
Of Phineus, white with wonder, shook restrained,
And the hilt rattled in his marble hand.
She heard not, saw not, every sense was gone;
One passion banished all; dominion, praise,
The world itself was nothing.  Senseless man!
What would thy fancy figure now from worlds?
There is no world to those that grieve and love.
She hung upon his bosom, pressed his lips,
Breathed, and would feign it his that she resorbed;
She chafed the feathery softness of his veins,
That swelled out black, like tendrils round their vase
After libation: lo! he moves! he groans!
He seems to struggle from the grasp of death.
Charoba shrieked and fell away, her hand
Still clasping his, a sudden blush o’erspread
Her pallid humid cheek, and disappeared.
’Twas not the blush of shame — what shame has woe? — 
’Twas not the genuine ray of hope, it flashed
With shuddering glimmer through unscattered clouds,
It flashed from passions rapidly opposed.
   Never so eager, when the world was waves,
Stood the less daughter of the ark, and tried
(Innocent this temptation!) to recall
With folded vest and casting arm the dove;
Never so fearful, when amid the vines
Rattled the hail, and when the light of heaven
Closed, since the wreck of Nature, first eclipsed,
As she was eager for his life’s return,
As she was fearful how his groans might end.
They ended: cold and languid calm succeeds;
His eyes have lost their lustre, but his voice
Is not unheard, though short: he spake these words:
   “And weepest thou, Charoba! shedding tears 
More precious than the jewels that surround
The neck of kings entombed! then weep, fair queen,
At once thy pity and my pangs assuage.
Ah! what is grandeur, glory — they are past!
When nothing else, not life itself, remains,
Still the fond mourner may be called our own.
Should I complain of Fortune? how she errs,
Scattering her bounty upon barren ground,
Slow to allay the lingering thirst of toil?
Fortune, ’tis true, may err, may hesitate,
Death follows close nor hesitates nor errs.
I feel the stroke!  I die!”  He would extend
His dying arm; it fell upon his breast:
Cold sweat and shivering ran o’er every limb,
His eyes grew stiff, he struggled and expired.
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COLLECTION OF 1846.
 

O FRIENDS! who have accompanied thus far
My quickening steps, sometimes where sorrow sate
Dejected, and sometimes where valour stood
Resplendent, right before us; here perhaps
We best might part; but one to valour dear
Comes up in wrath and calls me worse than foe,
Reminding me of gifts too ill deserved.
I must not blow away the flowers he gave,
Altho’ now faded; I must not efface
The letters his own hand has traced for me.
Here terminates my park of poetry.
Look out no longer for extensive woods,
For clusters of unlopt and lofty trees,
With stately animals coucht under them,
Or grottoes with deep wells of water pure,
And ancient figures in the solid rock:
Come, with our sunny pasture be content,
Our narrow garden and our homestead croft,
And tillage not neglected. Love breathes round;
Love, the bright atmosphere, the vital air,
Of youth; without it life and death are one.
 
  


I
 

She leads in solitude her youthful hours,
Her nights are restlessness, her days are pain.
O when will Health and Pleasure come again,
Adorn her brow and strew her path with flowers,
And wandering wit relume the roseate bowers,
And turn and trifle with his festive train?
Grant me, O grant this wish, ye heavenly Powers!
All other hope, all other wish, restrain.
 
  


II.
 

Come back, ye Smiles, that late forsook
Each breezy path and ferny nook.
Come Laughter, though the Sage hath said
Thou favourest most the thoughtless head:
I blame thee not, howe’er inclin’d
To love the vacant easy mind,
But now am ready, may it please,
That mine be vacant and at ease.
Sweet children of celestial breed,
Be ruled by me; repress your speed.
Laughter! though Momus gave thee birth,
And said, My darling, stay on earth!
Smiles! though from Venus you arise,
And live for ever in the skies,
Softly! and let not one descend
But first alights upon my friend.
When one upon her cheek appears,
A thousand spring to life from hers;
Death smites his disappointed urn,
And spirit, pleasure, wit, return.
 
  


III.
 

WITH PETRARCA’S SONNETS.
 

Behold what homage to his idol paid
The tuneful suppliant of Valclusa’s shade.
His verses still me tender heart engage,
They charm’d a rude, and please a polisht age:
Some are to nature and to passion true,
And all had been so, had he lived for you.
 
  


IV.
 

The touch of Love dispels the gloom
Of life, and animates the tomb;
But never let it idly flare
On gazers in the open air,
Nor turn it quite away from one
To whom it serves for moon and sun,
And who alike in night or day
Without it could not find his way.
 
  


V.
 

TWELFTH-NIGHT.
 

I draw with trembling hand my doubtful lot;
Yet where are Fortune’s frowns if she frown not
From whom I hope, from whom I fear, the kiss?
O gentle Love! if there be aught beyond
That makes the bosom calm, but leaves it fond,
O let her give me that, and take back this!
 
 
  


VI.
 

She I love (alas in vain!)
Floats before my slumbering eyes:
When she comes she lulls my pain,
When she goes what pangs arise!
Thou whom love, whom memory flies,
Gentle Sleep! prolong thy reign!
If even thus she soothe my sighs,
Never let me wake again!
 
  


VII.
 

Thou hast not rais’d, Ianthe, such desire
In any breast as thou hast rais’d in mine.
No wandering meteor now, no marshy fire,
Leads on my steps, but lofty, but divine:
And, if thou dullest me, as chill thou dost
When I approach too near, too boldly gaze,
So chills the blushing mom, so chills the host
Of vernal stars, with light more chaste than day’s.
 
  


VIII.
 

Darling shell, where hast thou been,
West or East? or heard or seen?
From what pastimes art thou come?
Can we make amends at home?
Whether thou hast tuned the dance
To the maids of ocean
Know I not; but Ignorance
Never hurts Devotion.
This I know, Ianthe’s shell,
I must ever love thee well,
Tho’ too little to resound
While the Nereids dance around;
For, of all the shells that are,
Thou art sure the brightest;
Thou, Ianthe’s infant care,
Most these eyes delightest.
To thy early aid she owes
Teeth like budding snowdrop rows:
And what other shell can say
On her bosom once it lay?
That which into Cyprus bore
Venus from her native sea,
(Pride of shells!) was never more
Dear to her than thou to me.
 
  


IX.
 

Away my verse; and never fear,
As men before such beauty do;
On you she will not look severe,
She will not turn her eyes from you.
Some happier graces could I lend
That in her memory you should live,
Some little blemishes might blend,
For it would please her to forgive.
 
  


X.
 

Pleasure! why thus desert the heart
In its spring-tide?
I could have seen her, I could part,
And but have sigh’d!
O’er every youthful charm to stray,
To gaze, to touch.
Pleasure! why take so much away,
Or give so much!
 
  


XI.
 

My hopes retire; my wishes as before
Struggle to find their resting-place in vain:
The ebbing sea thus beats against the shore;
The shore repels it; it returns again.
 
  


XII.
 

Lie, my fond heart at rest,
She never can be ours.
Why strike upon my breast
The slowly passing hours?
Ah! breathe not out the name!
That fatal folly stay!
Conceal the eternal flame,
And tortured ne’er betray.
 
  


XIII.
 

The heart you cherish can not change;
The fancy, faint and fond,
Has never more the wish to range
Nor power to rise beyond.
 
  


XIV.
 

Clifton! in vain thy varied scenes invite,
The mossy bank, dim glade, and dizzy hight;
The sheep that, starting from the tufted thyme,
Untune the distant church’s mellow chime,
As o’er each limb a gentle horror creeps,
And shakes above our heads the craggy steeps.
Pleasant I’ve thought it to pursue the rower
While light and darkness seize the changeful oar,
The frolic Naiads drawing from below
A net of silver round the black canoe.
Now the last lonely solace must it be
To watch pale evening brood o’er land and sea,
Then join my friends and let those friends believe
My cheeks are moisten’d by the dews of eve.
 
  


XV.
 

Ask me not, a voice severe
Tells me, for it gives me pain.
Peace I the hour, too sure, is near
When I can not ask again.
 
  


XVI.
 

O thou whose happy pencil strays
Where I am call’d, nor dare to gaze,
But lower my eye and check my tongue;
O, if thou valuest peaceful days,
Pursue the ringlet’s sunny maze,
And dwell not on those lips too long.
What mists athwart my temples fly,
Now, touch by touch, thy Angers tie
With torturing care her graceful zone!
For all that sparkles from her eye
I could not look while thou art by,
Nor could I cease were I alone.
 
  


XVII.
 

All tender thoughts that e’er possest
The human brain or human breast,
Centre in mine for thee...
Excepting one.. and that must thou
Contribute: come, confer it now:
Grateful I fain would be.
 
  


XVIII.
 

Past ruin’d Ilion Helen lives,
Alcestis rises from the shades;
Verse calls them forth; ’tis verse that gives
Immortal youth to mortal maids.
Soon shall Oblivion’s deepening veil
Hide all the peopled hills you see,
The gay, the proud, while lovers hail
These many summers you and me.
 
  


XIX.
 

One year ago my path was green,
My footstep light, my brow serene;
Alas! and could it have been so
One year ago?
There is a love that is to last
When the hot days of youth are past:
Such love did a sweet maid bestow
One year ago.
I took a leaflet from her braid
And gave it to another maid.
Love! broken should have been thy bow
One year ago.
 
  


XX.
 

Soon, O Ianthe! life is o’er,
And sooner beauty’s heavenly smile:
Grant only (and I ask no more),
Let love remain that little while.
 
  


XXI.
 

Flow, precious tears! thus shall my rival know
For me, not him, ye flow.
Stay, precious tears! ah stay! this jealous heart
Would bid you flow apart,
Lest he should see you rising o’er the brim,
And hope you rise for him.
Your secret cells, while he is present, keep,
Nor, tho’ I’m absent, weep.
 
  


XXII.
 

It often comes into my head
That we may dream when we are dead,
But I am far from sure we do.
O that it were so! then my rest
Would be indeed among the blest;
I should for ever dream of you.
 
  


XXIII.
 

I can not tell, not I, why she
Awhile so gracious, now should be
So grave: I can not tell you why
The violet hangs its head awry.
It shall be cull’d, it shall be worn,
In spite of every sign of scorn,
Dark look, and overhanging thorn.
 
  


XXIV.
 

From you, Ianthe, little troubles pass
Like little ripples down a sunny river;
Your pleasures spring like daisies in the grass,
Cut down, and up again as blithe as ever.
 
  


XXV.
 

While you, my love, are by,
How fast the moments fly!
Yet who could wish them slower?
Alas! to think ere long
Your converse and your song
Can reach my ear no more.
O let the thought too rest
Upon your gentle breast,
Where many kind ones dwell;
And then perhaps at least
I may partake a feast
None e’er enjoy’d so well.
Why runs in waste away
Such music, day by day,
When every little wave
Of its melodious rill
Would slake my thirst, until
I quench it in the grave.
 
  


XXVI.
 

Ianthe! you are call’d to cross the sea!
A path forbidden me!
Remember, while the Sun his blessing sheds
Upon the mountain-heads,
How often we have watcht him laying down
His brow, and dropt our own
Against each other’s, and how faint and short
And sliding the support!
What will succeed it now? Mine is unblest,
Ianthe! nor will rest
But on the very thought that swells with pain.
O bid me hope again!
O give me back what Earth, what (without you)
Not Heaven itself can do,
One of the golden days that we have past;
And let it be my last!
Or else the gift would be, however sweet,
Fragile and incomplete.
 
  


XXVII.
 

These are the sights I love to see:
I love to see around
Youths breathing hard on bended knee,
Upon that holy ground
My flowers have covered: all the while
I stand above the rest;
I feel within the angelic smile,
I bless, and I am blest.
 
  


XXVIII.
 

Mine fall, and yet a tear of hers
Would swell, not soothe their pain.
Ah! if she look but at these tears,
They do not fall in vain.
 
  


XXIX.
 

Circe, who bore the diadem
O’er every head we see,
Pursued by thousands, turn’d from them
And till’d her cup for me.
She seiz’d what little was design’d
To catch a transient view;
For thee alone she left behind
The tender and the true.
 
  


XXX.
 

If mutable is she I love,
If rising doubts demand their place,
I would adjure them not to move
Beyond her fascinating face.
Let it be question’d, while there flashes
A liquid light of fleeting blue,
Whether it leaves the eyes or lashes,
Plays on the surface or peeps through.
With every word let there appear
So modest yet so sweet a smile,
That he who hopes must gently fear,
Who fears may fondly hope the while.
 
  


XXXI.
 

Could but the dream of night return by day,
And thus again the true Ianthe say,
“Altho’ some other I should live to see
As fond, no other can have charms for me.
No, in this bosom none shall ever share,
Firm is, and tranquil be, your empire there!
If wing’d with amorous fear the unfetter’d slave
Stole back the struggling heart she rashly gave,
Weak, they may call it, weak, but not untrue;
Its destination, though it fail’d, was you.
SO to some distant isle the unconscious dove
Bears at her breast the billet dear to love,
But drops, while viewless lies the happier scene,
On some hard rock or desert beach between.”
 
  


XXXII.
 

There are some tears we would not wish to dry,
And some that sting before they drop and die.
Ah! well may be imagined of the two
Which I would ask of Heaven may fall from you.
Such, ere the lover sinks into the friend,
On meeting cheeks in warm attraction blend.
 
  


XXXIII.
 

I hope indeed ere long
To hear again the song
Bound which so many throng
Of great and gay:
Whether I shall or not
Draw from Fate’s hand that lot
I’d give a prophet all I’m worth to say.
But in the Muse’s bower
At least, O gentle power
Of harmony! one hour
Of many a day
Devote to her I will,
And ding to her until
They ring the bell for life to run away.
 
  


XXXIV.
 

I love to hear that men are bound
By your enchanting links of sound:
I love to hear that none rebell
Against your beauty’s silent spell.
I know not whether I may bear
To see it all, as well as hear;
And never shall I dearly know
Unless you nod and tell me so.
 
  


XXXV.
 

Soon as Ianthe’s lip I prest,
Thither my spirit wing’d its way:
Ah, there the wanton would not rest!
Ah, there the wanderer could not stay!
 
  


XXXVI.
 

Beloved the last! beloved the most!
With willing arms and brow benign
Receive a bosom tempest-tost,
And bid it ever beat to thine.
The Nereid maids, in days of yore,
Saw the lost pilot loose the helm,
Saw the wreck blacken all the shore,
And every wave some head overwhelm.
Afar the youngest of the train
Beheld (but fear’d and aided not)
A minstrel from the billowy main
Borne breathless near her coral grot.
Then terror fled, and pity’rose..
“Ah me!” she cried, “I come too late!
Bather than not have sooth’d his woes,
I would, but may not, share his fate.”
She rais’d his hand. “What hand like this
Could reach the heart athwart the lyre!
What lips like these return my kiss,
Or breathe, incessant, soft desire!”
From eve to mom, from mom to eve,
She gazed his features o’er and o’er,
And those who love and who believe
May hear her sigh along the shore.
 
  


XXXVII.
 

Art thou afraid the adorer’s prayer
Be overheard? that fear resign.
He waves the incense with such care
It leaves no stain upon the shrine.
 
  


XXXVIII.
 

You see the worst of love, but not the best,
Nor will you know him till he comes your guest.
Tho’ yearly drops some feather from his sides,
In the heart’s temple his pure torch abides.
 
  


XXXIX.
 

According to eternal laws
(’Tis useless to inquire the cause)
The gates of fame and of the grave
Stand under the same architrave,
So I would rather some time yet
Play on with you, my little pet!
 
  


XL.
 

While the winds whistle round my cheerless room,
And the pale morning droops with winter’s gloom;
While indistinct lie rude and cultured lands,
The ripening harvest and the hoary sands;
Alone, and destitute of every page
That fires the poet or informs the sage,
Where shall my wishes, where my fancy, rove,
Rest upon past or cherish promist love?
Alas! the past I never can regain,
Wishes may rise and tears may flow.. in vain.
Fancy, that brings her in her early bloom,
Throws barren sunshine o’er the unyielding tomb.
What then would passion, what would reason, do?
Sure, to retrace is worse than to pursue.
Here will I sit till heaven shall cease to lour
And happier Hesper bring the appointed hour,
Gaze on the mingled waste of sky and sea,
Think of my love, and bid her think of me.
 
  


XLI.
 

One pansy, one, she bore beneath her breast,
A broad white ribbon held that pansy tight.
She waved about nor lookt upon the rest,
Costly and rare; on this she bent her sight.
I watcht her raise it gently when it droopt;
I knew she wisht to show it me; I knew
She would I saw it rise, to lie unloopt
Nearer its home, that tender heart! that true!
 
  


XLII.
 

You tell me I must come again
Now buds and blooms appear:
Ah! never fell one word in vain
Of yours on mortal ear.
You say the birds are busy now
In hedgerow, brake, and grove,
And slant their eyes to find the bough
That best conceals their love:
How many warble from the spray!
How many on the wing!
“Yet, yet,” say you, “one voice away
I miss the sound of spring.”
How little could that voice express,
Beloved, when we met!
But other sounds hath tenderness,
Which neither shall forget.
 
  


XLIII.
 

Retired this hour from wondering crowds
And flower-fed poets swathed in clouds,
Now the dull dust is blown away,
Ianthe, list to what I say.
Terse is not always sure to please
For lightness, readiness, and ease;
Romantic ladies like it not
Unless its steams are strong and hot
As Melton-Mowbray stables when
Ill-favoured frost comes back again.
Tell me no more you feel a pride
To be for ever at my side,
To think your beauty will be read
When all who pine for it are dead.
I hate a pomp and a parade
Of what should ever rest in shade;
What not the slenderest ray should reach,
Nor whispered breath of guarded speech:
There even Memory should sit
Absorbed, and almost doubting it.
 
  


XLIV.
 

I often ask upon whose arm she leans,
She whom I dearly love,
And if she visit much the crowded scenes
Where mimic passions move.
There, mighty powers! assert your just controul,
Alarm her thoughtless breast, — .
Breathe soft suspicion o’er her yielding soul,
But never break its rest.
O let some faithful lover, absent long,
To sudden bliss return;
Then Landor’s name shall tremble from her tongue,
Her cheek thro’ tears shall burn.
 
  


XLV.
 

I sadden while I view again
Smiles that for me the Graces wreathed.
Sure my last kiss those lips retain
And breathe the very vow they breathed;
At peace, in sorrow, far or near,
Constant and fond she still would be,
And absence should the more endear
The sigh it only woke for me.
Till the slow hours have past away,
Sweet image, bid my bosom rest.
Vain hope! yet shalt thou night and day,
Sweet image, to this heart be prest.
 
  


XLVI.
 

A time will come when absence, grief, and years,
Shall change the form and voice that please you now,
When you perplext shall ask, “And fell my tears ‘
Into his bosom? breath’d I there my vow?”
It must be so, Ianthe! but to think
Malignant Fate should also threaten you,
Would make my heart, now vainly buoyant, sink:
Believe it not: ’tis what I’ll never do.
 
  


XLVII.
 

Have I, this moment, led thee from the beach
Into the boat? now far beyond my reach!
Stand there a little while, and wave once more
That kerchief; but may none upon the shore
Dare think the fond salute was meant for him!
Dizzily on the plashing water swim
My heavy eyes, and sometimes can attain
Thy lovely form, which tears bear off again.
In vain have they now ceast; it now is gone
Too far for sight, and leaves me here alone.
O could I hear the creaking of the mast!
I curst it present, I regret it past.
 
  


XLVIII.
 

Yes, we shall meet (I knew we should) again,
And I am solaced now you tell me when.
Joy sprung o’er sorrow as the morning broke,
And, as I read the words, I thought you spoke.
Altho’ you bade it, yet to find how fast
My spirits rose, how lightly grief flew past,
I blush at every tear I have represt,
And one is starting to reprove the rest. 
 
  


XLIX.
 

Ye walls! sole witnesses of happy sighs,
Say not, blest walls, one word.
Remember, but keep safe from ears and eyes
All you have seen and heard.
 
  


L.
 

The bough beneath me shakes and swings.
“While tender love wants most your wings
Why are you flying from our nest?
That love, first opened by your beak,
You taught to peck, and then to speak
The few short words you liked the best,
Come back again, soft cowering breast!
Do not you hear or mind my call?
Come back! come back! or I may fall
From my high branch to one below;
For there are many in our trees,
And part your flight and part the breeze
Slay shake me where I would not go.
Ah! do not then desert me so!
 
  


LI.
 

IANTHE’S LETTER.

We will not argue, if you say
My sorrows when I went away
Were not for you alone;
For there were many very dear,
Altho’ at dawn they came not near,
As you did, yet who griev’d when I was gone.
We will not argue (but why tell
So false a tale?) that scarcely fell
My tears where mostly due.
‘ I can not think who told you so:
I shed (about the rest I know
Nothing at all) the first and last for you.
 
  


LII.
 

“Remember you the guilty night,”
A downcast myrtle said,
“You snatcht and held me pale with fright
Till life almost had fled?
 

First pencilled thus,
O murs! témoins des plus heureux soupirs,
N’en dites mot: gardez nos souvenirs.
At every swell more close I prest
With jealous care that lovely breast;
Of every tender word afraid,
I cast a broader, deeper shade,
And trembled so, I fell between
Two angel-guards by you unseen:
There, pleasures, perils, all forgot,
I clung and fainted: who would not?
Yet certainly, this transport over,
I should, for who would not? recover.
Yes! I was destined to return
And sip anew the crystal urn,
Where with four other sister sprays
I bloom’d away my pleasant days.
But less and less and less again
Each day hour, moment, is the pain
My little shrivel’d heart endures..
Now can you say the same for yours?
I torn from her and she from you,
What wiser thing can either do
Than with our joys our fears renounce
And leave the vacant world at once?
When she you fondly love must go,
Your pangs will rise, but mine will cease;
I never shall awake to woe,
Nor you to happiness or peace.”
 
  


LIII.
 

On the smooth brow and clustering hair
Myrtle and rose! your wreath combine,
The duller olive I would wear,
Its constancy, its peace, be mine.
 
  


LIV.
 

Along this coast I led the vacant Hours
To the lone sunshine on the uneven strand,
And nipt the stubborn grass and juicier flowers
With one unconscious inobservant hand,
While crept the other by degrees more near
Until it rose the cherisht form around,
And prest it closer, only that the ear
Might lean, and deeper drink some half-heard sound.
 
  


LV.
 

Pursuits! alas, I now have none,
But idling where were once pursuits,
Often, all morning quite alone,
I sit upon those twisted roots
Which rise above the grass, and shield
Our harebell, when the churlish year
Catches her coming first afield,
And she looks pale tho’ spring is near;
I chase the violets, that would hide
Their little prudish heads away,
And argue with the rills, that elude
When we discover them at play.
 
  


LVI.
 

No, thou hast never griev’d but I griev’d too;
Smiled thou hast often when no smile of mine
Could answer it. The sun himself can give
But little colour to the desert sands.
 
  


LVII.
 

Where alders rise up dark and dense
But just behind the wayside fence,
A stone there is in yonder nook
Which once I borrow’d of the brook:
You sate beside me on that stone,
Rather (not much) too wide for one.
Untoward stone! and never quite
(Tho’ often very near it) right,
And putting to sore shifts my wit
To roll it out, then steady it,
And then to prove that it must be
Too hard for anyone but me.
Ianthe, haste! ere June declines
We’ll write upon it all these lines.
 
  


LVIII.
 

Twenty years hence my eyes may grow
If not quite dim, yet rather so,
Still yours from others they shall know
Twenty years hence.
Twenty years hence tho’ it may hap
That I be call’d to take a nap
In a cool cell where thunder-clap
Was never heard,
There breathe but o’er my arch of grass
A not too sadly sigh’d Alas,
And I shall catch, ere you can pass,
That winged word.
 
  


LIX.
 

From heaven descend two gifts alone;
The graceful line’s eternal zone
And beauty, that too soon must die.
Exposed and lonely Genius stands,
Like Memnon in the Egyptian sands,
At whom barbarian javelins fly.
For mutual succour Heaven design’d
The lovely form and vigorous mind
To seek each other and unite.
Genius! thy wing shall beat down Hate,
And Beauty tell her fears at Fate
Until her rescuer met her sight.
 
  


LX.
 

Remain, ah not in youth alone,
Tho’ youth, where you are, long will stay,
But when my summer days are gone,
And my autumnal haste away.
“Can I be always by your side?”
No; but the hours you can, you must,
Nor rise at Heath’s approaching stride,
Nor go when dust is gone to dust.
 
  


LXI
 

Is it no dream that I am he
Whom one awake all night
Rose ere the earliest birds to see,
And met by dawn’s red light;
Who, when the wintry lamps were spent
And all was drear and dark,
Against the rugged pear-tree leant
While ice crackt off the bark;
Who little heeded sleet and blast,
But much the falling snow;
Those in few hours would sure be past,
His traces that might show;
Between whose knees, unseen, unheard,
The honest mastiff came,
Nor fear’d he; no, nor was he fear’d:
Tell me, am I the same?
O come! the same dull stars we’ll see,
The same o’er-clouded moon.
O come! and tell me am I he?
O tell me, tell me soon.
 
  


LXII.
 

Many, well I know, there are
Ready in your joys to share,
And (I never blame it) you
Are almost as ready too.
But when comes the darker day
And those friends have dropt away,
Who is there among them all
You would, if you could, recall?
One, who wisely loves and well,
Hears and shares the griefs you tell:
Him you ever call apart
When the springs o’erflow the heart:
For you know that he alone
Wishes they were but his own.
Give, while these he may divide,
Smiles to all the world beside.
 
  


LXIII.
 

Here, ever since you went abroad,
If there be change, no change I see,
I only walk our wonted road,
The road is only walkt by me.
Yes; I forgot; a change there is;
Was it of that you bade me tell?
I catch at times, at times I miss
The sight, the tone, I know so well.
Only two months since you stood here!
Two shortest months I then tell me why
Voices are harsher than they were,
And tears are longer ere they dry.
 
  


LXIV.
 

Silent, you say, I’m grown of late,
Nor yield, as you do, to our fate?
Ah! that alone is truly pain
Of which we never can complain.
 
  


LXV.
 

I held her hand, the pledge of bliss,
Her hand that trembled and withdrew;
She bent her head before my kiss..
My heart was sure that hers was true.
Now I have told her I must part,
She shakes my hand, she bids adieu,
Nor shuns the lass. Alas, my heart!
Hers never was the heart for you.
 
 
  


LXVI.
 

Tell me not things past all belief;
One truth in you I prove;
The flame of anger, bright and brief,
Sharpens the barb of Love.
 
  


LXVII.
 

Little it interests me how
Some insolent usurper now
Divides your narrow chair;
Little heed I whose hand is placed
(No, nor how far) around your waist,
Or paddles in your hair.
A time, a time there may have been
(Ah! and there was) when every scene
Was brightened by your eyes.
And dare you ask what you have done?
My answer, take it, is but one..
The weak have taught the wise.
 
  


LXVIII.
 

You smiled, you spoke, and I believed,
By every word and smile deceived.
Another man would hope no more;
Nor hope I what I hoped before:
But let not this last wish be vain;
Deceive, deceive me once again!
 
  


LXIX.
 

Proud word you never spoke, but you will speak
Four not exempt from pride some future day.
Resting on one white hand a warm wet cheek
Over my open volume you will say,
“This man loved me!” then rise and trip away.
 
  


LXX.
 

Ah! could I think there’s nought of ill
In what you do, and love you still!
I have the power for only half,
My wish: you know it, and you laugh.
 
  


LXXI.
 

Tears, and tears only, are these eyes that late
In thine could contemplate
Charms which, like stars, in swift succession rise..
No longer to these eyes!
Love shows the place he flew from; there, bereft
Of motion, Grief is left.
 
  


LXXII.
 

The Loves who many years held all my mind,
A charge so troublesome at Iasi resign’d.
Among my books a feather here and there
Tells what the inmates of my study were.
Strong for no wrestle, ready for no race,
They only serve to mark the left-off place.
’Twas theirs to dip in the tempestuous waves,
’Twas theirs to loiter in cool summer caves;
But in the desert whore no herb is green
Not one, the latest of the flight, is seen.
 
  


LXXIII.
 

As round the parting ray the busy motes
In eddying circles play’d,
Some little bird threw dull and broken notes
Amid an elder’s shade.
My soul was tranquil as the scene around,
Ianthe at my side;
Both leaning silent on the turfy mound,
Lowly and soft and wide.
I had not lookt, that evening, for the part
One hand could disengage,
To make her arms ding round me, with a start
My bosom must assuage:
Silence and soft inaction please as much
Sometimes the stiller breast,
Which passion now has thrill’d with milder touch
And love in peace possest.
“Hark! hear you not the nightingale?” I said,
To strike her with surprise.
“The nightingale?” she cried, and raised her head,
And beam’d with brighter eyes.
“Before you said ’twas he that piped above,
At every thrilling swell
He pleas’d me more and more; he sang of love
So plaintively, so well.”
Where are ye, happy days, when every bird
Pour’d love in every strain?
Ye days, when true was every idle word,
Return, return again!
 
  


LXXIV.
 

So late removed from him she swore,
With clasping arms and vows and tears,
In life and death she would adore,
While memory, fondness, bliss, endears.
Can she forswear? can she forget?
Strike, mighty Love! strike, Vengeance! Soft!
Conscience must come and bring regret..
These let her feel!.. nor these too oft!
 
  


LXXV.
 

Mild is the parting year, and sweet
The odour of the falling spray;
Life passes on more rudely fleet,
And balmless is its closing day.
I wait its close, I court its gloom,
But mourn that never must there fall
Or on my breast or on my tomb
The tear that would have sooth’d it all.
 
  


LXXVI.
 

Dull is my verse: not even thou
Who movest many cares away
From this lone breast and weary brow,
Canst make, as once, its fountain play;
No, nor those gentle words that now
Support my heart to hear thee say:
“The bird upon its lonely bough
Sings sweetest at the close of day.”
 
  


LXXVII.
 

Thank Heaven, Ianthe, once again
Our hands and ardent lips shall meet,
And Pleasure, to assert his reign,
Scatter ten thousand kisses sweet:
Then cease repeating while you mourn,
“I wonder when he will return.”
Ah wherefore should you so admire
The flowing words that till my song,
Why call them artless, yet require
“Some promise from that tuneful tongue?”
I doubt if heaven itself could part
A tuneful tongue and tender heart.
 
  


LXXVIII.
 

When we have panted past life’s middle space,
And stand and breathe a moment from the race,
These graver thoughts the heaving breast annoy:
“Of all our fields how very few are green!
And ah! what brakes, moors, quagmires, lie between
Tired age and childhood ramping wild with joy.”
 
  


LXXIX.
 

There are some wishes that may start
Nor cloud the brow nor sting the heart.
Gladly then would I see how smiled
One who now fondles with her child;
How smiled she but six years ago,
Herself a child, or nearly so.
Yes, let me bring before my sight
The silken tresses chain’d up tight,
The tiny fingers tipt with red
By tossing up the strawberry-bed;
Half-open lips, long violet eyes,
A little rounder with surprise,
And then [her chin against the knee)
“Mamma! who can that stranger be?
How grave the smile he smiles on me!”
 
  


LXXX.
 

Youth is the virgin nurse of tender Hope,
And lifts her up and shows a far-off scene:
When Care with heavy tread would interlope,
They call the boys to shout her from the green.
Ere long another comes, before whose eyes
Nurseling and nurse alike stand mute and quail.
Wisdom: to her Hope not one word replies,
And Youth lets drop the dear romantic tale.
 
  


LXXXI.
 

GUNLAUG.
 

SOPHIA, pity Gunlaug’s fate.
Perfidious friendship, worse than hate,
And love, whose smiles are often vain,
Whose frowns are never, proved his bane.
For war his rising spirit sigh’d
In unknown realms o’er ocean wide.
“O father, father! let me go,
I burn to meet my country’s foe.”
“A blessing, Gunlaug, on thy head!”
Illugi, his fond father, said.
“Go when invader comes to spoil
Our verdant Iceland’s native soil:
But wait with patient zeal till then,
And learn the deeds of mightier men.”
To Thorstein’s house, whose daring prow
Thro’ ocean pounced upon his foe,
Stung with denial, Gunlaug went,
But breathed no word of discontent.
“Thorstein,” he cried, “I leave my home,
Yet not for shelter am I come;
Thorstein, I come to learn from thee
The dangers of the land and sea.
Speed thee! together let us go,
And Thorstein’s shall be Gunlaug’s foe.”
“Brave youth,” said Thorstein, “stay awhile.
I love too well my native isle,
Whether the sandy dog-rose blows
Or sparkle fierce the starry snows,
And never shall this hand again
Direct the rudder o’er the main.”
Thus as he spake he would have prest
The hand of his aspiring guest;
But Gunlaug cried, “I will not here
Partake thy hospitable cheer:
For war’s, for danger’s, gifts I came,
Keep thou thy fears, leave me thy fame.”
Aloud the manly veteran laught;
“Come! come!” said he, “one social draught!
My fears I’ll keep that none shall see,
And I will leave my fame to thee.”
Out sprang the tears from Gunlaug’s eyes:
“O noble Thorstein, bold and wise!
Shall Gunlaug dare to tarry here?
Shall Helga see this blush, this tear?”
At Helga’s and her father’s name,
The beauteous blue-eyed virgin came.
No word had then the youth to say,
But turn’d his downcast face away.
He heard her sandal sip the floor,
And, ere she reacht the palace-door,
His heaving bosom could not brook
Reproach or wonder from her look.
And couldst thou, Gunlaug, thus refrain?
And seek’st thou conquests o’er the main?
She saw, but knew not his distress,
And eyed him much, nor loved him less.
Long stood, and longer would have stay’d
The tender-hearted blue-eyed maid;
But fear her stifling throat opprest,
And something smote her bounding breast.
Far off, alone, she would remain,
But thought it time to turn again.
“Yet better not, perhaps,” she thought,
“For fear the stranger hold me naught.
I dare not wish, they call it sin,
But.. would my father bring him in!”
He came; their friendship grew; he woo’d;
Nor Helga’s gentle heart withstood.
Her milk-white rabbit oft he fed,
And crumbled fine his breakfast-bread;
And oft explored with anxious view
Spots where the crispest parsley grew.
Her restive horse he daily rid,
And quite subdued her stubborn kid,
Who lately dared to quit her side,
And once with painful rashness tried
Its ruddy horn against her knee,
Bold as its desperate sire could be.
Mosses he knew of every race,
And brought them from their hiding-place,
And mingled every sweet-soul’d plant
On mountain-top or meadow slant,
And checker’d (while they flower’d) her room
With purple thyme and yellow broom.
   There is a creature dear to heaven,
Tiny and weak, to whom is given
To enjoy the world while suns are bright
And shut grim winter from its sight;
Tamest of hearts that beat on wilds,
Tamer and tenderer than a child’s;
The dormouse: this he loved, and taught
(Docile it is the day it’s caught,
And fond of music, voice or string)
To stand before and hear her sing,
Or lie within her palm half-closed,
Until another’s interposed,
And claim’d the alcove wherein it lay,
Or held it with divided sway.
All living things are ministers
To him whose hand attunes the spheres
And guides a thousand worlds, and binds
(Work for ten godheads!) female minds.
I know not half the thoughts that rose,
Like tender plants ‘neath vernal snows,
In Helga’s breast, and, if I knew,
I would draw forth but very few.
Yet, when the prayers were duly said
And rightly blest the marriage-bed,
She doubted not that Heaven would give
To her as pretty things as live.
   The cautious father long delay’d
The wishes of the youth and maid.
His patient hand, like hers, unrolls
The net to catch the summer shoals;
And both their daily task compare,
And daily win each other’s hair.
One morn, arising from her side,
He, as he paid the forfeit, cried,
“Behold my hair too trimly shine,
Behold my hands are white as thine.
O! could I loose our bliss’s bar!
I burn for wedlock and for war.”
“For war,” said she, “when lovers burn,
To wedlock, Gunlaug, few return.
In Samsa brave Hialmar lies,
Nor Inga’s daughter closed his eyes.
By sixteen wounds of raging fire
The enchanted sword of Angantyre,
Withering, laid waste his fruitless bloom,
And housed the hero in the tomb.
 

‘Oh Oddur,’ said the dying chief,
‘Take off my ring, my time is brief;
My ring, if smaller, might adorn
The plighted hand of Ingebiorn.’
Swift to Sigtuna flew the friend,
And sorely wept Hialmar’s end.
By Mæleren’s blue lake he found
The virgin sitting on the ground.
A garment for her spouse she wove,
And sang, ‘Ah speed thee, gift of love!’
In anguish Oddur heard her sing,
And turn’d his face and held the ring.
Back fell the maiden; well she knew
What fatal tidings must ensue;
When Oddur rais’d her, back she fell,
And died, the maiden loved so well.
‘Now gladly,’ swore the generous chief,
‘I witness death beguiling grief;
I never thought to smile again
By thy blue waters, Mæleren!’
But grant that on the hostile strand
Thy bosom meet no biting brand,
Grant that no swift unguarded dart
Lay thee beneath the flooded thwart,
Yet how unlike a nuptial day,
To stand amid the hissing spray,
And wipe and wipe its tingling brine
And vainly blink thy pelted eyn,
And feel their stiffening lids weigh’d down
By toil no pleasure comes to crown!
Say, Gunlaug, wouldst thou give for this
The fire-side feast and bridal kiss?”
He told the father what he said,
And what replied the willing maid.
“My son,” said Thorstein, “now I find
Wavering with love the sea-bound mind.
Away to war, if war delight,
Begone three years from Helga’s sight,
And if perchance at thy return
That breast with equal transport burn,
Its wishes I no more confine,
Thine is my house, my Helga thine.”
Away the towering warrior flew,
Nor bade his Helga once adieu.
He felt the manly sorrows rise,
And open’d wide his gushing eyes;
He stopt a moment in the hall,
Still the too powerful tears would fall.
He would have thought his fate accurst
To meet her as he met her first,
So, madly swang the sounding door,
And reacht, and reaching left, the shore.
Three years in various toils had past,
And Ghinlaug hasten’d home at last.
Rafen at Upsal he had seen,
Of splendid wit and noble mien:
Rafen with pleasure he beheld,
For each in arms and verse excell’d.
Rafen he heard from sun to sun,
And why? their native land was one.
O friends! mark here how friendships end! O
lovers! never trust a friend!
In fulness of his heart he told
What treasures would his arms enfold;
How in the summer he should share
The blissful bed of maid so fair.
For, as suspicion ne’er supprest
One transport of his tuneful breast,
The low and envious he past by
With scornful or unseeing eye:
From tales alone their guile he knew,
Believing all around him true,
And fancying falsehood flourisht then
When earth produced two-headed men.
In Sweden dwell the manliest race
That brighten earth’s maternal face:
Yet never would proud Gunlaug yield
To any man in any field.
The day was fixt for his return,
And crowding friends around him burn
Their pomp and prowess to display,
And celebrate the parting day.
Amid them up a wrestler stood
And call’d to wrestle him who would.
So still were all, you might have heard
The motion of the smallest bird:
Some lookt, some turn’d away the eye,
Not one among them dared reply.
“Come hither, friend!” said Gunlaug bold,
“O ne’er in Iceland be it told
I stood amid the feast defied,
Nor skill nor strength nor courage tried.”
The wrestler then beheld and smiled,
And answer’d thus in accent mild:
“O stranger! tho’ thy heart be stout,
And none like thee sit round about,
Thou bringest to unequall’d might
A form too beauteous and too slight.”
“Well, friend, however that may be,
Let Gunlaug try his strength with thee.”
They closed; they struggled; nought avail’d
The wrestler’s skill, his prowess fail’d.
One leg he moved a little back
And sprang again to the attack.
Gunlaug, in trying to elude
A shock so sudden and so rude,
Avoided half the whelming weight,
But slipt aside alas too late.
His combatant flew headlong past,
Yet round his neck one arm he cast,
And threw him also on the ground,
Wounded, but with no warrior’s wound.
The grass and springing flow’rs amid
A rotten pointed stake was hid.
Swung by the rapid jerk in air,
His sinewy leg descended there.
When Rafen saw the spouting blood
Bewilder’d in new joy he stood,
And scarce his features could control
The rapture of a selfish soul,
Yet tended every day his couch
And emptied there the hawking-pouch,
And brought him game from lake and land
And fed the falcon on his hand.
“Go haste,” said Gunlaug, “haste, my friend,
May peace and love thy steps attend!
Ah wretched thus to stay atone!
Ere the day fixt I too am gone.
How far more wretched should I be
If my sweet Helga mourn’d for me.”
When twice the Sabbath-day had past,
Rafen, as one compell’d at last
By his impatient listeners, said,
(And lower’d his voice and shook his head)
“Gunlaug unwillingly I left
Of reason as of love bereft.
At Upsal, famed for damsels bright
And natter’d wit’s bewildering light,
Him courts and pleasures yet detain,
And Helga’s charms have charm’d in vain.”
“Accurs’d man!” the father cried,
“My Helga ne’er shall be his bride.”
“O father!”
“Peace!” cried he, “I swear,
Deluded Helga! thou shalt ne’er.”
A swoon her swelling bosom smote,
A serpent seem’d to clasp her throat,
And underneath the father’s chair
Stream’d on his dog her auburn hair.
Then Rafen rais’d her in his arms,
And gaz’d and floated on her charms.
“Gaze: she is thine,” said Thorstein fierce,
“If she be Gunlaug’s, ’tis in verse.”
She wept all night; her woe increast
When in the mom she saw the priest.
“Pause, father! pause to break my vow,
I know his heart, ah could’st but thou!
By all divine, all human laws,
Kindest and best of fathers, pause.
If Rafen loves, he loves the dead,
I live not for his hated bed.”
At early dawn the youth she lost
Had leapt upon his native coast.
Blessing his fortune to survive,
And on the appointed day arrive,
He hung around his father’s neck
And groan’d the thoughts he could not speak;
And as his neck he hung around
The father’s tears drop’t o’er the wound.
The servants came with anxious heed,
And brought their lord the luscious mead,
Pray’d not to issue forth so soon,
But eat and drink and sleep till noon;
And mention’d other valiant lords
Who dozed thus long upon their swords,
Yet ne’er had suffer’d gash nor prick,
Nor bruise, unless from hazel-stick.
He was persuaded; for his brain
Floated in fiery floods of pain,
From hopes, three long, long years afloat,
Now, by one evil turn remote.
He was persuaded; for he knew
Whose was of all true hearts most true.
Then strew’d he bear-skins on the stone,
And bade the tardy men begone.
The servants watch his eyelids dose,
They watch the flush of bland repose,
They raise his shaggy pillow high’r,
With tender caution trim the fire,
And (for his breath might be opprest)
Pick out the pine-tree nom the rest,
And fan the flame, nor fear the smoke
From ash well dried and shipwreck oak.
A frolic maid was passing by,
And, as she saw the hero lie,
His arms and armour thrown around,
Upon the bench, the couch, the ground,
Removed the clinking hawberk mail,
And took a wolf-skin from a nail;
Across his throat she placed the teeth
And tuckt the clasping daws beneath,
And would have kist him, but she fear’d
To tickle with her breast his beard.
Sound was his sleep; at length he woke
And thus in hurried accent spoke.
“What means, my men, the noise I hear?
Nearer the window.. still more near.
Despatch.. I feel no pain.. despatch..
Why look upon that idle scratch?
Ay, Rafen and his friends are come,
I know, to bid me welcome home.
Oft has he trod the sunless dew
And hail’d at last my bark in view.
O Rafen, my best friend, for this
Shall Helga give thy brow a kiss.”
Then in rusht Thorkell: “Stay thee, lord!
Nor blast thee at the sight abhorr’d.
I thought that Heaven could send no curse
Like slighted love; it sends a worse.
Now is my joy what was my pain,
To find so soon I loved in vain.
Rafen leads homeward from the shrine
Thy Helga, for her heart is thine.”
Gunlaug with pleasure heard him speak,
And smiles relumed his faded cheek.
Thorkell, who watcht him all the while,
With more than wonder saw him smile.
“Thorkell, I thank thee,” he replied,
“What, have we both then lost the bride?
No, generous rival! neither quite
Hath understood the nuptial rite.
Rafen leads homeward from the shrine
My Helga, for her heart is mine.”
Then Thorkell shook his head and sigh’d:
“HI the suspicious soul betide!
But he whom no suspicions move,
Loves not, or with ill-omen’d love.
These eyes, that yet in wonder swim,
Saw the fair Helga sworn to him.”
His horror Gunlaug could not check,
But threw his arm round Thorkell’s neck.
“O loose me, let me fall, my friend,”
Cried he, “let life and sorrow end.”
Now rage, now anguish, seiz’d his soul,
Now love again resumed the whole;
Now would he upon Helga’s name
Pour vengeance; tears for vengeance came.
“Thorkell, two days alone I wait,
The third shall close with Rafen’s fate.
I scorn to stay for strength restored..
Go.. at the corner whet my sword.”
On the third mom their friends decreed
That one or both of them should bleed.
On the third mom what pangs opprest
The tender lover’s valiant breast!
His only hope on earth below
To die, and dying slay the foe.
He slept not, nor had ever slept
Since the first day, but said, and wept:
“Arouse thee, Gunlaug, why complain?
She never can be thine again!
The bark shall lean upon the shore,
Nor wave dash off the rested oar:
The flowers shall ope their sparkling eyes,
And dance in robes of richest dyes,
And, flying back, again shall meet
The south-wind’s kisses soft and sweet:
Young eagles build their first fond nest,
And sink from rapine into rest:
Ah, see them soar above my head!
Their hopes are come, but mine are fled!
Arouse thee, Gunlaug, haste away,
And rush into the mortal fray.”
From far the listening Rafen heard
His rival’s armour ring, nor fear’d.
Fear may be stifled in the breast,
But shame burns fiercer when supprest.
Onward he rusht, and dared defy
His arm, but dared not meet his eye.
Madly he struck, and blind with guilt,
And his blade shiver’d from the hilt.
Over Gunlaug’s shield with action weak
It fell, and falling razed his cheek.
Away disdainful Gunlaug turn’d,
And cried, while rage within him burn’d,
“Rafen, take up thy broken sword;
Live; see thou Helga be restored.
Ah why?” then to himself he said;
“O Helga, beauteous blue-eyed maid!
Such were the tender words of yore,
But never can I speak them more!
By Rafen’s side hath Helga slept,
Upon my fruit the snail hath crept,
The blindworm hath his poison sued
O Rafen! curses on thy head.”
Afar was he as Gunlaug spoke,
And every tie of honour broke.
Before the court of chieftains old
He stood, and well his story told:
Much for religion and for laws
He pled, and bade them guard his cause:
“Tho’ baffled and disarm’d,” he cried,
“I gave the wound, and claim the bride.”
Some with disdain his reason heard,
While others wisht the cause defer’d.
Then Ormur spake in speech of scorn,
Ormur the friend of Asbiom,
Who, daring singly to engage
A jotun, proved his fatal rage.
“Go, finish this unmanly strife,
And keep the vow, but quit the wife,
So neither party shall repine,
But love be his, and laws be thine.
Go home, and with the world’s applause
There quaintly kiss the cold-lip laws.”
But Rafen, when he saw the sneer
Bun dimpling on from each compeer,
“Has not the priest then join’d our hands
In holy everlasting bands?
One would have thought ’twas thee I wrong’d,
Right second to the viper-tongued.”
The assembly, wishing to compose
The strife of single combat, rose;
But order’d first that none decide
His right by arms o’er Iceland wide.
“In Auxar then once more we meet,
And thou shalt never thence retreat,”
Swore valiant Gunlaug, when he heard
The suit that Rafen had preferr’d.
“Thy courage shall not screen thy guile,
When once we meet in Auxar’s isle.”
Urged by his friends as by his foe,
Again to fight must Rafen go.
But furious winds each pinnace drove
Past little Auxar’s lonely cove.
Beyond the strait their anchors bit
The yellow sand of Agnafit,
Where Inga reign’d, whose daughter’s fate
Gunlaug heard Helga once relate.
Here too the wise and old impede
The brave in lawless fray to bleed.
By Sota’s shore their course they take
And anchor near Dyngiunes’ lake.
There spread the heath its evener ground,
And purer water there was found.
They meet; and all their friends unite
In the full fury of the fight,
‘Till with the champions none remain
But the sore wounded on the plain.
The chiefs had closed, nor space was now
That either urge the deadly blow;
But oft they struggle breast to breast,
Oft give, unwilling, mutual rest.
Gunlaug with desperate strain recoil’d,
Yet his free force and aim were foil’d,
Else had his sword athwart the side
Of Rafen oped life’s sluices wide.
The foot he struck, so far he sprung,
The foot upon its tendon hung:
He stagger’d: just within his reach
Stood, chosen for the shade, a beech:
He shrunk against it, and his foot
“Was resting on the twisted root.
“Now yield thee,” loud the hero cried,
“Yield; and resign the blooming bride.”
“True, on these terms we fought before,”
Said he, “but now we fight for more.
This day life only shall suffice,
And Gunlaug, he who kills not, dies.
Life yet is left me, and the worst
I suffer now, is fainting thirst.”
   Eager the combat to renew,
Fast to the lake then Gunlaug flew,
There from his neck the helm unbraced,
Nor, though he thirsted, stayed to taste:
Prone, and on tottering knee, he stoopt,
With vigorous arm the surface scoopt,
And swiftly to his rival bore
The clear cold water, running o’er.
By treachery yet untaught to doubt,
With his right arm he held it out.
Valour and praise and pride forsook
The soul of Rafen; fierce he strook
His generous rival’s naked head,
And laught in triumph while it bled.
Gunlaug was fell’d; the unsated foe
Strove hard to follow up the blow:
His foot denies his deadly hate,
And doubt and horror round him wait.
Gunlaug pusht faintly from his breast
The shield that struggling life opprest.
The gales that o’er Dyngiunes play
Recall his roving soul to day.
Up would he start; his wound denies;
Fresh shadows float before his eyes:
On his right elbow now he leans;
Now brighten the surrounding scenes:
Trees, mountains, skies, no more are mixt;
The lake, and earth, and foe, stand fixt.
His silence then he sternly broke,
And thus, his eye on Rafen, spoke:
“Rafen, with powers renew’d I rise:
Yes, traitor! he who kills not, dies.
Yet would I leave a little space,
To hear thee own this deed was base.”
Now first was Rafen slow of speech;
Lowering his brow against the beech,
He fixt his eyes upon the ground,
And thus confest, in faltering sound,
“’Twas base: but how could Rafen bear
That Gunlaug be to Helga dear?”
Paus’d had the conqueror: he had stood
And slowly wiped the welling blood,
With patience, pity, grief, had heard,
And had but Rafen spared that word,
His youthful head had not lain low.
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Gunlaug scarce felt the fatal blow,
But hearing “how could Rafen bear
That Gunlaug be to Helga dear?”
Rage swell’d his heart and fired his eye,
And thro’ the forest rang the cry,
“What! tho’ thy treachery caught her vow.
God’s vengeance! Rafen! e’er wert thou?
Then, hatred rising higher than pain,
He smote the traitor’s helm in twain.
 

THE NIGHTINGALE AND ROSE.
 

From immemorial time
The Rose and Nightingale
Attune the Persian rhyme
And point the Arab tale:
Nor will you ever meet
So barbarous a man,
In any outer street
Of Balkh or Astracan,
In any lonely creek
Along the Caspian shore,
Or where the tiger sleek
Pants hard in hot Mysore,
As never shall have heard
In tower or tent or grove
Of the sweet flower’s true bird,
The true bird’s only love.
They’re known wherever shines
The crescent on the sword
And guiltless are the vines
And Bacchus is abhorr’d.
There was (we read) a maid,
The pride of Astrabad,
Who heard what song-men said,
And, all that day, was sad.
The moon hung large and round;
She gazed ere forth she went;
A bright ford seem’d the ground,
The sky a purple tent.
She hasten’d to the wood
Where idle bushes grew,
The Bose above them stood,
There stood her lover too.
Close were they, dose as may
True lovers ever be!
She was his only stay, — 
Her only stay was he.
Her head appears to bend
A little over his:
Petal and plumage blend,
Soft sigh and softer kiss.
There was no other sound,
And scarce a leaflet stirr’d,
And heavy dews hung round,
The Bose and round the Bird.
Sure, some are tinged with red!
Whence comes it? Can the Bose
Have wept upon his head?
Her tears are not like those.
No; ’tis from his own breast,
Pierced by her thorns, they come:
Against them it was prest,
Of them it sought its doom.
Wanting was one delight,
The one she could not give,
He thought perhaps she might,
He thought so, nor would live.
Ever some cruel spell
Hangs fasten’d, tho’ unseen,
On those who love too well
And sing too well between.
At the fond heart so riven
Mute was awhile the maid,
Then pray’d she unto Heaven,
Ana it was thus she pray’d:
‘ “O Allah! if the fond
Must alway suffer so,
If love finds naught beyond
Its very birth but woe,
Protect at least the one
From what the other bore,
Nor let her stay alone,
Nor with faint breath droop o’er
The dead! Do thou confer
His spirit on her bloom,
And may it soothe in her
Lone shade its hour of gloom!”
Allah that gift bestows,
But only in those plains,
And only in one Rose,
The Bird’s sweet voice remains.
Lady of all my lays!
Accept the service due!
And, if a word of praise
Or smile descend from you,
I will not look about
To catch the crumbs that fall
Among the rabble rout
That crowd the choral hall,
Nor chide the deaf man’s choice
When o’er the Rose’s bird
The low unvarying voice
Of Cuckoo is preferr’d.
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Here, where precipitate Spring, with one light bound
Into hot Summer’s lusty arms, expires,
And where go forth at morn, at eve, at night,
Soft airs that want the lute to play with ‘em,
And softer sighs that know not what they want,
Aside a wall, beneath an orange-tree,
Whose tallest flowers could tell the lowlier ones
Of sights in Fiesolè right up above,
While I was gazing a few paces off
At what they seem’d to show me with their nods,
Their frequent whispers and their pointing shoots,
Â gentle maid came down the garden-steps
And gathered the pure treasure in her lap.
I heard the branches rustle, and stept forth
To drive the ox away, or mule, or goat,
Such I believed it must be. How could I
Let beast o’erpower them? When hath wind or rain
Borne hard upon weak plant that wanted me,
And I (however they might bluster round)
Walkt off. ‘Twere most ungrateful: for sweet scents
Are the swift vehicles of still sweeter thoughts,
And nurse and pillow the dull memory
That would let drop without them her best stores.
They bring me tales of youth and tones of love,
And ’tis and ever was my wish and way
To let all flowers live freely, and all die
(Whene’er their Genius bids their souls depart)
Among their kindred in their native place.
I never pluck the rose; the violet’s head
Hath shaken with my breath upon its bank
And not reproacht me; the ever-sacred cup
Of the pure lily hath between my hands
Felt safe, unsoil’d, nor lost one grain of gold.
I saw the light that made the glossy leaves
More glossy; the fair arm, the fairer cheek
Warmed by the eye intent on its pursuit;
I saw the foot that, altho’ half-erect
From its grey slipper, could not lift her up
To what she wanted: I held down a branch
And gather’d her some blossoms; since their hour
Was come, and bees had wounded them, and flies
Of harder wing were working their way thro’
And scattering them in fragments under-foot.
So crisp were some, they rattled unevolved,
Others, ere broken off, fell into shells,
For such appear the petals when detacht,
Unbending, brittle, lucid, white like snow,
And like snow not seen thro’, by eye or sun:
Yet every one her gown received from me
Was fairer than the first. I thought not so,
But so she praised them to reward my care.
I said, “You find the largest.”
                   “This indeed,”
Cried she, “is large and sweet.” She held one forth,
Whether for me to look at or to take
She knew not, nor did I; but taking it
Would best have solved (and this she felt) her doubt.
I dared not touch it; for it seemed a part
Of her own self; fresh, full, the most mature
Of blossoms, yet a blossom; with a touch
To fall, and yet unfallen. She drew back
The boon she tender’d, and then, finding not
The ribbon at her waist to fix it in,
Dropt it, as loth to drop it, on the rest.
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Hark! ’tis the laugh of Spring: she comes,
With airy sylphs and fiery gnomes;
On cruel mischief these intent,
And those as anxious to prevent.
So now for frolic and for fun
And swains forsworn and maids undone;
So now for bridegrooms and for brides
And rivals hang’d by river-sides.
Here the hoarse-wooing dove is heard,
And there the cuckoo, taunting bird!
But soon along the osier vale
Will warble the sweet nightingale,
Amid whose song chaste Eve must hear
The threats of love, the screams of fear,
The milk-maid’s shriek of laughter shrill
From hovel close beneath the hill,
Before the door the whirring wheel,
Behind the hedge the ticklish squeal,
The shepherd rude, the hoydon wroth,
The boisterous rip of stubborn cloth,
The brisk repulse, the pressing pray’r,
“Ah do!” and “do it if you dare!”
But whence, at every field we pass,
Those hollows in the starting grass?
The little Loves have gambol’d there,
Or fought or wrestled pair by pair.
Moist are the marks of struggling feet,
And the bruis’d herbage still smells sweet.
Let Nancy now, if Nancy will,
Return the kiss she took so ill.
If gentler thoughts thy bosom move,
Come, Nancy, give the kiss of love.
Soft is the bank I rest on here,
And soft the river murmurs near:
Above, the wandering dimples play,
Run round, unwind, and melt away:
Beneath, more regular, more slow,
The grassy weeds wave to and fro,
While the sharp reed, it peers so high,
Shakes at each swell that passes by.
The poor tired bird who fain would drink,
But fears the abrupt and crumbling brink,
Sees that his weight ‘twill not sustain,
And hovers, and flies back again.
My Nancy, thus I thirst for you,
And he flies off as I may do.
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I would invoke you once again,
Pale shades of gloomy Walcheren,
By every name most dear!
But every name what voice could call?
What tears could flow enough for all,
Within the circling year?
Yet comfort ye, illustrious band,
That might have saved your native land
Had life and health remain’d!
Who cast ye on those sands accurst?
Traitor! he sold his country first
And gave her up enchain’d.
No human power the wretch shall screen
That sent you to the misty scene,
Where glory never shone!
His vacant buoyant heart shall rue
The lingering death he brought on you
And wish that death ms own.
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I wander o’er the sandy heath
Where the white rush waves high,
Where adders close before me wreath
And tawny kites sail screaming by.
Alone I wander; I alone
Could love to wander there;
“But wherefore?” let my church-yard stone
Look toward Tawy and declare.
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From yonder wood mark blue-eyed Eve proceed:
First thro’ the deep and warm and secret glens,
Thro’ the pale-glimmering privet-scented lane,
And thro’ those alders by the river-side:
Now the soft dust impedes her, which the sheep
Have hollow’d out beneath their hawthorn shade.
But ah! look yonder! see a misty tide
Rise up the hill, lay low the frowning grove,
Enwrap the gay white mansion, sap its sides
Until they sink and melt away like chalk;
Now it comes down against our village-tower,
Covers its base, floats o’er its arches, tears
The clinging ivy from the battlements,
Mingles in broad embrace the obdurate stone,
(All one vast ocean), and goes swelling on
In slow and silent, dim and deepening waves.
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Sweet Clementina, turn those eyes
On lines that trembling love has traced; O
steal one moment from the skies,
With pity, as with beauty, graced.
So may the Virgin, ever blest,
Whate’er you hope, whate’er you do,
Rule o’er your pure and gentle breast,
And cast her tenderest smile on you.
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In Clementina’s artless mien
Lucilla asks me what I see,
And are the roses of sixteen
Enough for me?
Lucilla asks, if that be all,
Have I not cull’d as sweet before:
Ah yes, Lucilla! and their fall
I still deplore.
I now behold another scene,
Where Pleasure beams with heaven’s own light,
More pure, more constant, more serene,
And not less bright:
Faith, on whose breast the Loves repose,
Whose chain of flowers no force can sever,
And Modesty who, when she goes,
Is gone for ever.
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Against the rocking mast I stand,
The Atlantic surges swell
To hear me from my native land
And Psyche’s wild farewell.
 

From billow upon billow hurl’d,
Again I hear her say,
“Oh! is there nothing in the world
Worth one short hour’s delay?”
 

Alas, my Psyche! were it thus,
I should not sail alone,
Nor seas nor fates had sever’d us...
But are you all my own?
 

Thus were it, never would burst forth
These sighs so deep, so true!
But, what to me is little worth,
The world, is much to you.
 

And you shall say, when once the dream
(So hard to break!) is o’er,
My love was very dear to him,
My fame and peace were more.
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Look thou yonder, look and tremble,
Thou whose passion swells so high;
See those ruins that resemble
Flocks of camels as they lie.
’Twas a fair but froward city,
Bidding tribes and chiefs obey,
‘Till he came who, deaf to pity,
Tost the imploring arm away.
Spoil’d and prostrate, she lamented
What her pride and folly wrought:
But was ever Pride contented,
Or would Folly e’er be taught?
Strong are cities: Rage o’erthrows ‘em;
Rage o’erswells the gallant ship;
Stains it not the cloud-white bosom,
Flaws it not the ruby lip?
All that shields us, all that charms us,
Brow of ivory, tower of stone,
Yield to Wrath; another’s harms us,
But we perish by our own.
Night may send to rave and ravage
Panther and hyena fell:
But their manners, harsh and savage,
Little suit the mild gazelle.
When the waves of life surround thee,
Quenching oft the light of love,
When the clouds of doubt confound thee,
Drive not from thy breast the dove.
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To-morrow, brightest-eyed of Avon’s train,
To-morrow thou art, slave-like, bound and sold,
Another’s and another’s! Haste away,
Wind thro’ the willows, dart along the path;
It nought avails thee; nought our plaint avails.
O happy those before me who could say
“Short tho’ thy period, sweet Tacæa,  short
Ere thou art destin’d to the depths below,
Even from thy valley-cradle, saffron-strown,
Thou passest half thy sunny hours with me.”
I mourn not, envy not, what others gain;
Thee and thy venerable elms I mourn,
Thy old protectors! ruthless was the pride
And gaunt the need that made their heads lie low!
I see the meadow’s tender grass start back,
See from their prostrate trunks the gory glare.
Ah! pleasant was it once to watch thy waves
Swelling o’er pliant beds of glossy weed;
Pleasant to watch them dip amid the stones,
Chirp, and spring over, glance and gleam along,
And tripping light their wanton way pursue.
Methinks they now with mellow mournfulness
Bid their faint breezes chide my fond delay,
Nor suffer on the bridge nor on the knee
My poor irregularly pencill’d page.
Alas, Tacæa, thou art sore deceived!
Here are no foreign words, no fatal seal,
But thou and all who hear me shall avow
The simple notes of sorrow’s song are here.
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Mother, I can not mind my wheel;
My fingers ache, my lips are dry:
Oh! if you felt the pain I feel!
But oh, who ever felt as I!
No longer could I doubt him true...
All other men may use deceit;
He always said my eyes were blue,
And often swore my lips were sweet.
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Turn, pretty blue eyes! wheresoever ye shine
May pity persuade you to light upon mine!
Our yesterday’s glances by silent consent,
Alternate from each, swiftly ‘came, swiftly went.
My zeal, my intemperate zeal, I deplore;
I adored, and I burn’d to make others adore.
O pardon, bright idol! Henceforth shall thy shrine
Remurmur my sighs, and remurmur but mine.
Thy suppliant shall grow more content and more wise,
And his first and last prayer be, Turn, pretty blue eyes!
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WRITTEN IN WALES.
 

Ipsley! when hurried by malignant fate
I past thy court and heard thy closing gate,
I sigh’d, but sighing to myself I said
“Now for the quiet cot and mountain shade.”
Ah! what resistless madness made me roam
From cheerful friends and hospitable home!
Whether in Arrow’s vale or Tachbrook’s grove
My lyre resounded Liberty and Love.
Here never Love hath fann’d his purple flame,
And fear and anger start at Freedom’s name.
Yet high exploits the churlish nation boasts
Against the Norman and the Roman hosts.
’Tis false; where conquest had but reapt disgrace
Contemptuous Valour spum’d the reptile race.
Let me once more my native land regain,
Bounding with steady pride and high disdain;
Then will I pardon all the faults of fate,
And hang fresh garlands, Ipsley, on thy gate.
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Lover. You little pert and twittering pet,
Who triumph so! do you forget
That wooden bolt and wiry bar
So clearly show us what you are?
Canary. You ugly, envious, monstrous thing,
You who can neither fly nor sing,
I would not, if I could, forget
I am a little twittering pet.
Proud man may banish from his mind
A mistress, lovely, fond, and kind;
The wildest woods have never heard
Such wickedness of gentler bird.
I wish one instant you could see
The blessed fate allotted me;
I should exult that Heaven had sent
The vision for your punishment.
No language but a bird’s can speak
The transports of my quivering beak;
My quivering beak alone can sing
The glories of my golden wing.
What tho’ I tremble as I stand,
Percht high on her protecting hand,
As my reflected form I view
In two dear founts of heavenly blue,
My ruffled wings her fingers dose,
Her bosom bids my fears repose.
So froward is my fondled will,
I struggle to be nearer still.
The beating of her heart I hear,
And yet would I be still more near.
I chirp: but oh, my voice! how dull!
Where flies it when the heart is full?
Tell me, vain mortal, when will you
Sip the live rose’s fragrant dew,
Riot and revel in her hair,
And dream of nests and nestlings there?
Then may you triumph, and forget
The little pert and twittering pet.
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Maria! I have said adieu
To one alone so fair as you;
And she, beyond my hopes, at last
Returns and tells me of the past;
While happier for remembering well
Am I to hear and she to tell.
Whether gay Paris may again
Admire you gayest of her train,
Or, Love for pilot, you shall go
Where Orellana’s waters flow,
And cull, amid Brazilian bowers,
Of richer fruits and gaudier flowers;
Or on the Seine or on the Line
Remember one command of mine:
Love with as steady love as e’er
Illumed the only breast so fair;
That, in another year at most,
Whether the Alps or seas are crost,
Something may scatter from the flame
Fresh lustre o’er Pereira’s name.
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Wert thou but blind, O Fortune, then perhaps
Thou mightest always have avoided me;
For never voice of mine (young, middle-aged,
Or going down on tottering knee the shelf
That crumbles with us to the vale of years)
Call’d thee aside, whether thou rannest on
To others who expected, or didst throw
Into the sleeper’s lap the unsought prize.
But blind thou art not; the refreshing cup
For which my hot heart thirsted, thou hast ever
(When it was full and at the lip) struck down.
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Let me sit here and muse by thee
Awhile, aerial Fiesole!
Thy shelter’d walks and cooler grots,
Villas and vines and olive-plots,
Catch me, entangle me, detain me,
And laugh to hear that aught can pain me.
‘Twere just, if ever rose one sigh
To find the lighter mount more high,
Or any other natural thing
So trite that Fate would blush to sing,
Of Honour’s sport or Fortune’s frown,
Clung to my heart and kept it down.
But shunn’d have I on every side
The splash of newly-mounted Pride,
And never riskt my taking cold
In the damp chambers of the old.
What has the zephyr brought so sweet?
’Tis the vine-blossom round my seat.
Ah! how much better here at ease
And quite alone to catch the breeze,
Than roughly wear life’s waning day
On rotten forms with Castlereagh,
‘Mid public men for private ends,
A friend to foes, a foe to friends!
Long since with youthful chases warm,
And when ambition well might charm,
And when the choice before me lay,
I heard the din and turn’d away.
Hence oftentimes imperial Seine
Hath listen’d to my early strain,
And past the Rhine and past the Rhone
My Latian muse is heard and known:
Nor is the life of one recluse
An alien quite from public use.
Where alders mourn’d their fruitless beds
A thousand cedars raise their heads,
And from Segovia’s hills remote,
My sheep enrich my neighbour’s cote.
The wide and easy road I lead
Where never paced the haraest steed,
Where hardly dared the goat look down
Beneath her parent mountain’s frown,
Suspended while the torrent-spray
Springs o’er the crags that roll away.
Cares if I had, I turn’d those cares
Toward my partridges and hares,
At every dog and gun I heard
Ill-auguring for some truant bird,
Or whisker’d friend of jet-tipt ear,
Until the frighten’d eld limpt near.
These knew me, and ’twas quite enough,
I paid no Morning Post to puff,
Saw others fame and wealth increase,
Ate my own mutton-chop in peace,
Open’d my window, snatcht my glass,
And, from the rills that chirp and pass,
A pure libation pour’d to thee,
Unsoil’d uncitied Liberty!
Lanthony! an ungenial clime,
And the broad wing of restless Time,
Have rudely swept thy massy walls
And rockt thy abbots in their palls.
I loved thee by thy streams of yore,
By distant streams I love thee more
For never is the heart so true
As bidding what we love adieu.
Yet neither where we first drew breath,
Nor where our fathers sleep in death,
Nor where the mystic ring was given,
The link from earth that reaches heaven,
Nor London, Paris, Florence, Rome,
In his own heart’s the wise man’s home,
Stored with each keener, kinder, sense,
Too firm, too lofty, for offence,
Unlittered by the tools of state,
And greater than the great world’s great.
If mine no glorious work may be,
Grant, Heaven! and ’tis enough for me,
(While many squally sails flit past,
And many break the ambitious mast)
From all that they pursue, exempt,
The stormless bay of deep contempt!
 
  


C.
 

FOR AN URN IN THORESBY PARK.
 

With frigid art our numbers flow
For joy unfelt and fabled woe;
And listless are the poet’s dreams
Of pastoral pipe and haunted streams.
All Nature’s boundless reign is theirs,
But most her triumphs and her tears.
They try, nor vainly try, their power
To cheer misfortune’s lonely hour;
Whether they raise the laurell’d head,
Or stoop beneath the peasant’s shed,
They pass the glory they bestow,
And shine above the light they throw.
To Valour, in his car of fire,
Shall Genius strike the solemn lyre:
A Riou’s fall shall Manvers mourn,
And Virtue raise the vacant urn.
 
  


CI.
 

ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER THE DEATH OF A MOTHER AND THREE CHILDREN.
 

Again, my soul, sustain the mournful page!
Is there no difference? none of place? of age?
How the words tremble, how the lines unite!
What dim confusion floats before my sight!
Thrice happy strangers, to whose roving eyes
Unwet with tears these public columns rise!
Whate’er the changeful world contains of new,
These are events the least observed by you.
O Lambe, my early guide, my guardian friend,
Must thus our pleasures, thus our prospects end!
When the fond mother claspt her fever’d child,
Death hail’d the omen, waved his dart, and smiled,
Nor unobserv’d his lengthen’d wings o’erspread
With deeper darkness each devoted head.
She knows his silent footsteps; they have past
Two other babes; two more have breath’d their last.
What now avails thee, what avail’d thee then,
To shine in science o’er the sons of men!
Each varying plant, each tortuous root, to know,
How latent pests from lucid waters flow,
All the deep bosom of the air contains,
Fire’s parent strength and earth’s prolific veins.
The last and hardest lesson teaches this,
Frail is our knowledge, frailer is our bliss.
 
  


CII. “Rose Aylmer”
 

Ah, what avails the sceptred race,

   Ah, what the form divine!

What every virtue, every grace!

   Rose Aylmer, all were thine.

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes

   May weep, but never see,

A night of memories and of sighs

   I consecrate to thee.
  


CIII.
 

Gone! thou too, Nancy! why should Heaven remove
Each tender object of my early love?
Why was I happy? O ye conscious rocks!
Was I not happy? When lone’s locks
Claspt round her neck and mine their golden chain,
Ambition, fame, and fortune, smiled in vain.
While warring winds with deafening fury blew,
Near, and more near, our cheeks, our bosoms, grew.
Wave after wave the lashing ocean chased,
She smiled, and prest me closer to her waist.
“Suppose this cave should crush us,” once I cried;
“It can not fall,” the loving maid replied.
“You, who are shorter, may be safe, I said;
“O let us fly!” exclaim’d the simple maid.
Springing, she drew me forward by the hand
Upon the sunny and the solid sand,
And then lookt round, with fearful doubt, to see
If what I spoke so seriously, could be.
Ah, memory, memory! thou alone canst save
Angelic beauty from the grasping grave.
Tho’ Nancy’s name for ever dwell unknown
Beyond her briar-bound sod and upright stone;
Yet, in the lover’s, in the poet’s eye,
The young lone hath not bloom’d to die.
 
  


CIV.
 

I come to visit thee again,
My little flowerless cyclamen!
To touch the hands, almost to press,
That cheer’d thee in thy loneliness.
What could those lovely sisters find,
Of thee in form, of me in mind,
What is there in us rich or rare,
To make us worth a moment’s care?
Unworthy to be so carest,
We are but wither’d leaves at best.
 
  


CV.
 

Child of a day, thou knowest not
The tears that overflow thine urn,
The gushing eyes that read thy lot,
Nor, if thou knewest, couldst return!
And why the wish! the pure and blest
Watch like thy mother o’er thy sleep. O
peaceful night! O envied rest I
Thou wilt not ever see her weep.
 
  


CVI.
 

ON A POET IN A WELSH CHURCHYARD.
 

Kind souls! who strive what pious hand shall bring
The first-found crocus from reluctant Spring,
Or blow your wintry fingers while they strew
This sunless turf with rosemary and rue,
Bend o’er your lovers first, but mind to save
One sprig of each to trim a poet’s grave.
 
  


CVII.
 

ANOTHER URN AT THORESBY PARK.
 

If in the summer-time, O guest,
Thou comest where these waters rest,
And where these gentle swells of land
Their ever-verdant turf expand,
Not opener these, nor those more clear,
Than was the soul that late dwelt here
If in the winter thou hast crost
The scene benumb’d with snow and frost,
Ask those thou meetest at the gate
If they are not as desolate.
 
  


CVIII.
 

Yes, in this chancel once we sat alone,
O Dorothea! thou wert bright with youth,
Freshness like Morning’s dwelt upon thy cheek,
While here and there above the level pews,
Above the housings of the village dames.
The musky fan its groves and zephyrs waved.
I know not why (since we had each our book
And lookt upon it stedfastly) first one
Outran the learned labourer from the desk,
Then tript the other and limpt far behind,
And smiles gave blushes birth, and blushes smiles.
Ah me! where are they flown, my lovely friend!
Two seasons like that season thou hast lain
Cold as the dark-blue stone beneath my feet,
While my heart beats as then, but not with joy.
O my lost friends! why were ye once so dear?
And why were ye not fewer, O ye few?
Must winter, spring, and summer, thus return,
Commemorating some one torn away,
Till half the months at last shall take, with me,
Their names from those upon your scatter’d graves!
 
  


CIX.
 

Thou in this wide cold church art laid,
Close to the wall, my little maid!
My little Fanny Verchild! thou
Sole idol of an infant vow!
My playmate in life’s break of day,
When all we had to do was play!
Even then, if any other girl
To kiss my forehead seiz’d a curl,
Thou wouldst with sad dismay run in,
And stamp, and call it shame and sin.
And should some rash intrusive boy
Bring thee an orange, flower, or toy,
That instant I laid fist on frill,
I bore my jealousy so ill,
And felt my bosom beat so bold,
Altho’ he might be six years old.
Against the marble slab mine eyes
Dwell fixt; and from below arise
Thoughts, not yet cold nor mute, of thee
It was their earliest joy to see.
One who had marcht o’er Minden’s plain
In thy young smile grow young again.
That stem one melted into love,
That father traced the line above.
His Roman soul used Homan speech,
And taught (ah thou too, thou didst teach!)
How, soon as in our course we start,
Death follows with uplifted dart.
 
  


CX.
 

Tears driven back upon the fountain-head,
And Sorrow’s voice supprest,
Heave, while in quiet sleep repose the dead;
Oh! when will they too rest!
 
  


CXI.
 

Not the last struggles of the Sun,
Precipitated from his golden throne,
Hold darkling mortals in sublime suspense;
But the calm exod of a man
Nearer, tho’ far above, who ran
The race we run, when Heaven recalls him hence.
Thus, O thou pure of earthly taint!
Thus, O my Southey! poet, sage, and saint!
Thou, after saddest silence, art removed.
What voice in anguish can we raise,
Or would we? Need we, dare we, praise?
God now does that, the God thy whole heart loved.
 
  


CXII.
 

The day returns, my natal day,
Borne on the storm and pale with snow,
And seems to ask me why I stay,
Stricken by Time and bowed by Woe.
Many were once the friends who came
To wish me joy; and there are some.”
Who wish it now; but not the same;
They are whence friend can never come;
Nor are they you my love watcht o’er
Cradled in innocence and sleep;
You smile into my eyes no more,
Nor see the bitter tears they weep.
 
  


CXIII.
 

When Helen first saw wrinkles in her face
(’Twas when some fifty long had settled there
And intermarried and brancht off awide)
She threw herself upon her couch and wept:
On this side hung her head, and over that
Listlessly she let fall the faithless brass
That made the men as faithless.
But when you
Found them, Or fancied them, and would not hear
That they were only vestiges of smiles,
Or the impression of some amorous hair
Astray from cloistered curls and roseate band,
Which had been lying there all night perhaps
Upon a skin so soft, “No, no,” you said, — 
“Sure, they are coming, yes, are come, are here:
Well, and what matters it, while thou art too!”
 
  


CXIV.
 

A provident and wakeful fear
impels me, while I read, to say,
When Poesy invites, forbear
Sometimes to walk her tempting way:
Beadier is she to swell the tear
Than its sharp tinglings to allay.
“But there are stories fit for song,
And fit for maiden lips to sing.”
Yes; and to you they all belong,
About your knee they fondly ding;
They love the accents of your tongue,
They seek the shadow of your wing.
Ah! let the Hours be light and gay,
With Hope for ever at their side,
And let the Muses chaunt a lay
Of pleasures that await the bride,
Of sunny Lifers untroubled sea,
Smooth sands, and gently swelling tide.
A time will come when steps are slow,
And prone on ancient scenes to rest,
When life shall lose its former glow,
And, leaf by leaf, the shrinking breast
Shall drop the blossom yet to blow
For the most blessed of the blest.
Then, nor till then, in spring go forth
“The graves of waiting friends to see.”
It would be pleasant to my earth
To know your step, if that might be.
A verse is more than I am worth,
A thought is not undue to me.
 
  


CXV.
 

The vessel that rests here at last
Had once stout ribs and topping mast,
And, whate’er wind there might prevail,
Was ready for a row or sail.
It now lies idle on its side,
Forgetful o’er the stream to glide.
And yet there have been days of yore,
When pretty maids their posies bore
To crown its prow, its deck to trim,
And freighted a whole world of whim.
A thousand stories it could tell,
But it loves secrecy too well.
Come closer, my sweet girl, pray do!
There may be still one left for you.
 
  


CXVI.
 

Satire! I never call’d thee very fair,
But if thou art inclined to hear my pray’r,
Grant the bright surface that our form reflects,
The healthy font that braces our defects:
But O! to fulminate with forked line
Another’s fame or fortune, ne’er be mine!
Against the wretch who dares it, high or low.
Against him only, I direct my blow.
 

* * * * *
 

Well; you have seen our Prosperos, at whose beck
Our ship, with all her royalty, is wreck.
From sire to son descends the wizard book
That works such marvels. — 
Look behind you! look!
There issue from the Treasury, dull and dry as
The leaves in winter, Gilford and Matthies.
Brighter and braver Peter Pindar started,
And ranged around him all the lighter-hearted.
When Peter Pindar sank into decline,
Up from his hole sprang Peter Porcupine.
 

* * * * *
 

Honester men and wiser, you will say,
Were satirists.
Unhurt? for spite? for pay?
Their courteous soldiership, outshining ours,
Mounted the engine and took aim from tow’rs.
From putrid ditches we more safely light,
And push our zig-zag parallels by night.
Dryden’s rich numbers rattle torse and round,
Profuse, and nothing plattery in the sound.
And, here almost his equal, if but here,
Pope pleas’d alike the playful and severe.
The summer cur at growler Johnson snarls,
But cowers beneath his bugle-blast for Charles.
From Vanity and London far removed,
With that pure Spirit his pure spirit loved,
In thorny paths the pensive Cowper trod,
But angels prompted and the word was God.
Churchmen have chaunted satire, and the pews
Heard good sound doctrine from the sable Muse.
Frost-bitten and lumbaginous, when Donne,
With verses gnarl’d and knotted, hobbled on,
Thro’ listening palaces did rhymeless South
Pour sparkling waters from lus golden mouth.
Prim, in spruce parti-colours, Mason shone,
His Muse lookt well in gall-dyed crape alone.
Beneath the starry sky, ‘mid garden glooms,
In meditation deep, and dense perfumes,
Young’s cassock was flounced round with plaintive pun.
And pithier Churchill swore he would have none.
He bared his own broad vices, but the knots
Of the loud scourge fell sorest upon Scots.
 

* * * * *
 

Byron was not all Byron; one small part
Bore the impression of a human heart.
Guided by no clear love-star’s panting light
Thro’ the sharp surges of a northern night,
In Satire’s narrow strait he swam the best,
Scattering the foam that hist about his breast.
He, who might else have been more tender, first
From Scottish saltness caught his rabid thirst.
Praise Keats..
         “I think I’ve heard of him.”
“With you
Shelley stands foremost.”
. And his lip was blue.
“I hear with pleasure any one commend
So good a soul; for Shelley is my friend.”
One leaf from Southey’s laurel made explode
All his combustibles..
“An ass! by God!”
Who yet surmounted in romantic Spain
Highths our brisk courser never could attain.
I lagg’d; he call’d me; urgent to prolong
My matin chirpings into mellower song.
Mournfuller tones came then.. O ne’er be they
Drown’d in night howlings from the Forth and Spey!
Twice is almighty Homer far above
Troy and her towers, Olympus and his Jove.
First, when the God-led Priam bends before
Him sprung from Thetis, dark with Hector’s gore:
A second time, when both alike have bled,
And Agamemnon speaks among the dead.
Call’d up by Genius in an after-age,
That awful spectre shook the Athenian stage.
From eve to mom, from mom to parting night,
Father and daughter stood before my sight.
I felt the looks they gave, the words they said,
And reconducted each serener shade.
Ever shall these to me be well-spent days,
Sweet fell the tears upon them, sweet the praise.
 
  


CXVII.
 

Boastfully call we all the world our own:
What are we who should call it so? The form
Erect, the eye that pierces stars and suns,
Droop and decay; no beast so piteously.
More mutable than wind-worn leaves are we;
Yea, lower are we than the dust’s estate;
The very dust is as it was before;
Dissever’d from ourselves, aliens and outcasts
From what our pride dared call inheritance,
We only live to feel our fall and die.
 
  


CXVIII.
 

When the mimosas shall have made
(O’erarching) an unbroken shade;
And the rose-laurels let to breathe
Scarcely a favourite flower beneath;
When the young cypresses which now
Look at the olives, brow to brow,
Cheer’d by the breezes of the south
Shall shoot above the acacia’s growth,
One peradventure of my four
Turning some former fondness o’er,
At last impatient of the blame
Cast madly on a father’s name,
May say, and check the chided tear,
“I wish he still were with us here.”
 
  


CXIX.
 

Everything tells me you are near;
The hail-stones bound along and melt,
In white array the clouds appear,
The spring and you our fields have felt.
Paris, I know, is hard to quit;
But you have loft it; and ‘twere silly
To throw away more smiles and wit
Among the forests of Chantilly.
Her moss-paved cell your rose adorns
To tempt you; and your cyclamen
Turns back his tiny twisted horns
As if he heard your voice again.
 
  


CXX.
 

MARIE-ANTOINETTE.
 

O gentlest of thy race!
How early do we trace
The wrath of Fate on thee!
Not only that thy head
Was hurl’d among the dead,
The virtuous, wise, and free,
O Marie-Antoinette!
Dangerous souls regret
Thy sceptred destiny,
But, winning all the heart
Of mortal like Mozart,
His bride thou couldst not be.
Thou liftedst the sweet child
From slippery floor: he smiled,
Kist thee, and call’d thee wife.
Ah! could it have been so,
How free wert thou from woe,
How pure, how great, for life!
One truth is little known:
’Tis this; the highest throne
Is not the highest place
Even on the earth we tread:
Some can raise up the dead,
And some the royal race.
 
  


CXXI.
 

November! thou art come again
With all thy gloom of fogs and rain,
Yet woe betide the wretch who sings
Of sadness borne upon thy wings.
The gloom that overcast my brow,
The whole year’s gloom, departs but now;
And all of joy I hear or see,
November! I ascribe to thee!
 
  


CXXII.
 

Retire, and timely, from the world, if ever
Thou hopest tranquil days;
Its gaudy jewels from thy bosom sever,
Despise its pomp and praise.
The purest star that looks into the stream
Its slightest ripple shakes,
And Peace, where’er its fiercer splendours gleam,
Her brooding nest forsakes.
The quiet planets roll with even motion
In the still skies alone;
O’er ocean they dance joyously, but ocean
They find no rest upon.
 
  


CXXIII.
 

GUIDONE AND LUCIA.
 

I love to wander, both in deed and thought,
Where little rills their earliest tunes are taught:
I love to trace them into secret nooks,
And watch their winning ways and serious looks,
Where, as they rise up leisurely and slow,
The long-hair’d moss for ever waves below.
No few have splasht my face for venturing thus
Among their games, games never meant for us:
We are weak creatures, brief and dark our day,
But children of immortal breed are they.
Yet side by side with Reno, many a mile,
Thro’ narrow dell and intricate defile,
I have run too; and both were well content;
He chafed sometimes, but never harm was meant.
The waters here start sundered, rocks between,
Some beetle-brow’d, and others brightly green:
Loudly they call each other, nor in vain,
Laugh at the rocks, spring, and embrace again.
My little Reno winds his stream along
Thro’ pastoral scenes by pastoral pipe unsung,
And leaps and hazards many sportive falls,
But grows sedater near Bologna’s walls.
Among the mountains which from high o’erlook
That solemn city and that wayward brook,
Pure as the snow that on the summit lies,
Fresh as the stream and radiant as the skies,
Wert thou, Lucia! Could thy girlish breast
Enjoy more sacred, more seraphic rest?
The boy Guidone innocently play’d,
Past her ninth summer, with his wedded maid.
A ring of rush was quite enough for both,
And two sweet kisses all the marriage troth.
Amid life’s early leaves how blest the fond!
Until they climb the tree and look beyond.
“I wonder,” said Lucia, “what can mean
Those odious names of Guelph and Ghibelline.
If, as my Babbo tells me, you’re a Guelph,
I must be (is it not so?) one myself.
And yet, though Babbo always should be right,
Against the Guelphs he calls his serfs to fight.
 

‘Meanwhile,’ says he in joke, ‘my little queen
Thou shalt be safely lodged with Saint Cristine.’”
Sudden the colour left Guidone’s cheek,
His lips were open but he could not speak,
He prest the cool plump hand; it broke in twain
The ring of rush: and that was all her pain.
But when she rais’d her eyes, she thought no more
Of that, or any pledge he gave before.
She hugg’d him to her heart, and bade him say
If he was sorry that she went away.
He wept upon her head; but not one word
(Had there been utterance) would the child have heard.
The veins about her temples buzz’d like bees
Fretting and swarming in the linden-trees.
His tears ran down her curls; her curls she drew
Against the cheek, and suckt off one or two,
But, panting, sobbing, sinking, thought it best
To clasp his neck and intercept the rest.
“From three years old,” said she, “when love begins,
I have loved you, Guidone! all my sins,
My wicked fibs, you know it, were for you...
Now tell me what to say and what to do.
Speak; you can tell me but one thing in vain,
“Which is, that we must never love again.
We are no children now; for I am nine
And you are twelve. Before Cristina’s shrine
I will say all that ever saint has heard,
And pray you grow not ugly with a beard.”
Little replied Guidone; but he threw
His mantle on the ground, and gently drew
Lucia to the tufted seat, and there
Hid his sad face amid her sunny hair;
Hand claspt in hand, now on her knee, now his,
Until their sorrow melted into bliss;
Such bliss as innocence alone can know,
And innocence but seldom here below.
The morning now crew sultry; they must part;
The boy with heavier, she with lighter heart:
Not that she loved him less than he loved her,
But she had suits, and sure ones, to prefer;
Babbo had always minded what she said,
And if she threaten’d he was half-afraid.
Wanted she figs? the hinds were near, but them
She call’d not; he must mount the brittle stem.
“Come, idle Babbo! you alone can reach
To the top-branch; pull down that yellow peach:
You may shake down some mulberries, if you will,
But mind! you shook the last upon my frill.”
And now she said, “Dear Babbo! I would go,
But poor Guidone’s heart kept beating so
Against my bosom, I am sure ‘twill break
If I do go: don’t let me; for his sake.”
The father started at these words, and said,
My sweet Lucia! never be afraid
Of breaking hearts: thou hast not strength enough,
My darling child! for anything so tough.”
She wiped his brow; for it was moist. “But still
(Laugh as you may)” said she, “I’m sure it will.
I would not break it, gracious heaven! not I!
And it is not because I too should die;
For without sweet Guidone all my life
Would be one sigh: beside.. I am his wife.”
She smiled, and took her father by the chin
And lookt into his eyes, nor saw within
The smouldering fires that there intensely glow’d,
Nor read the hour of quitting her abode.
The sun has risen: and three horses wait
With two stout horsemen at the castle gate.
The father lifts upon the iron-grey
His wondering child, and all three ride away.
Seven years incessantly there wept and pray’d
Before Cristina’s shrine one pallid maid.
War had raged round the city: who can tell
Of Guelph and Ghibelline what thousands fell?
Hence was that maid so pallid: she must know
(If her life pays for it) the weal or woe
Of her Guidone: not another year
Can youthful life endure such doubt and fear.
Another year might see her blest at home,
But will he too, will her Guidone come?
Trusting that time had weakened or effaced
The lines that love with infant hand had traced,
Her father never had pronounced the name
In all his letters; but when last he came
To see her in the convent, when he found
That nought within its cloisters, nought around,
Could raise from heavy grief her drooping head,
He laid his hand on hers, and mildly said,
“Lucia! they have told you then? The brave
Are the first fruits that drop into the grave.”
Lucia heard him (and scarce heard him) speak,
And from her bosom burst nor groan nor shriek,
Nor from her eyes one tear: down dropt her head,
Down dropt her beauteous form.
                         “My child is dead!”
The father cried, and struck his brow, and cast
His arms around her: the young nuns aghast
Stood round; the elder rubb’d her temples hard,
And prayed the while: these cares had their reward.
Homeward the father hied, and finding now
His child in safety, bade her take the vow.
Bereft of her Guidone, she complied,
How willingly! no other’s future bride.
She thought her prayers, that mom and night arise,
Would find a readier entrance to the skies;
And that, if he had slain, as warrior must,
Saint Peter would release him was her trust;
Since he himself, though chided by his Lord,
Had drawn, and dexterously used, the sword.
Need was there now for arms, more need than when
He rear’d his boyish crest with hardier men.
In every street was heard the indignant cry,
“To Palestine! Speed, Christian chivalry!
To Palestine! The Soldan hath defiled
The sepulchre that holds the Virgin’s child.”
On such a day, and only on this one,
Each holy votary, each secluded nun,
May look abroad and bless the banner waved
To save his tomb by whom our souls are saved.
There stood among the nuns one holier maid
And sadder than them all: even she survey’d
The pious arms. But what above the rest
Now caught her eye? She turn’d and smote her breast.
Had not the bishop, when her vow she vow’d,
Before the altar, warn’d her thus aloud...
“Turn not thy feet toward the world, nor let
Thine eyes, O virgin, by man’s eyes be met.”
All others on the earth were nought to those,
Sources of all her joys and all her woes.
Ah! when was youth to gentle maiden dear
Unless he caus’d to flow the frequent tear?
Day after day Guidone sought in vain
To see her face, or even her veil, again.
Few days were left: he never saw her more.
Pressing his brow against the wall, he swore
To live as chaste; to serve the saint she served;
Guidone swore; Guidone never swerved.
Whatever be the fight, by land or sea,
Wherever there was danger, there was he.
Say, generous souls! what can they seek beside
Death, speedy death, who lose a promist bride?
He sought, but found it not: a worse mischance
Befell Guidone: broken was his lance
Deep in the Paynim foes: they raved around,
Many cleft down, and few without a wound.
To chains and tortures was the youth consign’d;
Nor chain nor torture crusht his constant mind.
“O my Lucia!” cried he, “true and pure!
If now in heaven, thou seest what I endure.
Strengthen my faith, Lucia! if indeed
The heart where thou art ever, strength can need.
Pray for me, to the only maid more blest
Of all above; thus shall my spirit rest.
But if thou livest, may’st thou never know
The torture and the shame I undergo!”
Worn out with anguish, slumber most profound
Sank brain and limb stretcht forth along the ground.
When he awoke, the chains were on his feet,
But for the prison.. the cool air breath’d sweet,
Unlike the air of dungeons, nor less bland,
Than on the mom when last he held her hand.
There where he vowed the vow, against that wall
Declined was he, and then he heard a call.
He turn’d, and saw Lucia.
                      “Art thou here?
Still living? saint most holy! maid most dear!”
“Hush! “said that gentle voice: “I live the true
The only life, and could not live for you.
To teach our tears the easiest way to flow
Is the best wisdom we acquire below.
“We have attained it: grief and hope must rest
Upon the holy Virgin, ever blest.
But rise, and place those fetters on my tomb;
The hour of happier meeting soon will come.”
He rose; he placed them there. She died that day
When from his eyes she turn’d her face away.
 
  


CXXIV.
 

To our past loves we oft return,
When years that choked our path are past,
And wish again the incense-urn
Its flickering flame once more to cast
On paler brows, until the bourn
Is reacht, where we may rest at last.
 
  


CXXV.
 

Smiles soon abate; the boisterous throe
Of anger long burst forth:
Inconstantly the south-wind blows,
But steadily the north.
Thy star, O Venus! often changes
Its radiant seat above;
The chilling pole-star never ranges.
’Tis thus with hate and love.
 
  


CXXVI.
 

I will not call her fair,
For that all women are,
Shady or sunny, dim of eye or bright:
But tell me, tell me where
Is one of tint so clear,
Unless it may be one who bathes in upper light.
The fair above their kind,
Shallow of heart and mind,
Share with the fragile flower and senseless stone
Their richer tints; we find
No vestige left behind:
She moves the distant breast, and fills the whole alone.
 
  


CXXVII.
 

Did I then ask of you why one so wise — 
Should often look on life with downcast eyes,
And mar sometimes their brightness with a tear?
The vainer and less gentle are more gay,
Over the level wave they glide away,
And little know what hidden rocks are near.
 
  


CXXVIII.
 

“You must give back,” her mother said,
To a poor sobbing little maid,
“All the young man has given you,
Hard as it now may seem to do.”
“’Tis done already, mother dear!”
Said the sweet girl, “So, never fear.”
Mother. Are you quite certain? Come, recount
(There was not much), the whole amount.
Girl. The locket: the kid gloves.
Mother. — Go on.
Girl. Of the kid gloves I found but one.
Mother. Never mind that. What else? Proceed.
You gave back all his trash?
Girl. — Indeed.
Mother. And was there nothing you would save?
Girl. Everything I could give I gave.
Mother. To the last tittle?
Girl. — Even to that.
Mother. Freely?
Girl. My heart went pit-a-pat
At giving up.. ah me! ah me!
I cry so I can hardly see.
All the fond looks and words that past,
And all the kisses, to the last.
 
  


CXXIX.
 

If you please we’ll hear another
Timid maid, without the mother.
Unless you are tired, for these
We must travel into Greece.
I know every bay and creek;
Fear no pirate in the Greek.
Here we are, and there is she;
Stand and hide behind the tree.
She will (for I’m grave and gray)
Tell me all she has to say.
Guest. Violet-eyed little maid!
Of what are you afraid?
Maid. O! it is Dian’s spear,
Sharp-pointed, I most fear.
Guest. So then you would prefer
Venus, I think, to her?
Maid. Yes; Venus is so good!
I only wish she would
Keep her sad boy away
Who mocks at ail I say.
Guest. What could he then have heard?
Maid. Don’t ask me.. Every word!
Guest. She has heard me ere now.
If you repeat the vow,
I will repeat it too,
And that perhaps may do:
Where there is only one
But little can be done.
Maid. Perhaps tho’ you may blame...
Ah me! I am all flame.
Guest. With love?
Maid. — No, no; with shame.
Guest. Each word that you repeat
Will much abate the heat.
Maid. Well then.. I pray.. Don’t ask..
I can not bear the task.
Guest. Of all the queens above
Fear most the queen of love.
For those alone she cares
Who well repeat their prayers.
Maid. O then I must, I find,
(But do not look) be blind.
Well, well, now! you shall hear;
But don’t come quite so near.
 

PRAYER.
 

‘Venus! I fear thy dove
Is somewhere in my breast:
Yes, yes, I feel him move,
He will not let me rest.
If he should ever go,
I fancy I should sink;
He fans and wafts me so,
I think.. what do I think?
O Venus! thou canst tell..
’Tis wicked to rebel!’
’Twas Love: I heard him speak,
But dared not turn my neck;
I felt his torch so near
And trembled so with fear
I thought I should have died.
Guest. And was there none beside?
Maid. The goddess in white stone
And one young man alone,
His eyes upon the ground,
And lost in thought profound.
Methinks I see him yet,
And never can forget:
For I was almost glad
To see him look so sad,
And gravely disapprove
The mockery of Love.
Guest. Should Love then reappear,
May that young man be near,
And pray the queen of beauty
To make him do his duty.
 
  


CXXX.
 

The maid I love ne’er thought of me
Amid the scenes of gaiety;
But when her heart or mine sank low,
Ah then it was no longer so.
From the slant palm she rais’d her head,
And kist the cheek whence youth had fled.
Angels! some future day for this,
Give her as sweet and pure a kiss.
 
  


CXXXI.
 

All poets dream, and some do nothing more.
When you have turn’d this paper o’er,
Then you may tell me, if you please,
Which I resemble most of these.
One morning as outstretcht I lay,
Half-covered by the new-mown hay,
I saw a bird high over-head,
And round him many smaller fled.
To me he seem’d a hawk or kite,
The little birds (who should be in a fright,
Yet never are, as you must oft have found)
Flew many after, many round.
Unable at full stretch to keep
My eyes, they wearied into sleep:
And, soon as I had sank upon the grass,
I saw the large and little pass
All into other shapes; the great one grew
Like Time; like full-grown Loves the smaller flew;
All kept their course, as they had done before;
But soon the less quite vanisht; he, the great,
Moved on in slow and solemn state,
Until I thought at last ho reacht the skies;
And then I opened (somewhat late) my eyes.
 
  


CXXXII.
 

Neither the suns nor frosts of rolling years
Dry up the springs or change the course of tears.
Sorrow will ever mark her stated days,
Sacred as those Religion claims for praise.
 
  


CXXXIII.
 

Why, why repine, my pensive friend,
At pleasures slipt away?
Some the stem Fates will never lend,
And all refuse to stay.
I see the rainbow in the sky,
The dew upon the grass,
I see them, and I ask not why
They glimmer or they pass.
With folded arms I linger not
To call them back; ‘twere vain;
In this, or in some other spot,
I know they’ll shine again.
 
  


CXXXIV.
 

Thou whom the wandering comets guide,
O turn awhile to Virtue’s side,
Goddess by all adored! and deign
Once more to smile on rising Spain.
No secret pang my bosom wrings
For prostrate lords and captive kings;
I, mighty Power, invoke thy aid
To Valour crost and Faith betray’d.
O leave the marshal’d ranks of war,
Nor blindly urge Bellona’s car,
When hearts so generous, arms so brave,
Resist the conqueror, spurn the slave,
And, striking home for equal laws,
Pray Fortune to sustain the cause.
Not such is theirs as wafted o’er
The crescent and the crafty Moor;
No tears for virgin honour flow,
No father calls the avenging foe;
Napoleon leads no faithless host,
Nor tears the heart that trusts him most;
A rescued son, a prince restored,
Against his country draws the sword,
And wily priests in vengeful mood
Surround their fires with dykes of blood:
Turn then, O Fortune, and sustain
The cause of Freedom and of Spain!
 
  


CXXXV.
 

Humblest among the vernal train,
In giddy Flora’s gustful reign,
Uplift, uplift thy timid eyes!
The violet shuns the trying hour,
Soon sheds the rose its fondled flower,
The gaudy tulip flaunts and dies.
When Autumn mourns his gloomy end,
When rains and howling blasts descend,
When hill and vale and wood are bare,
Before my path thy light I see,
And tho’ no other smiles to me,
Thou smilest, here and everywhere.
What name more graceful couldst thou chuse
Than Caledonia’s pastoral Muse,
Breath’d in the mellow reed of Burns?
Art thou not proud that name to share
With her from whom, so passing fair,
No heart unconquer’d e’er returns?
 
  


CXXXVI.
 

Let this man smile, and that man sigh
To see the wheels of Fashion whirl;
Place me in some cool arbour nigh
My mild and modest country girl;
Or under whitening poplars, high
O’er flirting brooks, that glance and purl
To attract such flowers as peer and pry,
My mild and modest country girl I
“Would you not tire there?”...no, not I.
Acids that melt the richest pearl
Are envy, pride, satiety,
My mild and modest country girl!
Power, office, title.. up they fly
Against one light and sunny curl,
That plays above thine azure eye,
My mild and modest country girl.
Knighthood’s new spur the squire would try,
And viscount be emblazon’d earl:
Content is only seated by
My mild and modest country girl.
Possession kings must fortify
With moat and barbican and merl:
Thine dwells in free security,
My mild and modest country girl!
Great riches, great authority
Turn the best-tempered to a churl;
With health and thee no crosses lie,
My mild and modest country girl!
Tho’ Fame and Glory to the sky
Ambition’s wind-worn flag unfurl,
With thee I’d live, for thee I’d die,
My mild and modest country girl;
Thus round and round thee busily
Teaching my tinkling rhymes to twirl,
I did not well hear thy reply,
My mild and modest country girl!
 
  


CXXXVII.
 

You hate amid the pomp of prayer
The incense. So then Beauty hates
What warms for her the cruder air,
Awakes the Graces, soothes the Fates!
It rises with soft clouds about it,
It sinks, and melts itself away;
Prayers are of little use without it,
And with it few men vainly pray.
 

(If the reader has any curiosity to know the origin of these trifling verses,
they were composed on me remark of a scholar, that puella in its cast’s ended
many in Latin, and that girl ended none in ours, from the impossibility of
finding such a rhyme as would suit the subject.)
 
  


CXXXVIII.
 

The wisest of us all, when woe
Darkens our narrow path below,
Are childish to the last degree,
And think what is must always be.
It rains, and there is gloom around,
Slippery and sullen is the ground,
And slow the step; within our sight
Nothing is cheerful, nothing bright.
Meanwhile the sun on high, altho’
We will not think it can be so,
Is shining at this very hour
In all his glory, all his power,
And when the cloud is past, again
Will dry up every drop of rain.
 
  


CXXXIX.
 

The burden of an ancient rhyme
Is, “By the forelock seize on Time.”
Time in some corner heard it said;
Pricking his ears, away he fled;
And, seeing me upon the road,
A hearty curse on me bestow’d.
“What if I do the same by thee?
How wouldst thou like it?” thunder’d ho,
And, without answer thereupon,
Seizing my forelock.. it was gone.
 
  


CXL.
 

Will mortals never know each, other’s station
Without the herald? O abomination!
Milton, even Milton, rankt with living men!
Over the highest Alps of mind he marches,
And far below him spring the baseless arches
Of Iris, colouring dimly lake and fen.
 
  


CXLI.
 

Remind me not, thou grace of serious mien!
That thy fresh beauties are but frail as flowers )
Eloquent lip, and lucid eye, and all
That our fond senses vainly seize upon
And can not hold; those undulating lights
Baffling our aspirations, casting down
Our venturous sight, and almost our desires.
Religion too comes in: she claims a light
Of audience; she reproves the worshipper
Of earthly image; such she calls even thee.
I bend my head before her, nor deny
Her potency of argument, yet gaze
Incredulous awhile, and only say:
“Pardon, O thou from heaven! who knowest best!
Stars, if composed of earth, yet still are stars,
And must be lookt at with uplifted eyes.
 
  


CXLII.
 

Tell me, perverse young year!
Why is the mom so drear?
Is there no flower to twine?
Away, thou churl, away!
’Tis Rose’s natal day,
Reserve thy frown for mine.
 
  


CXLIII.
 

ON RECEIVING A BOOK TO WRITE IN.
 

Tost in what corner hast thou lain?
And why art thou come back again?
I should as soon have thought to see
One risen from the dead as thee.
I have survived my glory now
Three years; but just the same art thou;
I am not quite; and three years hence
I may have lept that ugly fence,
Which men attempt to shirk in vain,
And never can leap back again.
But welcome, welcome! thou art sent
I know on generous thoughts intent;
And therefore thy pale cheeks I’ll kiss
Before I scribble more than this.
 
  


CXLIV.
 

A SEA-SHELL SPEAKS.
 

Of late among the rocks I lay,
But just behind the fretful spray,
When suddenly a step drew near,
And a man’s voice, distinct and clear,
Convey’d this solace...
“Come with me,
Thou little outcast of the sea! — .
Our destiny, poor shell, is one;
We both may shine, but shine alone:
Both are deprived of all we had
In earlier days to make us glad,
Or ask us why we should be sad:
Which (you may doubt it as you will)
To manly hearts is dearer still.”
I felt, ere half these words were o’er,
A few salt drops on me once more.
 
  


CXLV.
 

Often I have heard it said
That her lips are ruby-red.
Little heed I what they say,
I have seen as red as they.
Ere she smiled on other men,
Real rubies were they then.
When she kist me once in play,
Rubies were less bright than they,
And less bright were those which shone
In the palace of the Sun.
Will they be as bright again?
Not if kist by other men.
 
  


CXLVI.
 

In spring and summer winds may blow,
And rains fall after, hard and fast;
The tender leaves, if beaten low,
Shine but the more for shower and blast.
But when their fated hour arrives,
When reapers long have left the field,
When maidens rifle turn’d-up hives,
And their last juice fresh apples yield,
A leaf perhaps may still remain
Upon some solitary tree, — 
Spite of the wind and of the rain..
A thing you heed not if you see..
At last it falls. Who cares? not one:
And yet no power on earth can ever
Replace the fallen leaf upon
Its spray, so easy to dissever.
If such be love I dare not say,
Friendship is such, too well I know;
I have enjoy’d my summer day;
’Tis past; my leaf now lies below.
 
  


CXLVII.
 

ON RECEIVING A PORTRAIT.
 

To gaze on you when life’s last gleams decline,
And hold your hand, to the last clasp, in mine..
Of these two wishes, these my only two,
One has been granted, gentle maid, by you:
Were thus the other certain, I should go,
And leave but one man happier here below.
 
  


CXLVIII.
 

Beauty’s pure native gems, ye quivering hairs!
Once mingled with my own,
While soft desires, ah me! were all the cares
Two idle hearts had known.
How is it, when I take ye from the shrine
Which holds one treasure yet,
That ye, now all of Nancy that is mine,
Shrink from my fond regret?
Ye leaves that droop not with the plant that bore ye,
Start ye before my breath?
Shrink ye from tender Love who would adore ye,
O ye who fear not Death!
 
  


CXLIX.
 

SENT TO A LADY WITH FLOWERS.
 

Take the last flowers your natal day
May ever from my hand receive!
Sweet as the former ones are they,
And sweet alike be those they leave.
Another, in the year to come,
May offer them to smiling eyes;
That smile would wake me from the tomb,
That smile would win me from the skies.
 
  


CL.
 

Whatever England’s fields display,
The fairest scenes are thine, Torbay!
Not even Liguria’s sunny shore
With palm and aloe pleas’d me more.
Sorrento softer tale may tell,
Parthenope sound louder shell,
Amalfi, Ocean’s proudest boast,
Show loftier hills and livelier coast,
Where Nereids hear the nightly flute,
And gather fresh such morning fruit
As hangs within their highth, and shows
Its golden gleam thro’ glossy boughs.
But, with thy dark oak-woods behind,
Here stretcht against the western wind
The sails that from the Zuyderzee
Brought him who left our fathers free.
Yet (shame upon me!) I sometimes
Have sighed awhile for other climes,
Where, tho’ no mariner, I too
Whistled aloft my little crew:
’Twas now to spar, ’twas now to fence.
’Twas now to fathom Shakspeare’s sense,
And now to trace the hand divine
That guided Raffael’s faultless line.
And then we wonder who could raise
The massy walls at which we gaze,
Where amid songs and village glee
Soars immemorial Fiesole.
At last we all in turn declare
We know not who the Cyclops were.
“But the Pelasgians! those are true?”
“I know as much of them as you.”
“Pooh! nonsense! you may tell us so;
Impossible you should not know!”
Then plans, to find me out, they lay,
Which will not fail another day.
England, in all thy scenes so fair,
Thou canst not show what charm’d me there!
 
  


CLI.
 

With rosy hand a little girl prest down
A boss of fresh-cull’d cowslips in a rill:
Often as they sprang up again, a frown
Show’d she disliked resistance to her will:
But when they droopt their heads and shone much less,
She shook them to and fro, and threw them by,
And tript away. “Ye loathe the heaviness
Ye love to cause, my little girls!” thought I,
“And what had shone for you, by you must die.”
 
  


CII.
 

Very true, the linnets sing
Sweetest in the leaves of spring:
You have found in all these leaves
That which changes and deceives,
And, to pine by sun or star,
Left them, false ones as they are.
But there be who walk beside
Autumn’s, till they all have died,
And who lend a patient ear
To low notes from branches sere.
 
  


CLIII.
 

ON HAIR FALLING OFF AFTER AN ILLNESS.
 

Conon was he whose piercing eyes
Saw Berenice’s hair surmount the skies,
Saw Venus spring away from Mars
And twirl it round and fix it ‘mid the stars.
Then every poet who had seen
The glorious sight sang to the youthful queen,
Until the many tears were dried,
Shed for that hair by that most lovely bride.
Hair far more beauteous be it mine
Not to behold amid the lights divine,
But gracing, as it graced before,
A brow serene which happier men adore.
 
  


CLIV.
 

First bring me Raffael, who alone hath seen
In all her purity Heaven’s virgin queen,
Alone hath felt true beauty; bring me then
Titian, ennobler of the noblest men;
And next the sweet Correggio, nor chastise
His little Cupids for those wicked eyes.
I want not Rubens’s pink puffy bloom,
Nor Rembrandt’s glimmer in a dusty room.
With those, and Poussin’s nymph-frequented woods,
His templed highths and long-drawn solitudes
I am content, yet fain would look abroad
On one warm sunset of Ausonian Claude.
 
  


CLV.
 

FAREWELL TO ITALY. — 
 

I leave thee, beauteous Italy! no more
From the high terraces, at even-tide,
To look supine into thy depths of sky,
Thy golden moon between the cliff and me,
Or thy dark spires of fretted cypresses
Bordering the channel of the milky-way.
Fiesole and Valdamo must be dreams
Hereafter, and my own lost Affrico
Murmur to me but in the poet’s song.
I did believe (what have I not believed?)
Weary with age, but unopprest by pain,
To close in thy soft dime my quiet day
And rest my bones in the Mimosa’s shade.
Hope! Hope! few ever cherisht thee so little;
Few are the heads thou hast so rarely raised;
But thou didst promise this, and all was well.
For we are fond of thinking where to lie
When every pulse hath ceast, when the lone heart
Can lift no aspiration.. reasoning
As if the sight were unimpaired by death,
Were unobstructed by the coffin-lid,
And the sun cheered corruption! Over all
The smiles of Nature shed a potent charm,
And light us to our chamber at the grave.
 
  


CLVI.
 

He who sees rising from some open down
A column, stately, beautiful, and pure,
Its rich expansive capital would crown
With glorious statue, which might long endure,
And bring men under it to gaze and sigh
And wish that honour’d creature they had known,
Whose name the deep inscription lets not die.
I raise that statue and inscribe that stone.
 
  


CLVII.
 

There may be many reasons why,
O ancient land of Kong-Fu-Tsi!
Some fain would make the little feet
Of thy indwellers run more fleet.
But while, as now, before my eyes
The steams of thy sweet herb arise,
Amid bright vestures, faces fair,
Long eyes, and closely braided hair,
And many a bridge and many a barge,
And many a child and bird as large,
I can not wish thee wars nor woes..
And when thy lovely single rose,
Which every mom I haste to see,
Smiles with fresh-opened flower on me,
And when I think what hand it was
Cradled the nursling in its vase,
By all thy Gods! O ancient land!
I wish thee and thy laws to stand.
 
  


CLVIII.
 

TO ONE WHO SAID SHE SHOULD LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT.
 

When sea-born Venus guided o’er
Her warrior to the Punic shore,
Around that radiant head she threw
In deep’ning clouds ambrosial dew:
But when the Tyrian queen drew near,
The light pour’d round him fresh and dear.
Ill-starr’d Elisa! hence arose
Her faithless joys, her stedfast woes,
Sighs, that with life alone expire,
And flames that light the funeral pyre.
O Goddess! if that peerless maid
Thou hast with every grace array’d,
Must, listening to thy gentle voice,
Fix at first view th’ eternal choice..
Suspend the cloud before her eyes
Until some godlike man arise;
One of such wisdom that he knows
How much he wins, how much he owes;
One in whose breast united lie
Calm courage and firm constancy;
Whose genius makes the world his own,
“Whose glory rests in her alone.
 
  


CLIX.
 

ON AN ECLIPSE OF THE MOON.
 

Struggling, and faint, and fainter didst thou wane,
O Moon! and round thee all thy starry train
Came forth to help thee, with half-open eyes,
And trembled every one with still surprise,
That, the black Spectre should have dared assail
Their beauteous queen and seize her sacred veil.
 
  


CLX.
 

Reprehend, if thou wilt, the vain phantasm, O Reason!
Of the breast we have lean’d on, the hand we have linkt,
That dream is so vivid at no other season
As when friendship is silent and love is extinct.
 
  


CLXI.
 

ON SHAKESPEARE.
 

In poetry there is but one supreme,
Tho’ there are many angels round his throne,
Mighty, and beauteous, while his face is hid.
 
  


CLXII.
 

There is, alas! a chill, a gloom,
About my solitary room
That will not let one flowret bloom
Even for you:
The withering loaves appear to say,
“Shine on, shine on, O lovely May!
But we meanwhile must drop away.”
Light! life! adieu.
 
  


CLXIII.
 

Ternissa! you are fled!
I say not to the dead,
But to the happy ones who rest below:
For, surely, surely, where
Your voice and graces are,
Nothing of death can any feel or know.
Girls who delight to dwell
Where grows most asphodel,
Gather to their calm breasts each word you speak:
The mild Persephone
Places you on her knee,
And your cool palm smoothes down stem Pluto’s cheek.
 
  


CLXIV.
 

PRAYER OF THE BEES TO ALCIPHRON.
 

There was a spinner in the days of old,
So proud, so bold,
She thought it neither shame nor sin
To challenge Pallas to come down and spin.
The goddess won, and forced the crone to hide her
Ugly old head and shrink into a spider.
The bees were frighten’d, for they knew
Within their prudent breasts that few
Had so much skill as they;
And she who gave the olive might
Be angry, if they show’d that light
As pure and bright
Could shine on mortals any other way.
 

So not a syllable said they of wax,
But cover’d it with honey, lest a tax
Be laid upon it by the Powers above.
Another goddess, no less mighty
Than Pallas, men call Aphroditè,
The queen of love.
 

Honey she likes and all things sweet,
And, when she came among the swarms,
They said, “O thou whence love hath all its charms!
Grant him who saved us what we now entreat.
  ’Tis one whom we
   Are used to see
Among our thyme and ivy-flowers
Throughout the matin and the vesper hours,
Fonder of silence than of talk;
Yet him we heard one morning say:
‘Gardener! do not sweep away
The citron blossoms from the gravel-walk:
It might disturb or wound my bees;
So lay aside that besom, if you please.’
He for whose weal we supplicate is one
Thou haply may’st remember, Alciphron.
We know that Pallas has lookt down
Sometimes on him without a frown,
Yet must confess we’re less afraid
Of you than that Hymettian maid.
Give him, O goddess, we implore,
Not honey (we can that) but more.
We are poor bees, and can not tell
If there be aught he loves as well;
But we do think we heard him say
There is, and something in your way.
 

Our stories tell us, when your pretty child
Who drives (they say) so many mortals wild,
Vext one of our great-aunts until she stung;
Away he flew, and wrung,
Stamping, his five loose fingers at the smart,
You chided him, and took our part.
May the cross Year, fresh-wakened, blow sharp dust
Into their eyes who say thou art unjust.”
 
  


CLXV.
 

You love me; but if I confess
That I in turn love you no less,
I know that you will glance aside
With real or affected pride;
And, be it true or be it feign’d,
My bosom would alike be pain’d,
So that I will not tell you now.”
Whether I love; and as for vow..
You may demand it ten times over,
And never win from wary lover.
Mind! if we men would be as blest
For ever as when first carest,
We must excite a little fear,
And sometimes almost domineer.
 
  


CLXVI.
 

One morning in the spring I sate
Kicking my heels upon a gate,
The birds were singing all around,
And cowslips sunn’d the sheeny ground,
And next to me above the post
A certain shrub its branches tost,
Seeming to whisper in my ear,
“Have you no song for her so dear?”
Now never in my life could I
Write at command; I know not why.
I tided to write; I tried in vain;
The little birds, to mock my pain,
Sang cheerily; and every note
Seem’d rushing from a clearer throat.
I was half mad to think that they
So easily should win the day.
The slender shrub I thought held down
Its head to whisper “What a clown!”
Stung by its touch and its reproof,
And saying, “Keep your thorns aloof,”
Unconsciously I spoke the name,
And verses in full chorus came.
 
  


CLXVII.
 

TO LADY CALDWELL.
 

Sophy! before the fond adieu
We long but shrink to say,
And while the home prepared for you
Looks dark at your delay,
Before the graces you disclose
By fresh ones are o’ershaded,
And duties rise more grave than those,
To last when those are faded,
It will not weary you, I know,
To hear again the voice
First heard where Arno’s waters flow
And Flora’s realms rejoice.
Of beauty not a word have I
(As thousands have) to say,
Of vermeil lip or azure eye
Or cheek of blushful May.
The gentle temper blessing all,
The smile at Envy’s leer,
Are yours; and yours at Pity’s call
The heart-assuaging tear.
Many can fondle and caress..
No other have I known
Proud of a sister’s loveliness,
Unconscious of her own.
 
  


CLXVIII.
 

To write as your sweet mother does
Is all you wish to do.
Play, sing, and smile for others, Rose!
Let others write for you.
Or mount again your Dartmoor grey,
And I will walk beside,
Until we reach that quiet bay
Which only hears the tide.
Then wave at me your pencil, then
At distance bid me stand,
Before the cavern’d cliff, again
The creature of your hand.
And bid me then go past the nook,
To sketch me less in size;
There are but few content to look
So little in your eyes.
Delight us with the gifts you have,
And wish for none beyond:
To some be gay, to some be grave,
To one (blest youth!) be fond.
Pleasures there are how close to Pain,
And better unpossest!
Let poetry’s too throbbing vein
lie quiet in your breast.
 
  


CLXIX.
 

From leaves unopen’d yet, those eyes she lifts,
Which never youthful eyes could safely view.
“A book or flower, such are the only gifts
I like to take, nor like them least from you.”
A voice so sweet it needs no music’s aid
Spake it, and ceast: we, offering both, reply:
These tell the dull old tale that bloom must fade,
This the bright truth that genius can not die.
 
  


CLXX.
 

CHRISTMAS HOLLY.
 

Bethink we what can mean
The holly’s changeless green,
Unyielding leaves, and seeds blood-red:
These, while the smoke below
Curls slowly upward, show
Faith how her gentle Master bled.
Those drop not at the touch
Of busy over-much,
They shrink not at the blazing grate;
And the same green remains,
As when autumnal rains
Nurst them with milky warmth of late.
The stedfast bough scarce bends,
But hang it over friends
And suddenly what thoughts there spring!
Harsh voices all grow dumb,
While myriad pleasures come
Beneath Love’s ever-widening wing.
 
  


CLXXI.
 

In age the memory, as the eye itself,
Sees near things indistinctly, far things well,
And often that which happen’d years ago
Seems sprung from yesterday, while yesterday’s
Fair birth lies half-forgotten and deform’d.
 
  


CLXXII.
 

Various the roads of life; in one
All terminate, one lonely way.
We go; and “Is he gone?”
Is all our best friends say.
 
  


CLXXIII.
 

Something (ah! tell me what) there is
To cause that melting tone.
I fear a thought has gone amiss,
Returning quite alone.
 
  


CLXXIV.
 

Never may storm thy peaceful bosom vex,
Thou lovely Exe!
O’er whose pure stream that music yesternight
Pour’d fresh delight,
And left a vision for the eye of Mom
To laugh to scorn,
Showing too well how Love once led the Hours
In Youth’s green bowers;
Vision too blest for even Hope to see,
Were Hope with me;
Vision my fate at once forbids to stay
Or pass away.
 
  


CLXXV.
 

FOR THE ALBUM OF THE DUCHESS DE GUICHE.
 

Children! while childhood lasts, one day
Alone be less your gush of play.
As you ascend that cloven steep
Whence Lerici o’erlooks the deep,
And watch the hawk and plover soar.
And bow-winged curlew quit the shore,
Think not, as graver heads might do.
The same with equal ease could you;
So light your spirits and your forms,
So fearless is your race of storms.
Mild be the sunbeams, mild the gales,
Along Liguria’s pendent vales.
Whether from changeful Magra sped
Or Tanaro’s unquiet bed.
Let Apennine and Alpine snows
Be husht into unwaked repose,
While Italy gives back again
More charms and virtues than remain,
Which France with loftier pride shall own
Than all her brightest arms have won.
 
  


CLXXVI.
 

No, my own love of other years!
No, it must never be.
Much rests with you that yet endears,
Alas! but what with me?
Could those bright years o’er me revolve
So gay, o’er you so fair,
The pearl of life we would dissolve
And each the cup might share.
You show that truth can ne’er decay,
Whatever fate befals;
I, — that the myrtle and the bay
Shoot fresh on ruin’d walls.
 
  


CLXXVII.
 

The brightest mind, when sorrow sweeps across,
Becomes the gloomiest; so the stream, that ran
Clear as the light of heaven ere autumn closed,
When wintry storm and snow and sleet descend,
Is darker than the mountain or the moor.
 
  


CLXXVIII.
 

Heron! of grave career! whose lordly croaks
Claim as inheritance Bodryddan’s oaks,
I come no radical to question rights:
But, one word in your ear, most noble sir!
If you may croak, I sure may sing, to her
Who in my voice, as in your own, delights.
“Most potent, grave, and reverend signor!” Heron!
High as the station is you now appear on,
I see you perch upon it, nor repine:
About our voice we may perhaps dispute,
As for our seat, on that you must be mute:
Yours but a Dryad rais’d, a Grace rais’d mine.
 
  


CLXXIX.
 

Life (priest and poet say) is but a dream;
I wish no happier one than to be laid
Beneath a cool syringa’s scented shade,
Or wavy willow, by the running stream,
Brimful of moral, where the dragon-fly,
Wanders as careless and content as I.
Thanks for this fancy, insect king,
Of purple crest and filmy wing,
Who with indifference givest up
The water-lily’s golden cup,
To come again and overlook
What I am writing in my book.
Believe me, most who read the line
Will read with hornier eyes than thine;
And yet their souls shall live for ever,
And thine drop dead into the river!
God pardon them, O insect king,
Who fancy so unjust a thing!
 
  


CLXXX.
 

Thou pityest; and why hidest thou thy pity?
Let the warm springs of thy full heart gush forth
Before the surface cool: no fear that ever
The inner fountain a fresh stream deny.
 
  


CLXXXI.
 

Absent is she thou lovest? be it so;
Yet there is what should drive away thy woe
And make the night less gloomy than the day.
Absent she may be; yet her love appears
Close by; and through the labyrinth of the ears
Her voice’s clue to the prone heart makes way.
 
  


CLXXXII.
 

Rightly you say you do not know
How much, my little maid, you owe
My guardian care. The veriest dunce
Beats me at reckoning. Pray, permit
My modesty to limit it,
Nor urge me to take all at once.
You are so young, I dare not say
I might demand from you each day
Of a long life a lawful kiss.
I, so much older, won’t repine
If you pay me one, each of mine,
But be exact; begin with this.
 
  


CLXXXIII.
 

“Do you remember me? or are you proud?”
Lightly advancing thro’ her star-trimm’d crowd,
Ianthe said, and lookt into my eyes.
li A yes, a yes, to both: for Memory
Where you but once have been must ever be,
And at your voice Pride from his throne must rise.”
 
  


CLXXXIV.
 

No charm can stay, no medicine can assuage,
The sad incurable disease of age; — 
Only the hand in youth more warmly prest
Makes soft the couch and calms the final rest.
 
  


CLXXXV.
 

Many may yet recall the hours
That saw thy lover’s chosen flowers
Nodding and dancing in the shade
Thy dark and wavy tresses made:
On many a brain is pictured yet
Thy languid eye’s dim violet:
But who among them all foresaw
How the sad snows which never thaw
Upon that head one day should lie,
And love but glimmer from that eye!
 
  


CLXXXVI.
 

Yes; I write verses now and then,
But blunt and flaccid is my pen,
No longer talkt of by young men
            As rather clever:
 

In the last quarter are my eyes,
You see it by their form and size;
Is it not time then to be wise?
           Or now or never.
 

Fairest that ever sprang from Eve!
While Time allows the short reprieve,
Just look at me! would you believe
           ’Twas once a lover?
I can not dear the five-bar gate,
But, trying first its timber’s state,
Climb stiffly up, take breath, and wait
To trundle over.
Thro’ gallopade I can not swing
The entangling blooms of Beauty’s spring:
I can not say the tender thing,
Be’t true or false,
And am beginning to opine
Those girls are only half-divine
Whose waists you wicked boys entwine
In giddy waltz.
I fear that arm above that shoulder,
I wish them wiser, graver, older,
Sedater, and no harm if colder
And panting less.
Ah! people were not half so wild
In former days, when, starchly mild,
Upon her high-heel’d Essex smiled
The brave Queen Bess.
 
  


CLXXXVII.
 

TO E. F.
 

No doubt thy little bosom beats
When sounds a wedding bell,
No doubt it pants to taste the sweets
That songs and stories tell.
Awhile in shade content to lie,
Prolong life’s morning dream,
While others rise at the first fly
That glitters on the stream.
 
  


CLXXXVIII.
 

TO A SPANIEL.
 

No, Daisy! lift not up thy ear,
It is not she whose steps draw near.
Tuck under thee that leg, for she
Continues yet beyond the sea,
And thou may’st whimper in thy sleep
These many days, and start and weep.
 
  


CLXXXIX.
 

True, ah too true! the generous breast
Lies bare to Love and Pain.
May one alone, the worthier guest,
Be yours, and there remain.
 
  


CXC.
 

ON SEEING A HAIR OF LUCRETIA BORGIA.
 

Borgia, thou once wert almost too august
And high for adoration; now thou’rt dust.
‘ All that remains of thee these plaits unfold,
Calm hair, meandering in pellucid gold.
 
  


CXCI.
 

ON MIGNIONETTE.
 

Stranger, these little flowers are sweet
If you will leave them at your feet,
Enjoying like yourself the breeze,
And kist by butterflies and bees;
But if you snap the fragile stem
The vilest thyme outvalues them.
Nor place nor flower would I select
To make you serious and reflect.
This heaviness was always shed
Upon the drooping rose’s head.
Yet now perhaps your mind surveys
Some village maid, in earlier days,
Of charms thus lost, of life thus set,
Ah bruise not then my Mignionette!
 
  


CXCII.
 

In his own image the Creator made,
His own pure sunbeam quicken’d thee, O man I
Thou breathing dial! since thy day began
The present hour was ever markt with shade!
 
  


CXCIII.
 

WRITTEN ON THE RHINE.
 

Swiftly we sail along thy stream,
War-stricken Rhine! and evening’s gleam
Shows us, throughout its course,
The gaping scars (on either side,
On every cliff) of guilty pride
And unavailing force.
Numberless castles here have frown’d,
And cities numberless, spire-crown’d,
Have fixt their rocky throne;
Dungeons too deep and towers too high
Ever for Love to hear the sigh
Or Law avenge the groan.
And, falser and more violent
Than fraudful War, Religion lent
Her scourge to quell the heart;
Striking her palsy into Youth,
And telling Innocence that Truth
Is God’s, and they must part.
Hence victim crowns and iron vows,
Binding ten thousand to one spouse,
To keep them all from sin!
Hence, for light dance and merry tale,
The cloister’s deep and stifling veil,
That shuts the world within.
Away! away! thou foulest pest
That ever broke man’s inner rest,
Pouring the poison’d lie
How to thy dragon grasp is given
The power of Earth, the price of Heaven!..
Go! let us live and die
Without thy curse upon our head,
Monster I with human sorrows fed,
Lo! here thy image stands.
In Heidelberg’s lone chambers, Rhine
Shows what his ancient Palatine
Received from thy meek hands!
France! claim thy right, thy glory claim,
Surpassing Rome’s immortal fame!
For, more than she could do
In the long ages of her toils,
With all her strength and all her spoils.
Thy heroes overthrew.
Crow, crow thy cock! thy eagle soar,
Fiercer and higher than before!
Thy boasts though few believe,
Here faithful history shall relate
What Gallic hearts could meditate
And Gallic hands achieve.
Fresh blows the gale, the scenes delight,
Anear, afar, on plain, on hight;
But all are far and vast:
Day follows day, and shows not one
The weary heart could rest upon
To call its own at last.
 

No curling dell, no cranky nook,
No sylvan mead, no prattling brook,
No little lake that stands
Afraid to lift its fringed eye
Of purest blue to its own sky,
Or kiss its own soft sands.
 

O! would I were again at home
(If Any such be mine) to roam
Amid Lanthony’s bowers,
Or, where beneath the alders flow
My Arrow’s waters still and slow,
Doze down the summer hours.
 
  


CXCIV.
 

MALVOLIO.
 

Thou hast been very tender to the moon,
Malvolio! and on many a daffodil
And many a daisy hast thou yearn’d, until
The nether jaw quiver’d with thy good heart.
But tell me now, Malvolio, tell me true,
Hast thou not sometimes driven from their play
The village children, when they came too near
Thy study, if hit ball rais’d shouts around,
Or if delusive trap shook off thy muse,
Pregnant with wonders for another age?
Hast thou sat still and patient (tho’ sore prest
Hearthward to stoop and warm thy blue-nail’d hand)
Lest thou shouldst frighten from a frosty fare
The speckled thrush, raising his bill aloft
To swallow the red berry on the ash
By thy white window, three short paces off?
If this thou hast not done, and hast done that,
I do exile thee from the moon twelve whole
Calendar months, debarring thee from use
Of rose, bud, blossom, odour, simile,
And furthermore I do hereby pronounce
Divorce between the nightingale and thee. 
 
  


CXCV.
 

WITH AN ALBUM.
 

I know not whether I am proud,
But this I know, I hate the crowd:
Therefore pray let me disengage
My verses from the motley page,
Where others far more sure to please
Pour out their choral song with ease.
And yet perhaps, if some should tire
With too much froth or too much fire,
There is an ear that may incline
Even to words so dull as mine.
 
  


CXCVI.
 

My serious son! I see thee look
First on the picture, then the book.
I catch the wish that thou couldst paint
The yearnings of the ecstatic saint.
Give it not up, my serious son!
Wish it again, and it is done.
Seldom will any fail who tries
With patient hand and stedfast eyes,
And wooes the true with such pure sighs.
 
  


CXCVII.
 

WRITTEN AT MR. RAWS0N’S, WAS-WATER LAKE.
 

Loneliest of hills! from crimes and cares removed,
Long these old firs and quiet roofs protect!
Deepest of waters, long these scenes reflect!
And, at your side, their lord, the well-beloved.
For modest Wisdom, shunning loud acclaim,
Hears Nature’s voice call thro’ it, and retreats
To her repose upon your mossy seats,
And in his heart finds all he wants of Fame.
 
  


CXCVIII.
 

I pen these lines upon that cypher’d cover
(Gift, I will answer for it, of some lover)
Which you have open’d for me more than once,
And when you told me I must write therein
And found me somewhat tardy to begin,
Call’d me but idler, tho’ you thought me dunce.
Ali! this was very kind in you, sweet maiden,
But, sooth to suy, my panniers are not laden
With half the wares they bore
In days of yore.
Beside, you will believe me when I say
That many madcap dreams and fancies,
As old dame Wisdom with her rod advances,
Scamper away.
 
  


CXCIX.
 

Give me the eyes that look on mine,
And, when they see them dimly shine,
Are moister than they were.
Give me the eyes that fain would find
Some relicks of a youthful mind
Amid the wrecks of care.
Give me the eves that catch at last
A few faint glimpses of the past,
And, like the arkite dove,
Bring back a long-lost olive bough,
And can discover even now
A heart that once could love.
 
  


CC.
 

Loved, when my love from all but thee had flown,
Come near me; seat thee on this level stone;
And, ere thou lookest o’er the churchyard wall,
To catch, as once we did, you waterfall,
Look a brief moment on the turf between,
And see a tomb thou never yet hast seen.
My spirit will be sooth’d to hear once more
Good-bye as gently spoken as before.
 
  


CCI.
 

I leave with unreverted eye the towers
Of Pisa pining o’er her desert stream.
Pleasure (they say) yet lingers in thy bowers,
Florence, thou patriot’s sigh, thou poet’s dream!
O could I find thee as thou once wert known,
Thoughtful and lofty, liberal and free!
But the pure Spirit from thy wreck has flown,
And only Pleasure’s phantom dwells with thee.
 
  


CCII.
 

Summer has (loft his latest green,
And Autumn ranged the barley-mows.
So long away then have you been?
And are you coming back to close
The year? it sadly wants repose.
 
  


CCIII.
 

Where Malvern’s verdant ridges gleam
Beneath the morning ray,
Lookeastward: see Sabrina’s stream
Roll rapidly away:
Not even such fair scenes detain
Those who are cited to the main.
 

It may not be: yet youth returns,
Who runs (we hear) as fast,
And in my breast the fire that burns
She promises shall last.
The lorn of these domains was one
Who loved me like an only son.
 

I see the garden-walks so trim,
The house-reflecting pond,
I hear again the voice of him
Who seldom went beyond
The Roman camp’s steep-sloping side,
Or the long meadow’s level ride.
 

And why? A little girl there was
Who fixt his eyes on home,
Whether she roll’d along the grass,
Or gates and hedges clomb,
Or dared defy Alonzo’s tale
(Hold but her hand) to turn her pale.
 

“Where is she now?”
“Not far away.”
“As brave too?”  “Yes, and braver;
She dares to hear her hair turns gray,
And never looks the graver:
Nor will she mind Old Tell-tale more
Than those who sang her charms before.
 

How many idle things were said
On eyes that were but bright!
Their truer glory was delay’d
To guide his steps aright
Whose purest hand and loftiest mind
Might lead the leaders of mankind.
 
  


CCIV.
 

ON THE DECEASE OF MRS. ROSENHAGEN.
 

Ah yes! the hour is come
When thou must hasten home,
Pure soul! to Him who calls.
The God who gave thee breath
Walks by the side of Death,
And nought that step appals.
Health has forsaken thee;
Hope says thou soon shalt be
Where happier spirits dwell,
There where one loving word
Alone is never heard,
That loving word, farewell.
 
  


CCV.
 

How many voices gaily sing,
“O happy mom, O happy spring
Of life!” Meanwhile there comes o’er me
A softer voice from Memory,
And says, “If loves and hopes have flown
With years, think too what griefs are gone!”
 
  


CCVI.
 

ON A VACANT TOMB AT LLANBEDR.
 

O parent Earth! in thy retreats
My heart with holier fervour beats,
And fearlessly, thou knowest well,
Contemplates the sepulchral cell.
Guard, parent Earth, those trees, those flowers,
Those refuges from wintry hours,
Where every plant from every clime
Renews with joy its native prime.
 

Long may the fane o’er this lone sod
Lift its meek head toward its God,
And gather round the tomes of Truth
Its bending elds and blooming youth;
And long too may these lindens wave
O’er timely and untimely grave;
But, if the virtuous be thy pride,
Keep this one tomb unoccupied.
 
  


CCVII.
 

Who smites the wounded on his bed,
And only waits to strip the dead?
In that dark room I see thee lurk,
O low and lurid soul of Burke!
Begone! Shall ever Southey’s head lie low
And unavenged beneath the savage blow?
 

No, by my soul! tho’ greater men
And nearer stick the envenom’d pen
Into that breast which always rose
At all Man’s wishes, all Man’s woes.
Look from thy couch of sorrow, look around!
A sword of thy own temper guards the ground.
 

If thou hast ever done amiss,
It was, O Southey! but in this;
That, to redeem the lost estate
Of the poor Muse, a man so great
Abased his laurels where some Georges stood
Knee-deep in sludge and ordure, some in blood.
 

Was ever Genius but thyself
Friend or befriended of a Guelph?
Who then should hail their natal days?
What fiction weave the cobweb praise?
At last comes she whose natal day be blest,
And one more happy still, and all the rest!
 

But since thou liest sick at heart
And worn with years, some little part
Of thy hard office let me try,
Tho’ inexpert was always I
To toss the litter of Westphalian swine
From under human to above divine.
 

No soil’d or selfish hand shall bless
That gentle bridal loveliness
Which promises our land increase
Of happy days in hard-earn’d peace.
Grant the unpaid-for prayer, ye heavenly Powers!
For her own sake, and greatly more for ours.
 

Remember him who saved from scathe
The honest front of ancient Faith;
Then when the Pontine exhalations
Breath’d pestilence thro’ distant nations:
Remember that mail’d hand, that heart so true,
And with like power and will his race endue.
 
  


CCVIII.
 

What, of house and home bereft,
For my birthday what is left?
Not the hope that any more
Can be blest like those of yore,
Not the wish; for wishes now
Fall like flowers from aching brow,
“When the jovial feast is past,
And when heaven, with clouds o’ercast,
Strikes the colours from the scene,
And no herb on earth is green.
What is left me after all?
What, beside my funeral?
Bid it wait a little while,
Just to let one thoughtful smile
Its accustom’d time abide:
There are left two boons beside...
Health, and eyes that yet can see
Eyes not coldly turn’d from me.
 
  


CCIX.
 

Under the hollies of thy breezy glade,
Needwood, in youth with idle pace I rode,
Where pebbly rills their varied chirrup made,
Rills which the fawn with tottering knees bestrode.
 

Twilight was waning, yet I checkt my pace,
Slow as it was, and longer would remain;
Here first, here only, had I seen the face
Of Nature free from change and pure from stain.
 

Here in the glory of her power she lay,
Here she rejoiced in all the bloom of health;
Soon must I meet her faint and led astray,
Freckled with feverish whims and wasted wealth.
 
  


CCX.
 

Where three huge dogs are ramping yonder
Before that villa with its tower,
No braver boys, no father fonder,
Ever prolong’d the moonlight hour.
 

Often, to watch their sports unseen,
Along the broad stone bench he lies,
The oleander-stems between
And citron-boughs to shade his eyes.
 

The clouds now whiten far away,
And villas glimmer thick below,
And windows catch the quivering ray,
Obscure one minute’s space ago.
 

Orchards and vine-knolls maple-propt
Rise radiant round: the meads are dim,
As if the milky-way had dropt
And fill’d Valdamo to the brim.
 

Unseen beneath us, on the right,
The abbey with unfinisht front
Of checker’d marble, black and white,
And on the left the Doccia’s font.
 

Eastward, two ruin’d castles rise
Beyond Maiano’s mossy mill,
Winter and Time their enemies,
Without their warder, stately still.
 

The heaps around them there will grow
Higher, as years sweep by, and higher,
Till every battlement laid low
Is seized and trampled by the briar.
 

That line so lucid is the weir
Of Bovezzano: but behold
The graceful tower of Giotto there,
And Duomo’s cross of freshen’d gold.
 

We can not tell, so far away,
Whether the city’s tongue be mute,
We only hear some lover play
(If sighs be play) the sighing flute.
 
  


CCXI.
 

My pretty Marte, my winter friend,
In these bright days ought thine to end!
When all thy kindred far away
Enjoy the genial hours of May.
How often hast thou play’d with me,
And lickt my lip to share my tea,
And run away and turn’d again
To hide my glove or crack my pen,
Until I swore, to check thy taunts,
I’d write to uncles and to aunts,
And grandmama, whom dogs pursued
But could not catch her in the wood.
Ah! I repeat the jokes we had,
Yet think me not less fond, less sad.
Julia and Charles and Walter grave
Would throw down every toy they have
To see thy joyous eyes at eve,
And feel thy feet upon the sleeve,
And tempt thy glossy teeth to bite
And almost hurt them, but not quite;
For thou didst look, and then suspend
The ivory barbs, but reprehend
With tender querulous tones, that told
Thou wert too good and we too bold.
Never was malice in thy heart,
My gentlest, dearest little Marte!
Nor grief, nor reason to repine,
As there is now in this of mine.
 
  


CCXII.
 

Ye little household gods, that make
My heart leap lighter with your play,
And never let it sink or ache,
Unless you are too far away;
Eight years have flown, and never yet
One day has risen up between
The kisses of my earlier pet,
And few the hours he was not seen.
How can I call to you from Rome?
Will mamma teach what babbo said?
Have ye not heard him talk at home
About the city of the dead?
Marvellous tales will babbo tell,
If you don’t clasp his throat too tight,
Tales which you, Arnold, will love well,
Tho’ Julia’s cheek turns pale with fright.
How, swimming o’er the Tiber, Clelia
Headed the rescued virgin train;
And, loftier virtue! how Cornelia
Lived when her two brave sons were slain.
This is my birthday: may ye waltze
Till mamma cracks her best guitar!
Yours are true pleasures; those are false
We wise ones follow from afar.
What shall I bring you? would you like
Urn, image, glass, red, yellow, blue,
Stricken by Time, who soon must strike
As deep the heart that beats for you.
 
  


CCXIII.
 

The leaves are falling; so am I;
The few late flowers have moisture in the eye;
So have I too.
Scarcely on any bough is heard
Joyous, or even unjoyous, bird
The whole wood through.
Winter may come: he brings but nigher
His circle (yearly narrowing) to the fire
Where old friends meet:
Let him; now heaven is overcast,
And spring and summer both are past,
And all things sweet.
 
  


CCXIV.
 

The day returns again
Which once with bitter pain,
And only once for years, we spent apart.
Believe me, on that day
God heard me duly pray
For all his blessings on thy gentle heart:
Of late a cloud o’ercast
Its current; that is past;
But think not it hung lightly on my breast:
Then, as my hours decline,
Still let thy starlight shine
Thro’ my lone casement, till at last I rest.
 
  


CCXV.
 

The place where soon I think to lie,
In its old creviced nook hard-by
Rears many a weed:
If parties bring you there, will you
Drop slily in a grain or two
Of wall-flower seed?
 

I shall not see it, and (too sure!)
I shall not ever hear that your
Light step was there;
But the rich odour some fine day
Will, what I cannot do, repay
That little care.
 
  


CCXVI.
 

As he who baskt in sunshine loves to go
Where in dim coolness graceful laurels grow;
In that lone narrow path whose silent sand
Hears of no footstep, while some gentle hand
Beckons, or seems to beckon, to the seat
Where ivied wall and trellised woodbine meet;
Thus I, of ear that tingles not to praise,
And feet that weary of the world’s highways,
Recline on mouldering tree or jutting stone,
And (tho’ at last I feel I am alone)
Think by a gentle hand mine too is prest
In kindly welcome to a calmer rest.
 
  


CCXVII.
 

Love is like Echo in the land of Tell,
Who answers best the indweller of her bowers,
Silent to other voices (idly loud
Or wildly violent) letting them arouse
Eagle or cavern’d brute, but never her.
 
  


CCXVIII.
 

ON RECEIVING A MONTHLY ROSE.
 

Pæstum! thy roses long ago,
All roses far above,
Twice in the year were call’d to blow
And braid the locks of Love.
 

He saw the city sink in dust,
Its rose’s roots decay’d,
And cried in sorrow, “Find I must
Another for my braid.”
First Cyprus, then the Syrian shore,
To Pharpar’s lucid rill,
Did those two large dark eyes explore,
But wanted something still.
 

Damascus fill’d his heart with joy,
So sweet her roses were!
He cull’d them; but the wayward boy
Thought them ill worth his care.
“I want them every month,” he cried,
“I want them every hour:
Perennial rose, and none beside,
Henceforth shall be my flower.”
 
  


CCXIX.
 

Sweet was the song that Youth sang once,
And passing sweet was the response;
But there are accents sweeter far
When Love leaps down our evening star,
Holds back the blighting wings of Time,
Melts with his breath the crusty rime,
And looks into our eyes, and says,
“Come, let us talk of former days.”
 
  


CCXX.
 

Fate! I have askt few things of thee,
And fewer have to ask.
Shortly, thou knowest, I shall be
No more: then con thy task.
 

If one be left on earth so late
Whose love is like the past,
Tell her in whispers, gentle Fate!
Not even love must last.
 

Tell her I leave the noisy feast
Of life, a little tired,
Amid its pleasures few possest
And many undesired.
Tell her with steady pace to come
And, where my laurels lie,
To throw the freshest on the tomb,
When it has caught her sigh.
 

Tell her to stand some steps apart
From others on that day,
And check the tear (if tear should start)
Too precious for dull clay.
 
  


CCXXI.
 

TO A LADY ON COMING OF AGE.
 

Fear not my frequent verse may raise
To your clear brow the vulgar gaze.
Another I reserve in store
For day yet happier; then no more.
Believe (youth’s happy creed!) believe
That never can bright moms deceive;
That brighter must arise for you
Than ever the proud sun rode through.
It has been said, on wedlock-land
Some paths are thorny, more are sand.
I hope the coming spring may show
How little they who say it, know.
Meanwhile with tranquil breast survey
The trophies of the present day.
When twenty years their course have run,
Anxious we wait the following one.
Lo! Fortune in full pomp descends
Surrounded by her host of friends,
And Beauty moves, in passing by,
With loftier port and steadier eye.
Alas, alas! when these are flown,
Shall there be nothing quite your own?
Not Beauty from her stores can give
The mighty charm that makes us live,
Nor shieldless Fortune overcome
The shadows that besiege the tomb.
You, better guarded, may be sure
Your name for ages will endure,
While all the powerful, all the proud,
All that excite the clamorous crowd,
With truncheon or with diadem,
Shall lie one mingled mass with them.
Chide you our praises? You alone
Can doubt of glories fairly won.
Genius, altho’ he seldom decks
Where beauty does the softer sex,
Approaches you with accents bland,
Attunes your voice, directs your hand,
And soon will fix upon your brow
A crown as bright as Love does now.
 
  


CCXXII.
 

Beauty! thou arbitress of weal or woe
To others, but how powerless of thy own,
How prone to fall on the smooth path, how prone
To place thy tender foot on the sharp flint
And bleed until the evening fade and die!
I see thee happy now, and I rejoice,
As if thou wert (almost as if!) for me:
But thou hast tarried with me long enough,
And now hast taken all thy gifts away.
How various and how changeful is thy mien!
Various and changeful as the neck of doves
In colour: here so meek, so stately there;
Here festive, and there sad; here, tall, erect,
Commanding; there, small, slender, bent to yield.
I have observ’d thee resolute and bold
And stepping forth to conquer, and thy brow
Battling its laurel o’er the myrtle crown;
Beauty! I now behold thee lower thine eyes
And throw them forward on the ground, while two
Close at thy side interrogate and plead.
Others have done the same, but those were met
Calmly, and smiles were cast indifferently
Back into them; smiles that smote every heart,
But most the heart they fell into that hour.
It pleas’d me to behold it: we all love
To see a little of the cruelty
We could ill bear, and, when we read of, weep.
Beauty! thou now art with that innocent
Who seems of Love’s own age, and Love’s own power.
Haply ere this there are upon the earth
Some, by all hope abandoned, who ascend
The highths of Himalaya; some who fight
Where Napier’s foot makes Hindus run straight on,
And Kyber quails beneath his eagle eye;
While others bear her on untiring breast
To Zembla, and with iron that often breaks
Engrave her name upon eternal ice.
 
  


CCXXIII.
 

A MOTHER’S TALE.
I never knew but one who died for love,
Among the maidens glorified in heaven
For this most pure, most patient martyrdom,
And most courageous. If courageous he
Who graspt and held the Persian prow until
Wielded by desperate fear the scymetar
Gleamed on the sea, and it ran red below
From the hand sever’d and the arm that still
Threaten’d, till brave men drew aside the brave;
If this be courage (and was man’s e’er more?)
Sublimer, holier, doth God’s breath inspire
Into the tenderer breast and frailer form,
Erect when Fortune and when Fate oppose,
Erect when Hope, its only help, is gone,
Nor yielding till Death’s friendlier voice says yield.
Brave Eleusinian! I must now away
From thee and Greece; away, to milder scenes,
Not milder sufferings.
                       In my ear was pour’d
The piteous story from the mother’s lips,
Who laid her hand on mine, and oftentimes
With idle finger moved my pliant veins
And lookt on them, nor knew on what she lookt,
As her sad tale went on; for she had found
One who hath never dared to stir from grief,
Or interrupt its utterance in its hour,
Or blusht, where child was lost, to be a child.
Abruptly she began, abruptly closed.
“He was an ensign, and, whatever woes
He brought on me and mine, a good young man,
Modest in speech and manners, fond of books,
Such as we find in all these little towns,
And ready to be led aside by love
To any covert with a castle near,
Or cottage on the river-side or moor,
No matter which; the comfortable house
And street, with shops along it, scare off love.
I am grown bitter I do fear me, sir,
In talking thus, but I have lost my child
By such wild fancies of a wayward world,
Different from what contented us erewhile.
William (he told me I must call him so,
And Christian names methinks not ill beseem
The Christian, and bring kindness at the sound)
William dwelt here above, not long before
I could perceive that Lucy went away
When he came in to speak to me, and tried
To see as little of him as she might.
I askt, had he offended her: she said
He was incapable of doing wrong:
I blamed her for her rudeness; she replied
She was not rude; and yet those very words
Were nearer rudeness than she ever spake
Until that hour.
Month after month flew by,
And both seemed lonely, though they never lived
More than few steps asunder; I do think
She fled from love and he strove hard with it,
But neither own’d they did. He often came
To tell me something, and lookt round the room,
And fixt his eyes on the one vacant chair
Before the table, and the work unroll’d.
At last he found her quite alone, and then
Avow’d the tenderest, and the purest love,
Askt her consent only to speak with me
And press his suit thereafter: she declared
She never could; and tears flow’d plenteously.
‘ I enter’d; nor did she, as many do,
Move her eyes from me nor abase them more,
Neither did he, but told what he had said
And she had answer’d. I reproved her much
For ignorance of duty, and neglect
Of such an honour: he then claspt my hand,
And swore no earthly views should ever turn
His eyes from that bright idol.
I May I hope,
Sweet Lucy! may I pause from my despair
I should say rather.. even that were bliss..
Speak, is that bliss forbidden?’ She replied,
‘You think me worthy of great happiness,
But Fortune has not thought so; I am poor
And you are (or you will be) rich: ’tis thus
All marriages should be; but marriages
Alone are suitable that suit with pride,
With prejudice, with avarice; enough
If dead men’s names have hallowed them, if warpt
Alliances besprinkle them with dust,
Or herald prime and furbish them anew.
Yes, they must please all in two families,
Excepting those who marry. We are both
Alike God’s creatures, but the World claims one,
The other is rejected of the World.
Hated I well could be for loving you.
For loving me you must not be despised.’
‘Lucy then loves me!’ cried the youth, ‘she loves me!’
And prest her to his heart, and seiz’d her hand,
‘And ever will I hold it till her lips,
In whose one breath is all my life contain’d,
Say, it is thine.’
             Ah! ‘twere but time ill-spent
To follow them thro’ love; ‘twere walking o’er
A meadow in the spring, where, every step,
The grass and beauteous flowers are all the same,
And ever were and ever will be so.
But now the season was at hand when rush
Into salt water all whom smokey town
Had hardened in the skin, whom cards and dice
Had crampt, whom luxury unstrung, whom dance
From midnight into sunshine, and whom routs
(Not always do we call things by their names
So aptly) swoln with irksomeness and spite
Vomited forth.. here meet they all again,
Glum and askance, the closer the less neighbours;
And those who late were chatty, now are seen
Primly apart like hop-poles without hops,
Lank, listless, helpless, useless, and unlovely.
Here many would lay out their happiness,
And many be content to waste another’s:
Of these was one whose name shall rest untold;
Young is he, and (God aiding) may be better.
With a bright riband and a horse upon it
Full-gallop.. first of orders I surmise..
He must have done rare service to his king
Before he wore a sabre or a beard,
To win all this; but won it all he had,
And wore it too as bravely.
            This young man
Was passing thro’ our town toward the coast,
Heedless and ignorant (as wiser men
And better may have been) what spirit moves
Upon those waters, that unpausing sea
Which heaves with God’s own image, ever pure,
And ministers in mightiness to Earth
Plenty and health and beauty and delight;
Of all created things beneath the skies
The only one that mortal may not mar.
Here met he William, whom he knew at school,
And showed him his gay lady, and desired
That William would show his.
                     With gravity
Did William listen, and at last confess
Ties far more holy that should soon imite
With him a lowly maid.
                    The captain heard
Deridingly his chapter of romance,
Such did he call it.
          ‘Introduce me, pray,
To the fair bride elect.’
            ‘When bride,’ said he,
‘And proudly then; yes, you and all my friends.’
So far I know, what follow’d I know not,
Only that William often spent the day
With these great folks; at first, when he returned
He was more fond than ever of my child;
Soon after, he came late into the house,
Then later, and one day, ’twas Saturday,
He said to me he should go home to ask
His father’s approbation of the match,
And hoped, and doubted not, his full consent.
Alas! I knew not then that those who go
For this consent have given up their own.
He went... O sir! he went... My tale is told.
He wrote to me.. but I have said it all..
He wrote.. My Lucy caught the letter up
And kist it; read it, dropt it on the floor;
Seiz’d it again, again with eye brim-full
Lookt, and again dropt it, despondingly.
O sir! did I not say my tale is told!
’Twas Sunday, and the bells had nearly done,
When Lucy called to me, and urged my haste:
I said I could not leave her; for she lookt
Paler, and spoke more feebly; then I raved
Against the false one who had caused her death.
She caught my arm...
            ‘No, Lucy, no!’ cried I,
‘Not death; you yet are young and may live on
These many years.’
She smiled, and thus replied:
‘Hope it not, mother! lest one pang the more
Befall you! wish me better things than life;
But, above all, sweet mother!’.. and she sigh’d..
‘Think not I die for William and for love.
Many have gone before their twentieth year,
Mine is half over; many, now in bliss,
Have learnt to read God’s will at earlier dawn,
And crost life’s threshold strown with freshest flowers
Trippingly and alert, to meet a friend,
A father, who (they knew) awaited them.
Many have had short notice to quit home,
And, when they left it, left it unprepared;
I, mother, I have been two years in dying,
And one day more: should ever he know this,
’Twould comfort him.. for he must think of me.
But am I not too proud for one so near..’
She would not say.. I shriekt and said it: death!
She prest my hand, and her smile sank away.
She would console, I would not be consoled.
‘O let me think then I may die for him,
But say no more to pain me.. let me love,
And love him, when I can not, for my sake.’
Slumber came over her; one faint sob broke it;
And then came heavier slumber; nought broke that.”
She paus’d; I too sat silent: she resumed..
For Love and Sorrow drop not at the grave
The image of the cherisht one within.
Too confident upon her strength recall’d,
She would have mounted into brighter days
For hours when youth was cool and all things calm,
Saying to me, with evener voice and look,
“Lucy, when last you saw her, was a child.”
“And is, if Angel be, a child again,”
Said I.
           She claspt her hands above her head
And rusht away, leaving me all alone.
The chamber-door stood open, and her brow
Had sunk into her pillow, but no rest
Was there; she sought one at the duskier side
Of the same bed, o’er which (almost to touch)
The dim resemblance of a joyous youth
Shook gently, pendent from its light-hair’d chord.
Nor youth nor age nor virtue can avoid
Miseries that fly in darkness thro’ the world,
Striking at random, irremissably,
Until our sun sinks thro’ its waves, until
The golden brim melts from the brightest cloud,
And all that we have seen hath disappeared.
My guest! I have not led you thro’
The old footpath of swamp and sedges;
But.. mind your step.. you’re coming to
Shingle and shells with sharpish edges.
 

Here a squash jelly-fish, and here
An old shark’s head with open jaw
We hap may hit on: never fear
Scent rather rank and crooked saw.
 

Step forward: we shall pass them soon,
And then before you will arise
A fertile scene; a placid moon
Above, and star-besprinkled skies.
 

And we shall reach at last (where ends
The field of thistles, sharp and light)
A dozen brave and honest mends,
And there wish one and all good-night.
 
  


CCXXIV.
 

O’erfoaming with rage
The foul-mouth’d judge Page
Thus question’d a thief in the dock:
“Didst never hear read
In the church, lump of lead!
Loose chip from the devil’s own block!’
‘Thou shalt not steal?’”— “Yea,”
The white chap did say,
“‘Thou shalt not:’ but thou was the word.
Had he piped out ‘Jem Hewitt!
Be sure you don’t do it,’
I’d ha’ thought of it twice ere I did it, my lord.”
 
  


CCXXV.
 

SENT WITH POEMS.
 

Little volume, warm with wishes,
Fear not brows that never frown!
After Byron’s peppery dishes
Matho’s mild skim-milk goes down.
 

Change she wants not, self-concenter’d,
She whom Attic graces please,
She whose Genius never enter’d
Literature’s gin-palaces.
 
  


CCXXVI.
 

WRITTEN ON THE FIRST LEAF OF AN ALBUM.
 

Pass me: I only am the rind
To the rich fruit that you will find,
My friends, at every leaf behind.
 
  


CCXXVII.
 

ON ANOTHER.
 

Why have the Graces chosen me
To write what all they love must see?
I can not tell you for my life.
But why was Venus Vulcan’s wife?
The reason must be just the same;
My verses are not much more lame.
 
  


CCXXVIII.
 

One leg across his wide arm-chair,
Sat Singleton, and read Voltaire;
And when (as well he might) he hit
Upon a splendid piece of wit,
He cried: “I do declare now, this
Upon the whole is not amiss.”
And spent a good half-hour to show
By metaphysics why ’twas so.
 
  


CCXXIX.
 

TO B.
 

The Devil, when he made believe
The pure and simple soul of Eve,
Was scarcely yet thy better half,
For he had only lied and smiled
And ruined whom his arts beguiled,
Not mockt her with his hellish laugh.
 
  


CCXXX.
 

Youth but by help of memory can be sage:
“Wiser by losing some of it is Age.
 
  


CCXXXI.
 

1795.
 

It seems, whenever we are idle,
We call for saddle and for bridle,
And girt and buckled from the throne
Let others’ blood to cool our own.
Wars, where nor want nor danger calls,
Have hung with tatters half St. Paul’s;
And some years hence this courtly fashion
Will hang with tatters half the nation.
The thirsty tribe that draws the sword
For water less than fills a gourd,
Is wiser in my humble mind
Than men who only fight for wind,
And merits more from sage and bard
Than Marlbro’ or the Savoyard.
 
  


CCXXXII.
 

Whiskered Furies! boy-stuft blouses!
Fanning fires on peaceful houses!
What are all these oaths and yells
Belcht from thirty million hells?
Swagger, scream, and peste away!
Courage now, anon dismay!
Louis-Philip! rear your walls
Bound these madmen and their brawls.
Well you know the fiery rout,
And what rain can put it out.
 
  


CCXXXIII.
 

I rais’d my eyes to Pallas, and she laught.
“Goddess!” said I, “pray tell me why?”
“Look at my olive with a sloe ingraft!
Where stood your Pericles, five scoundrels set ye
(O father Zeus!) on Otho and Coletti.”
Then said she, and her scornful voice grew meek,
“Return thou homeward and forget thou Greek.”
 
  


CCXXXIV.
 

QUARREL.
 

Man. Work on marble shall not be,
Lady fair! the work for me:
For which reason you and I
May together say good-bye.
Lady. Say of marble what you will,
Work on sand is vainer still:
For which reason I and you
Very wisely say adieu.
 
  


CCXXXV.
 

Go on, go on, and love away!
Mine was, another’s is, the day.
Go on, go on, thou false one! now
Upon his shoulder rest thy brow,
And look into his eyes until
Thy own, to find them colder, fill.
 
  


CCXXXVI.
 

Egg strikes on egg and breaks it; true;
But, striking, is not broken too.
Thus while one smitten heart, a-fire,
Gives way, the other is entire.
 
  


CCXXXVII
 

Ten thousand flakes about my windows blow,
Some falling and some rising, but all snow.
Scribblers and statesmen! are ye not just so? 
 
  


CCXXXVIII.
 

LADY TO LADY.
 

Tell me, proud though lovely maiden!
He who heaves from heart o’erladen
Verse on verse for only you,
What is it he hopes to do?
 

REPLY.
 

What he hopes is but to please.
If  I give his hand a squeeze,
Silent, at the closing strain,
Tell me, does it write in vain.
 
  


CCXXXIX.
 

TO LEIGH HUNT, ON AN OMISSION IN HIS “FEAST OF THE POETS.”
 

Leigh Hunt! thou stingy man, Leigh Hunt!
May Charon swamp thee in his punt,
For having, in thy list, forgotten
So many poets scarce half rotten,
Who did expect of thee at least
A few cheese-parings from thy Feast.
Hast thou no pity on the men
Who suck (as babes their tongues) the pen,
Until it leaves no traces where
It lighted, and seems dipt in air.
At last be generous, Hunt I and prythee
Refresh (and gratis too) in Lethe
Yonder sick Muse, surcharged with poppies
And heavier presentation-copies.
She must grow livelier, and the river
More potent in effect than ever.
 
  


CCXL.
 

OLD STYLE.
 

Aurelius, Sire of Hungrinesses!
Thee thy old friend Catullus blesses,
And sends thee six fine watercresses.
There are who would not think me quite
(Unless we were old friends) polite
To mention whom you should invite.
Look at them well; and turn it o’er
In your own mind.. I’d have but four..
Lucullus, Cæsar, and two more.
 
  


CCXLI.
 

NEW STYLE.
 

I very much indeed approve
Of maidens moderating love
Until they’ve twenty pounds;
Then Prudence, with a poet’s praise,
May loose the laces of their stays,
And let them quest like hounds.
 

Peggy, my theme, twelve years ago
(Or better) did precisely so:
She lived at farmer Spence’s;
She scour’d the pantry, milk’d the cows,
And answer’d every would-be spouse.
“D’ye think I’ve lost my senses?”
 

Until the twenty pounds were safe,
She tiff’d at Tim, she ran from Ralph,
Squire nodded.. deuce a curtsy!
Sam thought her mopish, Silas proud,
And Jedediah cried aloud,
“Pray who the devil hurts ye?”
 

But now the twenty pounds were got,
She knew the fire to boil the pot,
She knew the man to trust to.
I’m glad I gave this tidy lass
(Under my roof) a cheerful glass
(Of water) and a crust too.
 

Although the seventeenth of May,
It was a raw and misty day
When Ebenezer Smart,
(The miller’s lad of Boxholm-mill)
Having obtained her right good-will
And prudent virgin heart,
 

Led her to church: and Joseph Stead
(The curate of said Boxholm) read
The service; and Will Sands
(The clerk) repeated the response
(They after him) which utter’d once
Holds fast two plighted hands.
 

And now they live aside the weir,
And (on my conscience) I declare
As merrily as larks.
This I can vouch for: I went in
One day and sat upon the bin
While Peggy hemm’d two sarks.
 

I do not say two sarks entire,
Collar and wristband; these require
(I reckon) some time more;
But mainly two stout sarks, the tail
And fore-flap, stiff as coat of mail
On knight in days of yore.
 

I told my sister and our maid
(Anne Waddle well) how long I stayed
With Peggy: ’twas until her
Dinner-time: we expect, before
Eight or (at most) nine months are o’er,
Another little miller.
 
  


CCXLII.
 

SUGGESTED BY HORACE.
 

Never, my boy, so blush and blink,
Or care a straw what people think,
If you by chance are seen to dally
With that sweet little creature Sully.
Lest by degrees you sidle from her,
I’ll quote you Ovid, Horace, Homer.
If the two first are loose, there still is
Authority in proud Achilles;
And never, night or day, could be his
Dignity hurt by dear Briseis.
Altho’ I take an interest
In having you and Sally blest,
I know those ancles small and round
Are standing on forbidden ground,
So fear no rivalry to you
In gentlemen of thirty-two.
 
  


CCXLIII.
 

You may or you may not believe
That soldiers have been known to thieve:
The question is not settled well
By what I am about to tell.
Frederick the Great was reigning, when
One of the bravest of his men
Before his majesty was call’d
By two grave priests, and sore appall’d;
For, in despite of every care, he
Took jewels from the Virgin Mary;
And on his person stow’d the same
Where she would never look, for shame.
So thought he; but each wily priest
Would search the wicked knave undrest.
Down dropt the jewels. When they both
Told the same tale, the king, tho’ loth
To hang him, very justly said,
“To-morrow, I am much afraid,
The soldier, thus accused, must bleed..
Without your pardon.”
            “No indeed,”
Said they.
      “My fathers!” said the king,
“Let me suggest another thing.
You, as true Catholics, will own
Mary can favour anyone.”
“Beyond a doubt.”
              “And sometimes does it
Where no man ever could suppose it.
The Virgin may have bow’d from heaven,
And what he took she may have given:
For ladies always love the brave,
And Mary is the maid to save.
I can but order that no suitor
Accept from her such gifts in future.”
 
  


CCXLIV.
 

An English boy, whose travels lay
In Italy, had slept at night
Sound as a bishop all the way,
Till suddenly.. the strangest sight!
Above the upper of the two
Near ridges of old Appennine,
(Seemingly scarce a good stone-throw)
A lighted globe began to shine.
“O father! father!” cried the lad,
“What wicked boys are hereabout!
How wild! how mischievous! how mad!
Look yonder! let us put it out.
I never saw such a balloon
So near.. that olive now takes fire!
The com there crackles!”
“’Tis the Moon,”
Patting his head, replied the sire.
 
  


CCXLV.
 

Metellus is a lover: one whose ear
(I have been told) is duller than his sight.
The day of his departure had drawn near;
And (meeting her beloved over-night)
Softly and tenderly Corinna sigh’d:
“Won’t you be quite as happy now without me?”
Metellus, in his innocence replied,
“Corinna! oh Corinna! can you doubt me?”
 
  


CCXLVI.
 

The blackest of grapes, with a footpath hard by,
Should scarcely be watcht with so watchful an eye
As that kid of a girl whom old Egon has made
His partner for life, nor ashamed, nor afraid.
 
  


CCXLVII.
 

If hatred of the calm and good,
And quenchless thirst of human blood,
Should rouse a restless race again,
And new Napoleons scour the plain,
Ye arbiters of nations, spare
The land of Rabelais and Molière,
But swing those panthers by the ears
Across the grating of Algiers.
 
  


CCXLVIII.
 

Pleasant it is to wink and sniff the fumes
The little dainty poet blows for us,
Kneeling in his soft cushion at the hearth,
And patted on the head by passing maids.
Who would discourage him? who bid him off?
Invidious or morose! Enough, to say
(Perhaps too much unless ’tis mildly said)
That slender twigs send forth the fiercest flame,
Not without noise, but ashes soon succeed,
While the broad chump leans back against the stones,
Strong with internal fire, sedately breathed,
And heats the chamber round from mom till night.
 
  


CCXLIX.
 

COTTAGE LEFT FOE LONDON.
 

The covert walk, the mossy apple-trees,
And the long grass that darkens underneath,
I leave for narrow streets and gnats and fleas,
Water unfit to drink and air to breathe.
 
  


CCL.
 

Come, Sleep! but mind ye! if you come without
The little girl that struck me at the rout,
By Jove! I would not give you half-a-crown
For all your poppy-heads and all your down.
 
  


CCLI.
 

Deep forests hide the stoutest oaks;
Hazels make sticks for market-folks;
He who comes soon to his estate
Dies poor; the rich heir is the late.
Sere ivy shaded Shakespeare’s brow;
But Matho is a poet now.
 
  


CCLII.
 

PIEVANO ARLOTTO.
 

“I will invite that merry priest
Arlotto for to-morrow’s feast,”
Another, quite as merry, said,
“And you shall see his fun repaid.
When dinner’s on the board, we’ll draw
(Each of the company) a straw:
The shortest straw shall tap the wine
In cellar, while the others dine:
And now I’ll show how we’ll contrive
He draws the shortest of the five.”
They learn their lesson: there are few
Good priests (where eating goes) but do,
From Helgabalus ending with
Humour’s pink primate Sydney Smith.
Such food more suits them, truth to speak,
Than heavy joints of tough-grain’d Greek.
   Well; all are seated.
               “Where’s our Chianti?”
Cries one: “without it feasts are scanty.
We will draw lots then who shall go
And fill the bottles from below.”
They drew. Arlotto saw their glee,
And nought discomfited was he.
Down-stairs he went: he brought up two,
And saw his friends (as friends should do)
Enjoying their repast, and then
For the three others went again.
Although there was no long delay,
Dish after dish had waned away.
Minestra, liver fried, and raw
Delicious ham, had plumpt the maw.
Polpetti, roll’d in anise, here
Show their fat sides and disappear.
Salome, too, half mule’s half pig’s,
Moisten’d with black and yellow figs;
And maccaroni by the ell
From high-uplifted fingers fell.
Garlic and oil and cheese unite
Their concert on the appetite,
Breathing an odour which alone
The laic world might dine upon.
     But never think that nought remains
To recompense Arlotto’s pains.
There surely was the nicest pie
That ever met Pievano’s eye.
Full fifty toes of ducks and geese,
Heads, gizzards, windpipes, soakt in grease,
Were in that pie, and thereupon
Sugar and salt and cinnamon;
Kid which, while living, any goat
Might look at twice and never know’t
A quarter of grill’d turkey, scored
And lean as a backgammon board,
And dark as Saint Bartholomew,
And quite as perfectly done through.
Birds that, two minutes since, were quail,
And a stupendous stew of snails.
“Brother Arlotto!” said the host,
“Here’s yet a little of our roast.
 

‘Brother Arlotto! never spare.”
Arlotto gaily took his chair
And readily fell to: but soon
He struck the table with a spoon,
Exclaiming, “Brother! let us now
Draw straws again. Who runs below
To stop the casks? for very soon
Little is there within, or none.”
Far flies the napkin, and our host
Is down the cellar-stairs.
                    “All lost!
Santa Maria! The Devil’s own trick!
Scoffer! blasphemer! heretick!
Broaching (by all the Saints) five casks
Only to fill as many flasks!
Methinks the trouble had been small
To have replaced the plugs in all.”
Arlotto heard and answer’d. “You
Forgot to tell me what to do.
But let us say no more, because
We should not quarrel about straws.
If you must play your pranks, at least
Don’t play ‘em with a brother priest.”
 
  


CCLIII.
 

God’s laws declare
Thou shalt not swear
By aught in heaven above or earth below.
Upon my honour! Melville cries;
He swears, and lies;
Does Melville then break God’s commandment? No.
 
  


CCLIV.
 

Does your voice never fail you in singing a song
So false and so spiteful on us who are young?
When, lady, as surely as you are alive
We are seldom inconstant till seventy-five,
And altho’ I have question’d a hundred such men,
They never would say why we should be so then.
In another six years I shall know all about it;
But some knowledge is vain, and we do best without it.
 
  


CCLV.
 

Clap, clap the double nightcap on!
Gifford will read you his amours,
Lazy as Scheld and cold as Don;
Kneel, and thank Heaven they are not yours.
 
  


CCLVI.
 

FLOWERS SENT IN BAY-LEAVES. — 
 

I leave for you to disunite
Frail flowers and lasting bays:
One, let me hope, you’ll wear to-night
The other all your days.
 
  


CCLVII.
 

“I’m half in love,” he who with smiles hath said,
In love will never be.
Whoe’er, “I’m not in love,” and shakes his head,
In love too sure is he.
 
  


CCLVIII.
 

SEVERE WINTER.
 

Such rapid jerks, such rude grimaces,
Such lengthened eyes, such crumpled faces,
Grinning with such a stress and wrench,
One fancies all the world is French. 
 
  


CCIX.
 

I remember the time ere his temples were grey,
And I frown’d at the things he’d the boldness to say,
But now he’s grown old he may say what he will,
I laugh at his nonsense and take nothing ill.
 

Indeed I must say he’s a little improved,
For he watches no longer the slily beloved,
No longer as once he awakens my fears,
Not a glance he perceives, not a whisper he hears.
 

If he heard one of late, it has never transpired,
For his only delight is to see me admired;
And now pray what better return can I make
Than to flirt and be always admired.. for his sake.
 
  


CCLX.
 

Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!
Heavily is Tsing-Ti laden
With one love, and three-score woes.
Sweeter than the herb Yu-lu,
Or the flowering Lan, are you..
   What long eyes! and what small nose!
 

Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!
Sands that your short feet have stray’d on
Turn to musk or ambergrise:
Every other girl’s seem longer,
Ay, and darker, than a conger,
   And they only make me sneeze.
 

Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!
All the verses ever laid on
Beauty’s tea-tray, would fall short
Of your manifold perfection..
And alas my recollection
   Can perform but little for’t!
 

Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!
Sadly do I want your aid in
Summing up amount so rich:
But if any little thing
Should escape your sigh-sore Tsing
   Call him back, and show him which.
 
  


CCLXI.
 

“Fear God!” says Percival: and when you hear
Tones so lugubrious, you perforce must fear:
If in such awful accents he should say,
“Fear lovely Innocence!” you’d run away. — 
 
  


CCLXII.
 

Yesterday, at the sessions held in Buckingham,
The Revered Simon Shutwood, famed for tucking ham
And capon into his appointed maw,
Gravely discust a dreadful breach of law,
And then committed to the county jail
(After a patient hearing) William Flail:
For that he, Flail, one day last week,
Was seen maliciously to sneak
And bend his body by the fence
Of his own garden, and from thence
Abstract, out of a noose, a hare,
Which he unlawfully found there;
Against the peace (as may be seen
In Burn and Blackstone) of the queen.
He, question’d thereupon, in short
Could give no better reason for’t,
Than that his little boys and he
Did often in the morning see
Said hare and sundry other hares
Nibbling on certain herbs of theirs.
Teddy, the seventh of the boys,
Counted twelve rows, fine young savoys,
Bit to the ground by them, and out
Of ne’er a plant a leaf to sprout:
And Samv the youngest lad, did think
He saw a couple at a pink.
“Come!” cried the reverend, “come, confess!”
Flail answered “I will do no less.
   Puss we did catch; puss we did eat;
   It was her turn to give the treat.
Nor overmuch was there for eight o’ us
With a half-gallon o’ potatoes:
Eight; for our Sue lay sick abed,
And poor dear Bessy with the dead.”
“We can not listen to such idle words,”
The reverend said, “The hares are all my lord’s.
Have you no more, my honest friend, to say
Why we should not commit you, and straightway?”
              Whereat Will Flail
Grew deadly pale,
              And cried, “If you are so severe on me,
An ignorant man, and poor as poor can be,
O Mister Shutwood! what would you have done
If you had caught God’s blessed only Son,
When he broke off (in land not his, they say)
That ear of barley on the Sabbath-day?
Sweet Jesus! in the prison he had died,
And never for our sins been crucified.”
With the least gouty of two doe-skin feet
The reverend stampt, then cried in righteous heat,
“Constable! take that man down-stairs,
He quotes the Scripture and eats hares.”
 
  


CCLXIII.
 

Two cackling mothers hatch two separate broods
Of patriots; neither shall infest my house.
I shun the noisier, but I loathe far more
Patriots with tags about their carcases
Bedolled with bits of ribbon and rag-lace,
Or dangling, dainty, jewel’d crucifix
The puft heart’s pride, and not its purifier.
Limbs, lives, and fortunes, all before the king,
Until he ask the hazard of the same;
Then the two broods unite, one step, one voice,
For their dear country in its sad estate.
 
  


CCLXIV.
 

TO THE RIGHT REV. FATHER IN GOD HENRY LORD BISHOP OF EXETER.
 

Baronial apostolic sir!
If our poor limping church must stir,
I who am zealous for your order
From the cope-point to bottom border,
And lower my eyes before the surplice,
But bear most reverence where most purple is,
Ready my very soul to pawn
Where I have pi lin’d my faith, on lawn.
I supplicate you to advise
Your children, changing their disguise,
They put on one that does not show
So very much of dirt below.
 
  


CCLXV.
 

One tooth has Mummius; but in sooth
No man has such another tooth:
Such a prodigious tooth would do
To moor the bark of Charon to,
Or, better than the Sinai stone,
To grave the Ten Commandments on.
 
  


CCLXVI.
 

A little cornet of dragoons,
Immerst in gilded pantaloons,
To kiss consenting Helen aim’d:
He rais’d his head, but ’twas so low,
She cried, (and pusht away her beau, )
“Go, creature! are you not ashamed?”
 
  


CCLXVII.
 

Does it become a girl so wise,
So exquisite in harmonies,
To ask me when do I intend
To write a sonnet? What? my friend!
A sonnet? Never. Rhyme o’erflows
Italian, which hath scarcely prose;
And I have larded full three-score
With sorte, morte, cuor, amor.
But why should we, altho’ we have
Enough for all things, gay or grave,
Say, on your conscience, why should we
Who draw deep scans along the sea,
Cut them in pieces to beset
The shallows with a cabbage-net?
Now if you ever ask again
A thing so troublesome and vain,
By all your charms! before the morn,
To show my anger and my scorn,
First I will write your name a-top,
Then from this very ink shall drop
A score of sonnets; every one
Shall call you star, or moon, or sun,
Till, swallowing such warm-water verse,
Even sonnet-sippers sicken worse.
 
  


CCLXVIII.
 

TO H.
 

Snappish and captious, ever prowling
For something to excite thy growling;
He who can bear thee must be one
Gentle to beasts as Waterton.
 
  


CCLXIX.
 

     To Rose and to Sophy
     A column and trophy
Ascend at the summons of viols and flutes,
     For adding to-day,
     On the coast of Torbay,
To the Army of Martyrs a hundred recruits.
 
  


CCLXX.
 

Sighs must be grown less plentiful,
Or else my senses are more dull.
Where are they all? These many years
Only my own have reacht my ears.
 
  


CCLXXI.
 

Plants the most beauteous love the water’s brink,
Stoning their bosoms at young Zephyr’s sighs,
Maidens, come hither: see with your own eyes
How many are trod down, how many sink.
 
  


CCLXXII.
 

Time past I thought it worth my while
To hunt all day to catch a smile:
Now ladies do not smile, but laugh,
I like it not so much by half;
And yet perhaps it might be shown
A laugh is but a smile full-blown.
 
  


CCLXXIII.
 

Each year bears something from us as it flies,
We only blow it farther with our sighs.
 
  


CCLXXIV.
 

Idle and light are many things you see
In these my closing pages: blame not me.
However rich and plenteous the repast,
Nuts, almonds, biscuits, wafers, come at last.
 
  


CCLXXV.
 

In wrath a youth was heard to say,
“From girl so false I turn away.
By all that’s sacred ice shall bum
And sun shall freeze ere I return.”
But as he went, at least one finger
Within her hand was found to linger;
One foot, that should outstrip the wind,
(But only one) drew loads behind.
 
  


CCLXXVI.
 

SIDDONS AND HER MAID.
 

Siddons. I leave, and unreluctant, the repast:
The herb of China is its crown at last.
Maiden! hast thou a thimble in thy gear?
Maid. Yes, missus, yes.
Siddons. — Then, maiden, place it here,
With penetrated penetrating eyes.
Maid. Mine? missus! are they?
Siddons. — Child! thou art unwise.
Of needles’, not of woman’s, eyes I spake.
Maid. O dear me! missus! what a sad mistake!
Siddons. Now canst thou tell me what was that which led
Athenian Theseus into labyrinth dread?
Mat’d. He never told me: I can’t say, not I,
Unless, mayhap, ’twas curiosity.
Siddons. Fond maiden!
Maid. — No, upon my conscience, madam!
If I was fond of ‘em I might have had ‘em.
Siddons. Avoid! avaunt! beshrew me! ’tis in vain
That Shakespeare’s language germinates again.
 
  


CCLXXVII.
 

LETTER-LAND.
Slaves-merchants, scalpers, cannibals, agree..
In Letter-land no brotherhood must be,
If there were living upon earth but twain,
One would be Abel and the other Cain. 
 
  


CCLXXVIII.
 

I’ve never seen a book of late
But there is in it palmy state.
To realm or city you apply
The palm, and think it raised thereby.
Yet always does the palmy crown
On every side hang loosely down,
And its lank shade falls chiefly on
Robber or reptile, sand or stone.
Compare it with the Titan groves
Where, east or west, the savage roves,
Its highth and girth before them dwindle
Into the measure of a spindle.
But often you would make it bend
To some young poet, if your friend.
Look at it first, or you may fit
Your poet-friend too well with it.
The head of palm-tree is so-so,
And bare or ragged all below.
If it suits anything, I wist
It suits the archaeologist.
To him apply the palmy state
Whose fruit is nothing but a date.
 
  


CCLXXIX.
 

A MASK ON A RING.
 

Forster! you who never wore
Any kind of mask before;
Yet, by holy friendship! take
This, and wear it for my sake.
 
  


CCLXXX.
 

I would give something, O Apollo!
Thy radiant course o’er earth to follow,
And fill it up with light and song,
But rather would be always young.
Since that perhaps thou canst not give,
By me let those who love me live,
 
  


CCLXXXI.
 

ON A PORTRAIT.
 

Dauber! if thou shouldst ever stray
Along Idalia’s mossy way,
Heedless what deities are there,
And whom they view with fondest care,
At thee for this shall Venus pout,
And all three Graces push thee out.
 
  


CCLXXXII.
 

Alas, how soon the hours are over
Counted us out to play the lover!
And how much narrower is the stage
Allotted us to play the sage!
But when we play the fool, how wide
The theatre expands! beside,
How long the audience sits before us!
How many prompters! what a chorus! 
 
  


CCLXXXIII.
 

Is it not better at an early hour
In its calm cell to rest the weary head,
While birds are singing and while blooms the bower,
Than sit the fire out and go starv’d to bed?
 
  


CCLXXXIV.
 

TO JULIUS HARE, WITH “PERICLES AND ASPASIA.”
 

Julius, of three rare brothers, my fast friends,
The latest known to me! Aspasia comes
With him, high-helmeted and trumpet-tongued,
Who loved her. Well thou knowest all his worth,
Valuing him most for trophies reared to Peace,
For generous friendships, like thy own, for Arts
Ennobled by protection, not debased.
Hence, worthless ones! throne-cushions, puft, inert,
Verminous, who degrade with patronage
Bargain’d for, ere dealt out! The stone that flew
In splinters from the chisel when the hand
Of Phidias wielded it, the chips of stone
Weigh with me more than they do. To thy house
Comes Pericles. Receive the friend of him
Whose horses started from the Parthenon
To traverse seas and neigh upon our strand.
From pleasant Italy my varied page,
Where many men and many ages meet,
Julius! thy friendly hand long since received.
Accept my last of labours and of thanks.
He who held mute the joyous and the wise
With wit and eloquence, whose tomb (afar
From all his friends and all his countrymen)
Saddens the light Palermo, to thy care
Consign’d it; knowing that whate’er is great
Needs not the looming of a darker age,
Nor knightly mail nor scymetar begemm’d.
Stepping o’er all this lumber, where the steel
Is shell’d with rust, and the thin gold worm’d out
From its meandering waves, he took the scroll,
And read aloud what sage and poet spake
In sunnier climes; thou heardest it well pleased;
For Truth from conflict rises more elate
And lifts a brighter torch, beheld by more.
Call’d to befriend me by fraternal love,
Thou pausedst in thy vigorous march amid
The German forests of wide-branching thought,
Deep, intricate, whence voices shook all France,
Whence Blucher’s soldiers heard the trumpet-tongue
And knew the footstep of Tyrtæan Arndt.
 
  


CCLXXXV.
 

TO SOUTHEY.
 

There are who teach us that the depths of thought
Engulph the poet; that irregular
Is every greater one. Go, Southey! mount
Up to these teachers; ask, submissively,
Who so proportioned as the lord of day?
Yet mortals see his stedfast stately course
And lower their eyes before him. Fools gaze up
Amazed at daring flights. Does Homer soar
As hawks and kites and weaker swallows do?
He knows the swineherd; he plants apple-trees
Amid Alcinous’s cypresses;
He covers with his aged black-vein’d hand
The plumy crest that frighten’d and made cling
To its fond-mother the ill-fated child;
He walks along Olympus with the Gods,
Complacently and calmly, as along
The sands where Simois glides into the sea.
They who step high and swing their arms, soon tire.
The glorious Theban then?
The sage from Thebes,
Who sang his wisdom when the strife of cars
And combatants had paus’d, deserves more praise
Than this untrue one, fitter for the weak,
Who by the lightest breezes are borne up
And with the dust and straws are swept away;
Who fancy they are carried far aloft
When nothing quite distinctly they descry,
Having lost all self-guidance. But strong men
Are strongest with their feet upon the ground.
Light-bodied Fancy, Fancy plover-winged,
Draws some away from culture to dry downs
Where none but insects find their nutriment;
There let us leave them to their sleep and dreams.
Great is that poet, great is he alone,
Who rises o’er the creatures of the earth,
Yet only where his eye may well discern
The various movements of the human heart,
And how each mortal differs from the rest.
Although he struggle hard with Poverty,
He dares assert his just prerogative
To stand above all perishable things,
Proclaiming this shall live, and this shall, die.
 
  


CCLXXXVI.
 

Once, and once only, have I seen thy face,
Elia! once only has thy tripping tongue
Run o’er my breast, yet never has been left
Impression on it stronger or more sweet.
Cordial old man! what youth was in thy years,
What wisdom in thy levity, what truth
In every utterance of that purest soul!
Few are the spirits of the glorified
I’d spring to earlier at the gate of heaven. 
 
  


CCLXXXVII.
 

TO ANDREW JACKSON.
 

Happy may be the land
“Where mortals with their eyes uplifted stand
While Eloquence her thunder rolls:
Happier, where no deceptive light
Bursts upon Passion’s stormy night,
Guiding to rocks and shoals.
Happiest of all, where Man shall lay
His limbs at their full length, nor overcast
The sky above his head, but the pure ray
Shines brighter on the future than the past.
Look, look into the east afar,
Refulgent western Star!
 

And where the fane of Pallas stands,
Rear’d to her glory by his hands,
Thou, altho’ nowhere else, shalt see
A statesman and a chief like thee.
How rare the sight, how grand!
Behold the golden scales of Justice stand
Well balanced in a mailed hand!
Following the calm Deliverer of Mankind,
In thee again we find
This spectacle renew’d.
Glory altho’ there be
To leave thy country free,
Glory had reacht not there her plenitude.
 

Up, every son of Afric soil,
Ye worn and weary hoist the sail,
For your own glebes and gamers toil
With easy plough and lightsome flail:
A father’s home ye never knew,
A father’s home your sons shall have from you.
Enjoy your palmy groves, your cloudless day,
Your world that demons tore away.
Look up! look up! the flaming sword
Hath vanisht! and behold your Paradise restored.
Never was word more bold
Than through thy cities ran,
Let gold be weighed for gold,
Let man be weighed for man.
Thou spakest it; and therefore praise
 

Shall crown thy later as thy earlier days,
And braid more lovely this last wreath shall bind.
Where purest is the heart’s atmosphere
Atlantic Ruler! there
Shall men discern at last the loftiest mind.
Rise, and assert thy trust!
Enforcing to be just,
The race to whom alone
Of Europe’s sons was never known
(In mart or glade)
The image of the heavenly maid
Astræa; she hath called thee; go
Right onward, and with tranchant prow
The hissing foam of Gallic faith cut thro’.
 
  


CCLXXXVIII.
 

TO WORDSWORTH.
 

Those who have laid the harp aside
And turn’d to idler things,
From very restlessness have tried
The loose and dusty strings,
And, catching back some favourite strain,
Run with it o’er the chords again.
But Memory is not a Muse,
O Wordsworth! though ’tis said
They all descend from her, and use
To haunt her fountain-head:
That other men should work for me
In the rich mines of Poesie,
Pleases me better than the toil
Of smoothing under hardened hand,
With attic emery and oil,
The shining point for Wisdom’s wand,
Like those thou temperest ‘mid the rills
Descending from thy native hills.
Without his governance, in vain
Manhood is strong, and Youth is bold.
If oftentimes the o’er-piled strain
Clogs in the furnace, and grows cold
Beneath his pinions deep and frore,
And swells and melts and flows no more,
That is because the heat beneath
Pants in its cavern poorly fed.
Life springs not from the couch of Death,
Nor Muse nor Grace can raise the dead;
Unturn’d then let the mass remain,
Intractable to sun or rain.
A marsh, where only flat leaves lie,
And showing but the broken sky,
Too surely is the sweetest lay
That wins the ear and wastes the day,
Where youthful Fancy pouts alone
And lets not Wisdom touch her zone.
He who would build his fame up high,
The rule and plummet must apply,
Nor say, “I’ll do what I have plann’d,”
Before he try if loam or sand
Be still remaining in the place
Delved for each polisht pillar’s base.
With skilful eye and fit device
Thou raisest every edifice,
Whether in sheltered vale it stand
Or overlook the Dardan strand,
Amid the cypresses that mourn
Laodameia’s love forlorn.
 

We both have run o’er half the space
Listed for mortal’s earthly race;
We both have crost life’s fervid line,
And other stars before us shine:
May they be bright and prosperous
As those that have been stars for us!
Our course by Milton’s light was sped,
And Shakespeare shining overhead:
Chatting on deck was Dryden too,
The Bacon of the rhyming crew;
None ever crost our mystic sea
More richly stored with thought than he;
Tho’ never tender nor sublime,
He wrestles with and conquers Time.
To learn my lore on Chaucer’s knee,
I left much prouder company;
Thee gentle Spenser fondly led,
But me he mostly sent to bed.
I wish them every joy above
That highly blessed spirits prove,
Save one: and that too shall be theirs,
But after many rolling years,
When ‘mid their light thy light appears.
 
  


CCLXXXIX.
 

TO THE COMTESSE DE MOLANDE, ABOUT TO MARRY THE DUC DE LUXEMBOURG.
 

Say ye that years roll on and ne’er return?
Say ye the Sun who leaves them all behind,
Their great creator, can not bring one back
With all his force, tho’ he draw worlds around?
Witness me, little streams that meet before
My happy dwelling; witness Africo
And Mensola! that ye have seen at once
Twenty roll back, twenty as swift and bright
As are your swiftest and your brightest waves,
When the tall cypress o’er the Doccia
Hurls from his inmost boughs the latent snow.
Go, and go happy, light of my past days,
Consoler of my present! thou whom Fate
Alone could sever from me! One step higher
Must yet be mounted, high as was the last:
Friendship with faltering accent says “Depart,
And take the highest seat below the crown’d.”
 
  


CCXC.
 

TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON.
 

Since in the terrace-bower we sate
While Arno gleam’d below,
And over sylvan Massa late
Hung Cynthia’s slender bow,
Years after years have past away
Less light and gladsome; why
Do those we most implore to stay
Run ever swiftest by!
 
  


CCXCI.
 

Unjust are they who argue me unjust
To thee, O France! Did ever man delight
More cordially in him who held the hearts
Of beasts to his, and searcht into them all,
And took their wisdom, giving it profuse
To man, who gave them little in return,
And only kept their furs and teeth and claws.
What comic scenes are graceful, saving thine?
Where is philosophy like thy Montaigne’s?
Religion, like thy Fenelon’s? Sublime
In valour’s self-devotion were thy men,
Thy women far sublimer: but foul stains
At last thou bearest on thy plume; thy steps
Follow false honour, deviating from true.
A broken word bears on it worse disgrace
Than broken sword; erewhile thou knewest this.
Thou huggest thy enslaver: on his tomb
What scrolls! what laurels! Are there any bound
About the braver Corday’s? Is one hymn
Chaunted in prayers or praises to the Maid
To whom all maidens upon earth should bend,
Who at the gate of Orleans broke thy chain?
 
  


CCXCII.
 

TO LADY CHARLES BEAUCLERK.
 

No, Teresita, never say
That uncle Landor’s worthless lay
    Shall find its place among your treasures.
Altho’ his heart is not grown old,
Yet are his verses far too cold
    For bridal bowers or festive measures.
 

He knows you lovely, thinks you wise,
    And still shall think so if your eyes
    Seek not in noisier paths to roam;
But rest upon your forest-green,
And find that life runs best between
    A tender love and tranquil home.
 
  


CCXCIII.
 

TO MY DAUGHTER.
 

By that dejected city Arno runs
Where Ugolino claspt his famisht sons;
There wert thou born, my Julia! there thine eyes
Return’d as bright a blue to vernal skies;
And thence, sweet infant wanderer! when the Spring
Advanced, the Hours brought thee on silent wing,
Brought (while anemones were quivering round,
And pointed tulips pierced the purple ground)
Where stands fair Florence: there thy voice first blest
My ears, and sank like balm into my breast.
For many griefs had wounded it, and more
Thy little hands could lighten, were in store.
But why revert to griefs? thy sculptur’d brow
Dispels from mine its darkest cloud even now.
What then the bliss to see again thy face
And all that rumour has announced of grace!
I urge with fevered breast the coming day..
O could I sleep and wake again in May!
 
  


CCXCIV.
 

TO THEODOSIA GARROW.
 

Unworthy are these poems of the lights
That now run over them; nor brief the doubt
In my own breast, if such should interrupt
(Or follow so irreverently) the voice
Of Attic men, of women such as thou,
Of sages no less sage than heretofore,
Of pleaders no less eloquent, of souls
Tender no less, or tuneful, or devout.
Unvalued, even by myself, are they,
Myself who rear’d them; but a high command
Marshall’d them in their station: here they are;
Look round; see what supports these parasites.
Stinted in growth and destitute of odour,
They grow where young Temissa held her guide,
Where Solon awed the ruler; there they crow,
Weak as they are, on cliffs that few can climb.
None to thy steps are inaccessible,
Theodosia! wakening Italy with song
Deeper than Filicaia’s, or than his
The triple deity of plastic art.
Mindful of Italy and thee, crown’d maid!
I lay this sere frail garland at thy feet..
 
  


CCXCV.
 

TO ANDREW CROSSE.
 

Altho’ with Earth and Heaven you deal
As equal, and without appeal,
And bring beneath your ancient roof
Records of all they do, and proof,
No right have you, sequester’d Crosse,
To make the Muses weep your loss.
A poet were you long before
Gems from the struggling air you tore,
And bade the far-off flashes play
About your woods, and light your way.
With languour and disease opprest,
And years, that crush the tuneful breast,
Southey, the pure of soul is mute!
Hoarse whistles Wordsworth’s watery flute,
Which mourn’d with loud indignant strains
The famisht Black in Corsic chains:
Nor longer do the girls for Moore
Jilt Horace as they did before.
He sits contented to have won
The rose-wreath from Anacreon,
And bears to see the orbs grow dim
That shone with blandest light on him.
Others there are whose future day
No slender glories shall display;
But you would think me worse than tame
To find me stringing name on name,
And I would rather call aloud
On Andrew Crosse than stem the crowd.
Now chiefly female voices rise
(And sweet are they) to cheer our skies.
Suppose you warm these chilly days
With samples from your fervid lays.
Come! courage! man! and don’t pretend
That every verse cuts off a friend,
And that in simple truth you fain
Would rather not give poets pain.
The lame excuse will never do..
Philosophers can envy too.
 
  


CCXCVI.
 

TO A LADY.
 

Sweet are the siren songs on eastern shores,
To songs as sweet are pulled our English oars:
And farther upon ocean venture forth
The lofty sails that leave the wizard north.
Altho’ by fits so dense a cloud of smoke
Puffs from his sappy and ill-season’d oak,
Yet, as the Spirit of the Bream draws near,
Remembered loves make Byron’s self sincere.
The puny heart within him swells to view,
The man grows loftier and the poet too.
When War sweeps nations down with iron wings,
Alcaeus never sang as Campbell sings;
And, caught by playful wit and graceful lore,
The Muse invoked by Horace bends to Moore.
Theirs, not my verses, come I to repeat,
So draw the footstool nearer to your feet.
 
  


CCXCVII.
 

Onward, right onward, gallant James, nor heed
The plunging prancers of a grease-heel’d breed.
Onward, our leader thro’ the tower-lit scenes
Of genial Froissart and of grave Commines.
Minisht by death, by sickness, and by pain,
Poictiers sends forth her glorious few again:
Again o’er pennons gay and hawberks bright
The sable armour shines in morning light:
And cries of triumph from the brave and true,
And those who best reward them, swell for you.
 
  


CCXCVIII.
 

TO CZARTORYSKI, ATTENDING ON FOOT THE FUNERAL OF THE POET MENINCIVICZ.
 

In Czartoryski I commend
The patriot’s guide, the poet’s friend.
King, sprung of kings, yet great and good
As any pure from royal blood;
O’er genius not ashamed to bear
The pall, or shed at home the tear.
Thou, who hast shown us how the great
Are greater in their fallen state,
Another rare example give..
That kings, uncurst by men, may live,
And Poland by thy light shall see
One nation in wide Europe free.
 
  


CCXCIX.
 

TO MY DAUGHTER IN ITALY, AT CHRISTMAS.
 

Where is, ah where! the citron bloom
That threw its fragrance o’er my room?
Where, white magnolia-cup entwined
With pliant myrtle’s ruddy rind?
Julia, with you the flowers are gay,
And cluster round the shortest day.
Little at Fiesole ye know
Of holly, less of mistleto;
Such as the Druid priest of yore
To grim god-monsters grimly bore.
Run: from her pouting infants call
The musk-rose at our chapel-wall;
Run, bring the violets up, that blow
Along the banks of Africo;
And tell them, every soul, they must.
Bend their coy heads and kiss my bust.
Christmas is come: on such a day
Give the best thoughts fair room for play,
And all the Sabbath dance and sing
In honour of your new-born king.
 
  


CCC.
 

TO MISS ISABELLA PERCY.
 

If that old hermit laid to rest
Beneath your chapel-floor,
Could leave the regions of the blest
And visit earth once more:
If human sympathies could warm
His tranquil breast again,
Your innocence that breast could charm,
Perhaps your beauty pain.
 
  


CCCI.
 

TO CHARLES DICKENS.
 

Go then to Italy; but mind
To leave the pale low France behind;
Pass through that country, nor ascend
The Rhine, nor over Tyrol wend:
Thus all at once shall rise more grand
The glories of the ancient land.
Dickens! how often when the air
Breath’d genially, I’ve thought me there,
And rais’d to heaven my thankful eyes
To see three spans of deep blue skies.
In Genoa now I hear a stir,
A shout.. Here comes the Minister!
Yes, thou art he, although not sent
By cabinet or parliament:
Yes, thou art he. Since Milton’s youth
Bloom’d in the Eden of the South,
Spirit so pure and lofty none
Hath heavenly Genius from his throne
Deputed on the banks of Thames
To speak his voice and urge his claims.
Let every nation know from thee
How less than lovely Italy
Is the whole world beside; let all
Into their grateful breasts recall
How Prospero and Miranda dwelt
In Italy: the griefs that melt
The stoniest heart, each sacred tear
One lacrymatory gathered here;
All Desdemona’s, all that fell
In playful Juliet’s bridal cell.
Ah! could my steps in life’s decline
Accompany or follow thine!
But my own vines are not for me
To prune, or from afar to see.
I miss the tales I used to tell
With cordial Hare and joyous Gell,
And that good old Archbishop whose
Cool library, at evening’s close
(Soon as from Ischia swept the gale
And heav’d and left the dark’ning sail)
Its lofty portal opened wide
To me, and very few beside:
Yet large his kindness. Still the poor
Flock round Taranto’s palace-door,
And find no other to replace
The noblest of a noble race.
Amid our converse you would see
Each with white cat upon his knee,
And flattering that grand company:
For Persian kings might proudly own
Such glorious cats to share the throne.
Write me few letters: I’m content
With what for all the world is meant;
Write then for all: but, since my breast
Is far more faithful than the rest,
Never shall any other share
With little Nelly nestling there.
 
  


CCCII.
 

OKNSEEING A LADY SIT FOR HER PORTRAIT.
 

The basket upon which thy fingers bend,
Thou mayst remember in my Tuscan hall,
When the glad children, gazing on a friend,
From heedless arm let high-piled peaches fall
On the white marble, splashing to the wall.
Oh, were they present at this later hour!
Could they behold the form whole realms admire,
Lean with such grace o’er cane and leaf and flower,
Happy once more would they salute their sire,
Nor wonder that her name still rests upon his lyre.
 
  


CCCIII.
 

TO MISS POWER.
 

I can not very plainly tell
What hair the nearest yours may dwell,
When with the sweetest blossoms Love
Shall decorate the blest alcove,
Which he alone hath skill to raise
And shelter from all stormy days.
 

But, lady fair, the reason why
Its colour hath escaped the eye,
Is, that your laurel quite obscures
The hair that ventures nearest yours.
 

(Irish country-girls believe that, when they first hear the cuckoo, if they
torn up the nearest stone, they will find a hair under it of the same colour as
their future husband’s.)
 
  


CCCIV.
 

TO SOUTHEY, 1833.
 

Indweller of a peaceful vale,
Ravaged erewhile by white-hair’d Dane;
Rare architect of many a wondrous tale,
Which, till Helvellyn’s head lie prostrate, shall remain!
 

From Arno’s side I hear thy Derwent flow,
And see methinks the lake below
Reflect thy graceful progeny, more fair
And radiant than the purest waters are,
Even when gurgling in their joy among
The bright and blessed throng
Whom, on her arm recline,
The beauteous Proserpine
With tenderest regretful gaze,
Thinking of Enna’s yellow field, surveys.
 

Alas! that snows are shed
Upon thy laurel’d head,
Hurtled by many cares and many wrongs!
Malignity lets none
Approach the Delphic throne;
A hundred lane-fed curs bark down Fame’s hundred tongues.
But this is in the night, when men are slow
To raise their eyes, when high and low,
The scarlet and the colourless, are one:
Soon Sleep unbars his noiseless prison,
And active minds again are risen;
Where are the curs? dream-bound, and whimpering in the sun.
 

  At fife’s or lyre’s or tabor’s sound
The dance of youth, O Southey, runs not round,
But closes at the bottom of the room
Amid the falling dust and deepening gloom,
Where the weary sit them down,
And Beauty too unbraids, and waits a lovelier crown.
 

We hurry to the river we must cross,
And swifter downward every footstep wends;
Happy, who reach it ere they count the loss
Of half their faculties and half their friends!
 

When we are come to it, the stream
Is not so dreary as they deem
Who look on it from haunts too dear;
The weak from Pleasure’s baths feel most its chilling air
 

No firmer breast than thine hath Heaven
To poet, sage, or hero given:
No heart more tender, none more just
To that He largely placed in trust:
Therefore shalt thou, whatever date
Of years be thine, with soul elate
Rise up before the Eternal throne,
And hear, in God’s own voice, “Well done.”
 

  Not, were that submarine
Gem-lighted city mine,
Wherein my name, engraven by thy hand,
Above the royal gleam of blazonry shall stand;
Not, were all Syracuse
Pour’d forth before my Muse,
With Hiero’s cars and steeds, and Pindar’s lyre
Brightening the path with more than solar fire,
Could I, as would beseem, requite the praise
Showered upon my low head from thy most lofty lays.
 
  


CCCV.
 

TO BARRY CORNWALL.
 

Barry! your spirit long ago
Has haunted me; at last I know
The heart it sprung from: one more sound
Ne’er rested on poetic ground.
But, Barry Cornwall! by what right
Wring you my breast and dim my sight,
And make me wish at every touch
My poor old hand could do as much?
No other in these later times
Has bound me in so potent rhymes.
I have observed the curious dress
And jewelry of brave Queen Bess,
But always found some o’ercharged thing,
Some flaw in even the brightest ring,
Admiring in her men of war,
A rich but too argute guitar.
Our foremost now are more prolix.
And scrape with three-fell fiddlesticks,
And, whether bound for griefs or smiles,
Are slow to turn as crocodiles.
Once, every court and country bevy
Chose the gallant of loins less heavy,
And would have laid upon the shelf
Him who could talk but of himself.
Reason is stout, but even Reason
May walk too long in Rhyme’s hot season.
I have heard many folks aver
They have caught horrid colds with her.
Imagination’s paper kite,
Unless the string is held in tight,
Whatever fits and starts it takes,
Soon bounces on the ground, and breaks.
You, placed afar from each extreme,
Nor dully drowse nor wildly dream,
But, ever flowing with good-humour,
Are bright as spring and warm as summer.
Mid your Penates not a word
Of scorn or ill-report is heard;
Nor is there any need to pull
A sheaf or truss from cart too full,
Lest it overload the horse, no doubt,
Or clog the road by falling out.
We, who surround a common table,
And imitate the fashionable,
Wear each two eye-glasses: this lens
Shows us our faults, that other men’s.
We do not care how dim may be
This by whose aid our own we see,
But, ever anxiously alert
That all may have their whole desert,
We would melt down the stars and sun
In our heart’s furnace, to make one
Thro’ which the enlighten’d world might spy
A mote upon a brother’s eye.
 
  


CCCIV.
 

TO MAJOR-GENERAL W. NAPIER.
 

Napier! take up anew thy pen,
To mark the deeds of mighty men.
And whose more glorious canst thou trace
Than heroes of thy name and race?
No other house hath ever borne
So many of them to adorn
The annals of our native land
In virtue, wisdom, and command.
But foremost, and to thee most near,
Is he who vanquisht the Ameer.
And when before his feet was laid
By fallen power the thirteenth blade,
With every hilt more rich in gems
Than Europe’s kingly diadems,
Then, and then only did he stoop
To take the spoils of victory up,
That he might render each again
To hands which wielded them in vain.
“Is this the race of Clive?” cried they:
“Did Hastings exercise such sway?”
They since have seen him rais’d not more
In pride or splendour than before,
And studious but to leave behind
The blessing of just laws to Scinde.
Therefore do thou, if health permit,
Add one page more to Holy Writ.
Such is the page wherein are shown
The fragments of a bloody throne,
And peace and happiness restor’d
By their old enemy the sword.
Hasten, my friend, the work begun,
For daily dimmer grows our sun,
And age, if farther off from thee,
Creeps on, though imperceptibly.
Some call him slow, some find him fast,
But all he overtakes at last,
Unless they run and will not wait,
But overleap life’s flower-twined gate.
We may not leave the lighted town
Again to tread our turfy down,
Thence tracing Avon’s misty white,
The latest object seiz’d by Night,
Nor part at Claverton when Jove
Is the sole star we see above;
Yet friends for evermore. If War
Had rear’d me a triumphal car,
Imperfect would have been my pride
Unless he plac’d thee dose beside,
And shouts like these the skies might rend,
“See the brave man he chose for friend!”
 
  


CCCVII.
 

TO MATHEW AND WOLFF.
 

Who are those men that pass us? men well-girt
For voyaging; of aspect meek, of breath
Ardent, of eyes that only look to heaven.
I must perforce abase before them mine,
Unworthy to behold them; I must check
Praise, which they would not from men’s lip receive,
But that men call for it, throughout all lands,
Throughout all ages.
                                  Hail, deliverers
From sin, from every other thraldom! Hail
Theobald! his true servant. Nor do thou
Suspend thy step, urged by God’s voice, to press
Past Taurus, past the Caspian, past the groves
Of Samarcand, thrilling with Persian song,
To where Bokhara’s noisome prisons hold
Indomitable hearts, to perish there
Unless thou save them: but thine too may rot
Beside them, whether timely or too late
Thou plungest into that deep well of woe.
Wolff! there was one who bore thy glorious name
Before thee; one who rais’d from foul disgrace
The British flag, and won the western world:
Brave man! and happy in his death! but thou
In life art happier nor less brave than he.
I will believe that Christianity
(Merciful God! forgive the manifold
Adulteries with her valets and her grooms,
Hank gardeners and wheezing manciples!)
Is now of service to the earth she curst
With frauds perpetual, intermittent fires,
And streams of blood that intersect the globe:
I will believe it: none shall kill my faith
While men like thee are with us. Kings conspire
Against their God, and raise up images
Arrayed in purple all befringed with gold,
For blindfold men to worship, and ordain
That flocks and herds and corn, nay, common grass,
Nay, what the rivers and the seas throw up,
Be laid before them for their revelry.
The twisted columns are grand ornaments;
Yet all their foliage, all their fruitage, lends
Support but feeble to the dome above.
Ye pass bareheaded under open heaven,
Under the torrid and the frozen sky,
To preach the word of truth, to snatch the soul
From death, the captive from his double chain:
Therefore be glory to you both on high,
On earth (what none so deeply sigh for) peace!
 
  


CCCVIIII.
 

TO MICHELET ON HIS “PRIESTS, WOMEN, AND FAMILIES.”
 

Michelet! Time urges me down life’s descent,
Yet suffers me to breathe and look abroad
And view one object, grand and luminous,
In the clear south: ’tis thou; apart, alone,
Brave combatant, above all bravery
Of proudest battle-field! No eloquence
In thy own land, altho’ that land pour’d forth
From Paschal and from Bossuet such as Rome
And Athens never heard, is warm as thine.
To raise the feeble, to abase the proud,
To strike the mask from frockt Hypocrisy,
Is worthy of thy genius. Deign to hear
One more applauder. If unfit to judge
How far above all others of our day
Thou standest, how much higher every hour
Will come to raise thee, deign to hear a voice
That faulters with thy own, while that large heart
Swells o’er a mother’s dust. Albeit too poor
Wert thou to bury her, the glorious son
Hath now erected over her a tomb
Such as, with all his wealth, no king to king,
No grateful nation to protector rais’d.
 
  


CCCIX.
 

TO MICHELET ON HIS “PEOPLE.”
 

I praise thee, Michelet, whom I saw
At Reason’s Feast, by Right and Law.
Must then, when Discord’s voice hath ceast,
And when the faggot fails the priest,
All present Frenchmen, like all past,
Cry for a lap of blood at last?
 
  


CCCX.
 

TO MACAULAY.
 

The dreamy rhymer’s measured snore
Falls heavy on our ears no more;
And by lone strides are left behind
The dear delights of woman-kind,
Who win their battles like their loves,
In satin waistcoats and kid gloves,
And have achieved the crowning work
When they have truss’d and skewer’d a Turk.
Another comes with stouter tread,
And stalks among the statelier dead.
He rushes on, and hails by turns
High-crested Scott, broad-breasted Burns,
And shows the British youth, who ne’er
Will lag behind, what Romans were,
When all the Tuscans and their Lars
Shouted, and shook the towers of Mars.
 
  


CCCXI.
 

TO JOHN KENTON.
 

So, Kenyon, thou lover of frolic and laughter,
We meet in a place where we never were sad.
But who knows what destiny waits us hereafter,
How little or much of the pleasures we had!
 

The leaves of perhaps our last autumn are falling;
Half-spent is the fire that may soon cease to burn;
How many are absent who heed not our calling!
Alas, and how many who can not return!
 

Now, ere you are one of them, puff from before you
The sighs and entreaties that sadden Torquay:
A score may ding round you, and one may adore you;
If so, the more reason to hurry away.
 
  


CCCXII.
 

TO ROBERT BROWNING.
 

There is delight in singing, tho’ none hear
Beside the singer; and there is delight
In praising, tho’ the praiser sit alone
And see the prais’d far off him, far above.
Shakespeare is not our poet, but the world’s,
Therefore on him no speech! and brief for thee,
Browning! Since Chaucer was alive and hale,
No man hath walkt along our roads with step
So active, so inquiring eye, or tongue
So varied in discourse. But warmer climes
Give brighter plumage, stronger wing: the breeze
Of Alpine highths thou playest with, home on
Beyond Sorrento and Amalfi, where
The Siren waits thee, singing song for song.
 
  


CCCXIII.
 

TO THE SISTER OF ELIA.
 

Comfort thee, O thou mourner, yet awhile!
Again shall Elia’s smile
Refresh thy heart, where heart can ache no more.
What is it we deplore?
He leaves behind him, freed from griefs and years,
Far worthier things than tears.
The love of friends without a single foe:
Unequalled lot below!
His gentle soul, his genius, these are thine;
For these dost thou repine?
He may have left the lowly walks of men;
Left them he has; what then?
Are not his footsteps followed by the eyes
Of all the good and wise?
Tho’ the warm day is over, yet they seek
Upon the lofty peak
Of his pure mind the roseate light that glows
O’er death’s perennial snows.
Behold him! from the region of the blest
He speaks: he bids thee rest.
 
  


CCCXIV.
 

TO JOSEPH ABLETT.
 

     Lord of the Celtic dells,
Where Clwyd listens as his minstrel tells
Of Arthur, or Pendragon, or perchance
    The plumes of flashy France,
Or, in dark region far across the main,
Far as Grenada in the world of Spain,
 

     Warriors untold to Saxon ear,
Until their steel-dad spirits reappear;
How happy were the hours that held
Thy friend (long absent from his native home)
Amid thy scenes with thee! how wide a-field
    From all past cares and all to come!
What hath Ambition’s feverish grasp, what hath
Inconstant Fortune, panting Hope;
What Genius, that should cope
With the heart-whispers in that path
Winding so idly, where the idler stream
Flings at the white-hair’d poplars gleam for gleam?
 

Ablett, of all the days
My sixty summers ever knew,
Pleasant as there have been no few,
Memory not one surveys
Like those we spent together. Wisely spent
Are they alone mat leave the soul content.
 

Together we have visited the men
Whom Pictish pirates vainly would have drown’d;
Ah, shall we ever clasp the hand again
That gave the British harp its truest sound?
Live, Derwent’s guest! and thou by Grasmere springs!
Serene creators of immortal things.
 

And live too thou for happier days
Whom Dryden’s force and Spenser’s fays
Have heart and soul possest:
Growl in grim London he who will,
Revisit thou Maiano’s hill,
And swell with pride his sun-burnt breast.
 

Old Redi in his easy chair
With varied chant awaits thee there,
And here are voices in the grove
Aside my house, that make me think
Bacchus is coming down to drink
To Ariadne’s love.
 

But whither am I borne away
From thee, to whom began my lay?
Courage! I am not yet quite lost;
I stept aside to greet my friends;
Believe me, soon the greeting ends,
I know but three or four at most.
 

Deem not that Time hath borne too hard
Upon the fortunes of thy bard,
Leaving me only three or four:
’Tis my old number; dost thou start
At such a tale? in what man’s heart
Is there fireside for more?
 

I never courted friends or Fame;
She pouted at me long, at last she came,
And threw her arms around my neck and said,
“Take what hath been for years delay’d,
And fear not that the leaves will fall
One hour the earlier from thy coronal.”
 

Ablett! thou knowest with what even hand
I waved away the offer’d seat
Among the clambering, clattering, stilted great,
The rulers of our land;
Nor crowds nor kings can lift me up,
Nor sweeten Pleasure’s purer cup.
 

Thou knowest how, and why, are dear to me
My citron groves of Fiesole,
My chirping Affrico, my beechwood nook,
My Naiads, with feet only in the brook,
Which runs away and giggles in their faces,
Yet there they sit, nor sigh for other places.
 

’Tis not Pelasgian wall,
By him made sacred whom alone
‘Twere not profane to call
The bard divine, nor (thrown
Far under me) Yaldamo, nor the crest
Of Vallombrosa in the crimson east.
 

Here can I sit or roam at will;
Few trouble me, few wish me ill,
Few come across me, few too near;
Here all my wishes make their stand;
Here ask I no one’s voice or hand;
Scornful of favour, ignorant of fear.
 

Yon vine upon the maple bough
Flouts at the hearty wheat below;
Away her venal wines the wise man sends,
While those of lower stem he brings
From inmost treasure vault, and sings
Their worth and age among his chosen friends.
 

(Affrico. A little stream celebrated by Boccaccio, in his Ninfale, &c. To
this place his Bella Brigata retired, to relate the last stories of the Decameron.
The Author’s villa (formerly Count Gherardesca’s, the representative of the
unhappy Count Ugolino) stands directly above what was anciently the lake described there.)
 

Behold our Earth, most nigh the sun
Her zone least opens to the genial heat,
But farther off her veins more freely run:
’Tis thus with those who whirl about the great;
The nearest shrink and shiver, we remote
May open-breasted blow the pastoral oat.
 
  


CCCXV.
 

TO AN AGED POET.
 

Why, O true poet of the country! why
With goat-skin glove an ancient friend defy?
Think timely (for our coming years are few)
Their worst diseases mortals may subdue;
Which, if they grow around the loftier mind,
Death, when ourselves are smitten, leaves behind.
Our frowardness, our malice, our distrust,
Cling to our name and sink not with our dust.
Like peer’s and pauper’s are our flesh and blood,
Perish like them we can not, if we would.
Is not our sofa softer when one end
Sinks to the welcome pressure of a friend?
If he hath rais’d us from our low estate,
Are we not happier when they call him great?
Some who sat round us while the grass was green
Fear the chill air and quit the duller scene;
Some, unreturning, through our doors have past,
And haply we may live to see the last.
 
  


CCCXVI.
 

TO A PAINTER.
 

Conceal not Time’s misdeeds, but on my brow
Retrace his mark:
Let the retiring hair be silvery now
That once was dark:
Eyes that reflected images too bright
Let clouds o’ercast,
And from the tablet be abolisht quite
The cheerful past.
Yet Care’s deep lines should one from waken’d Mirth
Steal softly o’er,
Perhaps on me the fairest of the Earth,
May glance once more.
 

(It is calculated that the Earth is two million seven hundred and fifty-four
thousand miles nearer to the sun in the shortest day than in the longest.)
 
  


CCCXVII.
 

TO A BRIDE, FEB. 17, 1846.
 

A still, serene, soft day; enough of sun
To wreathe the cottage smoke like pine-tree snow,
Whiter than those white flowers the bride-maids wore;
Upon the silent boughs the lissom air
Rested; and, only when it went, they moved,
Nor more than under linnet springing off.
Such was the wedding-mom: the joyous Year
Lept over March and April up to May.
Regent of rising and of ebbing hearts,
Thyself borne on in cool serenity,
All heaven around and bending over thee,
All earth below and watchful of thy course!
Well hast thou chosen, after long demur
To aspirations from more realms than one.
Peace be with those thou leavest! peace with thee!
Is that enough to wish thee? not enough,
But very much: for Love himself feels pain,
While brighter plumage shoots, to shed last year’s;
And one at home (how dear that one!) recalls
Thy name, and thou recallest one at home.
Yet turn not back thine eyes; the hour of tears
Is over; nor believe thou that Romance
Closes against pure Faith her rich domain.
Shall only blossoms flourish there? Arise,
Far-sighted bride! look forward! clearer views
And higher hopes lie under calmer skies.
Fortune in vain call’d out to thee; in vain
Rays from high regions darted; Wit pour’d out
His sparkling treasures; Wisdom laid his crown
Of richer jewels at thy reckless feet.
Well hast thou chosen. I repeat the words,
Adding as true ones, not untold before,
That incense must have Are for its ascent,
Else ’tis inert and can not reach the idol.
Youth is the sole equivalent of youth.
Enjoy it while it lasts; and last it will;
Love can prolong it in despite of Years.
 
  


CCCXVIII.
 

TO JOHN FORSTER.
 

Forster! whose zeal hath seiz’d each written page
That fell from me, and over many lands
Hath, clear’d for me a broad and solid way,
Whence one more age, aye, haply more than one,
May be arrived at (all through thee), accept
No false or faint or perishable thanks.
From better men, and greater, friendship turn’d.
Thy willing steps to me. From Eliot’s cell
Death-dark, from Hampden’s sadder battle-field,
From steadfast Cromwell’s tribunitian throne,
Loftier than kings’ supported knees could mount,
Hast thou departed with me, and hast climbed
Cecropian highths, and ploughed Ægean waves.
Therefore it never grieved me when I saw
That she who guards those regions and those seas
Hath lookt with eyes more gracious upon thee.
There are no few like that conspirator
Who, under prètext of power-worship, fell
At Cæsar’s feet, only to hold him down
While others stabb’d him with repeated blows:
And there are more who fling light jibes, immerst
In gutter-filth, against the car that mounts
Weighty with triumph up the Sacred Way.
Protect in every place my stranger guests,
Born in the lucid land of free pure song,
Now first appearing on repulsive shores,
Bleak, and where safely none but natives move,
Red-poll’d, red-handed, siller-grasping men.
Ah! lead them far away, for they are used
To genial climes and gentle speech; but most
Cymodameia: warn the Tritons off
While she ascends, while through the opening plain
Of the green sea (brighten’d by bearing it)
Gushes redundantly her golden hair.
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POPE PIUS IX.
 

NEVER UNTIL NOW, MOST HOLY FATHER! DID I HOPE OR DESIRE TO OFFER
 

MY HOMAGE TO ANT POTENTATE ON EARTH; AND NOW I OFFER IT ONLY TO THE HIGHEST OF THEM ALL.
 

THERE WAS A TIME WHEN THE CULTIVATORS OF LITERATURE WERE PERMITTED AND EXPECTED TO BRING THE FRUIT OF THEIR LABOUR TO THE VATICAN. NOT ONLY WAS INCENSE WELCOME THERE, BUT EVEN THE HUMBLEST PRODUCE OF THE POOREST BOIL.
 

VERBENAM, PUERI, PONITE THURAQUE.
 

IF THOSE BETTER DAYS ABB RETURNING, WITHOUT WHAT WAS BAD OR EXCEPTIONABLE IN THEM, THE GLORY IS DUX ENTIRELY TO YOUR HOLINESS. YOU HAVE RESTORED TO ITALY HOPE AND HAPPINESS; TO THE REST OF THE WORLD HOPE ONLY. BUT A SINGLE WORD FROM YOUR PROPHETIC LIPS, A SINGLE MOTION OF YOUR EARTH-EMBRACING ARM, WILL OVERTURN THE FIRMEST SEATS OF INIQUITY AND OPPRESSION. THE WORD MUST BE SPOKEN; THE ARM MUST WAVE. WHAT DO WE SEE BEFORE US? IF WE TAKE THE BEST OF RULERS UNDER OUR SURVEY, WE FIND SELFISHNESS AND FRIVOLITY: IF WE EXTEND THE VIEW, INGRATITUDE, DISREGARD OF HONOUR, CONTEMPT OF HONESTY, BREACH OF PROMISES: ONE STEP YET BEYOND, AND THERE IS COLD-BLOODED IDIOCY, STABBING THE NOBLES AT HOME, SPURNING THE PEOPLE EVERYWHERE, AND VOIDING ITS CORROSIVE SLAVER IN THE FAIR FACE OF ITALY. IT IS BETTER TO LOOK NO FARTHER, ELSE OUR EYES MUST BE RIVETED ON FROZEN
 

CIOUS ANIMAL LEAVES THE IMPRESSION OF ITS BROAD AND HEAVV FOOT ON THE SNOW OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE AND OF THE CAUCASUS. AND IS THIS INDEED ALL THAT EUROPE HAS BROUGHT FORTH, AFTER SUCH LONG AND PAINFUL THROES? HAS SHE ENDURED HER MARATS, HER ROBESPIERRES, HER BUONAPARTES, FOR THIS? GOD INFLICTED ON THE LATTER OF THESE WRETCHES HIS TWO GREATEST CURSES; UNCONTROLLED POWER AND PERVERTED INTELLECT; AND THEY WERE TWISTED TOGETHER TO MAKE A SCOURGE FOR A NATION WHICH REVELLED IN EVERY CRIME, BUT ABOVE ALL IN CRUELTY. IT WAS INSUFFICIENT. SHE IS NOW UNDERGOING FROM A WEAKER HAND A MORE IGNOMINIOUS PUNISHMENT, PURSUED BY THE DERISION OF EUROPE. TO SAVE HER HONOUR, SHE PRETENDED TO ADMIRE THE COURAGE THAT DECIMATED HER CHILDREN: TO SAVE HER HONOUR, SHE NOW PRETENDS TO ADMIRE THE WISDOM THAT IMPRISONS THEM. CUNNING IS NOT WISDOM; PREVARICATION IS NOT POLICY; AND (NOVEL AS THE NOTION IS, IT IS EQUALLY TRUE) ARMIES ARE NOT STRENGTH: ACRE AND WATERLOO SHOW IT, AND THE FLAMES OF THE KREMLIN AND THE SOLITUDES OF FONTAINEBLEAU. ONE HONEST MAN, ONE WISE MAN, ONE PEACEFUL MAN, COMMANDS A HUNDRED MILLIONS, WITHOUT A BATON AND WITHOUT A CHARGER. HE WANTS NO FORTRESS TO PROTECT HIM: HE STANDS HIGHER THAN ANT CITADEL CAN RAISE HIM, BRIGHTLY CONSPICUOUS TO THE MOST DISTANT NATIONS, GOD’S SERVANT BY ELECTION, GOD’S IMAGE BY BENEFICENCE.
 

WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.
 

IT is hardly to be expected that ladies and gentlemen will leave on a sudden their daily promenade, skirted by Turks and shepherds and knights and plumes and palfreys, of the finest Tunbridge manufacture, to look at these rude frescoes, delineated on an old wall high up, and sadly weak in coloring. As in duty bound, we can wait. The reader (if there should be one) will remember that Sculpture and Painting have never ceased to be occupied with the scenes and figures which we venture once more to introduce in poetry, it being our belief that what is becoming in two of the Fine Arts is not quite unbecoming in a third, the one which indeed gave birth to them.
 
  


I. THRASYMEDES AND EUNÔE.
 

WHO will away to Athens with me? who
Loves choral songs and maidens crown’d with flowers,
Unenvious? mount the pinnace; hoist the sail.
I promise ye, as many as are here,
Ye shall not, while ye tarry with me, taste
From unrinsed barrel the diluted wine
Of a low vineyard or a plant ill-pruned,
But such as anciently the Ægean isles
Pour’d in libation at their solemn feasts:
And the same goblets shall ye grasp, embost
With no vile figures of loose languid boors,
But such as Gods have lived with and have led.
The sea smiles bright before us. What white sail
Plays yonder? what pursues it? Like two hawks
Away they fly. Let us away in time
To overtake them. Are they menaces
We hear? And shall the strong repulse the weak,
Enraged at her defender? Hippias!
Art thou the man. ’Twas Hippias. He had found
His sister borne from the Cecropian port
By Thrasymedes. And reluctantly?
Ask, ask the maiden; I have no reply.
“Brother! — O brother Hippias! — O, if love,
If pity, ever toucht thy breast, forbear!
Strike not the brave, the gentle, the beloved,
My Thrasymedes, with his cloak alone
Protecting his own head and mine from harm.”
“Didst thou not once before,” cried Hippias,
Regardless of his sister, hoarse with wrath
At Thrasymedes, “didst not thou, dog-eyed,
Dare, as she walkt up to the Parthenon,
On the most holy of all holy days,
In sight of all the city, dare to kiss
Her maiden cheek?”
“Ay, before all the Gods,
Ay, before Pallas, before Artemis,
Ay, before Aphrodite, before Here,
I dared; and dare again. Arise, my spouse!
Arise! and let my lips quaff purity
From thy fair open brow.”
 

The sword was up,
And yet he kist her twice. Some God withheld
The arm of Hippias; his proud blood seeth’d slower
And smote his breast less angrily; he laid
His hand on the white shoulder, and spake thus.
“Ye must return with me. A second time
Offended, will our sire Peisistratos
Pardon the affront? Thou shouldst have askt thyself
This question ere the sail first flapt the mast.”
“Already thou hast taken life from me;
Put up thy sword,” said the sad youth, his eyes
Sparkling; but whether love or rage or grief
They sparkled with, the Gods alone could see.
Peiræeus they re-entered, and their ship
Drove up the little waves against the quay,
Whence was thrown out a rope from one above,
And Hippias caught it. From the virgin’s waist
Her lover dropt his arm, and blusht to think
He had retain’d it there in sight of rude
Irreverent men: he led her forth, nor spake.
Hippias walkt silent too, until they reacht
The mansion of Peisistratos her sire.
Serenely in his sternness did the prince
Look on them both awhile: they saw not him,
For both had cast their eyes upon the ground.
“Are these the pirates thou hast taken, son?”
Said he. “Worse, father! worse than pirates they,
Who thus abuse thy patience, thus abuse
Thy pardon, thus abuse the holy rites
Twice over.”
 

“Well hast thou performed thy duty,”
Firmly and gravely said Peisistratos.
“Nothing then, rash young man! could turn thy heart
From Eunôe, my daughter?”
 

“Nothing, sir,
Shall ever turn it. I can die but once
And love but once. O Eunoe! farewell!”
“Nay, she shall see what thou canst bear for her.”
“O father! shut me in my chamber, shut me
In my poor mother’s tomb, dead or alive,
But never let me see what he can bear;
I know how much that is, when borne for me.”
“Not yet: come on. And lag not thou behind,
Pirate of virgin and of princely hearts!
Before the people and before the Goddess
Thou hadst evinced the madness of thy passion,
And now wouldst bear from home and plenteousness,
To poverty and exile, this my child.”
Then shuddered Thrasymedes, and exclaim’d,
“I see my crime: I saw it not before.
The daughter of Peisistratos was born
Neither for exile nor for poverty,
Ah! nor for me!” He would have wept, but one
Might see him, and weep worse. The prince unmoved
Strode on, and said, “To-morrow shall the people,
All who beheld thy trespasses, behold
The justice of Peisistratos, the love
He bears his daughter, and the reverence
In which he holds the highest law of God.”
He spake; and on the morrow they were one.
 
  


II. DRIMÀCOS.
 

In Crete reign’d Zeus and Minos; and there sprang
From rocky Chios (but more years between)
 

Homer. Ah! who near Homer’s side shall stand?
A slave, a slave shall stand near Homer’s side.
Come from dark ages forth, come, Drimacos!
O gems of Ocean, shining here and there
Upon his vest of ever-changeful green,
Richer are ye than wide-spred continents,
Richer in thoughtful men and glorious deeds.
Drimacos was a slave; but Liberty
By him from Slavery sprang, as day from night.
Intolerable servitude o’erran
The isle of Chios. They whose sires had heard
The blind man, and the muse who sat beside,
Constant, as was the daughter to the king
Of Thebes, and comforting his sunless way,
Yea, even these bore stones within their breasts,
Buying by land or capturing by sea,
And torturing limbs fashioned like their own,
Limbs like the Gods’ they all fell down before.
But Zeus had from Olympus lookt oblique,
Then breath’d into the breasts of suffering slaves
Heroic courage and heroic strength,
And wisdom for their guidance and support.
Drimacos he appointed to coerce
The pride of the enslaver, and to free
All those who labored and were heavy-laden
With griefs, not even by the avenging Gods
Inflicted, wrongs which men alone inflict
On others, when their vices have scoopt out
A yoke far more opprobrious for themselves.
From field to field the clang of arms was heard;
Fires from the rocks and the hill-tops by night
Collected all the valiant, all the young,
Female and male, stripling and suckling babe,
By mother (then most fond) not left behind.
But many were o’ertaken; many dropt
Faint by the road; thirst, hunger, terror, seiz’d
Separate their prey. Among the fugitives,
In the most crowded and the narrowest path
That led into the thickets on the hill,
Was Amymone with her infant boy,
 

Eiarinos. She pray’d the Gods, nor pray’d
Inaudible, although her voice had fail’d.
On Drimacos she call’d by name; he heard
The voice; he turn’d his head, and cried aloud:
“Comrades! take up you infant from the arms
That sink with it; and help the mother on.”
Far in advance was he; all urged amain;
All minded their own household, nor obey’d.
But he rusht back amid them till he reacht
The mother, who had fallen under-foot,
Trampled, but not relinquishing her hold.
Scarcely was space to stoop in, yet he stoopt
And rais’d what feebly wail’d among men’s legs,
And placed it on his head, that the fresh air
Might solace it: soon it began to play,
To pat the hair of some, of some the eyes,
Unconscious that its mother’s soul had fled.
The dust rose lower, for the sultry day
Was closing, and above shone Hesperus
 

Alone. On mossy banks within the brake
The men threw down their weapons snatcht in haste,
Impenetrable woods received their flight,
And shelter’d and conceal’d them from pursuit.
There many years they dwelt; nor only there,
But also in the plains and in the towns
Fought they, and overthrew the wealthier race,
And drove their cattle off and reapt their grain.
Drimacos, strong in justice, strong in arms,
Prompt, vigilant, was everywhere obey’d.
He proffer’d the proud Chiots, half-subdued,
Repression of invaders, in return
For their repression of invaders too,
And corn and wine and oil enough for all,
And homed victims to avenger Zeus.
But plenteousness and sloth relaxt his hold
Upon a few, men yearning to partake
The vices of a city: murmurs rose
And reacht the ear of Drimacos, and reacht
The wealthy towns and their impatient lords.
Rewards were offered for the leader’s head,
And askt perhaps ere offered. When he found
Ingratitude so nigh and so alert,
He listened calmly to the chiefs around,
His firm defenders; then replied:
“My friends!
Already in the days of youth ye watcht
Over the common-weal, but now your eyes
And mine too want repose. Fear not for me,
But guard yourselves. The Gods who placed me here
Call me away, not you.”
 

They heard, and went,
 

Sorrowing. Then call’d he unto him the youth
Eiarinos, who two whole years had fought
Beside him, and fought well.
 

“Eiarinos!
I may have saved thy life (’tis said I did)
In infancy: it now behoves me, boy,
To give thee substance such as parents give.
Alas! ’tis wanting: nought is in the house
Save arms, as thou well knowest; but those men
Who left me now, had talkt with thee before,
And there are marks along thy cheek which tears
Leave upon maiden’s cheeks, not upon men’s.
Eiarinos spake not, but threw his arms
Around his guardian’s neck and shook with grief.
“Thou shalt not be quite destitute, my son!”
Said he, “Thou knowest what reward awaits
Him who shall bring my head within the town.
Here! strike! let never traitor grasp the gold.”
Forward he held the hilt and lowered his brow.
“Bequeathest thou to parricidal hand,
O father! that accursed gold?” cried he,
And ran against the portal, blind with tears.
But the calm man now caught his arm, and said,
“Delay may bring on both what comes for one.
Inevitable is my death: at least
Promise me this one thing, Eiarinos,
And I release thee: swear that, when I die,
Thou wilt, against all adversaries, bear
My head to those who seek it, pledge of peace.”
Calmer, but sobbing deep, the youth replied,
“When Zeus the liberator shall appoint
The pastor of the people to depart,
His will be done! if such be his and thine.”
He lowered his eyes in reverence to the earth;
And Drimacos then smote into his breast
The unaccepted sword. The pious youth
Fell overpowered with anguish, nor arose
Until the elders, who had gone, return’d.
They comforted the orphan, and implored
He would perform the duty thus enjoined.
Nor Muse, nor Memory her mother, knows
The sequel: but upon the highest peak
Of Chios is an altar of square stone
Roughened by time, and some believe they trace
In ancient letters, cubit-long, the words
Drimacos and Eiarinos and Zeus,
 
  


III. THERON AND ZOE.
 

Zoe. Changed? very true, O Theron, I am changed.
 

Theron. It would at least have been as merciful
To hold a moment back from me the briar
You let recoil thus sharply on my breast.
Not long ago, not very long, you own’d
With maiden blushes, which became your brow
Better than corn-flower, or that periwinkle
Train’d round it by a very careful hand,
A long while trimming it (no doubt) and proud
Of making its blue blossom laugh at me.
 

Zoe. I could laugh too. What did I own? It seems
(It was so little) you have quite forgot.
 

Theron. That, since we sate together day by day,
And walkt together, sang together, none
Of earliest, gentlest, fondest, maiden friends
Loved you as formerly. If one remained
Dearer to you than any of the rest,
You could not wish her greater happiness..
 

Zoe. Than what?
 

Theron. I think you never could have said it..
I must have dreamt it..
 

Zoe. Tell me then your dream.
 

Theron. I thought you said.. nay, I will swear you said..
More than one heard it.. that you could not wish
The nearest to your heart more perfect joy
Than Theron’s love.
 

Zoe. Did I?
 

Theron. The Gods in heaven
Are witnesses, no less than woodland Gods,
That you did say it. O how changed! no word,
No look, for Theron now!
 

Zoe. Girls often say
More than they mean: men always do.
Therm, — By Pan!
Who punishes with restless nights the false,
Hurling the sleeper down the precipice
Into the roaring gulph, or letting loose
Hounds, wolves, and tigers after him, his legs
Meanwhile tied not quite close, but just apart,
In withy bands.. by him I swear, my tongue,
Zoe! can never utter half my love.
Retract not one fond word.
Zoe, — I must retract
The whole of those.
Theron, — And leave me most unblest!
Zoe, I know not.
Theron, — Heed not, rather say. Farewell.
Zoe, Farewell I will not call you back again.
Go, Theron! hatred soon will sear your wound.
Therm, Falsehood I hate: I can not hate the false.
Zoe, Never? Then scorn her.
Theron, — I can scorn myself,
And will; for others are preferr’d to me;
The untried to the tried.
 

Zoe. You said farewell.
 

Theron. Again I say it.
 

Zoe. Now I can believe
That you, repeating it, indeed are gone.
Yet seem you standing where you stood before.
Hath Pan done this? Pan, who doth such strange things.
 

Theron. Laugh me to scorn: derision I deserve:
But let that smile. O let it be less sweet!
Sorrowful let me part, but not insane.
 

Zoe. I know some words that charm insanity
Before it can take hold.
 

Theron. Speak them; for now
Are they most wanted.
 

Zoe. I did say, ’tis true,
If on this solid earth friend dear enough
Remain’d to me, that Theron is the youth
I would desire to bless her.
 

Theron. To avoid
My importunity; to hear no more
The broken words that spoilt our mutual song,
The sobs that choakt my flute, the humidity
(Not from the lip) that gurgled on the stops.
 

Zoe. I would avoid them all; they troubled me.
 

Theron. Now then, farewell.
 

Zoe. I will do all the harm
I can to any girl who hopes to love you;
Nor shall you have her.
 

Theron. Vain and idle threat!
Zoe, So, Theron! you would love then once again
 

Theron. Never; were love as possible and easy..
 

Zoe. As what?
Theron — As death.
 

Zoe. O Theron! once indeed
I said the words which then so flatter’d you,
And now so pain you. Long before my friends
Left me through envy of your fondness for me,
No, not the dearest of them could I bear
To see beloved by you. False words I spake,
Not knowing then how false they were.
 

Theron. Speak now
One that shall drown them all.
 

Zoe. My voice is gone.
Why did you kiss me, if you wisht to hear it?
 
  


IV.TO CORINTH.
 

Queen of the double sea, beloved of him
Who shakes the world’s foundations, thou hast seen
Glory in all her beauty, all her forms;
Seen her walk back with Theseus when he left
The bones of Sciron bleaching to the wind,
Above the ocean’s roar and cormorant’s flight,
So high that vastest billows from above
Show but like herbage waving in the mead;
Seen generations throng thy Isthmian games,
And pass away; the beautiful, the brave,
And them who sang their praises. But, O Queen,
Audible still, and far beyond thy cliffs,
As when they first were utter’d, are those words
Divine which praised the valiant and the just;
And tears have often stopt, upon that ridge
So perilous, him who brought before his eye
The Colchian babes. “Stay! spare him! save the last!
Medea! Is that blood? again! it drops
From my imploring hand upon my feet!
I will invoke the Eumenides no more,
I will forgive thee, bless thee, bend to thee
In all thy wishes, do but thou, Medea,
Tell me, one lives.”
“And shall I too deceive?”
Cries from the fiery car an angry voice;
And swifter than two falling stars descend
Two breathless bodies; warm, soft, motionless,
As flowers in stillest noon before the sun,
They lie three paces from him: such they lie
As when he left them sleeping side by side,
A mother’s arm round each, a mother’s cheeks
Between them, flusht with happiness and love.
He was more changed than they were, doomed to show
Thee and the stranger, how defaced and scarr’d
Grief hunts us down the precipice of years,
And whom the faithless prey upon the last.
To give the inertest masses of our earth
Her loveliest forms, was thine; to fix the Gods
Within thy walls, and hang their tripods round
With fruits and foliage knowing not decay.
A nobler work remains: thy citadel
Invites all Greece: o’er lands and floods remote
Many are the hearts that still beat high for thee:
Confide then in thy strength, and unappall’d
Look down upon the plain, while yokemate kings
Run bellowing where their herdsmen goad them on.
Instinct is sharp in them and terror true,
They smell the floor whereon their necks must lie.
 
  


V. LYSANDER, ALCANOR, PHANÔE.
 

Lysander. Art thou grown hoarse by sitting in the sun
Of early spring, when winds come down adrift
To punish them they find asleep at noon?
Alcanor, Hoarse I am not, but I am tired of song,
Therefore do I retire, where, without pipe,
The goat-foot God brought all the nymphs to sit
Half-way up Mænalos. If she I love
Will follow me, I swear to thee by him,
Bitter to those who slight him or forswear,
Thou shalt hear something sweet, do thou but stay.
 

Lysander. Lysander well can stay, do thou but sing,
 

Alcanor. But not unless a Nymph or Nymph-like maid
Will listen.
 

Lyzander. Here comes Phanoe. Thou art pale.
Sing: Phanoe! bid him sing.
 

Phanoe. By Artemis!
I bade him never more repeat my name,
And if he disobeys me...
 

Lysander. Hush! ‘twere ill
To call down vengeance upon those who love:
And he hath sworn by Pan that he will sing
If thou wilt follow him up Mænalos.
 

Phanoe. He may snatch off my slipper while I kneel
To Pan, upon the stone so worn aslant
That it is difficult to kneel upon
Without my leaving half a slipper loose.
Little cares he for Pan: he scarcely fears
That other, powerfuller and terribler,
To whom more crowns are offered than to Zeus,
Or any God beside, and oftener changed.
In spring we garland him with pointed flowers,
Anemone and crocus and jonquil,
And tender hyacinth in clustering curls;
Then with sweet-breathing mountain strawberry;
Then pear and apple blossom, promising
(If he is good) to bring the fruit full-ripe,
Hanging it round about his brow, his nose,
Down even to his lips. When autumn comes,
His russet vine-wreath crackles under grapes:
Some trim his neck with barley, wheat, and oat;
Some twine his naked waist with them: and last
His reverend head is seen and worshipt through
Stiff narrow olive-leaves, that last till spring.
Say, ought I not to fear so wild a boy,
Who fears not even him! but once has tried
By force to make me pat him, after prayers?
How fierce then lookt the God! and from above
How the club reddened, as athirst for blood!
Yet, fearing and suspecting the audacious,
Up Mænalos I must, for there my herd
Is browsing on the thorn and citisus
At random.
 

Lysander. He hath not endured thy frown,
But hurries off.
 

Phanoe. And let him.
 

Lysander. Captious Pan
On one or other may look evil-eyed.
 

Phanoe. I mind my Goddess, let him mind his God.
Away she went, and as she went she sang.
Brief cries were heard ere long, faint and more faint.
Pan! was it thou? was it thou, Artemis?
Frolicsome kids and hard goats glassy-eyed
Alone could tell the story, had they speech.
The maiden came not hack: but, after rites
Due to the goat-foot God, the pious youth
Piped shrilly forth and shook off all his woe.
 
  


VI. HYPERBION.
 

Hyperbion was among the chosen few
Of Phoebus; and men honored him awhile,
Honoring in him the God. But others sang
As loudly; and the boys as loudly cheer’d.
Hyperbion (more than bard should be) was wroth,
And thus he spake to Phoebus: “Hearest thou,
O Phoebus! the rude rabble from the field,
Who swear that they have known thee ever since
Thou feddest for Admetus his white bull?”
“I hear them,” said the God. “Seize thou the first,
And haul him up above the heads of men,
And thou shalt hear them shout for thee as pleas’d.”
Headstrong and proud Hyperbion was: the crown
Of laurel on it badly cool’d his brow:
So, when he heard them singing at his gate,
While some with flints cut there the rival’s name,
Rushing he seized the songster at their head:
The songster kickt and struggled hard, in vain.
Hyperbion claspt him round with arm robust,
And with the left a hempen rope uncoil’d,
Whereon already was a noose: it held
The calf until its mother’s teat was drawn
At mom and eve; and both were now afield.
With all his strength he pull’d the wretch along,
And haul’d him up a pine-tree, where he died.
But one night, not long after, in his sleep
He saw the songster: then did he beseech
Apollo to enlighten him, if perchance
In what he did he had done aught amiss.
“Thou hast done well, Hyperbion!” said the God,
“As I did also to one Marsyas
Some years ere thou wert born: but better ‘twere
If thou hadst understood my words aright,
For those around may harm thee, and assign
As reason that thou wentest past the law.
My meaning was that thou shouldst hold him up
In the high places of thy mind, and show
Thyself the greater by enduring him.”
Downcast Hyperbion stood: but Phoebus said
“Be of good cheer, Hyperbion! if the rope
Is not so frayed but it may hold thy calf,
The greatest harm is, that, by hauling him,
Thou hast chafed, sorely, sorely, that old pine;
And pine-tree bark will never close again.”
 
  


VII. ICARIOS AND ERIGONÈ.
 

Improvident were once the Attic youths,
As (if we may believe the credulous
And testy) various youths have been elsewhere.
But truly such was their improvidence,
Ere Pallas in compassion was their guide,
They never stowed away the fruits of earth
For winter use; nor knew they how to press
Olive or grape: yet hospitality
Sate at the hearth, and there was mirth and song.
Wealthy and generous in the Attic land,
Icarios! wert thou; and Erigonè,
Thy daughter, gave with hearty glee the milk,
Buzzing in froth beneath unsteddy goat,
To many who stopt near her; some for thirst,
And some to see upon its back that hand
So white and small and taper, and await
Until she should arise and show her face.
The father wisht her not to leave his house,
Nor she to leave her father; yet there sued
From all the country round both brave and rich.
Some, nor the wealthier of her wooers, drove
Full fifty slant-brow’d kingly-hearted swine,
Reluctant ever to be led aright,
Race autocratical, autochthon race,
Lords of the woods, fed by the tree of Jove.
Some had three ploughs; some had eight oxen; some
Had vines, on oak, on maple, and on elm,
In long and straight and gleamy avenues,
Which would have tired you had you reacht the end
Without the unshapen steps that led beyond
Up the steep hill to where they lean d on poles.
Yet kind the father was, and kind the maid.
And now when winter blew the chaff about,
And hens pursued the grain into the house,
Quarrelsome and indignant at repulse,
And rushing back again with ruffled neck,
They and their brood; and kids blinkt at the brand,
And bee-nosed oxen with damp nostrils, lowered
Against the threshold, stampt the dogs away;
Icarios, viewing these with thoughtful mind,
Said to Erigonè, “Not scantily
The Gods have given us these birds and these
Short-bleating kids, and these loose-hided steers.
The Gods have given: to them will we devote
A portion of their benefits, and bid
The youths who love and honor us partake:
So shall their hearts, and so shall ours, rejoice.”
The youths were bidden to the feast: the flesh
Of kid and crested bird was plentiful;
The steam hung on the rafters, where were nail’d
Bushes of savory herbs, and figs and dates;
And yellow-pointed pears sent down long stalks
Through nets wide-mesht, work of Erigonè
When night was long and lamp yet unsupplied.
Choice grapes Icarios had; and these, alone
Of all men in the country, he preserv’d
For festive days; nor better day than this
To bring them from beneath his reed-thatcht roof.
He mounted the twelve stairs with hearty pride,
And soon was heard he, breathing hard: he now
Descended, holding in both arms a cask,
Fictile, capacious, bulging: cork-tree bark
Secured the treasure; wax above the mouth,
And pitch above the wax. The pitch he brake,
The wax he scraped away, and laid them by.
Wrenching up carefully the cork-tree bark,
A hum was heard. “What! are there bees within?”
Euphorbas cried. “They came then with the grapes,”
Replied the elder, and pour’d out clear juice
Fragrant as flowers, and wrinkled husks anon.
“The ghosts of grapes!” cried Phanor, fond of jokes
Within the house, but ever abstinent
Of such as that in woodland and alone,
Where any sylvan God might overhear.
No few were sadden’d at the ill-omen’d word,
But sniffing the sweet odour, bent their heads,
Tasted, sipt, drank, ingurgitated: fear
Flew from them all, joy rusht to every breast,
Friendship grew warmer, hands were join’d, vows sworn.
From cups of every size, from cups two-ear’d,
From ivy-twisted and from smooth alike,
They dash the water, they pour in the wine,
(For wine it was) until that hour unseen.
They emptied the whole cask, and they alone;
For both the father and the daughter sate
Enjoying their delight. But when they saw
Flusht faces, and when angry words arose
As one more fondly glanced against the cheek
Of the fair maiden on her seat apart,
And she lookt down, or lookt another way
Where other eyes caught hers, and did the like,
Sadly the sire, the daughter fearfully,
Upon each other fixt wide-open eyes.
This did the men remark, and, bearing signs
Different, as were their tempers, of the wine,
But feeling each the floor reel under him,
Each raging with more thirst at every draught,
Acastor first (sidelong his step) arose,
Then Phanor, then Antyllos:
“Zeus above
Confound thee, cursed wretch!” aloud they cried,
“Is this thy hospitality? must all
Who love thy daughter perish at a blow?
Not at a blow, but like the flies and wasps.”
Madness had seiz’d them all. Erigonè
Ran out for help: what help? Before her sprang
Mœra, and howl’d and barkt, and then return’d,
 

Presaging. They had dragg’d the old man out
And murder’d him. Again flew Mœra forth,
Faithful, compassionate, and seized her vest,
And drew her where the body lay, unclosed
The eyes, and rais’d toward the stars of heaven.
Raise thine, for thou hast heard enough, raise thine
And view Bootes bright among those stars,
Brighter the Virgin: Moera too shines there.
But where were the Eumenides? Repress
Thy anger. If the clear calm stars above
Appease it not, and blood must flow for blood,
Listen, and hear the sequel of the tale.
Wide-seeing Zeus lookt down; as mortals knew
By the woods bending under his dark eye,
And huge towers shuddering on the mountain-top,
And stillness in the valley, in the wold,
And over the deep waters all round earth.
He lifted up his arm, but struck them not
In their abasement: by each other’s blow
They fell; some suddenly; but more beneath
The desperate gasp of long-enduring wounds.
 
  


VIII. THE HAMADRYAD.
 

Rhaicos was born amid the hills wherefrom
Guidos the light of Caria is discern’d,
And small are the white-crested that play near,
And smaller onward are the purple waves.
Thence festal choirs were visible, all crown’d
With rose and myrtle if they were inborn;
If from Pandion sprang they, on the coast
Where stem Athenè rais’d her citadel,
Then olive was entwined with violets
Cluster’d in bosses, regular and large;
For various men wore various coronals,
But one was their devotion; ’twas to her
Whose laws all follow, her whose smile withdraws
The sword from Ares, thunderbolt from Zeus,
And whom in his chill caves the mutable
Of mind, Poseidon, the sea-king reveres,
And whom his brother, stubborn Dis, hath pray’d
To turn in pity the averted cheek
Of her he bore away, with promises,
Nay, with loud oath before dread Styx itself,
To give her daily more and sweeter flowers
Than he made drop from her on Enna’s dell.
Rhaicos was looking from his father’s door
At the long trains that hastened to the town
From all the valleys, like bright rivulets
Gurgling with gladness, wave outrunning wave,
And thought it hard he might not also go
And offer up one prayer, and press one hand,
He knew not whose. The father call’d him in
And said, “Son Rhaicos! those are idle games;
Long enough I have lived to find them so.”
And here he ended, sighing.. as old men do
Always, to think how idle such games are.
“I have not yet” thought Rhaicos in his heart,
And wanted proof.
 

“Suppose thou go and help
Echion at the hill, to bark you oak
And lop its branches off, before we delve
About the trunk and ply the root with axe:
This we may do in winter.”
 

Rhaicos went;
For thence he could see farther, and see more
Of those who hurried to the city-gate.
Echion he found there, with naked arm
Swart-hair’d, strong-sinew’d, and his eyes intent
Upon the place where first the axe should fall:
He held it upright. “There are bees about,
Or wasps, or hornets,” said the cautious eld,
“Look sharp, O son of Thallinos!” The youth
Inclined his ear, afar, and warily,
And cavern’d in his hand. He heard a buzz
At first, and then the sound grew soft and clear,
And then divided into what seem’d tune,
And there were words upon it, plaintive words.
He turn’d, and said, “Echion! do not strike
That tree: it must he hollow; for some God
Speaks from within. Come thyself near.” Again
Both turn’d toward it: and behold! there sat
Upon the moss below, with her two palms
Pressing it, on each side, a maid in form.
Downcast were her long eyelashes, and pale.
Her cheek, but never mountain-ash display’d
Berries of colour like her lip so pure,
Nor were the anemones about her hair
Soft, smooth, and wavering like the face beneath.
“What dost thou here?” Echion, half-afraid,
Half-angry, cried. She lifted up her eyes,
But nothing spake she. Rhaicos drew one step
Backward, for fear came likewise over him,
But not such fear: he panted, gaspt, drew in
His breath, and would have turn’d it into words,
But could not into one.
 

“O send away
That sad old man!” said she. The old man went
Without a warning from his master’s son,
Glad to escape, for sorely he now fear d,
And the axe shone behind him in their eyes.
 

Ham. And wouldst thon too shed the most innocent
Of blood? no vow demands it; no God wills
The oak to bleed.
 

Rhaicos. Who art thou? whence? why here?
And whither wouldst thou go? Among the robed
In white or saffron, or the hue that most
Resembles dawn or the clear sky, is none
Array’d as thou art. What so beautiful
As that gray robe which clings about thee close,
Like moss to stones adhering, leaves to trees,
Yet lets thy bosom rise and fall in turn,
As, toucht by zephyrs, fall and rise the boughs
Of graceful platan by the river-side.
 

Hamadryad. Lovest thou well thy father’s house?
 

Rhaicos. Indeed
I love it, well I love it, yet would leave
For thine, where’er it be, my father’s house,
With all the marks upon the door, that show
My growth at every birthday since the third,
And all the charms, o’erpowering evil eyes,
My mother nail’d for me against my bed,
And the Cydonian how (which thou shalt see)
Won in my race last spring from Eutychos.
 

Hamadryad. Bethink thee what it is to leave a home
Thou never yet hast left, one night, one day.
 

Rhaicos. No, ’tis not hard to leave it; ’tis not hard
To leave, O maiden, that paternal home,
If there he one on earth whom we may love
First, last, for ever; one who says that she
Will love for ever too. To say which word,
Only to say it, surely is enough..
It shows such kindness.. if ‘twere possible
We at the moment think she would indeed.
 

Hamadryad. Who taught thee all this folly at thy age?
 

Rhaicos. I have seen lovers and have learnt to love.
 

Hamadryad. But wilt thou spare the tree?
 

Rhaicos. My father wants
The bark; the tree may hold its place awhile.
 

Ham. Awhile? thy father numbers then my days?
 

Rhaicos. Are there no others where the moss beneath
Is quite as tufty? Who would send thee forth
Or ask thee why thou tarriest? Is thy flock
Anywhere near?
 

Hamadryad. I have no flock: I kill
Nothing that breathes, that stirs, that feels the air,
The sun, the dew. Why should the beautiful
(And thou art beautiful) disturb the source
Whence springs all beauty? Hast thou never heard
Of Hamadryads?
 

Rhaicos. Heard of them I have:
Tell me some tale about them. May I sit
Beside thy feet? Art thou not tired? The herbs
Are very soft; I will not come too nigh;
Do but sit there, nor tremble so, nor doubt.
Stay, stay an instant: let me first explore
If any acorn of last year be left
Within it; thy thin robe too ill protects
Thy dainty limbs against the harm one small
Acorn may do. Here’s none. Another day
Trust me: till then let me sit opposite.
 

Hamadryad. I seat me; be thou seated, and content.
 

Rhaicos. O sight for gods! Te men below! adore
The Aphrodite. Is she there below?
Or sits she here before me? as she sate
Before the shepherd on those highths that shade
The Hellespont, and brought his kindred woe.
 

Ham. Reverence the higher Powers; nor deem amiss
Of her who pleads to thee, and would repay..
Ask not how much.. but very much. Rise not:
No, Rhaicos, no! Without the nuptial vow
Love is unholy. Swear to me that none
Of mortal maids shall ever taste thy kiss,
Then take thou mine; then take it, not before.
 

Rhaicos. Hearken, all gods above! O Aphrodite!
O Here! let my vow be ratified!
But wilt thou come into my father’s house?
 

Hamadryad. Nay: and of mine I cannot give thee part.
 

Rhaicos. Where is it?
 

Hamadryad. In this oak.
 

Rhaicos. Ay; now begins
The tale of Hamadryad: tell it through.
 

Hamadryad. Pray of thy father never to cut down
My tree; and promise him, as well thou mayst,
That every year he shall receive from me
More honey than will buy him nine fat sheep,
More wax than he will burn to all the gods.
Why fallest thou upon thy face? Some thorn
May scratch it, rash young man! Rise up; for shame!
 

Rhaicos. For shame I can not rise. O pity me!
I dare not sue for love.. but do not hate!
Let me once more behold thee. not once more,
But many days: let me love on. unloved!
I aimed too high: on my own head the holt
Falls hack, and pierces to the very brain.
 

Hamadryad. Go. rather go, than make me say I love.
 

Rhaicos. If happiness is immortality,
(And whence enjoy it else the gods above?)
I am immortal too: my vow is heard.
Hark! on the left. Nay, turn not from me now,
I claim my kiss.
 

Hamadryad. Do men take first, then claim?
Do thus the seasons run their course with them?
Her lips were seal’d; her head sank on his breast.
’Tis said that laughs were heard within the wood:
But who should hear them?.. and whose laughs? and why?
Savoury was the smell and long past noon,
Thallinos! in thy house; for marjoram
Basil and mint, and thyme and rosemary,
Were sprinkled on the kid’s well roasted length,
Awaiting Rhaicos. Home he came at last,
Not hungry, but pretending hunger keen,
With head and eyes just o’er the maple plate.
“Thou seest but badly, coming from the sun,
Boy Rhaicos!” said the father. “That oak’s bark
Must have been tough, with little sap between;
It ought to run; but it and I are old.”
Rhaicos, although each morsel of the bread
Increast by chewing, and the meat grew cold
And tasteless to his palate, took a draught
Of gold-bright wine, which, thirsty as he was,
He thought not of, until his father fill’d
The cup, averring water was amiss,
But wine had been at all times pour’d on kid..
It was religion.
He, thus fortified,
Said, not quite boldly, and not quite abasht,
“Father, that oak is Jove’s own tree: that oak
Year after year will bring thee wealth from wax
And honey. There is one who fears the gods
And the gods love. that one.”
(He blusht, nor said
What one)
“has promist this, and may do more.
Thou hast not many moons to wait until
The bees have done their best: if then there come
Nor wax nor honey, let the tree be hewn.”
“Zeus hath bestow’d on thee a prudent mind,”
Said the glad sire: “but look thou often there,
And gather all the honey thou canst find
In every crevice, over and above
What has been promist; would they reckon that?”
Rhaicos went daily; and the nymph as oft,
 

Invisible. To play at love, she knew,
Stopping its breathings when it breathes most soft,
Is sweeter than to play on any pipe.
She play’d on his: she fed upon his sighs:
They pleased her when they gently waved her hair,
Cooling the pulses of her purple veins,
And when her absence brought them out, they pleased.
Even among the fondest of them all,
What mortal or immortal maid is more
Content with giving happiness than pain?
One day he was returning from the wood
Despondently. She pitied him, and said
“Come back!” and twined her fingers in the hem
Above his shoulder. Then she led his steps
To a cool rill that ran o’er level sand
Through lentisk and through oleander, there
Bathed she his feet, lifting them on her lap
When bathed, and drying them in both her hands.
He dared complain; for those who most are loved
Most dare it; but not harsh was his complaint.
“O thou inconstant!” said he, “if stem law
Bind thee, or will, stronger than sternest law,
O, let me know henceforward when to hope
The fruit of love that grows for me but here.”
He spake; and pluckt it from its pliant stem.
“Impatient Rhaicos! why thus intercept
The answer I would give? There is a bee
Whom I have fed, a bee who knows my thoughts
And executes my wishes: I will send
That messager. If ever thou art false,
Drawn by another, own it not, but drive
My bee away: then shall I know my fate,
 

And. for thou must be wretched. weep at thine.
But often as my heart persuades to lay
Its cares on thine and throb itself to rest,
Expect her with thee, whether it be mom
Or eve, at any time when woods are safe.”
 

Day after day the Hours beheld them blest,
And season after season: years had past,
Blest were they still. He who asserts that Love
Ever is sated of sweet things, the same
Sweet things he fretted for in earlier days,
Never, by Zeus! loved he a Hamadryad.
 

The nights had now grown longer, and perhaps
The Hamadryads find them lone and dull
Among their woods; one did, alas! She called
Her faithful bee: ’twas when all bees should sleep,
And all did sleep but hers. She was sent forth
To bring that light which never wintry blast
Blows out, nor rain nor snow extinguishes,
The light that shines from loving eyes upon
Eyes that love hack, till they can see no more.
 

Rhaicos was sitting at his father’s hearth:
Between them stood the table, not o’erspred
With fruits which autumn now profusely bore,
Nor anise-cakes, nor odorous wine; but there
The draft-board was expanded; at which game
Triumphant sat old Thallinos; the son
Was puzzled, vext, discomfited, distraught.
A buzz was at his ear: up went his hand,
And it was heard no longer. The poor bee
Return’d (but not until the mom shone bright)
And found the Hamadryad with her head
Upon her aching wrist, and show’d one wing
Half-broken off, the other’s meshes marr’d,
And there were bruises which no eye could see
Saving a Hamadryad’s.
At this sight
Down fell the languid brow, both hands fell down,
A shriek was carried to the ancient hall
Of Thallinos: he heard it not; his son
Heard it, and ran forthwith into the wood.
No hark was on the tree, no leaf was green,
The trunk was riven through. From that day forth
Nor word nor whisper sooth’d his ear, nor sound
Even of insect wing: but loud laments
The woodmen and the shepherds one long year
Heard day and night; for Rhaicos would not quit
The solitary place, but moan’d and died.
 

Hence milk and honey wonder not, O guest,
To find set duly on the hollow stone.
 
  


IX. ACON AND RHODOPE; OR, INCONSTANCY.
 

The Year’s twelve daughters had in turn gone by,
Of measured pace tho’ varying mien all twelve,
Some froward, some sedater, some adorn’d
For festival, some reckless of attire.
The snow had left the mountain-top; fresh flowers
Had withered in the meadow; fig and prune
Hung wrinkling; the last apple glow’d amid
Its freckled leaves; and weary oxen blinkt
Between the trodden com and twisted vine,
Under whose hunches stood the empty crate,
To creak ere long beneath them carried home.
This was the season when twelve months before,
O gentle Hamadryad, true to love!
Thy mansion, thy dim mansion in the wood
Was blasted and laid desolate: but none
Dared violate its precincts, none dared pluck
The moss beneath it, which alone remain’d
Of what was thine.
Old Thallinos sat mute
In solitary sadness. The strange tale
(Not until Rhaicos died, but then the whole)
Echiou had related, whom no force
Gould ever make look back upon the oaks.
The father said “Echion! thou must weigh,
Carefully, and with steddy hand, enough
(Although no longer comes the store as once!)
Of wax to burn all day and night upon
That hollow stone where milk and honey lie:
So may the Gods, so may the dead, be pleas’d!”
Thallinos bore it thither in the mom,
And lighted it and left it.
 

First of those
Who visited upon this solemn day
The Hamadryad’s oak, were Rhodope
And Aeon; of one age, one hope, one trust.
Graceful was she as was the nymph whose fate
She sorrowed for: he slender, pale, and first
Lapt by the flame of love: his father’s lands
Were fertile, herds lowed over them afar.
Now stood the two aside the hollow stone
And lookt with stedfast eyes toward the oak
Shivered and black and bare.
“May never we
Love as they loved!” said Aeon. She at this
Smiled, for he said not what he meant to say,
And thought not of its bliss, but of its end.
He caught the flying smile, and blusht, and vow’d
Nor time nor other power, whereto the might
Of love hath yielded and may yield again,
Should alter his.
 

The father of the youth
Wanted not beauty for him, wanted not
Song, that could lift earth’s weight from off his heart,
Discretion, that could guide him thro’ the world,
Innocence, that could clear his way to heaven;
Silver and gold and land, not green before
The ancestral gate, but purple under skies
Bending far off, he wanted for his heir.
Fathers have given life, but virgin heart
They never gave; and dare they then controll
Or check it harshly? dare they break a bond
Girt round it by the holiest Power on high?
Aeon was grieved, he said, grieved bitterly,
But Aeon had complied. ’twas dutiful!
Crush thy own heart, Man! Man! but fear to wound
The gentler, that relies on thee alone,
By thee created, weak or strong by thee;
Touch it not but for worship; watch before
Its sanctuary; nor leave it till are closed
The temple-doors and the last lamp is spent.
Rhodope, in her soul’s waste solitude,
Sate mournful by the dull-resounding sea,
Often not hearing it, and many tears
Had the cold breezes hardened on her cheek.
Meanwhile he sauntered in the wood of oaks,
Nor shun’d to look upon the hollow stone
That held the milk and honey, nor to lay
His plighted hand where recently ’twas laid
Opposite hers, when finger playfully
Advanced and pusht back finger, on each side.
He did not think of this, as she would do
If she were there alone.
 

The day was hot;
The moss invited him; it cool’d his cheek,
It cool’d his hands; he thrust them into it
And sank to slumber. Never was there dream
Divine as his. He saw the Hamadryad.
She took him by the arm and led him on
Along a valley, where profusely grew
The smaller lilies with their pendent bells,
And, hiding under mint, chill drosera,
The violet shy of butting cyclamen,
The feathery fern, and, browser of moist banks,
Her offspring round her, the soft strawberry;
The quivering spray of ruddy tamarisk,
The oleander’s light-hair’d progeny
Breathing bright freshness in each other’s face,
And graceful rose, bending her brow, with cup
Of fragrance and of beauty, boon for Gods.
The fragrance fill’d his breast with such delight
His senses were bewildered, and he thought
He saw again the face he most had loved.
He stopt: the Hamadryad at his side
Now stood between; then drew him farther off:
He went, compliant as before: but soon
Verdure had ceast: altho’ the ground was smooth,
Nothing was there delightful. At this change
He would have spoken, but his guide represt
All questioning, and said,
“Weak youth! what brought
Thy footstep to this wood, my native haunt,
My life-long residence? this bank, where first
I sate with him.. the faithful (now I know,
Too late!) the faithful Rhaicos. Haste thee home;
Be happy, if thou canst; but come no more
Where those whom death alone could sever, died.
He started up: the moss whereon he slept
Was dried and withered: deadlier paleness spred
Over his cheek; he sickened: and the sire
Had land enough; it held his only son.
 
  


X. SOPHOCLES TO POSEIDON.
 

The colours of thy waves are not the same
Day after day, Poseidon! nor the same
The fortunes of the land wherefrom arose
Under thy trident the brave friend of man.
Wails have been heard from women, sterner breasts
Have sounded with the desperate pang of grief,
Grey hairs have strown these, rocks: here Ægeus cried,
“O Sun! careering over Sipylus,
If desolation (worse than ever there
Befell the mother and those heads her own
Would shelter when the deadly darts flew round)
Impend not o’er my house in gloom so long,
Let one swift cloud illumin’d by thy chariot
Sweep off the darkness from that doubtful sail.”
 

Deeper and deeper came the darkness down;
The sail itself was heard; his eyes grew dim;
His knees tottered beneath him, but availed
To bear him till he plunged into the deep.
 

Sound, fifes! there is a youthfulness of sound
In your shrill voices: sound again, ye lips
That Mars delights in. I will look no more
Into the time behind for idle goads
To stimulate faint fancies: hope itself
Is bounded by the starry zone of glory.
On one bright point we gaze, one wish we breathe.
 

Athens!’ be ever as thou art this hour,
Happy and strong, a Pericles thy guide.
 
  


XI. ENALLOS AND CYMODAMEIA.
 

A vision came o’er three young men at once,
A vision of Apollo: each had heard
The same command; each followed it; all three
Assembled on one day before the God
In Lycia, where he gave his oracle.
Bright shone the morning; and the birds that build
Their nests beneath the column-heads of fanes
And eaves of humbler habitations, dropt
From under them and wheel’d athwart the sky,
When, silently and reverently, the youths
Marcht side by side up the long steps that led
Toward the awful God who dwelt within.
Of those three youths fame hath held fast the name
Of one alone; nor would that name survive
Unless Love had sustain’d it, and blown off
With his impatient breath the mists of time.
“Ye come,” the God said mildly, “of one will
To people what is desert in the isle
Of Lemnos. But strong men possess its shores;
Nor shall you execute the brave emprize
Unless, on the third day from going forth,
To him who rules the waters ye devote
A virgin, cast into the sea alive.”
They heard, and lookt in one another’s face,
And then bent piously before the shrine
With prayer and praises and thanksgiving hymn,
And, after a short silence, went away,
Taking each other’s hand and swearing truth,
Then to the ship in which they came, return’d.
Two of the youths were joyous, one was sad;
Sad was Enallos; yet those two by none
Were loved; Enallos had already won
Cymodameia, and the torch was near.
By night, by day, in company, alone,
The image of the maiden fill’d his breast
To the heart’s brim. Ah! therefore did that heart
So sink within him.
 

They have sail’d; they reach
Their home again. Sires, matrons, maidens, throng
The plashing port, to watch the gather’d sail,
And who springs first and farthest upon shore.
Enallos came the latest from the deck.
Swift ran the rumour what the God had said,
And fearful were the maidens, who before
Had urged the sailing of the youths they loved,
That they might give their hands, and have their homes,
And nurse their children; and more thoughts perhaps
Led up to these, and even ran before.
But they persuaded easily their wooers
To sail without them, and return again
When they had seiz’d the virgin on the way.
Cymodameia dreamt three nights, the three
Before their fresh departure, that her own
Enallos had been cast into the deep,
And she had saved him. She alone embarkt
Of all the maidens, and unseen by all,
And hid herself before the break of day
Among the cloaks and fruits piled high aboard.
But when the noon was come, and the repast
Was call’d for, there they found her. Not quite stern,
But more than sad, Enallos lookt upon her.
Forebodings shook him: hopes rais’d her, and love
Warm’d the clear cheek while she wiped off the spray.
Kindly were all to her and dutiful;
And she slept soundly mid the leaves of figs
And vines, and far as far could be apart.
Now the third mom had risen, and the day
Was dark, and gusts of wind and hail and fogs
Perplext them: land they saw not yet, nor knew
Where land was lying. Sudden lightnings blazed,
Thunder-claps rattled round them. The pale crew
Howl’d for the victim. “Seize her, or we sink.”
O maid of Pindus! I would linger here
To lave my eyelids at the nearest rill,
For thou hast made me weep, as oft thou hast,
Where thou and I, apart from living men,
And two or three crags higher, sate and sang.
Ah! must I, seeing ill my way, proceed?
And thy voice too, Cymodameia! thine
Comes back upon me, helpless as thyself
In this extremity. Sad words! sad words!
“O save me! save! Let me not die so young!
Loving you so! Let me not cease to see you?”
Thou claspedest the youth who would have died
To have done less than save thee. Thus he prayed.
“O God! who givest light to all the world,
Take not from me what makes that light most blessed
Grant me, if ’tis forbidden me to save
This hapless helpless sea-devoted maid,
To share with her (and bring no curses up
From outraged Neptune) her appointed fate!”
They wrung her from his knee; they hurl’d her down
(Clinging in vain at the hard slippery pitch)
Into the whitening wave. But her long hair
Scarcely had risen up again, before
Another plunge was heard, another form
Clove the strait line of bubbling foam, direct
As ringdove after ringdove. Groans from all
Burst, for the roaring sea ingulpht them both.
Onward the vessel flew; the skies again
Shone bright, and thunder roll’d along, not wroth,
But gently murmuring to the white-wing’d sails.
Lemnos at close of evening was in sight.
The shore was won; the fields markt out; and roofs
Collected the dun wings that seek house-fare;
And presently the ruddy-bosom’d guest
Of winter, knew the doors: then infant cries
Were heard within; and lastly, tottering steps
Pattered along the image-stationed hall.
Ay, three full years had come and gone again,
And often, when the flame on windy nights
Suddenly flicker’d from the mountain-ash
Piled high, men pusht almost from under them
The bench on which they talkt about the dead.
Meanwhile beneficent Apollo saw
With his bright eyes into the sea’s calm depth,
And there he saw Enallos, there he saw
 

Cymodameia. Gravely- glad some light
Environed them with its eternal green:
And many nymphs sate round: one blew aloud
The spiral shell; one drew bright chords across
Shell more expansive; tenderly a third
With cowering lip hung o’er the flute, and stopt
At will its dulcet sob, or waked to joy;
A fourth took up the lyre and pincht the strings,
Invisible by trembling: many rais’d
Clear voices. Thus they spent their happy hours.
I know them all; but all with eyes downcast,
Conscious of loving, have entreated me
I would not utter now their names above.
Behold, among these natives of the sea
There stands but one young man: how fair! how fond
Ah! were he fond to them! It may not be!
Yet did they tend him mom and eve; by night
They also watcht his slumbers: then they heard
His sighs, nor his alone; for there were two
To whom the watch was hateful. In despair
Upward he rais’d his arms, and thus he prayed.
“O Phœbus! on the higher world alone
Showerest thou all thy blessings? Great indeed
Hath been thy favour to me, great to her;
But she pines inly, and calls beautiful
More than herself the Nymphs she sees around,
And asks me ‘Are they not more beautiful?’
Be all more beautiful, be all more blest,
But not with me! Release her from the sight;
Restore her to a happier home, and dry
With thy pure beams, above, her bitter tears!”
She saw him in the action of his prayer,
Troubled, and ran to soothe him. From the ground,
Ere she had claspt his neck, her feet were borne.
He caught her robe; and its white radiance rose
Rapidly, all day long, through the green sea.
Enallos loost not from that robe his grasp,
But spann’d one ancle too. The swift ascent
Had stunn’d them into slumber, sweet, serene,
Invigorating her, nor letting loose
The lover’s arm below; albeit at last
It closed those eyes intently fixt thereon,
And stil as fixt in dreaming, Both were cast
Upon an island till’d by peaceful men
And few..no port nor road accessible,.
Fruitful and green as the abode they left,
And warm with summer, warm with love and song.
’Tis said that some, whom most Apollo loves,
Have seen that island, guided by his light;
And others have gone near it, but a fog
Rose up between them and the lofty rocks;
Yet they relate they saw it quite as well,
And shepherd-boys and credulous hinds believe
 
  


XII. THE DEATH OF ARTEMIDORA.
 

“Artemidora! Gods invisible,
While thou art lying faint along the couch,
Have tied the sandal to thy slender feet
And stand beside thee, ready to convey
Thy weary steps where other rivers flow.
Refreshing shades will waft thy weariness
Away, and voices like thy own come near
And nearer, and solicit an embrace.”
Artemidora sigh’d, and would have prest
The hand now pressing her’s, but was too weak.
Iris stood over her dark hair unseen
While thus Elpenor spake. He lookt into
Eyes that had given light and life erewhile
To those above them, but now dim with tears
And wakefulness. Again he spake of joy
 

Eternal. At that word, that sad word, joy,
Faithful and fond her bosom heav’d once more:
Her head fell back: and now a loud deep sob
Swell’d thro’ the darken’d chamber; ’twas not hers.
 
  


XIII. MENELAUS AND HELEN AT TROY.
 

An old attendant deprecates and intercepts his vengeance.
 

Men. Out of my way! Off! or my sword may smite thee,
Heedless of venerable age. And thou,
Fugitive! stop. Stand, traitress, on that stair..
Thou mountest not another, by the Gods!
Now take the death thou meritest, the death
Zeus who presides o’er hospitality,
And every other god whom thou hast left,
And every other who abandons thee
In this accursed city, sends at last.
Turn, vilest of vile slaves! turn, paramour
Of what all other women hate, of cowards,
Turn, lest this hand wrench back thy head, and toss
It and its odours to the dust and flames.
 

Helen. Welcome the death thou promisest! Not fear
But shame, obedience, duty, make me turn.
 

Menelaus. Duty! false harlot!
 

Helen. Name too true! severe
Precursor to the blow that is to fall,
It should alone suffice for killing me.
 

Menelaus. Ay, weep: he not the only one in Troy
Who wails not on this day. its last.. the day
Thou and thy crimes darken with dead on dead.
 

Helen. Spare! spare! O let the last that falls be me!
There are but young and old.
Menelaus, — There are but guilty
Where thou art, and the sword strikes none amiss.
Hearest thou not the creeping blood buzz near
Like flies? or wouldst thou rather hear it hiss
Louder, against the flaming roofs thrown down
Wherewith the streets are pathless? Ay, but vengeance
Springs over all; and Nemesis and Atè
Drove back the flying ashes with both hands.
I never saw thee weep till now: and now
There is no pity in thy tears. The tiger
Leaves not her young athirst for the first milk,
As thou didst. Thine could scarce have claspt thy knee
If she had felt thee leave her.
 

Helen. O my child!
My only one! thou livest: ’tis enough;
Hate me, abhor me, curse me. these are duties..
Call me but Mother in the shades of death!
She now is twelve years old, when the bud swells
And the first colours of uncertain life
Begin to tinge it.
Menelaus (aside). Can she think of home?
Hers once, mine yet, and sweet Hermione’s!
Is there one spark that cheer’d my hearth, one left,
For thee, my last of love!
 

Scorn, righteous scorn
Blows it from me. but thou mayst. never, never.
Thou shalt not see her even there. The slave
On earth shall scorn thee, and the damn’d below.
 

Helen. Delay not either fate. If death is mercy,
Send me among the captives; so that Zeus
May see his offspring led in chains away,
And thy hard brother, pointing with his sword
At the last wretch that crouches on the shore,
Cry, “She alone shall never sail for Greece!”
 

Menelaus. Hast thou more words?
 

Her voice is musical
As the young maids who sing to Artemis:
How glossy is that yellow braid my grasp
Seiz’d and let loose! Ah! can then years have past
Since but the children of the Gods, like them,
Suffer not age.
 

Helen! speak honestly,
And thus escape my vengeance.. was it force
That bore thee off?
 

Helen. It was some evil God.
 

Menelaus. Helping that hated man?
 

Helen. How justly hated!
 

Menelaus. By thee too?
 

Helen. Hath he not made thee unhappy?
O do not strike.
 

Menelaus. Wretch!
 

Helen. Strike, but do not speak.
 

Menelaus. Lest thou remember me against thy will.
 

Helen. Lest I look up and see you wroth and sad,
Against my will; O! how against my will
They know above, they who perhaps can pity.
 

Menelaus. They shall not save thee.
 

Helen. Then indeed they pity
 

Menelaus. Prepare for death.
 

Helen. Not from that hand: ’twould pain you.
 

Mendaus. Touch not my hand. Easily dost thou drop it!
 

Helen. Easy are all things, do but thou command.
 

Menelaus. Look up then.
 

Helen. To the hardest proof of all
I am now hidden: bid me not look up.
 

Menelaus. She looks as when I led her on behind
The torch and fife, and when the blush o’ersprad
Her girlish face at tripping in the myrtle
On the first step before the wreathed gate.
Approach me. Fall not on thy knees.
 

Helen. The hand
That is to slay me, best may slay me thus.
I dare no longer see the light of heaven,
Nor thine.. alas! the light of heaven to me.
 

Menelaus. Follow me.
She holds out both arms. and now
Drops them again. She comes. Why stoppest thou?
 

Helen. O Menelaus! could thy heart know mine,
As once it did. for then did they converse,
Generous the one, the other not unworthy..
Thou wouldst find sorrow deeper even than guilt.
 

Menelaus. And must I lead her by the hand again?
Nought shall persuade me. Never. She draws back..
The true alone and loving sob like her.
Come, Helen! — [He takes her hand.
 

Helen. Oh! let never Greek see this!
Hide me from Argos, from Amyclai hide me,
Hide me from all.
 

Menelaus. Thy anguish is too strong
For me to strive with.
 

Helen. Leave it all to me.
 

Menel. Peace! peace! The wind, I hope, is fair for Sparta.
 
  


XIV. CHRYSAOR.
 

Come, I beseech ye, Muses! who, retired
Deep in the shady glens by Helicon,
Yet know the realms of Ocean, know the laws
Of his wide empire, and throughout his court
Know every Nymph, and call them each by name;
Who from your sacred mountain see afar
O’er earth and heaven, and hear and memorise
The crimes of men and counsels of the Gods;
Sing of those crimes and of those counsels, sing
Of Gades sever’d from the fruitful main,
And what befell, and from what mighty hand,
Chrysaor, wielder of the golden sword.
’Twas when the high Olympus shook with fear,
Lest all his temples, all his groves, be crusht
By Pelion piled on Ossa: but the sire
Of mortals and immortals waved his arm
Around, and all below was wild dismay:
Again; ’twas agony: again; ’twas peace.
Chrysaor stil in Gades tarrying,
Hurl’d into ether, tinging, as it flew,
With sudden fire the clouds round Saturn’s throne,
No pine surrendered by retreating Pan,
Nor ash, nor poplar pale: but swoln with pride
Stood towering from the citadel; his spear
One hand was rested on, and one with rage
Shut hard, and firmly fixt against his side;
His frowning visage, flusht with insolence,
Rais’d up oblique to heaven. “O thou,” he cried,
“Whom nations kneel to, not whom nations know,
Hear me, and answer, if indeed thou canst,
The last appeal I deign thee or allow.
Tell me, and quickly, why should I adore,
Adored myself by millions? why invoke,
Invoked with all thy attributes? Men wrong
By their prostrations, prayers, and sacrifice,
Either the gods, their rulers, or themselves:
But flame and thunder fright them from the Gods;
Themselves they can not, dare not, they are ours;
Us, dare they, can they, us? But triumph, Jove!
Man for one moment hath engaged his lord,
Henceforth let merchants value him, not kings.
No! lower thy scepter, and hear Atrobal,
And judge aright to whom men sacrifice.
‘My children,’ said the sage and pious priest,
‘Mark there the altar! though the fumes aspire
Twelve cubits ere a nostril they regale,
’Tis myrrh for Titans, ’tis but air for Gods.’
Time changes, Nature changes, I am changed!
Fronting the furious luster of the sun,
I yielded to his piercing swift-shot beams
Only when quite meridian, then abased
These orbits to the ground, and there survey’d
My shadow: strange and horrid to relate!
My very shadow almost disappear’d!
Restore it, or by earth and hell I swear
With blood enough will I refascinate
The cursed incantation: thou restore,
And largely; or my brethren, all combined,
Shall rouse thee from thy lethargies, and drive
Far from thy cloud-soft pillow, minion-prest,
Those leering lassitudes that follow Love.”
 

The smile of disappointment and disdain
Sat sallow on his pausing lip half-closed;
But, neither headlong importunity
Nor gibing threat of reed-propt insolence
Let loose the blast of vengeance: heaven shone bright,
And proud Chrysaor spurn’d the prostrate land.
But the triumphant Thunderer, now mankind
(Criminal mostly for enduring crimes)
Provoked his indignation, thus besought
His trident-sceptered brother, triton-borne.
“O Neptune! cease henceforward to repine.
They are not cruel, no; the Destinies
Intent upon their loom, unoccupied
With aught beyond its moody murmuring sound,
Will neither see thee weep nor hear thee sigh:
And wherefore weep, O Neptune, wherefore sigh!
Ambition? ’tis unworthy of a God,
Unworthy of a brother! I am Jove,
Thou Neptune: happier in uncitied realms,
In coral hall or grotto samphire-ceil’d,
Amid the song of Nymphs and ring of shells
Thou smoothest at thy will the pliant wave
Or liftest it to heaven. I also can
Whatever best beseems me, nor for aid
Unless I loved thee, Neptune, would I call.
Though absent, thou bast heard and hast beheld
The profanation of that monstrous race,
That race of earth-born giants; one survives;
The rapid-footed Rhodan mountain-rear d
Beheld the rest defeated; stil remain
Scatter’d throughout interminable fields,
Sandy and sultry, and each hopeless path
Choakt up with crawling briars and bristling thorns,
The flinty trophies of their foul disgrace.
Chrysaor, wielder of the golden sword,
Stil hails as brethren men of stouter heart,
But, wise confederate, shuns Phlegræan fields.
No warrior he, yet who so fond of war,
Unfeeling, scarce ferocious; flattery’s dupe,
He fancies that the gods themselves are his;
Impious, but most in prayer. Now re-assert
Thy friendship, raise thy trident, strike the rock,
Sever him from mankind.” Then thus replied
The Nymph-surrounded monarch of the main.
“Empire bemoan I not, however shared,
Nor Fortune frail, nor stubborn Fate, accuse:
No! mortals I bemoan! when Avarice,
Ploughing these fruitless furrows, shall awake
The basking Demons and the dormant Crimes,
Horrible, strong, resistless, and transform
Meekness to Madness, Patience to Despair.
What is Ambition? what but Avarice?
But Avarice in richer guise array’d,
Stalking erect, loud-spoken, lion-mien’d,
Her brow uncrost by care, but deeply markt,
And darting downward ‘twixt her eyes hard-lasht
The wrinkle of command. Could ever I
So foul a fiend, so fondly too, caress?
Judge me not harshly, judge me by my deeds.”
 

Though seated then on Afric’s further coast,
Yet sudden at his voice, so long unheard,
(For he had grieved and treasured up his grief)
With short kind greeting meet from every side
The Triton herds, and warm with melody
The azure concave of their curling shells.
Swift as an arrow, as the wind, as light,
He glided through the deep, and now arrived,
Lept from his pearly beryl-studded car.
Earth trembled: the retreating tide, black-brow’d,
Gather’d new strength, and rushing on, assail’d
The promontory’s base: but when the God
Himself, resistless Neptune, struck one blow,
Rent were the rocks asunder, and the sky
Was darken’d with their fragments ere they fell.
Lygeia vocal, Zantho yellow-hair’d,
Spio with sparkling eyes, and Berôe
Demure, and sweet lone, youngest-born,
Of mortal race, but grown divine by song.
Had he seen playing round her placid neck
The sunny circles, braidless and unbound,
O ! who had call’d them boders of a storm!
These, and the many sister Nereids,
Forgetful of their lays and of their loves,
All unsuspicious of the dread intent,
Stop suddenly their gambols, and with shrieks
Of terror plunge amid the closing wave;
Yet, just above, one moment more appear
Their darken’d tresses floating in the foam.
Thrown prostrate on the earth, the Sacrilege
Rais’d up his head astounded, and accurst
The stars, the destinies, the gods; his breast
Panted from consternation and dismay,
And pride untoward on himself o’erthrown.
From his distended nostrils issued gore
At intervals, with which his wiry locks,
Huge arms, and bulky bosom, shone beslimed:
And thrice he call’d his brethren, with a voice
More dismal than the blasts from Phlegethon
Below, that urge along ten-thousand ghosts
Wafted loud-wailing o’er the fiery tide.
But answer heard he none: the men of might
Who gather’d round him formerly, the men
Whom frozen at a frown, a smile revived,
Were far: enormous mountains interposed,
Nor ever had the veil-hung pine out-spred
O’er Tethys then her wandering leafless shade:
Nor could he longer under winter stars
Suspend the watery journey, nor repose
Whole nights on Ocean’s billowy restless bed;
No longer, bulging through the tempest, rose
That bulky bosom; nor those oarlike hands,
Trusted ere mortal’s keenest ken conceived
The bluest shore, threw back opposing tides.
Shrunken mid brutal hair his violent veins
Subsided, yet were hideous to behold
As dragons panting in the noontide brake.
At last, absorbing deep the breath of heaven,
And stifling all within his deadly grasp,
Struggling and tearing up the glebe to turn,
And from a throat that, as it throbb’d and rose,
Seem’d shaking ponderous links of dusky iron,
Uttering one anguish-forced indignant groan,
Fired with infernal rage, the spirit flew.
Nations of fair Hesperia! lo o’erthrown
Your peace-embracing war-inciting king!
Ah! thrice twelve years and longer ye endured,
Without one effort to rise higher, one hope
That heaven would wing the secret shaft aright,
The abomination: hence ’twas Jove’s command
That many hundred, many thousand more,
Freed from one despot, yet from one unfreed,
Ye crouch unblest at Superstition’s feet.
Her hath he sent among ye; her the pest
Of men below and curse of Gods above:
Hers are the last worst tortures they inflict
On all who bend to any king but them.
Born of Sicanus in the vast abyss
Where never light descended, she survived
Her parent; he omnipotence defied,
But thunderstruck fell headlong from the clouds;
She, though the radiant ether overpower’d
Her eyes, accustom’d to the gloom of night,
And quencht their lurid orbs, Religion’s helm
Assuming, vibrated her Stygian torch,
Til thou, Astræa! though behind the sire’s
Broad egis, trembledst on thy heavenly throne.
 
  


XV. IPHIGENEIA AND AGAMEMNON.
 

Iphigeneia, when she heard her doom
At Aulis, and when all beside the king
Had gone away, took his right-hand, and said,
“O father! I am young and very happy.
I do not think the pious Calchas heard
Distinctly what the Goddess spake. Old-age
Obscures the senses. If my nurse, who knew
My voice so well, sometimes misunderstood
While I was resting on her knee both arms
And hitting it to make her mind my words,
And looking in her face, and she in mine,
Might not he also hear one word amiss,
Spoken from so far off, even from Olympus?”
The father placed his cheek upon her head,
And tears dropt down it, but the king of men
Replied not. Then the maiden spake once more.
“O father! sayst thou nothing? Hear’st thou not
Me, whom thou ever hast, until this hour,
Listen’d to fondly, and awaken’d me
To hear my voice amid the voice of birds,
When it was inarticulate as theirs,
And the down deadened it within the nest?”
He moved her gently from him, silent stil,
And this, and this alone, brought tears from her,
Altho’ she saw fate nearer: then with sighs,
“I thought to have laid down my hair before
Benignant Artemis, and not have dimm’d
Her polisht altar with my virgin blood;
I thought to have selected the white flowers
To please the Nymphs, and to have askt of each
By name, and with no sorrowful regret,
Whether, since both my parents will’d the change,
I might at Hymen’s feet bend my clipt brow;
And (after these who mind us girls the most)
Adore our own Athena, that she would
Regard me mildly with her azure eyes.
But, father! to see you no more, and see
Your love, O father! go ere I am gone
Gently he moved her off, and drew her back,
Bending his lofty head far over her’s,
And the dark depths of nature heaved and burst.
He turn’d away; not far, but silent stil.
She now first shudder’d; for in him, so nigh,
So long a silence seem’d the approach of death,
And like it. Once again she rais’d her voice.
“O father! if the ships are now detain’d,
And all your vows move not the Gods above,
When the knife strikes me there will be one prayer
The less to them: and purer can there be
Any, or more fervent than the daughter’s prayer
For her dear father’s safety and success?”
A groan that shook him shook not his resolve.
An aged man now enter’d, and without
One word, stept slowly on, and took the wrist
Of the pale maiden. She lookt up, and saw
The fillet of the priest and calm cold eyes.
Then turn’d she where her parent stood, and cried
“O father! grieve no more: the ships can sail.”
 
  


XVI. THE DEATH OF CLYTEMNESTRA.
 

ORESTES AND ELECTRA.
 

Electra. Pass on, my brother! she awaits the wretch,
Dishonorer, despoiler, murderer...
None other name shall name him... she awaits
As would a lover..
Heavenly Gods! what poison
O’erflows my lips!
Adultress! husband-slayer!
Strike her, the tigress!
Think upon our father..
Give the sword scope.. think what a man was he,
How fond of her! how kind to all about,
That he might gladden and teach us.. how proud
Of thee, Orestes! tossing thee above
His joyous head and calling thee his crown.
Ah! boys remember not what melts our hearts
And marks them evermore!
Bite not thy lip,
Nor tramp as an unsteddy colt the ground,
Nor stare against the wall, but think again
How better than all fathers was our father.
 

Go..
 

Orestes. Loose me then! for this white hand, Electra,
Hath fastened upon mine with fiercer grasp
Than mine can grasp the sword.
 

Electra. Go, sweet Orestes!
I knew not I was holding thee.. Avenge him!
(Alone.) How he sprang from me!
Sure, he now has reacht
The room before the bath..
The bath-door creaks!
It hath creakt thus since he.. since thou, O father!
Ever since thou didst loosen its strong valves,
Either with all thy dying weight, or strength
Agonised with her stabs..
What plunge was that?
Ah me!
. What groans are those?
Orestes (returning.) — They sound through hell
Rejoicing the Eumenides.
She slew
Our father; she made thee the scorn of slaves;
Me (son of him who ruled this land and more)
She made an outcast...
Would I had been so
For ever! ere such vengeance...
 

Electra. O that Zeus
Had let thy arm fall sooner at thy side
Without those drops! list! they are audible..
For they are many.. from the sword’s point falling,
And down from the mid blade!
Too rash Orestes!
Couldst thou not then have spared our wretched mother?
 

Orestes. The Gods could not.
 

Electra. She was not theirs, Orestes.
 

Orestes..And didst not thou..
 

Electra. ’Twas I, ’twas I, who did it;
Of our unhappiest house the most unhappy!
Under this roof, by every God accurst,
There is no grief, there is no guilt, but mine.
 

Orestes. Electra! no!
’Tis now my time to suffer..
Mine be, with all its pangs, the righteous deed.
 
  


XVII. THE MADNESS OF ORESTES.
 

ORESTES AND ELECTRA.
 

Orestes. Heavy and murderous dreams, O my Electra,
Have dragged me from myself.
Is this Mycenai?
Are we... are all who should be... in our house?
Living? unhurt? our father here? our mother?
Why that deep gasp? for ’twas not sigh nor groan.
She then...’.twas she who fell! when? how? beware!
No, no, speak out at once, that my full heart
May meet it, and may share with thee in all..
In all... but that one thing.
It was a ‘dream.
We may share all.
They live? both live?:
O say it!
 

Electra. The Gods have placed them from us, and there rolls
Between us that dark river...
 

Orestes. Blood! blood! blood!
I see it roll; I see the hand above it,
Imploring; I see her.
Hiss me not back,
Ye snake-hair’d maids! I will look on; I will
Hear the words gurgle thro’ that cursed stream,
And catch that hand.. that hand..which slew my father!
It can not be.... how could it slay my father?
Death to the slave who spoke it!... slay my father!
It tost me up to him to earn a smile,
And was a smile then such a precious boon,
And royal state and proud affection nothing?
Ay, and thee too, Electra, she once taught ‘
To take the sceptre from him at the door..
Not the bath-door, not the bath-door, mind that!..
And place it in the vestibule, against
The spear of Pallas, where it used to stand.
Where is it now? methinks I missed it there.
How we have trembled to be seen to move it!
Both looking up, lest that stern face should frown
Which always gazed on Zeus right opposite.
O! could but one tear more fall from my eyes,
It would shake off those horrid visages
And melt them into air.
I am not yours,
Fell Goddesses! A just and generous Power,
A bright-hair’d God, directed me.
And thus
Abased is he whom such a God inspired!
(After a pause.)
Into whose kingdom went they? did they go
Together?
 

Electra. Oh! they were not long apart.
 

Orestes. I know why thou art pale; I know whose head
Thy flower-like hands have garlanded; I know
For whom thou hast unbraided all thy love.
He well deserves it.... he shall have it all.
Glory and love shall crown thee, my brave sister!
 

Electra. I am not she of Sparta. Let me live
(If live I must, Orestes!) not unnamed
Nor named too often. Speak no more of love,
Ill-omen’d and opprobrious in this house..
A mother should have had, a father had it,
O may a brother let it dwell with him,
Unchangeable, unquestioned, solitary,
Strengthened and hallowed in the depths of grief!
Gaze not so angrily.. I dare not see thee,
I dare not look where comfort should be found.
 

Orestes. I dare and do behold them all day long,
And, were that face away so like my mother’s,
I would advance and question and compell them..
They hear me and they know it.
 

Electra. Hear me too,
Ye mighty ones! to me invisible!
And spare him I spare him! for without the Gods
He wrought not what he wrought: And are not ye
Partakers of their counsels and their power?
O spare the son of him whom ye and they
Sent against Ilion, to perform your will
And bid the rulers of the earth be just.
 

Orestes. And dare they frighten thee too? frighten thee?
And bend thee into prayer?
Off, hateful eyes!
Look upon me, not her.
Ay, thus; ’tis well.
Cheer, cheer thee, my Electra!
I am strong,
Stronger than ever.. steel, fire, adamant..
But can not bear thy brow upon my neck,
Can not bear these wild writhings, these loud sobs.
By all the Gods! I think thou art half-mad...
I must away.. follow me not.. stand there!
 
  


XVIII. THE PRAYER OF ORESTES.
 

Orestes. O king Apollo! God Apollo! God
Powerful to smite and powerful to preserve!
If there is blood upon me, as there seems,
Purify that black stain (thou only canst)
With every rill that bubbles from these caves
Audibly; and come willing to the work.
No; ’tis not they; ’tis blood; ’tis blood again
That bubbles in my ear, that shakes the shades
Of thy dark groves, and lets in hateful gleams,
Bringing me.. what dread sight! what sounds abhorr’d!
What screams! They are my mother’s: ’tis her eye
That through the snakes of those three furies glares,
And makes them hold their peace that she may speak.
Has thy voice bidden them all forth? There slink
Some that would hide away, but must turn back,
And others like blue lightnings bound along
From rock to rock; and many hiss at me
As they draw nearer. Earth, fire, water, all
Abominate the deed the Gods commanded.!
Alas! I come to pray, not to complain;
And lo! my speech is impious as my deed!
 

PRIESTESS OF APOLLO.
 

Take refuge here amid our Delphian shades,
O troubled breast!!
Here the most pious of Mycenai’s maids
Shall watch thy rest
And wave the cooling laurel o’er thy brow,
Nor insect swarm
Shall ever break thy slumbers, nor shalt thou
Start at the alarm
Of boys infesting (as they do) the street
With mocking songs,
Stopping and importuning all they meet,
And heaping wrongs
Upon thy diadem’d and sacred head,
Worse than when base
(Egisthus (shudder not!) his toils outspred
Around thy race.
Altho’ even in this fane the fitful blast
Thou may’st hear roar,
Thy name among our highest rocks shall last
For evermore.
 

Orestes. A calm comes over me: life brings it not
With any of its tides: my end is near.
O Priestess of the purifying God
Receive her! and when she hath closed mine eyes,
Do thon (weep not, my father’s child!) close hers.
 
  


XIX. THE SHADES OF AGAMEMNON AND OF IPHIGENEIA.
 

Iphiyeneia. Father! I now may lean upon your breast,
And you with unreverted eyes will grasp
Iphigeneia’s hand.
We are not shades
Surely! for yours throbs yet.
And did my blood
Win Troy for Greece?
Ah! ’twas ill done to shrink,
But the sword gleam’d so sharp, and the good priest
Trembled, and Pallas frown’d above, severe.
 

Agamemnon. Daughter!
 

Iphigeneia. Beloved father! is the blade
Again to pierce my bosom? ’tis unfit
For sacrifice; no blood is in its veins;
No God requires it here; here are no wrongs
To vindicate, no realms to overthrow.
You are standing as at Aulis in the fane,
With face averted, holding (as before)
My hand; but yours burns not, as then it burn’d;
This alone shows that we are with the Blest,
Nor subject to the sufferings we have borne.
I will win back past kindness.
Tell me then,
Tell how my mother fares who loved me so,
And griev’d, as ‘twere for you, to see me part.
Frown not, but pardon me for tarrying
Amid too idle words, nor asking how
She prais’d us both (which most?) for what we did.
 

Agam. Ye Gods who govern here! do human pangs
Reach the pure soul thus far below? do tears
Spring in these meadows?
 

Iphigeneia. No, sweet father, no..
I could have answered that; why ask the Gods?
 

Agamemnon. Iphigeneia! O my child! the Earth
Has gendered crimes unheard-of heretofore,
And Nature may have changed in her last depths,
Together with the Gods and all their laws.
 

Iph. Father! we must not let you here condemn;
Not, were the day less joyful: recollect
We have no wicked here; no king to judge.
Poseidon, we have heard, with bitter rage
Lashes his foaming steeds against the skies,
And, laughing with loud yell at winged fire
Innoxious to his fields and palaces,
Affrights the eagle from the sceptred hand;
While Pluto, gentlest brother of the three
And happiest in obedience, views sedate
His tranquil realm, nor envies theirs above.
No change have we, not even day for night
Nor spring for summer.
All things are serene,
Serene too be your spirit! None on earth
Ever was half so kindly in his house,
And so compliant, even to a child.
Never was snatcht your robe away from me,
Though going to the council. The blind man
Knew his good king was leading him indoors
Before he heard the voice that marshall’d Greece.
Therefore all prais’d you.
 

Proudest men themselves
In others praise humility, and most
Admire it in the scepter and the sword.
What then can make you speak thus rapidly
And briefly? in your step thus hesitate?
Are you afraid to meet among the good
Incestuous Helen here?
 

Agamemnon. O! Gods of Hell!
 

Iphigeneia. She hath not past the river.
 

We may walk
With our hands linkt nor feel our house’s shame.
 

Agamemnon. Never mayst thou, Iphigeneia, feel it!
Aulis had no sharp sword, thou wouldst exclaim,
Greece no avenger.. I, her chief so late,
Through Erebos, through Elysium, writhe beneath it.
 

Iphigeneia. Come, I have better diadems than those
Of Argos and Mycenai: come away,
And I will weave them for you on the bank.
You will not look so pale when you have walkt
A little in the grove, and have told all
Those sweet fond words the widow sent her child.
 

Agamemnon. O Earth! I suffered less upon thy shores!
(Aside.) The bath that bubbled with my blood, the blows
That spilt it (O worse torture!) must she know?
Ah! the first woman coming from Mycenai
Will pine to pour this poison in her ear,
Taunting sad Charon for his slow advance.
Iphigeneia!
 

Iphigeneia. Why thus turn away?
Calling me with such fondness! I am here,
Father! and where you are, will ever be.
 

Agam. Thou art my child; yes, yes, thou art my child.
All was not once what all now is! Come on,
Idol of love and truth! my child! my child!
(Alone.) Fell woman! ever false! false was thy last
Denunciation, as thy bridal vow;
And yet even that found faith with me! The dirk
Which sever’d flesh from flesh, where this hand rests,
Severs not, as thou boastedst in thy scoffs,
Iphigeneia’s love from Agamemnon:
The wife’s a spark may light, a straw consume,
The daughter’s not her heart’s whole fount hath quencht,
’Tis worthy of the Gods, and lives for ever.
 

Iphigeneia. What spake my father to the Gods above
Unworthy am I then to join in prayer?
If, on the last’, or any day before,
Of my brief course on earth, I did amiss,
Say it at once, and let me be unblest;
But, O my faultless father! why should you?
And shun so my embraces?
 

Am I wild
And wandering in my fondness!
 

We are shades I
Groan not thus deeply; blight not thus the season
Of full-orb’d gladness! Shades we are indeed,
But mingled, let us eel it, with the blest.
I knew it,’ but forgot it suddenly,
Altho’ I felt it all at your approach.
Look on me; smile with me at my illusion..
You are so like what you have ever been
(Except in sorrow!) I might well forget
I could not win you as I used to do.
It was the first embrace since my descent
I ever aim’d at: those who love me live,
Save one, who loves me most, and now would chide me.
 

Agamemnon. We want not, O Iphigeneia, we
Want not embrace, nor kiss that cools the heart
With purity, nor words that more and more
Teach what we know from those we know, and sink
Often most deeply where they fall most light.
Time was when for the faintest breath of thine
Kingdom and life were little.
 

Iphigeneia. Value them
As little now.
 

Agamemnon. Were life and kingdom all!
 

Iph. Ah! by our death many are sad who loved us.
The little fond Electra, and Orestes
So childish and so bold! O that mad boy!
They will be happy too.
Cheer! king of men!
Cheer! there are voices, songs.. Cheer! arms advance.
 

Agam. Come to me, soul of peace! These, these alone,
These are not false embraces.
 

Iphigeneia. Both are happy!
 

Agamemnon. Freshness breathes round me from some breeze above.
What are ye, winged ones! with golden urns?
The Hours, descending.
The Hours. To each an urn we bring.
Earth’s purest gold
Alone can hold
The lymph of the Lethèan spring.
We, son of Atreus! we divide
The dulcet from the bitter tide
That runs athwart the paths of men.
No more our pinions shah thou see.
Take comfort! We have done with thee,
And must away to earth again.
 

(Ascending.)
 

Where thou art, thou
Of braided brow,
Thou cull’d too soon from Argive bow’rs,
Where thy sweet voice is heard among
The shades that thrill with choral song,
None can regret the parted Hours.
 

Chorus of Argives.
 

Maiden! be thou the spirit that breathes
Triumph and joy into our song!
Wear and bestow these amaranth-wreaths,
Iphigeneia! they belong
To none but thee and her who reigns
(Less chaunted) on our bosky plains.
 

Semichorus.
 

Iphigeneia! ’tis to thee
Glory we owe and victory.
Clash, men of Argos, clash your arms
To martial worth and virgin charms.
 

Other Semichorus.
 

Ye men of Argos! it was sweet
To roll the fruits of conquest at the feet
Whose whispering sound made bravest hearts beat fast:
This we have known at home,
But hither we are come
To crown the king who ruled us first and last.
 

Chorus.
 

Father of Argos! king of men!
We chaunt the hymn of praise to thee.
In serried ranks we stand again,
Our glory safe, our country free.
Clash, clash the arms we bravely bore
Against Scamander’s God-defended shore.
 

Semichorus.
 

Blessed art thou who hast repell’d
Battle’s wild fury, Ocean’s whelming foam;
Blessed o’er all, to have beheld
Wife, children, house avenged, and peaceful home!
 

Other Semichorus.
 

We too, thou seest, are now
Among the happy, though the aged brow
From sorrow for us we could not protect,
Nor, on the polisht granite of the well
Folding our arms, of spoils and perils tell,
Nor lift the vase on the lov’d head erect.
 

Semichorus.
 

What whirling wheels are those behind?
What plumes come flaring through the wind,
Nearer and nearer? From his car
He who defied the heaven-born Powers of war
Pelides springs: Dust, dust are we
To him, O king, who bends the knee,
Proud only to be first in reverent praise of thee.
 

Other Semichorus.
 

Clash, clash the arms! None other race
Shall see such heroes face to face.
We too have fought; and they have seen
Nor sea-sand grey nor meadow green
Where Dardans stood against their men..
Clash! Io Pæan! clash again!
Repinings for lost days repress..
The flames of Troy had cheer’d us less.
 

Chorus
 

Hark! from afar more war-steeds neigh,
Thousands o’er thousands rush this way.
Ajax is yonder! ay, behold
The radiant arms of Lycian gold!
Arms from admiring valour won,
Tydeus! and worthy of thy son.
’Tis Ajax wears them now; for he
Rules over Adria’s stormy sea.
 

He threw them to the friend who lost
(By the dim judgment of the host)
Those wet with tears which Thetis gave
The youth most beauteous of the brave.
In vain! the insatiate soul would go
For comfort to his peers below.
-Clash! ere we leave them all the plain,
Clash! Io Pæan! once again!
 
  


XX. CUPID AND PAN.
 

Cupid saw Pan stretcht at full length asleep.
He snatcht the goatskin from the half-covered limbs,
And, now in this place now in that twitcht up
A stiff curv’d hair: meanwhile the slumberer
Blew from his ruddy breast all care about
His flock, all care about the snow, that hung
Only where creviced rocks rose bleak and high,
And felt.. what any cork-tree’s bark may feel.
His hemlock pipe lay underneath his neck:
But even, this the wicked boy stole out,
And unperceived... save that he twinkled once
His hard sharp ear, and laid it down again.
“Jupiter! is there any God” said Love,
“Sluggish as this prick-ear one! verily
Not thy own wife could stir or waken him.”
Between his rosy lips he laid the pipe
And blew it shrilly: that loud sound did wake
The sleeper: up sprang then two ears at once
Above the grass; up sprang the wrathful God
And shook the ground beneath him with his leap.
But quite as quickly and much higher sprang
The audacious boy, deriding him outright.
“Down with those arrows, wicked imp! that bow,
Down with it; then what canst thou do?”
 

“What then,
Pan, I can do, soon shalt thou see.. There! there!”
He spake, and threw them at Pan’s feet: the bow,
The golden bow, sprang up again, and flowers
Cradled the quiver as it struck the earth.
“‘T would shame me.”
 

“In my conflicts shame is none,
Even for the vanquisht: check but wrath: come on:
Come, modest one! close with me, hand to hand.”
Pan rolled his yellow eyes, and suddenly
Snatcht (as a fowler with his net, who fears
To spoil the feathers of some rarer bird)
Love’s slender arm, taunting and teasing him
Nearer and nearer. Then, if ne’er before,
The ruddy color left his face; ’tis said
He trembled too, like one whom sudden flakes
Of snow have fallen on, amidst a game
Of quoits or ball in a warm day of spring.
“Go! go!” the Arcadian cried “and learn respect
To betters, at due distance, and hold back
Big words, that suit such littleness but ill.
Why, anyone (unless thou wert a God)
Would swear thou hast not yet seen thrice five years,
And yet thou urgest nay, thou challengest
Me, even me, quiet, and half-asleep.
Off! or beware the willow-twig, thy due;”
Now shame and anger seized upon the boy;
He raised his stature, and he aim’d a blow
Where the broad hairy breast stood quite exposed
Without the goatskin, swifter than the bird
Of Jove, or than the lightning he has borne.
Wary was the Arcadian, and he caught
The coming fist: it burnt as burns the fire
Upon the altar. The wise elder loost
His hold, and blew upon his open palm
From rounded cheeks a long thin breath, and then
Tried to encompass with both arms the neck
And waist of the boy God; with tremulous pulse
He fain would twist his hard long leg between
The smoother, and trip up, if trip he might,
The tenderer foot, and fit and fit again
The uncertain and insatiate grasp upon
A yielding marble, dazzling eye and brain.
He could not wish the battle at an end,
No, not to conquer; such was the delight;
But glory, ah deceitful glory, seized
(Or somewhat did) one born not to obey.
When Love, unequal to such strength, had nigh
Succumbed, he made one effort more, and caught
The horn above him: he from Arcady
Laught as he tost him up on high: nor then
Forgot the child his cunning. While the foe
Was crying “Yield thee,” and was running o’er
The provinces of conquest, now with one
Now with the other hand, their pleasant change,
Losing and then recovering what they lost,
Love from his wing drew one short feather forth
And smote the eyes devouring him. Then rang
The rivers and deep lakes, and groves and vales
Throughout their windings. Ladon heard the roar
And broke into the marsh: Alphëus heard
Stymphalos, Mænalos (Pan’s far-off home),
Cyllene, Pholôe, Parthenos, who stared
On Tegea’s and Lycæosis affright.
The winged horse who, no long while before,
Was seen upon Parnassus, bold and proud,
Is said (it may be true, it may be false)
To have slunk down before that cry of Pan,
And to have run into a shady cave
With broken spirit, and there lain for years,
Nor once have shaken the Castilian rill
With neigh, or ruffling of that mighty mane.
“Hail, conqueror!” cried out Love: but Pan cried out
Sadder, “Ah never shall I see again
My woodland realm! ah never more behold
The melting snow borne down and rolled along
The whirling brook; nor river full and large,
Nor smooth and purple pebble in the ford,
Nor white round cloud that rolls o’er vernal sky,
Nor the mild fire that Hesper lights for us
To sing by, when the sun is gone to rest.
Woe! woe! the blind have but one place on earth,
And blind am I.. blind, wander where I may!
Spare me! now spare me, Cupid. ’Twas not I
Began the contest; ’tis not meet for me
First to ask peace; peace, peace is all I ask;
Victory well may grant this only boon.”
Then held he out his hand; but knowing not
Whether he held it opposite his foe,
Huge tears ran down both cheeks. Love grew more mild
At seeing this, and said..
 

“Cheer up! behold
A remedy; upon one pact applied,
That thou remove not this light monument
Of my success, but leave it there for me.”
Amaranth was the flower he chose the first;
’Twas brittle and dropt broken; one white rose
(All roses then were white) he softly prest;
Narcissusses and violets took their turn,
And lofty open-hearted lilies their’s,
And lesser ones with modest heads just rais’d
Above the turf, shaking alternate bells.
The slenderest of all myrtle twigs held these
Together, and across both eyes confined.
Smart was the pain they gave him, first applied:
He stampt, he groan’d, he bared his teeth, and heaved
To nostril the broad ridges of his lip.
After a while, however, he was heard
To sing again; and better rested he
Among the strawberries, whose fragrant leaf
Deceives with ruddy hue the searching sight
In its late season: he grew brave enough
To trill in easy song the pliant names
Of half the Dryads; proud enough to deck
His beauty out. down went at last the band.
Renewed were then his sorrow and his shame.
He hied to Paphos: he must now implore
Again his proud subduer. At the gate
Stood Venus, and spake thus.
 

“Why hast thou torn
Our gifts away? No gentle chastisement
Awaits thee now. The bands my son imposed,
He would in time, his own good time, remove.
O goat-foot! he who dares despise our gifts
Rues it at last. Soon, soon another wreath
Shall bind thy brow, and no such flowers be there.”
 
  


XXI. THE ALTAR OF MODESTY.
 

Where turns the traveler from Sparta’s gate
And looks toward Elisis old citadel,
Where the first ford runs with white rill across,
Close by Eurotas was an altar rais’d
To Modesty. ’Twas hither Leda brought
Helen, whom Theseus lately bore away,
And thus reproved her, where none heard beside.
“O daughter! how couldst thou have left thy home,
Thy parents, thy twin-brothers, bright as stars?
With what persuasion could have toucht thy heart
That Theseus? Surely neither bland nor chaste,
Nor even young. Me one more great allured
Among the swans, in semblance of a swan;
Then did that cruel petulant deride,
And more derided he the more I blusht;
Whom when I chided, he assumed a tone
Of grief, and whined and muttered Ah poor thing!
Sad work with Leda! How ashamed was I!
Once I was passing by the wrestler’s ring..
Not very near.. he slanted out his lips
Into a beak-like form; another time
He made short twitters from a hollow reed;
Another, down his shoulders he drew wings
And shook (the wretch!) as any swan might shake.
Bad! but how bad grant Heaven thou hast not known!
Come; here the place is proper; tell me all.”
Then Helen. yet some sighs she first breath’d forth...
“If the false guest who ran away with me
Was very bad, Pirithous was worse;
For he had talkt and sung of me before,
And rais’d me over all our Spartan maids,
And, wild with rapture, shown me to his friend.
O! I will never dance again near him
To celebrate Diana’s festival.”
“Talk to me now of Theseus, and none else,”
Said Leda. She obeyed, and thus went on.
“Praising the joyous life in Cecrops-larid,
And brides and maidens with gold grasshoppers
Among their hair embraided, he preferr’d
The simple hair of Helen over gold.
The men are brave at Athens, brave are they
But gentle too: Pallas, however stem,
On them looks never sternly; and each Grace
Chastens their little faults and smiles them down.
Then there are harps and dances that shake off
The olives their white blossom; then are there
Theatricals all autumn, taught by him
Who conquered India, and whose sole command
Was that all mortals upon earth be blest.
Theseus said he was wretched; and his voice
Proved it. he pled for pardon; as ‘twere he
Who did the harm; as ‘twere a crime to grieve.
I was not very cruel, I confess;
Enough to seem a little so; enough
To look unpitying of his sighs and prayers.
Then said I, ‘Who would ever try the flame
Of love, when under friendships cooler shade
He might repose, and there hear all commend
Himself, and one whose courage fixt his choice
To run with, ride, swim, wrestle, and converse.
There is Pirithous now.. young, ardent, prompt
At anything with you: him you may make
Your very counterpart. more apt than I
For arms, and more compliant to your will.
 

Such was that youth in beauty who was borne
From Ida by the tawny bird of Jove,
Such he who perisht by Apollo’s quoit.
But never can you hope for praise with me,
Never to conquer or compose my fears’
Then he. ‘Not always, Helen, is the ear
Inclined to praise; not always is the breast
Vacant to friendship. Often have the maids
Of Sparta turn’d this friendship into blame.
Soon in Pandion’ s city shalt thou see
How warm the lover when so warm the friend.’
‘But they do say, O Theseus, they do say,
That you once left behind you in that ile
Famed for its hundred cities, one you loved.’
And now, sweet mother, hear his own reply
In refutation of that ill report.
We know how cruel Minos is, we know
The law imposed on Athens he subdued.
Theseusis mother would have sent him here
To free him from that law; but uncompel’d
Sailed Theseus to Jove’s birth-place; there he slew
The monster: Ariadne gave the thread
That guided him: he show’d no perfidy
To Ariadne, but his heart was doom’d
For Helen: yes, his last and only care
Should Helen be: by all the Gods above,
Ever propitious to him, she alone
The man, who won so many, should possess,
And marble house, and hills of honeycombs.
Ah mother! why say more? My cunning nurse,
Who knows the whole, hath surely told you all;
For when I lay disrobed along the couch,
One knee thrown over it, that creature stoopt
Peering (she trod on my loose hair) then spat,
And turn’d away, and claspt her hands and cried,
‘ Jupiter! thou hast saved thine own from shame!
A miracle! a miracle! beyond
All miracles! The madman! Hero he?
He kill the Minotaur. I well believe
He left the virgin upon Dia’s shore;
What could he else? Degenerate age! to rear
No better man than Hercules and him!’”
The scornful speech of that old crone, retold,
Gladdened the heart of Leda, and sweet tears
Fell from her eyes as the dense cloud dissolved.
“And now” said she “since all turns out less ill
Than might have happened, learn how better far,
While thou wert absent, fared a wiser maid.
The sacred torch in order due was borne
Before Ulysses and Penelope.
Icarius, tho’ their love he had approved
And call’d his daughter’s chosen from his home,
Tho’ above all men prudent, and expert
In war by sea and land, and tho’ his ile
Rose up securely from the rocks and waves,
Icarius felt how sad and sorrowful
Is the departure of a child we love.
While those of his own age were seated by,
The feast was well enough: ’twas not amiss
To link the present and the past with flowers
And cool the brow with ivy: then came sleep
With mild and genial influence over him.
 

But in the morning, when he sees the wreaths
Hang limber round the cups and from the doors,
And when he hears the neighing of the steeds
That shake them, and remarks the servants run
Hither and thither, grief (til then remote)
Strikes on his temples, and his ears sob loud,
And his knees, tottering under him, give way.”
“How piteous, poor Icarius!” Helen cried,
“How cruel was Ulysses!”
 

“One alone
Is crueler,” said Leda, “she who leaves
The fondest parent for a stranger’s arms;
And but one parent wretcheder than he..
The parent of that daughter.” Then she askt
Why Helen fled: but Helen turn’d aside
The question, and “Heaven grant Penelope
May be a blessing to her father yet!”
At this ambiguous wish did Leda smile,
And with one finger pat that pretty face,
And draw the chin from forth the neck it prest.
Helen then, looking round her, gravely said,
“I will confess the whole, for I perceive
You have no mind to ask me such odd things
As that old woman did; she must be crazed.
Unless she took me for a lion’s cub
Would she have whispered, ‘didst thou bite the wretch
Then nods and winks, and winks and nods again,
Words without meaning, meaning without words.
Such manners, my sweet mother, may become
Poor sister Clytemnæstra, never me:
Never, when any hurt me, did I bite
Or scratch; I only trembled as, when all
The strings of harp or lyre are swept at once,
Water runs trembling to the vase’s rim.”
Leda had listened with her cheek prest down
Against the turf, dreading to lift her eyes,
And nipt unconsciously the tough grass-blades.
“He did not hurt thee then?” said she.
 

“Nor wish
To hurt me,” said the maiden; “that he swore;
Nay, he protected me with arms and breast.”
“Gods! Goddesses!” cried Leda, “what a tale,
O wretched one, is this! go on, go on,
Extinguish fear with anguish.. tell the whole.
Not even the modest are from blame exempt,
But thine, how great is thine! If harsh and stern
Thy sister Clytemnæstra would rebuke
The audacious boys, and swell against their games,
Thou wouldst hear all they said and turn again,
And ask them what they meant; when they had said,
Make them repeat it, and repeat the worst
Thyself, and toss it back to them, and laugh.
Something of sad there may be and severe
In modesty at times, but there is power
To quell it, and the brow whereon it hung
Shows that serenity which shines from heaven.”
Urged to confess, the daughter thus went on:
“A grove there is, not very far away,
But hidden from us by the town and hill,
A gulley runs aside it, which the rains
May fill in winter, but in summer-time
Its course is dark with moss and crumbling mould.
The winds had thrown a rough old tree across
Whose bark and branches form’d an easy road.
He saw it, Theseus did, and lept (and made
Me leap too) from the car: he seated me
Upon the grass: afraid that I might fear,
He tried my bosom with such patient hand
And took such gentle care of me, lest damp
(The herbs were very damp there) or a stone
Or broken stick should hurt me”..
 

Leda’s breath
Wafted more quickly now her daughter’s hair
Across the shoulder. “Nemesis will come
Unless thou truly, fully, dost relate
This horrid story.”
 

“To repeat the whole
Is difficult.. the way, the wood.. beside
The seizure, the recovery.. these disturb
My memory; then my brothers, and their steeds,
Shaking the harness that creakt thick with brass.
Angry was Theseus.. gentle just before..
Rein’d in the horses, bounded from the car,
And call’d down curses on his luckless head,
First to himself, then louder.. bade me go..
Bade me stop where I was. Now other steeds
Advancing,
 

“‘Hush!’ he whispered ‘Not a word!’
The coursers of the Twins aside of his
Rear’d (pull’d up fiercely close to us) and chafed
The foaming bits. Javelins are level’d! ‘ Stop!
Stop, robber! we have arms, and thou hast none.’
Then lay they hands upon him, swift as stars
That swell and struggle with a running stream.
Their hands with open hand he turn’d aside,
And ‘Boys! what would ye? Think ye me afraid
Of javelin? I respect your tender age,
Your parent’s more advanced one I revere.
Take back your sister in her purity;
I know by signs and tokens, to my vows
Heaven is averse.’ He paus’d, and they abstain’d.
Then, rolling here and there his restless eyes,
‘ And must the youthful Menelaus wed
Affianced Helen? Beardless boys attract
Wan withering age: but firmer manhood best
Pleases the tenderer and more feeling maid;
Theseus might Helen. Why should fortune thwart?
Why should not Menelaus take for bride
Tall Clytemnæstra? fair enough, and more
Befitting that wild Argos, that coarse man.’
Then said he, with wet cheek,
 

“‘Prometheus! bear
The pouncing bird and bloody rock; endure,
Endure it all; well mayst thou: lightnings strike
Thy sleepless, eyes, eternal beaks devour
Thy breast, thy liver, that but heave for them,
Yet thou hast never seen another man
Step to the chamber of thy soul’s beloved.’”
It shamed the maiden to relate the first,
The second part it pain’d her to relate,
But every word she told, and every sigh;
Which, lest the mother should remark, she prayed
To hear about Ulyssessis return.
Leda thus interwove it with advice.
“Whomever Love hath rightly joined, on those
Life showers down golden days, and every hour
Is bridal. Thou art young, and young the man
Who seeks thee in espousal. Think how far
Chaste love excels unchaster, and become
A new Penelope. Her father ill
Endured to lose her; it was grief to say
Farewell; and he had said it: first he turn’d
His face and bent it weeping to the wall,
Then rais’d it; for he heard the feet of steeds
 

Distinctly.. indistinctly where the road
Was paved no longer and was farther off.
His spirit then broke down; he rusht away,
Weaker with hurry, both in step and sight.
He speeded; he came up to them; for soon
Slackened his pace Ulysses, thus to hear
Better the voice of her he bore away.
Icarius, panting heavily, exclamed,
‘Return her to me! I did give.. ’tis true..
My treasure to thy prayers.. but then, O then
I was not childless; nor so deaf wert thou.
Many there are who may please thee; but one,
One only, is the comfort of my age;
Give, give her back.. or both return with me.’
Ulysses heard, and drew the reins in tight.
Gently the bride received her sire, and wept
Receiving him: her arm embraced his neck,
And tenderest kisses cool’d his throbbing breast.
The bridegroom then bespake him.
 

“‘Sparta long
Detained me, long and willingly; but home
Now calls me back; I have a father there,
A land, a people; there too I have Gods
Protectors, whom it were a sin to leave.’
“‘ If thou art pious,’ cried the father, ‘ here
Display thy piety, and yield my child.’
“‘Be hers the choice’ he answered.
 

“At that word
Penelope cast on the ground her eyes;
Her right-hand held his garment; she bent low
To hide the anguish of her sobbing breast.
‘Choose!’ said the father. ‘Think who bore thee! think
Of me thy father! think, and pity me! ‘
Tortured as was that bosom while he spoke,
Silent for ever as she would remain,
Yet when Ulysses added,
 

“‘Speak, my own
Penelope! I she lowered her face, she prest
A closer arm around her father’s neck,
But, covering with her veil her tearful eyes,
Inclined her own upon the lover’s breast.
Happier and prouder was the sire that day;
He entered with firm step his house again,
And other fathers envied him; they rais’d
Amid the chaunting of our youths and maids
(Why wert thou absent, Helen?) rais’d of turf
An altar dedicate to Modesty.”
 
  


XXII. THE ESPOUSALS OF POLYXENA.
 

“In Troy, O virgin, shall thy blood remain,
And last beyond Achilles thy espoused.”
So sang the Fates together; and their song
Now from Apollo’s mouth Polyxena,
Led by her mother to the shrine, received.
The mother chided with long speech her dread,
Opening before her many happy days;
But none of them saw she: grave Hecuba
Wondered that one so pious could despair.
“How, when thus deigns Apollo to confirm
His oracle with omens! What large light
Smiles over heaven! and sweeter breathes the air
Since thy return, sweet as it was before.
Lo! the flowers rise thro’ the first dust of spring
As if no enemy had trodden them,
And often by one bramble are two graves
United o’er the slayer and the slain:
Such and so many are the signs of peace.”
“I see, I feel it,” sighed Polyxena.
“Even that dust which now the tepid breeze
Blows over us, once lived with Trojan blood,
And that blood’s moisture fed these very flowers.
O sun! thou shinedst with no other light
When the Achaian keels first scraped our shores,
With light no other when Achilles shook
Our walls with war-cry, car, and clattering arms,
Alas! and with no other when our Gods
Departed, and left Hector maim’d and dead.”
Saddened at this, the mother then exclamed
“Why have I broken silence? On this day
I had ceast weeping for my children slain,
For now Pelidesis fierce valour comes
To save us, not to crush us; and dost thou,
Impious! hold back? nor see our Gods return’d?
Ruling o’er kings, with ancient wealth elate,
And hastening to show Asia, won at last,
United to Mycenai, and restore
Helen, in vain by adverse Mars opposed,
Atrides would far rather him for son
Than all those glories, all that wealth and power.
Iphigeneia did not thus refuse
When he was drawn reluctantly to arms,
Intact his shining shield: the goddess-born,
The born to procreate a race of gods
Thou wavest from thee. She pour’d forth her blood
That Troy might fall not, that thy hand might save.
But thou hast gathered up the random words
My poor Cassandra utters: thou hast fears,
And fearest not Achilles!”
 

Then submiss
 

Replied the daughter.
 

“If the Gods command
My marriage, as indeed they do command,
Or even my slavery, to them I bow;
There is no hardship, there is no disgrace;
But, mother, let me weep; my parent’s will,
Since they do not relent, I must obey.
I must be given up to him whose car
Drag’d Hector, drag’d stil breathing, thro’ the sands
We tread on, where we promise faith and love,
And praise the Gods for this. Pity my grief;
It never can diminish. Can the Gods
Themselves, who see and bid and do such things,
Show me one joy my broken heart may hold?
O tombs! O thou before me, which the last
Of friendship twined with brittle cypress-leaves,
Wither’d and shed, and prest the turf close round!
And all ye others, numberless, that draw
The short thin grass about more recent bones!
Ye are the boundaries of weal and woe.
But we have promist if Apollo wills..
Ensue but peace from it!.. Enough! my troth
Is plighted.. Mother! mother! I comply.”
Then Hecuba, and gaspt with grateful tears.
“My last-born child! my life’s last, only, hope!
What joy, how intermitted, do thy words
Restore! Believe me, my beloved one,
Not what thou fanciest is thy valiant spouse.
The fates and fortunes of an aged king,
The roof that Gods have dwelt beneath, now touch
His generous bosom, deeplier stil thy youth
And beauty: these perhaps, and these alone,
Have made him ask what else he might have seiz’d.
Beside he fear’d (he could not fear that thou
Wouldst be, as was Briseis, unavenged)
He fear’d lest thou by lot shouldst be transfer’d
To that proud tyrant as his lawful prize;
For sure enough his prescient mind foresaw
The fall of Ilion and.. forgive me, Heaven!
For uttering it. Palladium he derides,
And dreads not any God since Hector slain.”
Beneath the hill where stand the towers of Troy
The open plain buzzed all the way with crowds,
From the warm channel of the stony brook
Quite to the brakes of Ida; tired of fight,
Yet resolute, if need, to fight again;
But hoping now, from every omen, peace.
Mixt with the Dardans in Apollo’s fane
The Achaian chieftains divers thoughts revolved.
One blamed Æacides, Atrides one,
Many the downfall of the town delaid,
Many saw treachery, hid from the unwise,
And some smelt treasure stealthily received
And knew whose tent ’twas under.
 

To that fane
Went Priam and the consort of his realm.
There followed these, but followed slow, thro’ grief
At many losses in each house, his friends
And kindred, and that progeny erewhile
So numerous and so prodigal of life:
His veil’d stepdaughters closed the stately train,
Led veil’d not long ago for no such hour:
Alone, at home, to while that hour away,
Andromache, oft chided by her child,
Sate, and turn’d slow the spindle, sorrowing.
Meantime how many hearts are throbbing quick
To see so many famous men so nigh,
And know those arms and faces, ill discern’d
Amid the whirl of war. Onward they press
And onward; then halt suddenly; some fear
Lurks with them stil; they call it pious awe,
And, better to dissemble, crouch before
The feet and altar of their placid God.
Polyxena, for whom they all make way,
Grasps, without knowing it, the hand she dreads.
Beauteous, more beauteous even than she.. surpast
By Helen only, in that snow-white brow
And eyes before whose light Apollo’s fell,
Rushes with shrill loud shout thro’ friend and foe,
 

Cassandra.
Silent, trembling, stood they all,
As if some God had entered; she alone
Could speak; and thus (words not her own) she spake.
“Hopest thou, sister! sister! happy days
Awaiting thee? Look thou at Troy, behold
The work of Neptune and Apollo, Troy,
Ramparts and towers that Pallas dwells within.
I see them totter under arms and flames,
And Sirnois and Xanthus swift with blood.
Behold! the ruin comes when war hath ceast,
And Gods and sons of Gods walk slow with wounds.
O flower! which yonder fierce Thessalian hand
Is plucking, on what altar art thou laid?
Why blaze so the Sigæan shores, the torch
Unkindled yet; those rocks of Tenedos,
Why throw they back again that trailing light?
Fly! let us fly! Citheron, and the towers
Chaonian, the Ceraunian rocks, the strand
Of Achelôus (hear!) reverberate
The clamour, the loud plaint of Ilion.
Behold the monster scale the walls, and champ
The marble manger! hear his voice! his voice
Is human! Why delay? What idle words!
Rise, O my parents! O my kindred, rise!
Turn from the realms of Thrace your sight away!
Whither, O Polydoros, callest thou?
What does that shady cornel show and hide?
Why, as they drop and bound and roll along,
Tinkle the loose stones from that recent tomb?
Ah me, who can not drown such sights in tears
Nor scatter them in madness! Sweet espoused
Sister! who sittest with thine arms unbound
That thy pure bosom may receive the sword,
To me hold forward, while thou canst, those arms,
And give undying love one long embrace.
Save, save her, Pyrrhos! By thy father’s shade!
Guiltless is she! Spare! Dying I implore,
And will implore it, in, and after, death.”
Uttering these words, her handmaids closed around
And took her to the cool and quiet gloom
Of her own chamber. In the fane meanwhile
A buz is heard. An arrow slid unseen
Amid the tumult, and so far transfixt
The sinew of Achilles in the heel
That the brass barb clankt on the marble floor.
The chiefs around him saw him bend and glare
Terrific; then they saw the shaft, and then
A globe of blood. They seize their spears; they tear
Vervain and olive (now no sign of peace)
From every helm, and throw and stamp them down.
Nor would they now hear Priam, scattering dust
On his thin hair, nor would they mind the spouse,
Sinking as if in death: no, nor did he,
Her wooer, aid, or ask for aid himself.
He saw his hour draw nigh, and brought to mind
Predictions, but coerced the rising wrath
Of those around, and gave these last commands.
“Peace! ’tis my will. Let never mortal dare
Avenge Achilles: from this blood hath sprung
One worthy to avenge it, one alone.
Alcimos and Automedon! return
And keep my Myrmidons within the camp,
Lest they should lose obedience and due awe
Of those whose orders bear no dreadful mark.
Diomed! Ajax! leave me; leave a frame
Unequal to the weakest thing alive.
No; leave me not: bear me away: let none
Who hate or fear me, see me and rejoice.
Ah! must the flocks and herds of humbled Troy
Tread on my bones and pasture on my tomb?
Cease, whosoe’er thou art, cease thou whose tears
Drop hot upon my shoulder! Fain my eyes
Would look on thee, but they are turn’d to iron,
And may not know again thy friendly face.
Fate calls for me. Take from my neck your arms;
They weary me; they weigh me down; worn out,
With heavy languor’s deadly bale consumed.
I grieve not that Larissa holds the bones
Of my forefathers in their quiet graves;
I grieve not for my mother in the halls
Of Tethys, from the power of Death exempt;
I grieve that Ilion should be thus avenged
Without her thousands fallen round me slain.
“Dark art thou, standing o’er my head, O Death!
Most bitter is this wound; it smites my heart.
Open the turf afresh, remove the stone
And the black fragments of the boughs above;
The urn that holds Patroclos, now shall hold
Achilles: then push from the shore my barks,
And, if your great Atrides grant you leave,
Bring back from Pthia (now at play perhaps
With some new armour, and in hopes to share
His father’s glory, not to hold his place)
My own brave boy, predestined to bring down
That ruin which the Pelian shaft prepared.
“Hear ye my voice? or fall my words in vain
Attempts to reach you? Troubled so my mind,
I do not know what wishes I exprest
Or what I left unuttered. Far from you
Be such oblivion. of a dying friend!
And now that Orcos hurries me away,
My shade may all the greater shades receive
And all the lesser fear!
 

“Farewell, farewell,
My far-off Pyrrhos! Ah! what care shall guide
Thy youth? in thee what Chiron shall rejoice?
No hand of father to applaud thy lyre,
Thy javelin, or thy chariot, known and hail’d
By all beholders in the foremost dust.”
 
  


XXIII DRYOPE.
 

Famous and over famous (Eta reign’d
Dryops: him beauteous Polydora bare
To the river-god Sperchios: but above
Mother and sire, far brighter in renown,
Was Dryope their daughter, the beloved
Of him who guides thro’ heaven his golden car.
Showering his light o’er all things, he endues
All things with colour, grace and song gives he,
But never now on any condescends
To lower his shining locks; his roseate lips
Breathe an ambrosial sigh on none but her.
He follows that shy Nymph thro’ pathless ways,
Among the willows in their soft grey flowers,
In their peel’d boughs odorous, and amid
The baskets white and humid, incomplete:
He follows her along the river-side,
Soft to the foot and gladdened by the breeze;
He follows where the Nereids watch their fords
While listen the Napæan maids around.
Tending one day her father’s sheep, she heard
A flute in the deep valley; then a pipe;
And soon from upright arms the tymbrel trill’d.
Dryads and Hamadryads then appear’d,
And one among them cried to her aloud
“Knowest thou not the day when all should sing
Pœan and Io Pœan? Shunnest thou
The lord of all, whom all the earth adores,
Giver of light and gladness, warmth and song?
And wiliest thou that Dryops stand above
Admetos? from thy sight thus banishing
And shutting from thy fold the son of Jove.”
She, proud and joyous at the gay reproof,
Stood silent. They began the dance and games.
And thus the day went on. When evening came
They sang the hymn to Delios. Nigh the seat
Of Dryope, among the tufts of grass,
A lyre shone out; whose can it be, they ask;
Each saw the next with hers upon her knee;
Whether Theano’s or Autonoe’s gift,
Dryope takes it gratefully, and trills
The glimmering strings: and now at one she looks,
Now at another, knowingly, and speaks
(As if it heard her) to it, now on lap
And now on bosom fondly laying it.
Behold! a snake, a snake, it glides away.
They shriek: and each one as she sate reclined
Throws her whole body back. Striving to rise,
Autonoe prest upon a fragile reed
Her flattened hand, nor felt it: when she saw
The blood, she suckt the starting globe, and sought
The place it sprang from. Hither, thither, run
The maidens. But the strings, and tortoise-shell
That held them at due distance, are instinct
With life, and rush on Dryope, too slow
To celebrate the rites the sires had taught
And Delios had ordain’d. One whom the flight
Left nearest, turn’d her head, stil flying on,
Fearful til pity overcame her fear,
And thus she cried aloud.
“Look back! look back!
See how that creature licks her lips, her eyes,
Her bosom! how it seizes! how it binds
In the thick grass her struggles! Where is now,
Where is Apollo proud of Python slain?
Whether she sinn’d thro’ silliness or dread,
Poor inexperienced girl! are snakes to teach?
Are they fit bonds for love? can fear persuade?
Phoebus! come hither! aid us! Ah, what now
Would the beast do? how swells his horrid crest?”
Various and manifold the dragon brood.
Some urge their scales along the ground, and some
Their wings aloft, some yoked to fiery cars,
And some, tho’ hard of body, melt in air.
Callianira now was brave enough
To stop her flight: on the first hill she rais’d
Her eyes above the brambles, just above,
And caught and held Diaule at her side,
Who, when she stopt her, trembled more and more.
But arguments are ready to allay
Her terror; all strong arguments, like these.
“Are there not many things that may deceive
The sight at first? might not a lizard seem
A dragon? and how pleasant in hot days
To hold a lizard to the breast, and tempt
Its harmless bitings with the finger’s end!
Dragon or lizard, rare the species is.
What! are they over.. Dryope’s alarms?
She treats it like a sister. Lo! her hand
Upon its neck! and, far as we are off,
Lo! how it shines! as bright as any star.
Vainly exhorts she, first Autonde,
And then Diaule, to come on; alone
She ventures; vainly would they call her back.
And now again the creature is transform’d.
Lizard nor serpent now, nor tortoise-shell
Chelys, is that which purple flutters round,
And which is whiter here and darker there,
Like violets drifted o’er with shifting hail.
Golden the hair that fluctuates upon neck
None of its own. A bland etherial glow
Ran over and ran thro the calmer maid.
At last her fellow Nymphs came all around,
And Delios stood before them, manifest
No less to them than to his Dryope:
For with a radiant nod and arm outstretcht
He call’d them back; and they obey’d his call.
He lookt upon them, and with placid smile
Bespake them, drawing close his saffron vest.
Their eyes were lower’d before him as they stept
Into his presence; well they knew what fears
He shook throughout the Dryads, when he gave
His steeds and chariot to his reckless son,
When the woods crasht and perisht under him,
And when Eridanos, altho’ his stream
Flows down from heaven, saw its last ripple sink.
Well they remembered how Diana fled
Among the woods and wilds, when mightier bow
Than hers was strung, and Python gaspt in death.
Potent of good they knew him, and of ill,
And closed the secret in their prudent hearts.
At first they would have pitied the hard fate
Of Dryope; but when she answered not
The words of pity, in her face they lookt
 

Stealthily.
Soft the moisture of her brow,
Languid the luster of her eyes; a shame
Hosier and richer than before suffused
Her features, and her lips were tinged with flame
A God inspired, and worthy of that God.
Each had her little question; but she stopt
As tho’ she would reprove: at this they ply
Joke after joke, until they bring her home.
All they had known they would make others know,
But they had lookt too near and seen too well,
And had invoked the God with dance and hymn;
Beside, Diana would have sore avenged
Her righteous brother, who deals openly
With mortals, and few facts from them conceals.
Dryope soon became Andræmon’s wife,
And mother of Amphissos. Every spring
They chaunt her praises; hers, who trill’d so well
The plectron of Apollo; in the vale;
Of her own shady (Eta do they sing.
 
  


XXIV. CORYTHOS.
 

OEnone had been weeping, but her tears
The bitter blast had dried; for on the top
Of Ida stood she, on that pale short grass
Where the wind whirl’d the pine-cones, rolling them
Along their narrow and hard-pointed leaves.
Hence she beheld the temples and the town
Of Dardanos, now fated, and discern’d
The house of him she loved: then from the woods
She call’d out Corythos; and thus she spake.
“Go, my child, go. Within the walls of Troy
One is there who will love and cherish thee,
Thee, but without thy mother! Yes, there lives
Thy father.. but how short a time to live
Alas! he knows not: for from Lemnos comes
In safety Philoctetes, and he brings
Those arrows with him, those of Hercules,
By which the Fates have sung that he must fall.
Unwelcome thou wilt not be (for no son
Hath she) to Helen, if that head so dear
Thou rescuest from perdition: he himself
May not perhaps forget those days serene
That shone on him and me; may not forget
How once the poplar bore upon its bark
Two names united. If unmindful now,
Unmindful he will cease to be at sight
Of thee: if bad the husband, he will be
The better father for that very cause,
And own he owes his life to Corythos,
To thee, deserted Corythos! his son.”
Embracing him, she mingled with embrace
Kisses and tears; and then consign’d him, loth,
To an old guide. but often called him back,
Repeating the same orders; to avoid
The sail-white waters and the secret hays,
And every place where Grecian might abide.
They winde their way down the steep braky road.
Then, when their voices she could hear no more,
Nor see the birds their shouts and stones had scared,
Turn’d she her face, and this lone plaint began!
“Aërial mountains! woods, where Gods reside,
And Corythos was cradled! you I see,
But him I see no longer, to these eyes
Dearer than light! Before him Paris went
And never more return’d: no love remains
For me, no pledge of love! Not only lost
Are former joys, but lost is also he
Who brought them back to me, by step, by mien,
By play, by prattle, and could half-persuade
That nothing was amiss or ought to grieve me.
Him too I now am parted from, and yield
Almost without reluctance, tho’ the sole
Calmer and comforter of every pang,
That happier days he his than have been mine.
Yet all things (how can I believe my eyes?)
Appear the same as ever: Xanthos flows,
And Simois, in the morning light as clear,
And Tenedos seems only one vast rook
Upon the whitening reflux of the waves.
In form too and in features I myself
Remain the same; for age can not consume
Nor change them. Ah, sad thought! how fugitive
The gifts I catch at! Like the snow beneath
A southern wind, thy form, OEnone, wanes
And wastes, unhappy! in the sight of him
Thou holdest ever lovely, ever dear.
“How easy it is to mow down the bloom
Of life, and sow the open breast with cares!
How soon, when faith is shaken, youth is shed!
Irrevocable days bear heavily
Upon the sinking heart, but heavier far
The future anguish of the fondly loved.
“Asterope! my sister! happy thou
In thy espousals! Can then OEsacos
Be kin to Paris? brother? But the one
The mild Arisbe bore, the other sprang
From Hecuba, a violent River’s child.
I envy not the happy ones alone,
But even the wretched who have left the light
Of upper air; the maiden whose stern sire
Hath turn’d the torch of Hymen from her path,
And widow on whose bridal bed there hung
The withering garlands. Grief that death has brought
Time in the course of nature bears away.
“Where Nile throws open his wide chamber, strewn
With lotus; where, to sight insuperable,
The holy Ganges rolls his stream from high,
If Memnon’s mother rise before the sun
To weep for him; if ye too, O ye Nymphs
Of ocean! have beheld how great the grief
Of Thetis; how, when Glaucos would advise,
She fled from comfort, fled from Triton’s song
And Doris and her daughters who sate round;
If by the walls of Neptune all the maids
And matrons wail’d at Hector’s late-rais’d bier,
Stil Hector’s was Andromache, as when
Their child was frightened at his nodding crest
And heroes fled before him: his was she
In death, nor severed from him by the tomb.
Deserves OEnone then a harder fate?
“What is my fault? unless a fault it be
To sit secluded at the dens of beasts,
Where bear and wolf break slumbers just begun,
And where the mighty mother of the Gods
Drags the reluctant lions to her wheels;
Unless it be a fault to have remain’d
So faithful to the faithless, nor have breath’d
Complaint to other than the passing wind.
There are kind Gods who may deem otherwise.
Howe’er that happen, brighter be the days
Of Corythos, and nobler his pursuits
Than creeping to draw meshes round the nides
Of birds now mute, and gather’d close in fields
White with the steril stubble or hard snow.
Happier be thou, my child! if Gods look down
On pious prayers, and children are exempt
From retribution for parental guilt.”
Meanwhile the youth was looking up the walls
And wondering at their highth, and how they stood
Defiant of so long and fierce a war.
“But where is that old fig-tree? where the spot
Whence Hector, my brave uncle, met in fight
Achilles? where did Venus cast the cloud
Around my father?”
 

And he siez’d the hand
Of his old guide each time he askt and heard.
Ascending up to Pergama, before
The gate an elder of the town he sees,
And asks him whereabout stands Priam’s house.
His guide represses him, and says,
 

“We go
To Helen.”
 

“Go then,” cried the aged man,
“Readily may that fatal pest be found,
And none is wanted here to show the way.”
Around his neck sprang the Idæan boy
And “Blessed!” cried he, “blessed be whoe’er
Thus deeply hates my mother’s injurer.
With me most virtuous is it to abhor
That Spartan. To none other house go I,
Than the king’s own, where with his father dwells
My father; where the chaste Andromache
Bemoans her husband on the ground he trod;
Where now a wanton one, who fears not Fan
Nor Jove himself, with nimble needle paints
For altars, none of theirs, fine tapestry,
Or plucks the harpstrings with a Sphynxis nail.”
Many had seen and past them as they spake;
One, ’twas a female, hesitated, stopt,
And askt them if from Ida they had seen
The Grecian ships departing? were the winds
So fair? and, while the elder she addrest,
She gazed upon the younger. He was toucht
To see her cheek grow pale and red by turns;
Nor quite unmoved the elder: to himself
Said he “When beauty such as this shines forth
From Ilion, who would ever lend his ear
Even when a Goddess may have promist more?”
Now saw the youth, who saw them not til now,
Maidens behind her, beauteous, with succinct
Vesture and braided hair; graceful their form,
And modest their demeanour: not so quick
Bounded his bosom when the boar rusht out
Against the meshes, when the cornel spear
Hist on the bristles of his vaulted back,
The curv’d tusk gnasht, and the black blood boil’d o’er.
Whither they bent their way she now inquired.
The elder answered her.
 

“We bend our way
 

Where dwelt Assaracos, and Paris dwells.”
Then she.
 

“The road is safer if I guide,
And you will easier see whom you require,
Soon coming homeward from the citadel:
For clamour there was heard at early dawn
Along the coast, and then a boat appear’d,
And an old man stept out. Ulysses met
This stranger. Now, throughout the orchards, crofts,
And little gardens next the sandy beach,
The sailors gathered vervain, gathered bay,
And with fresh garlands every prow was trim’d.
Our leaders think this surely must denote
Good Fortune, favorable oracles;
And grant, ye Gods! the anchors heave at last.”
The old Idæan shook his head, and spake.
“He who arrives is one they left behind,
Is Philoctetes; and the arms he bears
Were once the arms of Hercules: the bow
Of Nessos, and the arrows dipt in blood
Of Hydra, come to light the pyre of Troy.”
Struck by his speech, the more she wisht to ask
The quicker stept she, and the more she urged
The maidens to step on: she flew, but lookt
On Corythos in flying.
 

Just below
The citadel a gorgeous palace stood;
She enter’d, followed by the trembling maids;
The Idæans followed slower.
 

As they pass
The house of Hector, they observe young girls,
Too young for foresight, thence less wretched yet,
And matrons calm, and widows unconsoled,
Bring honey to his Manes: and with these
They mourn, and shudder at the silent hall;
Chilly and lying waste with Hector’s death.
At last to Parisis abode they come.
Bidden to enter here, the spacious courts,
The lofty columns, the resplendent gods
Of brass and marble, the smooth steps and wide,
And the vast portals and resounding valves,
Strike them with admiration and with awe.
How many ivory statues breathe around!
How many golden! nor do fewer move
In the warm colours emulous of life.
To the Dictæan king had Dædalos
Given a part of these; his daughter gave
The same to Theseus; Theseus gave the same
To Helen, when he hoped to bear her off
To pleasant Athens from her mother’s side.
And she afforded no few scenes for art,
No few her mother. Here first recognized
The Idæans Helen. She in every game
Stood forth the fairest with her locks of gold,
While all the potent of the sea and sky
Gazed with proud smile benevolent; but Jove
Above them all: complacently he watcht
His progeny by water and by land
Whatever she was doing. Venus came
Close after her, while upon high the swans
Archt their proud necks. Another time (so great
The skill which Venus only could inspire)
You would have thought them circling round and round.
There is a record in the courts of heaven,
Sometimes brought out and whispered on, that once
Among the reeds and cane-beds Jove assumed
The figure of a swan, and thus beguiled
Her mother Leda; while the river swans,
To kindred strangers evermore averse,
Sate silent, and lookt all another way,
So fear’d they that surpassing one, and drave
The swimmer boys afar with threatening beaks
And swinging circuit of expanded vans.
Therefor ’twas his decree that none beside
Should draw her chariot on high days, when moved
By gift of hero or by prayer of God.
Tyndaris now told Paris all she knew
From the old shepherd, save what mother bore
The youth, and whose his beauteous face was like.
Such once was Alexander, then the guest
Of Sparta: but not yet ten years of war
Had he encountered, not yet fled the sword
Of Diomed, inglorious and disgraced..
He now sate smiling at the tremulous tones
Of Helen; and then smooth’d her troubled brow,
Touching and kissing it: at last more grave
These words he uttered, and assumed his seat.
“That Philoetetes in a far-off ile
Rests at this moment on a fallen beech
His heavy wound: a bird’s wing drives away
The bite of beast and insect. When he feels
Eagle’s or vulture’s shadow over him,
He tries in vain to lift his weary lids
And cry so weak it drops into his breast.
He who thus suffers from a faithless friend,
Left on the shore to hunger and to thirst,
And hear the oars sound less and less distinct
At every stroke, and songs as they depart
Float on the summer air, so joyously
To them, to him so sadly, first and last,
Deploring that immedicable wound.
Arrow hath he dipt in Lernæan blood?
But grant he land upon that very coast,
What ills, what dangers, menace us? he sees
That chariot broken which drag’d Hector, sees
The tomb of Ajax, and may know again
The arms that Thetis vainly brought her son.
And this, Neptunian Troy! the man is this
Who comes against thee now and works thy fall;
Tis time to turn our backs, to leave our homes,
Unshaken wall, unviolated fane,
Rais’d by Minerva, citadel which she
And Venus with her equally protects,
And over which (to Agamemnon’s house
For ever hostile) in the light of day
Apollo hath been seen and hath been heard
Exhorting us, and scaring back the foe.
Ulysses, that great queller of our hosts,
Brings Philoctetes now! now let us fly
Even to Mycenai: let us carry now
Within our quailing bosoms all those Gods
(Among the rest Palladium) who have stood
Stabile and strong against all former wars,
And to Diana let us sacrifice
Upon the summit of Taïgetos.
The rampire of the Achaians, true enough,
Is mingled with the yellow sea-shore sand,
Scattered the Myrmidons, the Dorian camp
Wide open: that is little: but behold
How fulminates against our feebleness
The stout successor of Achilles slain!
When their own walls were standing round the Greeks,
When Juno exercised her vengeful sway
And arm’d the fist of Diomed, when safe
Behind his seven-fold shield their Ajax stood,
And the proud man of Nereid mother sprung
Loosen’d with blood the Ætionæan towers,
Such idle terrors with indignant soul
I would spurn from me. Are no gifts of heaven
Vouchsafed to me? no Venus marks me out?
And no Apollo breathes into my breast?”
His boasts encouraged her, his scornful smile
Arous’d her and refresht.
Some days had past,
And Corythos grew willing to believe
His step-dame was kind-hearted. Not alone
Her countenance, be bland and beautiful,
Rais’d her beyond all mortals: he admired
One who could place herself amid the low,
Could smile with them and weep with them, and view
On the same level all, herself above
All things the world’s eternal walls contain.
Nor wonderful nor great could aught appear
To one so far supreme, nor would she turn
Her face from Irus at the feasts of Jove.
Corythos now she knew: he did not wish
Concealment of his origin, nor might
Such wish avail him when she saw him more.
The causes of his coming she inquired,
And gave him courage as she gave her hand.
At first he was ashamed he could not hate
His step-dame; now, that he had ever tried.
He hangs upon her words; what words! how sweet
In utterance! from what high serenity
Of brow descending on his softened heart!
“Ever too bold the brave and beautiful!”
Sighed she, “but even the stoutest well may start
At the close graves along the uneven sands,
The scattered bones whitening beneath their pyres
Where sharp winds flake them, and doom’d cypresses
That darken Ida’s brow, to burn on more.
Surely ’tis sad enough were only joys
And pleasures tome away, without the tomb
With its cold shadows filling up their place.”
Kind words she spake, and kinder deeds prepared,
But doubted when, how, where, she might surprise
Her Paris with his semblance in his child.
Rarely hath any beauteous mother borne
Progeny like herself: the gods who once
Have listened to the prayer, look seldom down
A second time upon their supplicant.
She thought of this; she thought of one so young
As not to know her mother’s flight; and thick
Came forth her groans; unconsciously the name
Of her first husband followed them.
 

“Ah why
Hath never messager rejoiced my ear
Telling me what thou art, Hermione!
And how thy little playmate hath grown up,
 

Orestes.”
Seeking how she might retain
The unsteddy love of Paris, oft she wisht
A son were hers like Corythos, resolved
To make him hers by gentle offices
And (if there be atonement) to atone
For what his mother suffered by her fault.
“O Agelâos!” she exclaimed, “thy cares
Have rear’d both sire and son: the fatal torch
Extinguisht thou hast seen, and now wouldst see
Him who was fancied to have brought it home,
Yet who, in Ilion saved, himself is safe.
But haste not, let his son repeat to him
His mother’s words and have the first embrace.”
“No counsel else” replied the aged man
“Did Cebren’s daughter give me: but altho’
I may retrace the features so beloved
In childhood, ill may Paris recognise
Old Agelaos, in his wrinkled cheeks,
Grey temples, and that slow and spiritless
Movement where years are crowded upon years.
Perhaps he may not wish to see again
The once familiar who hath followed up
A better course than he: the royal heir
May need me not, yet Corythos stil needs
My help.. to fail him but in death alone.”
Various the thoughts of Helen: she resolved
At last that Corythos should meet his sire
When Bacchus has thrown open the warm breast,
And when the harp is ringing, and the room
Round the high lamp is bright and jubilant.
Often she schem’d this interview: at length
The day is come.
 

The Trojans sing again
Gay songs, long intermitted, half-afraid
Lest skilful Paris gently reprehend
Words ill-remember’d, notes irregular;
The times had deaden’d so the unworthy strings.
Now censers burning all around reflect
The images that hold them, images
Of youths whose left-hand holds long garments back;
Scarlet and purple tapestry glows above
As if the sun had lighted it, and higher
Redden more dim the cedar’s vaulted beams,
Thro’ whose compartments had mimetic art
Displaid the deep clear azure, with its stars,
Where dwell in still serenity the Blest.
Along the hearth shoots forth a lambent flame;
The house-hold Gods smile with it, Paris smiles,
And she, the heaven-descended, whom he loves.
The hearts of both with placid course and full
Joy overflows and every hour expands:
Hour more propitious than the present none
Could meet her wishes. Slight inquietude
There is in his delay. Sometimes she breaks
The thread of her discourse to list awhile,
Then takes it up uneven, then replies
Wide of the question she hath seem’d to hear.
Silence! here enters Corythos! He starts
At the broad splendour; at the regal form
Of Paris now before him: to approach
His mighty sire he burns, but then draws back
His foot, and looks at Helen. This the prince
 

Observing. this. the bashfulness of youth..
The step so suddenly withdrawn. the breast
 

Heaving. the brow disturb’d. the voice extinct..
No colour in the cheek.. no name announced..
No office. but from graceful shoulders flowing
The very vest which Helen once had spun
For young Atrides, waiting his return,
In earlier days, when him alone she loved..
These things together strike him with the force
Of thunderbolt: up springs he: on that vest
He siezes; casts it from him; with his sword
Smites the boy s neck, his face, his side; spurns off
His hands to heaven appealing, and hears nought
But, struggling hard with blood, his dying groan.
Such the last day of Corythos! the last
Of peace to Paris and that gentlest dame
Of stepdames. When she saw the youth sink down
And all the furies urging Paris on,
Her senses left her: on the ivory couch
Cold lay her limbs as though she lay in death.
Her husband’s wrath heard not the groan profound
When his child roll’d before him and his eyes
Lookt up to him once more, swam, sank, and closed.
He bursts away and calls upon the Gods
Who punish perjuries; as if no God
Had noticed his; as if ‘twere very hard
Deceiver should be in his turn deceived.
When Agelaos heard the sad report,
Vengeance he called on Helen, vengeance call’d
On Paris: ashes o’er his head he heapt,
And, praying death may intercept him, bent
His homeward way. What should he there relate
Whose thanks bring back? a parent’s? overjoyed
To find a son beyond all hope, a son
Long absent, latest, dearest, gift of her
He had deserted! who, of him deprived,
Would miss his voice and face, all day, all night,
Sole solace of those long and weary hours,
But who, to turn aside the death she fear’d
For that most cruel father, hade the boy
Go seek him.. seek him in the stranger’s house,
The base adulteress who had wrought her woe.
Grief, anger, virtue, shake his breast at once;
Fain would he fly from Ida.
 

When the sire
Knew the sad truth, upon his son’s cold cheek
A thousand kisses did his lips impress;
He expiated (if grief could expiate)
His crime with bitter grief, and built up high
A pile of cypress to receive the corse;
And thus the lately found, by name (before
Unknown) in broken accents he bewail’d.
“Wept on no humble or unhonored bier,
Rest, O my Corythos, that placid rest
Which life denied thee!”
Scarce hath he invoked
The shade by name before he separates
The ashes of the boughs and of the boy,
And these he places in a golden urn
Nigh his own chamber. Dark is all the house,
And silent all within it. He hath lost,
Utterly lost, his grace in Helen’s eyes,
And thro’ his tears and anguish none sees he
In Leda’s daughter: both retort complaints,
And each-one’s sorrow is the other’s fault.
Again, he rushes forth on the remains
Of the Achaians; his high crest again
Is seen above the combat, and that shield
He shakes which Thetis by her prayers obtain’d
Of the fire-potent God, wherewith she arm’d
To conquer Asia her disdainful son,
And from that conqueror Paris tore away.
Weary of glory, worne with grief, he sought
The place where recently he fill’d the urn
With bones, of grace and beauty now disrobed
And brittle to embraces, losing form
And substance (what small remnant they retain’d)
When the first tear fell and sank into them.
In the still sacredness of night, alone
Went he, the stars were shining on the tomb,
And timidly and slowly he explored
With outspred hand if aught might yet remain
Of his lost child, and credulously seiz’d
Little black sticks, and bore them in his breast.
Greeks, as they roam’d along the shore, observ’d
His wanderings: these Ulysses had espied,
Epëus too, and, heavy with his wound
And catching the cool air with frequent gasp,
 

Pœantius. Round a high-piled tomb a trench
Was hollowed: hitherward they steal along
From the Sigæan sands, while yet the stars
Cast a scant light, and thro’ the uneven ground
And the dim copses winde their secret way.
And here await they Paris, true at last,
And smiting in the anguish of his soul
A breast too long from pious love estranged.
What bowstring, from what archer’s bow unstrung,
Rattles on belt or quiver? Who cries out?
None other voice responding. Hark! he groans;
He calls for enemy; no aid he claims
Of friend; but leaning on one elbow sits
Raging; and often strikes his heel the ground.
Swift steps run back along the soft sea-shore:
For they who smote him in the shade of night,
By the command and with the auspices
Of Gods, had stolen on a man unarm’d
Without their helmets, cuirases, or shields.
He could not follow, for behind his knee
The arrow had gone thro’: with desperate twist
He tore it out, and from two apertures
The hissing blood sprang forth: he sinks; he rolls
His limbs, he rolls his heavy eyes, all night,
In the red dew: he sees the city lamps
Kindled; he sees them all go out again
From the same spot. But when an iron light
Begins to peer o’er the cold plain, and wakes
From their brief sleep the tamer animals,
They of the household rise, and all around
In grove, in champain, seek their absent lord,
And, as if there the search should be the last,
At his son’s tomb. The race that cheers the ear
Of Morning with its voice, and penetrates
With its bold breast the woodland stiff with frost,
And, watchful at the gate in life’s extreme,
Is faithful to the wretched and the poor,
With eyes as languid on his languid eyes
Looks sorrowing down, and licks them unreproved.
When the last hour gleams feebly upon man
Not feebly rise the former: swift and thick
Do they crowd back with all the images
Of his misdeeds in clearest light reveal’d.
Now manifest is every oracle,
Now Lacedæmon’s awful Nemesis,
Now the red torch, now the right-hand that shakes
Its widening vapour over myriad graves,
To settle on the towers of llion.
But these all vanish. Thee alone he sees,
Daughter of Cebren! thee, beneath that rock
Where strowed the winds thy nuptial couch with leaves,
Espous’d, deserted, childless! What avail,
Ah what I the promises, the gifts, of Gods?
A better, now he feels, was left in thee.
“Go, ye who once could serve me, go” said he
“And tell Œnone ye have seen me pierced:
Tell her it is not help I now beseech,
But pardon.”
 

When the youths descried her home
Amid the innermost and highest wood,
And found it closed, and heard the wail within,
And saw tame stags raise up their antler’d heads
Suddenly from the threshold, they prepared
To enter.
 

They repeat the last command
Of him who sent them. Young, and confident
In ready eloquence, they would adorn
The wings of Mercury with brighter plumes,
And utter as their lord’s what time and place
Forbade his uttering, and (more strongly) grief.
His former love do they commemorate,
And how OEnone was endowed with herbs
Potent to save. She lookt aside, and said
“I could not save my son! nor did he ask
Who asks me now.” And, as she turn’d away,
They heard the halls with sob and plaint resound.
Meanwhile four stout attendants bear the prince
Upon a plank of pliant ash, where rose
The sacred mansion of the Idæan Nymph.
And as they bear him thither, toiling up
The narrow path, often the loose round stones
Slip under them and shake him, often spring
The branches back and strike against his wound.
Not long was the delay, but long it seem’d
To him whose day was closing, and before
He could collect the features in his mind
Of her he sought so eagerly. They pass
Along the crevices of rocks where hang
The ivy-stems their rigid moss.. of rocks
Which the spear’s point, in time gone-by, engraved
With tender verses round about linkt names;
Labour of idle hunter, disinclined
To let that idleness pass soon away.
And into opener places they procédé,
For feats remember’d of prevailing strength,
And songs and dances and successful loves.
There Paris paus’d and wept, with both his hands
Closed o’er the face: the four who carried him
Placed on the evenest ground the future bier,
And they too, turning back their faces, wept.
The Nymph of Ida came not forth to them,
But on the threshold of the open door
She staid her footstep, that the tears might flow
Within the house unseen one moment more.
And now the son of Priam views again
His early realm, a realm so peaceable,
And sweet OEnone, then his only care;
And now again, again, he hears the sighs
Which heave that faithful bosom: how diverse
From those he sigh’d to in the grot below!
And slowly lifting to that face divine
His eyes, “How many and what years” he cried,
“Since Paris saw OEnone his beloved!”
Nothing of anger or complaint said she;
For she had prayed of the Eumenides,
Few hours before, that the untimely end
Of Corythos their wrath should vindicate,
And that she might not, even if she will’d,
Be help to Paris in his hour of need.
Another prayer she added to these prayers,
With quivering lips, more anxiously, but fear’d
No God would grant it.
 

“Jupiter!” she cried,
“And if there he another who should hear
My last appeal.. grant me the gift of death.”
Thunder was heard upon the left, and signs
Shone forth above her from the sky serene.
But when she saw that son and sire had fared
Alike, and that she might have saved the one,
She who alone could save him, she appeared
Cruel and merciless.. to him.. to both.
“No; I deserve not, seek not, to prolong
My life,” said Paris. “Only let one urn
Unite us.. me, my Corythos!” He spake
And held the urn toward her: this she caught,
Together with the faint and chilly hand
It had nigh dropt from.
 

Paris had but strength
To add these words,
“OEnone! it was ours
To live united: they.. the Gods alone..
Sundered us.”
 

“But they sunder us no more.”
Said she. “Behold! the bridal hour is come,
Wherein no wretchedness, no falsehood is,
No separation. Ah! restrain, restrain
Those groans! Let me, my husband, die the first!
Hear me.. the Gods have heard me.. unwithhel’d,
Give one embrace.
 

“Paris is now my own,
Mine, by sure auspices, eternally.
And do not thou in Pluto’s house, my child,
Disdain the mother whom thy death brings down.
“Often the cruel gift that Venus gave
Gave me one comfort with it.. that my grief
Could not encrease; and now I lose this one.
From Juno less had been the penalty,
Wroth as she was, than Venus now exacts
In the same Ida.. Venus, crown’d by thee!”
Her fainting form the sister Nymphs receive,
And from its fountain bring the tepid stream;
In vain; then hasten to the mountain-top;
And there her father Cebren takes the urn,
To hold fresh ashes gathered by his hand.
 
  


XXV. PAN AND PITYS.
 

Cease to complain of what the Gods decree,
Whether by death or (harder!) by the hand
Of one prefer’d thy loves be torne away,
For even against the bourn of Arcady
Beats the sad Styx, heaving its wave of tears,
And nought on earth so high but Care flies higher.
A maid was wooed by Boreas and by Pan,
Pitys her name, her haunt the wood and wild;
Boreas she fled from; with more placid eye
Lookt she on Pan; yet chided him, and said..
“Ah why should men or clearer-sighted Gods
Propose to link our hands eternally?
That which o’er raging seas is wildly sought
Perishes and is trampled on in port;
And they where all things are immutable
Beside, even they, the very Gods, are borne
Unsteddily wherever love impels;
Even he who rules Olympus, he himself
Is lighter than the cloud beneath his feet.
Lovers are ever an uncertain race,
And they the most so who most loudly sing
Of truth and ardour, anguish and despair,
But thou above them all. Now tell me, Pan,
How thou deceivedst the chaste maid of night
Cynthia, thou keeper of the snow-white flock!
Thy reed had crackled with thy flames, and split
With torture after torture; thy lament
Had fill’d the hollow rocks; but when it came
To touch the sheep-fold, there it paus’d and cool’d.
Wonderest thou whence the story reacht my ear?
Why open those eyes wider? why assume
The ignorant, the innocent? prepared
For refutation, ready to conceal
The fountain of Selinos, waving here
On the low water its long even grass,
And there (thou better may’st remember this)
Paved with smooth stones, as temples are. The sheep
Who led the rest, struggled ere yet half-shorn,
And dragged thee slithering after it: thy knee
Bore long the leaves of ivy twined around
To hide the scar, and stil the scar is white.
Dost thou deny the giving half thy flock
To Cynthia? hiding tho’ the better half,
Then all begrimed producing it, while stood
Well-washt and fair in puffy wooliness
The baser breed, and caught the unpracticed eye.”
Pan blusht, and thus retorted.
 

“Who hath told
That idle fable of an age long past?
More just, perhaps more happy, hadst thou been,
Shunning the false and flighty. Heard I have
Boreas and his rude song, and seen the goats
Stamp on the rock and lick the affrighted eyes
Of their young kids; and thee too, then averse,
I also saw, O Pitys! Is thy heart,
To what was thy aversion, now inclined?
Believest thou my foe? the foe of all
I hold most dear. Had Cynthia been prefer’d
She would not thus have taunted me: unlike
Thee, Pitys, she looks down with gentle glance
On them who suffer; whether they abide
In the low cottage or the lofty tower
She tends them, and with silent step alike
And watchful eye their aking vigil soothes.
I sought not Cynthia; Cynthia loan’d to me.
Not pleased too easily, unlovely things
She shuns, by lovely (and none else) detain’d.
Sweet, far above all birds, is philomel
To her; above all scenes the Padan glades
And their soft-whispering poplars; sweet to her
The yellow light of box-tree in full bloom
Nodding upon Cytoros. She delights
To wander thro’ the twinkling olive-grove,
And where in clusters on Lycæan knolls
Redden the berries of the mountain-ash;
In glassy fountain, and grey temple-top,
And smooth sea-wave, when Hesperus hath left
The hall of Tethys, and when liquid sounds
(Uncertain whence) are wafted to the shore..
Never in Boreas.”
 

“What a voice is thine!”
She said, and smiled. “More roughly not himself
Could sound with all his fury his own name.
But come, thou cunning creature! tell me how
Thou couldst inveigle Goddesses without
Thinning thy sheepfold.”
 

“What! again” cried he
“Such tart and cruel twitting? She received,
Not as belov’d, but loving me, my gift.
I gave her what she askt, and more had given,
But half the flock was all that she required;
Need therefor was it to divide in twain
The different breeds, that she might make her choice.
One, ever meager, with broad bony front,
Shone white enough, but harder than goat’s hair
The wool about it; and loud bleatings fill’d
The plains it battened on.. for only plains
It trod; and smelt. as all such coarse ones smell.
Avarice urged the Goddess: she sprang forth
And took, which many more have done, the worse.
“Why shake thy head? incredulous! Ah why,
When none believe the truth, should I confess?
Why, one who hates and scorns the lover, love?
Once thou reposedst on the words I spake,
And, when I ceast to speak, thou didst not cease
To ponder them, but with thy cool plump palm
Unconsciously didst stroke that lynx-skin down
Which Bacchus gave me, toucht with virgin shame
If any part slipt off and bared my skin.
I then could please thee, could discourse, could pause,
Could look away from that sweet face, could hide
All consciousness that any hand of mine
Had crept where lifted knee would soon unbend.
Ah then how pleasant was it to look up
(If thou didst too) from the green glebe supine,
And drink the breath of all sweet herbs, and watch
The last rays run along the level clouds,
Until they kindle into living forms
And sweep with golden net the western sky.
Meanwhile thou notedst the dense troop of crows
Returning on one track and at one hour
In the same darkened intervals of heaven.
Then mutual faith was manifest, but glad
Of fresh avowal; then securely lay
Pleasure, reposing on the crop she reapt.
“The oleaster of the cliff; the vine
Of leaf pellucid, clusterless, untamed;
The tufts of cytisus that half-concea’d
The craggy cavern, narrow, black, profound;
The scantier broom below it, that betray’d
Those two white fawns to us. what now are they?
How the pine’s whispers, how the simpering brook’s,
How the bright vapour trembling o’er the grass
Could I enjoy, unless my Pitys took
My hand and show’d me them; unless she blew
My pipe when it was hoarse; and, when my voice
Fail’d me, took up, and so inspired, my song.”
Thus he, embracing with brown brawny arm
Her soft white neck, not far from his declined,
And with sharp finger parting her smooth hair.
He paus’d.
 

Take now that pipe,” said she “and since
Thou findest joyance in things past, run o’er
The race-course of our pleasures: first will I
The loves.. of Boreas I abhor.. relate.
He his high spirit, his uprooted oaks,
And heaven confused with hailstones, may sing on:
How into thine own realms his breath has blown
The wasting flames, until the woods bow’d low
Their heads with heavy groans, while he alert
Shook his broad pinions and scream’d loud with joy.
He may sing on, of shattered sails, of ships
Sunk in the depths of ocean, and the sign
Of that wide empire from Jove’s brother torn;
And how beneath the rocks of Ismaros
Deluded he with cruel sport the dream
That brought the lost one back again, and heard
The Manes clap their hands at her return.
Always his pastime was it, not to shake
Light dreams away, but change them into forms
Horrific; churl, from peace and troth averse.
What in such rival ever couldst thou fear?”
Boreas heard all she spoke, amid the brake
Conceal’d: rage seiz’d him: the whole mountain shook.
“Contemn’d!” said he, and as he said it, split
A rock, and from the summit with his foot
Spurn’d it on Pitys. Ever since, beneath
That rock sits Pan: her name he calls; he waits
Listening, to hear the rock repeat it; wipes
The frequent tear from his hoarse reed, and wears
Henceforth the pine, her pine, upon his brow.
 
  


XXVI. CORESOS AND CÀLLIRHÔE.
 

The girls of Calydon now celebrate
The feast of Bacchus. Two whirl round and round
A rope entwined with flowers, and make the rest
Run into and leap over it by turns.
A playful one and mischievous pusht on
Her who stood nearest, laughing as her foot
Tript and her hair was tangled in the flowers.
Ah now, Callirhoe! burning shame flew up
Into thy face, nor could thy mother’s prayer
Bring thee before the altar: now, ’tis said,
A tear roll’d down thy cheek, not quite exempt
From anger; but thy hand conceal’d thy face.
Coresos, rising from his lofty seat,
Came forward, and stood ravisht with her charms:
Coresos was it who then ruled the rites,
Beauteous, and skill’d to praise his God in song.
Unhappy youth! to see her in that hour!
In any other had he seen her first,
She might have loved him as he now loved her,
And he, had never he beheld her shame
And tears at falling, might have lived and played
On idle pipe the vacant cares of love.
Neither the struggles of devoted goat
Nor the sweet wine they pour upon its horns
Engage his notice; not the God himself,
Giver of joy, gives any joy to him:
Nor after, when short laugh is faintly heard
Among the bushes, and the star of eve,
Eve’s star and Love’s, alone is overhead,
And shrubs are shaken which no breezes shake,
Gave he his eyes to sleep, his limbs to rest.
Where the long grasses hung with dews malign,
Beneath an ilex sat he quite alone
And meditated much, forgetting all
He fain would say to her; her face itself
Was shaken in his memory by his throbs:
Vainly would he recall it; up there comes
Another, less ingenuous, more in want
Of grace and beauty, not (alas!) of scorn.
Many the days he wooed her, and the nights
Many he mourn’d that he had wooed in vain.
At last no longer could he see her near.
If barks the dog, she starts; if stranger lift
The door-latch, up she springs; the humid thread
She snatches from her mouth with trembling hand
And holds before her lips, and throws her hair
Back, which had fallen and hung loosely down
While close below the lintal slopes her ear.
If in the court she hears a louder step
She thinks him coming; come, if one less loud.
The cane that long has quivered in the wind
Hardens; the maiden thus who long has fear’d:
Callirhoe would not trust her mother once,
No, nor herself; but now would gladly hear,
Alone or with her parent, him who sued;
For she had sharpen’d the bright point of speech
In readiness to pierce his open breast:
Nor slight is the offender’s new offence
Thus to avoid it.
 

As the coral bends
Beneath the Erythraean sea, but grows
Harder and harder when it feels the air,
So did this virgin, soft and flexible
In her first nature. Shyness, which confused
Her features lately, now quite disappear’d.
She minds not what men tattle, nor desires
Their ignorance of what she blusht to know;
She laughs if any whisper in her ear
That he is coming, laughs to see him stop
Suddenly, thus (a long way off) observ’d.
Afar she would not wish him, would not wish
His folly less, his madness less. She trod,
And knew she trod, upon a sacred flame,
Unscared, contending with the mighty Gods,
And rendering their best gifts of no avail.
Ah! in what region grows a dittany
To heal the wound Love’s poison’d barb hath left?
He who with quiet bosom can sit down
With wrongs like these cast into it, lores not;
Nor he who fiercely bursts the bond at once.
Coresos siez’d her hand and threw it back
Disdainful, but sigh’d deeply, fixing fast
His looks upon her; then more calmly spake.
“Callirhoe! I no more bemoan to thee
The love thou spurnest: pity ask I none
For such a vain, such an unworthy grief.
Be sure the tear thou now despisest, falls
The last that I shall shed or thou shalt see,
And therefor in the hour of death it falls.
For look around thee how the plague devours
Men’s festered limbs! how fly the old to learn
The will and oracles of heaven, and how
From the hill-tops look out for their return
Those who have given them the last embrace.
The blameless fall; and shall the guilty stand?
“Contemn’d I was, and I deserv’d contempt.
But never it repents me that in youth
Those arts I cherisht which, if age had come,
Had given grace and dignity to age.
Tis not for me: upon my brow too soon
The crown thou placest; and the flowers that deck
An altar near at hand to thee are sweet.
Worthy I was, Callirhoe! then I sued;
Unworthy am I now, and now retire,
Broken in spirit, pierced with arrows, aim’d
Less by my lurking foes (for these are few)
Than by the heartless levity of friends.
Once (let me boast it) I might beat them all
Where agile strength the wrestler’s olive gave,
Or where the Gods bestow’d the gift of song,
Or, boon to me more precious! in thy love.
Slings may hold prizes forth: the ores of earth,
The gems of ocean, may adorn small men
And make them marvels to more small below;
The Gods alone on mortal can confer
Genius and beauty, the pure wealth of heaven.
Ah! why do they to whom these gifts befall
Stand so apart? ah why shouldst thou condemn
To moulder each in barrenness away?
Beauty we worship in her high career,
But let her wane, and where the worshiper?
And Genius, mournful Genius, unapproacht,
Like Saturn from his lofty citadel,
Looks with an iron light down on a world
Torn from him.”
 

While he speaks, there now return
The elders, with their temples filleted,
For mildness, virtue, piety, revered,
Besought and prone with purer hands to touch
The altar, and the wrath of heaven avert.
Callirhoe, whom the crowd call’d out by name,
Beheld them and turn’d pale, presaging ill:
Pale also turn’d Coresos, and endured
Yet worse his aching breast the ribald words
Flung by the people on the modest maid.
Forward he rusht to lead her from a throng
Madden’d with rage against her. In his flight
Palæmon stopt him.
 

“Stay thy steps” cried he,
“And thou too, wretched maiden! hear the Gods,
Whose sentence on thy crime I now repeat.
Against thee shall the nation rise no more,
No more the dying virgin lift her eyes
Against thee, and no longer shall the torch
Where mothers crowd our funerals, bear thy name.”
Coresos sprang to clasp the neck she turn’d,
And cried in loud devotion,
 

“Hail, O sire
Who fillest with thy deity the groves
Of thy Dodona, and whose look benign
Hath given to the air and earth below
Health and serenity! This maid henceforth
To me alone will be the source of pain.
More than Iacchus whom I serve, and more
Than happiest dream could promise, is thy gift.”
Troubled in mind, Palæmon shook his head
And thus continued.
 

“Much art thou deceived
By such bright hopes, O gentle youth! Thyself
Shoudst see the future, favored by thy God;
But thou thyself dost hold before thine eyes
Love’s dazzling saffron vesture, and believe
That what is coming can be only Love.
“Step forward, ye young men! for Jupiter
Calls on ye all, and honors thus his son
Of Semale begotten. Lead ye forth,
Lead ye, a victim to appease his ire,
 

Callirhôe.”
 

That loud sound ran thro’ her heart,
Ran thro’ her limbs, and swept their strength away.
Down fell she. But strong arms had now seiz’d hers
And drag’d her to the temple.
 

Sense return’d
At the close tramp of those who hurried by,
(Some to see only, some with zeal to pile
The altar), at the smoke of frankincense,
At the cold sprinkling of the sacred lymph
Upon her temples, and at (suddenly
Dropt, and resounding on the floor) the sword.
“Take it!” with tremulous voice Palæmon said.
“This is thy office; often on that head
Hast thou call’d down due vengeance from above:
Take, hold it, use it. Dost thou now retract?
’Tis not permitted. To no prayer of thine
Our Gods grant this, but are resolved to show
That wrong’d are they when men like thee are wrong’d.
If from the people one come forward, friend,
Relative, parent, willing to devote
His life instead of you unhappy maid’s,
Thro’ that man’s blood the city shall receive
Safety; for Jove thus reconciles his son.”
Upon the trembling victim gazed the youth,
And with back-hand swept off a tear.
 

“Thy sire.”
Said he “is dead: and others are content
To have stood higher in thy grace than I.
Look! listen! what light footsteps glide away!
Now with firm breast, Callirhoe! and fixt eye
I dare to look on thee. In father’s stead,
In lover’s stead, I stand; and I perform
The sacred duty by the Gods imposed.”
Cries, clamours, groans, rise, spread.
They see the limbs
Of young Coresos on the earth; and fear
Seizes them lest they tread that holy blood.
The temple moans aloud; the city swarms
With rumours, and the groves and fields around.
Now ’tis reported that the youth has fallen
By his own hand to save the virgin; now
That both were stricken by the fire of heaven.
With its own violence the crowd is swayed
Hither and thither, thickening; as the waves
Conglomerate under the propelling storm.
 
  


XXVII. CATILLUS AND SALIA.
 

Catillus left his spear upon the steps
Of that old temple which from Ciminus
Looks o’er the lake and the dark ilexes.
Often his horse, standing alone before
The columns, starts at sights obscurely seen;
Sometimes at roar of raging beast, sometimes
At bark that bursts and crackles from the cork,
Or at the rapid whirl of withered leaves
Wafted and rattling on his bridle-bit.
“Voltumna!” pray’d the youth “reject not thou
My vows! for Salia is my heart consumed;
Nor does the sire or maiden disapprove;
But there are ancient oracles that hold
The torch of Hymen back. Thou knowest well,
O Goddess! (for from thy own fane procede
These oracles) what menaces impend.
So great an evil be it mine to ward
From both! Yet how? He who could all foresee,
Amphiaraus, he might have advised;
But earth before him opened, and with flames
Enveloping his chariot, drank it in.
Where in far regions, famed Ismenos flows
He left his children and the light of day.
“The Tuscan shore a race of fugitives
Alights on. O that they had come in guise
Of enemies! not (as they say) of friends:
Because old seers have seen, old prophets sung
That under this the royal house should fall
And royal bride be wedded, to her sire’s
And people’s ruin. Clearly I discern
What Fate before had hidden; nor retreat;
Nor arms, wherever they may lead, refuse;
Nor absence. long, for ever; nor the gulph
Of Styx, which all must pass; nor, what is worse,
In other lands to wander; be but thou
Mine for one day, O Salia! no one’s else
And least of any one an exile’s bride!”
A hollow murmur shakes the beech-tree-tops;
A voice is heard;
“Of wretched father, child
More wretched! how wouldst thou have fled before,
If thou hadst ever known the curse to come!”
It ceases: loudly, as the portal closed,
Resounded in their depths the woods profound.
The youth is sunk in prayer, and all again
Is silent, in the sky, the grove, the fane,
Nor could he see above him any bird
Whose flight should comfort him; for right and left
Rose the huge branches, and afar the swans
Shone out serenely on the lake serene,
Soothing the under-wing with neck reverst.
He wishes not for fields of waving vine,
He wishes not for olive-boundary,
Planted when first the blindfold boy had drawn
The lot of each Pelasgian from the urn,
But he does wish for Salia, he does wish
To see Volsinii, blessed land, again.
Then of the king he thinks, and then revolves
Commands which both had given (and one with tears)
Unless Voltumna look with placid smile
Toward the couch of Hymen.
Evening came:
He threw him on the ground; he sought for dreams,
If haply sleep should calm his weariness,
Dreams that from sire and daughter may remove
The unknown peril that o’er shadows both.
Sharp was the splendour of the stars; all heaven
Seem’d moving as it never yet had moved;
To mortal power insuperable, fate
Bent easily before him; every word
Of oracles had now grown plain enough;
And he resolv’d to save at once the king
And the king’s daughter, do they what they would
And fear’d they all that ever could be fear’d.
Amid these thoughts his yielding senses sleep
Impresses: in his dream he hears the arms
Of guest and ravisher: he sees (can sight
Deceive him?) Salia. With her own consent
Is she borne off? and, when her father calls
Pursuing her, disdains she to return?
He starts, he raves, strikes with his brow the ground,
Springs up, and, siezing on the bridle, leaps
Into the saddle, and before ’tis dawn
Reaches the city’s outskirt.
 

Long the land
In peace had rested; scanty was its watch;
All knew the cordial youth who, strong of limb,
Joyous of countenance and prompt of speech
And large of liberality, and first
On foot or horseback, hurl’d the Argive spear;
Strait went he onward where the palace stood,
And stationed under its first turret found
The friendly Periphas.
 

“I haste” he cried,
“I haste to Salia. Help me. That is nigh,
That which she fears, her father more than she,
And never may perhaps by arms avert:
Voltumna threatens it. Her father’s love
May blind his eyes, but my love opens mine.
I bring the Goddesses own words, and these
The dreams she breath’d into my breast confirm.”
Ever to Dian at the break of day
Did Salia bear her sacrifice: the gate
Was this thro’ which she past into her grove
And little chapel.
Thickly sound the hoofs
Of fretting horse beneath the turret’s arch,
And the last light of lamp that hangs therefrom,
Crackling, now hides now shows the whiten’d iron.
When casts the hind, with broken sleep morose,
The wooden collar round his ox’es neck
And rope athwart the horns, when one red line
Borders the dull horizon, and the fields
Under the drowsy skies lie indistinct,
There stands the royal maiden.
 

“Hence! fly hence!
O Salia!” cries Catillus, “and believe
The Gods are now propitious.”
 

At the word
On his high steed he lifts her, with a leap
Mounts, and redoubles with a rapid spur
His courser’s speed.
 

“Tremble not” cried the youth:
“A time there was indeed for fear, when flight
Was none, and hope uncertain. From her shrine
Dian inclining to thy prayers and vows
Would, if she ever uttered oracle,
Hare bidden what Voltumna hath ordain’d.
The horse is quiet: see! he frets no more:
And none are following. Is my arm too tight?
Bends it unwelcome round thee? Fearest thou?
Wouldst thou prohibit, wouldst thou chide, my fears
I loosen it. Why weep and sigh? why doubt?
In Tibur who should envy us a life
Of country peace? To what ferocious man
Canst thou be there a prey? what war molest
Thy father? For no realm we fight; we hold
The only realm we want. I leave behind
The Sabines and their ruler to enjoy
Untroubled peace. Instead of fields in dower,
Fields which suspicion everywhere surrounds
With the uncertain faith of hireling arms,
Be there for us the deep repose of woods,
Walls that have never heard the name of Mars,
Tibur, and those green pastures on the banks
Thro’ which Pareusius winds his silvery stream.
Look back; how widely spreads the space behind!
Volsinii how remote! the citadel
How reddening lower and lower with larger light!”
At this she raises up her eyes, not quite
Up to his eyes who speaks to her; then looks
Back on her father’s city; then they fill
With gushing tears.
 

“Live, father! live in peace!
Voltumna claims me; can then piety
Forbid, or any care obstruct my course?
Follow I must the Goddess’es command.
The desart, the dense darkness of the woods,
The lake, with all their gloom and all its own,
I would thro’ life inhabit, nor repine,
Let but the Fates grant tranquil days to thee!”
Moved at her tenderness, Catillus said,
“Behold them granted! and shall she whose prayers
Have won them for her parent, not rejoice?
Voltumna well might choose thee for her own,
But she was silent; nay, she gave commands
Right opposite; she bade thee leave thy home,
Thy father’s house: thou wisely hast obey’d,
And child so duteous she from far will hear.
Meanwhile an aged priestess keeps the fane,
One only: such its holiness, no time
Will ever move it. Thou shalt see the dells
Of Tibur, the Albunean lake, its shades
And floating ilands, and (what oft thy wish
Shuddering at all the terrors of the tale
Urged thee to see) the fissured rock, the rush
Of angry waters, and, where these subside,
Glens where is heard the song of Nymphs below.
There be our country, there our house, and there
Our early days and later! All thy life
Must thou be happy in a father saved
And faith saved too: and no less happy he,
Obedient to the dictate of the Fates,
In that he gave not (tho’ he wisht to give)
Salia to him who holds her to his heart.”
Salia now calmer, bids him to repeat
All that Voltumna said. The Goddess’es
Behest she thinks obscure, the danger clear;
She sighs; but piety distrusts not love.
Scarce the first hour of flight had past away
Before the father knew it. Idle time
He lost not in complaint, nor idle threats
Threw at the fugitive: he gave command
Forthwith that chosen youths surround the woods
And moorlands of Capenus, occupy
Every hill-top, keep equal distances
At certain stations, and from each, right, left,
The subject land, wood, river, lake, survey.
He himself hastened onward, and before
Noontide he saw, not distant, to the east,
Eretus, its wide woodland overgrown
With speckled arbutus, and, farther on
And higher up, an ancient temple, white
In the sun’s splendour, on its mound apart:
Beyond it the Nomentan hills retired.
And now, inclosed by mountains, he approacht
The steep red banks and turbid stream profound
Of Tiber. Never had that stream been crost
By bridge of stone convex, or mountain pine,
Nor level boats in surging series linkt
Made plain the way for horseman and for horse.
He bends, and raises in his hollow hand
The sacred water, and thus prays the God.
“O father Tiber! if thou hast preserv’d
Thy people quiet by religious awe;
If thou beholdest thy Apollo’s hill
Soracte bound in duteous equity;
If the Faliscians, righteous race, impress
The burning ember with unflinching heel;
If, when the robber Cacus he had slain,
Alcides (which our sires have seen) washt off
That robber’s blood in thy most clensing lymph;
If stolen herds brought vengeance down on him
Whom none consorted with, no host receiv’d;
Shall I in vain implore thee for thy help
Against a wretch who robs his host of all,
Who carries off his child, his only child?
Avenge me: give me only (’tis enough)
To swim in safety o’er thy rapid stream.”
Thus praying, his huge spear he threw across;
Whereat the steed which bore him shrilly neigh’d,
Rear’d, and with hoof inverted scraped the turf,
And, call’d by name and patted and cheer’d on,
Sprang bravely down and clove the surging waves:
They bent beneath his lusty neck, they broke
At every breath his widening nostril breath’d,
And his rich trappings flasht fresh light around.
In the late hour of eve the king surveys
The highths of Tibur; to the walls he wends
Alone; to Coras, and him only, cries
That he come out.
 

But Coras, when he knew
Afar Catillus by his burnisht arms,
Ran from the rampart to embrace the king,
And said “Where is my brother?”
 

Fiercelier burns
His rage at this, and
 

“Like a slave he fled;
Nor shall it now avail thee to conceal
His flight; thy walls shall show him in their flames.
Now let him arm.. a father calls, a guest,
Despoil’d, dishonor’d.. let him arm before
The hospitable the avenging Jove
He thinks he may affront, deceive, despise.”
The brother stood astonisht: lifting up
Both hands to heaven,
 

“No brother is with me,
I swear, and therefor lay aside thy wrath,
O king! and under happy auspices
Await in peace and patience his return.”
He answered not, but rudely rusht away.
With angry looks the Argive nobles cried
“What, tyrant! dost thou threaten war? say first,
Proud as thy nation is of ancient fame,
Say when on Ciminus hath ever oak
Borne trophy? While the fatten’d heifer shakes
The flowery fillet and salt-sprinkled crown,
Do their round cheeks, well form’d for puffing horns,
Turn into waxen whiteness at the approach
Of level’d spears. If (faith of Gods and men! )
Thou darest threaten us with fire or sword,
We will not wait thee in our walls, but show
Thy city, and all cities leagued with thee,
How the proud Tuscans first cried out for peace.”
The last late sunbeam of the summer sky
Had fallen, and with dew far superfused
The fuming meadows of Pareusius paled,
Far as the Albula and Latian plain.
When Tibur’s citadel had sunk to view
The king alighted from his horse, and spent
A weary night beneath a peasant’s roof.
Near to Volsinii, with a clear cold stream
There runs a rivulet and intercepts
The little rills that trickle thro’ the grove,
And falls into the Tiber where it looks
Into the glades of Umbria; ’twas this course
Catillus followed thro’ its whole extent.
Here, where it join’d the Tiber, pusht he forth
A narrow skiff, tied with a twisted band
Of osier to the tree. The oar’s smooth palm
Divided the broad water-leaves and won
An easy way. Now, while the waves it made
With gentle plash and pattering heav’d the bark,
Thou, Salia, sattest at thy lover’s side
Stiller and calmer than that shady stream.
Catillus then would hoist his little sail,
That he might lay aside the oar, and hold
The rope which turn’d it as the river turn’d
Or the wind caught it, and that he might sit
On the same bench with Salia, and protect
From the hot sun her face beneath its shade.
He fear’d to pass where hinds might see and shout,
He fear’d all voices, most of all he fear’d
The irreverent Fescennine’s immodest song.
Volsinii’s firm allies, the Sabines held
That country where amid the flowers he rears
Runs Farfar, and that barrener wherefrom
Himella shrinks when Sirius strikes his stream.
So now he took the simple guise of hind
Who had gone early forth, and must return
To hail his household Deities at eve.
Rushes and reeds conceal’d his crest and spear.
Long was the way by land, by water long,
Nor would the youth, nor could he had he will’d,
Tell Salia how much farther they must go.
Her dread of any seeing her he calm’d,
Saying,
 

“Look up! behold what scanty light
Sheds Hesper, how he swings upon the stream
Alone of all the stars, and what calm gloom
Propitious sits upon the brow of heaven.”
They both weave sleepless dreams. In days to come
What will their pleasure he, if touch of hand
Kindles such fires; if at one word, one glance,
Disperst is every doubt and every fear.
Ah! be not wise, ye young! but from bright days
Look into brighter: evermore believe:
Be this your wisdom. At the close of life,
We know too much; we know we are deceiv’d.
Needless the story were in what converse
Hour followed hour; what cultur’d lands, what wilds
Delighted them; how many were the spots
In whose retirement they could spend their lives:
Needless to mention how, amid the pause,
A bough impending o’er the stream sometimes
Swept, ere they were aware, the vessel’s side,
Startling and reddening her with girlish fright.
The youth too had his fears, but held them in.
He fear’d if any silent matron stole
Down to the river-side, in quest of him
Her children cried for ere they went to bed:
He fear’d if suddenly a lamp-light burst
With long effulgence from some cot unseen
Across the water, or a fisherman
Had crown’d his net with flame, and, dipt in pitch,
The feathery cane its finny prey allured.
Onward they sail all night: when mom appears,
Seeing that friendly Tibur was behind,
He leaves (in view, though distant) on his right
Seven far-famed hills, where stood the residence
Of king Evander, sprung from Arcady;
Janus on one had rear’d a muniment,
And Saturn on another: he admired
How such vast works had ever been destroy’d.
Wonder may seize, but can not long detain,
And least the young and ardent. Rowing back,
Catillus rises on the oar and glides
Into his native land.
 

“O mine!” he cries,
“Mine surely now! come, Salia, come, enjoy
In safety and by right our freedom here:
No Gods oppose us: we are here at home.”
And as he speaks, swifter he plies the oar.
Soon helmets blaze above the copse; men arm’d
And unarm’d welcome him; stout hinds belay
The laboring bark, tugging it where the wind
Baffles the sail; then, smoking from afield,
Laborious oxen and stout-hearted steeds.
But, tho’ they aided, slower seem’d the hour
Than yesterday, when lay the oar athwart
And the loose sail flapt idly round the mast.
Both wisht to he alone again; nor long
Abstain’d Catillus (when the cliff began
To chafe the water and impede the way)
From ordering to haul the skiff ashore.
Alone then were they. He ascends the path,
The well-known path of the old wood; he stops,
Here, lest the stones should hurt her; here, because
The grass is softer than all grass beside;
Here, because sunny hazles most invite;
And here, because no serpent ever coils
Beneath the ashen shade. Such leisure-hour
Fatigue and sense of safety make more sweet.
“Up! Salia! one more hill we must ascend,
Whence Tibur, now thy own, thou mayst descry.”
They reach the summit. What, across you chasm,
Fixes the maid her eyes upon? A breeze
Whitens the waving willows as they bend,
And ancient elms cast shadows long and dark,
And the lithe tendril of the vine unpruned
Pats and springs up and pats again the stream.
What sees she from the summit there? why gaze?
Why tremble? why turn pale?
 

Behold! there stands
Her father!
 

You might have believ’d her knees
Had turn’d to marble.
 

“‘Wretched girl!” he cried,
Whom dost thou fly from?”
 

At that voice she starts.
Swifter and swifter hurried she along
And thought each step was slower than the last.
Ambiguous was it from the fields or town
Whether she tore the youth away (her hand
Holding his spear through terror at the wrath
Of sire and prophet) or his arm made firm
Her step precipitous: but she was first
Where the road narrowed, fit for one alone,
And he where, leaning down for her, his spear
Protruded helpt her up the rock abrupt.
Indignant Anius saw them from below
Receiv’d into the city’s double gate
With loud acclaim and trumpet’s louder clang;
And from the aerial citadel the girls
One to another showed him, and with taunts
Bade him begone.
 

He rushes to the wood
Resounding o’er the river: but nor clash
Of cataract hears he, nor wild shout, nor dash
Roaring above, redoubled underneath,
And far away thro’ cavern d rocks prolong’d:
Nor rage impels him now nor tears dissolve,
He only presses with both hands his brow.
Ah from what hitter source must flow the grief
Such scenes assuage not! There he stood, nor saw
Fareusius whirl his torrent deep below,
Whence watery dust eternal intercepts
The light of heaven. Dark ilex, bright-hair’d beech,
And, vainly fostering ever-fruitless vine,
The loftier elm, mass above mass, arise.
Among the branches thousand birds appear
To raise their little throats, but every song
Fast as it flows the roaring torrent drowns.
Some, by assiduous helpmate undetain’d,
Fly from the eternal thunder of the wares;
 

These. leave them only sheltering bough, and moss
To soften for their young the nest they knit..
Nor rains can chill nor thunders shake their lore.
By rocks inclosed, sore fretting, and resolv’d
No force shall quell it, rushes the array
Of water, now united, scattered now,
Again to rally: pale is overhead
The mountain, pale and trembling; to its sides
The splasht herbs ding the doser: many a reed
Is there which never shall sigh forth the plaint
Of the lone shepherd, many a flower is there
On virgin bosom never to recline.
But numberless bright intermingled rays
Spring up, whence Jove and Phœbus raise an arch
Lofty and wide, and Iris dwells within.
Wrong, upon earth imperious, may o’erpower
And crush the mortal; Virtue may stand back
Nor help him; even the clemency of Heaven
May fail; the urn, the ashes laid within,
Violence may scatter; but on those who die
Thro’ wretchedness, and undeservedly,
Compassionate and faithful verse attends
And drives oblivion from the wasted tomb.
O why, ye Gods! why, in such lands as these,
Fairest of earth, and where ye chose to dwell,
Should burst forth anguish from a father s breast?
Why from the guiltless Anius? Who brought gifts
More gladly to your altars? who more pure?
In part he utter’d this, in part supprest;
Then added,
 

“Here is piety! and thus
Doth she requite her father! Duteous, chaste,
Benevolent, all thought her; and to all,
Excepting me, she was so; I alone
Less than a stranger merited her love.
Now know I what (Oh! lesson hard to learn
At all times! how much harder for the old!)
A daughter owes a father.
 

“O my wife!
If Libitina had allow’d thy stay,
To see me so far left behind in love
(Our fond contention) thou hadst surely griev’d.
I took the mothers place. When any pain,
However slight, she suffered, could I rest?
Or could I leave her couch?
 

“Go, snatch the torch
Of Hymen, run, mingle thy song with theirs,
From tranquil brow draw down the saffron veil,
And be thy children, if they can, like thee.
If every other rite thou hast disdain’d,
If scorn’d the dower a royal bride should bring,
If thro’ three nations, shameless, thou hast fled,
Blame, blame thy parent for it. He provides
At least a victim for so blest a day.”
He spake; and from the woody mountain-top,
Where by the eternal battery of the waves
A way is cloven, cast himself. From rock
To rock he fell; and all the dew that rose
Around was dimly reddened with his blood.
The fact is well recorded: while the name
Of old Pareusius few remember, thine O
Anius, sounds for ever on that stream.
 
  


XXVIII. THE CHILDREN OF VENUS.
 

Twain are the sons of Venus: one beholds
Our globe in gladness, while his brother’s eye
Oasts graver glances down, nor cares for woods
Or song, unworthy of the name of Love.
Nothing is sweet to him, as pure and cold
As rain and Eurus.
 

What dissension thus
Severed the beauteous pair? Ambition did.
With heavy heart the elder bore that he
Whom often with an arrow in his hand
He saw, and whetstone under it, and knew
To spend the day entire in weaving flowers
Or drawing nets, as might be, over birds,
That he should have men’s incense, he have shrines,
While only empty honour, silent prayer,
Was offered to himself.
 

On this he goes
And makes Silenus arbiter. The eld
With gentle speech would fain assuage his wrath;
It rises but the higher: he bids him call
The Idalian to his presence, then decide.
With downcast eye, and drooping wing, and cheek
Suffused with shame, the little one advanced,
And “Brother! did you call me? Then at last
The poor Idalian is not quite despised?”
The kindly arbiter in vain attempts
To bring together two such potent hands.
“No” said the taller; “I am here for this,
This only, that he learn, and by defeat,
What is my power.”
 

Hereon Silenus, “Go!
Kiss first: then both (but with no enemy)
In power and honour safely may contend.”
The younger leaps upon the elder’s neck
And kisses it and kisses it again:
The austerer could not, tho’ he would, resist
Those rapid lips; one kiss he did return,
Whether the influence of the God prevail’d,
Or whether ’tis impossible to stand
Repelling constantly a kindly heart.
But neither his proud words did he remitt
Nor resolution: he began to boast
How with his radiant fire he had reduced
The ancient Chaos; how from heaven he drove
The darkness that surrounded it, and drew
Into their places the reluctant stars,
And made some stand before him, others go
Beyond illimitable space; then curb’d
The raging sea and chain’d with rocks around.
“Is not all this enough for you?” exclamed
The brother; “must my little realm be stript
Of every glory? You will make me proud
In speech, refusing what is justly due.
Upon my birth the golden ether smiled.
What Chaos was I know not, I confess;
I would let every star fly where it list,
Nor try to turn it: her who rules them all
I drew behind the Latmian cliffs; she prayed,
She promist ever to perform my will
Would I but once be friendly. ’Twas her first,
’Twas her last vow.. and it was made to me.
Now you alike inhabit the same heaven,
And she must know you, yet none other Love
Acknowledges save him whom you despise.
To me what matter are the raging seas,
Curb’d or uncurb’d, in chains or out of chains?
I penetrate the uttermost retreat
Of Nereus; I command, and from the deep
Dolphins rise up and give their pliant backs
For harps to grate against and songmen ride;
And, when I will’d it, they have fondly wept
For human creatures human tears, and laid
Their weary lives down on the dry sea-sand.
Desert thou some-one, and he knows it not;
Let me desert him, let me but recede
One footstep, and funereal fire consumes
His inmost heart.
 

“The latest guest above
With basket overturn’d and broken thread
Lay lithe as new-mown grass before the gate
Of Omphale: a fondled whelp tug’d off
The lion-skin, and lept athwart his breast.
Vast things and wonderful are those you boast.
I would say nothing of the higher Powers,
Lest it might chafe you. How the world turns round
I know not, or who tempers the extremes
Of heat and cold and regulates the tides.
I leave them all to you: give me instead
Dances and crowns and garlands; give the lyre,
And softer music of the river-side
Where the stream laps the sallow-leaves, and breaks
The quiet converse of the whispering-reeds:
Give me, for I delight in them, the clefts
Of bank o’ergrown by moss’es soft deceit.
I wish but to be happy: others say
That I am powerful: whether so or not
Let facts bear witness: in the sun, the shade,
Beneath the setting and the rising stars
Let these speak out; I keep them not in mind.”
“Scarce less thy promises” the other cried.
He smiled and own’d it.
 

“You will soon educe
Bolder assertion of important deeds
Who things terrestrial haughtily despise.
Decline your presence at the blissful couch,
And boast you never make those promises
Which make so many happy, but with eye
Averted from them gaze into the deep,
Yet tell me, tell me, solemn one, that swearest
By that dark river only, who compel’d
Pluto to burn amid the deepest shades,
Amid the windings of the Stygian stream
And panting Phlegethon? while barkt the dog
Three-throated, so that all his realm resounds.
And who (here lies the potency) who made
The griesly Pluto please the captive bride?
Mere sport! If graver, better, things you want,
This is the hand, and this the torch it held
(You might have heard each drop the Danaid
Let fall, Ixion’s wheel you might have heard
Creak, as now first without his groans it roll’d)
When the fond husband claspt Eurydice,
And the fond wife the earliest slain at Troy.”
The arbiter embraced him: more composed
He turn’d toward the other and pronounced
This sentence.
 

“O most worthy of thy sire
The Thunderer! to thy guidance I committ
The stars (if he approve of it) and storms
And seas, and rocks coercing their uproar,
If Amphitrite smile, if Neptune bend.
But, O thou smaller one of lighter wing,
Source of the genial laugh and dulcet smile,
Who makest every sun shed softer rays,
And one sole night outvalue all that shine,
Who holdest back (what Jove could never do)
The flying Hours! thou askest nought beyond;
And this do I award thee. I bestow
On thee alone the gentle hand hand-linkt..
Thy truest bond.. on thee the flowers, the lyre,
The river’s whispers which the reeds increase,
The spring to weave thy trophies, the whole year
To warm and fill it with the balm of spring.
Only do thou”.. he whispered in the ear
Of Love, and blusht in whispering it. “incline
 

Ianthe.. touch her gently.. just the point..
Nor let that other know where thou hast aim’d.”
 
  


XXIX. THE LAST OF ULYSSES.
 

Sing we the last of that man’s days who tore
From Troy its safeguard, not against the will
Of Pallas; Pallas brought him safely home.
Be with us, daughter of Mnemosyne!
Thou who, altho’ thou visitest the abyss
Of Etna, where Enceladus is bound,
Tempestuous giant, mad with impotence,
And darest walk by Styx and Phlegethon,
Nor dreadest, bolt in hand, the Thunderer,
Yet from Sorrento gazest with delight
On waves so softly voluble. To these
I also turn: I seek that shore alone
Where stiffens on high rocks the hoary moss,
Too close and hard for idle child to strip
Or singing-bird to twine round slender nest.
When mute the trumpet of Misenus, mute
The Sybil’s cave, when o’er Parthenope
Crumbles the bust and scarce her name remains,
Thou holdest up the deeds of glorious men
And followest their funerals with song.
Tell us then in what region sank to rest
Ulysses; say, what did he, suffered he,
When he departed homeward from these shores?
Ogygia’s secret, Circe’s festive, bower,
Faithless to hospitality, we leave,
And harp that Phoebus scorns, and woof unseen
Of Pallas, tho’ its shuttle be of gold:
Better by far to mark how pure and firm
Connubial bonds in life and death are blest.
Jove pitied him who, after toils which man
Had never undergone, was guided now
By Pallas: he decreed in recompense
Penelope not only should retain
Her love and duty, but her youth and charms.
Many the marvels his eventful life
Had witnest; this more marvelous than all
Was unobserv’d; not through ingratitude;
But such he ever thought her; such she seem’d
In grace and beauty at all after-times
As when he left her to depart for Troy,
Or when he led her, with the fife before,
Under the garlands of her father’s gate.
That which the God now gave her seem’d her due,
Her property; he never fear’d that age
Or fate could alter beauty such as hers.
He who sees all things saw the hero’s mind.
The crowd of suitors own’d the miracle;
And now the wretched men began to fear
Who rioted so loosely in the house.
How late their piety! how scant their shame!
How rapidly death’s wide and downward road
Opens before them! opens, yet unseen.
Indignant that Penelope had borne
So long their importunities and threats,
And that Ulysses had in vain escaped
Calypso’s wiles and Circe’s bristling caves,
In vain had brought the archer back to Troy
With arrows poison’d in the hydra’s blood,
The Sire to Venus “Highth of wickedness!
Those suitors, once so patient, now abstain
Not even from the choicest of the herd,
Fatten’d, at his return, for us above:
Nor these alone the wretches would consume,
But their fierce lust burns fiercer from delay.
I doubt not. beauty often counsels ill...
If hope, if pleasure, give a brighter glow,
Or any deity her charms increase..
I doubt not. I fear greatly. that, subdued
By ardent prayers she lend a patient ear.
The more I dread it lest Minerva’s ire
Again be kindled: therefor I abstain,
As thou dost wisely, daughter, from offence.
Within twelve days ’tis destin’d he returns
For whom thou, Venus, hast thro’ wars and waves
Preserv’d the flame so vivid. Fate decrees
(What I could wish Fate never had decreed)
That the last corner carry off the prize,
Meeting her earliest on the twelfth day’s mom.
A crowd of lovers shakes the faith of few,
He shakes it who stands back and waits his hour.
I hope she may not meet the better man
Than her Ulysses: if she should so meet
That better man, I would not he prevail.”
Venus had listened to this wily speech
Fearing lest strong commands might follow it,
But when her father added nothing more
She fancied she could over-reach the wise
And potent, and make Pallas feel her might.
No hesitation: thro’ the air she flies,
She stands before Penelope asleep,
And thus, without awakening her.
 

“The first
In the twelfth mom who meets thee, shall be held
By thee in love unbroken, and subdue
Whatever enemy advances near.”
Close to the bed she goes, and there she stops,
Admiring her own gifts: then to herself,
“If Paris had beheld thee.. but just then
Thy husband took thee from the Spartan land..
I was wrong then. I am much wiser now..
But, had he seen thee, he, his house, his realm,
Had stil been safe; no guest betraid, no wrath,
By armure ript from heroes drag’d thro’ dust,
By temples sunk in ashes, by the wounds
Of Gods, and even their bloodshed, unappeas’d.”
Gazing once more ere vanishing, she said
“How beautiful! how modest!”
When that morn
Advances, she repents the doom it brings,
And fears him angry whom she little fear’d
So gracious: now she wishes she may fail
In what she most desired: she blames her power
Of eloquence, to which Minerva’s self
Must yield a victory greater than the last.
What should she do? alas! what had she done?
Unduteous wishes she would now unwish.
Upon no land is rest for her; no land
Can hide, not all Idalia shade her guilt,
Nor clouds of incense from a hundred shrines.
To heaven, where only there is peace, she flies,
Pity of Jove and pardon to implore.
With placid brow he heard his daughter plead.
Turning her eyes decorous from his face,
Distantly first she stood, then cast herself
Before his knees: he rais’d her and spake thus:
“Did not thy hand, my daughter, which of late
Covered with cloud Anchises’ son, and led
To Africa, lead him whom thou hast blest,
Ulysses? for already hath he past
His city-gate, unknown, and hath approacht
The queen, a welcome unexpected guest.
See what your efforts, in a single day,
Applied with such discretion, can achieve!
Yea, I have granted.. if indeed thy power
Hath any need of mine.. that lasting love
Unite the brave and constant: but within
Thy rule this lies, when Juno hath approved.
Seldom with Juno art thou so agreed,
And seldom hast thou sanction’d so her bonds.
Behold what feats conjointly ye perform!
I too, by somewhat, slightly may assist.
Ulysses in the vigour of his youth
(Rejoice with me) shall flourish, and shall crush
All enemies he finds beneath his roof:
Moreover (and in this with me rejoice)
Beneath a calmer sky his day shall close.”
Astonisht at these words the Goddess wept
Thro’ very shame, and hated Pallas more.
Ah! we must now away from gentle Gods,
The Muse forbidding us to look behind
Or tarry longer. I would not decline
To sing of shipwrecks, wanderings, battles fought
By one against so many, thro’ the love
He bore his wife, fought under her defence
Who shatters with her ægis arms unchaste:
For neither song hath fail’d me nor the blast
Of trumpet. Harder is the task, and skill
Greater, to take from age its weariness,
To give slow years fresh movement, and bear up
Sorrows when friends and household Gods are far.
He must himself relate the larger part
Of what befell him: audience will he find
In Arpi; there he hopes to close his life
With Diomed, short as that life may be.
Thither he came, unknown; and there he saw
In a close valley near his narrow walls,
Enjoying young men’s games, the generous king.
Pleas’d he lookt on awhile, then took his seat
Among the elders, in the grass by holm
Oershadow’d; and there sate he til the stars
Threw tremulous light among the dusky leaves
And over was the contest: then the prince
Distributed the prizes: when the last
Had been awarded, the Dulichian chief
Bespake him thus, from full and throbbing heart.
“Glorious in war we knew thee; now in peace
Well hast thou garner’d up what best befits
The armury of Mars against foul days,
And Themis best in her old house protects.
Few things are pleasant to my wearied eyes,
But this is pleasant.
 

“I have given help
Ere while, and now I ask it: thou alone,
O son of Tydeus! hast deserv’d that Heaven
To all thy wants and wishes should incline.”
He groan’d: more closely Diomed embraced
That brave and faithful breast: he yearn’d to hear
What had befallen him the Greek most Greek.
From a huge bowl he casts its crown away
And pours out wine to Jupiter, then drinks
And gives it to the guest, and kindly jeers
His temperate draught, and bids the boys around
Fill it again while it is yet half-full.
The handmaids gather nigh: one brings the vase
Smoking with water pure; another (white
From dewy meadow what herself had spun)
The soft long napkin; many more are charged
With baskets, such as Ceres smiles to see,
Full of her gifts.. all anxious to behold
That equal chieftain whom their master loved.
From ash and pine high leaps the flame, to glad
A guest beneath chill mountain shade received.
Warm grew the heroes mid redundant bowls,
And life-like boar, and black and ridgy hoof
Announcing good old stag, and joke, the growth
Of generous cheer: but moments there were yet
When he of Ithaca could ill suppress
A sigh, a groan.. thus with blithe voice reproved.
“Do not too much lament that thou hast left
The chaste Penelope: it griev’d thee less
For Circe and Calypso, whom the gods
Endowed with deathless beauty like their own.
If cares which touch all mortals move thee so,
And children, and that ill-persuading heed
Of what is future or may never be,
If thou hast lost Telemachus in fight
Or wreckt at sea in seeking thee, my hills
Will soon repair that loss, will soon rebuild
Thy house again: here virgin manners dwell
In virgin bodies active fresh and firm.
Tender are women in a tender age,
The heart grows harder as the years advance.
One thing is constant with them: never laid
Is the dread specter of departed youth;
By day, by night, it rises in its pride;
And often wilt thou wonder, often grieve,
To see the necklace of a smooth round neck
From throat ferruginous hang thinly down.
Even the scorpion in its early day
Shows milky whiteness; its pellucid breast
Quivers with gentle fiber; take it up,
And its worst anger is quite innocent;
But thou wouldst shake it off thee when its arms
Livid with venom varicate amain.”
Ulysses smiled in silence; to his mind
Ægiale with Cyllabaros return’d.
But Diomed continued, “What forbids
That we should now be comrades, we whom Mars
So soon united when we first bore arms?
If this my house and this my realm were closed,
Or not in common, to the man with whom
Dangers were ever common, day and night,
When, most successful prest the Phrygian foe,
And the Gods lowered most angrily, because
Of Venus wounded and their pride abased,
I should be such a hoste as Polypheme
Or Polymnestor, nor deserve thy stay.
The aged Daunus bade the Hesperian hinds
Obey my scepter: I engaged to guard
Their cots and pastures with OEtolian arms:
On these conditions I became their king.
Hence the Salentine hills another race
Now holds, and all those regions where once reign’d
Iapyx, sprung of Daedalus.
 

“In vain
From the Rutulian king came Venulus,
Swelling with recent war, and bearing high
His crest above its changes, to attract
My arms across the mountains, on a foe
Of other days, whose mother from my spear
Protected him. I envy not the dower
Latinus gives him. That he merited
Wide lands and royal bride even those confess
Who seldom do confess another’s worth.
Yet fear I not the Dardan: far away
From countries over which his scepter sways,
We rear our castles upon rocks abrupt,
That, none offending us, offending none,
We may enjoy our own.. and unendower’d.
Remote from us be war and cause for war;
And may that pious man his hands abstain,
Nor fancy fate hath given him whate’er
The plenteous fields of Italy produce,
But, above all, stop short in his career
Before it reach Messapiusis domain,
Bounding the lands of Daunus, our allie;
Else he may see the gift of Vulcan hang
Against our temple-walls, and, vanquisht thrice,
May only have the comfort to believe
That, were even Hector living, he had fail’d.
Much has he; let him have it. Trojan spoil
Procures for me the comforts of old-age:
Let those who list remember what I was,
The proud invader what I am shall see.
All I desire is to secure my throne
And give my people few and equal laws.
Nor does that people with ungrateful mind
Repay my cares; nor sterile is our glebe,
Nor under influence of malignant star.
If from OEtolia far indeed remote,
If far away Evenus paces slow
Among rich pastures where the quoit sinks deep,
At least Atrides sways no scepter here.”
Then spake Ulysses.
 

“Whence, illustrious son
Of Tydeus! whence this hatred? Of all Greeks
Never was one more duteous to his chief;
A great man’s no small praise; may this be thine,
And leave to weaker an indocile rage.”
Then smiled the founder of the Arpine walls.
“All things are bearable to him who rose
In valour equal to the first in rank.
Son of Laertes! in those times I held
My peace, thou knowest; valour was enough
For me; worse men commanded. Do those men
Restore our kingdoms? Are we not exiled
From our own fields, from our own household Gods?
Did I petition? askest thou? Compel’d
So far not even the exile is, whose shade
Must wander under these Italian skies.
To ask, is buying at too high a price.
Let the spear bring me what is mine, or rest
For ever! Can men’s prayers avail when men
Themselves are nothing! Should I try to move
The lofty whom my name could never reach?
But, O thou sprung from Mercury! when praise
Descends from thee or any thy compeer,
The lost I seek not, nor do things to come
The present quiet of my soul disturb.
“From Neritos a pinnace had arrived
And told us thou hadst to thy home return’d,
And found there those who had bemoan’d thee lost,
Sometimes in forein lands, sometimes (as dreams
Or vague reports were prevalent) by death;
Told us not only that thy aged sire
Thy boy and thy sweet partner thou hadst found,
But overcome her suitors, slaying all.
Was it not pleasant to thee, looking on,
To see the mistress and her maidens trip
Away to hide the sable vests they wore,
While there was time; and the next mom to hear
How warm and pressing the domestic siege,
To hear the words and voices mockt so well?
It did amuse; and now it should console.
But tell me what good fortune (such is mine)
Restores thee to me? Has the wrath of Heaven,
Or prepotence of Circe, been the cause
Of this last absence from thy native land?”
With downcast eyes Ulysses thus replied.
“She, if she could, would not have done me ill.
She sprinkled my companions with her bane
And changed their figures: me, than bane or spell
More potent, love preserv’d. I am ashamed
To own it. one whole year. by love, by hope,
By all vain images her charms could raise..
The fair Perseis my frail heart enthral’d.
Lost all the rest, one only ship, one wreck,
Escaping from the Læstrigons, had reacht
The fatal shore.
“I yield to sleep my eyes
Weary with watching, rigid with the salt
That hung upon them. In a dream I see
Penelope: I know that golden hair
Braided and hound as usual close behind,
And that green tunic which the Dryads wear
Following Diana thro’ the sunny dew.
I stretch my arms to clasp her; she escapes
The embrace; not vanishing to empty air;
Her form, her voice, her gentle speech, remain.
‘Cease, O Ulysses! cease at length to mourn
My absence, my departure: none among
The Achaian chiefs to happy homes return;
Another torch hath lit beloved wives,
Children so cherisht roam in other lands;
But me, besought until my latest hour
By many suitors, no new love hath toucht
(Gods! bear me witness! ) nor untimely fate
By Dian’s dart oertaken me; but grief
Perpetual for thy loss, thy toils, thy woes,
Thy wanderings over every land and sea,
And rising over all, thy manly breast,
Thy beauteous image.. these, Ulysses! these
Wasted my youth, now mingled with the shades.
Farewell, farewell! enjoy this tranquil land
Blest with eternal spring; remember me;
But not too fondly, lest enjoyment cease.’
“Again I rush to her embrace; I wake.
My eyes see nothing round me, now disturb’d
By weeping, nothing but dark cypresses
And lofty cedars over me, and spred
Along the shore the thin-leav’d olive-tree,
And, wet with tears, the turf whereon I slept.
But somewhat like the presence of that dear
Devoted head remain’d: the chamber-sound
Of her sweet accents warbled in my ear,
Her flower-like hair exhaled its odour stil.
‘Restore me, O Persephone!’ I cried,
‘That fond, that faithful one! Why intercept
The coming years of the most beautiful,
O house of Pluto! gladden’d by no grace?
“To these complainings evermore renew’d
I added all that grief could add, and all
That madness and impiety could urge.
“Under this form the daughter of the Sun
Deluded me, rejoicing in the groans
Of spell-bound sleep, and wishing me to share
Her bed for life. Time and assiduous love
Softened my sorrow: but my hands and eyes
Often I rais’d to Pallas, and implored
She would not utterly abandon me,
Unworthy, yet desirous to return
Beneath her holy guidance. When the Nymph
Found me devoted to appease that Power
Which in the perils of uncertain war
And on the Ionian and Sicilian sea
Was alway present, she assumed her form
And with her voice detain’d me, loth to part.
No longer could Tritonia then endure.
While I was praying that, since Heaven had will’d
Penelope should leave me for the Shades
And nought on earth so cherisht should be mine,
I might in duty prop my father’s age,
Suddenly at this prayer from open skies
In gorgon terrors came the Virgin down
And stood before the guilty.
“‘Thou hast dared,
And with impunity ‘ the Goddess cried,
“To simulate another: but to lift
Minerva’s helmet on a shameless brow,
Minerva’s ægis o’er a breast impure,
Themis and he who rules the Gods forbid.
Now then, since thou hast broken every bond
Whereby thou passest human life in years,
Tho’ I could justly mulct thee of them all,
Not one I take away from thee; I leave
The number, stripping them of graceful youth
And giving helpless solitary age.’
She spake, and rose, and vanisht in the clouds.
The Nymph grew hideous; her indignant voice
Lost its own likeness; and, that nought remain
Of tender to compassionate, her tears
Were taken from her; she could wail, not weep.
Cold, to the inmost chamber, is the air
Of the whole house; still are the grots; the birds
Are silent in the grove; the shrivel’d vine
Drops from the tree, the ivy from the wall.
Stupefied at the sight, with faltering voice
I call upon the Goddess, now averse.
Regardless, or forgetting me, not once
Had that stem eye been bent on me, not once
While she was nearer dared I lift up mine.
“I leave the sadden’d shore, lone, helpless, wild
From crowding thoughts. Accurst with guiltiness
I knew not whither I should bend my way,
But was resolved on going. Swift my step
By the blood’s tide, and thirsty was my tongue;
I sought the fountain; its perennial source
Shrank up before me, and where water flow’d
Nothing was left but one dry black lagoon.
What evils, thought I, had I not deserv’d!
What punishment, that Rhadamanthus dooms
Or Æacus, my ancestors to hear,
Was not alike my due? Such thoughts revolved
In my sad breast; but milder now succede,
And tears, profusely running down, assuage
The storm of grief, and nourish hopes again;
They buoy up distant Ithaca, they bring
Before my eyes their fairest first delights,
They bring Eurotas hack to me, that stream
Which ran so lucidly along the field
Of good Icarius; I behold afresh
The plighted hand, the overtaken bride,
The cheek upon my shoulder, and the veil
Which stil to Modesty the Spartan maids
At the turf altar dedicate in song.
Above all other thoughts that bride arose,
Chaste, beauteous; and Telemachus her son.”
Diomed heard in silence all he said..
In silence.. not unmoved. As the clear steam
Of wood, however season’d, hurts the eyes,
He backt his seat and turn’d them just aside
And drew his hand across them once or twice,
Then, after short delay, nor late at night,
Wisht placid slumber to his weary guest.
 
  


SECOND PART.
 

At mom the Arpine youth with zeal prepare
Nets, dogs, and whatsoever else the brave
Delight to pass their time in: but at eve
Again did Diomed entreat to hear
(Be there no woman in them) more events.
“Let Atlas’ daughter in sea-sounding woods
Weep on; and farewell Circe. Thy device
With Polypheme hath shaken every side;
But tell us how, a shepherd as he was,
Nor spent, like others of that race, his life
In caves, nor struck from anvil all day long
The sparkling splinters of resounding iron,
How could his cruelty all theirs surpass?”
Ulysses answered.
 

“Often I revolv’d
That prodigy; nor would Sicilia’s sons
Explane it while he lived: when fear had ceast
They told this story.
 

“While his brothers, some
Piped, and some danced, all revel’d, all drank deep,
Polypheme wandered in wild solitudes,
In easy meadow-land or green spring-corn
Or Ætna’s flowery dells, where fancy chose.
Aglauros led his sportive kids, his goats,
Intractable, his kine, his mother ewes
And lambs aside them, and their wether chief,
Among the groves and fields: as seasons changed
These heard their placid shepherd, whom they lov’d
For change of pasture, and could recognise
His voice, however far; and down they ran
Trooping and stirring up a world of dust.
The Cyclops laught at seeing it, and wisht
To bring them in like manner to his call
And make them sport about him; so he gave
A loud shrill whistle: herds and flocks ran off,
And Polypheme was left with Polypheme.
“Aglauros laught aloud. The Cyclops cried,
‘ What! with thy poisons, with thy eye, thy tongue,
Withdrawest thou my lambs, and drivest thus
My herds, as with a gadfly at the nose?’
“Fear struck the youth: swift as the wind he ran
To the sea-shore and hid him in its caves.
But when the Cyclops found that neither flock
Nor shepherd would return, he went to trace
The footmarks; unsuccessfully: he cast
On his sire Neptune words of scorn, and jeer’d
The trident, which had let the tide prevail
And every print from under disappear.
“Gentler of aspect soon, throughout the shore
He cries ‘Return, Aglauros! By the earth,
The seas, the stars, I swear, and every God
Above me and below! fear not; from harm
Safe shalt thou he as thou hast ever been.’
“Whether he now began to trust in words
All Gods were sworn by, whether hunger prest,
On the fourth day crept out the wretched man.
Now did the giant’s bowels yearn with joy
At once and trepidate with bursts of ire.
‘Behold the faithless shepherd who withdrew
His master’s flocks! Thee never shall my loss
 

Enrich. Go, seek the shore again; go, find
A deeper cavern, a more sure retreat.’
“Then was the giant seen to seize the youth
In vain imploring; seen to crush his cheeks
With knotty pine; tho’ all who saw it ran,
And only know, beside, that round his head
Something was whirl’d, and then a far-off wave
Opened, and closed, and whitened those around.
“The sheep came back the first, and last the kids,
Long speculating from the highest crags
And closest coverts: to those kids and sheep
Never came back Aglauros, never more
Against the empty milk-pail struck his pipe
At eventide, nor oped the wicker gate
Under his hand to free the flock at morn.
Lone, inaccessible, the Cyclops drove
His brethren from him, drove the gentle Nymphs
Napæan, who scarce ventured to approach
In pity of his anguish: with loud shouts
He frighten’d them away, and pelted sore
With cedar cones the slim white backs they turn’d.
Thro’ teeth shut close he curses the whole sex,
Calls them all malice, calls them all deceit,
Then takes his reed, begins, breaks off, resumes
A hoarse, a strident, an unripen’d song.
When, whether heat or idleness impels,
He plunges with loud plangor from a rock
Or ancient turret on the sea below,
And makes it quail and yield to him, up springs
A griesly specter, and rolls underneath
His heaving bosom, which surmounts the waves
By half its bulk. The shapeless form casts back
On the dense foam its dark dishevel’d hair;
Nor can he seize it with his grasp, nor drag
With hooked iron, nor with stones submerge,
Nor crush it with his cypress staff, nor turn
His eyes away from eyes as wildly fixt.
He speaks; he listens; waits; bends down an ear
Now to the right, now to the left; and hears
Remurmur low deep sounds. The shapeless form
Swells on the foam with dark disheverd hair;
Sometimes, as waving from it human aid
Or imprecation of inhuman foe,
Tosses its arm, circling the surge, reclined;
Sometimes, in power above life’s power, erect.
Not only in the daylight, but in sleep
Rises that lurid image; near, more near,
It comes before the gasper’s face, and all
The giant’s prowess one weak swing throws down.
His whole vast breast flows o’er with bitterness,
From what makes bad men worse, from solitude,
Strength uncontrolable and passion spurn’d.
This was (where Scylla and Charybdis rave)
The direst vision of Sicilian seas.
Be sure I quit not Sicily so griev’d
As quitting Circe. This I learnt of her;
Not to be caught with honied words by Nymphs
Or toy with perils.
 

“I retrieve a heart
Mindful that pious love once dwelt within,
And only tenderer for its last offence.
Goddess, or woman goddess-like in form
And blandly answering every care and thought,
May touch us, and may draw us from ourselves,
Yet always is there something we once had
And have not now; a void we pant to fill.
“Minerva had admonisht me by night
That a wide water yet remain’d to cross,
And various toils beside; Ogygia’s groves,
The evil pleasures of a vacant mind,
The Sirens’ rocks, the Sirens too themselves,
Insults and wrongs at home, and other ills,
Again departing, I must undergo.
Who with Calypso knows not my sojourn?
For swiftly fly bad actions into fame;
The better follow slowly, and receive
Unwelcome entrance to half-open ears.
“With little pleasure the Trinacrian coast
And Sirens I remember, and the song
As my prow sounded passing thro’ their rocks,
When they came forward and this voice was heard:
“‘Ah! whither art thou hastening? Too severe
Have been thy sufferings, O Laertes’ son,
By sea and land; too false have been thy joys,
If joys they were. Behold our glebe! behold
Green here is winter, summer here is green,
Nor Sirius burns nor Pleiad deluges
Nor with sharp hailstones Eurus strips our vines,
Nor waste the cattle with disease, nor crops
With mildew. See! how brightly shines our sun,
And far from cities what calm lives we lead. ‘
“But when they mark the sail flap past their song,
‘O! land at least that thou mayst learn thy fate’
Cry all at once and spread their arms to heaven.
I shudder: my companions are intent
On catching more, and loath to turn the prow.
We furl to hearken, and along the thwarts
Sit silent: then upon the breeze is borne
This one clear voice.
“‘O thou, who dost contemn
The Sirens and their pleasures! hasten home,
Revisit wife and son: thy son.. mark this..
Shall be thy death.’
 

“My knees sink under me.
Calypso had this very fate foretold
In verse unvarying. Tears Calypso shed,
The Siren sang it and her cheek was dry.
And now Atlantia’s prophecy came home,
Neglected while deliver’d. For we know
The loving fear sad things when lovers part,
And fancy one weak word may hold them back.
She blusht not, even tho’ Mercury stood by,
To waste her bloom with overflow of tears,
Albeit he brought his mighty Sire’s command
To hasten my return nor brook delay.
Fainting, she thought of me; she sob’d, and said
My fate was harder than my faults deserv’d.
“Compel’d then am I, wretched! to foreknow
Inevitable fate, fate so austere
That no impiety could merit it,
While from all other mortals their last hour
Soft shades and kindly darkness have conceal’d.
What should I do? and whither fly? Again
Implore the Goddess whose neglected will
Was manifest?
 

“Again did she command:
And now am I obedient. Go I will;
I will go home.
 

“O powerfulest of Gods!
Avert but this one evil from my house,
From my Telemachus! Long after me
Grant he may live, and ever bear in mind
What was his father.. at whose breast he hung..
And may his love and virtue equal hers!
 

“I reach the rocks of Ithaca, the house
Of old Laertes. Is he yet alive?
Lives yet that good old man? Lives yet that wife
So cherisht? Lives that son whom neither threat
Nor omen shall detain from my embrace,
Telemachus?
 

“A street I enter, fill’d
With joyous boys whose mothers were unborn
When last I left it. While my eyes grow dim
By looking out for one of riper age,
Lo, suddenly the Goddess! She arrests
My hurried step, beheld by me alone;
I turn; she teaches what I must perform.
“Deceived is he who thinks to find at home
The close of his misfortunes. I was griev’d
Now to dissemble; but too great the need.
I did dissemble when that faithful wife
Wept in my presence my sure death, and askt
About the man whom all men must have known,
And whom I  had confest to her I met
When Troy was fallen, when the Achaian ships
(Scatter’d by crime in Ajax) all were wreckt,
And many perisht in the Euboic sea.
“‘Ah! ’tis no little’ said she ‘to have seen,
And only seen, one ever dear, one torne
From my sad youth, one so long hoped in vain.
Until he come, if come he may, my house
Shall cherish thee, and tend thy coming age.
Thy strength is yet unshaken, but will want
A thousand cares one weaker can supply.
For our last days roll like the wintry flood
In rapid course away: at morn, at eye,
We stand and wonder it has not gone down.
No guest more welcome enters thro’ our gate
Than one who dares admonish evil minds
How great, how brave, my husband is, how sure
All their transgressions shortly to chastize.’
“Fixt by her sorrowing constancy I stood.
Open and dry an iron hardness held
My eyes while she was speaking: to relax,
To clasp her, Pallas and the Fates forbade:
In the wide hall the how must first he bent,
The crowd of daring suitors swept away.
I did indeed at that same hour expect
The fatal weapon me too would transfix,
And yet abstain’d I from admonishing
My son about the prophecy, for fear
That his first feat in arms might be less firm,
Exhorting him however to avoid
The too close columns, lest they intercept
Or turn aside his arrow, when the wrongs
Of sire and mother rouse his vengeful wrath.
The Gods have been more gracious: stil I breathe,
Stil we breathe all: the foe alone breathes not.
“Then what embraces, then what joys, were ours!
To Pallas, and to Juno, who preserves
The marriage-torch, and to the sire of Gods,
And to thee, Mayors! brother and support
Of Justice! prayers we offer, incense burn.
Nor was the altar cold, before my wife,
Mindful how often to and fro her room
She went to weave and to unweave the web,
Suspended it to Herè. She return’d
And, as Laertes sat enjoying all
The bliss of sunshine, said to him
 

“‘Forgive,
Dear father! if thee also I deceiv’d,
Looking each evening at the unravel’d work;
Forgive me if I keep it not to wrap
Thy bones! With better omens time enough
Is there to weave another. May the Gods
Grant me to work as hard and watch as long
Before thou want it, blessed dear old man!’
“Alas! from what a wife (how brief the space!)
Destiny calls me! Pious, brave, benign,
I found Telemachus, and loath to bear
The scepter of his sire. I loved to see
One so distrustful of his years, and one
Who counted not his father’s.
 

“Can then youth
Indeed be slow to seize the loosen’d reins?
Willingly less than whom the Gods forsake?
He was.. I led him where green pastures breath’d
With oxen, horses, sheep; where fruit mature
Swel’d on the branches, and where yellow corn
Droopt in luxuriant heaviness of ear,
And said
 

“‘Look round, Telemachus! the fruit
(Thinkest thou not?) from storm and rain secure,
Is fit to gather and the grain to reap.’
“‘Let it be done’ said he. ‘I will return
To-morrow for thy orders.’
 

“I embrace
The duteous youth, and add in graver voice,
‘No other is my life: it too hath borne
Its storms, and now is ripened. They to whom
All things must yield, the Gods above refuse
My day to close in Ithaca: I go:
This little land is not enough for both,
And there are others that require my care.
He stood in wonder: then he cast himself
Before my knees, and cried. ‘Is then my love
So doubtful? Must worse trial he endured?
Say, father! tell me what thou threatenest.
Can such be thy resolve? We are secure
Now those proud men are slain. Thy sire and thou
Lived with one heart: the land was then enough
For him and thee; ah! why not now for us?
A thousand animals thou seest around,
Thou seest the city’s flower successively
Spring up: age sinks not at the rise of youth.
Of all this people shall thy son alone,
He who thro’ barbarous lands and stormy seas
Sought out his father, shall Telemachus,
Soon as the prayer is heard, the blessing given,
Be wanting to all duty, nor revere
In that beloved father his grey hairs?
For this hath Pallas deign’d to guide my steps
Or Jove to regulate my natal hour?
Could he who from Olympus keeps his eye
On guest and hoste, suppresses guilt conceal’d,
Extinguishes guilt manifest, preserves
 

Fathers.. himself the father of the Gods..
Could he, the Avenger, see such crimes start up
Nor hurl his lightnings on the guilty head?’
“Farther he urges me; until he hears
All that the Siren and Calypso sang.
Pale was his face; to heaven his hands he rais’d
And ‘Milder be the omen’ he exclamed,
‘Than our fears render it! Ye Gods above,
Look on Ulysses! spare him! Too unblest
Already, never let his house be like
The house of Œdipus!.. I go.. not thou.
The little ile of Capri lies at peace
Under the just Teleboans: Telon prunes
The vines Sebetis planted: opposite,
The Locrians plow: and farther to the north
The seed of Amphiaraus takes its root
Aside the falls of Anien. Let me haste
To any of these regions.. now, alas!
The more remote from native land, from thee,
Unhappy father! and from all we love,
To live the less unhappy. Every land
Will show me many who have known thee great
And glorious. Here Idomeneus commands,
Sprung of Deucalion, leaving sons behind
In distant Crete unwillingly: at hand
Reigns he whom Troy most dreaded of the Greeks,
Tydides, equal to the Gods in fight.
Thither the bark which brought thee home again
Shall take me speedily. Like one escaped
From shipwreck, I will hold the altar’s horn
Imploring Zeus to mitigate thy doom,
Until the doubtful omen he dissolv’d.’
“‘What wouldst thou? ‘ I exclame. ‘ Thou viewest things
With youthful eyes, and lookest out for light
Where light ariseth not. Alas, my child!
Little thou know’st how heedless are the safe,
To kings how unacceptable a king
Reduced to flight or sunk to poverty.
The sun hates darkness, prosperous men hate woe.
Comfort thy mother, guard thy people, son!
I, trusting in Minerva, will depart.’
“Thrown on the dust, he would have answer’d; words
Fail’d him, and tears dried up: his breast he smote,
Imploring all the Gods that they would change
What is unchangeable, with looks, with groans,
With sobs, with supplications.
 

“I resist
More sternly. Then, in calmer voice and lower,
But turning back his neck that what he felt
Might be the better hidden, then said he,
‘The Gods have spoken when my father speaks.
While he was absent, his return I hoped..
To hope was unforbidden.. now he goes
Casting all hope away, condemns, abjures
That piety which he and Heaven approved,
No time, no fortune, can assuage my loss.’
Silent and slow he follows to the house.
But at what hour and in what words advise
My wife of all I meditate? My mind
Long wavers. I determine to conceal
The worst of ills forthcoming, and pretend
I must consult Dodona’s oracle,
There to propitiate Zeus the Hospitable
For blood, tho’ traitor’s, shed beneath my roof.
To see her credulous of words so false
(Altho’ I wisht it) gave my heart a pang
Til then unfelt. I took her band, and wept.
This my fresh-springing grief her cheering voice
Represt, and ‘ Soon return’ was all she said.
Alas! in striving to escape a fault,
A graver I committed. I deceiv’d
Her who deceiv’d not me in word or thought;
Her I deserted who would follow me
In life, in death, nor leave me in the Shades.”
 
  


THIRD PART.
 

‘After some days the vintage had been cull’d,
Which now the rustics celebrate with song,
Dance, merriment, jest, and sonorous laugh.
Diomed their ancestral jokes enjoys
From various wide-mouth’d formidable masks,
Commending to his guest the inventive race
That could devise such wonders. More inclined
Was he to wander in a lonely path,
Where ancient pine-woods to the sloping sun
Redden’d at eventide, or where the downs
Were scattered over with low brakes, or where
Garganus whiten’d with the Ionian wave.
The pliant airs that well obey the lip
And those that ivory tames with timely stroke
Sooth’d and dissolv’d his sorrows for awhile,
But, when they left him lonely, these return’d.
The leader of the Ætolians now perceiv’d
That neither feast nor holiday avail’d,
Nor hound nor horn nor battle won again,
And that from converse, cup, and music’s bath
(Softener of care) he came out unrefresht.
Wherefor a ship he order’d to set sail
For Ithaca: there should Eurypylos
Tell how Ulysses had once more embraced
Tydides; how he had been warn’d by Zeus
To leave his country, give his son his place,
And meet Penelope where house and home
And regal honours Diomed prepared.
Soon as he reacht the harbour, in the shade
Of Neritos which overhangs the town,
Eurypylos saw there a crowd stand round
A youth; nor was there any who ran down
To hail the ship or moor it on the strand.
Few things this youth seem’d saying, many more
He askt, and to the elders bent his ear,
Better their tremulous voices to receive.
He stood: below him seated were the scribes
On right and left, to seize and crush vague words
That buz about Law’s image, and to grave
On brazen tablets what calm minds approved.
“Ay! here is something to delight thy heart,
Ulysses!” said he; for he knew by gest
And feature ’twas Telemachus who spoke
And with his father’s wisdom ruled the land.
Where dwells Penelope he now inquires.
One from amid the people, with his hand
Points to the place.
 

“Lo! yonder on the left,
Above the little hill: hers is that house
Which you old pear-tree’s shadow cuts across
And where swells out the hillock from its root.”
There finds he, in the inner court retired,
 

Penelope. She knelt at prayer, that soon
And prosperously her husband may return,
And spend old-age, if but old-age, at home.
Hearing that he was safe, she thought the Gods
Had granted all her wishes: not, to leave
The race that honored her, not peril, toil,
Storm on the water, rocks along the coast,
A stranger’s house, a land exposed to war,
Troubled her spirit; not, of wing adverse,
Iapyx, fraught with wrecks and darkening heaven,
Nor, pallid from eternal lightning-flash,
Acrokeraunian thunder-rifted crags.
And winter too drew nigh: from every tree
The humid foliage o’er the grove was whirl’d
And the waves shuddered under Auster’s blast.
The seventh mom had risen. Eurus, glad
To follow Phoebus, breath’d his favoring gale,
And ship and sailors of his native ile
Telemachus with prudent zeal prepared.
With his own hand he heapt upon the deck
Cups, goblets, salvers (strange barbaric signs
Engraven there, strange mystic arguments)
And, laid apart by frugal ancestors,
Much unwrought gold. Slowly and loath the maids
Folded the vestures of their parting queen;
Purple, to robe her husband, once their lord,
And white, befitting both before the Gods.
Then did Penelope embrace her son
Soothing him with her gladness.
 

“Short the way.”
She said “that separates thy sire and me,
And safely dwells he in Hesperian fields:
There mayest thou revisit, every year,
Both parents, dearest son! there every spring
I shall look out to see its earliest flowers
Fluttering, a little withered, on the mast.”
He groan’d, he prest her hand, he turn’d away,
And went strait home.
 

Now swells the sail, the waves
Plash louder and rise rougher up the prow,
And now the sailors in their hymns implore
The Gods presiding over winds and seas.
The anxious wife looks forward: wave and wave
In ceaseless chace advance. She looks behind:
On the hoar surface there the hills subside,
And from the victim a thin smoke ascends.
 

Then.. whether were it for the land she left,
Or hope prefiguring the beloved man,
Or her son’s tender piety.. she wept.
Her mind grew calmer: rest, yet rest confused,
Came stilly over her: the inverted sky
Shining cerulean on cerulean sea,
The lapsing pinnace, the perpetual shower
Of golden sun-drops on the rippling wave,
Absorb’d her yielded eyes, no longer sad.
Yet every hour she thought the pinnace sail’d
Slower and slower, the bright day advanced
Less bright: and thus in sunny calm went three.
Upon the third, Ulysses from the sands
Descried a cloud grow whiter with a sail;
Nor long before a prow swells and descends;
Then level oars the river’s course divide.
Doubtful whence comes that vessel, many shores
And many streams and wealthy marts arise
Before his vision, with their chiefs and kings:
Only one land escapes his mind; that one
His own.
“Perhaps tho’ (for the wind is fair)
It may have left Zacynthos: such the form
And such the colour of Zacynthan sails.”
At length he knew the master; he was horn
In little Asteris plow’d by shallow keels.
He knew and heard him nearer give command
To lower and furl the sail: but first he warn’d
The maidens to beware the cordage loost.
While as Ulysses pondered, at his side
There stood Eurypylos: in lighter skiff
He left the iland, and before the dawn
Arrived at home. From him the hero prest
To hear exactly all that had occur’d.
Royal impatience of long narrative
Confused it: and there presently was that
Which brake and scattered all.. Penelope.
Each ran to the embrace.
 

“So swift of foot!
So girlish!” cried he. “Verily I think
The Gods have given back thy youth again!
 

May. since the past returns. may Arpi give,
To show thee welcome, all Amyclai gave!”
And often too when later years advanced
He sported thus; nor knew the truth he spoke.
To make her more contented with her change,
He added, “Sweet as were in other days
Tâygetos, and woods where pealing horn
Challenged the hunter; sweet beneath the cliffs
Midsummer shade and shade-born moss, retreat
Of maidens equal-aged; yet nought beyond
Regrets that all young hours leave after them
Shall she experience who will tread henceforth
Valleys more soft than all she trod before.
Taburnus robed in roseate light serene
Here meets majestical the setting sun;
Above his folds and swallow-nested roofs
Oak-crown’d the ridges of Garganus rise,
And clearest streams from their dark cooms descend.
On stream like these swam Helen’s golden hair,
For stream like these her father swan left heaven.
This is the land where thou art to behold,
Born of the Gods, belov’d by them, a man
Whom, if Ulysses, if thy son, be dear,
For-ever thou must vènerate. By his arms
Fell Ilion: Deities the most averse
Turn’d round to strengthen him: and he alone
Brought those he led to conquest safely home.”
That man himself to greet them now advanced;
But, coming nearer, doubt perplext his mind
Whether he might extend a hand to one
Upon whose brow sat majesty above
The majesty of mortal, to whose step
Modesty lent that quiet stateliness
Which Pride, if Pride were wiser, might assume.
He stops, and fixes on the earth his eyes.
A Goddess seems before him: shield and spear
He looks for: sees he Pallas? How presume
To question why the expected stays behind?
A rising sigh betrays the human breast.
“Penelope! while thy Ulysses breathes.”
Cried he “this scepter while Tydides wields,
And while the Father of the Gods and men
Sets right and wrong apart, thy womanhood
Never shall want the spear’s true guardianship;
No need of ægis o’er a breast like thine.”
À place there is upon that kingdom’s verge
O’er which the best of brave OEtolians reign’d,
Near the sea-shore, but in a vale retired,
Where smoke ascended from few cottage-roofs
And the low copses round about; there dwelt
An ancient race in ancient piety;
And there Ulysses with the late restored
Design’d to pass what had not past of life.
And granted was the wish, on compact made
That every year, on their departure’s day,
They should return and share the genial feast.
Italy now for many years had paus’d
From war and discord: Fame, who follows war
And discord eagerly, came well receiv’d
By those who rested from them, with her tale
Of each adventure to the heroes since;
And who had died, and how; what better luc
To those, the few, who breath’d in upper air;
Under what auspices Petilia grew;
Antenor’s rising realm where loudly sounds
Timavus; the contested Latian bride;
The Alban range, and Tiber, on whose stream
Fate had decreed eternal walls should stand.
Another name the winged Goddess loved
To celebrate, one shining over earth,
A name at which all women threw aside
The spindle: ever wretched, ever true,
Was he who bore it: Circe hoped in vain,
In vain Calypso, to possess him, free
From combat, free from converse with mankind,
By seas and rocks enclosed and charms and spells.
Certain it is that yet in Italy
He lives, exempt from age and from disease,
Whether by Circe’s or Calypso’s gift
Uncertain, driven from his realm, receiv’d
In Arpi, guest of Diomed his friend.
The day appointed for the yearly feast
Of his reception, had recurr’d: the pair
Enter, as wont, the gates of Diomed,
And all around is royal pomp displaid.
The whole house laughs with luxury; the cheer
Rejoices it, the bearers of the cheer;
It most is gladdened by its master’s face.
Thro’ the wide courts and thro’ the country round
The lyre and pipe sprinkle and strengthen song.
Staid men warn off the noisier of the crowd
Coming too near the wine-cup’s froth and hiss
And savory smoke from salvers. One alone
 

Resisted. He entreated them to tell
Ulysses that Telegonos was there.
He urged; he call’d him father.. nor miscall’d.
After six moons had risen since the flight
Of her beloved husband (thus she named
Ulysses) Circe in her grot had borne
This boy, and, ever mindful of the sire,
Call’d him Telegonos, because his birth
Had happened when Ulysses was afar.
The men of Arpi and of Ithaca,
As the youth presses forward, are alert
In criminations, are alert in blows
Against the impostor who would simulate
Telemachus, but blundered in the name;
These, adding to repulse whate’er a love
Of their young lord suggested; those, whate’er
Of coarse and bitter rustic life supplied
And malice’s contagion, swiftly spred
When the dense vulgar catches the disease.
Who shall record the rabble? who pronounce
The barbarous names? who care to know, if told?
So loud the clangour of hell’s clasping lash
About their sides, ’tis hard to catch them all,
But what are audible ye now shall hear.
Gabalus, whence in Italy the name
Of that accursed tree whereon he hung,
Who kept the gold entrusted to his care;
Of pole fox-colored where pink baldness ceast,
Gabbus, who bade escape the thief he caught,
To share with him the spoil he bore away.
Bœthamus, bold in plunder, bold in wife,
He, and his sea-spawn brothers; and, of gait
Countenance and demeanour brotherlike,
A dismal sister, hired at funerals
To howl in verse the praises of the dead;
Following the father’s footsteps all alike,
Who, in proportion to the bribe, from Jove
Or from Ixion traced a chief’s descent.
There also stretcht Orsilochos, who knew
The names of horses, but Ulysses’ name
He knew not. From the bench where he reclined
Uprear’d a little, heavily he croakt,
“What! and shall we he standing here, and thou
Be seated at the feast?”
 

More eagerly
Urges the youth, more ardently implores,
Calling on Gods and men. Rule, country, son,
Duteous, devoted, his Dulichian sire
Again shall find, not exile. Whether shame
Withheld him, or the Fates, no word said he
Of Circe who had home him. Staves and clubs
Rattle around him: seamen, craftsmen, rush
Upon one man, and that one man unarm’d.
They close the gate against his issuing out:
Nor would it have avail’d: but stones are cast,
Sharp stakes protended. Inborn valour boils;
He catches up and hurls the weapons back,
Wounded by many, sorely too assail’d
By stinging scorn.
 

While arms are ringing round,
Ulysses, hearing from within the noise,
And that, whatever he the cause, a man
Of his was harrast by assaults and jeers,
That stones were flying in the royal court,
Blows were redoubling, death was breath’d, rusht out
So insolent commotion to allay.
In Ithacan and Arpine, young and old,
Clamour and violence, louder, fiercer; swel’d;
But with his eye, his hand, his voice, he checkt
The foremost. One step farther (such respect
All bore toward his dignity and age)
An open way was made. Phædon, escaped
From Apina, found room enough to dart
Against Telegonos, a sharpen’d stake.
Telegonos stoopt, seiz’d it, turn’d, pursued,
And hurl’d it, as he mounted up the steps.
Untrue the angry aim! that pointed stake
Transfixt the unknowing and unknown.. transfixt
His father! His knees totter: on the earth
He falls: blood hisses from the gasping wound.
All start with horror, never felt before,
From blood now running thro’ the garlands strown
Along the ground; a husband’s, guest’s, and king’s.
Lifting up once his eyes, heavy with death,
“The Omnipotent hath heard my prayer” said he,
“The appointed hour is come.. nor brings remorse
To my Telemachus.” He turn’d his face
Back on the hall, for thence he seem’d to hear
Confusedly shrill voices, questions sharp.
Whose blood runs there? Ulysses whither gone?
He drew with failing hand the festal robe
Above his head, and sank; no word, no groan.
 
  


XXX. SILENUS.
 

Silenus, when he led the Satyrs home,
Young Satyrs, tender-hooft and ruddy-horn’d,
With Bacchus equal-aged, sat down sometimes
Where softer herbs invited, then releast
From fawn-skin pouch a well-compacted pipe,
And sprinkled song with wisdom.
 

Some admired
The graceful order of unequal reeds;
Others cared little for the melody
Or what the melody’s deep bosom bore,
And thought Silenus might have made them shine.
They whisper’d this: Silenus overheard,
And mildly said “‘Twere easy: thus I did
When I was youthful: older, I perceive
No pleasure in the buzzes of the flies,
Which like what you like, O my little ones!”
Some fancied he reproved them, and stood still,
Until they saw how grave the Satyr boys
Were looking; then one twicht an upright ear
And one a tail recurv’d, or stroked it down.
Audacious innocence! A bolder cried
“Sound us a song of war;” a timider,
“Tell us a story that will last til night.”
Silenus smiled on both, and thus replied.
“Chromis hath sung fierce battles, swords of flame,
Etherial arrows wing’d with ostrich-plumes,
Chariots of chrysolite and ruby reins,
And horses champing pearls and quaffing blood.
Mnasylos tells wide stories: day is short,
Night shorter; they thro months and years extend.
When suns are warm, my children, let your hearts
Beat, but not beat for battles; when o’ercast,
Mnasylos and his tepid fogs avoid.
“I hear young voices near us; they are sweet;
Go where they call you; I am fain to rest;
Leave me, and ask for no more song to-day.”
 
  


XXXI. REGENERATION.
 

We are what suns and winds and waters make us;
The mountains are our sponsors, and the rills
Fashion and win their nursling with their smiles.
But where the land is dim from tyranny,
There tiny pleasures occupy the place
Of glories and of duties; as the feet
Of fabled faeries when the sun goes down
Trip o’er the grass where wrestlers strove by day.
Then Justice, call’d the Eternal One above,
Is more inconstant than the buoyant form
That burst into existence from the froth
Of ever-varying ocean: what is best
Then becomes worst; what loveliest, most deformed.
The heart is hardest in the softest climes,
The passions flourish, the affections die.
O thou vast tablet of these awful truths,
That fillest all the space between the seas,
Spreading from Venice’s deserted courts
To the Tarentine and Hydruntine mole,
What lifts thee up? what shakes thee? ’tis the breath
Of God. Awake, ye nations! spring to life!
Let the last work of his right-hand appear
Fresh with his image, Man. Thou recreant slave
That sittest afar off and helpest not,
O thou degenerate Albion! with what shame
Do I survey thee, pushing forth the spunge
At thy spear’s length, in mockery at the thirst
Of holy Freedom in his agony,
And prompt and keen to pierce the wounded side!
Must Italy then wholly rot away
Amid her slime, before she germinate
Into fresh vigour, into form again?
What thunder bursts upon mine ear? some ile
Hath surely risen from the gulphs profound,
Eager to suck the sunshine from the breast
Of beauteous Nature, and to catch the gale
From golden Hermus and Melena’s brow.
A greater thing than ile, than continent,
Than earth itself, than ocean circling earth,
Hath risen there; regenerate Man hath risen.
Generous old bard of Chios! not that Jove
Deprived thee in thy latter days of sight
Would I complain, but that no higher theme
Than a disdainful youth, a lawless king,
A pestilence, a pyre, awoke thy song,
When on the Chian coast, one javelin’s throw
From where thy tombstone, where thy cradle stood,
Twice twenty self-devoted Greeks assail’d
The naval host of Asia, at one blow
Scatter’d it into air... and Greece was free...
And ere these glories beam’d, thy day had closed.
Let all that Elis ever saw, give way,
All that Olympian Jove e’er smiled upon:
The Marathonian columns never told
A tale more glorious, never Salamis,
Nor, faithful in the center of the false,
Platea, nor Anthela, from whose mount
Benignant Ceres wards the blessed Laws,
And sees the Amphictyon dip his weary foot
In the warm streamlet of the strait below.
Goddess! altho’ thy brow was never rear’d
Among the powers that guarded or assail’d
Perfidious Ilion, parricidal Thebes,
Or other walls whose war-belt e’er inclosed
Man’s congregated crimes and vengeful pain,
Yet hast thou toucht the extremes of grief and joy;
Grief upon Enna’s mead and Hell’s ascent,
A solitary mother; joy beyond,
Far beyond, that thy woe in this thy fane:
The tears were human, but the bliss divine.
I, in the land of strangers, and deprest
With sad and certain presage for my own,
Exult at hope’s fresh dayspring, the afar,
There where my youth was not unexercised
By chiefs in willing war and faithful song:
Shades as they were, they were not empty shades
Whose bodies haunt our world and blear our sun,
Obstruction worse than swamp and shapeless sands.
Peace, praise, eternal gladness, to the souls
That, rising from the seas into the heavens,
Have ransom’d first their country with their blood O
thou immortal Spartan! at whose name
The marble table sounds beneath my palms,
Leonidas! even thou wilt not disdain
To mingle names august as these with thine;
Nor thou, twin-star of glory, thou whose rays
Stream’d over Corinth on the double sea,
Achaian and Saronic, whom the sons
Of Syracuse, when Death removed thy light,
Wept more than slavery ever made them weep,
But shed (if gratitude is sweet) sweet tears;
The hand that then pour’d ashes o’er their heads
Was loosen’d from its desperate chain by thee.
What now can press mankind into one mass
For Tyranny to tread the more secure?
From gold alone is drawn the guilty wire
That Adulation trills: she mocks the tone
Of Duty, Courage, Virtue, Piety,
And under her sits Hope. O how unlike
That graceful form in azure vest array’d,
With brow serene, and eyes on heaven alone
In patience fixt, in fondness unobscured!
What monsters coil beneath the spreading tree
Of Despotism! what wastes extend around!
What poison floats upon the distant breeze!
But who are those that cull and deal its fruit?
Creatures that shun the light and fear the shade,
Bloated and fierce, Sleep’s mien and Famine’s cry
Rise up again, rise in thy dignity,
Dejected Man! and scare this brood away.
 
  


THE LAST FRUIT OF AN OLD TREE
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EPIGRAMS.
 

Under the title of Epigrams some will be found here which the general reader
may hardly recognise in that character. It will also easily be believed, from
the subjects if not from the execution, that several of the lighter pieces were
written in early youth. My thanks are now returned to those amiable friends
who have thought them worthy of preservation so long. At the close of my
seventy-ninth year I am amused in recollecting the occasions.
 

W. S. L.
 
  


I.
 

TO ONE WHO QUOTES AND DETRACTS.
 

Rob me and maim me! Why, man, take such pains
On your bare heath to hang yourself in chains?
 
  


II.
 

Who never borrow and who never lend,
Whate’er their losses, will not lose their friend.
 
  


III.
 

Poet! I like not mealy fruit; give me
Freshness and crispness and solidity;
Apples are none the better over-ripe,
Ana prime buck-venison I prefer to tripe.
 
  


IV.
 

The Rector of Saint Peter’s, I know where,
Of erring ignorance takes special care;
Preaching, “It much behoves us that we pray
For these, Our flock; none want it more than they.
For such benighted creatures all must feel..
Scarce can they tell a lamprey from an eel!”
 
  


V.
 

Seeing Loreto’s holy house descend,
Two robbers were converted. Into what?
Into more robbers; robbers without end,
Who grind men’s bones and feed upon men’s fat.
 
  


VI.
 

ON CATULLUS.
 

Tell me not what too well I know
About the bard of Sirmio..
Yes, in Thalia’s son
Such stains there are.. as when a Grace
Sprinkles another’s laughing face
With nectar, and runs on.
 
  


VII.
 

There falls with every wedding chime
A feather from the wing of Time.
You pick it up, and say “How fair
To look upon its colours are!”
Another mops day after day
Unheeded; not one word you say.
When bright and dusky are blown past,
Upon the hearse there nods the last.
 
  


VIII.
 

Across, up, down, our fortunes go,
Like particles of feathery snow,
Never so certain or so sound
As when they’re fallen to the ground.
 
  


IX.
 

Erewhile exulting in its power
Bose thy bright form o’er worlds of sighs;
Graceful as then, at this late hour
Upon the scatter’d flowers it lies.
 
  


X.
 

Early I thought the worst of lies
In poets was, that beauty dies; — 
I thought not only it must stay,
But glow the brighter every day:
Some who then bloom’d on earth are gone,
In some the bloom is overblown.
 
  


XI.
 

Winter has changed his mind and fixt to come.
Now two or three snow-feathers at a time
Drop heavily, in doubt if they should drop
Or wait for others to support their fall.
 
  


XII.
 

I entreat you, Alfred Tennyson,
Come and share my haunch of venison.
I have too a bin of claret,
Good, but better when you share it.
Tho’ ’tis only a small bin,
There’s a stock of it within.
And as sure as I’m a rhymer,
Half a butt of Rudesheimer.
Come; among the sons of men is one
Welcomer than Alfred Tennyson?
 
  


XIII.
 

Smithfield! thy festival prepare
And drive the cattle from the fair;
Another drove is coming fast..
Tie, tie the faggot to the mast:
And purify the nation’s crimes
Again as in the good old times.
“Huzza!” the children cry, “huzza! Now then for one more holiday!”
 
  


XIV.
 

Joy is the blossom, sorrow is the fruit,
Of human life; and worms are at the root.
 
  


XV.
 

“Why do I smile?” To hear you say
“One month, and then the shortest day!”
The shortest, whate’er month it be,
Is the bright day you pass with me.
 
  


XVI.
 

COWLEY’S STYLE.
 

Dispenser of wide-wasting woe,
Creation’s laws you overthrow.
 

Mankind in your fierce flames you bum
And drown in their own tears by turn.
Deluged had been the world in vain,
Your fire soon dried its clothes again.
 
  


XVII.
 

Ye who adore God’s Vicar while he saith,
Blessed be every lie that props the faith,
Draw ye from Peter’s fish no purer oil
To feed your Lamp f In vain then do ye toil.
 
  


XVIII.
 

Thought fights with thought: out springs a spark of truth
From the collision of the sword and shield.
 
  


XIX.
 

Where are the sounds that swam along
The buoyant air when I was young? — 
The last vibration now is o’er,
And they who listen’d are no more;
Ah! let me close my eyes and dream,
I see one imaged on the Leam.
 
  


XX.
 

Fair Love! and fairer Hope! we play’d together,
When ye were little ones, for many a day,
Sometimes in fine, sometimes in gloomier weather:
Is it hot hard to part so soon in May?
 
  


XXI.
 

Alas! ’tis very sad to hear,
Your and your Muse’s end draws near:
I only wish, if this be true,
To lie a little way from you.
The grave is cold enough for me
Without you and your poetry.
 
  


XXII.
 

B. ARUNDELL.
 

Nature! thou mayest fume and fret,
There’s but one white violet;
Scatter o’er the vernal ground
Faint resemblances around,
Nature! I will tell thee yet
There’s but one white violet.
 
  


XXIII.
 

Known as thou art to ancient Fame
My praise, Ristormel, shall be scant:
The Muses gave thy sounding name,
The Graces thy inhabitant.
 
  


XXIV.
 

Mild is Euphemius, mild as summer dew
Or Belgic lion poked to Waterloo.
 
  


XXV.
 

A friendship never bears uncanker’d fruit
Where one of ancient growth has been blown down.
 
  


XXVI.
 

Pentheus, by maddening Furies driven,
Saw, it is said, two suns in heaven,
And I believe it true;
I also see a double sun
Where calmer mortals see but one..
My sun, my heaven.. in you.
 
  


XXVII.
 

Graceful Acacia! slender, brittle,
I think I know the like of thee;
But thou art tall and she is little..
What God shall call her his own tree?
Some God must be the last to change her;
From him alone she will not flee;
O may he fix to earth the ranger,
And may he lend her shade to me!
 
  


XXVIII.
 

Whether the Furies lash the criminal
Or weaker Passions lead him powerless on,
I see the slave and scorn him equally..
 
  


XXIX.
 

Unkindness can be but where kindness was;
Thence, and thence only, fly her certain shafts
And carry fire and venom on the point.
 
  


XXX.
 

TO POETS.
 

My children! speak not ill of one another;
    I do not ask you not to hate;
Cadets must envy every elder brother,
    The little poet must the great.
 
  


XXXI.
 

Cahills! do what you will at home,
Order’d, or order’d not, by Rome.
Teach Innocence the deeds of Shame,
Question her, what each act, each name?
Hear patiently, where, how, how often,
Ere ghostly commination soften.
Brawl, bidding civil discord cease;
Murder, to please the Prince of Peace.
For Him who sees thro’ worlds set spies,
And guard the throne of Truth with lies.
Only, where Treason tempts you, pause,
And leave us house and home and laws.
 
  


XXXII.
 

Love flies with bow unstrung when Time appears,
And trembles at the assault of heavy years;
A few bright feathers bear him on his flight
Quite beyond call, but not forgotten quite.
 
  


XXXIII.
 

Matthias, Gifford, men like those,
Find in great poets but great foes;
In Wordsworth but a husky wheeze,
Or Byron but a foul disease,
In Southey one who softly bleats,
And one of thinnest air in Keats.
Yet will these live for years and years,
When those have felt the fatal shears.
 
  


XXXIV.
 

To his young Rose an old man said,
“You will be sweet when I am dead:
Where skies are brightest we shall meet,
And there will you be yet more sweet,
Leaving your winged company
To waste an idle thought on me.”
 
  


XXXV.
 

AMERICAN CHRISTMAS GAMES.
 

When eating and drinking and spitting and smoking
And romping and roaring and slapping and joking
Have each had fair play, the last toast of the night
Is “Success to the brave who have fought the good fight.”
Then America whistles, and Hungary sings,
“The cards in the pack are not all knaves and kings.
There are rogues at Vienna, and worse at Berlin,
Who chuckle at cheating so long as they win;
For us yet remains a prime duty to do,
Tho’ we dirty the kennel by dragging them thro’.”
 
  


XXXVI.
 

I, near the back of Life’s dim stage
Feel thro’ the slips the drafts of age.
Fifty good years are gone: with youth
The wind is always in the south.
 
  


XXXVII.
 

In the odour of sanctity Miriam abounds,
Her husband’s is nearer the odour of hounds,
With a dash of the cess-pool, a dash of the sty,
And the water of cabbages running hard-by.
 
  


XXXVIII.
 

The crysolites and rubies Bacchus brings
 To crown the feast where swells the broad-vein’d brow,
Where maidens blush at what the minstrel sings,
 They who have coveted may covet now.
 

Bring me, in cool alcove, the grape uncrusht,
    The peach of pulpy cheek and down mature,
Where every voice (but bird’s or child’s) is husht,
    And every thought, like the brook nigh, runs pure.
 
  


XXXIX.
 

“Among the few sure truths we know.”
A poet, deep in thought and woe,
Says “Flowers, when they have lived, must die,”
And so, sweet maid! must you and I.
 
  


XL.
 

I remember the time ere his temples were grey,
And I frown’d at the things he’d the boldness to say;
But now he grows old he may say what he will,
I laugh at his nonsense and take nothing ill.
Indeed I must say he’s a little improved,
For he watches no longer the slily beloved;
No longer, as once, he awakens my fears,
Not a glance he perceives, not a whisper he hears;
If ever he heard one, it never transpired,
For his only delight is to see me admired;
And now, pray, what better return can I make
Than flirt, and be always admired.. for his sake.
 
  


XLI.
 

DIALOGUE.
 

M.
 

Why! who now in the world is this?
It cannot be the same.. I miss
The gift he always brought.. a kiss.
Yet still I know my eyes are bright
And not a single hair turn’d white.
 
  


XL.
 

O idol of my youth! upon
That joyous head grey hair there’s none,
Nor may there ever be! grey hair
Is the unthrifty growth of Care,
Which she has panted.. you see where.
 
  


XLII.
 

We know a poet rich in thought, profuse
In bounty; but his grain wants winnowing;
There hangs much chaff about it, barndoor dust,
Cobwebs, small insects: it might make a loaf,
A good large loaf, of household bread; but flour
Must be well bolted for a dainty roll.
 
  


XLIII.
 

What garden but glows
With at least its one rose
Whether sunny or showery be June?
What heart so unblest
That it never possest
One treasure, tho’ perishing soon?
 
  


XLIV.
 

Be not in too great haste to dry
The tear that springs from sympathy.
 
  


XLV.
 

We have survived three months of rain,
O come and bring the sun again;
Your Rosebud, tho’ she treads on air,
Is only yet the morning star;
Old January’s nineteenth day
To me is like the first of May.
I drink your health.. but Time, alas!
Holds over mine another glass,
In which no liquid rubies shine,
But whose dry sand drains all the wine:
Fain would I turn it upside down,
It will not do.. I fear his frown;
Tho’ on the whole (now come and see)
He has been somewhat mild with me.
 
  


XLVI.
 

I will not, dare not, look behind,
On days when you were true and kind,
Oh that I now could grow as blind.
Why did you ever tempt the sea
And the sea-breeze, if there must be
A lesson of inconstancy?
 
  


XLVII.
 

No easy thing to hit the mind
That wavers with each gust of wind,
Nor worth the while, unless to show
What a good blade and skill can do.
Damascus sabres at one stroke
Out lightest plume or hardest oak.
I let your feathers sweep the plain
And sheath my scymeter again.
 
  


XLVIII.
 

Thou needst not pitch upon my hat,
Thou wither d leaf! to show how near
Is now the winter of my year;
Alas! I want no hint of that.
Prythee, ah prythee get along!
Whisper as gently in the ear,
I once could whisper in, to fear
No change, but live for dance and song.
 
  


XLIX.
 

Too mindful of the fault in Eve,
You ladies never will believe,
Else I would venture now to say
I love you quite as well this day
As when fire ran along my veins
From your bright eyes, and joys and pains
Each other’s swelling waves pursued,
And when the wooer too was wooed.
 
  


L.
 

Neither in idleness consume thy days,
Nor bend thy back to mow the weeds of praise.
 
  


LI.
 

While thou wert by
With laughing eye,
I felt the glow and song of spring:
Now thou art gone
I sit alone,
Nor heed who smile nor hear who sing.
 
  


LII.
 

How many ages did the planets roll
O’er sapient heads that nightly watcht their course,
Ere the most sapient betwixt pole and pole
Believed them fleeter than the dustman’s horse!
 
  


LIII.
 

In quadruped or winged game
Gourmands there are who like the high;
’Tis in society the same..
A touch of taint is spicery.
 
  


LIV.
 

Our days are number’d, O Eliza! mine
On the left hand have many numerals,
Few on the right; but while those days decline
May her’s shine bright who graced these lonely halls!
 
  


LV.
 

Cypress and Cedar! gracefullest of trees,
Friends of my boyhood! ye, before the breeze,
As lofty lords before an eastern throne,
Bend the whole body, not the head alone.
 

LYI.
 

Love thou thy neighbour as thyself
Lies an old sawe upon the shelf.
With intercourse and accent bland
Dogs.. smooth Maltese, tough Newfoundland,
And spirited and faithful Spitz..
Accost me: let them teach the wits.
The greater have come up and done
All honour, the minuter none.
Singling me from amidst the crowd
My next-door neighbour barks most loud.
 
  


LVII.
 

Stop, stop, friend Cogan! would you throw
That tooth away? You little know
Its future: that which now you see
A sinner’s, an old saint’s may be,
And popes may bless it in a ring
To charm the conscience of some king.
 
  


LVIII.
 

Yes, I will come to Oxford now
Juicy and green is every bough,
    Unfit as yet to roast a Froude:
Exeter cries, “To what a pass
Are we reduced! alas! alas!”
    And Church and College wail aloud.
 
  


LIX.
 

People may think the work of sleep
That deep-indented frown;
Its post of honour let it keep,
Nor draw the nightcap down.
Acknowledge that at every wheeze,
At every grunt and groan,
You hear his verses; do not these
Proclaim them for his own?
 
  


LX.
 

Years, many parti-oolour’d years,
Some have crept on, and some have flown,
Since first before me fell those tears
I never could see fall alone.
Years, not so many, are to come,
Years not so varied, when from you
One more will fall: when, carried home,
I see it not, nor hear adieu.
 
  


LXI.
 

Death, in approaching, brings me sleep so sound
I scarcely hear the dreams that hover round;
One cruel thing, one only, he can do...
Break the bright image (Life’s best gift) of you.
 
  


LXII.
 

Here stands a civil man, John Hickes,
Waiting, he says, to cross the Styx.
Check that dog’s treble-bass, O Charon!
Take him, and lay the lightest fare on.
 
  


LXIII.
 

YOUNG.
 

Thou dreariest droll of puffy short-breath’d writers!
All thy night-thought and day-thoughts hung on mitres.
 
  


LXIV.
 

A QUARRELSOME BISHOP.
 

To hide her ordure, claws the cat;
You daw, but not to cover that.
Be decenter, and learn at least
One lesson from the cleanlier beast.
 
  


LXV.
 

“Instead of idling half my hours,
I might have learnt the names of flowers
In gardens, groves, and fields.”
Where then had been the sweet surprise
That sparkles from those dark-blue eyes?
Less pleasure knowledge yields.
 
  


LXVI.
 

Here lies our honest friend Sam Parr,
A better man than most men are.
So learned, he could well dispense
Sometimes with merely common sense:
So voluble, so eloquent,
You little heeded what he meant:
So generous, he could spare a word
To throw at Warburton or Hurd:
So loving, every village-maid
Sought his caresses, tho’ afraid.
 
  


LXVII.
 

Jack Campbell! if few are
So stealthy as you are,
Few steal with so honest a face:
But recollect, when
You pluck a fresh pen,
That where the soil’s richest is deepest the trace.
Beware lest Macaulay,
Hard-fisted, should maul ye
When he catches you sucking his Bacon.
At Lister’s church-yard
There is station’d no guard;
Creep over; his spoils may be taken.
 
  


LXVIII.
 

Blythe bell, that calls to bridal halls,
   Tolls deep a darker day;
The very shower that feeds the flower
   Weeps also its decay.
 
  


LXIX.
 

TO AN OLD MULBERRY-TREE.
 

Old mulberry! with all thy moss around,
Thy arms are shatter’d, but thy heart is sound:
So then remember one for whom of yore
Thy tenderest boughs the crimson berry bore;
Remember one who, trusting in thy strength,
Lay on the low and level branch full length.
No strength has he, alas! to climb it now,
Nor strength to bear him, if he had, hast thou.
 
  


LXX.
 

Hasten, O hasten, poet mine!
To give the hoarsest of the Nine
Her usual syrop; let her go
 To sleep, as she lets others do.
 
  


LXXI.
 

Weak minds return men hatred for contempt,
Strong ones contempt for hatred. Which is best?
 
  


LXXII.
 

In port, beyond the swell of winds and tides,
My little skiff the Independence rides.
Scanty, tho’ strong and hearty is her crew,
So, come aboard; she can find room for you.
 
  


LXXIII.
 

THE DUKE OF YORK’S STATUE.
 

Enduring is the bust of bronze,
And thine, O flower of George’s sons,
Stands high above all laws and duns.
As honest men as ever cart
Convey’d to Tyburn took thy part
And raised thee up to where thou art.
 
  


LXXIV.
 

Why do the Graces now desert the Muse?
They hate bright ribbons tying wooden shoes.
 
  


LXXV.
 

When a man truly loves he is at best
A frail thermometer to the beloved:
His spirits rise and fall but at her breath,
And shower and sunshine are divined from her.
 
  


LXXVI.
 

Better to praise too largely small deserts,
Than censure too severely great defects.
 
  


LXXVII.
 

Hungarians! raise your laurel’d brows again,
Ye who can raise them from amid the slam,
And swear we hear but fables, and the youth
Who sways o’er Austria never “swerv’d from truth.”
 
  


LXXVIII.
 

Bidden by Hope the sorrowful and fond
Look o’er the present hour for hours beyond.
Some press, some saunter on, until at last
They reach that chasm which none who breathe hath past.
Before them Death starts up, and opens wide
His wings, and wafts them to the farther side.
 
  


LXXIX.
 

Ireland never was contented..
Say you so? you are demented.
Ireland was contented when
All could use the sword and pen,
And when Tara rose so high
That her turrets split the sky,
And about her courts were seen
Liveried Angels robed in green,
Wearing, by St. Patrick’s bounty,
Emeralds big as half a county.
 
  


LXIX.
 

LADY HAMILTON.
 

Long have the Syrens left their sunny coast,
The Muse’s voice, heard later, soon was lost:
Of all the Graces one remains alone,
Gods call her Emma; mortals, Hamilton.
 
  


LXXXI.
 

There is a time when the romance of life
Should be shut up, and closed with double clasp:
Better that this be done before the dust
That none can blow away falls into it.
 
  


LXXXII.
 

Nay, thank me not again for those
Camélias, that untimely rose;
But if, whence you might please the more
And win the few unwon before,
I sought the flowers you loved to wear,
O’erjoy’d to see them in your hair,
Upon my grave, I pray you, set
One primrose or one violet.
.. Stay... I can wait a little yet.
 
  


LXXXIII.
 

Expect no grape, no fig, no wholesome fruit
From Gaul engrafted upon Corsican.
 
  


LXXXIV.
 

AN IRISHMAN TO FATHER MATHEW.
 

O Father Mathew!
Whatever path you
    In life pursue,
God grant your Reverence
May brush off never hence
    Our mountain dew!
 
  


LXXXV.
 

“A Paraphrase on Job” we see
By Young: it loads the shelf:
He who can read one half must be
Patient as Job himself.
 
  


LXXXVI.
 

Meyrick! surrounded by Silurian boors,
Against that rabble shut your castle-doors;
I mean that coarser rabble which aspires
To square its shoulders in the squad of squires;
Which holds the scholar under heavy ban,
And, drunk or sober, spurns the gentleman.
Meyrick! how wide your difference! hardly wider
Your mellow claret and their musty cider.
 
  


LXXXVII.
 

It often happens a bad pun
Goes farther than a better one.
A miss is often not a bit
Less startling than the fairest hit:
This (under high-raised eyebrows seen)
Poor Goldsmith proved on Turnham-green,
 
  


LXXXVIII.
 

The ancient Faith brings recreant Gauls
In guise of friends to scale the walls
Of manful Home: as false their word
As ever, and more foul the sword.
 
  


LXXXIX.
 

“What is my faith?” I do believe
That ladies never would deceive,
And that the little fault of Eve
Is very easy to retrieve.
 

“She lost us immortality!”
“Well, so she might; and what care I?
Eden and Paradise are nigh
As ever: should we pass them by?”
 
  


XC.
 

TO JOHN FORSTER.
 

Censured by her who stands above
The Sapphic Muse in song and love,
“For minding what such people do.”
I turn in confidence to you.
Now, Forster, did you never stop
At orange-peel or turnip-top,
To kick them from your path, and then
Complacently walk on again?
 
  


XCI.
 

In summer when the sun’s mad horses pass Thro’ more than half the heavens, we sink to rest
In Italy, nor tread the crackling grass,
But wait until they plunge into the west:
And could not you, Mazzini! wait awhile?
The grass is wither’d, but shall spring again;
The Gods, who frown on Italy, will smile
As in old times, and men once more be men.
 
  


XCII.
 

God scatters beauty as he scatters flowers
O’er the wide earth, and tells us all are ours.
A hundred lights in every temple burn,
And at each shrine I bend my knee in turn.
 
  


XCIII.
 

THE DEATH OF MADAME ROLAND.
 

Genius and Virtue! dismal was the dearth
Ye saw throughout all France when ye lookt down.
In the wide waste of blood-besprinkled earth,
There was but one great soul, and that had flown.
 
  


XCIV.
 

      There are certain blue eyes
      Which insist on your sighs,
And the readiest to give them is far the most wise;
      An obstinate lout
      Resolved to stand out
Cries at last like a criminal under the knout.
 
  


XCV.
 

Death stands above me, whispering low
I know not what into my ear:
Of his strange language all I know
Is, there is not a word of fear.
 
  


XCVI.
 

ROSE AYLMER’S HAIR, GIVEN BY HER SISTER.
 

Beautiful spoils! borne off from vanquisht death!
Upon my heart’s high altar shall ye lie,
Moved but by only one adorer’s breath,
Retaining youth, rewarding constancy.
 
  


XCVII.
 

Deserted in our utmost need
Was Peel, and what poor fags succeed!
Lie dead, ye bees! come forth, ye drones!
Malmsburies, Maidstones, Pakingtons!
Hum in the sunshine while ye may,
Tomorrow comes a rainy day.
 
  


XCVIII.
 

A flirt was Belinda! the more she reproved
Her lover for changing his mind.
“Say who,” cried the youth, “O my dearly beloved!
Can be steady that polks with the wind?”
 
  


XCIX.
 

THE ONE GRAVE.
 

Though other friends have died in other days,
One grave there is where memory sinks and stays.
 
  


C.
 

HENRY THE EIGHTH.
 

Thou murderous man! a time there comes, we trust,
When, king’s or peasant’s, dust springs forth from dust:
Then, when the spirit its own form shall see,
Beauteous or hideous, woe then, wretch, to thee!
 
  


CI.
 

Wearers of rings and chains!
Pray do not take the pains
To set me right.
In vain my faults ye quote;
I write as others wrote
On Sunium’s hight. 
 
  


CII.
 

Come forth, old lion, from thy den,
Come, be the gaze of idle men,
Old lion, shake thy mane and growl,
Or they will take thee for an owl. 
 
  


CIII.
 

Threaten the wretch who rashly comes
To violate these tranquil tombs,
Eglantine! sweet protectress! you
Can threaten him and punish too.
 
  


CIV.
 

Envy ne’er thrust into my hand her torch,
The robe of those who mount up higher to scorch.
On old Greek idols I may fix my eyes
Oftener, and bring them larger sacrifice,
Yet on the altar where are worshipt ours
I light my taper and lay down my flowers.
 
  


CV.
 

Strike with Thor’s hammer, strike again
The skulking heads of half-form’d men,
And every northern God shall smile
Upon thy well-aim’d blow, Carlyle!
 
  


CVI.
 

By learned men was England led,
When England follow’d men like these;
His father’s speeches One had read,..
One, Ovid’s Metamorphoses.
 
  


CVII.
 

OLD MAN.
 

What wouldst thou say,
Autumnal day,
Clothed in a mist akin to rain?
 
  


CVIII.
 

DARK DAY.
 

Thus I appear,
Because next year,
Perhaps we may not meet again.
Changeful! how little do you know
Of Byron when you call him so!
True as the magnet is to iron
Byron hath ever been to Byron.
His color’d prints, in gilded frames,
Whatever the designs and names,
One image set before the rest,
In shirt with falling collar drest,
And keeping up a rolling fire at
Patriot, conspirator, and pirate.
 
  


CIX.
 

Love, flying out of sight, o’ershadows me,
And leaves me cold as cold can be;
Farewell alasses! and no-mores! and you,
Sweetest and saddest word, adieu!
 
  


CX.
 

1853.
 

Bit quiet at your hearthstones while ye may;
Look to your arms; place them within your reach;
Keep dry the powder; throw none on the grate
In idle sport; it might blow up both roof
And door: and then the Bear that growls bursts in.
 
  


CXI.
 

Blind to the future, to what lies before
The future, what our feet now stand upon,
We see not, look not for, nor think about.
 
  


CXII.
 

Te throw your crumbs of bread into the stream,
And there are fish that rise and swallow them;
Fish too there are that lie along the mud,
And never rise, content to feed on worms.
Thus do we poets; thus the people do.
What sparkles is caught up; what sparkles not
Falls to the bottom mingled with the sludge,
And perishes by its solidity.
The minnows twinkle round and let it pass,
Pursuing some minuter particle,
More practicable for the slender gill.
 
  


CXIII.
 

My yam in verse is short: I sit among
Our few old women who ne’er learnt to spin.
 
  


CXIV.
 

Treasures of greek has..? In vain I seek ‘em,
Is all the greek he has worth album graecum?
 
  


CXV.
 

One lovely name adorns my song,
And, dwelling in the heart,
For ever falters at the tongue,
And trembles to depart.
 
  


CXVI.
 

ON SOUTHEY’S BIRTHDAY, NOV. 4.
 

No Angel borne on whiter wing
Hath visited the sons of men,
Teaching the song they ought to sing
And guiding right the unsteady pen.
Recorded not on earth alone,
O Southey! is thy natal day,
But there where stands the choral throne
Show us thy light and point the way.
 
  


CXVII.
 

Altho’ my soberer ear disdains
The irksome din of tinkling chains,
I pat two steers more sleek than strong
And yoke them to the car of Song.
 
  


CXVIII.
 

O wretched despicable slaves,
Accomplices and dupes of knaves!
The cut-throat uncle laid ye low,
The cut-purse nephew gags ye now.
Behold at last due vengeance come
For the brave men ye slew at Rome.
 
  


CXIX.
 

Penthesileia, bright and bold,
Led forth her Amazons of old,
And every man was fain to yield
Who met her on the Attic field
Save Theseus; by that bosom bare
Undazzled, or that golden hair;
He, without shuddering, dared to twist
Its rings around his stubborn fist.
The times are alter’d: now again
Our Attic virgins scour the plain,
And Pallas is observed to rear
O’er those her Ægis and her spear.
 
  


CXX.
 

There are some tears that only brave men shed,
The rest are common to the human race.
The cause of Hungary when Kossuth pled
Such tears as his roll’d down the sternest face.
Girls wonder’d, by the side of youths who loved,
Why they had never wept until that hour;
Tender they knew those hearts, but never moved
As then. Love own’d there was one greater power.
 
  


CXXI.
 

The fault is not mine if I love you too much,
    I loved you too little too long,
Such ever your graces, your tenderness such,
    And the music the heart gave the tongue.
A time is now coming when Love must be gone,
    Tho’ he never abandon’d me yet.
Acknowledge our friendship, our passion disown,
    Our follies (ah can you?) forget.
 
  


CXXII.
 

If, when a man has thrown himself on flowers,
He feels a sharp flint under him and springs
Upon his legs, he feels the flint again
Tomorrow, not the flowers: they drifted down
The stream of Lethe imperceptibly.
Heavier and sooner to be now engulpht
For every surface-drop which they imbibed.
I have so much of leisure that I hate
To lose a particle; as hate the rich
To lose the dross they know not to employ;
Else would I moralize a good half-hour
On pleasure and its sequences, and speak
As ill of them as men whom they have left
Usually do.. ungrateful, like the rest.
 
  


CXXIII.
 

Leaf after leaf drops off, flower after flower,
Some in the chill, some in the warmer hour:
Alike they flourish and alike they fall,
And Earth who nourisht them receives them all.
Should we, her wiser sons, be less content
To sink into her lap when life is spent?
 
  


CXXIV.
 

TO A CHILD.
 

Pout not, my little Rose, but take
    With dimpled fingers, cool and soft,
This posy, when thou art awake..
    Mama has worn my posies oft:
 

This is the first I offer thee,
    Sweet baby! many more shall rise
From trembling hand, from bended knee,
    Mid hopes and fears, mid doubts and sighs.
 

Before that hour my eyes will close;
    But grant me, Heaven, this one desire
In mercy! may my little Rose
    Never be grafted on a briar.
 
  


CXXV.
 

Best of my heart! no verse can tell
My blissful pride, beloved by you;
Yet could I love you half so well
Unless you once had grieved me too?
 
  


CXXVI.
 

Let Youth, who never rests, run by;
    But should each Grace desert the Muse?
Should all that once hath charmed us, fly
    At heavy Age’s creaking shoes?
The titter of light Days I hear
    To see so strange a figure come;
Laugh on, light Days, and never fear;
    He passes you; he seeks the tomb.
 
  


CXXVII.
 

The wisest of the wise
Listen to pretty lies
And love to hear ‘em told.
Doubt not that Solomon
Listen’d to many a one,
Some in his youth and more when he grew old.
 

I never was among
The choir of Wisdom’s song,
But pretty lies loved I
As much as any king,
When youth was on the wing,
And (must it then be told?) when youth bad quite gone by.
 

Alas! and I have not
The pleasant hour forgot
When one pert lady said
“O Walter! I am quite
Bewilder’d with affright!
I see (sit quiet now) a white hair on your head.”
    Another more benign
Snipt it away from mine,
    And in her own dark hair
Pretended it was found...
    She lept, and twirl’d it round.
Fair as she was, she never was so fair.
 
  


CXXVIII.
 

Ulysses-like had Myrrha known,
Aye, many a man in many a town:
At last she swore that she would be
Constant to one alone, to me.
She fails a trifle: I reprove:
Myrrha no longer swears her love;
One falsehood honest Myrrha spares,
And argues better than she swears.
“Look now,” says she, “o’er these fair plains,
What find you there that long remains?
The rooks upon von ugly hill
Are hard and cold and changeless still.”
 
  


CXXIX.
 

TO AN INNOCENT GIRL.
 

Maid! who canst hardly yet believe
The Tempter could have tempted Eve,
And wonderest with religious doubt
What the good angels were about
To let that horrid creature in
And try to teach her what is sin..
Trust me, my little girl, altho’
Strange is the story, it was so.
Her whom the hollow world applauds
Where’er she moves, whate’er the gauds
Of wit and beauty she may wear,
One evil action strips her bare;
One groveling and seductive vice
Tempts her.. and farewell Paradise!
 
  


CXXX.
 

The Wine is murmuring in the gloom,
Because he feels that Spring is come
To gladden everything outside..
To wing the dove to meet his bride,
And not disdainfully to pass
Even the snail along the grass;
Because he feels that on the slope
Of his own hill the vine-flowers ope;
Because he feels that never more
Will earth or heaven his past restore.
He beats against the ribs of iron
Which him and all his strength environ;
He murmurs, swells, and beats again,
But murmurs, swells, and beats in vain.
“Why think about it?” Need I say,
Remembering one sweet hour last May?
We think and feel (’twas your remark)
Then most when all around is dark.
 
  


CXXXI.
 

No insect smells so fulsome as that hard
Unseemly beetle which corrodes the rose.
Bring forth your microscope; about the bard
One very like it (only less) it shows.
 
  


CXXXII.
 

A sentimental lady sate
Lamenting thus a rose’s fate,
As thirty of them, nay threescore,
Bard-bitten all, have done before.
“My sweet and lovely one! ah why
Must you so soon decay and die?”
“I know not,” with soft accents said,
And balmy breath the Rose, “kind maid!
I only know they call me fair,
And fragrant in this summer air.
If youths should push their faces down
On mine, I smile, but never frown,
And never (‘twere affected) say
So much as ‘wanton!
go away’
I would not wish to stop behind
And perish in the wint’ry wind.
I have had sisters; all are gone
Before me, and without a moan.
Be thou as sweet and calm as they, 
And never mind the future day.”
 
  


CXXXIII.
 

SEPARATION.
 

There is a mountain and a wood between us,
Where the lone shepherd and late bird have seen us
Morning and noon and even-tide repass.
Between us now the mountain and the wood
Seem standing darker than last year they stood,
And say we must not cross, alas I alas!
 
  


CXXXIV.
 

If wits and poets, two or three,
Four at the most, speak well of me,
It is because my lonely path
Lies hidden by the hills of Bath.
Neighbours who stir one step from prose
Become inevitable foes.
Poetic steamers rarely fail
Somehow to clash upon the rail.
 
  


CXXXV.
 

IRISH THANKS FOR ROMISH MIRACLES.
 

Sure from thee, most Holy Father,
Miracles in heaps we gather:
We have one before us that’s
Very like the Kerry cats,
Which our history by Moore
Tells us were just twenty-four.
Others show the very house, and
Swear there were eleven thousand,
Keeping up a glorious fight
All the day and all the night,
Not a knuckle, not a rib,
Left at mom by Tab or Tib,
But one only tail to tell
What the Kerry cats befell.
Blessings on thee, Holy Father,
And thy miracles! We’d rather
See as many Frenchmen slain
Than those Kerry cats again,
Tho’, as sure as you are born,
Few we want to watch our corn,
Since the Union-guardians eat
Most of that, and all the meat.
Hear those Frenchmen yonder cry
Freedom and fraternity!
See those pebble-loads of carts
Bumbling from their joyous hearts,
See those sabres hicking hacking,
And those rifles clicking clacking!
We may learn one lesson by’t.
Never go afield to fight.
Botheration! botheration!
Nation striving against nation!
When a single one can do
All the work as well as two.
 
  


CXXXVI.
 

LIGHT AND DARK.
 

As trees that grow along the waterside,
    However stiff and stately be their kind,
Forego their nature, put away all pride
    And bend their lofty heads before the wind
Of spring, erect thro’ winter’s; while a voice
    From the mild ripples charms their branches down,
Branches and ripples each in each rejoice,
    And these forget to swell and those to frown;
So does that grave stem man before you now
    Lose all his harshness while you sing or speak.
Methinks I see shot upward on his brow,
    The tender radiance of your virgin cheek.
 
  


CXXXVII.
 

MY LIZARD IN TUSCANY.
 

You pant like one in love, my Ramorino!
Can it be fear? Come Walter! come Carlino!
But not too nigh; just nigh enough to see
My lizard, greener than your rosemary.
 
  


CXXXVIII.
 

Know ye the land where from its acrid root
The sweet nepenthè rears her ripen’d fruit,
Which whoso tastes forgets his house and home?
Ye know it not: come on then; come to Rome.
Behold upon their knees with cord and scourge
Men, full-grown men, pale puffy phantasts urge!
Holiness lies with them in fish and frogs,
Mid squealing eunuchs and mid sculptured logs,
Mid gaudy dresses changed for every scene,
And mumbled prayers in unknown tongue between.
These wrongs imposed on them, they call their rights!
For these the poor man toils, the brave man fights!
Exclaiming “Saints above! your triumphs o’er,
Shall roasted Ridleys crown the feast no more?
Shall all our candles gutter into gloom,
And faith sit still, or only sweep the room?”
 
  


CXXXIX.
 

BRIGHTON, 1807.
 

You ask what he’s doing
Who lately was wooing,
And fear’d but those frowns
That came dark o’er the downs:
When night is returning
He sighs for the morning,
And ere the first light
Sighs again for the night.
 
  


CXL.
 

If you no longer love me,
    To friendship why pretend?
Unworthy was the lover,
    Unworthy be the friend.
I know there is another
    Of late prefer’d to me:
Recover’d is my freedom,
    And you again are free.
I’ve seen the bird that summer
    Deluded from her spray
Return again in winter
    And grieve she flew away.
 
  


CXLI.
 

PRIMROSE TO BE DRIED IN A BOOK.
 

Humble flower! the gift of Rose!
If to-day thy life must close,
Yet for ever shalt thou be
Just as fair and fresh to me;
And when I am underground
Shalt among these leaves be found,
And the finder shall exclaim
“Up! arise! awake to fame!
He who gave thee length of days
Held her flower above his bays.”
 
  


CXLII.
 

Your last request no fond false hope deceives;
Your’s shall be, Rose! when all your days are o’er,
“The sighs of Zephyrs ‘mid the nestling leaves;”
— “And many more!
Many shall mourn around you, lovely Rose!
But there must one be absent; there is one
Who griev’d with you in all your little woes..
He will be gone.”
 
  


CXLIII.
 

NIL ADMIRARI, &c.
Horace and Creech! — Sages require
Thus do ye teach? — Much to admire,
What idle speech! — Nought to desire.
Pope! and could you — God! grant thou me
Sanction it too? — Nature to see
‘Twill never do. — Admiringly.
One idle pen — Lo! how the wise
Writes it, and ten — Read in her eyes
Write it again. — Thy mysteries!
 
  


CXLIV.
 

When the mad wolf hath bit the scatter’d sheep,
The madden’d flock their penfold overleap,
And, rushing blind with fury, trample down
The kindest master with the coarest clown.
 
  


CXLV.
 

ROME.
 

At Rome may everything be bought
But honesty, there vainly sought:
For other kinds of costly ware
The pontif opens a bazaar.
If you have lost your soul, you may
Procure a better.. only pay.
If you have any favourite sin,
The price is ticketed.. walk in.
For a few thousand golden pieces
Uncles may marry here their nieces;
The pontif slips the maiden sash,
And winks, and walks away the cash.
 

Naples, so scant of blushes, sees
And blushes at such tricks as these,
Until a ghostly father saith
Behold, my sons!
the ancient faith.
This ancient faith brought faithful Gauls,
In guise of friends to scale the walls
Of manfull Rome; and Louis’ word
Unsheath’d Christina’s tarnisht sword.
 
  


CXLVI.
 

Our youth was happy: why repine
That, like the Year’s, Life’s days decline?
’Tis well to mingle with the mould
When we ourselves alike are cold,
And when the only tears we shed
Are of the dying on the dead.
 
  


CXLVII.
 

MISTAKE RECTIFIED.
 

’Tis not Lucilla that you see
    Amid the cloud and storm:
’Tis Anger.. What a shame that he
    Assumes Lucilla’s form!
 
  


CXLVIII.
 

GARDEN AT HEIDELBERG.
 

    Fill me the beaker!
    Now, Rhine and Nekkar,
Health to ye both, ye noble streams!
    Yours is a power,
    To wing the hour
High above Wisdom’s heavy dreams.
    Germans! beer-drinking,
    Tobacco-stinking,
Gladly, how gladly! I resign
All you are worth,
    From south to north
For this fresh air and fragrant wine.
 
  


CXLIX.
 

ON A HEAVV EPITAPH.
 

He who hath piled these verses o’er thy head
Resolved, it seems, to bury thee in lead.
 
  


CL.
 

Easy I thought it to descry
In your heart’s depths its purity.
It seem’d pellucid; but alas
Pellucid too is fragile glass!
What we see smooth we trust is sound,
Nor fear to slip on even ground:
I rise and rub my broken knee,
And so will they who follow me.
 
  


CLI.
 

JUNE ‘51.
 

Versailles! Versailles! thou shalt not keep
    Her whom this heart yet holds most dear:
In her own country she shall sleep;
    Her epitaph be graven here. cm,
 
  


CLII.
 

TO THE COUNTESS DE MOLANDE,
 

I wonder not that Youth remains
    With you, wherever else she flies:
Where could she find such fair domains,
    Where bask beneath such sunny eyes?
 
  


CLIII.
 

There are few on whom Fortune in one form or other,
    So various and numberless, never hath smiled;
One fountain the sands of the desert may cover,
    Another shall rise in the rocks of the wild.
 

We leave the bright lotus that floats on our river
    And the narrow green margin where youth hath reposed.
Fate drives us; we sigh, but sigh vainly, that ever
    Our eyes in a slumber less sweet should be closed:
 

Ah! while it comes over us let us assemble
    What once were not visions, but visions are now,
Now love shall not torture, now hope shall not tremble,
    And the last leaf of myrtle still dings to the brow.
 
  


CLIV.
 

In early spring, ere roses took
A matronly unblushing look,
Or lilies had begun to fear
A stain upon their character,
I thought the cuckoo more remote
Than ever, and more hoarse his note.
The nightingale had dropt one half
Of her large gamut, and the laugh
Of upright nodding woodpecker
Less petulantly struck my ear.
Why have the birds forgot to sing,
Is this as in a former spring?
Can it be that the days are cold.
Or (surely no) that I am old.
Strange fancy! how could I forget
That I have not seen eighty yet!
 
  


CLV.
 

Why do our joys depart
For cares to seize the heart?
I know not. Nature says,
Obey; and man obeys.
I see, and know not why
Thorns live and roses die.
 
  


CLVI.
 

All is not over while the shade
Of parting life, if now aslant,
Rests on the scene whereon it play’d
And taught a docile heart to pant.
Autumn is passing by; his day
Shines mildly yet on gather’d sheaves,
And, tho’ the grape be pluckt away,
Its colour glows amid the leaves.
 
  


CLVII.
 

TWO ROSES.
 

Can ye not love more sisterly,
Ye roses, but must you keep down
The latest-born? you under, try
To push aside your sister’s crown?
O shame upon you, envious pair!
Well may you blush; and well may you
Hide your young face. Look! one comes near
Who by her smile shall shame the two.
 
  


CLVIII.
 

YOUTH.
 

The days of our youth are not over while sadness
    Chills never, and seldom o’ershadows, the heart;
While Friendship is crowning the banquet of
    Gladness
And bids us be seated and offers us part;
While the swift-spoken when? and the slowly-breath’d hush!
    Make us half-love the maiden and half-hate the lover,
And feel too what is or what should be a blush..
    Believe me, the days of our youth are not over.
 
  


CLIX.
 

AGE.
 

Death, tho’ I see him not, is near
And grudges me my eightieth year.
Now, I would give him all these last
For one that fifty have run past.
Ah! he strikes all things, all alike,
But bargains: those he will not strike.
 
  


VARIOUS.
 
  


I.
 

A BIRD was seen aloft in air; the sun
Shone brightly round him, yet few eyes could see
His colour, few could scan his size; his form
Appear’d to some like a huge bow unbent,
To others like a shapeless stake hurl’d by,
With a stiff breeze against it in its flight.
It was an eagle all the while: he swoopt
Steadily onward, careless of the gang
Below him, talkative, disquisitive,
But all agreeing ’twas a bird on wing,
Some said nine inches, some said ten across.
There were old people who could recollect
That market-day, that crowd, that questioning,
Those outcries to drive off the fearless bird.
One of them I accosted; he replied,
“Yea, I have seen him, and must say for him
Now he is dead (and well it is for us)
He liked a coney or a lamb too much,
But never settled on dead carcases
To pluck out eye or tug at putrid tongue.
They who reviled him while he swept the air
Are glad enough to wear a feather now
Of that strong wing, and boast to have observ’d
Its sunny soaring on that market-day.”
 
  


II.
 

Why do I praise a peach
Not on my wall, no, nor within my reach?
Because I see the bloom
And scent the fragrance many steps from home.
Permit me still to praise
The higher Genius of departed days,
Some are there yet who, nurst
In the same dime, are vigorous as the first,
And never waste their hours
(Ardent for action) among meadow flowers.
Greece with calm eyes I see
Her pure white marbles have not blinded me,
But breathe on me the love
Of earthly things as bright as things above:
There is (where is there not?)
In her fair regions many a desert spot;
Neither is Dircè clear,
Nor is Ilissus full throughout the year.
 
  


III.
 

TO A LADY ARCHER.
 

Two Goddesses, not always friends,
Are friends alike to you:
To you her bow for trial lends
The statelier of the two.
“Let Cupid have it,” Venus cries,
Diana says “No! no!
Until your Cupid grows more wise
He shall not have my bow.”
Her boy was sitting at her side,
His bow across his knee.
“Use thou thy own, use this,” she cried:
“I did, in vain!” cried he.
“Mother! we may as well be gone;
No shaft of mine can strike
That figure there, so like thy own,
That heart there, so unlike.
 
  


IV.
 

It was a dream (ah! what is not a dream?)
In which I wander’d thro’ a boundless space
Peopled by those that peopled earth erewhile.
But who conducted me? That gentle Power,
Gentle as Death, Death’s brother. On his brow
Some have seen poppies; and perhaps among
The many flowers about his wavy curls
Poppies there might be; roses I am sure
I saw, and dimmer amaranths between.
Lightly I thought I lept across a grave
Smelling of cool fresh turf, and sweet it smelt.
I would, hut must not linger; I must on,
To tell my dream before forgetfulness
Sweeps it away, or breaks or changes it.
I was among the Shades (if Shades they were)
And lookt around me for some friendly hand
To guide me on my way, and tell me all
That compact me around. I wisht to find
One no less firm or ready than the guide
Of Alighieri, trustier far than he,
Higher in intellect, more conversant
With earth and heaven and whatso lies between.
He stood before me.. Southey.
                “Thou art he,”
Said I, “whom I was wishing.”
“That I know,”
Replied the genial voice and radiant eye.
“We may be question’d, question we may not;
For that might cause to bubble forth again
Some bitter spring which crost the pleasantest
And shadiest of our paths.”
                “I do not ask,”
Said I, “about your happiness; I see
The same serenity as when we walkt
Along the downs of Clifton. Fifty years
Have roll’d behind us since that summer-tide,
Nor thirty fewer since along the lake
Of Lario, to Bellaggio villa-crown’d,
Thro’ the crisp waves I urged my sideling bark,
Amid sweet salutation off the shore
From lordly Milan’s proudly courteous dames.”
“Landor! I well remember it,” said he,
“I had just lost my first-born only boy,
And then the heart is tender; lightest things
Sink into it, and dwell there evermore.”
The words were not yet spoken when the air
Blew balmier; and around the parent’s neck
An Angel threw his arms: it was that son.
“Father! I felt you wisht me,” said the boy,
“Behold me here!”
                Gentle the sire’s embrace,
Gentle his tone. “See here your father’s friend!”
He gazed into my face, then meekly said
“He whom my father loves hath his reward
On earth; a richer one awaits him here.”
 
  


V.
 

ON MOORE’S DEATH.
Idol of youths and virgins, Moore!
Thy days, the bright, the calm, are o’er!
No gentler mortal ever prest
His parent Earth’s benignant breast.
What of the powerful can be said
They did for thee?  They edited.
What of that royal gourd? Thy verse
Excites our scorn and spares our curse.
Each truant wife, each trusting maid,
All loves, all friendships, he betrayed.
Despised in life by those he fed,
By his last mistress left ere dead,
Hearing her only wrench, the locks
Of every latent jewel-box.
There spouse and husband strove alike,
Fearing lest Death too soon should strike,
But fixt no plunder to forego
Till the gross spirit sank below.
Thy closing days I envied most,
When all worth losing had been lost.
Alone I spent my earner hour
While thou wert in the roseate bower,
And raised to thee was every eye,
And every song won every sigh.
One servant and one chest of books
Follow’d me into mountain nooks,
Where shelter’d from the sun and breeze
Lay Pindar and Thucydides.
There ancient days came back again,
And British kings renew’d their reign;
There Arthur and his knights sat round
Cups far too busy to be crown’d;
There Alfred’s glorious shade appear’d,
Of higher mien than Greece e’er rear’d.
I never sought in prime or age
The smile of Fortune to engage,
Nor rais’d nor lower’d the telescope
Erected on the tower of Hope.
From Pindus and Parnassus far
Blinks cold and dim the Georgian star.
 
  


VI.
 

TO VERONA.
 

Verona! thy tall gardens stand erect
Beckoning me upward. Let me rest awhile
Where the birds whistle hidden in the boughs,
Or fly away when idlers take their place,
Mated as well, conceal’d as willingly;
Idlers whose nest must not swing there, but rise
Beneath a gleamy canopy of gold,
Amid the flight of Cupids, and the smiles
Of Venus ever radiant o’er their couch.
Here would I stay, here wander, slumber here,
Nor pass into that theatre below
Crowded with their faint memories, shades of joy.
But ancient song arouses me: I hear
Cœlius and Aufuena; I behold
Lesbia, and Lesbia’s linnet at her lip
Pecking the fruit that ripens and swells out
For him whose song the Graces loved the most,
Whatever land, east, west, they visited.
Even he must not detain me: one there is
Greater than he, of broader wing, of swoop
Sublimer. Open now that humid arch
Where Juliet sleeps the quiet sleep of death,
And Borneo sinks aside her.
                Fare ye well,
Lovers! Ye have not loved in vain: the hearts
Of millions throb around ye. This lone tomb
One greater than you walls have ever seen,
Greater than Manto’s prophet eye foresaw
In her own child or Rome’s, hath hallowed;
And the last sod or stone a pilgrim knee
Shall press (Love swears it, and swears true) is here.
 
  


VII.
 

LOSS OF MEMORY.
 

Memory! thou hidest from me far,
Hidest behind some twinkling star
Which peers o’er Pindus, or whose beam
Crosses that broad and rapid stream
Where Zeus in wily whiteness shone
And Leda left her virgin zone.
Often I catch thy glimpses still
By that clear river, that lone hill,
But seldom dost thou softly glide
To take thy station at my side,
When later friends and forms are near;
From these thy traces disappear,
And scarce a name can I recall
Of those I value most of all.
At times thou hurriest me away,
And, pointing out an earlier day,
Biddest me listen to a song
I ought to have forgotten long:
Then, looking up, I see above
The plumage of departing Love,
And when I cry, Art thou too gone?
He laughs at me and passes on.
Some images (alas how few!)
Still sparkle in the evening dew
Along my path: and must they quite
Vanish before a deeper night?
Keep one, O Memory! yet awhile
And let me think I see it smile.
 
  


VIII.
 

ENGLISH HEXAMETERS.
 

Askest thou if in my youth I have mounted, as others have mounted,
Galloping Hexameter, Pentameter cantering after,
English by dam and by sire; bit, bridle, and saddlery, English;
English the girths and the shoes; all English from snaffle to crupper;
Everything English about, excepting the tune of the jockey?
Latin and Greek, it is true, I have often attach’d to my phaeton
Early in life, and sometimes have I order’d them out in its evening,
Dusting the linings, and pleas’d to have found them unworn and untamisht.
Idle! but Idleness looks never better than close upon sunset.
Seldom my goosequill, of goose from Germany, fatted in England,
(Frolicksome though I have been) have I tried on Hexameter, knowing
Latin and Greek are alone its languages. We have a measure
Fashion’d by Milton’s own hand, a fuller, a deeper, a louder.
Germans may flounder at will over consonant, vowel, and liquid,
Liquid and vowel but one to a dozen of consonants, ending
Each with a verb at the tail, tail heavy as African ram’s tail.
Spenser and Shakespeare had each his own harmony; each an enchanter
Wanting no aid from without. Chevy Chase had delighted their fathers,
Though of a different strain from the song on the Wrath of Achilles.
Southey was fain to pour forth his exuberant stream over regions
Near and remote: his command was absolute; every subject,
Little or great, he control d; in language, variety, fancy,
Richer than all his compeers, and wanton but once in dominion;
’Twas when he left the full well that for ages had run by his homestead,
Pushing the brambles aside which encumber’d another up higher,
Letting his bucket go down, and hearing it bump in descending,
Grating against the loose stones till it came but half-full from the bottom.
Others abstain’d from the task. Scott wander’d at large over Scotland;
Reckless of Roman and Greek, he chaunted the Lay of the Minstrel
Better than ever before any minstrel in chamber had chaunted.
Marmion mounted his horse with a shout such as rose under Ilion:
Venus, who sprang from the sea, had envied the Lake and its Lady.
Never on mountain or wild hath echo so cheerily sounded,
Never did monarch bestow such glorious meed upon knighthood,
Never had monarch the power, liberality, justice, discretion.
Byron liked new-paper’d rooms, and pull’d down old wainscoat of cedar;
Bright-color’d prints he preferr’d to the graver cartoons of a Raphael,
Sailor and Turk (with a sack) to Eginate and Parthenon marbles.
Splendid the palace he rais’d, the gin-palace in Poesy’s purlieus;
Soft the divan on the sides, with spittoons for the qualmish and queesy.
Wordsworth, well pleas’d with himself, cared little for modem or ancient.
His was the moor and the tarn, the recess in the mountain, the woodland
Scatter’d with trees far and wide, trees never too solemn or lofty,
Never entangled with plants overrunning the villager’s foot-path.
Equable was he and plain, but wand’ring a little in wisdom,
Sometimes flying from blood and sometimes pouring it freely:
Yet he was English at heart. If his words were too many; if Fancy’s
Furniture lookt rather scant in a whitewasht and homely apartment;
If in his rural designs there is sameness and tameness; if often
Feebleness is there for breadth; if his pencil wants rounding and pointing;
Few of this age or the last stand out on the like elevation.
There is a sheepfold he rais’d which my memory loves to revisit,
Sheepfold whose wall shall endure when there is not a stone of the palace.
Keats, the most Grecian of all, rejected the metre of Grecians;
Poesy breath’d over him, breath’d constantly, tenderly, freshly;
Wordsworth she left now and then, outstretcht in a slumberous languor,
Slightly displeased.. but return’d, as Aurora return’d to Tithonus.
Still there are walking on earth many poets whom ages hereafter
Will be more willing to praise than we now are to praise one another:
Some do I know; but I fear, as is meet, to recount or report them,
For, be whatever the name that is foremost, the next will run over,
Trampling and rolling in dust his excellent friend the precursor.
Peace be with all! but afar be ambition to follow the Roman,
Led by the Gorman uncomb’d and jigging in dactyl and spondee,
Lumbering shapeless jackboots which nothing can polish or supple.
Much as old metres delight me, ‘t is only where first they were. nurtured, — 
In their own dime, their own speech: than pamper them here, I would rather
Tie up my Pegasus tight to the scanty-fed rack of a sonnet.
 
  


IX.
 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE.
 

Gale of the night our fathers call’d thee, bird!
Surely not rude were they who call’d thee so,
Whether mid spring-tide mirth thy song they heard
Or whether its soft gurgle melted woe.
They knew not, heeded not, that every clime
Hath been attemper’d by thy minstrelsy;
They knew not, heeded not, from earliest time
How every poet’s nest was warm’d by thee.
In Paradise’s unpolluted bowers
Did Milton listen to thy freshest strain;
In his own night didst thou assuage the hours
When Crime and Tyranny were crown’d again.
Melodious Shelley caught thy softest song,
And they who heard his music heard not thine;
Gentle and joyous, delicate and strong,
From the far tomb his voice shall silence mine.
 
  


X.
 

ROLAND.
 

When she whose glory casts in shade
France and her best and bravest, was convey’d
Thither where all worth praise had bled,
An aged man in the same car was led
To the same end. The only way,
Boland! to soothe his fear didst thou essay.
“O sir! indeed you must not see
The blood that is about to flow from me.
Mount first these steps. A mother torn
From her one child worse pangs each day hath borne.”
He trembled.. but obey’d the word..
Then sprang she up and met the reeking sword.
 
  


XI.
 

CORDAY.
 

Hearts must not sink at seeing Law lie dead;
No, Corday, no;
Else Justice had not crown’d in heaven thy head
Profaned below.
 

Three women France hath borne, each greater far
Than all her men,
And greater many were than any are
At sword or pen.
 

Corneille, the first among Gaul’s rhymer race
Whose soul was free,
Descends from his high station, proud to trace
His line in thee.
 
  


XII.
 

JANE OF ARC.
 

O Maid of Arc! why dare I not to say
Of Orleans? There thro’ flames thy glory shone.
Accursed, thrice accursed, be the day
When English tongues could mock thy parting groan.
 

With Saints and Angels art thou seated now,
And with true-hearted patriots, host more rare!
To thine is bent in love a Milton’s brow,
With many a Demon under.. and Voltaire.
 
  


XIII.
 

ON THE STATUE OF EBENEZER ELLIOTT BY NEVILLE BURNÀRD, ORDERED BY THE WORKING MEN OF SHEFFIELD
 

Glory to those who give it! who erect
The bronze and marble, not where frothy tongue
Or bloody hand points out, no, but where God
Ordains the humble to walk forth before
The humble, and mount higher than the high.
Wisely, O Sheffield, wisely hast thou done
To place thy Elliott on the plinth of fame,
Wisely hast chosen for that solemn deed
One like himself, born where no mother’s love
Wrapt purple round him, nor rang golden bells,
Pendent from Libyan coral, in his ear,
To catch a smile or calm a petulance,
Nor tickled downy scalp with Belgic lace;
But whom strong Genius took from Poverty
And said Rise, mother, and behold thy child!
She rose, and Pride rose with her, but was mute.
Three Elliotts there have been, three glorious men
Each in his generation. One was doom’d
By Despotism and Prelaty to pine
In the damp dungeon, and to die for Law,
Rackt by slow tortures ere he reacht the grave.
A second hurl’d his thunderbolt and flame
When Gaul and Spaniard moor’d their pinnaces,
Screaming defiance at Gibraltar’s frown,
Until one moment more, and other screams
And other writhings rose above the wave,
From sails afire and hissing where they fell,
And men half burnt along the buoyant mast.
A third came calmly on, and askt the rich
To give laborious hunger daily bread,
As they in childhood had been taught to pray
By God’s own Son, and sometimes have prayed since.
God heard; but they heard not: God sent down bread;
They took it, kept it all, and cried for more,
Hollowing both hands to catch and clutch the crumbs.
    I may not live to hear another voice,
Elliott, of power to penetrate, as thine,
Dense multitudes; another none may see
Leading the Muses from unthrifty shades
To fields where com gladdens the heart of Man,
And where the trumpet with defiant blast
Blows in the face of War, and yields to Peace.
Therefore take thou these leaves.. fresh, firm, tho’ scant
To crown the City that crowns thee her son.
She must decay; Toledo hath decayed;
Ebro hath half-forgotten what bright arms
Flasht on his waters, what high dames adorn’d
The baldric, what torn flags o’erhung the aisle,
What parting gift the ransom’d knight exchanged.
But louder than the anvil rings the lyre;
And thine hath raised another city’s wall
In solid strength to a proud eminence,
Which neither conqueror, crushing braver men,
Nor time, o’ercoming conqueror, can destroy.
So now, ennobled by thy birth, to thee
She lifts, with pious love, the thoughtful stone.
Genius is tired in search of Gratitude;
Here they have met; may neither say farewell!
 
  


XIV.
 

GERMAN HEXAMETERS.
 

Germany! thou art indeed to the bard his Hercynian forest;
Puffy with tufts of coarse grass; much of stunted (no high-growing) timber;
Keeping your own, and content with the measure your sires have bequeath’d you,
Germans! let Latium rest, and leave the old pipe where ye found it;
Leave ye the thirtyfold farrow so quietly sucking their mother
On the warm sands; they will starve or run wild in the brakes and the brambles,
Swampy, intangled, and dark, and without any passable road through:
Yet there are many who wander so far from the pleasanter places,
Airy and sunny and sound and adorn’d with the garden and fountain,
Garden where Artemis stands, and fountain where Venus is bathing,
All the three Graces close by: at a distance, and somewhat above her,
(Only the sky overhead) is Apollo the slayer of Python:
Opposite, minding him not, but intent upon bending his own bow,
Stands other archer, less tall, whom the slayer of Python had knelt to
Often, when Daphne was coy, and who laught at his handful of laurel.
Flounder in mud, honest men, then smoke to the end of the journey,
Only let me undisturb’d enjoy the lone scenes ye relinquish:
Strike we a bargain at once: give me these; and to you I abandon
Carpenter, cordwainer, tapster, host, pedlar, itinerant actor,
Tinker and tailor and baker and mender of saddles and bellows,
With whomsoever ye list of Odd Fellows, of Old Free-And-Easy.
Never shall enter my lips your tobacoo-pipe, never your bevrage,
Bevrage that Bacchus abhors: let it fuddle the beast of Silenus.
Frere is contented to smile, but loud is the laughter of Canning.
 
  


XV.
 

FABLE FOR POETS.
 

A flea had nestled to a dove
Closely as Innocence or Love.
Loth was the dove to take offence
As Love would be, or Innocence.
When on a sudden said the flea
“I wonder what you think of me.”
Timidly, as becomes the young,
The dove thus answer’d.
“You are strong
 

And active, and our house’s friend.”
“No doubt! and here my merits end?”
Cried the pert flea. A moth flew by.
“Which pleases most, that moth or I?”
The dove said, “Should not I love best,
The constant partner of my nest?”
“Come! that won’t do: I wish to hear
Which is most handsome, not most dear.”
Innocence in advance of Love
Prompted, and thus replied the dove.
“He may have richer colors”...”He?
 

What! and do you too speak of me
Disparaging?” Off bounced the flea.
 
  


XVI.
 

There are some words in every tongue
That come betimes and linger long:
In every land those words men hear
When Youth with rosebud crown draws near;
Men hear those words when life’s full stream
Is rushing to disturb their dream;
When slowly swings life’s vesper bell
Between its throbs they hear it well,
Fainter the sound, but still the same,
Recalling one beloved name;
And graven on ice that name they find
When Age hath struck them almost blind.
 
  


XVII.
 

CONVERTERS.
 

All trifle life away; the light and grave
Trifle it equally. If ‘twere at home
‘Twere well; but they are busy too abroad.
They loudly cry, “Take not God’s name in vain,”
And call God down to punish all he hates:
The fools are fewer than the hypocrites;
And yet the fools are Legion.
Viper brood!
 

Denounced by Him, the gentle and the pure,
Whom your trangressions persecute, look up
And read the tables of eternal law.
Idlers, and worse than idlers, ye collect
Pebbles and shells along the Red Sea coast,
Horeb and Sinai standing close before,
And you not looking from above the sands!
 
  


XVIII.
 

TO ANTINOE IN PARIS, 1802.
 

I value not the proud and stem
Who ruled of old o’er bleak Auvergne,
Whose images you fear’d to pass
Recumbent under arching brass,
Nor thought how fondly they had smiled
Could they have seen their future child.
And yet, Antinoe, I would pray
Saint after saint to see the day
When undejected you once more
Might pass along that chappel-floor;
When, standing at its altar crown’d
With wild flowers from the ruin round,
Your village priest might hear and bless
A love that never shall be less.
 
  


XIX.
 

Cistus! whose fragile flower
Waits but the vesper hour
         To droop and fall,
  Smoothen thy petals now
  The Floral Fates allow..
And why so ruffled in fresh youth are all?
 

  Thou breathest on my breast,
    “We are but like the rest
         Of our whole family;
      Ruffled we are, ’tis true,
      Thro’ life; but are not you?...
Without our privilege so soon to die.”
 
  


XX.
 

FABLE TO BE LEARNT BY BEGINNERS.
 

There lived a diver once whose boast
Was that he brought up treasures lost,
However deep, beneath the sea
Of glossy-hair’d Parthenope.
To try him, people oft threw in
A silver cross or gold zecchin.
Down went the diver “fathoms nine,”
And you might see the metal shine
Between his lips or on his head,
While lazy Tethys lay abed,
And not a Nereid round her heard
The green pearl-spangled curtain stir’d.
One day a tempting fiend threw down,
Where whirl’d the waves, a tinsel crown,
And said, “O diver, you who dive
Deeper than any man alive,
And see, where other folks are blind,
And, what all others miss, can find,
You saw the splendid crown I threw
Into the whirlpool: now can you
Recover it? thus won, you may
Wear it.. not once, but every day,
So may your sons.” Down, down he sprang..
A hundred Nereids heard the clang,
And closed him round and held him fast..
The diver there had dived his last.
 
  


XXI.
 

ODE TO SICILY.
 

I.
 

No mortal hand hath struck the heroick string
Since Milton’s lay in death across his breast.
But shall the lyre then rest
Along tired Cupid’s wing
With vilest dust upon it? This of late
Hath been its fate.
 

II.
 

But thou, O Sicily! art born again.
Far over chariots and Olympic steeds
I see the heads and the stout arms of men,
And will record (God give me power!) their deeds.
 

III.
 

Hail to thee first, Palermo! hail to thee
Who callest with loud voice, “Arise! be free;
Weak is the hand and rusty is the chain.”
Thou callest; nor in vain.
 

IV.
 

Not only from the mountain rushes forth
The knighthood of the North,
In whom my soul elate
Owns now a race cognate,
But even the couch of Sloth ‘mid painted walls
Swells up, and men start forth from it, where calls
The voice of Honour, long, too long, unheard.
 

V.
 

Not that the wretch was fear’d
Who fear’d the meanest as he fear’d the best,
(A reed could break his rest)
But that around all kings
For ever springs
A wasting vapour that absorbs the fire
Of all that would rise higher.
 

VI.
 

Even free nations will not let there be
More nations free.
Witness (O shame!) our own..
Of late years viler none.
The second Charles found many and made more
Base as himself: his reign is not yet o’er.
 

VII.
 

To gratify a brood
Swamp-fed amid the Suabian wood,
The sons of Lusitania were cajoled
And bound and sold,
And sent in chains where we unchain the slave
We die with thirst to save.
 

VIII.
 

Ye too, Sicilians, ye too gave we up
To drain the bitter cup
Ye now dash from ye in the despot’s face..
              O glorious race,
 

IX.
 

Which Hiero, Gelon, Pindar, sat among
And prais’d for weaker deeds in deathless song;
One is yet left to laud ye. Years have mar’d
My voice, my prelude for some better bard,
When such shall rise, and such your deeds create.
 

X.
 

       In the lone woods, and late,
Murmurs swell loud and louder, till at last
       So strong the blast
That the whole forest, earth, and sea, and sky,
       To the loud surge reply.
 

XI.
 

Show, in the circle of six hundred years,
Show me a Bourbon on whose brow appears
       No brand of traitor. Prune the tree..
From the same stock for ever will there be
The same foul canker, the same bitter fruit.
              Strike, Sicily, uproot
The cursed upas. Never trust
That race again; down with it, dust to dust.
 
  


XXII.
 

Men will be slaves; let them; but force them not;
To force them into freedom is still worse;
In one they follow their prone nature’s bent,
But in the other stagger all awry,
Blind, clamorous, and with violence overthrow
The chairs and tables of the untasted feast.
Bastiles are reconstructed soon enough,
Temples are long in rising, once cast down,
And ever, when men want them, there are those
Who tell them they shall have them, but premise
That they shall rule within them and without.
Their voices, and theirs only, reach to heaven,
Their sprinkler cleanses souls from inborn sin
With its sow-bristles shaken in the face,
Their surplice sanctifies the marriage-bed,
Their bell and candle drive the devil off
The deathbed, and their purchast prayers cut short.
All pains that would await them after death.
O plains of Tours that rang with Martel’s arms
Victorious! these are then the fruits ye bear
From Saracenic blood! one only God
Had else been worshipt.. but that one perhaps
Had seen less fraud, less cruelty, below.
 
  


XXIII.
 

AN OLD MAN TO A YOUNG GIRL.
 

I saw the arrow quit the bow
To lay thy soaring spirits low,
And warn’d thee long ere now;
For this thou shunnest me, for this
No more the leap to catch the kiss
Upon thy calm clear brow.
 

I pitied thee, well knowing why
The broken song, the book thrown by,
And Fido’s foot put down,
Who looks so sorrowing all the while,
To hear no name, to hope no smile,
To fear almost a frown.
 

Lovers who see thy drooping head
In lover’s phrase have often said,
“The lily drives the rose.
In shame away from that sweet face,
Yet shall she soon regain her place
And fresher bloom disclose.”
 

Show them, show one above the rest,
A lily’s petals idly prest
Are firm as they are pure;
Those which but once have given way
Stand up erect no second day,
No gentlest touch endure.
 
  


XXIV.
 

GONFALIONTERI.
 

The purest breast that breathes Ausonian air,
Utter’d these words. Hear them, all lands! repeat
All ages! on thy heart the record bear
Till the last tyrant gasp beneath thy feet,
Thou who hast seen in quiet death lie down
The skulking recreant of the changeling crown.
 

II.

“I am an old man now; and yet my soul
By fifteen years is younger than its frame:
Fifteen I lived (if life it was) in one
Dark dungeon, ten feet square: alone I dwelt
Six; then another enter’d: by his voice
I knew it was a man: I could not see
Feature or figure in that dismal place.
One year we talkt together of the past,
Of joys for ever gone.. ay, worse than gone,
Remember’d, prest into our hearts, that swell’d
And sorely soften’d under them: the next,
We exchanged what thoughts we found: the third, no thought
Was left us; memory alone remain’d.
The fourth, we askt each other, if indeed
The world had life within it, life and joy
As when we left it.
Now the fifth had come,
And we sat silent: all our store was spent.
When the sixth enter’d, he had disappear’d,
Either for death or doom less merciful:
And I repined not! all things were less sad
Than that dim vision, that unshapen form.
A year or two years after (indistinct
Was time, as light was, in that cell) the door
Crept open, and these sounds came slowly through:
His Majesty the Emperor and King
Informs you that twelve months ago your wife
Quitted the living..
I did hear the words,
All, ere I fell, then heard not bolt nor bar.”
 

III.

And shall those live who help with armed hand
The weak oppressor? Shall those live who dear
The path before him with their golden wand?
Tremble, vile slaves! your final hour draws near!
Purveyors of a panther’s feast are ye,
Degenerate children of brave Maccabee!
 

IV.

And dare ye claim to sit where Hampden sate,
Where Pym and Eliot warn’d the men of blood;
Where on the wall Charles red his written fate,
And Cromwell sign’d what Milton saw was good?
Away, ye panders of assassin lust,
Nor ever hope to lick that holy dust.
 
  


XXV.
 

TO FRANCIS HARE, BURIED AT PALERMO, ON THE INSURRECTION OF SICILY AND NAPLES.
 

Hare! thou art sleeping where the sun strikes hot
On the gold letters that inscribe thy tomb,
And what there passeth round thee knowest not,
Nor pierce those eyes (so joyous once) the gloom;
 

Else would the brightest vision of thy youth
Rise up before thee, not by Fancy led,
But moving stately at the side of Truth,
Nor higher than the living stand the dead.
 
  


XXVI.
 

TO SAINT CHARLES BORROMEO, ON THE MASSACRE AT MILAN.
 

I.
 

Saint, beyond all in glory who surround
The throne above!
Thy placid brow no thorn blood-dropping crown’d,
No grief came o’er thy love,
 

II.
 

Save what they suffer’d whom the Plague’s dull fire
Wasted away,
Or those whom Heaven at last let worse Desire
Sweep with soft swoop away.
 

III.
 

If thou art standing high above the place
Where Verban fleams,
Where Art and Nature give thee form and space
As best beseems,
 

IV.
 

Look down on thy fair country, and most fair
The sister isles!
Whence gratitude eternal mounts with prayer,
Where spring eternal smiles;
 

V.
 

Watch over that brave youth who bears thy name,
And bears it well,
Unmindful never of the sacred flame
With which his temples swell
 

VI.
 

When praise from thousands breathes beneath thy shrine,
    And incense steeps
Thy calm brow bending over them, for thine
    Is bent on him who weeps;
 

VII.
 

And, O most holy one! what tears are shed
    Thro’ all thy town!
Thou wilt with pity on the brave and dead,
    God will with wrath, look down.
 
  


XXVII.
 

Sleep, tho’ to Age so needful, shuns my eyes,
And visions, brighter than Sleep brings, arise.
I hear the Norman arms before me ring,
I see them flash upon a prostrate king.
They conquer’d Britain as they conquer’d France..
Far over Sicily was hurl’d the lance..
The barking heads by Scylla all croucht low,
And fierce Charybdis wail’d beneath the blow.
Now Sparta-sprung Taranto hail’d again
More daring Spartans on his fertile plain;
Now Croton saw fresh Milos rise around;
And Sybaris, with recent roses crown’d,
Yielded to Valour her consenting charms
And felt the flush that Beauty feels from arms.
 
  


XXVIII.
 

DANTE.
 

Ere blasts from northern lands
Had cover’d Italy with barren sands,
Rome’s Genius, smitten sore,
Wail’d on the Danube, and was heard no more.
Twelve centuries had past
And crusht Etruria rais’d her head at last.
A mightier Power she saw,
Poet and prophet, give three worlds the law.
When Dante’s strength arose
Fraud met aghast the boldest of her foes;
Religion, sick to death,
Lookt doubtful up, and drew in pain her breath.
Both to one grave are gone;
Altars still smoke, still is the God unknown.
Haste, whoso from above
Comest with purer fire and larger love,
Quenchest the Stygian torch,
And leadest from the Garden and the Porch,
Where gales breathe fresh and free,
And where a Grace is call’d a Charity,
To Him, the God of peace,
Who bids all discord in his household cease..
Bids it, and bids again,
But to the purple-vested speaks in vain..
Crying, ‘Can this be borne?’
The consecrated wine-skins creak with scorn;
While, leaving tumult there,
To quiet idols young and old repair,
In places where is light
To lighten day.. and dark to darken night.
 
  


XXIX.
 

I.
 

I told ye, since the prophet Milton’s day
Heroic song hath never swept the earth
To soar in flaming chariot up to Heaven.
Taunt, little children! taunt ye while ye may.
Natural your wonder, natural is your mirth,
Natural your weakness. Ye are all forgiven.
 

II.
 

One man above all other men is great,
Even on this globe, where dust obscures the sign.
God closed his eyes to pour into his heart
His own pure wisdom. In chill house he sate,
Fed only on those fruits the hand divine
Disdain’d not, thro’ his angels, to impart.
 

III.
 

He was despised of those he would have spilt
His blood to ransom. How much happier we,
Altho’ so small and feeble! We are taught
There may be national, not royal guilt,
And, if there has been, then there ought to be,
But ’tis the illusion of a mind distraught.
 

IV.
 

This with a tiny hand of ductile lead
Shows me the way; this takes me down his slate,
Draws me a line and teaches me to write;
Another pats me kindly on the head,
But finds one letter here and there too great,
One passable, one pretty well, one quite.
 

V.
 

No wonder I am proud. At such award
The Muse most virginal would raise her chin
Forth from her collar-bone. What inward fire
Must swell the bosom of that favor’d bard
And wake to vigorous life the germ within,
On whom such judges look with such regard!
 
  


XXX.
 

TO VERONA.
 

To violate the sanctitude of song,
Of love, of sepulture, have I abstain’d,
Verona! nor would let just wrath approach
Garden or theatre: but wrongs are heapt
On thy fair head: my pen must help the sword
To sweep them off.
Shall Austria hatch beneath
Thy sunny citadel her mealworm brood?
Shall Austria pluck thy olives, press thy grapes,
Garner thy com, thy flocks and herds consume?
 Enough ’tis surely that Parthenopè
Bends under the false Bourbon. Foreign force
Crushes, and let it crush, the unmanly race,
Degenerate even from Sybarites; but thine
The warlike Gaul and Rome’s austerer son
Rear’d up to manhood and begirt in arms.
Rise then, Verona! Lift the wave of war,
As Nature lifts Benacus at thy side,
Tempestuous in its surges, while the banks
Are blithe around, and heaven above serene.
The toad’s flat claws hold not the dolphin down,
Nor sinks and sewers pollute the Adrian wave.
 
  


XXXI.
 

I.
 

Few poets beckon to the calmly good,
Few lay a hallowing hand upon the head
Which lowers its barbarous for our Delphick crown:
But loose strings rattle on unseason’d wood
And weak words whiffle round where Virtue’s meed
Shrines in a smile or shrivels in a frown.
 

II.
 

He shall not give it, shall not touch it, he
Who crawls into the gold-mine, bending low
And bringing from its dripples with much mire
One shining atom. Could it ever be,
O God of light and song? The breast must glow
Not with thine only, but with Virtue’s fire.
 
  


XXXII.
 

SAPPHO’S EXPOSTULATION.
 

Forget thee? when? Thou biddest me? dost thou
Bid me, what men alone can, break my vow?
O my too well beloved! is there aught
I ever have forgot which thou hast taught?
And shall the lesson first by thee imprest
Drop, chapter after chapter, from my breast?
Since love’s last flickering flame from thine is gone,
Leave me, O leave me still, at least my own.
Let it burn on, if only to consume,
And light me, tho’ it light me to the tomb.
False are our dreams or there are fields below
To which the weariest feet the swiftest go;
And there are bitter streams the wretched bless,
Before whose thirst they lose their bitterness.
’Tis hard to love! to unlove harder yet!
Not so to die.. and then.. perhaps.. forget.
 
  


XXXIII.
 

What slender youth perfused with fresh macassar
Wooes thee, O England, in St. Stephen’s bower?
For whom unlockest thou the chest that holds thy dower?
Simple as ever! Is there a deluder
Thou hast not listen’d to, thou hast not changed,
Laughing at one and all o’er whom thy fancy ranged?
The last that won thee was not overhappy,
And people found him wavering like thyself:
The little man looks less now laid upon the shelf.
While the big waves against the rocks are breaking,
And small ones toss and tumble, fume and fret,
Along the sunny wall I have hung up my net.
 
  


XXXIV.
 

THE HALL AND THE COTTAGE.
 

A man there sate, not old, but weak and worn
Worse than age wears and weakens, near a wall
Where dogs inside were playing round the court,
While, conscious of his station in the house,
Deep-sided, ebon-footed, and ring-tail’d,
Stalkt the gray cat, and all about gave way.
Yet, fearless of her talon, pigeons dropt,
First one, and then another, from the roof,
To pick up crumbs, shaken from snow-white cloth.
Winter had now set in, and genial fires
Drew families around them; near the grate
The small round table left the large behind;
And filberts bristled up, and medlars oped
Their uncouth lids, and chestnuts were reveal’d
Beneath the folded napkin, moist and hot.
Scant had the bounty been if all this store,
Supervacaneous, had gone forth bestow’d
On the poor wretch outside: he never rais’d
His hopes, he never rais’d his thoughts; so high.
Dinner was over in that pleasant home,
And worthy were its inmates to enjoy
In peace its plenteous yet uncostly fare.
Little they thought that while the dogs within
The court were playing, some of them erect
Against their adversary, couchant some
And panting to spring forward, while the doves
Cooed hoarse with crop replenisht, and walkt round
Each his own mate, trailing along the tiles
His wing, his bosom purpling with content;
Little thought they how near them loiter’d one
Who might have envied the least happy cur
Or cat or pigeon. To his cottage bent
His fancy, from his own sad cares repel’d.
Fancies are fond of lying upon down,
Tho’ they are often bred and born elsewhere;
His was a strange one. But men’s minds are warpt
By fortune or misfortune, weal or woe,
By heat and cold alike. The hungry man
Thought of his children’s hunger; the sharp blast
Blew from them only. When he rais’d his eyes
And saw the smoke ascending o’er the hall,
He said.. his words are written.. God knows where..
“O! could I only catch that smoke which wreathes
And riots round the rich man’s chimney-vane,
And bring it down among my ice-cold brats,
They would not look and turn away from me,
And rather press the damp brick floor again
With their blue faces, than see him they call’d
Father! dear father! when they woke ere dawn.”
 
  


XXXV.
 

ON THE SLAUGHTER OF THE BROTHERS BANDEERI, BETRAYED TO THE
KING OF NAPLES.
 

Borne on white horses, which the God of Thrace
Rein’d not for wanton Glory in the race
Of Elis, when from far
Ran forth the regal car,
Even from Syracuse, across the sea,
To roll its thunder thro’ that fruitless lea;
No; but on steeds whose foam
Flew o’er the helm of Rome,
Came Castor and his brother; at which sight
A shout of victory drown’d the din of fight.
O Rome! O Italy!
Doom’d are ye, doom’d to see
Nor guides divine nor high-aspiring men,
Nor proudly tread the battle-field again?
Lo! who are they who land
Upon that southern strand?
Ingenuous are their faces, firm their gait...
Ah! but what darkness follows them?.. ’tis Fate!
 

They turn their heads.. and blood
Alone shows where they stood!
Sons of Bandiera! heroes! by your name
Evoked shall inextinguishable flame
Rise, and o’er-run you coast,
And animate the host
As did those Twins.. the murderers to pursue
Till the same sands their viler blood imbue.
 
  


XXXVI.
 

PROPER LESSON FOR CHARLES’S MARTYRDOM.
 

TO DIXWELL,
 

Who sate in judgment on Charles I., and whose descendant is erecting a monument to him in Boston, U. S.
 

There are whose hand can hurl the shafts of song
Athwart wide oceans; barb’d with burning light
Do they dispell all mists Time throws around,
And where they fall men build the beacon-tower
And watch the cresset, age succeeding age.
Dixwell! whose name sounds highest toward heaven
Of all but one (Washington) the fresher earth hath seen,
Honour to thee! and everlasting praise!
Thou shrankest not at smiting Perjury
Under the crown: thou shrankest not at rocks
And shoals and ice-tower’d firths, and solitudes
And caverns where the hunter hunted man,
Remote from birthplace, kindred, comrade, friend.
Of seed like thine sprang Freedom strong and arm’d,
Whose empire shall extend beyond the shore
Where Montezuma’s plumed head lies low,
(A shore whose waters waft the name of Peace)
To realms more ancient than all realms beside,
Where the sun rises over far Cathay.
Blest be thy country! blest in sons like thine l
If lust of gold forbids it.. if the slave
Baises his manacle and pleads to God
And they who see and hear it mock the prayer,
At least shall thousands in my words exclaim
“Honour to thee! and everlasting praise!
Happy beyond all glory’s happiness,
Look down on thy young nation; there alone
The weak and the distorted from the womb
Never are dandled into frowardness,
Never may seize and fracture what they list,
Striking at random stem and mild alike;
Nor floats the chaff above, nor sinks the grain.”
 
  


XXXVII.
 

Tenderest of tender hearts, of spirits pure
The purest! such, O Cowper! such wert thou,
But such are not the happiest: thou wert not,
Till borne where all those hearts and spirits rest.
Young was I, when from Latin lore and Greek
I played the truant for thy sweeter Task,
Nor since that hour hath aught our Muses held
Before me seem’d so precious; in one hour,
I saw the poet and the sage unite,
More grave than man, more versatile than boy!
Spenser shed over me his sunny dreams;
Chaucer far more enchanted me; the force
Of Milton was for boyhood too austere,
Yet often did I steal a glance at Eve:
Fitter for after-years was Shakespeare’s world,
Its distant light had not come down to mine.
Thy milder beams with wholesome temperate warmth
Fill’d the small chamber of my quiet breast.
I would become as like thee as I could;
First rose the wish and then the half-belief,
Founded like other half and whole beliefs
On sand and chaff! “We must be like,” said I,
“I loved my hare before I heard of his.”
’Twas very true; I loved him, though he stampt
Sometimes in anger, often moodily.
I am the better for it: still I love
God’s unperverted creatures, one and all,
I dare not call them brute, lest they retort.
And here is one who looks into my face,
Waving his curly plumes upon his back,
And bids me promise faithfully, no hare
Of thine need fear him when they meet above.
 
  


XXXVIII.
 

TO YOUTH.
 

Where art thou gone, light-ankled Youth?
With wing at either shoulder,
And smile that never left thy mouth
Until the Hours grew colder:
 

Then somewhat seem’d to whisper near
That thou and I must part;
I doubted it; I felt no fear,
No weight upon the heart:
 

If aught befell it, Love was by
And roll’d it off again;
So, if there ever was a sigh,
’Twas not a sigh of pain.
 

I may not call thee back; but thou
Returnest when the hand
Of gentle Sleep waves o’er my brow
His poppy-crested wand;
 

Then smiling eyes bend over mine,
Then lips once prest invite;
But sleep hath given a silent sign,
And both, alas! take flight.
 
  


XXXIX.
 

TO AGE.
 

Welcome, old friend! These many years
Have we lived door by door:
The Fates have laid aside their shears
Perhaps for some few more.
I was indocil at an age
When better boys were taught,
But thou at length hast made me sage,
If I am sage in aught.
Little I know from other men,
Too little they from me,
But thou hast pointed well the pen
That writes these lines to thee.
Thanks for expelling Fear and Hope,
One vile, the other vain;
One’s scourge, the other’s telescope,
I shall not see again:
Bather what lies before my feet
My notice shall engage..
He who hath braved Youth’s dizzy heat
Dreads not the frost of Age.
 
  


XL.
 

Now yellow hazels fringe the greener plain
And mountains show their unchain’d necks again,
And little rivulets beneath them creep
And gleam and glitter in each cloven steep;
Now, when supplanted by insidious snow
The huge stone rolls into the lake below,
What can detain my lovely friend from home,
Fond in these scenes, her earlier scenes, to roam?
’Tis that mid fogs and smoke she hears the claim
And feels the love of freedom and of fame:
Before those two she bends serenely meek..
They also bend, and kiss her paler cheek.
 
  


XLI.
 

ON MUSIC.
 

Many love music but for music’s sake,
Many because her touches can awake
Thoughts that repose within the breast half-dead,
And rise to follow where she loves to lead.
What various feelings come from days gone by!
What tears from far-off sources dim the eye!
Few, when light fingers with sweet voices play
And melodies swell, pause, and melt away,
Mind how at every touch, at every tone,
A spark of life hath glisten’d and hath gone.
 
  


XLII.
 

TYRANNICIDE.
 

Danger is not in action, but in sloth;
By sloth alone we lose
Our strength, our substance, and, far more than both,
The guerdon of the Muse.
Men kill without compunction hawk and kite;
To save the folded flock
They chase the wily plunderer of the night
O’er thicket, marsh, and rock.
Sacred no longer is Our Lord the wolf
Nor crown’d is crocodile:
And shall ye worship on the Baltick Gulph
The refuse of the Nile?
Among the myriad men of murder’d sires
Is there not one still left
Whom wrongs and vengeance urge, whom virtue fires?
 One conscious how bereft
Of all is he.. of country, kindred, home..
He, doom’d to drag along
The dray of serfdom, or thro’ lands to roam
That mock an unknown tongue?
A better faith was theirs than pulpits preach
Who struck the tyrant down,
Who taught the brave how patriot brands can reach
And crush the proudest crown.
No law for him who stands above the law,
Trampling on truth and trust;
But hangman’s hook or courtier’s “privy paw.”
Shall drag him thro’ the dust.
Most dear of all the Virtues to her Sire
Is Justice; and most dear
To Justice is Tyrannicide; the fire
That guides her flashes near.
See o’er the desert God’s red pillar tower!
Follow, ye Nations! raise
The hymn to God! To God alone be power
And majesty and praise! 
 
  


XLIII.
 

APPEAL TO SLEEP.
 

Soon to waken, may my Rose
Early sink in soft repose!
Mine? ah! mine she must not be,
But, O gentle Sleep, to thee
One as dear do I resign
As if Heaven had made her mine.
 

Gentle Sleep! O let her rest
Upon thy more quiet breast!
When pale Mom returns again,
She returns to gloom and pain,
For how many friends will say,
As their pride is torn away,
“Sweetest Rose! adieu! adieu!”
I may bear to say it too,
But afar from her and you.
 
  


XLIV.
 

A RAILROAD ECLOGUE.
 

Father. What brought thee back, lad?
Son. — Father! the same feet
As took me brought me back, I warrant ye.
Father. Couldst thou not find the rail?
Son. — The deuce himself,
Who can find most things, could not find the rail.
Father. Plain as a pike-staff miles and miles it lies.
Son. So they all told me. Pike-staffs in your day
Must have been hugely plainer than just now.
Father. What didst thou ask for?
Son. — Ask for? Tewkesbury,
Thro’ Defford opposite to Breedon-hill.
Father. Eight: and they set ye wrong?
Son. — Me wrong? not they;
The best among ‘em should not set me wrong,
Nor right, nor anything; I’d tell ‘em that.
Father. Herefordshire’s short horns and shorter wits
Are known in every quarter of the land,
Those blunt, these blunter. Well! no help for it!
Each might do harm if each had more of each..
Yet even in Herefordshire there are some
Not downright dolts.. before the cider’s broacht,
When all are much alike.. yet most could tell
A railroad from a parish or a pike.
How thou couldst miss that railroad puzzles me,
Seeing there lies none other round qbout.
Son. I found the rails along the whole brook-side
Left of that old stone bridge across you Avon.
Father. That is the place.
Son. — There was a house hard-by,
And past it ran a furnace upon wheels,
Like a mad bull, tail up in air, and horns
So low ye might not see ‘em. On it bumpt,
Roaring, as straight as any arrow flits,
As straight, as fast too, ay, and faster went it,
And, could it keep its wind up and not crack,
Then woe betide the eggs at Tewkesbury
This market-day, and lambs, and sheep! a score
Of pigs might be made flitches in a trice,
Before they well could knuckle.
Father! father!
If they were ourn, thou wouldst not chuckle so,
And shake thy sides, and wipe thy eyes, and rub
Thy breeches-knees, like Sunday shoes, at that rate.
Hows’ever....
Father.— ’Twas the train, lad, ’twas the train.
Son. May-be: I had no business with a train.
“Go thee by rail” you told me; “by the rail
At Deford”.. and didst make a fool of me.
Father. Ay, lad, I did indeed: it was methinks
Some twenty years agone last Martinmas.
 
  


XLV.
 

When closes overhead the warmer ray,
And love has lived his little life away,
How dull and lingering comes the ancient tale,
How sorrowful the song of nightingale!
At last by weariness, not pain, opprest,
We pant for sleep, and find but broken rest;
A rest unbroken in due order comes,
And friends awake us in their happier homes.
 
  


XLVI.
 

ON THE APPROACH OF A SISTER’S DEATH.
 

Spirit who risest to eternal day,
O hear me in thy flight!
Detain thee longer on that opening way
I would not if I might.
 

Methinks a thousand come between us two
Whom thou wouldst rather hear:
Fraternal love thou smilest on; but who
Are they that press more near?
 

The sorrowful and innocent and wrong’d,
Yes, these are more thy own,
For these wilt thou be pleading seraph-tongued
(How soon!) before the Throne.
 
  


XLVII.
 

ON THE DEATH OF M. D’OSSOLI AND HIS WIFE MARGARET FULLER.
 

Over his millions Death has lawful power,
But over thee, brave D’Ossoli! none, none.
After a longer struggle, in a fight
Worthy of Italy to youth restored,
Thou, far from home, art sunk beneath the surge
Of the Atlantick; on its shore; in reach
Of help; in trust of refuge; sunk with all
Precious on earth to thee.. a child, a wife!
Proud as thou wert of her, America
Is prouder, showing to her sons how high
Swells woman’s courage in a virtuous breast.
She would not leave behind her those she loved:
Such solitary safety might become
Others; not her; not her who stood beside
The pallet of the wounded, when the worst
Of France and Perfidy assail’d the walls
Of unsuspicious Rome. Pest, glorious soul,
Renown’d for strength of genius, Margaret!
Rest with the twain too dear! My words are few,
And shortly none will hear my failing voice,
But the same language with more full appeal
Shall hail thee. Many are the sons of song
Whom thou hast heard upon thy native plains
Worthy to sing of thee: the hour is come;
Take we our seats and let the dirge begin.
 
  


XLVIII.
 

Avon that never thirsts, nor toils along,
Nor looks in anger, listen’d to my song,
So that I envied not the passing names
Whose gilded barges burnisht prouder Thames,
Remembering well a better man than I,
Whom in those meads the giddy herd ran by,
What time the generous Raleigh bled to death,
And Lust and Craft play’d for Elizabeth.
While Murder in imperial robe sat by
To watch the twinkling of that sharp stem eye,
Till when a sister-queen was call’d to bleed,
Her fingers cased in jewels sign’d the deed!
 
  


XLIX.
 

There was a lovely tree, I knew
And well remember where it grew,
And very often felt inclined
To hear its whispers in the wind.
One evening of a summer day
I went, without a thought, that way,
And, sitting down, I seem’d to hear
The tree’s soft voice, and some one’s near.
Yes, sure enough I saw a maid
With wakeful ear against it laid.
Silent was everything around
While thus the tree in quivering sound:
“They pant to cull our fruit, and take
A leaf, they tell us, for our slake,
On the most faithful breast to wear
And keep it, till both perish, there.
Sad pity such kind hearts should pant
So hard! We give them all they want.
They come soon after and just taste
The fruit, and throw it on the waste.
Again they come, and then pluck off
What poets call our hair, and scoff;
And long ere winter you may see
These leaves fall fluttering round the tree.
They come once more: then, then you find
The root cut round and undermined:
Chains are clencht round it: that fine head,
On which still finer words were said,
Serves only to assist the blow,
And lend them aid to lay it low.”
Methinks I hear a gentle sigh,
And fain would guess the reason why;
It may have been for what was said
Of fruit and leaves, of root and head.
 
  


L.
 

TO THE WORM.
 

First-born of all creation! yet unsung!
I call thee not to listen to my lay,
For well I know thou turnest a deaf ear,
Indifferent to the sweetest of complaints,
Sweetest and most importunate. The voice
Which would awaken, and which almost can,
The sleeping dead, thou rearest up against
And no more heedest than the wreck below.
Yet art thou gentle; and for due reward,
Because thou art so humble in thy ways,
Thou hast survived the giants of waste worlds,
Giants whom chaos left unborn behind,
And Earth with fierce abhorrence at first sight
Shook from her bosom, some on burning sands,
Others on icy mountains, far apart;
Mammoth, and mammoth’s architype, and coil
Of serpent cable-long, and ponderous mail
Of lizard, to whom crocodile was dwarf.
Wrong too hath oft been done thee: I have watcht
The nightingale, that most inquisitive
Of plumed powers, send forth a sidelong glance
From the low hazel on the smooth footpath,
Attracted by a glimmering tortuous thread
Of silver left there when the dew had dried,
And dart on one of thine, that one of hers
Might play with it. Alas! the young will play,
Reckless of leaving pain and death behind.
I too (but early from such sin forbore)
Have fasten’d on my hook, aside the stream
Of shady Arrowe or the broad mill-pond,
Thy writhing race. Thou wilt more patiently
Await my hour, more quietly pursue
Thy destined prey legitimate.
                              First-born,
I call’d thee at the opening of my song;
Last of creation I win call thee now.
What fiery meteors have we seen transcend
Our firmament! and mighty was their power,
To leave a solitude and stench behind.
The vulture may have revell’d upon men;
Upon the vulture’s self thou revellest:
Princes may hold high festival; for thee
Chiefly they hold it. Every dish removed,
Thou comest in the silence of the night,
Takest thy place, thy train insinuatest
Into the breast, lappest that wrinkled heart
Stone-cold within, and with fresh appetite
Again art ready for a like carouse.
Behold before thee the first minstrel known
To turn from them and laud unbidden guest!
He, who hath never bent his brow to king,
Perforce must bend it, mightier lord, to thee.
 
  


LI.
 

ON SWIFT JOINING AVON NEAR RUGBY.
 

Silent and modest Brook! who dippest here
Thy foot in Avon as if childish fear
Witheld thee for a moment, wend along;
Go, follow’d by my song,
Sung in such easy numbers as they use
Who turn in fondness to the Tuscan Muse,
And such as often have flow’d down on me
From my own Fiesole.
I watch thy placid smile, nor need to say
That Tasso wove one looser lay,
And Milton took it up to dry the tear
Dropping on Lycidas’s bier.
In youth how often at thy side I wander’d!
What golden hours, hours numberless, were squander’d
Among- thy sedges, while sometimes
I meditated native rhymes,
And sometimes stumbled upon Latian feet;
Then, where soft mole-built seat
Invited me, I noted down
What must full surely win the crown,
But first impatiently vain efforts made
On broken pencil with a broken blade.
Anon, of lighter heart, I threw
My hat where circling plover flew,
And once I shouted till, instead of plover,
There sprang up half a damsel, half a lover.
I would not twice be barbarous; on I went..
And two heads sank amid the pillowing bent.
Pardon me, gentle Stream, if rhyme
Holds up these records in the face of Time:
Among the falling leaves some birds yet sing,
And Autumn hath his butterflies like Spring.
Thou canst not turn thee back, thou canst not see
Reflected what hath ceast to be:
Haply thou little knowest why
I check this levity, and sigh.
Thou never knewest her whose radiant mom
Lighted my path to Love; she bore thy name,
She whom no Grace was tardy to adorn,
Whom one low voice pleas’d more than louder fame:
She now is past my praises: from her urn
To thine, with reverence due, I turn.
O silver-braided Swift! no victim ever
Was sacrificed to thee,
Nor hast thou carried to that sacred River
Vases of myrrh, nor hast thou run to see
A band of Mænads toss their timbrels high
Mid io-evohes to their Deity.
But holy ashes have bestrewn thy stream
Under the mingled gleam
Of swords and torches, and the chaunt of Rome,
When Wiclif’s lowly tomb
Thro’ its thick briars was burst
By frantic priests accurst;
For he had enter’d and laid bare the lies
That pave the labyrinth of their mysteries.
We part.. but one more look!
Silent and modest Brook!
 
  


LII.
 

A voice in sleep hung over me, and said
“Seest thou him yonder?” At that voice I raised
My eyes: it was an Angel’s: but he veil’d
His face from me with both his hands, then held
One finger forth, and sternly said again,
“Seest thou him yonder?”
On a grassy slope
Slippery with flowers, above a precipice,
A slumbering man I saw: methought I knew
A visage not unlike it; whence the more
It troubled and perplext me.
“Can it be
My own?” said I.
Scarce had the word escaped
When there arose two other forms, each fair,
And each spake fondest words, and blamed me not,
But blest me, for the tears they shed with me
Upon that only world where tears are shed,
That world which they (why without me?) had left.
Another now came forth, with eye askance:
That she was of the earth too well I knew,
And that she hated those for loving me
[Had she not told me) I had soon divined.
Of earth was yet another; but more like
The heavenly twain in gentleness and love:
She from afar brought pity; and her eyes
Fill’d with the tears she fear’d must swell from mine:
Humanest thoughts with strongest impulses
Heav’d her fair bosom; and her hand was raised
To shelter me from that sad blight which fell
Damp on my heart; it could not; but a blast,
Sweeping the southern sky, blew from beyond
And threw me on the ice-bergs of the north.
 
  


LIII.
 

From leaves unopen’d yet, those eyes she lifts
Which never youthful eyes could safely view.
“A book, a flower, such are the only gifts
I like to take.. nor like them least from you.”
A voice so sweet it needs no Muse’s aid
Spake it, and ceast. We, offering both, reply
“These tell the dull old tale that youth must fade,
This, the bright truth that genius shall not die.”
 
  


LIV.
 

ITALY IN JANUARY 1853.
 

O nation of Alfleri! thou
Before the cope and cowl must bow,
And Gallick herds from Tiber drink
Until the stagnant water sink,
And nothing be there left but mud
Dark with long streaks of civic blood.
Mark, Galileo, with what glee,
From sorcery’s fragile thraldom free,
The sun spins round thy worlds and thee!
Above, to Keep them in, is bent
A solid marble firmament,
Which saints and confessors hold down
Surmounted with a triple crown.
Torture had made thee (never mind!)
A little lame, a little blind: — 
God’s own right-hand restores thy sight,
And from his own he gives thee light;
His arm supports thy mangled feet,
Now firm, and plants near His thy seat.
Savonarola! look below,
And see how fresh those embers glow
Which once were faggots round the stake
Of him who died for Jesu’s sake,
Who walkt where his apostles led,
And from God’s wrath, not mortal’s, fled.
Come, Dante! virtuous, sage, and bold,
Come, look into that miry fold;
Foxes and wolves lie there asleep,
O’ergorged; and men but wake to weep:
Come, Saints and Virgins! whose one tomb
Is Home’s parental catacomb;
Above where once ye bled, there now
Foul breath blows blushes from the brow
Of maidens, whipt until they fall
To feed the plump confessional.
O earlier shades! no less revered!
In your Elysium ye have heard
No tale so sad, no tale so true,
None so incredible to you.
Gloomy as droops the present day,
And Hope is chill’d and shrinks away,
Another age perhaps may see
Freedom raise up dead Italy.
 
  


LV.
 

SHAKESPEARE AND MILTON.
 

The tongue of England, that which myriads
Have spoken and will speak, were paralyzed
Hereafter, but two mighty men stand forth
Above the flight of ages, two alone;
One crying out,
All nations spoke thro’ me.
 

The other:
True; and thro’ this trumpet burst
God’s word; the fall of Angels, and the doom
First of immortal, then of mortal, Man,
Glory! be Glory! not to me, to God.
 
  


LVI.
 

TO MIDSUMMER DAY.
 

Crown of the Tear, how bright thou shinest!
How little, in thy pride, dimmest
Inevitable fall! albeit
We who stand round about fore-see it.
Shine on; shine bravely. There are near
Other bright children of the Tear,
Almost as high, and much like thee
In features and in festive glee:
Some happy to call forth the mower,
And hear his sharpen’d scythe sweep o’er
Bank after rank: then others wait
Before the grange’s open gate,
And watch the nodding wane, or watch
The fretted domes beneath the thatch,
Till young and old at once take wing
And promise to return in spring.
Yet I am sorry, I must own,
Grown of the Year! when thou art gone.
 
  


LVII.
 

So then, I feel not deeply! if I did,
I should have seized the pen and pierced therewith
The passive world!
                 And thus thou reasonest?
Well hast thou known the lover’s, not so well
The poet’s heart: while that heart bleeds, the hand
Presses it close. Grief must run on and pass
Into near Memory’s more quiet shade
Before it can compose itself in song.
He who is agonised and turns to show
His agony to those who sit around,
Seizes the pen in vain: thought, fancy, power,
Bush back into his bosom; all the strength
Of genius can not draw them into light
From under mastering Grief; but Memory,
The Muse’s mother, nurses, rears them up,
Informs, and keeps them with her all her days.
 
  


LVIII.
 

Little you think, my lovely friend,
While o’er these easy lines you bend
That they can give you many days,
You little think, to whom belong
The purer streams of sacred song,
He from the tomb the prey of Death can raise:
He can, and will; for this is due
From him above the rest to you,
Tho’ with the rest he snares your smile:
Ah! most he wants it, as you know..
One, only one, would soothe his woe..
Beguile not him.. and all but him beguile!
 
  


LIX.
 

TO SHELLEY.
 

Shelley! whose song so sweet was sweetest here,
We knew each other little; now I walk
Along the same green path, along the shore
Of Lerici, along the sandy plain
Trending from Lucca to the Pisan pines,
Under whose shadow scatter’d camels lie,
The old and young, and rarer deer uplift
Their knotty branches o’er high-feather’d fern.
Regions of happiness! I greet ye well;
Your solitudes, and not your cities, stay’d
My steps among you; for with you alone
Convent I, and with those ye bore of old.
He who beholds the skies of Italy
Sees ancient Rome reflected, sees beyond,
Into more glorious Hellas, nurse of Gods
And godlike men: dwarfs people other lands.
Frown not, maternal England! thy weak child
Kneels at thy feet and owns in shame a lie.
 
  


LX.
 

WRITTEN AT HURSTMONCEAUX.
 

ON READING A POEM OF WORDSWORTH’S.
 

Derwent! Winander! sweetest of all sounds
The British tongue e’er utter’d! lakes that Heaven
Reposes on, and finds his image there
In all its purity, in all its peace!
How are your ripples playing round my heart
From such a distance? while I gaze upon
The plain where William and where Cæsar led
From the same Gaulish strand each conquering host,
And one the Briton, one the Saxon name,
Struck out with iron heel. Well may they play,
Those ripples, round my heart, buoyed up, entranced.
Derwent! Winander! your twin poets come
Star-crown’d along with you, nor stand apart.
Wordsworth comes hither, hither Southey comes,
His friend and mine, and every man’s who lives,
Or who shall live when days far off have risen.
Here are they with me yet again, here dwell
Among the sages of Antiquity,
Under his hospitable root whose life
Surpasses theirs in strong activity,
Whose Genius walks more humbly, stooping down
From the same highth to cheer the weak of soul
And guide the erring from the tortuous way.
Hail ye departed! hail thou later friend,
Julius! (Archdeacon Hare.) but never by my voice invoked
With such an invocation.. hail, and live!
 
  


LXI.
 

Again, perhaps and only once again,
I turn my steps to London. Few the scenes
And few the mends that there delighted me
Will now delight me: some indeed remain,
Tho’ changed in features.. friend and scene.. both changed!
I shall not watch my lilac burst her bud
In that wide garden, that pure fount of air,
Where, risen ere the morns are warm and bright,
And stepping forth in very scant attire,
Timidly, as became her in such garb,
She hasten’d prompt to call up slumbering Spring.
White and dim-purple breathed my favourite pair
Under thy terrace, hospitable heart,
Whom twenty summers more and more endear’d;
Part on the Arno, part where every dime
Sent its most graceful sons to kiss thy hand,
To make the humble proud, the proud submiss,
Wiser the wisest, and the brave more brave.
Never, ah never now, shall we alight
Where the man-queen was born, or, higher up
The nobler region of a nobler soul,
Where breathed his last the more than kingly man.
Thou deepest, not forgotten, nor unmourn’d,
Beneath the chestnut shade by Saint Germain; — 
Meanwhile I wait the hour of my repose,
Not under Italy’s serener sky,
Where Fiesole beheld me from above
Devising how my head most pleasantly
Might rest ere long, and how with such intent
I smooth’d a platform for my villagers,
(Tho’ stood against me stubborn stony knoll
With cross-grain’d olives long confederate)
And brought together slender cypresses
And bridal myrtles, peering up between,
And bade the modest violet bear her part.
Dance, youths and maidens! tho’ around my grave
Ye dance not, as I wisht: bloom, myrtles! bend
Protecting arms about them, cypresses!
I must not come among you; fare ye well!
 
  


LXII.
 

Bitter are many tears, but sweet are some;
These have short courses, those run long and wide.
Who hath not struck his brow when Time hath plow’d
Its flowery fields, at thought of wrong and pain
A careless hour inflicted? Mere neglect
Of helping up a sufferer, is enough
By its reflection to o’ershadow years
Serenely lying on life’s colder slope.
Well is it for us when we feel the power
To take another turn, a fairer view,
And bring back homeward little charities,
And hear kind words and grateful sighs again.
Ah! ’tis refreshing as the earlier breath
Of mower’s mom: then tears are sweet indeed,
And from no earth-stain’d sources do they flow.
 
  


EPISTLES.
 
  


I.
 

TO THE AUTHOR OF “FESTUS.” ON THE CLASSICK AND ROMANTICK.
 

PHILIP! I know thee not, thy song I know:
It fell upon my ear among the last
Destined to fall upon it; but while strength
Is left me, I will rise to hail the mom
Of the stout-hearted who begin a work
Wherein I did but idle at odd hours.
The Faeries never tempted me away
From higher fountains and severer shades;
Their rings allured me not from deeper track
Left by Olympick wheel on ampler plain;
Yet could I see them and can see them now
With pleasurable warmth, and hold in bonds
Of brotherhood men whom their gamesome wreath
In youth’s fresh slumber caught, and still detains.
I wear no cestus; my right hand is free
To point the road few seem inclined to take.
Admonish thou, with me, the starting youth,
Beady to seize all nature at one grasp,
To mingle earth, sea, sky, woods, cataracts,
And make all nations think and speak alike.
   Some see but sunshine, others see but gloom,
Others confound them strangely, furiously;
Most have an eye for colour, few for form.
Imperfect is the glory to create,
Unless on our creation we can look
And see that all is good; we then may rest.
In every poem train the leading shoot;
Break off the suckers. Thought erases thought,
As numerous sheep erase each other’s print
When spungy moss they press or sterile sand.
Blades thickly sown want nutriment and droop,
Although the seed be sound, and rich the soil;
Thus healthy-born ideas, bedded close,
By dreaming fondness perish overlain.
A rose or sprig of myrtle in the hair
Pleases me better than a far-sought gem.
I chide the flounce that checks the nimble feet,
Abhor the cruel piercer of the ear,
And would strike down the chain that cuts in two
The beauteous column of the marble neck.
Barbarous and false are all such ornaments,
Yet such hath poesy in whim put on.
Classical hath been deem’d each Roman name
Writ on the roll-call of each pedagogue
In the same hand, in the same tone pronounced;
Yet might five scanty pages well contain
All that the Muses in fresh youth would own
Between the grave at Tomos, wet with tears
Rolling amain down Getick beard unshorn,
And that grand priest whose purple shone afar
From his own Venice o’er the Adrian sea.
We talk of schools.. unscholarly; if schools
Part the romantick from the classical.
The classical like the heroick age
Is past; but Poetry may reassume
That glorious name with Tartar and with Turk,
With Goth or Arab, Sheik or Paladin,
And not with Roman and with Greek alone.
The name is graven on the workmanship.
The trumpet-blast of Marmion never shook
The God-Built walls of Ilion; yet what shout
Of the Achaians swells the heart so high?
Nor fainter is the artillery-roar that booms
From Hohenlinden to the Baltick strand.
Shakespeare with majesty benign call’d up
The obedient classicks from their marble seat,
And led them thro’ dim glen and sheeny glade,
And over precipices, over seas
Unknown by mariner, to palaces
High-archt, to festival, to dance, to joust,
Ana gave them golden spur and vizor barred,
And steeds that Pheidias had turn’d pale to see.
The mighty man who open’d Paradise,
Harmonious far above Homerick song,
Or any song that human ears shall hear,
Sometimes was classical and sometimes not:
Rome chain’d him down; the younger Italy
Dissolved (not fatally) his Samson strength.
I leave behind me those who stood around
The throne of Shakespeare, sturdy, but unclean,
To hurry past the opprobrious courts and lanes
Of the loose pipers at the Belial feast,
Past mime obscene and grinder of lampoon..
Away the petty wheel, the callous hand!
Goldsmith was classical, and Gray almost;
So was poor Collins, heart-bound to Romance:
Shelley and Keats, those southern stars, shone higher.
Cowper had more variety, more strength,
Gentlest of bards! still pitied, still beloved!
Shrewder in epigram than polity
Was Canning; Frere more graceful; Smith more grand;
A genuine poet was the last alone.
Romantick, classical, the female hand
That chain’d the cruel Ivan down for ever,
And follow’d up, rapt in his fiery car,
The boy of Casabianca to the skies.
Other fair forms breathe round us, which exert
With Paphian softness Amazonian power,
And sweep in bright array the Attick field.
To men turn now, who stand or lately stood
With more than Royalty’s gilt bays adorn’d.
Wordsworth, in sonnet, is a classick too,
And on that grass-plot sits at Milton’s side;
In the long walk he soon is out of breath
And wheezes heavier than his friends could wish.
Follow his pedlar up the devious rill,
And, if you faint not, you are well repaid.
Large lumps of precious metal lie engulpht
In gravely beds, whence you must deive them out
And thirst sometimes and hunger; shudder not
To wield the pickaxe and to shake the sieve,
Well shall the labour be (though hard) repaid.
Too weak for ode and epick, and his gait
Somewhat too rural for the tragick pall,
Which never was cut out of duffel grey,
He fell entangled, “on the counsel-edge
Flat on his face, and shamed his worshippers.”
Classick in every feature was my friend
The genial Southey: none who ruled around
Held in such order such a wide domain
But often too indulgent, too profuse.
The ancients see us under them, and grieve
That we are parted by a rank morass,
Wishing- its flowers more delicate and fewer.
Abstemious were the Greeks; they never strove
To look so fierce: their Muses were sedate,
Never obstreperous: you heard no breath
Outside the flute; each sound ran clear within.
The Fauns might dance, might dap their hands, might shout,
Might revel and run riotous; the Nymphs
Furtively glanced, and fear’d, or seem’d to fear;
Descended on the lightest of light wings,
The graceful son of Mala mused apart,
Graceful, but strong; he listen’d; he drew nigh;
And now with his own lyre and now with voice
Temper’d the strain; Apollo calmly smiled.
 
  


II.
 

TO FRIEND JONATHAN.
 

Friend Jonathan! for friend thou art,
Do prythee take now in good part
lanes the first steamer shall waft o’er.
Sorry am I to hear the Blacks
Still bear your ensign on their backs;
The stripes they suffer make me sore.
 

So! they must all be given up
To drain again the bitter cup.
Better, far better, gold should come
From Pennsylvanian wide-awakes,
Ubiquitarian rattlesnakes,
Or, pet of royalty, Tom Thumb.
 

Another region rolls it down,
Where soon will rise its hundredth town:
The wide Pacifick now is thine.
With power and riches be content;
More, more than either, God hath sent..
A man is better than a mine.
 

Scarce half a century hath past
Ere closed the tomb upon your last,
The man that built the western world:
When gamblers, drunkards, madmen rose,
He wrencht the sword from all such foes
And crusht them with the iron they hurl’d.
Beware of wrong. The brave are true:
The tree of Freedom never grew
Where Fraud and Falsehood sow’d their salt.
Hast thou not seen it stuck one day
In the loose soil, and swept away
The next, amid the blind and halt,
Who danced like maniacs round about?
The noisiest, foulest, rabble-rout!
Earth spurns them from her, half-afraid.
Slaves’ they will ever be, and shou’d,
Drunken with every neighbour’s blood,
By every chief they arm betray’d.
 
  


III.
 

TO CHARLES DICKENS.
 

Call we for harp or song?
Accordant numbers, measured out, belong
Alone, we hear, to bard.
Let him this badge, for ages worn, discard;
Richer and nobler now
Than when the close-trim’d laurel markt his brow.
And from one fount his thirst
Was slaked, and from none other proudly burst
Neighing, the winged steed.
Gloriously fresh were those young days indeed!
Clear, tho’ confined, the view;
The feet of giants swept that early dew;
More graceful came behind,
And golden tresses waved upon the wind.
Pity and Love were seen
In earnest converse on the humble green;
Grief too was there, but Grief
Sat down with them, nor struggled from relief.
Strong Pity was, strong he,
But little Love was bravest of the three.
At what the sad one said
Often he smiled, tho’ Pity shook her head.
Descending from their clouds,
The Muses mingled with admiring crowds:
Each had her ear inclined,
Each caught and spoke the language of mankind
From choral thraldom free..
Dickens! didst thou teach them or they teach thee?
 
  


IV.
 

TO ROBERT EYRES LANDOR.
 

ON HIS “FAWN” AND ON “ARETHUSA”.
 

Bare, since the sons of Leda, rare a twain,
Born of one mother, which hath reacht the goal
Of Immortality: the stem is rare
Which ripens close together two rich fruits.
Two Scipios were “the thunderbolts of war,”.
And blasted what they fell upon: the arm
Of Napier, far more glorious, bent each horn
Of Indus to his yokemate Ganges, hail’d
For higher victory, hail’d for rescuing
A hundred nations from barbaric sway.
The light of Scipio was outshone by him
He vanquisht, by the Julian star eclipst,
And Scipio had no brother who could lift
The scroll of Mars above the reach of Time.
We too, alike in studies, we have toil’d,
In calmer fields and healthier exercise, — 
Not without Honour: Honour may defer
His hour of audience, but he comes at last.
Behold! there issue from one house two chiefs
Beyond all contest; one in shafts of wit
Hurl’d o’er the minster to the Atlantic strand,
The other proudly unapproachable
Striking a rock whence gush the founts of song:
Dull sands lie flat and dwarf shrubs writhe around.
Twice nine the centuries since the Latian Muse
Wail’d on the frozen Danube for her son
Exiled, her glory to revive no more
Until that destined period was fulfil’d.
Scaring the wrens at Cam’s recumbent side,
Never by Tiber’s one of statelier step
Or loftier mien or deeper tone than he
Whom, bold in youth, I dared to emulate,
Nor stoopt my crest to peck light grain among
The cackling poultry of the homestead yard.
Thine is the care to keep our native springs
Pure of pollution, clear of weeds; but thine
Are also graver cares, with fortune blest
Not above competence, with duties charged
Which with more zeal and prudence none perform.
There are who guide the erring, tend the sick,
Nor frown the starving from a half-closed door,
But none beside my brother, none beside,
In stall thick-litter d or on mitred throne,
Gives the more needy all the Church gives him.
Unaided, tho’ years press and health declines,
By aught of clerical or human aid,
Thou servest God, and God’s poor guests, alone.
Enough were this to damn thee here below,
But not enough to drive those forms away
Which to pure votary mom and eve descend,
The Muse, the Grace, the Nymph of stream and grove;
But not enough to make the sun less warm
On thy smooth walks and pleasant glades close mown,
Or lamplight duller on thy pictured walls.
Thy Fancy rests upon deep-bosomed Truth,
And wakes to Harmony; no word is tost
To catch the passing wind like unmade hay.
Few can see this, whirl’d in the dust around,
And some who can would rather see awry.
If such could add to their own fame the fame
Their hands detract from others, then indeed
The act, howbeit felonious, were less vile;
They strip the wealthy, but they clothe the poor.
Aside thy Fawn expect some envious stab,
Some latent arrow from obscure defile;
Aside thy Arethusa never hope
Untroubled rest; men will look up and see
What hurts their eyes in the strong beams above,
And shining points will bring fierce lightnings down
Upon thy head, and mine by birth so near.
Heedless of brawlers in the pit beneath,
To whosoe’er enacts the nobler part,
Known or unknown, or friendly or averse,
I will throw crowns, and throw unsparingly;
Nor are these crowns too light to fly direct,
Nor fall they short, far as the scope may be.
Better I deem it that my grain of myrrh
Bum for the living than embalm the dead.
Take my fraternal offering, not composed
Of ditch-side flowers, the watery-stalkt and rank,
Such as our markets smell of, all day long,
And roister ditty-roaring rustics wear;
But fresh, full, shapely, sprinkled with that lymph
Which from Peneios on the olive-wreath
Shook at loud plaudits under Zeus high-throned.
 
  


V.
 

TO GUYON.
 

Guyon! thy praises few dare sing,
     But not so few shall hear.
From virgin earth thy laurels spring
     O’er fountain deep and clear.
Honour, not Glory, led thee forth,
     Young, ardent: at thy word
Uprose the Danube; and the North
     Saw the last sheath’d thy sword.
 
  


VI.
 

TO AUBREY DE VERE.
 

Welcome! who last hast climb’d the cloven lull
Forsaken by its Muses and their God!
Show us the way; we miss it, young and old.
Roses that can not clasp their languid leaves,
Puffy and odourless and overblown,
Encumber all our walks of poetry;
The satin slipper and the mirror boot
Delight in pressing them: but who hath trackt
A Grace’s naked foot amid them all?
Or who hath seen (ah! how few care to see!)
The close-bound tresses and the robe succinct?
Thou hast; and she hath placed her palm in thine.
Walk ye together in our fields and groves:
We have gay birds and graver, we have none
Of varied note, none to whose harmony
Time long will listen, none who sings alone.
Make thy proud name yet prouder for thy sons,
Aubrey de Vere! Fling far aside all heed
Of that hyæna race which growls and smiles
Alternate, and which neither blows nor food
Nor stem nor gentle brow, domesticate.
Await some Cromwell, who alone hath strength
Of heart to dash down its wild wantonness
And fasten its fierce grin with steady gaze.
Come, re-ascend with me the steeps of Greece,
With firmer foot than mine. None stop the road,
And few will follow: we shall breathe apart
That pure fresh air, and drink the untroubled spring.
Lead thou the way; I knew it once; my sight
May miss old marks; lend me thy hand; press on;
Elastic is thy step, thy guidance sure.
 
  


VII.
 

TO A FRIEND’S REMONSTRANCE.
 

Preacher of discontent! Then large indeed
Would be my audience, copious my display
Of common-places. Better curb and quell
Not by the bridle but the provender.
Sportsmen! manorial lords! of you am I.
Let us, since game grows scarcer every day,
Watch our preserves near home: we need but boat
About the cottage-garden and slim croft
For plenteous sport. Catch up the ragged child,
Kiss it, however frighten’d: take the hand
Of the young girl from out the artizan’s
Who leads her to the factory, soon to wear
The tissue she has woven dyed in shame:
Help the halt eld to rule the swerving ass,
And upright set his crutch outside the porch,
To reach, nor stoop to reach, at his return.
’Tis somewhat to hear blessings, to confer
Is somewhat more. Wealth is content to shine
By his own light, nor asks he Virtue’s aid;
But Virtue comes sometimes, and comes unaskt,
Nay, comes the first to conference.
                                      There is one,
One man there is, high in nobility
Of birth and fortune, who erects his house
Among the heathen, where dun smoke ascends
All day around, and drearier fire all night.
Far from that house are heard the church’s bells,
And thro’ deep cinders lies the road, yet there
Walks the rich man, walks in humility,
Because the poor he walks with, and with God.
No mitred purple-buskin’d baron he,
Self-privileged to strip the calendar
Of Sabbath days, to rob the cattle’s rest,
And mount, mid prance and neighing, his proud throne.
Of what is thinking now thy studious head,
O artist! in the glorious dome of Art,
That thou shouldst turn thine eyes from Titian’s ray,
Or Raffael’s halo round the Virgin’s head
And Child’s, foreshowing Paradise regain’d?
Of Ellesmere thou wert thinking; so was I.
 
  


VIII.
 

TO LORD DUDLEY C. STUART.
 

WITH AN ODE TO KOSSUTH.
 

     This is my hour
     To bow to Power.
“What Power?” you ask, with wonder in your eye.
     Soon said and heard
     The simple word..
That Power which bends before Humanity.
     Go then, my line!
     His knees entwine
(Better than garter) who hath cheer’d the slave.
     Little can you,
     Poor infant! do..
Be led by Stuart to the just and brave.
 
  


IX.
 

TO THE REVEREND CUTHBERT SOUTHEY.
 

Cuthbert! whose father first in all our land
Sate in calm judgment on poetic peer,
Whom hatred never, friendship seldom, warpt..
Again I read his page and hear his voice;
I heard it ere I knew it, ere I saw
Who utter’d it, each then to each unknown.
Twelve years had past when upon Avon’s cliff,
Hard-by his birth-place, first our hands were join’d;
After three more he visited my home.
Along Lantony’s ruin’d aisles we walkt
And woods then pathless, over verdant hill
And ruddy mountain, and aside the stream
Of sparkling Hondy. Just at close of day
There by the comet’s light we saw the fox
Rush from the alders, nor relax in speed
Until he trod the pathway of his sires
Under the hoary crag of Comioy.
Then both were happy.
                    War had paused: the Loire
Invited me; again burst forth fierce War.
I minded not his fury: there I staid,
Sole of my countrymen, and foes abstain’d
(Tho’ sore and bleeding) from my house alone.
But female fear impell’d me past the Alps,
Where, loveliest of all lakes, the Lario sleeps
Under the walls of Como.
There he came
Again to see me; there again our walks
We recommenced.. less pleasant than before.
Grief had swept over him; days darken’d round:
Bellagio, Valintelvi, smiled in vain,
And Monterosa from Helvetia far
Advanced to meet us, mild in majesty
Above the glittering crests of giant sons
Station’d around.. in vain too! all in vain!
Perhaps the hour may come when others, taught
By him to read, may read my page aright
And find what lies within it; time enough
Is there before us in the world of thought.
The favour I may need I scorn to ask.
What sovran is there able to reprieve,
How then to grant, the life of the condemn’d
By Justice, where the Muses take their seat?
Never was I impatient to receive
What any man could give me: when a friend
Gave me my due, I took it, and no more..
Serenely glad because that friend was pleas’d.
I seek not many, many seek not me,
If there are few now seated at my board,
I pull no children’s hair because they munch
Gut gingerbread, the figured and the sweet,
Or wallow in the innocence of whey;
Give me wild-boar, the buck’s broad haunch give me,
And wine that time has mellow’d, even as time
Mellows the warrior hermit in his cell.
 
  


X.
 

TO ELIZA LYNN, ON HER AMYMONE.
 

High names, immortal names, have women borne;
In every land her amaranthine crown
Virtue hath placed upon the braided brow;
In many, courage hath sprung up and shamed
The stronger man’s unbrave audacity;
In many, nay in all, hath Wisdom toucht
The fairer front benignly, and hath kist
Those lids her lessons kept from their repose.
Only for Hellas had the Muses dwelt
In the deep shadow of the gentler breast,
To soothe its passion or repeat its tale.
They lived not but in Hellas. There arose
Erinna, there Corinna, there (to quench
The torch of poesy, of love, of life,
In the dim water) Sappho. Far above
All these, in thought and fancy, she whose page
The world’s last despot seiz’d and trampled on,
Casting her forth where Summer’s gladden’d sun
Shone o’er the nightless laurel from the Pole.
Before her advent, England’s maidens heard
The Simple Story: other voices since
Have made their softness sound thro’ manly tones
And overpower them. In our days, so sweet,
So potent, so diversified, is none
As thine, Protectress of Aspasia’s fame,
Thine, golden shield of matchless Pericles,
Pure heart and lofty soul, Eliza Lynn!
 
  


XI.
 

TO MESCHID THE LIBERATOR.
 

Valour not always is propel’d by War;
Often he takes a seat
Under the influence of a milder star,
More happy and more great.
 

Foremost in every battle waved on high
The plume of Saladin;
He chased our northern meteors down the sky,
And shone in peace serene.
 

In vain two proud usurpers side by side,
Meschid! would shake thy throne:
Sit firm; these outlaws of the world deride,
And fear thy God alone.
 

No God who winks from canvas at the crowd,
No God who sweats from wood,
No God at whose high-cross priests chaffer loud,
No God who sells his blood;
 

But merciful and mighty, wise and just,
Who lays the proud man low,
Who raises up the fallen from the dust,
And bids the captive go.
 

In these thou followest Him, thou one sublime
Among the base who press
Man’s heart, man’s intellect; the wrongs their crime
Inflicts, thy laws redress.
 

Justice hath rais’d thee higher than him whose blade
The Drave and Danube won,
Fastening the towers of Widdin and Belgrade
To his Byzantine throne.
 

Can Egypt, Syria, can the land of myrrh,
Can all thou rulest o’er,
Such glory on thy diadem confer?
Thy path leads on to more.
 

Meschid! I pick up paras in no court,
To none I bend the knee,
But, Virtue’s friend! Misfortune’s sole support!
I give my hand to thee.
 
  


XII.
 

TO BERANGER AT TOURS.
 

O harp of France! why hang unstrung
Those poplar-waving isles among
Which thinly shade the sunny Loire?
Beranger! bid that harp once more
Resound to Seine’s polluted shore,
And wake to shame thy slumbering choir.
 

Beauty and love and joyous feast
Become thee, but become thee least
In these dark days when none rejoice;
Yet thou hast deeper tones, and those
Can shake with terror freedom’s foes:
Strike, sing; they shall not drown thy voice.
 

Bid France lift up her brow again,
Nor cower before the bravest men,
Remembering those her prime had borne;
Hated, distrusted, hath she been,
But never until now hath seen
So near, so dark, the scowl of scorn.
 

Write on the rampire of Marseilles
Here Power in Virtue’s presence quails,
And warns the patriot from the pier:
Yet the self-exiled sons of Greece (The Phocæans, founders of Marseilles.)
Reposed their shatter’d limbs in peace,
With barbarous nations round them, bore.
 

In inextinguishable flame
Write thine with Abdel-Kader’s name.
On Amboise’s high prison-wall:
Add, Beranger, these words below,
Defiance to the advancing foe!
Grace to the vanquisht! faith to all!
 
  


XIII.
 

TO LAMARTINE, PRESIDENT OF FRANCE.
 

History lies wide open: the first page
Of very chapter blood illuminates,
And ductile gold embosses, dense and bright.
Not children only, but grave men admire
The gaudy grand distortions; hippogryphs,
Unicorns, dragons, infant heads enlarged
To size gigantic, seraph visages,
And scaly serpents trailing underneath.
I trill no cymbal, and I shake no bells
To thee, pacific ruler! On the plains
Be thou establisht, where power rests secure,
Unshaken by the tempests: there my muse
Shall find and cheer thee when the day is o’er,
And other notes are silent all around.
’Twas not unseemly in the bravest bard
From Paradise and angels to descend,
And crown his country’s saviour with a wreath
Above the regal: few his words, but strong,
And sounding through all ages and all climes.
He caught the sonnet from the dainty hand
Of Love, who cried to lose it; and he gave
The notes to Glory. Darwen and Dunbar
Heard him; Sabrina, whom in youth he wooed,
Croucht in the sedges at the clang of war,
Until he pointed out from Worcester walls
England’s avenger awfully sedate.
In our dull misty day what breast respires
The poetry that warms and strengthens man
To glorious deeds, and makes his coronet
Outlive the festival, nor droop at last?
Alas! alas! the food of nightingales
Is foul; and plumeless bipeds who sing best
Desert the woods for cattle-trodden roads,
And plunge the beak, hungry and athirst, in mire.
Prince! above princes! may thy deeds create
A better race! meanwhile from peaceful shores
Hear, without listening long (for grayer cares
Surround and press thee), hear with brow benign
A voice that cheers thee with no vulgar shout,
No hireling impulse, on thy starry way.
 
  


XIV.
 

TO ANOTHER PRESIDENT.
 

Hast thou forgotten, thou more vile
Than he who dung to Helen’s isle
Rather than fall among the brave!
Hast thou forgotten so thy flight,
When sparing Philip’s peaceful might.
Disdain’d to hurl thee to thy grave?
Forgotten the chain’d eagle, borne
Shaken by ridicule and scorn
Up Boulogne’s proud columnar hill?
Twice traitor, ere a nation’s trust
Rais’d thee a third time from the dust
For what?.. to be a traitor still.
The hands that thrust thy uncle down,
And threw into his face his crown,
Contemptuous, were held forth to thee;
Not for thy valour or thy worth,
Believe me, were those hands held forth,
No, but from joy that thou wert free.
O brow of brass! O heart of stone!
Dost thou of Europe’s sons alone
Repel the exile from thy shore,
Whom Plague’s implacable disease,
Whom murderous men, tempestuous seas,
Had spared, whose wrongs far worlds deplore.
Him when the sons of Ismael saw,
The man who gave free men the law,
They stopt the camel-train to gaze;
For in the desert they had heard
The miracles of Kossuth’s Word,
The myriad voices of his praise.
Him, ever mindful of her trust,
America, the firm, the just,
Beneath her salutary star
Invokes, and bears across the main,
Until his native land again
Avenges an unrighteous war.
England! I glory that mine eyes
First open’d on thy sterner skies,
Where the most valiant of mankind
Bear gentlest hearts; I glory most
At the proud welcome on thy coast
Of him, the brave, the pure, the wise.
My England, look across the Strait!
Behold the chief whom thousands hate,
But fear to touch; because the Tzar
Nods at him from his saddle-bow.
And says, “If any strike a blow
Against my slave, I rush to war.”
Safe art thou, Louis!.. for a time;
But tremble.. never yet was crime,
Beyond one little space, secure.
The coward and the brave alike
Can wait and watch, can rush and strike...
Which marks thee? one of them, be sure.
Some men love fame, despising power,
Well shelter’d from its sultry hour,
And some love power, despising fame;
Among the crowd of these art thou,
And soon shalt reach it.. but below
A Jellachich’s and Gorgey’s name.
 
  


XV.
 

TO ARNDT.
 

Against the frauds of France did Europe rise
And seize the robber who had lost his way,
Blinded with blood; she threw him upon rocks
Where none but gulls wail’d over him; she heaved
(Well may the Muses blush to speak the word)
A tallow tub on her indignant breast,
And, midst her shrieks and writhings, the sword’s point
Graved on the foul bulk-head four letters, K.I.N.G.
’Twas at thy voice, O Arndt, that Europe rose,
England’s was weak, and’Germany’s was tuned
To theatres, and lower’d to ducal ears;
But thy loud clarion waked all living, waked
The dead to march among them. Prussia saw
Her warrior burst his covenants; Bluker strode
Aside the old man’s charger, even paced
Along the path where glory shines austere,
Shedding a dim but no uncertain light.
Cry out again, brave Arndt! cry out the words
Proclaim’d of old, “Learn justice! Be forewarn’d!”
And tell the princes of thy native land
That, sprung from robbers, they are robbers too:
Cry out, “Abstain! or forfeit crown and life!”
There is a nation high above the rest
In virtue and in valour we have wrong’d,
We Englishmen have wrong’d her, we her sons.
We owe her more than riches can repay
Or penitence or sympathy atone.
Let us at least the arms we seized restore
And drive the coward invader from her coast.
Arndt! thou art stronger than the strongest arm
That wields in Germany a patriot sword;
How much then stronger than whichever wields
One temper’d not by justice. ’Tis to thee
Alone, the greatest of God’s great, I call,
I, who alone can now be heard so far,
For (let me whisper) we have ribbon’d lute
And rural fiddle; trumpet we have none.
He who had bled for Wallace, at his side,
Lies with due honours; due, but long deferr’d;
He too, the great magician, multiform,
Who sang the fate of Marmion, and convoked
From every country all who shone most high
In arms or beauty, drain’d the bowl of grief
And sleeps! Another, his compatriot bard,
Whose thunder shook the Baltic and the Nile,
And stay’d the Danaw swol’n with ice and blood,
Lies... dead as Nelson... nor more dead than he.
Our richest fruits grew under northern skies;
We have no grafts; we have but twigs and leaves.
Up thou! burst boldly through the palace-gate,
Announce thy errand, bid a king be just,
So mayest thou, good Arndt, as heretofore
When first I claspt that guiding hand at Bonn,
Return with other laurels, and enjoy
Thy ripening orchard and domestic peace.
 
  


XVI.
 

FROM FRANCE TO THE POPE.
 

Made our God again, Pope Pius!
Worthy to be worshipt by us!
Come to Paris, and put on
Thy true son Napoleon
(Blest afresh) that glorious crown
Crushing crippled Europe down,
Leaving not a house but shed
Tears for some one maim’d or dead,
None but where some father sate,
Or some mother, desolate,
Or some maiden tore her hair,
Or some widow shriekt despair,
Or the wolf, when all were gone,
Claim’d the ruin for his own,
Drowsy, and his only fear
When the viper crept too near.
Men three millions, French the most,
Each a soldier, now a ghost,
Watch his tomb. We venerate
(Name he chose) the Man of fate.
Come, our God again, Pope Pius!
Worthy to be worshipt by us!
Not for him thy help we call
Who built up an icy wall
Of men’s bodies, all the way
From where Moscow’s cinders lay
 To the Danube’s fetter’d flood,
Where side-looking Franz then stood,
Salesman of his flesh and blood...
But for one who far outwits
Keenest-witted Jesuits,
And without a blush outlies
Thee and all thy perjuries.
 
  


XVII.
 

THE HEROINES OF ENGLAND.
 

Hereditary honours who confers?
God; God alone. Not Marlboro’s heir enjoys
A Marlboro’s glory. Ye may paste on wails,
Thro’ city after city, rubric bills,
Large-letter’d, but ere long they all peel off,
And others take their places. ’Tis not thus
Where genius stands; no monarch here bestows,
No monarch takes away; above his reach
Are these dotations, yea, above his sight.
Despise I then the great? no; witness Heaven!
None better knows or venerates them higher,
Or lives among them more familiarly.
Am I a sycophant, and boaster too?
A little of a boaster, I confess,
No sycophant. Now let me teach my lore.
Those are the great who purify the hearts,
Raise lofty aspirations from the breasts,
And shower down wisdom on the heads of men.
Children can give, exchange, and break their toys,
But giants can not wrench away the gifts
The wise, however humble, may impart.
I have seen princes, but among them all
None I would own my equal; I have seen
Laborious men, and patient, Virtue’s sons,
Men beyond Want, yet not beyond the call
Of strict frugality from ember’d hearth,
And inly cried, “O, were I one of these!”
How many verses, verses not inept,
But stampt for lawful weight and sterling ore,
Are worth one struggle to exalt our kind!
Here let me back my coursers, and turn round.
Hereditary honours! few indeed
Are those they fall to. Norton! Dufferin!
Rich was your grandsire in the mines of wit,
Strong in the fields of eloquence, but poor
And feeble was he when compared with you.
      O glorious England! never shone the hour
With half so many lights; and most of these
In female hands are holden. Gone is she
Who shrouded Casa-Bianca, she who cast
The iron mould of Ivan, yet whose song
Was soft and varied as the nightingale’s,
And heard above all others. Few are they
Who well weigh gems: instead of them we see
Flat noses, cheek by jowl, not over-nice,
Nuzzle weak wash in one long shallow trough:
Let me away from them! fresh air for me!
I must to higher ground.
What glorious forms
Advance! No man so lofty, so august.
In troops descend bright-belted Amazons..
But where is Theseus in the field to-day?
 
  


XVIII.
 

TO THE AUTHOR OF “MARY BARTON.”
A few have borne me honour in my day,
Whether for thinking as themselves have thought
Or for what else I know not nor inquire.
Among, them some there are whose name will live
Not in the memories but the hearts of men,
Because those hearts they comforted and cheer’d,
And, where they saw God’s images cast down,
Lifted them up again, and blew the dust
From the worn feature and disfigured limb.
Such thou art, pure and mighty! such art thou,
Paraclete of the Bartons! Verse is mute
Or husky in this wintry eve of time,
And they who fain would sing can only cough:
And yet we praise them. Some more strong have left
The narrow field of well-trim’d poetry
For fresher air and wider exercise;
And they do wisely: I might do the same
If strength could gird and youth could garland me.
Imagination flaps her purple wing
Above the ancient laurels, and beyond;
Aye, there are harps that never rang aloft
Olympic deeds or Isthmian; there are hands
Strong even as those that rein’d the fiery steeds
Of proud Achilles on the Dardan plain;
There are clear eyes, eyes clear as those that pierced
Thro’ Paradise and Hell and all between.
The human heart holds more within its cell
Than universal Nature holds without.
This thou hast shown me, standing up erect
While I sat gazing, deep in reverent awe,
Where Avon’s Genius and where Arno’s meet;
And thou hast taught me at the fount of Truth,
That none confer God’s blessing but the poor,
None but the heavy-laden reach His throne.
 
  


XIX.
 

HELLAS TO AUBREY DE VERE ON HIS DEPARTURE.
 

Traveller! thou from afar that explorest the caverns of Delphi,
Led by the Muses, whose voice thou rememberest, heard over ocean,
Tell the benighted at home that the spirit hath never departed
Hence, from these cliffs and these streams that Apollo is still King Apollo,
And that no other should rule where Olympus, Parnassus, and Pindus
Are what they were, ages past; that, if barbarous bands have invaded
Temple and shrine heretofore, it is time the reproach be abolisht,
Time that the wrong be redrest, and the stranger no more be the ruler.
Whether be heard or unheard the complaint of our Tallies and mountains,
From the snow-piles overhead to the furthermost island of Pelops,
Peace be to thee and to thine! And, if Deities hear under water,
Blandly may Panopè clasp and with fervour the knee of Poseidon!
Blandly may Cymodameia prevail over Glaucos, dividing
With both her hands his white beard and kissing it just in the middle,
So that the seas be serene which shall carry thee back to thy country
Where the sun sinks to repose. But ever be mindful of Hellas!
 
  


XX.
 

TO LAYARD, DISCOVERER OF NINEVEH.
 

No harps, no choral voices, may enforce
The words I utter. Thebes and Elis heard
Those harps, those voices, whence high men rose higher
And nations crown’d the singer who crown’d them.
His days are over. Better men than his
Live among us: and must they live unsung
Because deaf ears flap round them? or because
Gold lies along the shallows of the world,
And vile hands gather it? My song shall rise,
Altho’ none heed or hear it: rise it shall,
And swell along the wastes of Nineveh
And Babylon, until it reach to thee,
Layard! who raisest cities from the dust,
Who driest Lethe up amid her shades,
And pourest a fresh stream on arid sands,
And rescuest thrones and nations, fanes and gods
From conquering Time; he sees thee and turns back.
The weak and slow Power pushes past the wise,
And lifts them up in triumph to her car:
They, to keep firm the seat, sit with flat palms
Upon the cushion, nor look once beyond
To cheer thee on thy road. In vain are won
The spoils; another carries them away;
The stranger seeks them in another land,
Torn piecemeal from thee. But no stealthy step
Can intercept thy glory.
                       Cyrus raised
His head on ruins: he of Macedon
Crumbled them, with their dreamer, into dust:
God gave thee power above them, far above;
Power to raise up those whom they overthrew,
Power to show mortals that the kings they serve
Swallow each other like the shapeless forms
And unsubstantial which pursue pursued
In every drop of water, and devour
Devoured, perpetual round the crystal globe.
 
  


XXI.
 

TO ELIZA LYNN,
 

WITH THE “FIVE SCENES.”
 

Eloquence often draws the mind awry
By too much tension, then relaxes it
With magic fires round which the Passions stand
Grazed or perverse; but thine invigorates,
By leading from the flutter of the crowd,
And from the flimsy lace and rank perfume
And mirror where all faces are alike,
Up the steep hill where Wisdom, looking stem
To those afar, sits calm, benign; the Gods
But just above, the Graces just below,
Regarding blandly his decorous robe:
There are, my lovely friend, who twitch at thine;
Suffer it; walk straight on; they will have past
Soon out of sight. The powerfulest on earth
Lose all their potency by one assault
On Genius or on Virtue. Where are they
Who pelted Milton? Where are they who raised
Fresh Furies round Rousseau? Where he accurst,
Thrice a deserter, thrice a fugitive,
Always a dastard, who by torchlight shed
A Condé’s blood? His march the wolf and bear
Most signalized; he gorged them till they slept,
And howl’d no longer; men alone howl’d there,
Under sharp wounds and Famine’s sharper fang.
He ridged me frozen flats of Muscovy
And bridged the rivers, paved the roads, with men,..
Men in the morning, blocks of ice at noon.
Myriads of these are less than one he threw
To death more lingering in a dungeon’s damp,
The sable chief who made his brethren free.
Malevolence in guise of Flattery
Will bow before thee. Men I know of old
In whose wry mouths are friendship, truthfulness,
And gentleness, and geniality,
And good old customs, sound old hearts. Beware
Lest they come sideling, lest they slily slip
Some lout before thee whose splay foot impedes
Thy steps, whose shoulder hides thee from thy friends:
Leave such behind; let pity temper scorn.
With this encouragement, with this advice,
Accept my Christmas gift, perhaps my last.
Behold Five Scenes, scenes not indeed most fit
For gentle souls to dwell in; but the worst.
Lie out of sight, dark cypresses between;
Another dared pass thro’ them, I dare not.
Askest thou why none ever could lead forth
My steps upon the stage?.. I would evoke
Men’s meditation, shunning men’s applause.
Let this come after me, if come it will;
I shall not wait for it, nor pant for it,
Nor hold my breath to hear it, far or nigh.
Orestes and Electra walkt with me,
And few observ’d them: then Giovanna shed
Her tears into my bosom, mine alone.
The shambling step in plashy loose morass,
The froth upon the lip, the slavering tongue,
The husky speech interminable, please
More than the vulgar, tho’ the vulgar most.
How little worth is fame when even the wise
Wander so widely in our wildering field!
Easy it were for one in whose domain
Each subject hath its own, and but his own,
Easy it were for him to parcel out
A few more speeches, filling up the chinks;
Difficult, far more difficult, to work
Wards for the lock than hinges for the gate.
I who have skill for wards have also strength
For hinges; nor should they disgrace the door
Of noblest temple Rome or Athens rear’d.
Content am I to go where soon I must;
Another day may see me, now unseen;
I may perhaps rise slowly from my tomb
And take my seat among the living guests.
Meanwhile let some one tell the world thy worth,
One whom the world shall listen to, one great
Above his fellows, nor much lower than thou:
He who can crown stands very near the crown’d.
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W. S. LANDOR TO L KOSSUTH,
 

PRESIDENT OF HUNGARY.
 

AT your gate I lay my fagot of Dry Sticks, and go away. I offended you by attempting to bring Fortune thither, whom I never solicited to favor me personally. My zeal was inconsiderate; but perhaps it ought to have offended less that lofty pride to which alone I ever was obsequious. Permit me to offer the only amends I can: permit me to show my respect and reverence toward the man who has worthily occupied a higher station than any one in this country can attain.

The eloquence of Milton and of Demosthenes failed in the support of their cause; the same cause and the same eloquence as yours. Supply me with your English, and I may be able at last to express my veneration of your virtues.
  


PREFACE.
 

SEVERAL of these small pieces having been appropriated by one whose quarry is usually more material and substantial, it has been thought advisible to publish them collectively, together with others, which perhaps the same predarian would eschew.

Among the Dry Sticks many are so slender that they seem to have been cut after a few years’ growth; others are knottier and more gnarled than are usually carried to market, but give out greater heat and burn longer. Among the varieties may be found a few fragments seemingly exotic; pointed leaves hanging grimly to them, very like those of the pine which grew formerly about Rome and above Tivoli; laurels of a species uncultivated in England; and prunings which may be taken for olive, if we judge of them by the smoothness of the bark, the purity of the flame, and the paucity of the ashes.

We often find in the clouds, in the mountains, in the fire, and in other objects, resemblances of things quite different: so it may happen that in some of these Dry Sticks the observer, if his mood is contemplative, or, more probably, if he is half-dreaming, shall see somewhat to remind him of poetry.

Here are light matters within; twigs, broken buds, and moss: but who, in making up a volume, has not sometimes had reason to complain of a quality the reverse of lightness? and who is ignorant that the lightest is the best part of many?
  


DEDICATION OF AN ANCIENT IDYL.
 

TO ROSE.
 

EUROPA CARRIED OFF.
 

FRIEND of my age! to thee belong
The plaintive and the playful song,
And every charm unites in thee
Of wisdom, wit, and modesty;
Taught hast thou been from early youth
To tread the unswerving path of truth,
And guided to trip lightly o’er
The amaranth fields of ancient lore,
Turn thou not hastily aside
From her who stems the Asian tide,
For shores henceforth to bear her name.
Thine, thine shall be a better fame;
Lands yet more distant shall it reach
Than yonder Hellespontic beach,
Or where the bravest blood now flows
Before perfidious Delhi, Rose!
From boyhood have I loved old times
And loitered under warmer climes.
I never dream such dreams as there.
Voices how sweet, and forms how fair!
The Nymphs and Graces there I find,
The Muses too, and thee behind,
All chiding thee, all asking why
Thou whom they cherish art so shy;
They will not listen when I say,
Thou hast some dearer ones than they.
“Ungrateful!” cry they, “can it be?
We have no dearer one than she.”
 
  


No. 1. THE ANCIENT IDYL.
 

EUROPA AND HER MOTHER.
 

MOTHER.
DAUGHTER! why roamest thou again so late
Along the damp and solitary shore?
 

EUROPA.
I know not. I am tired of distaf, woof,
Everything.
 

MOTHER.
Yet thou culledst flowers all morn,
And idledst in the woods, mocking shrill birds,
Or clapping hands at limping hares, who stampt
Angrily, and scour’d off.
 

EUROPA.
I am grown tired
Of hares and birds. O mother! had you seen
That lovely creature! It was not a cow,
And, if it was an ox, it was unlike
My fathers oxen with the hair rubb’d off
Their necks.
 

MOTHER.
A cow it was.
 

EUROPA.
Cow it might be..
And yet. and yet. I saw no calf, no font
Of milk: I wish I had; how pleasant ‘twere
To draw it and to drink!
 

MOTHER.
Europa! child!
Have we no maiden for such offices
No whistling boy? Kings’ daughters may cull flowers,
To place them on the altar of the Gods
And wear them at their festivals. Who knows
But some one of these very Gods may deign
To wooe thee? maidens they have wooed less fair.
 

EUROPA.
The Gods are very gracious: some of them
Not very constant.
 

MOTHER.
Hush!
 

EUROPA.
Nay, Zeus himself
Hath wandered, and deluded more than one.
 

MOTHER.
Fables! profanest fables!
 

EUROPA.
Let us hope so.
But I should be afraid of him, and run
As lapwings do when we approach the nest.
 

MOTHER.
None can escape the Gods when they pursue.
 

EUROPA.
They know my mind, and will not follow me.
 

MOTHER.
Consider: some are stars whom they have loved,
Others, the very least of them, are flowers.
 

EUROPA.
I would not be a star in winter nights,
In summer days I would not be a flower;
Flowers seldom live thro’ half their time, torn off,
Twirl’d round, and indolently cast aside.
Now, mother, can you tell me what became
Of those who were no flowers, but bent their heads
As pliantly as flowers do?
 

MOTHER.
They are gone
To Hades.
 

EUROPA.
And left there by Gods they loved
And were beloved by! Be not such my doom!
Cruel are men, but crueler are Gods.
 

MOTHER.
Peace! peace! Some royal, some heroic, youth
May ask thy father for thy dower and thee.
 

EUROPA.
I know not any such, if such there live;
Royal there may be, but heroic where?
O mother! look! look! look!
 

MOTHER.
Thou turnest pale;
What ails thee?
 

EUROPA.
Who in all the house hath dared
To winde those garlands round that grand white brow?
So mild, so loving! Mother! let me run
And tear them off him: let me gather more
And sweeter.
 

MOTHER.
Truly Tis a noble beast.
See! he comes forward! see, he rips them off,
Himself!
 

EUROPA.
He should not wear them if he would.
Stay there, thou noble creature! Woe is me!
There are but sandrose, tyme, and snapdragon
Along the shore as far as I can see.
O mother! help me on his back; he licks
My foot. Ah! what sweet breath! Now on his side
He lies on purpose for it. Help me up.
 

MOTHER.
Well, child! Indeed he is gentle. Gods above!
He takes the water! Hold him tight, Europa!
’Tis well that thou canst swim.
Leap off, mad girl!
She laughs! He lows so loud she hears not me..
But she looks sadder, or my sight is dim..
Against his nostril fondly hangs her hand
While his eye glistens over it, fondly too.
It will be night, dark night, ere she returns.
And that new scarf! the spray will ruin it!
 
  


DEDICATION OF A MODERN IDYL.
 

TO CAINA.
 

THE KERCHEF CARRIED OFF.
 

OF Hell and Heaven we Poets hold the keys,
Admitting or excluding whom we please.
Thou puzzlest me: I know not what to do,
Or which the safer gate to let thee thro’.
Here from the Angels thou wouldst pluck the wings,
There would the Devils wail their broken stings;
The Prince would abdicate his ancient throne
Defiled by thee, and leave the realm thy own;
Between thy roomy teeth the scorpion breed,
And revel on thy tongue the centipede.
Live, Caina, live! go, bear the mark of Cain,
But never raise thy branded brow again.
 
  


No. 2. THE MODERN IDYL.
 

THE KERCHEF CARRIED OFF.
 

Lady: Old Woman: Policeman.
 

OLD WOMAN.
THESE, madam, may perhaps be jokes
Innocent in you gentlefolks;
But tradesmen take it very ill
If we from counter or from till
Sweep inadvertently away
Some shillings: there’s the devil to pay!
 

LADY.
What means the woman?
 

OLD WOMAN.
Nothing more
Than what you’ve heard about before.
 

LADY.
Speak plainly.
 

OLD WOMAN.
Well, if speak I must,
Words sour as verjuice, hard as crust,
Have at you! Be upon your guard!
Seldom I strike, but then strike hard.
You, who ‘re a lady, should despise
Such very petty larcenies,
When somehow your wide sleeves might catch
A diamond pin, a seal, a watch;
And gentlemen are never hard on
Ladies who curtsy and beg pardon.
But, if it is the same to you,
I would have back my pink-and-blue.
 

LADY.
I never set my eyes upon’t.
 

OLD WOMAN to POLICEMAN.
The Lord ha’ mercy! what a front!
That shilling which she tried to pass
At the next baker’s show’d less brass.
 

LADY to OLD WOMAN.
I’ll bring you to the County Court,
You wretch! you shall be ruin’d for’t.
 

LADY to POLICEMAN.
She threatens me. Police! police!
 

POLICEMAN.
Madam, I charge you, keep the peace.
 

LADY.
I am half mad with rage and grief
That you should lend her your belief.
Thieve! O my stars! thieve! sir! what! I?
And if I tried, I could not lie.
 

OLD WOMAN.
Hark!
 

POLICEMAN.
Keep your tongue within your teeth,
If you have any.
 

OLD WOMAN.
Few, i’ faith!
A single one of hers would do,
To set me up a score or two.
 

POLICEMAN.
I know you both. My good old crone!
What, in God’s name, can you have done?
 

OLD WOMAN.
Ask her what she has.
 

LADY.
Will you hear
What she would say? what she would swear?
 

POLICEMAN.
Why are you grinning like a cat,
Mother?
 

OLD WOMAN.
And can you ask at what?
Those are the very words the Jury
Applied to her (I do assure ye)
Last winter, when she fenced a lie
With files of well-drill’d infantry,
Where some were belted, some were sasht,
But not a soul of them abasht.
 

LADY.
Now I declare to God..
 

POLICEMAN.
Pray don’t!
Or He may think it an affront.
Ten times you’ve made that declaration
Since I have been upon the station.
At our most gracious Queen’s expence,
Thousand and thousand miles from hence
Some have been sent for change of air
By swearing; so mind what you swear.
In my home practise there are some
The better for diaculum
Across the solids; there I mean
Where ladies loom through crinoline.
I’ve known it call’d for by postillions,
Never by such as ride on pillions.
 

LADY to POLICEMAN.
I wonder what all this can mean.
I am quite ashamed of you.
 

OLD WOMAN to POLICEMAN aside.
Between
Ourselves, it may in part refer
To many, but comes home to her.
 

POLICEMAN to LADY.
Shame, madam, might (and well become)
Like charity, begin at home.
 

OLD WOMAN, after pondering.
Well now! I really could believe
She then swore.. but one’s ears decieve.
 

POLICEMAN.
Now can not you arrange the matter
Without this devil of a clatter?
Mother! you know as well as I
Ladies require apology.
 

OLD WOMAN.
Well; I am willing.
 

POLICEMAN.
Make it then,
And never break the peace agen.
 

OLD WOMAN.
I would not steal, were I a thief,
One’s fifteen-penny neck-kerchef.
 

POLICEMAN.
Hold hard!
 

OLD WOMAN.
I will; but I must say
She is a blessed thief..
 

POLICEMAN.
Heighday!
 

OLD WOMAN to LADY.
Madam, the worst might not be meant;
So you are partly innocent.
You little thought it was but cotton,
And not worth half the one you’ve got on.
But, if it is the same to you,
I should like back my pink-and-blue.
 

LADY.
Hard usage! Once you call’d me good.
 

OLD WOMAN.
I would stil do it if I cou’d.
Large once, and bright too, was the moon,
She dwindled and got dimmer soon.
 

LADY.
Nonsense! Let us make up the matter.
 

POLICEMAN to OLD WOMAN.
Don’t look so desperate doubtful at her.
 

OLD WOMAN.
A drop..
 

LADY TO POLICEMAN.
Now tell me what she said.
 

OLD WOMAN.
Flour without wetting won’t make bread.
 

LADY.
I’ll think upon it.
 

OLD WOMAN.
But don’t think
I’ll go without my blue-and-pink.
 
  


No. 3. CHORUS OF ITALIANS.
 

SIREN of high Siena! thine
Is not a song that lures the weak:
To thee stern Freedom’s ears incline,
Through thee the purer Muses speak;
Etruria’s Genius follows thee,
Triumphant Piccolomini!
 

From his Subalpine region springs
The only bard like bards of yore,
The Man of Asti. Lo! he brings
From Delphi’s hight the crowns they wore;
Crowns fresh as ever.. but thy breath
Would have blown off the blight of death.
 

If Italy awakes again,
‘Twill be at thy Seraphic strain,
Soul-giver Piccolomini!
Enough from thee one ardent word
To heave the sigh or draw the sword,
To make men slaves or set them free.
 

But dare we look into thine eyes
While tears of shame in ours arise
That those bright stars, our guiding Twins,
Are unavenged? Along the beach
They lighted on, who strives to reach
The goal? Where Valor halts, Crime wins.
 

Prophetic was that old man’s dream
(Who sang it out) of Polypheme.
Where lies the avenging torch? extinct?
No; the blind monster left behind
Others as brutal and as blind..
Shake, shake your chains until unlinkt.
 
  


No. 4. TO THE DUKE OF SOMERSET.
 

POOR Somerset! ’twas safer work
At Bentham dead to shake thy dirk,
Than sling thy brooklet’s small black stone
At the high brow of Hamilton.
 
  


No. 5. EXPOSTULATION.
 

Now yellowing hazels fringe the greener plain,
And mountains show their unchain’d necks again,
And little rivulets beneath them creep,
And gleam and glitter in each cloven steep;
Now when supplanted by insidious snow
The huge stone rolls into the lake below,
What, in these scenes, her earlier haunts, to roam,
What can detain my lovely friend from home?
Tis that, ‘mid fogs and smoke, she hears the claim
And feels the love of Freedom and of Fame;
Before these two she bends serenely meek,
They also bend, and kiss her paler cheek.
 
  


No. 6. THE TWO FIELD-MARSHALS.
 

OF two Field-marshals there is one
Who never heard an angry gun:
The other, hearing it, cries “What
Would the mad Menschikoff be at?
Get ready, some of you, and see
Why all this bustle there should be
Among the brushwood. Ha! by Jove!
They come; I see their caps above.”
O History! be thou impartial,
And duly honor each Field-marshal.
 
  


No. 7. LYONS.
 

THE horn-eyed, cold, constrictor Tzar,
With crouching German satellites,
Patties the scaly crest of war
To scare off all who seek their rights.
 

Onward, brave Lyons! thou at least
Art ready, whosoever fail,
To battle down the rampant beast..
Look, traitor princes! look and quail.
 

Ere now the victory is won,
For thro’ ten thousand breasts thy soul
Hath shot its patriot fire, that shone
The brightest o’er Sebastopol.
 
  


No. 8. TO A POET.
 

POET! too trustful and too tender,
Let not your fire overleap the fender,
Or you perhaps may be unable
To save the papers on the table.
Prepare for now and then a theft
If these, which others want, are left.
 
  


No. 9. DEFIANCE.
 

CATCH her and hold her if you can..
See, she defies you with her fan,
Shuts, opens, and then holds it spred
In threatening guize above your head.
Ah! why did you not start before
She reacht the porch and closed the door?
Simpleton! will you never learn
That girls and time will not return;
Of each you should have made the most,
Once gone, they are for ever lost.
In vain your knuckles knock your brow,
In vain will you remember how
Like a slim brook the gamesome maid
Sparkled, and ran into the shade.
 
  


No. 10. ADVICE TO A MUSICAL MAN, NOT YOUNG.
 

MY dear friend Barry!
Think ere you marry
That “Time is on the wing.”
Do you not fear
That you may hear
The bride with laughter sing
Fa — la?
 
  


No. 11. TO LORD NUGENT.
 

You ask me, will I come to Stowe;
I grieve my answer must be, no:
Yet, Nugent, I would fain behold
Once more your favorite haunts of old,
Your native home: but since you say
You know not where poor Hammond lay;
Of all those chambers which was that
Where Love’s exhausted, victim sat,
Until Death call’d him, and he heard
Sad-smiling, and obey’d the word,
What care I if a Cobham too
Lived there? or, Nugent, even you?
Come Bath-ward, I have bought a chair,
Able your whole expanse to bear;
But first examine it, then try
So rare a curiosity:
Imperfectly by me ’twas done,
With a slight make-weight, scarce ten stone.
 
  


No. 12. THE SHORTEST DAY.
 

THE day of brightest dawn (day soonest flown!)
Is that when we have met and you have gone.
 
  


No. 13. THE MYRTLE’S APPEAL.
 

To the tender and pensive I make my Appeal.
If ever ye felt, believe I also feel.
Who rifles my blossoms, who strips my young leaves,
May the maiden he swears to, be sure he decieves!
But ye who in grove or in chamber run over
The songs of all lands that have burst from the lover,
And have learnt and have often repeated my name,
From Cyprus to distant Ierne the same,
Do spare me! There is (you may know her) a flower
Who blooms and who blushes for only an hour;
She may not be backward a breast to adorn,
Perhaps warm as hers, and perhaps cold as Morn;
There place her: I fancy she will not resist,
Nor will one (for her parents have many) be mist.
But, if you hope aught from our Goddess, leave me
To rest on the sands and to look on the sea.
 
  


No. 14. SOUTHEY.
 

SOUTHEY and I have run in the same traces,
When we break down what pair shall fill our places?
 
  


No. 15. TO THE NOBLES OF VENICE, ON THE RECEPTION OF THE AUSTRIAN.
 

LORDS of the Adriatic, shores and iles,
Nobles! of that name sole inheritors!
Bravely ye acted, worthy of yourselves
And ancestors, who shut your palaces
When Perjury stalkt forth along the square
Where Doges sat beneath their patron saint.
While swords and crowns weigh down the scale, and while
Nations once free wish faintly, or wish not,
To see your freedom and high state restored,
Can ye but dwell upon your ruins?
                                                 Hark!
To Tarvis and Isonzo swells a blast
From far Taranto, not forgetful how
Of Sparta; brave the sires, the sons as brave
Spring forth. The indomitable Allobrox,
Who pluckt the Roman eagles, and rais’d higher,
Across his mountains hears the voice of Tell,
And Hofer, echoing, tho’ less loud behind.
Rise, unentangled by your flowing robes;
Put newer armour on; march forward; march,
Reckless of German threat and Gallic fraud.
 
  


No. 16. TO THE GIVER OF AN INKSTAND.
 

KNOW me better. Do you think
I will ever stain with ink
Crystal vase and rosewood stand,
Brought me by your bounteous hand?
In that drawer shall never lie
Aught design’d for other eye;
Neither sealing-wax nor note
That the fairest fingers wrote;
Nor the one I would retouch
For too little or too much.
In that drawer shall never rest
Naked hand with spear-head crest:
Whether spear-head crest it be
Or heraldic fleur-de-lis
It is much the same to me:
Only jewels should lie there
Or the flower you deign’d to wear.
 
  


No. 17. CASUISTRY.
 

OUR brother we believe we must not slay;
His blood we may not spill, his tears we may.
Alas! in this wide world how few abstain
From seizing pleasure thro’ another’s pain.
 
  


No. 18. TO A LIMONCINA (VERBENA).
 

FLOWERS may enjoy their own pure dreams of bliss.
Prest, smooth’d with soft slow hand, upon her book
By Isabel, and winning one kind look,
Couldst thou, my Limoncina, dream of this?
 
  


No. 19. THE DERBY AND DROP.
 

DERBY! we read, a noble dame
Of France cast luster on your name,
Which ne’er before and ne’er since then
Shone half so brightly in the men.
Ye catch it now upon the course
And share your thirds with man and horse:
I rank (can such precedence shock ye?)
The horse the first, and next the jockey.
Nobles, ’tis true, no longer sit
Where steel-spurr’d cocks drive mad the pit,
Or where the dog and bull engage,
And mildness is provoked to rage;
Yet stil they haunt the listed ground
Where thieves and gamblers sit around,
And eagerly hold out a hand
To the old sages of the stand,
And clutch the profer’d gold they won
The night before from youths undone,
A sister’s pride, a father s hope,
Or drooping widow’s slender prop.
See Palmer! for that wretch, my lord,
Your fellow-workmen noost the chord,
And the same wheel that twisted it
In the same ropewalk rolls on yet.
Beneath an unblest turf he lies,
Not deader than your sympathies.
Were ye devout or were ye just,
Ye had enshrined your martyr’s dust,
Or, better, wiped away the score,
And turn’d him loose.. to murder more.
 
  


No. 20. TO A FAIR MAIDEN.
 

FAIR maiden! when I look at thee
I wish I could be young and free;
But both at once, ah! who could be?
 
  


No. 21. CROKER.
 

DISPOSER of our fleet is Croker,
He should have been at most a stoker.
 
  


No. 22. GEORGE THE THIRD’S STATUE.
 

ALTHO’ against thee, George the Third!
I threw sometimes a scornful word,
Against thy nape I did not nail
Characteristical pig-tail.
What is thy genus none can doubt
Who looks but at thy brow and snout.
 
  


No. 23. OLIM.
 

Do and permit whatever you will
With others, I shall love you stil.
Heaven grant we may not love the most
When to each other we are lost!
 
  


No. 24. ON AGESILAO MILANO.
 

SOMETIMES the brave have bent the head
To lick the dust that despots tread;
Not so, Milano: he alone
Would bow to Justice on the throne;
To win a crown of thorns he trod
A flinty path, and rests with God.
 
  


No. 25. DESTINY UNCERTAIN.
 

GRACEFULLY shy is you Gazelle:
And are those eyes, so clear, so mild,
Only to shine upon a wild
And be reflected in a shallow well?
Ah! who can tell?
 

If she grows tamer, who shall pat
Her neck? who wreathe the flowers around?
Who give the name? who fence the ground?
Pondering these things a grave old Dervish sat,
And sighed, Ah! who can tell.
 
  


No. 26. REPLY TO THE ABOVE.
 

OLD Dervish! O how good you are!
Your verses lit papa’s cigar.
 
  


No. 27. THE HEART’S ABYSSES.
 

TRIUMPHANT Demons stand, and Angels start,
To see the abysses of the human heart.
 
  


No. 28. DAISY, A SPANIEL.
 

HIGH as the sofa Daisy’s head
Was rais’d, and thus in whines she said:
“I am the smallest of the three,
And will you not make room for me?”
 
  


No. 29. DEATH OF DAISY.
 

DAISY! thy life was short and sweet;
Who would not wish his own the same?
And that his hand, as once thy feet,
Were claspt in hers whose vocal name
Awakes the summer and the bird
That sings so lonely and so late,
A song these many nights I’ve heard,
And felt, alas, it sang my fate.
 
  


No. 30. A LADY IN HASTE
 

SAYS,
 

I CAN not give much time to you;
Will nothing else, I wonder, do?
 
  


No. 31. ON THE PORTRAIT OF LUISINHA DE
 

SODRE-PEREIRA.
AFAR was I when thou wast born,
More than one country to adorn,
My Luisinha! and afar
From me shines now thy morning star;
But not unblest by Heaven is he
Who its reflected light can see.
 
  


No. 32. TO SIR CHARLES NAPIER.
 

NAPIER! I am too prompt to cry
Against injustice; such am I,
Yet sometimes in a calmer mood
I cease to think of it: no good
In anger, little in reproof..
From each then let me stand aloof.
But scorn can ill repress her laugh
To see the boobies gild the calf.
Warrior and Prophet too was he
Who crost the Erythraean sea,
And saw his nation safe and free.
Warrior and Prophet too wast thou,
Long disallow’d, acknowledged now.
In toil and pain ran on thy days,
At nightfall came thy country’s praise.
 
  


No. 33. LATE JEALOUSY.
 

No, I have never feard that age
Your generous heart would disengage
From one you long had valued, one
To every other cold as stone,
But warm to you, and you alone.
I loved your beauty for your sake,
My share of pleasure proud to take
When younger men your worth could prize,
And read their fortunes in your eyes.
But I am jealous now at last..
O that your wicked girl should cast
Her teacher off, and take another
To help her forward past her brother,
Distrusting.. me, shame! shame!.. in latin..
The only thing that I am pat in.
I know what girls are, eight years old,
And she would laugh if I should scold.
 
  


No. 34. GRAVER SONGS.
 

GRAVER songs I fain would sing:
“Ah! ‘twill never, never do!”
Love cries out.. and every string
Sounds, and sounds again, but you.
 
  


No. 35. FEAR.
 

I FEAR a little girl I know;
Were I but younger I were bolder;
Diana! I would break thy bow
In twain across her ivory shoulder.
 
  


No. 36. LOUIS NAPOLEON.
 

BEES on imperial mantle Louis bears,
And the same emblem thro’ his court appears,
They buz about the hall, they mount the chamber,
The Empress washes them in liquid amber.
They lull the people with their humming wings,
Few taste their honey, many feel their stings.
Yet England’s praise hath Louis justly won
In sheltering valiant Guyon’s homeless son.
 
  


No. 37. WITH FLOWERS.
 

THE Goddess of beauty, who loves early hours,
Awakened the Graces to gather you flowers:
The Goddess of wisdom comes later, and says,
“Those wither; take mine; they shall last all your days.”
 
  


No. 38. THE TEARS THAT RISE.
 

THE tears that rise
Into my eyes
Shall not descend:
With you began
The course they ran,
With you shall end.
 
  


No. 39. ON LOVE AND IDLENESS,
 

A SKETCH BY CORREGGIO.
TROUBLESOME child! do let that youth alone;
Thy friend and fosterer in thy earliest days
Was Idleness; without him few or none
Have hail’d thy presence or have sung thy praise.
 
  


No. 40. A SIGH CAUGHT.
 

HAPPY the man for whom arose that sigh,
And happy too, tho’ less by half, am I:
I am the first to catch it on its way,
The last that wingèd herald to betray.
 
  


No. 41. PLEASURE.
 

WHAT bitter flowers surround the fount of Pleasure,
And poison its bright waters as they fall!
 
  


No. 42. A YOUNG LOVER’S RESOLUTION.
 

I WILL not depose
The image of Rose
From the heart that has long been her shrine;
I know there is one
Who would say, ‘Twere ill done;
He never shall desecrate mine.
 
  


No. 43. INCORRIGIBLE.
 

MY hopes and glories all go down,
Before the shadow of your frown:
You smile on me, and I am then
The happiest and the first of men.
To you is given, and but to you,
To punish and to pardon too.
Grave was my fault, yet wish it less
I can not; I would stil transgress. — 
 
  


No. 44. THE SAGE OF SEVENTEEN.
 

LITTLE have you to learn from me,
O sage of seventeen!
Wiser I will not boast to be,
I can not to have been.
 

Go, rather place your hand in hers
Who acts a mother’s part,
And who to all your charms prefers
Your pure and grateful heart.
 

Slowly you’ll draw it back again
When Love demands his day;
Pleasure will hardly conquer Pain
To carry you away.
 
  


No. 45. TO THE CYCLAMEN.
 

MY little flower of stem so tall,
Who would have thought that we should fall
So soon, or ever, in disgrace?
My little flower! be thou resign’d,
Like me, nor deem it hard to find,
Even at her feet our resting-place.
 
  


No. 46. TO JUDGE HALIBURTON.
 

ONCE I would bid the man go hang,
From whom there came a word of slang;
Now pray I, tho’ the slang rains thick
Across the Atlantic from Sam Slick,
Never may fall the slightest hurt on
The witty head of Haliburton,
Wherein methinks more wisdom lies
Than in the wisest of our wise.
 
  


No. 47. ERMININE READING HOMER.
 

HELLEN was once as fair,
Erminine! as you are,
And was as fickle too
Almost, or quite, as you.
When you’ve turn’d o’er the page
Of Greece’s poet-sage,
You’ll place upon one palm
Your head, its thoughts to calm,
And dwell upon the best
Arising o’er the rest,
“Who would not rather he
Hector’s Andromache?”
 
  


No. 48. ON LOVE.
 

WHAT right have I to hold back Love so late,
When we should long have gone to rest?
But we were pelted by the storms of Fate
From where we rashly built our nest.
One there is yet who drives us not away,
But warms our hands in her’s this winter day.
 
  


No. 49. DOROTHEA.
 

STATELY step, commanding eye,
Attributes of majesty, — 
Others may from far adore..
Adoration! mine is more
When that stately step I see,
Swifter now, approaching me,
And that eye whose one command
Is, “Come here and take my hand.”
 
  


No. 50. ON LAW.
 

WHAT thousands, Law, thy handy work deplore!
Thou hangest many, but thou starvest more.
 
  


No. 51. A PUISSANT PRINCE.
 

A MOST puissant picture-scouring Prince,
Whose charger never has been known to wince
Before a bayonet or cannon ball,
Resolved Sebastopol’s beleaguered wall
In one more brief campaign should tumble down
Beneath the terrors of his fatty frown.
What said Napoleon?
 

This Napoleon said,
And shook ambiguously the imperial head.
“Let others trench, and undermine, and storm,
Prince! you have higher duties to perform,
Leave you one Titian only half extinct,
One Claude, one Rubens.”
Thus he spake, and winkt.
 
  


No. 52. ERMININE.
 

No Goddess is but seventeen;
No Goddess then is Erminine.
The Powers above submit to Fate,
Even Venus is grown old of late,
So that no lover ventures now
To breathe her name before his vow,
Earth’s fresher bloom the wise prefer
In Erminine, and worship her.
 
  


No. 53. BOURBONS.
 

ISABELLA spits at Spain,
Bomba strips and scourges Naples:
Are there not then where they reign
Addled eggs or rotten apples?
 

Treadmills, pillories, humbler stocks!
Ye repeat your lessons yet.
Halters, gibbets, axes, blocks!
Your old textbook ye forget.
 

Men have often heard the thunder
Roll at random; where, O where
Rolls it now? I smell it under
That fat priest in that foul chair.
 

Never was there poet wanting
Where the lapdog licks the throne;
Lauds and hymns we hear them chanting,
Shame if I were mute alone!
 

Let me then your deeds rehearse,
Gem of kings and flower of queens!
Tho’ I may but trail a verse
Languider than Lamartine’s.
 
  


No. 54. TO THE CHILDREN OF GARIBALDI.
 

CHILDREN! be not too proud, altho’ the man
Whom Ocean smiles on with parental love,
And Earth from every coast with loud applause
Hails a deliverer, children, is your sire.
O what vast empire have ye to defend!
A name so high, so inaccessible,
Virtues so pure and courage so humane,
All are your heritage: by liveried serfs
On right and left will these be long assail’d:
March ever onward, but march watchfully,
Follow his steps and ye are safe; depart
One furlong from them and ye sink beneath
The vilest head that ever dozed on throne
Or ever bow’d to it: be true to Faith,
Not Faith recumbent upon downy lies,
But Faith that grasps the hand of Providence
And Justice, in this darkened world of ours,
And bends to One above, to none below.
 
  


No. 55. CONFESSION.
 

CONFESSION soon would be discarded
If all the priests were Abeilarded;
For Faith is hardly worth a pin
Without a few good works of sin.
 
  


No. 56. UNDER THE LINDENS,
 

UNDER the lindens lately sat
A couple, and no more, in chat;
I wondered what they would be at
Under the lindens.
 

I saw four eyes and four lips meet,
I heard the words, How sweet! how sweet!
Had then the Faeries given a treat
Under the lindens?
 

I pondered long and could not tell
What dainty pleased them both so well:
Bees! bees! was it your hydromel
Under the lindens?
 
  


No. 57. TO CAINA.
 

AT the cart’s tail, some years ago,
The female thief was dragg’d on slow,
And the stern beadel’s eager whip
Followed, the naked haunch to clip.
If no such custom now prevails,
Is it that carts have lost their tails?
Rejoice, O Caina! raise thy voice,
Not where it should be, but rejoice!
 
  


No. 58. PEACE.
 

HE who would wish his country great
Must call around her every state,
Upholding high their rights and laws;
Must spurn usurpers, and despise
As weak and worthless all allies
Who fight against Man’s common cause.
 

Princes of Germany! if some
Half-naked to our hearths have come
And we have cloth’d and fed them too,
Couple your hungry hounds where runs
Your Elbe, for never England’s sons
Shall wear a collar puncht by you.
 

Away with leaders who forget
Or have to learn their duties yet.
If Peace illume not every town,
O may we never see her back!
Never, to trail a train of black
And bind her brow with frazil crown!
 
  


No. 59. INDIFFERENCE.
 

WHETHER a span above ground or below
’Tis best to lie, it boots me not to know.
 
  


No. 60. LOVE IN YOUTH.
 

SOUNDER, sweeter, be your sleep
For the few fond tears you weep!
But, by all your brief young love
Pure as any born above,
I adjure you! let not me
Waste away your memory!
Half-remember, half-forget,
What my heart will treasure yet,
Broken words not idly thrown
In that vase: may I alone
Suffer, if there aught remain
To be suffered yet of pain.
Spring is past; ’twas mutual then,
Share it now with other men.
I would say too “Make one blest,”
But that speech within my breast
(False for once) must be supprest.
 
  


No. 61. PARTIES.
 

TORIES don’t like me, Whigs detest;
Then in what quarter can I rest?
Among the Liberals? most of all
The liberals are illiberal.
 
  


No. 62. PEOPLE AND PATRIOTS.
 

PEOPLE like best the patriots who betray ‘em;
They trusted Russell and they trusted Graham:
Past folly’s last extreme they now are gone,
And pant, and halt, and cling to Palmerston.
 
  


No. 63. ADVICE.
 

AT every step of life expect
Flings from your Ragged School, O bard!
Walk quietly, and recollect
That rotten apples hit not hard.
 
  


No. 64. WITH DIGBY’S AGES OF FAITH.
 

I AM not learned in such lore divine;
Take it: in scenes which other thoughts invade,
It may one hour cast round a cooler shade,
Yet darken not that gentle breast of thine.
 

It tells of Peace, and those she call’d to dwell
Apart with her, when desperate Sin opprest
The struggling Earth; it can not reach thy breast,
But troubles may; so take this holy spell.
 
  


No. 65. ROSINA.
 

ROSINA ran down Prior-park,
Joyous and buoyant as a lark.
The little girl, light-heel’d, light-hearted,
Challenged me; and away we started.
Soon in a flutter she return’d,
And cheek, and brow, and bosom burn’d.
She fairly own’d my full success
In catching her, she could no less,
And said to her mama, who smiled
Yet lovelier on her lovely child,
“You can not think how fast he ran
For such a very old old man,
He would not kiss me when he might,
And, catching me, he had a right.
Such modesty I never knew,
He would no more kiss me than you.”
 
  


No. 66. PLEASURE AND PAIN.
 

PLEASURE and Pain,
Of equal reign,
I know not which is strongest;
But well I know,
(And grieve ’tis so),
Which domineers the longest.
 
  


No. 67. TO A LADY WHO DROPT A FEW YEARS.
 

LIGHTLY you run thro’ years; stop! stop!
Let me pick up the gems you drop.
Five I perceive are on the ground..
What! are you angry they are found?
 
  


No. 68. PORTRAIT.
 

THY skin is like an unwasht carrot’s,
Thy tongue is blacker than a parrot’s,
Thy teeth are crooked, but belong
Inherently to such a tongue.
 
  


No. 69. JUSTICE AND INJUSTICE.
 

You think Injustice is a curse,
But Justice you will find the worse;
Its rotten bench is stuft with thorns,
And the road to it bad for corns.
You would ride back then: well, but where
Is money left to pay the fare?
 
  


No. 70. OLD-FASHIONED VERSE.
 

IN verse alone I ran not wild
When I was hardly more than child,
Contented with the native lay
Of Pope or Prior, Swift or Gay,
Or Goldsmith, or that graver bard
Who led me to the lone church-yard.
Then listened I to Spencer’s strain,
Til Chaucer’s Canterbury train
Came trooping past, and carried me
In more congenial company.
Soon my soul was hurried o’er
This bright scene: the “solemn roar.”
Of organ, under Milton’s hand,
Struck me mute: he bade me stand
Where none other ambled near..
I obey’d, with love and fear.
 
  


No. 71. HONOR AND MODESTY.
 

WHEN Honor once hath shut the door
Behind him, he returns no more.
Modesty finds, once gone astray,
No forward and no backward way,
Gone every grace that most endears!
Gone, beyond all, the grace of tears!
 
  


No. 72. ADVICE RECIEVED.
 

ON perjurer and plunderer turn no more,
But leave the carrion on the kennel-door.
 
  


No. 73. THE MIDDLE-SIZED.
 

MIDDLE-SIZED men live longest, but soon dies
The pthisic poet of a middle size.
 
  


No. 74. VIRTUE AND VICE.
 

VIRTUE and Vice look much the same;
If Truth is naked, so is Shame.
 
  


No. 75. NINETEENTH OF JANUARY.
 

FLOWERS SENT.
 

IF flowers could make their wishes vocal, they
Would breathe warm wishes on your natal day:
Boldly to meet your smile they venture forth
This winter morn, nor dread the blustering north.
 
  


No. 76. TO A LOVER.
 

GAZE not at the lights that shine
From the heaven of Erminine.
Lover! tremble at those stars,
Bright as Venus, stern as Mars.
Tremble, lover! until Hope
Fixes firm your telescope.
 
  


No. 77. LOVER’S ANSWER.
 

GAZE not! By those heavens above!
By the sacred fire of Love!
By her purer self, I swear
I will gaze while they shine there.
 
  


No. 78. ILL SUCCESS OF SAINT PETER.
 

SAINT Peter could fish up
No shark of a bishop
In the waters of far Galilee,
So he rigs a new skiff
And is wondering if
He can find one in Exeter See.
 
  


No. 79. SIR JAMES.
 

A COWARD! who dares call Sir James
Such inappropriate ugly names?
Against the world will I uphold
No Briton ever was so bold.
Say, did he, minister of state,
One hour, one moment, hesitate
To open letters not his own,
Nor relevant to England’s throne?
And did he not full surely know,
Nay, take good heed, they should lay low
Two youthful heads that Greece had crown’d,
Chaunting immortal hymns around.
I warrant you the brave Sir James
Would toss these hymn-books on the flames,
And start straitforward and defy
His scowling country’s scornful cry.
Fame! what is fame? a passing gust
That gathers up and scatters dust:
But cabinets are close and warm,
Where Shame may sit and fear no harm.
 
  


No. 80. CONSTANCY.
 

CONSTANCY has one bright day,
Then like light it fades away.
 
  


No. 81. A WHIPPING THREATENED A YOUNG LADY BY AN OLDER.
 

IF you design
For Erminine
A stroke or so,
I beg you’ll make
Of me the stake
To tie her to.
 
  


No. 82. TO TWO SPINSTERS;
 

HOOKS AND EYES.
FAIR spinsters! be ye timely wise,
Where men bring hooks do you bring eyes.
 
  


No. 83. THE STEPS OF AGE.
 

I DO remember when each stride
Toward your gate was swift and wide:
Shorter and slower steps become
As they are bending to the tomb;
But when within your house I rest,
I am already with the blest.
 
  


No. 84. WRITTEN AT MALVERN, JUNE 1799.
 

YE springs of Malvern, fresh and bright,
Wherein the Spirits of health delight
To dip incessantly their wings,
Rise and sustain the pallid maid
Who steps so slow and seeks your aid;
Bless, and in turn be blest, ye springs!
 

If I might ask the Powers above
One gift, that gift should be her love.
Hush! thou unworthy creature, hush!
Wouldst thou not rather see her, then,
Without her love, in health agen?
I pause; I bow my head, and blush.
 
  


No. 85. LESBIA NOSTRA! LESBIA ILLA!
 

LIPS! that were often prest on mine,
What falsehood ever found ye there?
I scarcely call’d her half-divine,
Scarcely the fairest of the fair.
I wooed to right, I warn’d of wrong,
I taught the little lore I knew;
She paid me with a siren song..
Better one breath of pure and true!
 
  


No. 86. ABSENCE ON LEAVE FROM THE CRIMEA.
 

“See the conquering hero comes,”
Bites his nails and twirls his thumbs,
Under fondest kindred eye
He shall eat his Christmas-pie,
While his comrades droop afar
Pincht by frost and crusht by war.
He shall teach his country-folk a
Marvelously pretty polka,
Tell what cities he will storm
In a majors uniform,
Uniform so justly due
In another year or two;
By the Army-list ’tis shown
He hath served already one.
 
  


No. 87. THE PACIFIC HERO.
 

WHY should not Albert meet the Tzar
And terminate at once this war?\
What earthly foe can Albert fear?
Has he not quell’d both grouse and deer?
Let him now put the feathered hat on,
And Earth shall quail before his baton.
 
  


No. 88. MARCH 24.
 

SHARP crocus wakes the froward Year;
In their old haunts birds re-appear;
From yonder elm, yet black with rain,
The cushat looks deep down for grain
Thrown on the gravel-walk: here comes
The redbreast to the sill for crumbs.
Fly off! fly off! I can not wait
To welcome ye, as she of late.
The earliest of my friends is gone,
Alas! almost my only one!
The few as dear, long wafted o’er,
Await me on a sunnier shore.
 
  


No. 89. ESPOUSALS OF H. M. OF PORTUGAL.
 

YOUNGSTER of Coburg! thou hast found a throne
Easy to mount, and easier to slip down:
But, in the name of wonder! who beside
Of mortal men could mount thy royal bride?
So vast an enterprize requires the force
And ladder too that scaled the Trojan horse,
In whose rank orifice some hundreds hid
Themselves and arms, and down the rampire slid.
Thou hast achieved a mightier deed and bolder,
And hast not dislocated hip or shoulder.
 
  


No. 90. COMMINATION.
 

TAKING my walk the other day
I saw a little girl at play,
So pretty, ’twould not be amiss,
Thought I, to venture on a kiss.
Fiercely the little girl began..
“I wonder at you, nasty man!”
And all four fingers were applied,
And crimson pinafore beside,
To wipe what venom might remain.
“Do, if you dare, the like again;
“I have a mind to teach you better!”
And I too had a mind to let her.
 
  


No. 91. VOYAGE TO ST IVES, CORNWALL,
 

FROM PORT-EINON, GLAMORGAN, 1794.
 

How gladsome yet how calm are ye
White birds that dip into the sea!
How sportive those bright fins below
Which through green alga-meadows glow!
How soft the lustrous air around,
And the red sail’s is all the sound,
While me my heart’s fierce tempest drives
On from Port-Einon to St Ives.
 
  


No. 92. THE LADIES OF LEEDS.
 

LADIES of Leeds! the arts of peace
With golden crown have crown d your sires;
And Heaven, the blessing to increase,
Hath ranged you round domestic fires.
 

Mindful are ye from theirs how far
Your country’s brave defenders bleed,
In strenuous strife, in righteous war,
And well ye know the help they need.
 

A traitor, hid behind the throne,
Has barr’d the honest house-dog in;
While the safe wolf stalks slyly on,
And hears and mocks his angry din.
 

For war and warlike song unfit,
Along the vale of years I creep;
Glory and virtue charm me yet,
And make the darkness round less deep.
 

The vale of years is not a vale
Where flowers that teem with honey shine,
Where shepherds love to tell the tale,
And then the coronal to twine.
 

Here on my elbow as I rest,
And faintly blow the unequal reeds,
Harmonious voices sing, “Be blest
In love, just pride of parent Leeds!”
 
  


No. 93. TORBAY.
 

AGAIN the rocks and woodlands of Torbay
Proclaim the advent of their festal day,
The summer sky with fresher brightness glows,
And Ocean smiles to meet the smile of Rose.
 
  


No. 94. A MARBLE DOG FOR PAPER-PRESSER.
 

MARK! always, always watchful, here I stand,
To guard the letters of a lover’s hand,
Tho’ gems should glisten, and tho’ gold should shower,
I would defy, O Jupiter! thy power.
 
  


No. 95. JULIUS HARE.
 

JULIUS! how many hours have we
Together spent with sages old!
In wisdom none surpassing thee,
In Truth’s bright armure none more bold.
 

By friends around thy couch in death
My name from those pure lips was heard.
O Fame! how feebler all thy breath
Than Virtue’s one expiring word!
 
  


No. 96. TO A FIELD-MARSHAL.
 

Is it that Care
Has thinn’d thy hair,
Field-marshal! let us hope not;
Venus, they say,
Is apt to play
The Devil with the top-knot.
 
  


No. 97. TO THE RIVER MELA, NEAR VERONA.
 

AH Mela! pleasant art thou to behold
Drop, as thou runnest on, thy curls of gold
In looser ringlets, and then bending down
Those branches whence Alcides wreath’d his crown,
And mingling them with darker from the dead
O’er whom Apollo droopt his guilty head.
There in one shadow on thy breast unite
Cypress and poplar, equal in thy sight.
But where is our Valerius? where is he
Who sang so many loves, and each with glee?
The Muse of elegy stood far away
And pined and pouted at his Sapphic lay.
Venus could never bring her faithful doves
Within the precincts of the Lesbian groves.
 

He whom thou most delightedst in prefer’d
The pert and piping to the cooing bird,
And the few tears, the very few, he shed,
Were on the breast which held that pert one dead.
Barbaric trumpets, Mela, now resound
On every hill and vale thou seest around.
But fear not, Mela! thou shalt yet rejoice,
And mid thy shepherds raise thy silvery voice.
The robbers shall be driven far and wide...
Shrink not if gore pollute thy placid tide,
If some few days it swell with bloated men,
It shall run free, soon, soon, and pure agen.
 
  


No. 98. MORN.
 

SWEET is the Morn where’er it shines,
Whether amid my Tuscan vines,
Or where Sorrento’s shadows play
At hide-and-seek along the bay,
Or high Amalfi takes its turn,
Until they rest on low Salem.
 

And here too once the Morn was sweet,
For here I heard the tread of feet
Upon the pebbles wet with dew;
Sweet was the Morn, it breath’d of you.
 
  


No. 99. LEADERS AND ASPIRANTS.
 

PALMERSTON lies and gives the lie
With equal volubility.
The “artful Dodger,” little John,
Is scarcely match for Palmerston.
Who next? Jim Crow; he prigs our letters,
And parries Freedom like his betters.
 
  


No. 100. INOPPORTUNE.
 

A CRUNCHING bear inopportunely bit
Thy finger, Reade!
It should have been ere thy first verse was writ,
It should indeed!
 
  


No. 101. MY WIT SCANTY.
 

I HAVE but little wit, all they
Whose brains are close and curdy say,
They relish best the broadfaced jokes
Of hearty, burly, country-folks,
And are quite certain those must judge ill
Who for the rapier drop the cudgell.
 
  


No. 102. REWARDS.
 

To bring is better than to cause
Good news, say they who frame our laws.
The bravest soldier is not half
Rewarded as a telegraph,
And Royalty puts no such spurs on
A veteran’s heels as those of Curzon.
Yet, poor blind Fanny Brown! at last
On thee a royal glance is cast,
Altho’ none ever heard thee praise
Spaniel or poodle all thy days:
How sadly then those days were spent!
Repent, O Fanny Brown, repent!
And thus, perhaps, in time to come,
A parish girl may lead thee home
In thy old age, and thou mayst find
One heart that feels for lame and blind:
But, having yet some vigor, hope
Reward for rubbing Windsor soap
On (if benignant fate so will)
Smock royal and field-marshal frill.
 
  


No. 103. BOYS AND MEN.
 

LEAVE me alone! the pettish school-boy cries,
Leave me alone! say too the calm and wise.
 
  


No. 104. THE GARDENER
 

BLOOM, O my rose!
Bloom there where blows
The vernal, not autumnal, air,
Enough for me
At times to see
A flower an angel ought to wear.
 

Thy graceful jar
Was “rais’d afar
From that which holds my coarser clay,
Yet could thy smile
Warm it awhile
And melt the distance half away.
 
  


No. 105. APOLOGY FOR GEBIR.
 

SIXTY the years since Fidler bore
My grouse-bag up the Bala moor;
Above the lake, along the lea
Where gleams the darkly yellow Dee;
Thro’ crags, o’er cliffs, I carried there
My verses with paternal care,
But left them, and went home again,
To wing the birds upon the plain.
With heavier luggage half forgot,
For many months they followed not.
When over Tawey’s sands they came,
Brighter flew up my winter flame;
And each old cricket sang alert
With joy that they had come unhurt.
Gebir! men shook their heads in doubt
If we were sane: few made us out,
Beside one stranger; in his heart
We after held no niggard part.
The songs of every age he knew,
But only sang the pure and true.
Poet he was, yet was his smile
Without a tinge of gall or guile.
Such lived, ’tis said, in ages past;
Who knows if Southey was the last?
Dapper, who may perhaps have seen
My name in some late magazine,
Among a dozen or a score
Which interest wise people more,
Wonders if I can be the same
To whom poor Southey augured fame;
Erring as usual in his choice
Of one who mocks the public voice,
And fancies two or three are worth
Far more than all the rest on earth.
Dapper, in tones benign and clear,
Tells those who treasure all they hear,
“Landor would have done better far,
Had he observed the northern star;
Or Bloomfield might have shown the way
To one who always goes astray;
He might have tried his pen upon
The living, not the dead and gone.
Are turban’d youths and muffled belles
Extinct along the Dardanelles?
Is there no scimitar, no axe?
Daggers and bow-strings, mutes and sacks?
Are they all swept away for ever
From that sky-blue resplendent river?
Do heroes of old time surpass
Cardigan, Somerset, Dundas?
Do the Sigæan mounds inclose
More corses than Death swept from those?”
No, no: but let me ask in turn,
“Whether, whene’er Corinthian urn,
With ivied Faun upon the rim
Invites, I may not gaze on him?
I love all beauty: I can go
At times from Gainsboro’ to Watteau
Even after Milton’s thorough-bass
I bear the rhymes of Hudibras,
And find more solid wisdom there
Than pads professor’s easy chair:
But never sit I quiet long
Where broidered cassock floats round Young;
Whose pungent essences perfume
And quirk and quibble trim the tomb;
Who thinks the holy bread too plain,
And in the chalice pours champagne.
I love old places and their climes,
Nor quit the syrinx for the chimes.
Manners have changed; but hearts are yet
The same, and will be while they beat.
Ye blame not those who wander o’er
Our earth’s remotest wildest shore,
Nor scoff at seeking what is hid — 
Within one-chambered pyramid;
Let me then, with my coat untorn
By your acacia’s crooked thorn,
Follow from Gades to the coast
Of Egypt men thro’ ages lost.
Firm was my step on rocky steeps;
Others slipt down loose sandhill heaps.
I knew where hidden fountains lay;
Hoarse was their thirsty camels’ bray;
And presently fresh droves had past
The beasts expiring on the waste.
 
  


No. 106. HEROICS OR DACTYLICS.
 

FORCE me (and force me you must if I do it) to
write in heroics,
Taking (as model in English) the meter of Homer
and Virgil.
Leave me, O leave me at least my own hero, my
own field of battle.
Sing then, O Goddess! O Muse! or in whatever
name thou delightest,
Neither a cut-throat on land nor a vagabond over
the ocean,
Offering me sacksful of wind. I can buy them as
cheaply of Russell,
Palmerston, Grey, Aberdeen, Jockey Derby, or
Letterman Graham.
 
  


No. 107. DULNESS.
 

DEEM me not sad and sorrowful
Because my looks and words are dull.
Are not deep rivers, as they flow
Along the pleasant meadow, slow?
While shallow streamlets frisk and stray
Among the pebbles, cold as they.
Come, sit upon my knee, and then
I shall be quite alive agen,
Altho’ my too imperfect speech
Say nothing more than what you teach.
 
  


No. 108. THE MATRON.
 

BECOME a matron, grave and sage,
You, reprehending every page
That pleas’d you not long since, seem now
To ask from under frowning brow,
“Ha! what audacity hath placed
This volume in a hand so chaste?
A volume where fictitious names
Cover, not hide, forbidden flames.”
Be merciful! and let him pass;
He is no longer what he was:
He wrote as poets wrote before,
And loved like them.. but rather more.
 
  


No. 109. MACAULAY’S PEERAGE.
 

MACAULAY is become a peer;
A coronet he well may wear;
But is there no one to malign?
None: then his merit wants the sign.
 
  


No. 110. DEATH OF THE DAY.
 

MY pictures blacken in their frames
As night comes on,
And youthful maids and wrinkled dames
Are now all one.
 

Death of the day! a sterner Death
Did worse before;
The fairest form, the sweetest breath,
Away he bore.
 
  


No. 111. THE TWO SATIRISTS.
 

WHILE we are frolicking with Flaccus
Comes Juvenal to slash and hack us.
 
  


No. 112. PLAYS.
 

How soon, alas, the hours are over,
Counted us out to play the lover!
And how much narrower is the stage,
Allotted us to play the sage!
But when we play the fool, how wide
The theater expands; beside,
How long the audience sits before us!
How many prompters! what a chorus!
 
  


No. 113. ON THE DOG-STAR
 

I HOLD it unlawful
To question the awful
Appointments of Heaven, or hazard a doubt;
But needs I must say,
Heaven s Dog had his day,
And Pomero beats the said Dog out and out.
 
  


No. 114. ON READE’S CAIN.
 

THE rule of Justice hath returned again,
Cain murdered Abel, and Reade murders Cain.
 
  


No. 115. THE SOLAR MICROSCOPE.
 

You want a powerful lens to see
What animalcules those may he,
Which float about the smallest drop
Of water, and which never stop,
Pursuing each that goes before,
And rolling in unrest for more.
 

Poets! a watery world is ours,
Where each floats after, each devours,
Its little unsubstantial prey..
Strange animalcules.. we and they!
 
  


No. 116. TO A CYCLAMEN.
 

I COME to visit thee agen,
My little flowerless cyclamen;
To touch the hand, almost to press,
That cheer’d thee in thy loneliness.
What could thy careful guardian find
Of thee in form, of me in mind,
What is there in us rich or rare,
To make us claim a moment s care?
Unworthy to be so carest,
We are but withering leaves at best.
 
  


No. 117. PIGMIES AND CRANES.
 

I LIVE among the Pigmies and the Cranes,
Nor care a straw who loses or who gains.
Peel doffs the harness, Russell puts it on,
The late Sir Robert is the live Lord John,
Close in the corner sits the abler man,
But show me the more tricky if you can.
 
  


No. 118. THE MOUNTAIN ASH.
 

THE mountain ash before my pane,
Rattling red berries once again,
Said, “Where, O where! can Rose remain?”
 

Hearing him call, I rais’d the sash
And answered him, “Sir mountain-ash Î
At Passy.”
“Why?”
“To cut a dash.”
 

He shook his head, and in reply,
Said only “Well then, you and I
May both go on to droop and die.”
 

“Thanks! thanks! my fellow sufferer!
I, by your leave, should much prefer
To look out here and wait for her.”
 
  


No. 119. TO OUR HOUSE-DOG CAPTAIN.
 

CAPTAIN! we often heretofore
Have boxt behind the coach-house door,
When thy strong paws were rear’d against
My ribs and bosom, badly fenced:
None other dared to try thy strength,
And hurl thee side-long at full length,
But we well knew each other s mind,
And paid our little debts in kind.
I often braved with boyish fist
The vanquisht bull’s antagonist,
And saw unsheath’d thy tiny teeth
And the dark cell that oped beneath.
Thou wert like others of the strong,
But only more averse from wrong;
Reserved, and proud perhaps, but just,
And strict and constant to thy trust,
Somewhat inclement to the poor,
Suspecting each for evil-doer,
But hearing reason when I spoke,
And letting go the ragged cloak.
Thee dared I; but I never dar’d
To drive the pauper from the yard.
 
  


No. 120. THE ROCKS OF LIFE.
 

LIFE’S rugged rocks burst thro’ its flowery plain;
Flashes of pleasure! thunderbolts of pain!
 
  


No. 121. A POET SLEEPING.
 

THE poet sleeps: at every wheeze,
At every grunt and groan
You cry, “His verses how like these!
He marks them for his own.”
 
  


No. 122. FAST FALL THE LEAVES.
 

FAST fall the leaves: this never says
To that, “Alas! how brief our days!”
All have alike enjoy’d the sun,
And each repeats, “So much is won:
Where we are falling, millions more
Have dropt, nor weep that life is o’er.”
 
  


No. 123. WHO IS SAFE?
 

MEN always hate
The man that’s great,
Nor cease to fall
On him that’s small.
 
  


No. 124. “ARE YOU MAD OR TIPSY?”
 

THO’ the good luck I’ve often had
To be a little little mad,
Yet, save with certain eyes and lips, I
Have never in my life been tipsy.
 
  


No. 125. THE PILFERED TO THE PILFERER.
 

MOTHER PESTCOME! none denies
You were ever true.. to Lies.
So the Father of them all
Helps you up at every fall,
Putting money in your pocket,
Showing armlet, showing locket,
Showing where you lately found
That poor nurse’s lost five-pound.
Pay me down the debt you owe
For such praise as few bestow.
I can never take for this
Tottering teeth and slobbering kiss;
Teeth, to say the least, as long
As another woman’s tongue;
Some athwart like wind-mill sails,
Others fitter for park-pales:
Kiss as foul as muskets are
After the Crimean war.
I will tell you briefly what
I just now am driving at.
Tho’ you’ve made her pale and thin
As the child of Death by Sin,
When you’ve done with Caroline
Bid her for a night be mine;
You shall have her all the day
Following, to repeat our play.
Whether you do this or not,
What is done is unforgot;
Fate for you shall sheathe her shears,
You shall live some hundred years.
 
  


No. 126. TO RECRUITS.
 

YE who are belted and alert to go
Where bays, won only in hard battles, grow,
Asthmatic Wordsworth, Byron piping-hot,
Leave in the rear, and march with manly Scott.
Along the coast prevail malignant heats,
Halt on high ground behind the shade of Keats.
 
  


No. 127. GAZELLE-SKIN.
 

SOME dress in marten, some in vair,
Gazelle-skin is the softest wear.
 
  


No. 128. FLATTERED ON MY YOUTH.
 

FLATTER me not with idle tales of youth,
But rather flatter me than tell the truth:
My youth might not have gone had you been by,
And you been happy, tho’ far less than I.
 
  


No. 129. PERTNESS REPROVED.
 

“I SEE in you not greatly more
Than I once saw in one before.”
“Then I know why: it is that you
Are on the verge of eighty-two.
Go, get along; you may be wise,
But others have much better eyes.”
 
  


No. 130. DIFFERENT GRACES.
 

AROUND the child bend all the three
Sweet Graces; Faith, Hope, Charity.
Around the man bend other faces;
Pride, Envy, Malice, are his Graces.
 
  


No. 131. CHILDREN PLAYING IN A CHURCH-YARD.
 

CHILDREN, keep up that harmless play;
Your kindred angels plainly say,
By God’s authority, ye may.
 

Be prompt His holy word to hear,
It teaches you to banish fear;
The lesson lies on all sides near.
 

Ten summers hence the spriteliest lad
In Nature’s face will look more sad,
And ask where are those smiles she had.
 

Ere many days the last will close..
Play on, play on; for then (who knows?)
Ye who play here may here repose.
 
  


No. 132. WE DRIVE THE HOOP.
 

WE drive the hoop along the green of life
And hear no voice behind us: one cries out
‘T is lesson-time: on rolls the hoop: at last
It reels and falls: we then look round and shout,
Who took my apples and my nuts away?
Our playmates crunch the apples, crack the nuts,
And pat us on the back and laugh amain.
Poets! the moral of my verse ye know.
 
  


No. 133. FROM THE BAY OF BISCAY.
 

AFAR our stormy vessel flies
From all my heart holds dear,
But thou art yet before my eyes,
And thy far voice I hear.
 

The Fates then had not frowns enough;
Too happy had we been
Had not the Atlantic, cold and rough,
Roll’d his wide wave between.
 

Too happy, yes; but ah! how dear
The price we should have paid!
I fear’d no tempest, there or here,
For thee was I afraid.
 
  


No. 134. CREDO.
 

I DO believe a drop of water
May save us from the fire herea’ter.
I do believe a crumb of bread,
O’er which the priest his prayer hath said,
May be the richest flesh and blood..
I would believe too, if I could,
Pius’s word is worth a crumb
Or drop; but here awe strikes me dumb.
 
  


No. 135. THE CASKET.
 

SURE, ‘t is time to have resign’d
All the dainties of the mind,
And to take a little rest
After Life’s too lengthen’d feast.
Why then turn the casket-key?
What is there within to see?
Whose is this dark twisted hair?
Whose this other, crisp and fair?
Whose the slender ring? now broken
Undesignedly, a token,
Love said mine; and Friendship said
So I fear; and shook her head.
 
  


No. 136. ASHES.
 

UNDER the grate the ashes lie
Until the dustman passes by:
Does it occur to young or old
These ashes were not always cold?
They are the same that shone so bright
And warm’d so many but last night;
They may even now some thought suggest,
Some simily.. but let it rest.
 
  


No. 137. FUR AND MOTHS.
 

TO THE GIVER OF THE FUR.
THE fur you gave me I’ll take care
To keep away from sun and air,
Wrapping it well in linen-cloth
All over, to avoid the moth.
Those little animals alight
Mostly on what is warm and bright;
And trouble I have had enough
In former days to keep them off;
Fearing them most when, fluttering round,
They scarcely made the slightest sound,
Til, driven wildly on, the lamp
Singed them, or forced them to decamp.
Only bring you the looser linen,
Leave it to me to put the pin in.
 
  


No. 138. WRITTEN IN ILLNESS.
 

BEFORE another season comes
And frost the shrinking earth benumbs,
I think I shall be warm enough,
Like an old rat in sink or sough.
Allowing me a higher merit,
Keep off the terrier and the ferret.
 
  


No. 139. KITTY AND HER LOVER.
 

LOVER.
I DO think it quite a pity
You so young should sink in sorrow,
I must say “Goodbye,” to-morrow;
Part we must, my little Kitty.
KITTY.
Noble is indeed the feather
You have mounted on your hat;
Only let us go together,
And I’ll give you two for that.
Mother has a cock at home;
And, poor fellow, he will cry
Piteously, when, plucking, I
Hold with t’ other hand his comb.
LOVER.
Kitty! I must serve my queen.
KITTY.
But the queen won’t let you love her
Like your Kitty: Kitty’s een
Will be dim ere war be over.
LOVER.
On the Green next year we’ll dance.
KITTY.
There are Greens where briars and stones
Rise against it over bones;
There may be such Greens in France.
 
  


No. 140. CADMUS.
 

CADMUS! if you should want again
Some dragons teeth to sow the plain,
Haste hither: one old woman has
A bushel in a pan of brass.
Mind! do not throw the foam away,
Keep it to kill the birds of prey.
Its virulence excels the might
Of hellebore and aconite.
 
  


No. 141. LA PROMESSA SPOSA.
 

SLEEP, my sweet girl! and all the sleep
You take away from others, keep:
A night, no distant one, will come
When those you took their slumbers from,
Generous, ungenerous, will confess
Their joy that you have slumber’d less,
And envy more than they condemn
The rival who avenges them.
 
  


No. 142. SWIFT ON POPE.
 

(IMAGINARY.)
 

POPE, tho’ his letters are so civil,
Wishes me fairly at the devil;
A little dentifrice and soap
Is all the harm I wish poor Pope.
 
  


No. 143. THE GRATEFUL HEART.
 

THE grateful heart for all things blesses;
Not only joy, but grief endears:
I love you for your few caresses,
I love you for my many tears.
 
  


No. 144. THE FARMER THEOLOGIAN’S HARANGUE.
 

GOOD people! I wonder now what ye are a’ter,
Who made such a bother o’ late about water;
Whether children on whom not a drop ever fell
Could escape, good or naughty, the torments of hell.
While one wants it fresh and while one wants it salt,
I advise you to give it a slight dash of malt.
 
  


No. 145. POETS ON DUTY.
 

NEVER yet was poet wanting
Where a lapdog lickt a throne
While a priest the lands was chanting..
I stand off and muse alone.
 
  


No. 146. DECLINE OF LIFE.
 

How calm, O life, is thy decline!
Ah! it is only when the sun
His hot and headstrong course hath run,
Heaven’s guiding stars serenely shine.
 
  


No. 147. BRETHREN.
 

SOMEWHERE in youth I think I heard
Brethren we all should be.
From heaven, I do believe, the word
Came, and it fell on me.
 

Thy word (for it is thine) O God!
Give me the grace to keep;
Nor scourge with too severe a rod
Those who should hear, yet sleep.
 
  


No. 148. FASHIONS IN POETRY.
 

THE Swain and Nymph went out together,
Now Knight and Ladie ride o’er heather:
And who comes next? Perhaps again
Will smirk and sidle Nymph and Swain.
 
  


No. 149. ALTERNATIVE.
 

IF your heart is warm, come hither,
Let me bask in its fine weather;
But if it is cold, my charmer,
Let me try to make it warmer.
 
  


No. 150. TO THE CYCLAMEN.
 

THOU Cyclamen of crumpled horn
Toss not thy head aside;
Repose it where the Loves were born,
In that warm dell abide. — 
Whatever flowers, on mountain, field,
Or garden, may arise,
Thine only that pure odor yield
Which never can suffice.
Emblem of her I’ve loved so long,
Go, carry her this little song.
 
  


No. 151. THE PIGEON-FANCIER.
 

SOME are fanciers in religions,
Some (the wiser they) in pigeons.
I confess it, I prefer
Much the pigeon-fancier.
For I never knew him spill
Pigeon’s blood, nor threaten ill,
Whether hell’s or kitchen’s flame..
Can those others say the same?
Fools! to fancy loads of faggot
Are required to cook a maggot!
 
  


No. 152. LATE LOVE.
 

SITTING up late, incautious Love takes cold,
The wiser give him over ere grown old.
 
  


No. 153. A SENSIBLE GIRL’S REPLY TO MOORE’S
 

“OUR COUCH SHALL BE ROSES ALL SPANGLED WITH DEW.”
 

IT would give me rheumatics, and so it would you.
 
  


No. 154.
 

TO A YOUNG POET.
THE camel at the city-gate — 
Bends his flat head, and there must wait.
Thin in the desert is the palm,
And pierced the thorn to give its balm.
The Land of Promise thou shalt see,
I swear it, by myself and thee;
Rise, cheer thee up, and look around,
All earth is not for deer and hound;
Worms revel in the slime of kings,
But perish where the laurel springs.
 
  


No. 155. WISE AND UNWISE.
 

To love and to be loved the wise would give
All that for which alone the unwise live.
 
  


No. 156. FIRMNESS.
 

FIRMER the tree when winter whirls the leaves;
And should not we
Be like the tree?
Winter is sure, but often spring deceives.
 
  


No. 157. ROUTS.
 

THE breath five hundred haggards breathe
Kills every rose in Beauty’s wreathe:
And thy flame, Genius! soon goes out
Mid Fashion’s pestilential rout.
 
  


No. 158. ON SOUTHEY’S DEATH.
 

FRIENDS! hear the words my wandering thoughts would say,
And cast them into shape some other day.
Southey, my friend of forty years, is gone,
And, shattered by the fall, I stand alone.
 
  


No. 159. REFLECTION FROM SEA AND SKY.
 

WHEN I gaze upon the sky
And the sea below, I cry,
Thus be poetry and love,
Deep beneath and bright above.
 
  


No. 160. THE SOLE ASSAILANT.
 

FEW, I believe (but can not say
Exactly) try to block my way
Thro’ Letter-land; and one alone,
Of name across his street unknown,
Shouting to raise a ragged row,
Persists to pelt and hoot me now.
He might have earn’d his daily bread
By honest work, but chose instead
In the dank lane to gather nettle
Or any trash to fill the kettle,
Flavor’d with dirty salt that falls
From rancid flitch on smoky walls.
Boys who, by opening you a gate,
In broken hat off broken pate
Might catch a penny, yet prefer
To toss into your boot a bur.
 
  


No. 161. ACCUSED OF INDIFFERENCE TO PRAISE.
 

TO SOPHIA.
 

ACUTE in later as in earlier days
Hath ever been the poet’s ear to praise;
Indifferent to its loudest voice am I,
And would exchange it for your faintest sigh.
 
  


No. 162. A COMPLAINT OF INCONSTANCY.
 

SILLY one! do you think it strange
That any woman’s heart should change,
That summer’s hot, that winter’s cold,
That if you live you will grow old?
 
  


No. 163. ST CLAIR.
 

OCTOBER 5, 1796.
 

OF all the saints of earth or air
What saint was ever like St Clair!
’Twas she herself who crost my way,
And thunderstruck me yesterday.
In simple vest she stood arraid,
To mortal eyes a mortal maid,
And in her dexter hand she bore
A shining mass of shapeless ore.
My courage, voice, and memory gone,
I bow’d and kist the magic stone.
I urged attendance; she complied;
And now behold us side by side.
I speak; the country people stare..
“The Saxon speaks to empty air.”
When all but lovers long had slept,
I tost and tumbled, fretted, wept,
To Love himself vow’d endless hate,
Renounced my stars and curst my fate;
When, lo! in pity to my tears,
In sleep an angel form appears.
“Subdue,” she says, “regrets like these,
We angels vanish when we please.”
My curtains, starting, I withdrew;
The Morn appear’d, the Vision flew.
 
  


No. 164. ON ADMIRAL SIR SIDNEY SMITH.
 

No less than either who have borne the name
Of Sidney, those two Napiers of their time,
Is thine, who stoodest upon Acca’s mound
And hurledst thence defiance on the host
That would have won Byzantion, which remain’d
The solitary city unsubdued
By fraud or force, from Afric’s desart sands
To Zembla’s and Siberia’s frozen sea.
The vanquisht loved thee for thy generous soul
And own’d thee worthy to be French almost,
While England sent thee forth unrecompenst
To five and die among them.
Thus it fared
With Rodney too: but Rodney never walkt
Amid the wretched to relieve their wants,
To speak kind words, to press the palsied hand,
And carry from his own now scanty store
A portion under a worn cloak .. thou didst
Therefor be blessings on thee! therefor praise,
From one who can bestow it, and who deals
Thriftily that, and watches for desert.
 
  


No. 165. TO A YOUNG LADY.
 

TRUE, ah too true! the generous breast
Lies bare to Love and Pain:
May one alone, the worthier guest,
Find yours, and there remain.
 
  


No. 166. TO A MOURNER.
 

AWAY with tears and sorrows! bid them cease
To haunt the lofty mansions of thy soul!
Shall serpent tongues disturb its heavenly peace?
Shall puny malice its strong will controul?
 

The purest bosoms of thy native land
Beat, gentle mourner, to partake thy cares:
O’er Badon’s springs let Hermes wave his wand
And Lethe’s waters intermix with theirs.
 
  


No. 167. ANSWER TO “WHAT DO YOU BELIEVE?”
 

THIS is my faith. I do believe
That ladies never would decieve,
And that the petty fault of Eve
Is very easy to retrieve.
 

“She lost us immortality.”
Well, so she might; and what care I? — 
Eden and Paradise are nigh
As ever; you know where and why.
 
  


No. 168. TO SOUTHEY.
 

LAUGH, honest Southey! prithee come
With every laugh thou hast at home;
But leave there Virtue, lest she sneer
At one most noble British Peer,
Who ties fresh tags upon his ermine
By crying Aye and catching vermin:
Terror of those, but most the foe
Of all who think and all who know.
The passive transferable tool
Of every knave and every fool
Whom England’s angry Genius sent
To glut our hungry Parliament;
A sworn apprentice who, accurst
With pale ambition’s feverish thirst,
Is doomed to labor all he can
Yet never to be master man.
 

“Such characters, methinks you say,
We meet by hundreds every day;
And common dolts and common slaves,
Distinguisht but by stars or staves,
Should glitter and go out, exempt
From all but common men’s contempt,
The hounds that on their dunghills rot,
Fawners or snarlers, are forgot;
But not more speedily than those
Whose pleasures hang upon their nose.
Bibbons and garters, these are things
Often by Ministers and Kings,
Not over-wise nor over-nice,
Confer’d on folly and on vice.
How wide the difference let them see
‘Twixt these and immortality!”
 

Yes, oftentimes imperial Seine
Has listened to my early strain.
Beyond the Rhine, beyond the Bhone,
My Latian Muse is heard and known:
On Tiber’s bank, in Arno’s shade,
I woo’d and won the classic Maid.
When Spain from base oppression rose,
I foremost rushed amid her foes.
Gallicia’s hardy band I led,
Inspirited, and cloathed, and fed.
Homeward I turn: o’er Hatteril’s rocks
I see my trees, I hear my flocks.
Where alders mourn’d their fruitless bed,
A million larches raise the head;
And from Segovia’s hills remote
My sheep enrich my neighbor’s cote:
The wide and easy road I lead
Where never paced the harnest steed;
Where scarcely dared the goat look down
Beneath the fearful mountain’s frown,
Suspended while the torrent’s spray
Springs o’er the crags that roll away.
But Envy’s steps too soon pursue
The man who hazards schemes so new;
Who, better fit for Rome and Greece,
Thinks to be Justice of the Peace!
 
  


No. 169. GORE-HOUSE LEFT FOR PARIS.
 

UNDER the lilacs we shall meet no more,
Nor Alfred’s welcome hail me at the door,
Nor the brave guardian of the hall contend
In harsher voice to greet his trusty friend,
Nor on the banks of Arno or of Seine
Sure is my hope to bend my steps again;
But be it surer, Margarite, that Power
May stil remember many a festive hour,
More festive when we saw the captive free,
And clasp afresh the hand held forth by thee.
 
  


No. 170. OCTOBER 1799.
 

WHY should sorrow darken over
Brow by nature so serene?
Come, those lucid gems uncover,
Drop those fingers from between.
 

Sadness is my doom as often
As a sigh escapes from you.
Let me strengthen, and not soften,
Heart so tender and so true.
 

It hath spoken: why confess it?
Those loud sobs have told me thrice.
I would only not possess it,
O my love! at such a price.
 
  


No. 171. THERMOMETER.
 

IF the Rhætian Alps of old
Were insufferably cold,
Colder ten degrees are they
Since Reade’s Poems blew that way,
And those bleak and steril scalps
Now are call’d the Readian Alps.
 
  


No. 172. ASKED TO DANCE AT BATH.
 

IN first position I can stand no longer;
A time there was when these two calves were stronger
And could move bravely up and down the Booms,
But youthful days evaporate like perfumes.
 
  


No. 173. IDLENESS.
 

O IDLENESS! enchanting Idleness!
The more we have of thee, the more we love thee;
In this thou art supreme, thou art alone.
 
  


No. 174. ROSINA.
 

’Tis pleasant to behold
The little leaves unfold
Day after day, stil pouting at the Sun,
Until at last they dare
Lay their pure bosoms bare:
Of all these flowers I know the sweetest one.
 
  


No. 175. FIST AND CUDGEL.
 

IN my opinion, rulers judge ill
Who interdict the fist and cudgel,
For in the ring an open set-to
Is honester than sly stiletto.
 
  


No. 176. LAURA.
 

LAURA! the chords of your guitar,
Strike them too hurriedly, will jar;
And, Laura, thus my verses too
Are less melodious rung for you
Than when they flow from calmer vein,
And throb with neither joy nor pain.
 
  


No. 177. ONE LIBIDINOUS AND SPITEFUL.
 

So fierce and vengeful who was ever known?
The very Scorpion of the Torrid Zone.
Spite had reduced her long ago to dust
But the best half was found dissolved in lust.
 
  


No. 178. QUESTION AND ANSWER.
 

WHY back to verse?
I love to play
With children at the close of day.
 
  


No. 179. TRIPOS.
 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “DULL ESSAYS,” NAMELY,
 

“IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS,” ETC.
 

I.
 

GAFFER LOCKHART! Gaffer Lockhart!
Thon no inconvenient block art,
Tho’ unoil’d and coarse the stone,
To repass my razor on.
 

II.
 

Lockharts who twitch my skirt may feel
Some day a buffet from my heel,
Which Nature has thought fit to place
Exactly level with their face.
Kind to his cattle, blind or lame,
Murray will feed them just the same.
 

III.
 

Who would have thought the heaviest particle
That ever sank into an Article,
Blown by a whiff or two of mine,
Should cross the Ocean and the Line,
Sparkle beneath both setting sun
And rising? Yet all this is done:
Nay, more: another insect I
Quicken by electricity.
My friend the generous Crosse will own
Life-giving is not his alone.
 
  


No. 180. TO LAMARTINE.
 

NOT that the Muse with brow benign
Looks on the crown which circles thine,
And points thee out with finger strait
For great ones to behold more great,
Do I approach thee, Lamartine,
First actor in the world’s first scene..
For we poor children of the earth
Grow envious of exalted worth..
Nor is it that where Arno flows
We sought and found the same repose,
Repose which Dante never knew,
For foes were many, friends were few;
Nor that our friendships were the same
With many a bright enduring name;
No; but that France, with fond appeal,
Calls thee to guard her Commonweal;
And Europe, echoing back her voice,
Applauds the wisdom of the choice.
Once, when thy laurel’d head hung low
Beneath Affliction’s heaviest blow,
A prophetess, not always mad,
With potent speech thy tears forbad,
And show’d, beyond where deserts lay,
The glories of thy future way.
“Go, Wanderer!” she exclaimed, “go on!
The cedar-groves of Lebanon
Cast shadows over other men,
But thou must into light agen.”
She spake: the glories she foreknew,
The virtues half-escaped her view.
She saw that Man’s true right divine
(Safe in few hands, but safe in thine)
Is not to prune the deadly tree,
But wrench the root of Royalty,
And sprinkle with black salt the ground,
Exhausted, and for years unsound.
Unhoped-for under eastern skies,
She saw not this fresh dawn arise.
Europe, now free of kingly fraud,
Stands up unfettered and unaw’d;
And soon shall Africa alone
In her worst wilds that curse bemoan.
 
  


No. 181. ON SOUTHEY’S DEATH.
 

NOT the last struggles of the Sun
Precipitated from his golden throne
Hold darkling mortals in sublime suspence;
But the calm exod of a man,
Nearer, but far above, who ran
The race we run, when Heaven recalls him hence.
 

Thus, O thou pure of mortal taint,
Thus, O my Southey! poet, sage, and saint,
Thou after saddest silence art removed:
What voice in anguish can we raise,
Or would we, dare we, in thy praise?
God now does that.. the God thy whole heart loved.
 
  


No. 182. PITY AND COMPASSION.
 

LET pity and compassion be outspred,
Early as prayer, above the boyish head,
There take full swoop, there find unbroken rest!
No blessing ever leaves the human breast
Without returning to it, soon or late,
And driving back the strides of adverse fate.
 
  


No. 183. THE TIMID.
 

MAIDENS are timid; were they bolder
One’s head had rested on my shoulder,
And I above her slender neck
Had breath’d the thoughts I could not speak.
Breath’d! and what breath! her own! her own!
Heaven breath’d it in her breast alone.
There may be.. ah there is!.. a bliss
Even on our earth, surpassing this:
He who deserves it, he shall gain it,
And may he thro’ long life retain it!
Happiest of mortal men! for he
May rest upon her constancy.
But let him know that every day
The fire now bright will ash away
Unless the sinking flame be fan’d
With active and unsparing hand,
And Love, as once, be ever near
To catch the sigh and wipe the tear.
 
  


No. 184. LIFE’S ROMANCE.
 

LIFE’S torne Romance we thumb throughout the day:
Cast it aside: ’tis better this be done
Ere fall between its leaves the dust that none
Can blow away.
 
  


No. 185. THE ROYAL FEAST.
 

TWAS at the royal feast for Kars
By faithful Russia won;
Seated, if not aside of Mars,
Aside of Marsis son,
 

Who bears a plume of purest white,
Which plume he proudly shows
To guide old chiefs agape for fight,
But fitter for repose,
 

Twas at this royal feast Panmure
His portly paunch displaid..
“But art thou very, very sure?”
The baldpate patron said.
 

“Ay, sixteen thousand,” quoth Milord,
“Surrendered to our Tzar,
Enforced by Famine: now the sword
Methinks is sick of war.”
 

“Then,” quoth the Mars-born, “we will ask
Our master in the north
What (may it please him!) such a task
Perform’d for him is worth.”
 

Assure him it is our intent
For ever to go on so:
Odessa shows him how we meant
To please him and Woronzow.
 

Napier, than whom no seaman braver
Hath scourged the Baltic coast,
Threatens his city; we will save her:
Gunboats! yes; four at most.
 

Say we have daughters growing up
Who like such pretty things
As jewels, and should never stoop
Below the rank of kings.
 

Panmure, be ready with thy tongue,
Be ready with thy pen,
Else we may see the world go wrong
And Kars the Turk’s agen.
 

Tell Palmerston he may, if wise,
Our firm support rely on.
Say he may praise above the skies
But must pull down that Guyon.
 
  


No. 186. ENGLAND! WELL DONE!
 

ENGLAND! well done! you strike at last,
And no false German holds you fast.
What say Balmoral and Berlin
When, spite of them, you thus begin?
Perhaps they say you go too far,
And wound all princes thro’ the Tzar.
 
  


No. 187. TWICE TEN YEARS.
 

I WAS not young when first I met
That graceful mien, that placid brow:
Ah! twice ten years have past, and yet
Near these I am not older now.
 

Happy how many have been made
Who gazed upon your sunny smile!
I sate as happy in the shade
To hear the voice that could beguile.
 

My sorrow for whate’er I left
In bright Ansonia, land of song,
And felt my breast not quite bereft
Of those home joys cast down so long.
 
  


No. 188. THE LOST JEWEL.
 

THE jewel that is absent from the ring
We, after long entreaty, may supply;
But who, infolded in his breast, shall bring
A word once fallen, a long wanting sigh?
 

Such word, such sigh, as must perforce have burst
From him who placed it or who saw it placed,
And lookt between those eyelashes when first
A tender smile his little gift had graced.
 
  


No. 189. THE ROYAL BEAGLES.
 

WHERE are the royal beagles so high-fed?
The grated cart shakes them from side to side,
Protruding with stretcht neck the sweating tongue:
Open it; take them by the scuff, and toss
The creatures into kennel: let them bark,
And stand upright against the bolted door
All day, and howl all night.
O Politics!
Can no man touch ye but his hand must stink
His whole life thro’? must sound become unsound
In your inclosure?
O ye busy mites
That live within our cheese, and fatten there,
And seem its substance, must ye feel the keen
And searching air, and thus be swept away!
The scullery and sink receive ye, sent
Pace after race; and yet ye will outlast
Sesostris and Osiris, girded round
By guards of obelisks and pyramids;
Your generations numberless, your food
Man’s corrupt nature, man’s corroded heart
Man’s liquified and unsubstantial brain.
Yea, while the world rolls on, unfelt to roll,
There will be Greys and Stanleys round its core.
Divested of their marrow and their nerve,
Gigantic forms lie underneath our feet
Without our knowing it: we pass, repass,
And only stop, and then stop listlessly,
Or idly curions, when some scient hand
Unearths and holds huge bones before our eyes,
And says, “Ye trampled on them, silly clowns!
Now they may teach you somewhat; try to learn.”
Meanwhile the meadow hums with insect sounds,
And gilded backs and wings o’ertop the grass,
And, cap in hand, and over bog and briar,
Men run to catch them. Such are prized, and cased
In secret cabinet for royal use.
 
  


No. 190. ON THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE TURNING THE TZAR’S PORTRAIT AGAINST THE WALL AT CHATSWORTH.
 

WONDER not, stranger, coming from the dome
Where Nature in her beauty sits enthroned,
To find that Virtue exiles from her home
Him at whose feet whole nations long have groaned.
 

Wonder not that the tyrant’s painted mask
Is turn’d against the wall: his generous host
Knew not the traitor.. Fount of Truth! we ask
In fear if such example must be lost
 

In other palaces, in higher seats,
Whose floor erewhile the smooth barbarian trod,
The heart of Cavendish this verse repeats,
“An honest man’s the noblest work of God.”
 
  


No. 191. TO TIME, ON CH. NAPIER.
 

TIME! seated on thy hoary rock,
Let Ages o’er thee roll,
Their shifting movements calmly mock,
Above such weak controll.
 

Yet thou art mortal; men there are
Immortal; they from heaven
Look down on thee, and little care
What scars thy wrath has given.
 

With healing on thy wings, O Time,
To these shalt thou descend,
And lift them o’er that mound sublime
Where earth and heaven blend.
 

Rise, Napier! thou art call’d away
By him who hears my call,
By him whom all for once obey,
Beyond that once not all.
 
  


No. 192. THE CRIMEAN HEROES.
 

HAIL, ye indomitable heroes, hail!
Despite of all your generals ye prevail.
 
  


No. 193. OBSERVING A VULGAR NAME ON THE PLINTH OF AN ANCIENT STATUE.
 

BARBARIANS must we always be?
Wild hunters in pursuit of fame?
Must there be nowhere stone or tree
Ungasht with some ignoble name?
Venus! in thy Tuscan dome
May every God watch over thee!
Apollo! bend thy bow o’er Rome
And guard thy sister s chastity.
Let Britons paint their bodies blue
As formerly, but touch not you.
 
  


No. 194. RELIEF AT THE CRIMEA.
 

FLANNEL, and potted meat, and rum,
Before the dog-days will have come
In Ellesmere’s expected yacht..
I know but one event like that.
Here is my story.. I remember
About the middle of December
Ice fringed the Arno, crisp and clear,
And upon shallow pools might bear.
A gentleman from Tipperary,
Alert as he is wise and wary,
Wrote home for skates: one fine May morn
The skates he wrote for reach Leghorn.
 
  


No. 195. TO THE EMPEROR.
 

Now thou hast left this friendly shore,
And civic shouts are heard no more,
Crisping afar the pliant wave
That bore the beauteous with the brave..
Aloof from others here I stand
Erect upon my native land.
Napoleon! never came I near
The courtly train while thou wert here,
Nor sought the depths of that calm eye
To me once friendly: hear me why.
No, hear not me, but Rome; and there
Look on the broken curule chair.
Above its fragments sits elate
A priest! o’er all that once was great.
We grieve it gone, but grieve far more
To lose what one man could restore.
Whatever country be our home,
We had one nurse, and she was Rome.
The past is past, but may return,
And wisdom yet more wisdom learn.
Power is unstable, Truth is not;
Be both, for Europe’s sake, thy lot!
Tell Justice to outspread her wings
And cool the crazy heads of kings:
Her balance may be now restored
By throwing in the Gallic sword.
Thy future glory let it be
To serve the good and rule the free.
 
  


No. 196. TO PRINCE ADAM CZARTORISKI.
 

THE house of mourning in a foren land
I have no privilege to enter now;
When all were happy there, I entered it,
A not unhonored nor ungrateful guest.
By bad men hated and by good beloved,
I have lived on, not unconcern’d, amid
The struggles and uprisings of our world,
The shattered hopes of nations, which their God
Calls with his trumpet to unite again,
And to embody in more glorious form.
I panted to be present on that day,
And may yet see it.
Down, usurpers, down
Ye perjurers, ye blasphemers! Down, false Gods,
Who made earth hell! in hell be now adored.
One like yourselves shall smite you, that the blow
May fall the heavier on your abject heads.
Shalt not thou, Czartoriski, live to see
The justice thy beloved land implores
Of those her valor rescued from the sword?
Perhaps thou mayest not; for years and cares
Have weigh’d upon thee sorely: but whoe’er
Hath lived as thou hast lived may look behind
And hear the plaudits of a noble race
Bursting thro’ light and darkness from afar.
Is there no solace in the gentle voice
Of that brave man whose brow was gaslit with swords,
But before sword or scepter never bent?
The shameless were ashamed: his prison-door
Flew open: he went forth, and breath’d free air
In other lands than those which celebrate
His natal day in sadness and despair.
To such Death’s portal opens not in gloom,
But its pure chrystal hinged on solid gold
Shows avenues interminable, shows
Amaranth and palm, quivering in sweet accord
Of human mingled with angelic song.
 
  


No. 197. HYPOCRICY WHY HATED.
 

THERE’s no hypocricy in being civil
Even to one you wish were at the devil.
It is not that you hate it, but you hate
(Dont you ?) the man for somewhat good or great.
Half, more than half, the honest I have known
Feel at the heart the truth they dare not own.
 
  


No. 198. A GIFT OF POEMS.
 

SEND me such poems as a treat!
By Jupiter! I’d rather eat
A mangy fox or Cheshire cheese,
Or any ordure that you please.
 
  


No. 199. NELSON, COLLINGWOOD, AND PELLEW.
 

FEW have been better, braver none have been,
Than Nelson: iron were his will and power
With man, with woman flexible as gold.
Who are the twain aside him who support
His steps? Two greater even than himself,
More virtuous, nor less valiant. Years and years
This toil’d upon the waves, nor rested he
His weary feet on his domestic hearth,
Nor felt the embraces of a tender brood
Or wife the cherisht of his youthful days:
And that, with countenance as firmly mild,
Shared nearly the same lot; but more than once
He claspt his blooming offspring to his breast
Then sprang afloat.
Our annals may record
Actions more glorious than whatever shone
On other lands and other seas: not Blake’s,
Not even Blake’s, inspired by God himself,
Displayed more active, more intrepid skill,
More calm decision than was thine, Pellew!
Deliverer of all nations that the world
Bemoan’d as helpless, hopeless, in Algiers.
France came and strode across the shattered walls
And waved her flag above them, and stil waves,
Regardless of her vows: but when were oaths
Regarded by her? even with herself?
The Frank of old was free in wood and swamp,
The Arab in his desert: now alike
They share the chain; one proud to see it shine,
The other biting it with frantic tooth
Til burnt alive for such fierce contumacy.
 
  


No. 200. THE BIBLE.
 

THE Bible is the Earth; and we begin
To learn a little of what lies within.
 
  


No. 201. SYMPATHY.
 

WHEN our eyes melt not with another’s woes
Methinks ’tis time they should for ever close.
 
  


No. 202. TO SOUTHEY.
 

AH Southey! how we stumble on thro’ life
Among the broken images of dreams,
Not one of them to be rais’d up agen!
 
  


No. 203. WHO ARE THE BEST LABORERS?
 

You in good blinkers can see nothing shocking,
I shy and start before a crimson stocking;
I think what dippings and how deep have died
Those courtly trappings of unchristian pride;
Then, looking into the next field, percieve
Men work the better for less width of sleeve.
 
  


No. 204. FRIENDSHIP.
 

THERE is a flame that flickers over us,
Paler, yet not unlike the flame of love:
It never burns the hand: below the urn
That holds it, FRIENDSHIP is the word I read.
 
  


No. 205. TO ONE UNEQUALLY MATCHED.
 

BEAR it, O matcht unequally, you must,
And in your strength and virtue firmly trust.
The Power that rules our destinies decreed
One heart should harden and another bleed.
 
  


No. 206. FAULTS ACKNOWLEDGED.
 

THE soft I own to; then of fun
I must acknowledge I have none,
And am the only man that ever
Doubted if he, in wit, was clever.
 
  


No. 207. SERMONI PROPIORA.
 

LITTLE do they who glibly talk of verse
Know what they talk about, and what is worse,
Think they are judges if they dare to pass
Sentence on higher heads.
The mule and ass
Know who have made them what they are, and heed
From far the neighing of the generous steed.
Gell, Drummond, Hare, and wise and witty Ward
Knew at first sight and sound the genuine bard,
But the street hackneys, fed on nosebag bran,
Assail the poet and defame the man.
Let them but try to write as good a line
As that, however bad, which they malign,
And tho’ their life upon the task were spent,
Scarce would that life accomplish that intent.
I never was too bashful, yet have stood
Low in the shadow of the Delphic wood,
While Bobus, older than myself, four years,
Sat with the Muse’s first-created peers,
The high Choregus of the classic song
To whom alone all ancient lyres belong,
To whom from Dirce’s rock came Pindar down
And proud Lucretius held his fresher crown.
 
  


No. 208. SINGING BIRDS.
 

MERLE! cushat! mavis! when but young
More vulgar names from mother tongue
Often and often, much I fear,
Have wounded your too patient ear,
Before our dame, old Poesie,
Took me and held me on her knee,
“Woodpigeon dear!” I may have said,
Hearing you coo above my head,
And “Speckled thrush! let that poor worm
Creep safely thro’ the rain and storm.
Blackbird! unless it tires you, stay
And sing me one more song to-day.”
Ye listened then; and each one did
(Except the thrush) as he was bid.
I doubt if now ye sing so well
In your fine names; but who can tell?
 
  


No. 209. THE THREE ROSES.
 

WHEN the buds began to burst,
Long ago, with Rose the First
I was walking; joyous then
Far above all other men,
Til before us up there stood
Britonferry s oaken wood,
Whispering “Happy as thou art,
Happiness and thou must part.”
Many summers have gone by
Since a Second Rose and I
(Rose from that same stem) have told
This and other tales of old.
She upon her wedding-day
Carried home my tenderest lay;
From her lap I now have heard
Gleeful, chirping, Rose the Third.
Not for her this hand of mine
Rhyme with nuptial wreath shall twine;
Cold and torpid it must lie,
Mute the tongue, and closed the eye.
 
  


No. 210. SCRAPES AND MALADIES.
 

THE scrapes of youth and maladies of age
In Life’s account-book blur how many a page.
 
  


No. 211. LIFE HURRIES BY.
 

Life hurries by, and who can stay
One winged Hour upon her way?
The broken trellis then restore
And train the woodbine round the door.
 
  


No. 212. ANOTHER AGE.
 

COME, Dante! virtuous, sage, and bold,
Come, look into that miry fold;
Foxes and wolves lie there asleep,
O’ergorged; and men but wake to weep;
Come, Saints and Virgins! whose one tomb
Is Rome’s parental catacomb; — 
Above where once ye bled, there now
Foul breath blows blushes from the brow
Of maidens, whipt until they fall
To feed the plump confessional.
O earlier shades! not less revered!
In your Elysium ye have heard
No tale so sad, no tale so true,
None so incredible to you.
Gloomy as droops the present day,
And Hope is chill’d and shrinks away,
Another age perhaps may see
Freedom raise up dead Italy.
 
  


No. 213. WHAT SIGHS DO.
 

EACH year bears something from us as it flies,
We only blow it farther with our sighs.
 
  


No. 214. ON FREEDOM.
 

LET Freedom on thy breast descend,
O Earth! and love thy truest friend,
For wayward as his flights may be,
He never was unkind to thee.
 
  


No. 215. THE LAST GIFT.
 

THE shadows deepen round me; take
I will not say my last adieu,
But, this faint verse; and for my sake
Keep the last line I trace for you.
 

The years that lightly touch your head,
Nor steal away nor change one hair,
Press upon mine with heavy tread
And leave but barren laurels there.
 

Another year I may not see,
I may not all I hope in this,
Recieve then on your brow from me
And give Rosina’s lips the kiss.
 
  


No. 216. THE DEATH IN PARIS
 

OF JANE SOPHIA, COUNTESS DE MOLANDE.
 

TEARS! are they tears indeed?
And can the dead heart bleed?
Suffering so long, so much,
O heart! I thought no touch
Of pain could reach thee more!
Alas! the thought is o’er.
I will wipe off the tear
That falls not on her bier
Who would have wept o’er mine.
Ah me! that form divine
Above my reach must rest
And make the blest more blest.
 
  


No. 217. WHERE ARE THE BRAVE?
 

WHERE are the brave?
With God: for Earth gives up
All who would circulate the social cup
Of sober freedom.
What men have chain’d down
Italians, Poles, Hungarians?
What ? Our own.
Blush, honest England! thy embroidered knaves
Have forged the links that despots drill on slaves.
Ah England! art thou honest? but for thee
Man had been manly, Europe had been free.
 
  


No. 218. GOLDSMITH AND GRAY.
 

SWEET odors and bright colors swiftly pass,
Swiftly as breath upon a looking-glass.
Byron, the schoolgirl’s pet, has lived his day,
And the tall maypole scarce remembers May.
Thou, Nature, bloomest in perennial youth..
Two only are eternal.. thou and Truth.
Who walks not with thee thro’ the dim Churchyard?
Who wanders not with Erin’s wandering bard?
Who sits not down with Auburn’s pastor mild
To take upon his knee the shyest child?
These in all hearts will find a kindred place,
And live the last of our poetic race.
 
  


No. 219. A FOX IN A CRADLE.
 

A FOX, to Castlecombe pursued
From Badmington, thro’ down and wood,
In a child’s cradle took his place
And lay there like a babe of Grace.
Ah babes of Grace! beware lest you
Be come about by foxes too.
There are some black ones at their holes
Who lick their lips for you, poor souls!
I sniff the scent; I hear the sign
In Wilberforce’s distant whine.
Let your old nurses tuck you tight, — 
Or they will share your sheets at night.
 
  


No. 220. WHERE ARE SIGHS?
 

UNLESS my senses are more dull
Sighs are become less plentiful.
Where are they all? these many years
Only my own have reacht my ears.
 
  


No. 221. GIBBON.
 

GIBBON! if sterner patriots than thyself
With firmer foot have stampt our English soil;
If Poesy stood high above thy reach,
She stood with only one on either hand
Upon the cliffs of Albion tall and strong:
Meanwhile gregarious songsters trampt around
On plashy meadow-land, mid noisome flowers
Sprung from the rankness of flush city-drains.
In other regions graver History
Meets her own Muse; nor walk they far below.
The rivulets and mountain-rills of Greece
Will have dried up while Avon stil runs on;
And those four rivers freshening Paradise
Gush yet, tho’ Paradise had long been lost
Had not one man restored it; he was ours.
Not song alone detain’d him, tho’ the song
Came from the lips of Angels upon his,
But strenuous action when his country call’d
Drew him from those old groves and that repose
In which the enchantress Italy lulls all.
No Delphic laurel’s trembling glimmery leaves
Checkered thy gravel-walk; ’twas evener ground,
Altho’ mid shafts and cornices o’ergrown
With nettles, and palatial caverns choakt
With rubbish from obliterated names.
There are who blame thee for too stately step
And words resounding from inflated cheek.
Words have their proper places, just like men.
I listen to, nor venture to reprove,
Large language swelling under gilded domes,
Byzantine, Syrian, Persepolitan,
Or where the world’s drunk master lay in dust.
Fabricius heard and spake another tongue,
And such the calm Cornelia taught her boys,
Such Scipio, Cæsar, Tullius, marshaling,
Cimber and wilder Scot were humanized,
And, far as flew the Eagles, all was Rome.
Thou lookedst down complacently where brawl’d
The vulgar factions that infest our streets,
And turnedst the black vizor into glass
Thro’ which men saw the murderer and the cheat
In diadem and cowl. Erectly stood,
After like work with fiercer hand perform’d,
Milton, as Adam pure, as Michael strong,
When brave Britannia struck her bravest blow,
When monstrous forms, half-reptile and half-man,
Snatcht up the hissing snakes from off Hell’s floor
And flung them with blind fury at her crest.
Two valiant men sprang up, of equal force,
Protector and Defender each alike.
Milton amid the bitter sleet drove on,
Shieldbearer to the statelier one who struck
That deadly blow which saved our prostrate sires
And gave them (short the space!) to breathe once more.
History hath beheld no pile ascend
So lofty, large, symmetrical, as thine,
Since proud Patavium gave Rome’s earlier chiefs
To shine again in virtues and in arms.
Another rises from the couch of pain,
Wounded, and worne with service and with years,
To share fraternal glory, and ward off
(Alas, to mortal hand what vain essay!)
The shafts of Envy.
May Thucydides,
Recalled to life among us, close his page
Ere come the Pestilence, ere come the shame
Of impotent and Syracusan war!
Lately (how strange the vision!) o’er my sleep
War stole, in bandages untinged with wounds,
Wheezing and limping on fat nurse’s arm
To take a draught of air before the tent,
And, for each step too fast or wide, rebuked.
Peace stood with folded arms nor ventured near,
But Scorn ran closer, and a shout went up
From north and south above the Euxine wave.
 
  


No. 222. THE DESCENT OF ORPHEUS
 

THE shell assuaged his sorrow: thee he sang,
Sweet wife! thee with him on the shore alone,
At rising dawn, at parting day, sang thee.
The mouths of Tænarus, the gates of Dis,
Groves dark with dread, he entered; he approacht
The Manes and their awful king, and hearts
That knew not pity yet for human prayer.
Rous’d at his song, the shades of Erebus
Rose from their lowest, most remote abodes,
Faint shades, and empty semblances of life,
Numberless as from woodland wilds the birds
That wintery evening drives or mountain storm:
Mothers and husbands, unsubstantial crests
Of high-soul’d heroes, boys, unwedded maids,
And youths swept off before their parents’ eyes.
The deep black oose and rough unsightly reed
Of slow Cocytusis unyielding pool,
And Styx confines them, flowing ninefold round.
The halls and inmost Tartarus of Death,
And (the blue adders twisting in their hair)
The Furies were astounded.
On he stept,
And Cerberus held agape his triple jaws;
On stept the bard.. Ixion’s wheel stood still.
Now, past all peril, free was his return,
And now was hastening into upper air
Eurydice, when sudden madness siezed
The incautious lover; pardonable fault,
If they below could pardon: on the verge
Of light he stood, and on Eurydice
(Mindless of fate, alas! and soul-subdued)
Lookt back.
There, Orpheus! Orpheus! there was all
Thy labor shed, there burst the Dynast’s bond,
And thrice arose that rumor from the lake.
“Ah what!” she cried, “what madness hath undone
Me! and, ah wretched! thee, my Orpheus too!
For lo! the cruel Fates recall me now;
Chill slumbers press my swimming eyes.. Farewell!
Night rolls intense around me as I spread
My helpless arms.. thine, thine no more.. to thee.”
She spake, and, like a vapour, into air
Flew, nor beheld him as he claspt the void
And sought to speak; in vain; the ferry-guard
Now would not row him o’er the lake again,
His wife twice lost, what could he? whither go?
What chaunt, what wailing, move the Powers of Hell?
Cold in the Stygian bark and lone was she.
Beneath a rock o’er Strymon’s flood on high,
Seven months, seven long-continued months, ’tis said,
He breath’d his sorrows in a desert cave,
And sooth’d the tiger, moved the oak, with song.
So Philomela mid the poplar shade
Bemoans her captive brood: the cruel hind
Saw them unplumed and took them: but all night
Grieves she, and, sitting on the bough, runs o’er
Her wretched tale, and fills the woods with woe.
 
  


No. 223. PROMISE.
 

I MAY not add to youth’s brief days
Nor bid the fleeting hours stand still;
No, Rose; but I can waft your praise
To distant ages, and I will.
Forgotten be my name if yours
In its fresh purity endures.
 
  


No. 224. WHAT IS DEPLORABLE.
 

IT is deplorable to fear an enemy,
But more deplorable to fear a friend,
As wicked men must do, and good men may.
 
  


No. 225. AN ALABASTER HAND
 

PRESENTED BY LORD ELGIN.
 

HE who, rais’d high o’er war’s turmoils,
Rescued from Time his richest spoils,
Had laid them at thy feet, O Rose!
But Britain cried, To me belong
Trophies beneath whose shadows sung
The choir of Pallas where Ilissus flows.
 

Of purest alabaster, well
Expressing what our speech would tell,
Beauteous, but somewhat less divine
Than Pheidias, taught by Pallas, plan’d,
Elgin presents the only hand
That throbs not at the slightest touch of thine.
 
  


No. 226. THE STERN BROW.
 

You say my brow is stern and yet my smile
(When I do smile) is sweet.
Seldom, ah seldom so! ’tis only while
None see us when we meet.
 

It is your smile, Ianthe, and not mine,
Altho’ upon my lips;
Your’s brought it thither; its pale rays decline
Too soon in sad eclipse.
 
  


No. 227. THE IMMOVABLE POWER.
 

THERE is a power, itself immovable,
Which makes the worlds around it move and shine,
O thou, of God’s bright ministers most lovable,
Such power and station in this world are thine.
 
  


No. 228. IGNORANCE OF BOTANY.
 

I HARDLY know one flower that grows
On my small garden plot;
Perhaps I may have seen a Rose
And said, Forget-me-not
 
  


No. 229. MILITARY MERIT REWARDED.
 

WORTH is rewarded, even here,
With praises; nor is this all:
Havelock wins fivescore pounds a year,
And Guyon.. a dismissal.
 

But Napier, who on many a day
Perform’d the foremost part,
And fill’d the murderers with dismay..
He won.. a broken heart.
 
  


No. 230. ON ONE IN ILLNESS.
 

HEALTH, strength, and beauty, who would not resign,
And be neglected by the world, if you
Round his faint neck your loving arms would twine,
And bathe his aching brow with pity’s dew?
 
  


No. 231. LA PENSIEROSA.
 

IT is not envy, it is fear
Impels me, while I write, to say
When Poesy invites, forbear
Sometimes to walk her tempting way;
Readier is she to swell the tear
Than its sharp tinglings to allay.
 

To our first loves we oft return
When years, that smoothe our path, are past,
And wish again the incense-urn
Its flickering flame once more to cast
On paler brows, until the bourn
Is reacht where we may rest at last.
 

Are there no stories fit for song
And fit for maiden lips to sing?
To you, O Rose, they all belong,
About your knee they fondly cling,
They love the accents of your tongue,
They seek the shadow of your wing.
 

Ah! let the Hours be blythe and free,
With Hope for ever at their side,
And let the Muses chaunt a glee
Of pleasures that await the bride,
Of sunny life’s untroubled sea,
Smooth sands and gently-swelling tide.
 

A time will come when steps are slow
And apt on ancient scenes to rest,
When life hath lost its former glow
And, one by one, your shrinking breast
Hath dropt the flowers refreshing so
That mansion of the truly blest.
 

Then, nor til then, in spring go forth
The graves of waiting friends to see:
It would be pleasant to my earth
To know your step, if that might be:
A bayleaf is above my worth,
A daisy is enough for me.
 
  


No. 232. ON THE TZAR.
 

PEACE! fly to Heaven; and, righteous war!
Come down.
Europe sits trembling at a despot’s frown.
O’er provinces and realms behold him stride!
And seas of blood alone can quench his pride.
Strike, valiant arm, impatient of disgrace,
And let him die the death of half his race!
 
  


No. 233. RISTORMEL.
 

SUMMER is come, and must I never see
Thro’ its dense leaves, Ristormel, aught of thee?
Never the time-defying castlewall,
The fragil bridge, the sparkling waterfall?
Ah there are other sights, how far more dear
Than castle, bridge, or river swift and clear,
Or that green meadow, or that dim retreat
Under the oaks, or that broad garden-seat,
Where thoughts were many and where words were few..
Must I, Ristormel, bid all these adieu?
Above the river’s ever-restless flow
I hear one soothing voice; it whispers no.
 
  


No. 234. TO MANIN IN HEAVEN.
 

MANIN! thy country mourns thee; but afar
Shines o’er the Adrian sea thy cloudless star,
And every child throughout the land to thee
At rising sun and setting, bends the knee.
To thy pure soul ten thousand altars bear
Each a thanksgiving sigh and hopeful prayer.
 
  


No. 235. THE ALBUM OPENED.
 

JUST as opposite in merit
As in place these lines you see.
She has pathos, she has spirit,
Naught but what she gave has he.
 

Never image springs without her,
Rose comes first, and last comes Rose,
And the chaff he throws about her
Her bright amber-drops inclose.
 
  


No. 236. THE ALBUM CLOSED.
 

I NEVER thought to see thee end in blanks
So soon, O cherisht book!
Return to her who fill’d a few, with thanks
Upon thy saddened look:
 

Bid her in these or other lands be blest
With health and love and peace:
Devoting thus one vacant page, we rest..
For here our wishes cease.
 
  


No. 237. TO SIR HENRY STRACHEY.
 

STRACHEY! now may’st thou praise thy God
That thy tired feet long since retrod
Thy ancient hall, thy native fields,
And spurn’d the wealth that India yields.
Millions were grateful for thy care,
For wrong redrest and guilt laid bare:
Short-lived is Gratitude, of all
The Virtues first to faint and fall.
That court where thy tribunal stood
Is dyed and drencht with British blood.
Mothers and infants lie around
Hewn piecemeal: but from one worse wound
Brave husbands save a fond chaste breast,
Pierce it, and there again find rest.
 
  


No. 238. THE PRINCE OF LEININGEN.
 

MURDERED OCTOBER 6, 1849, BY THE AUSTRIAN.
 

AMONG the foremost of Earth’s freeborn men
Hungarians stil bemoan thee, Leiningen!
Even England, fallen from her high estate,
Beholds, tho’ dimly, the sublimely great.
She hugged too fondly her distorted sons,
Castlereas, Cannings, Russells, Palmerstons:
No more asleep or drunk, she marks afar
Deserted Guyon o’er the Raglan star,
And blesses Kossuth’s Demosthenic tongue,
Dividing true from false, and right from wrong.
O could thy spirit fly across the sea,
And those who boast thy blood resemble thee.
 
  


No. 239. ON THE EARTHQUAKE AT ST SAUVEUR AND BÏARITZ THE NIGHT OF THE EMPEROR’S ARRIVAL.
 

THE mountains bow’d and trembled as he came,
Shall not Earth’s man-gorged monsters do the same?
 
  


No. 240. TO ARTHUR WALKER,
 

NEPHEW OF SIR BALDWIN.
 

SOLDIER and Saint! go forth. A groan of pain
Draws unavailing Pity from the slain:
She points before thee where, on either hand,
Angels of mercy, mortal angels, stand.
Go, Arthur! Friends will weep; but sternest Pride
May shed some tears, some few, he would not hide.
The path of danger ever was thy path:
God’s children heed not Man’s unmanly wrath.
He call’d thee forth and led thee unapall’d
Where Pestilence smote cities, vainly wall’d:
May He who rules the tempest, O may He
Protect and guide thee on the Euxine Sea!
 
  


No. 241. TO THE AUTHOR OF “THE PLAINT OF FREEDOM.”
 

PRAISER of Milton! worthy of his praise!
How shall I name thee? art thou yet unnamed?
While verses flourish hanging overhead
In looser tendrils than stern husbandry
May well approve, on thee shall none descend?
At Milton’s hallowed name thy hymn august
Sounds as the largest bell from minster-tower.
I ponder; and in time may dare to praise;
Milton had done it; Milton would have graspt
Thy hand amid his darkness, and with more
Impatient pertinacity because
He heard the voice and could not see the face.
 
  


No. 242. TO CAROLINE CHISHOLM.
 

How little have the powerful of the earth
Aided in raising up God’s image, marred
In falling, and from age to age trod down!
Crowns have but crusht it; shepherds and their flocks
Only the more defiled it; Laws have buzzed
Perplexing round about; before the prance
Of War they cowered awhile, then seized his hand,
And, running at his side, took half the spoil.
Europe and Asia rais’d Gods over Gods,
Men over men; but gentle brotherhood
They never knew. Our iland sent beyond
The Atlantic wave some stubborn hearts, unmoved
By pity, and intolerant of tears.
One after sent she forth of milder mien,
And Peace and Justice were the counselers
On right and left of that sage patriarch:
Brave was the sire, but braver was the son,
Founder of states to live when Europe dies.
Greater than he comes one whom never gain
Attracted, never sanguinary field
Delighted, never idle peace allured
From earnest duty: thro’ remoter seas
Her vessel sails.. her vessel? Yes, that helm
A woman guides.. but One above guides her.
Chisholm! of all the ages that have roll’d
Around this rolling globe, what age hath seen
Such arduous, such heaven-guided enterprise
As thine? Crime flies before thee, and the shores
Of Austral Asia, lustrated by thee,
Collect no longer the putrescent weeds
Of Europe, cast by senates to infect
The only unpolluted continent.
Thither hast thou conducted honest toil
Fainting of hunger on the wealthy street,
Thither the maiden in whose pallid face
Lust thought he saw his victim, but could raise
Only one blush and one indignant tear.
These, these hast thou watcht over, nor hast lookt
Beyond, where Glory sits awaiting thee;
Nor wouldst thou hear with any fresh delight,
What sages in their histories will record,
That the most potent empire of the earth
Was planted, some five centuries before,
Under God’s guidance by his Chisholm’s hand.
Semiramis begirt with terraced walls
Her mighty city for the prince and slave;
Thy grander soul threw open a wide world
With one command, Be virtuous and be free.
 
  


No. 243. DEATH OF BLAKE.
 

BLAKE.
THE pillow is too soft; my head sinks in;
Raise me up higher: that will do, my men!
But where is England? Are they cliffs or clouds
That rise before me?
CAPTAIN.
There are both, Sir, both
Ahead of us. But you without your glass
See better than the rest of us.
BLAKE.
How so?
I could not read my Bible in the sun,
Nor see the porpoises that played below
But yesterday. My sight grows worse and worse..
My hearing too.. I catch your words by halves..
I can not hear the water. Do we move?
CAPTAIN.
Ay, Sir, and homeward.
BLAKE.
My home lies, methinks,
Nearer than thine.
CAPTAIN (aside).
God help him! he forgets
That we are neighbors in our pleasant vale,
That he has caught me up and twicht my chin
When I would run into the house for shame.
BLAKE.
Look out, men! Level with the shrouds, nay, lower,
The mists loom over-head; the cliffs are close;
Beware; mind each his business; leave me here,
And say no more; for I am faint.. at heart
Not very.. yet there too.
O restless soul,
So soon to leave me with my God alone,
Why sickenest thou? He will support my steps
To His own house and rest me with His own.
CAPTAIN.
General! He hears you; He hath heard our prayer.
BLAKE.
I thought.. but I was wrong.. that my command
Was Let all leave me. Once none disobeyed;
Now, alas! now.. O Robert Blake! thy voice
Is weak indeed; it was not so, time past.
CAPTAIN.
Sir! the most duteous is the only one
Who here hath disobeyed. Forgive this fault,
The first in Edward Hardy you have blamed.
BLAKE.
I dare not blame it. How much greater faults
Have I committed when thy years were mine!
Yet they were all forgiven, else the Lord
Would not have rais’d me from my low estate
To gain His battles, with true men like thee.
Ah surely I am haler than I was,
And much of fever hath abated in me,
For I feel moisture on my hand and cheek.
What! groanest thou at this? Wouldst wish me dead
Because in battle ’twas not mine to die?
CAPTAIN.
O Sir! my tears have wetted you! they may
Do mischief!
BLAKE.
There are tears that brave men shed
And brave men only; thine have done me good;
Squander no more of them; reserve the rest
For better.. men I would have said, but men
Is not the word.. For woman.. spouse and widow.
Where are we now?
CAPTAIN.
The Lizard is in sight.
BLAKE.
Happy, O England! he who meets thee safe,
Mistress of nations, mistress of thyself..
Be this thy glory!
CAPTAIN.
No small part is yours,
My general!
BLAKE.
Hush, thou babbler! without more
As bold, as self-devoted.. Am I proud?
I, who should now grow humbler.. without those
Nothing were done for England’s Commonwealth:
Long, long as ye deserve it, may it last!
Edward! I think no better word, if any,
Will follow. Lower my head. Thanks; thanks; good-bye.
Thus sank the wisest of the godly-brave,
And England’s own high heart sank too.. how deep!
She saw his bones, yet moist with their own clay,
Amid the giggles of the fouly fair
And smirks of prelates in like lawn arraid,
A drunken king dig from the grave and spurn.
Britain! take up thy spear; the morn is fresh;
A brood of the same beasts is prowling round
In packs; prick onward; let not one escape,
Growler or whiner: thou hast limbs as strong
As those who fought with Blake and died for thee.
 
  


No. 244. TO MARY BUSSELL MITFOED.
 

THE hay is carried; and the Hours
Snatch, as they pass, the linden flow’rs;
And children leap to pluck a spray
Bent earthward, and then run away.
Park-keeper! catch me those grave thieves
About whose frocks the fragrant leaves,
Sticking and fluttering here and there,
No false nor faltering witness bear.
I never view such scenes as these
In grassy meadow girt with trees,
But comes a thought of her who now
Sits with serenely patient brow
Amid deep sufferings: none hath told
More pleasant tales to young and old.
Fondest was she of Father Thames,
But rambled to Hellenic streams;
Nor even there could any tell
The country’s purer charms so well
As Mary Mitford.
Verse! go forth
And breathe o’er gentle breasts her worth.
Needless the task.. but should she see
One hearty wish from you and me,
A moment’s pain it may assuage..
A rose-leaf on the couch of Age.
 
  


No. 245. ON THE GRASSHOPPER.
 

BY DUNSTERVILLE BRUCKS.
 

GRASSHOPPEE! thou art not the same
Either in form or voice or name
As once the Teian sung, and he
Who mourn’d the loss of reedy lea
With Tityrus, while over-head
Its broad cool shade the beech outspred.
Whether thou lovedst sun or dew
Most dearly, neither of them knew;
But both were better pleased than I
At hearing thine incessant cry.
I do not recognise the same
Now thou hast changed thy note and name
And form and color, and art come
To cheer the meadows nearer home.
No poet ever sang thy praise
In dewy or in sunny days
Sweetly as he where sounds less shrill
Repeat the name of Dunsterville.
 
  


No. 246. VERSES WHY BURNT.
 

How many verses have I thrown
Into the fire because the one
Peculiar word, the wanted most,
Was irrecoverably lost.
 
  


No. 247. REVIVAL OF POETS.
 

POETS had kept the Long Vacation
Of thirty years in every nation;
In England suddenly were heard
Two, and in Italy a third.
Loose-girted Germany sent forth
Puff after puff that warm’d the north:
But such narcotic strong perfumes
Grew vapid in close English rooms,
And in our garden scarce a hive
Did they, in passing, leave alive;
Recovered now, the cluster swells,
And purer honey fills the cells.
 
  


No. 248. TO ROSE.
 

OCTOBER 13, 1857.
 

Qualis ab Incepto.
 

FEW the years that wait for me
Rounding my centenary;
But my latest wish shall be
Health and happiness to thee.
 

Years in age are apt to grow
Crabbed; all the rest may go
Ere another fall of snow
Fill the furrow on my brow.
 

We shall see thy face again
When despotic Winter’s chain
Clanks upon the pallid plain..
Let him rave; he raves in vain.
 

Not a floweret fears the cold
In thy presence: we are told
That the bravest men enrol’d
In Fame’s record were less bold.
 
  


No. 249. THE LAST MISLETO.
 

TO AN OAK.
 

IT was a cruel hand that tore
From thee, so helpless now and hoar,
That misleto, the only one
Left on our oaks: how many a sun
Its ripe and rounded pearls hath seen,
And leaves, when yours had fallen, green
Where all assert an ancient stem
Had pity hold on none of them?
And did no Druid reappear
To cry in threatening tone “forbear!
Blind idiots! is there none to trace
That misleto’s more noble race?
None who can sing in Celtic rhyme
The glories of its parents’ prime?
How (bards behind) we Druids stood
In the dim center of the wood,
 

With golden blade, in vest of snow,
To clip our sacred misleto?
And dare ye, recreants, so efface
Here the last scion of his race.”
 
  


No. 250. JUPITER’S COMMANDMENTS.
 

How is it that the loveliest lands
Of Mother Earth are barren sands?
The best and boldest once they bore,
Alas! these races are no more.
Wisdom went forth from sea to sea
To join her sister Poetry;
Unlike that Wisdom, call’d the true,
Ready to gibbet me and you,
Because we may not quite find out,
And seem in some degree to doubt,
That they can make our sins weigh lighter,
Or life’s expiring lamp shine brighter.
Ye men of Croton! grew ye brave
By listening to a lazy knave,
Who caught and held you from the school
Where Samos sent her sage to rule;
Where Milo swung his cestus round
And only fear’d to strike and wound.
O for the days so blythe and free
When piped the swains of Sicily!
The glorious days when mutual song,
Mountains and vales and woods among,
Ascended under smiling skies,
And opposite more radiant eyes;
Days when the gravest Gods above
Laught at a tale of wily Love,
And jeer’d each other; for they knew
It was but what they used to do;
When Jupiter was heard to say
Amid the dreaminess of day,
“Eat the vine-berries when ye please,
But when ye kiss abstain from cheese:
Drink from the spring when ye are dry,
But lay the flask and flagon by:
Check petulance in kid or goat,
But seize no rival by the throat.
Never hurl hatred back agen,
But one caress repay with ten.
I have so many things to do
I can no longer talk with you,
But bid my daughter and her son
Report what youths and maids have done.
Smile not, thou youth! shrink not, thou maid!
Nor thou be bold, nor thou afraid.
Gentle as ye may deem her now,
With not a frown across the brow,
My daughter is as strong as I,
And, where she bids, his arrows fly:
He bears no thunder; but he bears
Enough to deluge earth of tears.
Keep my commandments; hers too keep,
Or she will give you cause to weep:
In brief, whoever contravenes
We banish from these blissful scenes.”
 
  


No. 251. OUR STATESMEN.
 

CANNING, in english and in latin strong,
Was quite an infant in each other tongue.
Proud, yet an easy embassy he sought
From the kind comrade he traduced and fought:
Poet, yet certain ’twas no poet’s dream
That stil the Tagus rolls a golden stream.
And now is sent the son he thought a fool
O’er restless India’s tottering realm to rule!
And shall not England with stern hand chastise
Those who her warnings and her woe despise?
For every thousand let but only one,
The basest for the bravest men, atone.
She has spent all, or nearly all, her shot,
But all her timber she (thank God!) has not.
 
  


No. 252. DIFFERENCE IN TEARS.
 

THERE are some tears we would not wish to dry,
And some that sting before they drop and die.
Ah! well may be imagined, of the two
Which I would ask of Heaven may fall from you.
Such, ere the lover sinks into the friend
On meeting cheeks in warm attraction blend.
 
  


No. 253. THE ERUPTION OF VESUVIUS,
 

NOV. 2, 1857.
 

MOUNTAINS are less inert than men.
Vesuvius blazes forth agen;
He has borne more, for fewer years,
Than every soul about him bears.
I know what victim would appease
The Spirit of Empedocles.
How joyous would be then the roar
Across the bay from shore to shore:
Tremendous the accord would be
Of those insurgents, fire and sea.
No human victim should it cost,
Only a Bourbon at the most.
 
  


No. 254. WHY NEVER SEEN.
 

You ask me why I’m never seen.”...
Except by you, perhaps you mean.
Without the gazes of the crowd
I can be (while you let me) proud.
Society props slender folk,
In the deep forest swells the oak.
 
  


No. 255. WRITTEN IN SICKNESS.
 

DEATH of the year! wilt thou be also mine,
O Winter! never must I catch agen
The virgin breath of mountain cyclamen,
Pushing aside the wayward eglantine?
 

Such were my phantasies not long ago,
Ere thou wast nearer: I had thought once more
To ramble as of old along the shore
Of Larius, now indeed with step more slow:
 

And thence, if such a scene the heart can bear
To leave behind, Sorrento’s cliffs along
From that old terrace-walk guitar and song
(Spectres! away with ye!) agen to hear.
 
  


No. 256. CREEDS.
 

WE have outlived low Creeds; the high remains.
One, that OUT God is good, the soul sustains.
Revenge he leaves among the blind below,
Who miss the object when they aim the blow.
Far, not too far, it pleases Him to place
Hope for the humble, terror for the base.
 
  


No. 257. PHILOSOPHER AND POET.
 

PHILOSOPHER and poet you shall find
Each ever after his own kind:
’Tis well to watch them.. not too near perhaps..
 One snarls at you, the other snaps.
 
  


No. 258. THE FIG-TREES OF GHERARDESCA.
 

YE brave old fig-trees! worthy pair!
Beneath whose shade I often lay
To breathe awhile a cooler air,
And shield me from the darts of day.
 

Strangers have visited the spot,
Led thither by my parting song;
Alas! the strangers found you not,
And curst the poet’s lying tongue.
 

Vanisht each venerable head,
Nor bough nor leaf could tell them where
To look for you, alive or dead;
Unheeded was my distant prayer
 

I might have hoped (if hope had ever
Been mine) that storm or time alone
Your firm alliance would dissever..
Hath mortal hand your strength overthrown?
 

Before an axe had bitten thro’
The bleeding bark, some tender thought,
If not for me, at least for you,
On younger bosoms might have wrought.
 

Age after age your honeyed fruit
From boys unseen thro’ foliage fell
On lifted apron; now is mute
The girlish glee! Old friends, farewell!
 
  


No. 259. ON A SPITZ.
 

O DEATH! thou must have lost thy wits
To throw a wanton dart at Spitz.
Are there no creatures wild or tame
Which thou shouldst rather make thy game?
No prowling tigers, worn-out asses;
No Aberdeens, no Nicholasses,
That thou shouldst single from the rest
A watchful, wise, true-hearted beast,
Who never seiz’d anothers bone
But dogfully maintained his own.
 
  


No. 260. CROMWELL IN COUNCIL.
 

PRELATES and Judges! Privy-Councillors!
In virtue of my office I besought
Your presence.
Ye were taught obedience,
And ye should teach it, if so be ye learnt
Your lesson ere ye thrust it into hands
Under your ferule, smarting from it yet.
What is that word I caught from yonder corner
Jabber no longer. Talk to me of laws!
Laws there are thousands; Justice there is one,
One only. God created her, well pleas’d
With his creation. Men like you can make,
And do make, year by year and day by day,
What ye call laws. Laws thrust down Eliot
Into Death’s chamber, agonized with blows
Of ponderous damp incessant. Better men
Than you or I are doom’d if one escape.
But, by the Lord above! whose holy name
I utter not profanely, by the Lord!
That one shall not escape. God’s signature
I bear, and I affix it on the blood
Of those brave hearts that bounded at Dunbar.
[The Prelates and Judges &c go)
Are those folks gone?
Conduct them tenderly;
Draw up the gloves for it, thy softest pair.
Ireton! thou hast not gliber speech than I,
But tell those cravats, frills, and furbelows,
Those curl’d purveyors to the Unicorn,
A bushel of such heads, priced honestly,
Is not worth one grey hair of Eliot
Pluckt by the torturer Grief, untoucht by Time.
Givers of laws, forsooth!
The feast is over
Which they got drunk at, striking right and left
Until their shins and shoulders fared the worst.
Troth! I can scarce be grave in looking at them;
They have now done their work, let us do ours.
We, tho’ unworthy of a sight so grand,
Shall see God strike the throne: they who again
So sin, shall see Him raise it in His wrath.
 
  


No. 261. THE BANQUET OVER.
 

I LEAVE the table: take my place,
Ye young, and, when ye rise, say grace.
Hence all unthankful ones, and go
Where neither vines nor myrtles grow.
 
  


No. 262. A TRUTH.
 

THERE may be scornfulness, there may be wrong
Which never rises to the proud man’s tongue.
 
  


No. 263. CAUGHT.
 

HIDE not that book away, nor fear
I shall betray the fallen tear.
Believe me, at a single look
I know the cover of that book.
Nothing with such assiduous care
Is studied in the Book of Prayer;
And never did I see arise
Blushes from David’s melodies.
I sadly fear that wicked “Corsair,”
Fiery as flint and rough as horse-hair,
More tears from those dim eyes hath won
Than David shed on Absalom.
 
  


No. 264. WISHES.
 

WISHES are by-paths to unhappiness,
And in the vale of Tears they terminate.
 
  


No. 265. THE FIRE OF LOVE.
 

THE fires of love are pure in just degree,
Like other fires, to their intensity.
 
  


No. 266. NOVEMBER.
 

THE year lies waste; November’s rain
Is deluging the world again.
Behold the signal to embark!
Come then, my dove! behold the ark!
Noises all round us we may hear
Of spite and malice: never fear.
The tamer beasts shall stall below,
Their wildness shall the wild forego,
And we above will pass the day
As blithely as we did in May;
And one shall bill, and one shall coo,
The choice of which I leave to you.
 
  


No. 267. TO BATH.
 

THE snows have fallen since my eyes were closed
Upon thy downs and pine-woods, genial Bath!
In whose soft bosom my young head reposed,
Whose willing hand shed flowers throughout my path.
The snows have fallen on more heads than mine,
Alas! on few with heavier cares opprest.
My early wreath of love didst thou entwine,
Wilt thou entwine one for my last long rest?
 
  


No. 268. LEAVING LONDON.
 

WONDERS, ’tis true, I leave behind,
And, what is rarer, friends so kind.
To my own country I am gone
From Grecian Slave and Amazon,
Nor longer can delight my eyes
In painture’s proudest galleries,
But Nature’s are before me stil,
And I may wander at my will
Mid avenues where ancient trees
Discourse about the coming breeze
And tremble for the rooks above,
And chide the unreturning dove;
Then, showing at their feet the moss,
Invite me to forget my loss,
Or, if unwilling to forget,
To dream that I am with you yet.
 
  


No. 269. FEW BUT BEND THEIR NECKS.
 

How few there are who live content
To pass thro’ life with neck unbent!
Yet the bent neck bears shame and pain,
And never comes erect again.
 
  


No. 270. A BACK-BITER.
 

IF thou wert only foul and frowsy,
If only itchy, only lousy,
Bold men might take thy hand, Dalhousie!
 

Thou art a prudent chiel, my lord,
And in thy little heart are stored
Lies stampt and mill’d, a precious hoard!
 

If thou hadst only run away
While Napier kept our foes at bay,
None would have cried, “Come back! stay, stay!”
 

Many like thee are not o’er-brave,
Like thee their bacon they would save,
But ne’er besmirch a veteran’s grave.
 
  


No. 271. HEARTS-EASE.
 

THERE is a flower I wish to wear,
But not until first worne by you..
Hearts-ease.. of all Earth’s flowers most rare;
Bring it; and bring enough for two.
 
  


No. 272. THE DREAMER
 

I AM a dreamer both by night and day.
Among my life’s no rare felicities
Is this, that seldom painful dreams befall
My night’s repose, or perch on my arm-chair.
It is not only in our youth we men
Run after morning dreams fast-slipping by,
Or fain would solder broken images:
With thinner fancies Age essays the task,
And throws it down again, as one unmeet
And unbecoming; so he says; but I
Know better: ’tis because he tires and fails.
Some would affirm that dreams portend events
To come soon after, certainly to come:
I doubt it: yet may Fear and Hope create
Progeny ill-proportioned, in accord
Rarely; but Hope contends, tho’ Fear prevails;
And short-lived is that sickly progeny.
Sophia! whom I seldom call’d by name,
And trembled when I wrote it; O my friend
Severed so long from me! one morn I dreamt
That we were walking hand in hand thro’ paths
Slippery with sunshine: after many years
Had flown away, and seas and realms been crost,
And much (alas how much!) by both endured
We join’d our hands again and told our tale.
And now thy hand hath slipt away from mine,
And the cold marble cramps it: I dream on,
Dost thou dream too? and are our dreams the same?
 
  


No. 273. LAYING A FOUNDATION-STONE.
 

WHAT has prince done that he
Without a monument should be?
He in his bounty placed a stone
For mason-boys to build upon;
Should not like mason-boys bestow
A stone on him? a quid pro quo?
If they will not, there are who will;
Some, be assured, are grateful stil.
Austrian and Russian, King and Tzar
Owe him for Turk held down from war,
For navies burnt, for cities razed,
Our ships at anchor, God be praised
And smelling from afar the smoke
That might have blacken’d British oak.
Statues! inscriptions! what are they?
Gems, gems alone, such worth repay;
Necklaces, crosses; from one hand
Fall these, and, where they fall, command.
How long unbroken shall remain,
Europe! thy adamantine chain?
 
  


No. 274. THE BARK.
 

UPON the bark of this old tree
You here and there your name will see;
You caught the blossoms where they fell,
And may you like the fruit as well.
 
  


No. 275. IANTHE’S TROUBLES.
 

YOUR pleasures spring like daisies in the grass,
Cut down and up again as blythe as ever;
From you, Ianthe, little troubles pass
Like little ripples in a sunny river.
 
  


No. 276. TO ONE IN GRIEF.
 

AH! do not drive off grief, but place your hand
Upon it gently; it will then subside.
A wish is often more than a command,
Either of yours would do; let one be tried.
 
  


No. 277. KENYON AT COWES.
 

MY Kenyon! who would live away
From Wimbledon a summer day.
No, there is nothing worth the sight
Where you are in your Isle of Wight.
Wimbledon has its charms for me..
Per Bacco! I would rather see
Than all the crowds that crowd the gate
Before the greatest of the great
The gander and the goose upon
Your little mere at Wimbledon.
 
  


No. 278. TO LORD NUGENT.
 

AH Nugent! are those days gone by
When, warm from Chaucer, you and I
Beheld our claret’s beak dip low,
And then felt Moca’s breezes blow,
Fragrant beyond the fragrant flower
Of citron in her dewy hour:
We schemed such projects as we might
In younger days with better right.
Athens was ours; and who but we
Shouted along Thermopylae?
Who shared Olympus with the Gods,
Or siezed Earth’s fairest daughter Rhodes,
Or Delos girt with purple seas
And peristyles of Cyclades?
Alas! alas! my genial friend,
There is a night when dreams must end;
They, like all mortal things are vain,
But ’tis the vainest to complain.
 
  


No. 279. WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM.
 

SEE how this paper, pure no more,
By worthless pen is scribbled o’er!
’Tis easy Folly’s mark to trace,
But not so easy to efface.
 
  


No. 280. FANNY.
 

FANNY would flatter me: she said
“I think you need not be afraid
Of Byron, tho’ the greatest man
At verses since the world began.”
“Ah! I replied, a poet’s curse is
Not only in another’s verses,
But in his youth and beauty too,
If they are felt by one like you.”
“Stuff! I should never mind such things
In poets, not if they were kings.
You are not quite so tender, quite
So resolute by day and night.
And could you.. much I doubt it.. swim
Across the Hellespont, like him?
Was ever such a dear white throat!
And what a duck without his coat!
If he had seen me, he had tried
(No doubt of it) to raise my pride;
And that is what you never did,
But only just what you were bid.
Some there are who might more expect,
And call your careless way neglect.
I never would; for you alone
Have given me the proper tone;
You call’d me, what you made me, wise,
And kist, but never prais’d, my eyes.”
 
  


No. 281. A PAIR OF NIGHTINGALES.
 

COOL-SMELLING Oleander loves the stream
And bends ripe roses over it; but whose
Are those bright eyes that look aslant at me?
And whose are those slim talons, smooth, yet sharp,
That hold an insect up?
She flies away,
Nor heeds my doubts and questionings.
Erelong
Melodious gurgles ripple from a copse
Hard-by: she seems to thank me, seems to tell
Her partner not to fear me: they defer
The song of gratitude til even-tide,
Then gushes it amain.
Fond pair, sing on;
I will watch near you; none shall interrupt
That deep and sparkling stream of melody.
 
  


No. 282. THE HONEY-MOON.
 

THE honey-moon is very strange.
Unlike all other moons the change
She regularly undergoes.
She rises at the full; then loses
Much of her brightness; then reposes
Faintly; and then.. has nought to lose.
 
  


No. 283. ON AN INVITATION TO A WALK
 

IN EVENING.
MAMA! we both are quite agreed
That stars are very nice indeed,
But, the plain simple truth to tell,
We like bright epaulettes as well,
And look at partners just as soon
As at the man there in the moon.
We girls by nature’s hand are made
For waltz, quadrille, and gallopade,
Snails for the garden and the glade.
 
  


No. 284. ON THE LINES ABOVE.
 

SOPHY looks grave nor says one word,
But Bose’s little ire is stirr’d;
Such ire as may be thine, O dove
Of Venus! when thou ‘rt vext by Love.
“Leave the rude spiteful man to me.”
She says. “I’ll punish him: you’ll see.
He is too silly to go mad,
Yet not so but he may be sad;
And I will bring him to his senses
For this and many more offences.
Mind.! two whole evenings, should he come,
I will be blind and deaf and dumb;
Bettina he shall hear no more,
And offer worlds for Pescator.
 
  


No. 285. DAMŒTUS AND PHILLIS.
 

AN IDYL.
 

DAMŒTUS is a boy as rude
As ever broke maid’s solitude.
One morning he saw Phillis going
Where the wild raspberries were growing,
And, under a pretence of fear
Lest they might scratch her arms, drew near;
Then, pulling up a stiff grey bent,
The fruit, scarce touching it, he sent
Into both hands: the form they took
Of a boat’s keel upon a brook;
So not a raspberry fell down
To balk her aim or splash her gown.
When it was over, for his pains
She let his lips do off the stains,
And lookt down on his head, while he
First kist two fingers, then kist three,
And, to be certain every stain
Had vanisht, kist them o’er again.
At last the boy, quite shameless, said
“I have here taken out the red,
Now, where there’s riper richer fruit
Pray, gentle Phillis, let me do’t.”
“Audacious creature! ‘‘ she cried out,
“What in the world are you about?”
He had not taken out the red..
All over both her cheeks ’twas spred;
And both her lips, that should be white
With fear.. if not with fear, with spite
At such ill usage, never show’d
More comely nor more deeply glow’d.
Damœtus fancied he could move
The girl to listen to his love;
Not he.
She said, “For pity’s sake,
Go; never more come near this brake.
The boldest thing I ever knew,
Impudent boy! was done by you;
And when you are a little older,
By Dian! you may do a bolder.”
 
  


No. 286. MUSIC.
 

INTERMINABLE undulating weeds
Cover sharp rocks along the sea’s abyss;
Thus buoyant music waves about the breast
And lifts it up from what lies dark below.
 
  


No. 287. TO A KID.
 

MY little kid! if I forbid
Your visit to my tender trees,
Take it not ill, nor vainly fill
With hoarse lament the mountain breeze.
 

Your father there with hoary hair
And there your gentler mother stands;
I sadly fear their coming near
My quiet nook on lower lands.
 

Let poet rest his throbbing breast
In the lone woodland’s cool retreat;
Let higher state the goat await
Who scorns alike the wind and heat,
 

For you alone, my little one,
I spread behind the stable door
The softest straw you ever saw.
Against the lintel more and more
 

You may bring out the horns that sprout
So ruddily, and polish each.
A shining brook runs near.. you look
Affrighted.. what a thoughtless speech!
 

So! here I find on kiddish mind
Traditionary lore instil’d.
Tho’ fairly bookt, Nymph might have lookt
For poet’s promise unfulfild.
 

But never mind; no hand shall bind
For a Bandusia such a kid.
Bound if you are, one fond and fair
Shall bind you in fresh flowers half-hid.
 

My groves delight by day and night
To hear her name: this makes them still.
Should she have prest to yours her breast
A little hard, dont take it ill.
 

Her cheek tho’ warm will do no harm
To the cool nostril she may kiss.
We all must bear things as they are.
Now one word more.. and it is this.
 

As you grow old grow not too bold,
Learn modesty, nor ramp nor roam.
Lest blushes rise to pain her eyes
Your lady cousins must not come.
 

Meanwhile, tho’ play you fairly may,
Hit not the inviting knee too hard;
For haply he afar may be
Who knows the cure, her faithful bard.
 
  


No. 288. CANIDIA AND CAINA.
 

CANIDIA shared her prey with owls and foxes,
The daintier Caina feeds from letter-boxes.
 
  


No. 289. THE FAT SUITOR.
 

O THOU on whom Rubens had revel’d! O fatter
Than Silenus, than uglier than Faun or than Satyr!
“What was it thy impudence breath’d in the ear
Of Ianthe, all redden’d with shame and with fear?
We will cover thy carcase with blanket and sheet
And make it a matras as soon as we meet.
 
  


No. 290. THE PRIMROSE-BANK.
 

IT was because the seat was dry,
And many other reasons why,
O primrose-bank! Ianthe’s gown
Was lifted for her to sit down,
When we both thought that harm were done
More than sufficiently by one:
So only one of us imprest
The tender turf. Why tell the rest?
Ground-ivy peer’d, and celandine
Show’d us how smartly he could shine,
And stiff-neck violets, one or two,
Pouted, and would not venture thro’.
Forgive us, and accept our thanks,
Thou pleasantest of primrose-banks!
 
  


No. 291. NANCY’S HAIE.
 

YE native gems of beauty! golden hairs
Once mingled with my own,
While soft desires, ah me! were all the cares
Two idle hearts had known.
 

How is it that I take ye from the shrine
Which holds one treasure yet,
That ye, now all of Nancy that is mine,
Shrink from my fond regret?
 

Ye leaves that droopt not with the plant that bore ye,
Start ye before my breath?
Shrink ye from fonder Love that would adore ye,
O ye who fear not Death?
 
  


No. 292. TO MY SON WALTER.
 

MY serious son! I see thee look
First at the picture, then the book.
I catch the wish that thou couldst paint
The yearnings of the ecstatic saint.
Give it not up, my serious son!
Wish it again and it is done.
Seldom will any fail who tries
With patient hand and earnest eyes
And wooes the Arts with such pure sighs.
 
  


No. 293.
 

FRENCHMEN.
WHISKERED Furies! boy-stuft blouses,
Fanning fires on peaceful houses!
What are all these oaths and yells
Rais’d from thirty million hells?
Swagger, scream, and pest away;
Courage now, anon dismay.
Never since the world began
Yours, O France, was one great man.
Him ye boast ye boast in vain,
Germany’s was Charlemagne,
Roland, Corday, and the Maid
At whose spear were those afraid
That had broken every sword
Drawn for your degenerate lord..
These were more than men, and more
Than your petty envy bore.
Louis-Philip! rear your walls
Round those madmen and their brawls;
Well you know the fiery rout
And what rain can put it out.
 
  


No. 294. THE PERFIDIOUS.
 

Go on! go on! and love away!
Mine was, anothers is, the day.
Hear me awhile, and do not speak..
I see the pressure on the cheek,
I know the very red it took
When its first posture it forsook.
Go on! go on! perfidious! now
Upon his shoulder rest thy brow
And look into his eyes until
Thy own, to find them colder, fill.
 
  


No. 295. TO ALEXANDER THE VENTRILOQUIST.
 

STANDING with courtiers, princes, Tzars,
Methinks I’m acting in a farce:
Not one among these scenic men
Would wish to see my face agen;
And here for ever may there be
A pure and perfect sympathy.
But, O Nymph Echo’s darling brother!
Whenever you or such another
Senses and reason have beguiled
And puzzled me like any child,
I’ll run and scribble down a verse
And puzzle you to find one worse.
 
  


No. 296. FLOWERS AND FRIENDSHIP.
 

FLOWERS wounded may recover breath,
But wounded friendship bleeds to death.
 
  


No. 297. TO J. S.
 

MANY may yet recall the hours
That saw thy lover’s chosen flowers
Nodding and dancing in the shade
Thy dark and wavy tresses made:
On many a brain is pictured yet
Thy languid eye’s dim violet,
But who among them all foresaw
How the sad snows that never thaw
Upon that head one day should lie
And love but glimmer from that eye.
 
  


No. 298. HOW TO READ ME.
 

To turn my volumes o’er nor find
(Sweet unsuspicious friend!)
Some vestige of an erring mind
To chide or discommend,
 

Believe that all were loved like you
With love from blame exempt,
Believe that all my griefs were true
And all my joys but dreamt.
 
  


No. 299. GOOD-BYE.
 

LOVED when my love from all but thee had flown,
Come near me; seat thee on this level stone,
And, ere thou lookest o’er the churchyard-wall
To catch, as once we did, you waterfall,
Look a brief moment on the turf between
And see a tomb thou never yet hast seen.
My spirit will be sooth’d to hear once more
Good-bye, as gently spoken as before.
 
  


No. 300. WHAT TO BRING.
 

LANDOR! what is best to bring
To the maiden who so long
Hath endured to hear thee sing
(Tiresome man!) her birthday song?
 

Bring the flower whose name she bears,
And repress a wounded pride
If that flower she never wears,
If she throws this verse aside.
 

All that thou hast ever borne
Thou canst surely bear again;
Flowers neglected, verses torne,
Feel not, and should give not, pain.
 
  


No. 301. STUDIOUS.
 

IN youth, it is true, when my heart was overladen,
I called to relieve it a kind-hearted maiden.
I thought the whole summer was passing me while
I was told to walk on as she mounted the stile.
I trembled to touch the most innocent hand,
And thought it too much to receive a command:
At last the most hard of commands to obey
Was whispered in passing me
“Mind me, sir, pray!
If I waltz, if I gallop, you must not come near;
I once fear d your eyes, now all others I fear.”
But tranquiler days were advancing apace,
And we lookt, tho’ not boldly, in each other’s face;
And we sat on the mole-hill, and where there were ants
A vigilant hand well protected the plants;
Then I red to my listener; and often her face
Was turn’d rather nearer to look at the place,
While her elbow was covering our book; she “had heard
The rest quite distinctly, but not the last word.”
It was the last word, the last word that I red,
And she found better room for her elbow and head.
 
  


No. 302. NONO SITS.
 

GOD made his likeness, Man: when this was done
He said to Nono “Sit thou for my son.”
 
  


No. 303. TEARS.
 

MINE fall, and yet a tear of hers
Would swell not soothe their pain: ‘
Ah! if she look but at these tears
They do not fall in vain.
 
  


No. 304. REFLECTION.
 

WITH fitful step unsteddily the soul
Wanders at parting o’er the scenes it loved.
 
  


No. 305. CHARLES AND WILLIAM NAPIER.
 

ONE brother closed the Scindian war,
The other the Peninsular:
One bore his painful wounds few years,
The other his thro’ fifty bears.
Each, who abroad had overcome
His foes, encountered worse at home.
England! are such rewards for these
Who won and wrote thy victories?
 
  


No. 306. A CRITIC.
 

WITH much ado you fail to tell
The requisites for writing well;
But, what bad writing is, you quite
Have proved by every line you write.
 
  


No. 307. GOVERNORS OF INDIA.
 

AUCKLAND, Dalhousie, Canning! shall we ever
Again see three such rulers? three so clever
At shattering the foundation of a state
And hastening on the heavy step of Fate.
 
  


No. 308. TO A LADY.
 

HAS there been all the year one day
In which some rhymes I did not lay
Upon your toilet? or, should Love
So order, push into your glove?
I wish your paper-case were fill’d,
Or you were rather less self-will’d;
For in five minutes I could then
Speak what I hardly write in ten,
And all I said you’d make me say
Again, and throw that scrawl away.
 
  


No. 309. TO LIBERTY.
 

O GODDESS of heroes and sages! I know thee
By the patriot beside and the tyrant below thee!
O Goddess, whose breath is the soul of the free:
Such didst thou appear over Hellas ten ages,
Not such over Gaul, where a phantom yet rages,
A frightful (if any) resemblance of thee.
 
  


No. 310. THE SPOUSE.
 

LADY! whose hand is now about to part
No moderate stores of pleasure and of pain,
To one the honied hours, to more the smart..
When will return that graceful form again?
 

Glad as I was, or thought I was, when thou
Gavest thy faith where love and virtue bade,
The light of gladness is oershadowed now
When thou art leaving us, O pure-soul’d maid!
 

Noblest in form and highest in estate
Of all our wide-spread western lands contain,
I see thee lovely and scarce wish thee great..
When will return that graceful form again?
 
  


No. 311. REPENTANCE.
 

REPENTANCE hastens if forbearance halts.
 
  


No. 312. TRUTH WILL PENETRATE.
 

CLOSE as we may our eyes against the truth,
Some light will penetrate the upper lid.
 
  


No. 313. MY HOMES.
 

HOME! I have changed thee often: on the brink
Of Arrowe early I began to think,
Where the dark alders, closing overhead,
Across the meadow but one shadow shed.
Lantony then received me for a while
And saw me musing in the ruin’d aile:
‘ Then loitered I in Paris; then in Tours,
Where Ronsard sang erewhile his loose amours,
And where the loftier Beranger retires
To sing what Freedom, and what Mirth, inspires.
From France to Italy my steps I bent
And pitcht at Arno’s side my household tent.
Six years the Medicæan palace held
My wandering Lares; then they went afield,
Where the hewn rocks of Fiesole impend
O’er Doccia’s dell, and fig and olive blend.
There the twin streams in Affrico unite,
One dimly seen, the other out of sight,
But ever playing in his smoothen’d bed
Of polisht stone, and willing to be led
Where clustering vines protect him from the sun,
Never too grave to smile, too tired to run.
Here, by the lake, Boccacio’s Fair Brigade
Beguiled the hours and tale for tale repaid.
How happy! O how happy! had I been
With friends and children in this quiet scene!
Its quiet was not destined to be mine;
’Twas hard to keep, ’twas harder to resign.
Now seek I (now Life says, My gates I close)
A solitary and a late repose.
 
  


No. 314. ACHILLES AND HELENA ON IDA.
 

HELENA.
 

STRANGER! who art thou? why approachest thou
To break my sacred slumber? such it was,
For she who brought me all my joy and grief
Hath brought me hither.
Thou appallest me,
For thou art stern and godlike; and no crook
Nor needful staff of upland wayfarer
Is that thou bearest. O that cruel spear!
Comest thou.. yes, thou comest.. speak.. to slay me?
ACHILLES.
Helena! fear me not.. I am the son
Of Peleus.
HELENA.
Fear thee not! O hide awhile
The glittering point before it strike me dead.
ACHILLES.
Behold it fixt into the glebe. — 
HELENA.
It casts
A slitting shadow half across the down.
ACHILLES.
Now seat thee (but why risen?) as before.
HELENA.
Be thou too seated: first look round about;
For there are lions on these lonely hills,
Beside the tamer which are yoked before
The Mother of the Gods, upon whose head
Are towers and cities in one awful crown.
And thou hast come alone.
ACHILLES.
Alcides slew
His lion, and Alcides was alone.
HELENA.
O son of Peleus! didst thou ever see
My two brave brothers?
ACHILLES.
In my father’s house
I saw them once.
HELENA.
And were they not like thee?
Dear Kastor! Polydeukes dearer stil!
Kastor would lift me on his fiercest horse
And laugh at me: but Polydeukes placed
One kindly hand beneath my sinking chin
Upon the swift Eurotas, with the other
Buoying my feet, for I was then a child.
But tell me, who conducted thee away
From those beleaguered walls into this wild?
ACHILLES.
Thetis, my mother: she around me threw
A cloud, not dark within, but dark without,
As clouds may be wherein the Gods rejoice.
But what, more wonderful, impel’d thy feet
Hither? so delicate, so like to hers
Who bore me, which are radiant thro’ the depth
Of dimmest ocean.
HELENA.
All I know is this,
A voice, and it was Aphrodite’s voice,
Call’d me: I would have risen at the call,
But wings were over me and underneath,
And, until thou appearedst, left me not;
Nor did sleep leave me.
O how fresh the flowers
Are breathing round us in this tepid air!
I do love flowers; they look into my eyes
And seem to say fond things to me, in breath
Sweeter than infants.
O Hermione!
Sweet even as thine. Where art thou, lovely babe?
Who tends thee? who caresses thee? all must;
All but one wretch who left thee in thy sleep.
ACHILLES.
Sorrow is not unseemly in the breast
Of women: men too (shame on them) have grieved,
Have wept, and not the tears of rage alone.
HELENA.
Blame not my weakness then: no rage is mine,
I never felt it. Flowers are comforters
At dawn and sunset on the terraced roof:
Few are they; but the dearest are the few.
ACHILLES.
Flowers! Inconsiderate! Thinkest thou of flowers
While nations shed their blood, their lives, for thee?
HELENA.
They are so fragrant and so beautiful!
And what profusion! what variety!
In my own country I have known by name
More than my fingers of both hands could count
Twice over: there was mint and drosera
And serpolet, just as you see are here:
How can I then but love to talk of them?
ACHILLES. — 
O Helena! let children love to talk
Thus idly.
HELENA.
Ah! that I were yet a child!
But how wilt thou return before the walls?
ACHILLES.
The Gods will care for that: they too who brought
Thee hither will provide for thy return.
HELENA.
Couldst not thou?
ACHILLES.
Helena! I come to warn thee
Against the rancour of a man incenst:
I hate him; I shall hate him worse if wrath
Urge him to vengeance on thee; for the twins
(Then boys) thy brothers were my father’s guests,
And much I loved to hear of them, and hoped
One day to share their glory, sung on earth
For me; for them along the placid waves
There where my mother oft repeats the song.
HELENA.
I loved songs too.
ACHILLES.
Sweetest are those to me
Which Keiron taught me; songs which bring again
To life, and fresher life, the brave of old.
Zeus! grant me but few years, grant only one,
And he who wrongs me, he when such men sing,
The king of Argos shall stand far behind.
HELENA.
Ah! thou art strong and irresistable.
But spare..
ACHILLES.
Spare whom?
HELENA.
Alas! I dare not name him.
No fault was his; no fault was mine: the Gods
Decreed it. She to whom he gave her prize
Perform’d a promise.. how imperfectly!
And gave him. O pernicious gift, me! me!
Pity thou him whom even my brothers might
Have pardon’d; him as beautious as themselves
Or thee, almost.
ACHILLES.
In this arm lies my beauty,
Smiter in vengeance of the guilty head.
HELENA.
Why springest thou upon thy feet, alert
As grasshopper, without a hand to rest
Upon the turf beneath?
ACHILLES.
I must be gone.
HELENA.
And without me?
ACHILLES.
It hath not been forbidden,
No; nor commanded.
If the Gods so will
Come thou with me.
HELENA.
I dare not. They who led
My way to Ida will direct me hence.
And yet I tremble,
ACHILLES.
Take thou heart.
HELENA.
It fails.
For there are other Deities who hate
Me and my guilt. The Mother of the Gods
Inhabits here, and here her temple stands;
Here sound the tymbrels and the cymbals struck
By priests infuriate.
ACHILLES.
Fear them not: thy sire
Zeus and his daughter will watch over thee.
HELENA.
Farewell, O son of Peleus! born to rule
O’er happier realms.
ACHILLES.
O Helena! ’tis here,
Far from my birthplace, from my father’s tomb,
I die.
So sang the three who sing but truth.
HELENA.
Wretched, thrice wretched me! in this alone
Are we alike. Thou art less stern, more calm,
In speaking of that last sad hour.
No word
Of comfort hast thou for me?
ACHILLES.
I shall bring
Comfort to those who bore thee truer love
Than thou hast borne to others.
HELENA.
Spare me! spare me!
To whom that comfort?
ACHILLES.
To thy brethren: they
Have heard my name among the Blest above,
Or they shall hear it.
I will tell them age
And royalty have loved and pitied thee,
That Priam held thee dearer to his heart
Than his own daughters, that thy tears have washt
Thy stains away; then, that Achilles turn’d
His face aside ashamed of grief for thee.
HELENA.
Stay, stay one instant.
Is this too a dream?
Who lifts my feet from earth and whirls me round?
Children! O fan me with your wings again;
I sink; I fall; help! Aphrodite! help!
 
  


FROM THE PERSIAN.
 

THE following were pretended as Poems from the Persian and Arabic. A hundred copies were printed for friends. One of these caused them to be written, by remarking to the author, who perhaps undervalued the Orientals, that “he should be glad to see how anyone would succeed in an attempt to imitate them.”
What now appear, after sixty years’ occultation, were preceded by the words below. [PREFACE. Some poems have lately reached the continent, in number not exceeding nine, represented as translations from the Arabic and Persian. The few that I ever have met with are chiefly the odes of Hafez, in which the final stanza contains the poet’s name. If this be peculiar to the Persian, as I think it is said to be, these are not genuine.]
 
  


No. 315. TO THE VINE.
 

O THOU that delightest in the gardens of Schiraz,
And bathest with coyness in her canopied streams!
Daughter of Beauty, favorite of Nature!
Where she is beneficent thou art her handmaiden,
Thy voice is transport, thy bosom peace.
Taper is the Palm and stately, distinguished afar by his crown;
Thou turnest away; thou regardest and listenest not.
O vine, unrivalled in praise, how affable have I beheld thee!
I have seen thee, in sympathy with thy admirers round,
Half inclined to wantonness, half to repose:
I have stroked the tender cheeks of thy infants,
Tinged sweetly with red, and reposing in down,
And thinkest thou I perceive not the slyness of thy tendrils,
With their flexible crooks and their sleek-sprouting horns?
Come, nestling thee yonder! raise prythee thy head from the path:
Ah, hope not, tripping me up, to inveigle me now, little minion! — 
Too soon may I blush with the warmth of thy blushes,
I may yield to thy blandishments too soon.
 
  


No. 316. TO ABRA.
 

ABRA! Beauty’s bondmen are stricken with blue eyes:
Thine, when I first beheld thee, were black, O Abra.
I admired their silken lashes, like the cedars and cypresses
On the edge of those hills afar off there, white with snow.
The dimple of thy lips, half shaded by ever-blooming roses,
Open and distinct, showed candor and hospitality.
I looked again on thy eyes, Abra,
Til mine became dim and thine blue.
 
  


No. 317. TO THE NIGHTINGALE.
 

CANDID with thy modesty, resolute with thy shyness,
Sweet nightingale, soon may thy passion prosper.
I heard thee repeatedly call the Faeries,
And saw them array with pearls the eyelashes of Abra,
For she pitied thy plaint from the shadiness of our loves.
I said to Abra, these are my pearls,
She smiled, and showered them into my bosom:
The dove was over her, the rainbow on her cheek.
The pearls of Abra are now my pearls.
Sweet nightingale, soon also may thy passion prosper.
 
  


No. 318. PRAISES OF ABU-SAID.
 

O DULCIMER, wake from thy sunshiny sleep,
Arise and prepare for the battle.
Far more compliant art thou, sweet seducer,
And livelier than the lonely-one in the rosebrakes of the moon.
O dulcimer, art thou not the breeze of Samarcand?
Thou art pleasanter than Samarcand in her vallies of jonquils,
Thou inspirest fresh airiness through the dizzy dance,
Thou sprinklest the arcade on the sultriest side,
Thou beckonest the rays that intrude, thou chidest and biddest them go.
But behold! who descends from the mountains Î
Awake, golden-hair’d from thy sunshiny sleep,
Arise and prepare for the battle.
His elephant moves the earth with his horn,
Abu-Said turns the horn of his elephant.
He hath indeed two horns, elephant as he is of
Abu-Said: — 
Famine breathes forth from one in the dogdays of war,
The other holds manna for the friends of Abu,
The beloved of Abu reel with its fragrance.
Arise then, arise; but with reverence.
Thro’ the dust of the valley I discover our lord;
I distinguish the trappings, green like the ocean
When the tempest hangs over the gulf of Hormuz.
 
  


FROM THE ARABIC.
 
  


No. 319. THE SON OF SHEIK DAHER,
 

ON LEAVING SYRIA AFTER THE MURDER OF HIS FATHER.
 

O GOD! how painful are the chains that oppress the flying exile.
Son of Daher! thou lookest from thy mule on the running ground,
Thou behold est thy feet, and they are veined with tears,
Can they carry thee from thy country, will they carry thee to thy father?
One step may restore thee to his lost embraces.
Slave! dastard! infidel! thou art pardoned, thou art pitied!
How cursed is the bondage that witholds thee from revenge.
My sword is not impotent like the sword of the poet Pharesdak;
No rust can discolor its blade, no scabbard can hide its refulgence.
It shall wound when my arm is withered, when my fingers are whitened in the sand.
I have another which will serve me with the same fidelity
As the jewelled slave of Cambyses served his master.
The enemy has sheathed it against himself for ever,
But there remains the piercer of t hearts, whose realm is beyond the grave.
Receive it, my daughter and my mother!
Receive it, Vengeance and Eternity!
 
  


No. 320. AGAINST JEZZAR.
 

IN the Egyptian well of thy folly, O Sclavonian,
Thou hast shown me unguardedly the direct ray of wisdom.
I never received it from my father whom thou murderedst,
Nor delivered in the proverbs of any more antient sage,
That the pillars which point to hatred point also to contempt.
When thy slaves would flatter thee, thou art deceived, not flattered;
Their songs admire thee, and people admire their songs,
But thou art as far as ever from admiration.
’Tis the flowers they wear in their bosom that breathe so sweetly,
’Tis not the heart within; the careless heart lies sleeping,
A hollow melon on a sunny bank.
The head of the peacock is the head of the serpent,
And the finest of his feathers are trailed in ordure.
 
  


No. 321. ON HIS WIFE’S AFFLICTION.
 

MISFORTUNE! thou demon of a thousand forms!
What star in the firmament shall bruise thy head,
 

What amulet avert, what prayer disarm, thy sting?
A fountain of bitter tears is my beloved:
Her father is slain by the robbers of the desert:
The column is shivered that sustained my cottage,
And pointed out the hours with pleasant shade.
I prayed to the Almighty; I whirled myself round in phrenzy:
I staggered; passion fixed me; I strained my throat back to the noon: — 
My swollen tongue was rougher than the tiger’s;
The bowers of mine eyes are withered stil.
I wept. O boundless deluge of divine devotion,
That dashes, but supports, my solitary ark!
I wept, and she listened not; I paused, and she spake not;
I hightened with fast-falling tears the bright-flowing veins of her feet;
I spanned as it rose from the cushion her neck’s pale crescent,
And fastened it to mine with the enchanted rings of her hair.
Thy father is slain by the robbers of the desert!
The blow hath recoiled on thy bosom, my beloved!
They have wounded thee, O flower, and broken the spell of thy sweetness.
If you bruize the hyacinth, where is its fragrance,
And where, if you bruize it, the rose?
Son of Daher! thou wilt sink also! there is not a breeze in the waste,
Thy vallies are pointed flints and heated rocks,
The waters thy portion are salt and bitter,
Those vallies of airiness! those living waters!
No acacia shades thee, no tamarisk feeds thy camel;
The tamarisk eaten to its heart, the acacia stifled with dust.
 
  


No. 322. ON HIS WIFE’S DEATH.
 

HER voice was sweeter than the sound of waters,
Of waters afar from cataracts,
Sweeter was the voice of my beloved.
 

The storm descends and the tent flutters,
The tent so dark by day, so musical by star-light,
The tent where my bosom hath ever found repose.
 

Bed of bright yellow, had I left thee at Damascus
Thou needest not have adopted cares and disquiet,
Surrounded with dreams of gain and vows of suspended silk.
 

Dyed in the gall of serpents, in the wine of unbelievers,
Thou writhest with pain or creakest with restlessness,
More tiresome than bird, more incessant than jackal.
 

Fed on the milky neck of my beloved,
And dizzy with the fragrance of her flowering lips,
I beheld and I resembled the light impassive sky.
 

Was it thou, unfortunate? was thine this happiness?
O hug not the remembrance, O beat it from thy bosom,
It may be thy enemy’s, it is no longer thine.
 

God is great! repine not, O child and mourner of dust! — 
The Prophet, who could summon the future to his presence,
Could the Prophet himself make the past return?
 
  


No. 323. TO RAHDI.
 

O RAHDI, where is happiness?
Look from thy arcade, the sun rises from Busrah;
Go thither, it rises from Ispahan.
Alas, it rises neither from Ispahan nor Busrah,
But from an ocean impenetrable to the diver,
O Rahdi, the sun is happiness!
 
  


No. 324. UBBEDIENZA.
 

CHE cosa mai, che cosa
Davanti agli ocelli vedo?
Per ubbedire a Rosa
Io breve tempo chiedo.
 

Leva una sua parola
Tutta mia dappocaggine,
E crea versi sola
Sua invocata immagine.
 
  


No. 325. RISPOSTA ALLE PAROLE.
 

MI VIEN DA RIDERE.
 

Mi vien da piangere qualor rammento
La voce tremolante, il passo lento,
L’angelica (pareva allora!) fè
 

Quando te andare, andare si lontano,
Tua lagrima mi disse, sulla mano.
Rapita, strinta, baciata.. perché?
 

Perché, se adesso ridi de costanti,
Se Tanno nuovo mena nuovi amanti,
Se il cuore al primo quale fh non è?
 

Eidi, Bettina! quel ridente viso
Mai più ritroverà Fonesto riso
Ch’ Iddio per fior da coronarti diè.
 

Mi vien da perdere ogni mio contento,
Anche I’immagine fuggirmi sento
Di quell’ amor che mi venià da te.
 
  


TRANSLATION.
 

How can I but weep when I think of the day
When your voice was so faltering, your step was so slow,
When you clung to my hand, and tears only could say
(Rolling down it) how soon and how far you must go.
 

Ah why all this sorrow, for sorrow it was,
And another had then never taught you to feign?
Before the year passes shall memory pass
And only one heart true and constant remain?
 

I was happy; so happy no other could make me;
I was proud; and the pride of my soul was in you;
But now you withdraw what you gave, and forsake me;
May my love, tho’ it weeps and yet lingers, go too!
 

Bettina! smile on! bright as ever the smile,
But where is its candor? it vanishes now;
The moment a beauty allures to beguile
That crown of all loveliness falls from the brow.
 
  


No. 326.
 

ACCANTO al fonte del mio duol piangevo,
Piangevo poi per esser piu lontano.
Grido; tornai: poco trovai sollievo:
Or guarda il pianto e tace.. non è vano.
 

LATINA QUÆDAM.
 
  


No. 327. POETÆ LATINI POST OVIDIUM.
 

POST triste exilium Nasonis quæque Camœna
Fugit ab Ansoniâ, nec redeunte pede.
Audivere tubam civilia bella sonantem
Et siluere omnes et posuere lyras.
Viderunt juvenem Thebano sanguine foedum,
Et sine Medeâ vellus inane rapi.
Sæcula post terquina semel voluere reverti,
Monstrantes Yeneto mœnia rupta Rend.
Nulla dehinc facies quam Gratia no vit, imago
Nulla venustatis, nulla leporis erat.
Cuncta vetusta situ steterunt cooperta recenti,
Obducta est scissæ barbara palla togæ;
Mimi nil veriti verba invertere Maronis,
Urbanæ scabiem Tityrus unxit ovis:
Circumstant miseræ turpi pallore puellæ;
Improba quadriviis Lesbia plorat anus.
Delia quercetis abcedit mœsta Pedanis,
Et vocat, lieu frustra, Cynthia casta procum;
Nec minus infelix est debiliore vocata
Nocte brevi novies læta Corinna suo.
Ereptam antiquis cursores lampada tradunt,
At quot liumi lapsos increpat ultus Amor!
Bembus, nee salibus nec amoribus aptus hiabat
Multa, sed abnuerat semisopita Venus.
“Tu cane natalem, nam nemo est aptior, urbem.”
Dixit; uti decuit paruit ille deæ.
Suave susurravit Bheno plaudente Secundus
Id “desiderium flebile suavioli,”
Quo Cbarites omnes adsurrexere Venusque,
Et Verona suum credidit esse melos.
Cami inter salices juvenem invenere sedentem
Quæ fugerant fontes et nemora Egeriæ:
Auribus applicuere labra; insonuere Lucretî
Forte quid; extemplo cessit avena tubæ.
Culmina turritæ tremuere tonitrua Calpes,
Et data Neptuno fulmina sensit Atlas.
Carmen tale olim, neque sæpius, audiit Elis,
Sed lyra post ilium nulla aliunde diem.
Magno instans operi, nullisque prioribus impar,
Desertum coluit vir Latialis agrum:
Vir Latialis erat; sed vernam borrebat agrestem,
Et squalorem et rus et tumida ora gelu.
Interiit: Musas deducere conor easdem
Gressibus incertis vixque tenente manu.
 
  


No. 328. DOLENDUS.
 

DOLENDUS ille qui dolenter dixerit
Erat olim amicus, esse nunc indignus est.
 
  


No. 329. AD JUVENTAM.
 

REVOCARE te, Juventa, nequaquam licet,
At sponte cum Somno redis;
Quotiesque virgâ leniter papaverem
Spirante sopito adstitit
Adstas et ipsa: turn labella, olim meis
Aptata, rident cominus:
Signum silenter interim Somnus dedit
Et avolant ambo simul.
 
  


No. 330. AD SENECTAM.
 

UNA, Senecta, viximus multos dies,
Unà atque amice viximus:
Quietiorem inveneris siquem locum,
Id dic in aure, tunc abi.
 
  


No. 331. SORORE AMISSA.
 

HAUD iterum tardos gressus ducente sorore
Antiquum ingredior, quum vocat hora, nemus.
Sub sole omnis ibi tepet arbor rore maligno,
Omnis ibi cantat funebre carmen avis.
 
  


No. 332. DOMINUS.
 

PLACERE, uti scis ipse, perduellibus
Curavimus semper parum,
Sed expulisti siquid est perjuriis
In orbe foedius tuis,
Et illatrantes arce clausisti canes;
Qnapropter ignosco tibi,
Virtutibusqne gentis unum Gallicæ
Præesse comprecor deos.
 
  


No. 333. HESPERUS.
 

EGRESSI Latio non sine carmine,
Quamvis illepido carmine agrestium,
Spicas exigno condimus horreo.
Jam dncens tenebras advenit Hesperus,
Illo despiciens lumine quo solet
Tardos, difficiles inerepitans moras.
Accédas aliquid lenior, Hespere!
Nec vocis fueris illius immemor
Quam quondam audîeris, cum dominam prece
Vidi flexanimam sub radiis tuis.
 
  


No. 334. QUID IN VITA.
 

JUCUNDUM in vitâ nihil est nisi amare et amari.
 
  


No. 335. MULIERUM INDOLES.
 

NON tantum sterile est virtutum, seel muliebre
Pectus alit virus quum desinit esse fidele.
 
  


No. 336. DEFUNCTUS LOQUITUR.
 

Nos ultra tumulum requiescimus inter amicos,
Cis fruere, O hospes, dum sinit liora, tuis.
 
  


No. 337. CAPSULA EX MORO FABRICATA.
 

OLTM infelices Babylonica flevit amores,
Nunc célébrât lætas morus amicitias,
Inque silente sinu, quæ fidit epistola, servat,
Et dominâ casta digna viroque pio.
 
  


No. 338. AMICA AMICO.
 

DA quod potes, quod non potes Morpheus dabit.
 
  


No. 339. AD POETAS.
 

FLORES Aoniis in vallibus attenuantur
Luxurie mimiâ; ferro putentur acuto,
Et veterem agnoscet cultorem vivida radix.
 
  


No. 340. TURRES HEIDELBURGÆ.
 

PULCHRE DEPICTÆ.
 

DONA paras (ea dona mihi!) quæ Rhenus eunti
Obtulit, haud aliâ sic referenda manu.
Explicuit veteres arces turresque rubentes
Sole cadente tibi; sol tibi sistit iter.
Sistit iter tibi sol; sistet fugitiva juventus;
Credo equidem tecum cuncta manere velint.
Quæ quondam adspexi, optavique revisere nunquam,
Aspiciam his oculis, O Rosa, teque simul.
Siquid erat vitæ quod amem meminisse peractæ,
Non sinis immemorem; non sinis esse senem.
 
  


No. 341. BENEFACTA.
 

UT cito sopitæ menti benefacta recedunt!
Quid faceres? restât quid? Revocare novis.
 
  


No. 342. QUO DORMITUM IRE.
 

Si vellent Superi me dormitum ire, juvaret
Quà crispis foliis incana susurrât oliva
Miraturque supra veteres Florentia muros,
Cyclopum manibus structos dominisque Pelasgis.
Diis aliter visum: procul his solusque jacebo
Qua sedi juvenis non solus; ibique quiescam
Inter eos flores quos dextera capsit Ianthes
Sedulaque inseruit comptis utrinque capillis..
Heu! periere illi; periitque fidelis Ianthe!
 
  


No. 343. VERSUS IMPETRATI IN PUELLÆ OBITUM.
 

ABRIPERIS fato quod nulla mereris acerbo,
Vix etiam matri quàm mihi cura minor.
Tu lenimen eras desertæ sola senectæ,
Pamphila! sed tantùm quale decebat eras.
Jam gravis est vita, et Mors aversata vocanti,
Quippe tuis lacrymis jam caritura fugit.
 
  


No. 344. LIBER QUANDO.
 

“LIBER eris” Homini Spes perfida dixit in aurem:
De cœlo auditur vox altera, “Desine falli:
Prætereunda prius tibi sunt mortalia secla,
Tunc sperare licet cnm libertate quietem.”
 
  


No. 345. IN SCYTHAM SARMATARUM TYRANNUM.
 

VIVIS adhuc, Scytha! vivis: in hâc tibi, perfide, vita
Est timor, est odium; quumque sit acta.. Deus.
 
  


No. 346. AD ROSAM DE NATALI.
 

IN caput infantis vergebat Aquarius urnam,
Et violam cunis sæva negabat Hyems:
Sed quo flore caret tua lustrans ora Juventus?
Quo Venus ornatu? qua face mutus Amor?
 
  


No. 347. DE PIO NONO.
 

EXCIPE fortem animum neque falli aut fallere pronum,
Excipe digna deo pectora, digna viro;
Excipe justitiæque et libertatis amorem,
Promissamque fidem, cætera crede Pio.
 
  


No. 348. AD NAPOLEONEM IMPERATOREM.
 

NUNQUAM sponte virum quassantem sceptra videbo;
Thura ferant alii, non ego thura feram;
Sed foribns propero vivacem obducere laurum,
Verbaque (diis rata sint!) scribere pauca super.
Tolle oculos, lege, Napoleo! confide fideli..
Unicuique suum redde; suum patria est.
Redde quod abstuleris; da fortibus esse beatis,
Nec fueris magno Napoleone minor.
Deme sacerdotum dextris infame flagellum,
Decute anbelanti Norica fræna Pado;
Haud detrita gemat raptoris curribus Enna,
Haud timeat domini verbera Parthenope.
Dic, Trana maria, Europe! dic, Roma, resurge!
Romuleœque domûs Dacia vive memor.
 
  


No. 349. AD POMERONEM.
 

VENI, atque laudes accipe, Pomero,
Quales mereris; quotquot enim canes
Usquam fuerunt Transpadanâ
Aut alia regione creti,
 

Primum obtinebis tu merito locum,
Fortis, fidelis, respiciens herum
Solum, neque incertos amicos
Aut nimis immemores parentes.
 

Ornare collum Julia floribus
Solebat, atqui non placuit jocus
Quandoque, ridentique nodum
Præpropero pede vellicabas:
 

Tunc obvenebant et pudor et metus
Ne diceremus gratum ideb parum,
Sed palma permulcens utrosque
Solicito capite amovebat.
 
  


No. 350. AD NORAM NAPIERAM NUPTAM.
 

Sis læta natis, læta nepotibus,
O Nora! fractis filia voculis
Deos biennis comprecata
Te pietate pari osculetur!
 

Futura sunt hæc, nec simul omnia.
Labuntur amnes sub placido Jove
Cursu quieto, pleniores
Floriferis nocuere pratis.
 

Immitibus quà lassa caloribus
Tellus fatiscit non venit Hesperus,
Sed rura pontumque infrementem
Nox operit subi tis tenebris.
 

Profusa nunquam, nunquam inhibens manum,
Fortuna vobis munera conférât.
Rores minutatim cadentes
Lætificant sata, lædit imber.
 

Nos vota ad aram qua steteras heri
Velata virgo (sint rata!) vovimus,
Ut dextra quæ te duxit illuc
Ne doleat digito annulari.
 

Vir, quum senectus attenuet manum
Tam mollicellam, vix gracilem putet,
Ori-que subridens venusto
Innocuis benedicat annis!
 
  


No. 351. AD DOMINAM.
 

Sis memor absentis, caste dilecta puella!
Nec pigeat manes voce ciere meos.
Si qua genas lacryma irroret, detergeat illam
Haud iterum flentis flente premenda manus.
Insolitum nulli est, doleat neque dicere, verbum;
Dixisti sero vespere sæpe vale.
 
  


No. 352. CANIS AMISSUS.
 

SIQUEM sequntus sit canis Italus
Cervice cujus stramineus color
Albescit infra, suavis liospes
Redde meum mihi Pomeronem.
 

Furatus ilium siquis babes domi,
Molli catenâ restituas hero,
Mercede pro pacto receptâ,
Quam mereare, duum aureorum.
 
  


No. 353. AD MELITTAM.
 

ABESSE dicis te dolere plurimum:
Abesse si dolet, Melitta, non abes;
Unà dolentes areta constringit fides.
 
  


No. 354. SOMNIA ET INSOMNIA.
 

VATUM somnia sunt, et sunt insomnia vatum,
Ista mihi veniunt utraque parte tuâ.
 
  


No. 355. SERTORUM VARIETAS.
 

SERTA micant pueris Hyblæo flore Cyprique,
Serta nigrante viris pendula felle tument.
 
  


No. 356. FORTASSE.
 

INTER trecentos quos putaveris probos
Très selige, et fortasse non fallenclus es.
 
  


No. 357. VIRGO ROMANA QUOMODO TRACTATA.
 

RES haud nova est: nam more patrum carnifex
Vitiavit ante quàm cecidit virginem.
 
  


No. 358. LORIÆ CONTEMPTOR.
 

Qui gloriam se prædicat contemnere,
Solusque truxque more rustici domo
Suapte delitescit, ille fallitur:
Sorex eâdem glorietur gloriâ.
Nomen futurum est unico magni viri
Qui gloriam, sed nactus, aspernatus est.
 
  


No. 359. EPITAPHUM PAULI QUI EXERCITATIONES SCRIPSIT ET UXOEEM DUXIT.
 

HEIC Paulus impiger senex,
Amoris ictus spiculo,
Cunctis quieturus vacat
Exercitationibus.
 
  


No. 360. INSULSUS.
 

SUNT qui carere nos putant sale: id quidem
Non difîitebor; pururn enim atque candidum
Lacrymis liquere sensimus: restât domi
Quo defricandi sunt ii æmuli nigrum.
 
  


No. 361. MOES INIQUA.
 

PRO meritis cuj usque ferocius invida Mors est;
Vita homini brevis est, vita cani brevior.
 
  


No. 362. GALLIA VINCTA.
 

SUAVES fraude nova, firmatâ fraude feroces,
Haud alios peperit Gallia vincta viros.
 
  


No. 363. AD PHILIPPUM EEGEM, DE NUPTIIS HISPAN:
 

O PATRE nequam gnate (siquis) nequior,
Philippe, quorsum te petat sicarius?
Probi-ne sunt in Galliâ sicarii
Soli? æquitatis unici satellites?
At casta certe contigit tibi soror,
Gnatæque castæ, nec caret conjux fide,
Utcunque mater esset infami domo: ‘
Atqui neque illud pessimi scortum domûs
Neptem alligaret conjugi haudquaquam viro
Adulteramque nuptiis compelleret
Ut furtim Iberum clauderet septo pecus.
 
  


No. 364. DE RUINIS LANTONIANIS PULCHRE DEPICTIS.
 

LABUNTUB, anni: quicquid amavimus
Labetur: agros et nemora, et domnm
Vix inchoatam, cum minis
Restituit Rosa pervetustis.
 

Referre tali non ego gratiam
Spero; deorum est; unius est dei:
Accede, sis tandem benignus
Ingenio, et tua sit, Cupido!
 
  


No. 365. BEATIOR.
 

QUANTO omnibus mortalibus beatior
Tuam ille qui dextram tenet,
Projectus ante non recedentes pedes,
Cervicibus fultis genu!
Quàm dulce quod supervenit silentium!
Nos impari silebimus.
 
  


No. 366. SPERANDA PAUCA.
 

SPERANDA pauca, multa perferenda sunt
Etiam beatioribus.
 
  


No. 367. QUALI S VITA SIT BEATA.
 

MULTOS perdidimus, paucos retinemus amicos,
Jam que rogas quæ sit vita beata? Brevis.
 
  


No. 368. BRITANNIA.
 

UBICUNQUE pontus est ibi Britannia est.
 
  


No. 369. AD LYCEN.
 

LIQUIT me juvenis tibi
Dilectus nimium, Lyce!
Et tecum introiit casam!
Ecquando est rediturus?
 

Clausæ jam strepitum foris
Rumoremque sedilium
Stans extra procul audio
Attractæque fenestræ.
 

Et nunc forsitan osculis
Heu! labro insatiabili
Percurrit facilem genam!
Ecquando est rediturus?
 
  


No. 370. VIRGINIS CAPILLI.
 

PROMISSÆ precibus loties, totiesque moratæ,
Exuviæ suaves virginei capitis!
Venistis tandem; haud fugientes oscula, collo
Hæretis, nullo tempore deciduæ.
Qui nostrum baud metuent olim violare sepulchrum
Cassa viri invenient ossa, caputque viri,
Atque hos fœmineos, ubi colla fuere, capillos..
His pascant oculos abstineantque manus.
 
  


No. 371. AD HÆDUM.
 

HÆDE! si vetitus tibi
Sylvis est aditus meis,
Ne balatibus obstina
Ægris puisa vocare
 

Cognata agmina montibus,
Inter quæ tua forsitan
Mater exulet, exulet
Et pater gravis ævo.
 

Vatibus patula arborum
Umbra gratior incubât;
Sit capris statio altior,
Sit jugis in apricis.
 

Do tibi in stabulis locum
In quo candidulum latus
Est et projicere et novum
Cornu poste polire.
 

Splendidus prope rivulus
Labitur.. Tremor artubus
Cur obrepit!.. Ut inscius
Splendidum memoravi!
 

Per me salvus es, hædule!
Nulli Bandusiæ cruor
Manabit tuus; alteri
Cinctum flore dicabo:
 

Illi nempe puellulæ
Cujus nomen amat nemus
Audire, atque ideo silet
Concors ingredienti.
 

Ad sinum arctius attrahens
Blanda, naribus humidis
Si genam tepidam applicet
Disce morigerari.
 

Haud unam auriculam vibra;
Ambas strictiùs erige;
Namque, dum docilis man et
Ætas, pauca monerem.
 

Hæde! sis aliquantulum
Castus quando adoleveris!
Ne genam inficiat rubor
Arcebo ipse capellas.
 

Interim teneræ genu
Noli læclere, namque crus
Duriuscula si ferit
Læserit, neque præsto
 

Forsan obstiterit malo
Ille sæpe salutifer,
Ille carminibus catus
Cæterisque mederi.
 
  


No. 372. AD GRAIUM.
 

PUDICE Grai! videris impudicior
Scatere qui Nympham facisA
 
  


No. 373. DIFFICILE OPES DISTPIBUERE.
 

EGENUS haud sum; dives esse non velim,
Difficile namque est ista partiri bona
Quæ non mihi sed alteri dens dedit
Et ire tantum per meas jussit manus.
 
  


No. 374. QUIS TURPIOR?
 

REDE Borussorum quis turpior? Ecce Borussos
Ipsos! perfidiam non renuêre pati.
Vis alios digito monstrem tibi? Respice Gallos,
Omnia qnos pariter, præter honesta, juvant.
Ecce peregrino qui succnbuere tyranno
Et vinxere sacrum deditione ducem,
Quo nemo probior, quo nemo fortior, ergo
Dignus erat manicis, perfide Galle, tuis.
Talia religio suadet Romana, catena
Tburibuli longâ fasque nefasque ligat.
Sed cultrum fugiamus: adest pius iste subulcus
Qui veterem putri glande replevit haram.
 
  


No. 375. AD AMISSAM.
 

INTER coelicolas.. quare ploramus ademptam..
Lætior esse potes, purior esse nequis.
Respice amicitiam veterem, renovata sit opta,
Nec sine fida tibi corda dolere diu.
Sæpe meam dextram, neque erat rejecta, tetendi,
Ultro tu mihi da, sit mora nulla, tuam.
 
  


No. 376. PAX LATRONIBUS A LATRONIBUS DATA.
 

AD DUDLEIUM STUARTUM.
 

DESIDERANDUS perpetuo bonis,
Cur urbem adisti verberibus nivis
Crebris gementem, amnesque canas
Et pelagus glacie subactum?
 

Eheu! minores obstiterint domi
Quocunque tendas: gemmea vincula
Ligant potentes, barbarusque
Obtinuit procerum favorem.
 

Plorent crematas agricolæ casas,
Plorent inulti pectora fortium
Trajecta ferro; nonne pactum est
Ut quod habent babeant latrones?
 

Inter loquaces curia seligit
Loquaciorem: quid probitas valet?
Abite, vos rerum scientes!
Ejiciunt dominos ministri.
 
  


No. 377. AMICUS MEUS, STRENUUS MILES, VULNERATUS.
 

PERFUSA quanto sanguine Hyems tepet
Britannico de fonte! Vrilium
Semper fuisti victimarum
Prodiga, Taurica Chersonese!
 

Quis vulneratum deferet auribus
Nuper relictæ celsum animi virum?
Pallebit ut conjux sub Hæmo
Vipereo moritura morsu.
 

Spes insusurret credula credulæ
Jam jam reversurum edomito Scythâ,
Jam jamque sanandum; salutem
Contulerit popularis aura.
 

Equus sed idem non revehet domum,
Discerptus ille est sulphureo globo,
Restabat ante atque inter hostes
Solus eques, médius suorum.
 

Plerosque mortis perpetuus sopor
Pressit: quibusdem cara parentium,
Quibusdam et ipsis cariora,
Nomina contremuere labro.
 

Sublimiore, O Anglia, anhelitu
Nunquam attigisti culmina gloriæ,
Nec fortiores militarunt
Sub ducibus magis imperitis.
 
  


No. 378. DE RUFA IN NOVO-COMO.
 

ESURIENS quondam puer usserat ora polentâ,
Inque rotundo oculo salsa micabat aqua.
Nequicquam indomitos expirât hiatque vapores,
Nequicquam baud uno volvitur esca loco:
Rideri metuens “Quoties meminisse parentis
Cogor, ait “lacrymis lumina nostra madent.”
Sic Rufa horrifico quam sipliilis ederat igne,
“Cur moreris nobis, filia cara, procul!
Filia! te duri non cessant flere Britanni,
Indignisque modis me pepulere foras!”
Flet vetula; et videas triginta Here ministros,
Estque, decens luctum, sordida cuique cutis.
Quæ venerem toties jecisse superbiit unam
Ut male damnosum jecerit ilia canem!
Ploratus causam nemo dubitavit candem
Omnibus esse domi: naribus ille dolet;
Cruribus ille tumet mediis; bic fronte laborat,
Hie melius fixo vulnere cantor erit.
Tot quis tamque acres luctum producere morbos
Crederet? at multo teste paratus adest.
Cuinam adeo vebemens excanduit ira deorum
Ut tot mactatos jusserit esse sues?
Cujus amant tanto placari numina lardo
Ut vix invenias rure vel urbe satis?
At tacita observet veteres reverentia ritus,
Parcite, sitque piis baud ita pull a domus!
 
  


No. 379. PAX HONESTA AUT NULLA.
 

HONORE dignam qui patriam velit,
Leges tueri juraque gentium
Certet, tyrannorum omne fœdus
Eumpat amicitiasque temnat.
 

Germaniarum discite principes,
Quanquam benigne accepimus hospitem,
Haud exteris nostri domandi
Sunt juvenes: catuli ligentur
 

Venaticorum qua sua pascua
Percurrit Albis; quærite ibi domum;
Hercynia expectat, luporum
Vestraque, mox repetenda, nutrix.
 

Parum decori si redeant duces,
At (clara quondam syrmate candido)
Pullata, deplorata, nunquam
Pax fragilem induerit coronam!
 
  


No. 380. QUI NON INVENTUS.
 

Qui patriam sibi prætulerit, qui publica jura
Regibus, inventus non est, serb inveniendus.
 
  


No. 381. EUGENIA NAPOLEONIS.
 

EUGENI AM semel adspexi, crystallina tecta
Subter, ubi Ars varias contulit orbis opes.
Incessit pudibunda, silens; plebs ipsa silenti
Conticuit, steterat capta decore novo.
Anne adeo felix solium partita manebit?
Semper erit felix, nam proba semper erit.
Napoleo baud aliud pro fatis consulat astrum,
Haud alio Euxinas lumine lustret aquas.
Pro populis circa plorantibus, exule multo,
Altus Justitiæ verba loquatur Amor!
Materno bospitio nostri potiuntur amici
Et rare ante oculos quam venerentur habent;
Interea mibi Musa venit, placidamque puellam.
Ut fuit, utque aderit sæpe videnda, refert.
 
  


No. 382. AD COSSUTHUM ET BEMUM.
 

GENS clara ripas Danubii colit,
Semper fidelis regibus, imperj
Haud semper æqui; nunc resurgit
Impatienter avita virtus.
 

Quicunque laudes diceret omnium
Quot extiterunt nobilioribus
Ibi triumpbis, ante parcas
Præferet Historiam Camænas:
 

Vix ipsa largis claudere paginis
Sperabit omnes. Huniadem unicum
Inter trecentos Musa amanter
Ausoniæ pavitans sequetur.
 

At non minores jam video aggredi
Regem insolentem; jam video supra
Victoriam cristas volare,
Sistere jam video, duorum.
 

Cossuthe! primus jure locus tibi
Haud imperito milite cernitur
Et cive, nec longe remotum
Adspiciunt equitare Bemum.
 

Valete, fluctus clara nigros super,
Fraterna belli sidera! gloriam
Qui contulerunt, dent utrique
Munera Dii meliora pacis!
 
  


No. 383. IN IMAGINEM BATTHIANII.
 

COSSUTHO minor unico inter omnes
Omni Istri regione, Batthiani!
Yultus obtueor tuos dolenter.
Sed qui sculptor imaginem excitavit?
Idem qui Periclem Jovemque finxit,
Et domûs decus Atticæ Minervam?
Quali morte, vir inclyte, occidisti!
Dedit carnifici nimis pudicum
Falsi Cæsaris impudica conjux.
 
  


No. 384. CANIS URNA.
 

O URNA! nunquam sis tuo eruta hortulo
Fidele quæ pectus tenes,
Nunquam excitandum blandientis vocibus
Aut flebili concors hero.
Acuta lingua quum puella intrat forem
Silere non docebitur,
Neque oricillam, duplici incurvus genu
Planoque acutam subriges,
Saliens-ve post sedile, et inde porrigens
Trans colla narem frigidam,
Dabis oscula ilia, nunc volenti, quæ prius
Aliquantulum invito dabas.
Duæ sepulcbrum populi canæ tegunt
Simul susurrantes super;
At, Pomero, barum lenia nulla murmura
Somnos uti priùs juvant:
Id haud necesse est; altior somnus premit
Quem lætus ignorat dies;
Nec mane nec meridie nec vesperi
Pellendus aut movendus est.
Nil aura verna, nil vox una blandior,
Nil proficit carmen meum.
Vale, hortule! æternumque, Pomero, vale!
Sed, si datur, nostri memor!
 
  


No. 385. DE TRIBUS PRÆCIPUIS ORATORIBUS.
 

MERCUMUS fuit usque suis malefidus alumnis;
Eloquium haud valuit cum probitate pari.
Àurea fracta vides ferro Demosthenis arma;
Pro rostris Tulli lingua cruenta silet.
Cossuthum patrio rex perfidus expulit Istro,
Angliaque ignavo suscipit hospitio.
Lingua diserta suas poenas dedit, altaque virtus
Addidit. Et vetitum est, hic quoque, vera loqui?
 
  


No. 386. CONSOLATIO.
 

NOLI flere; resuscitare noli,
Etsi jam licitum esset ingementi.
Si quæris, quid agat, quia absit, edam.
Hunc adspexit Amor: tuo jacentem
In sinu; aggrediens repente, prima
Inter oscula Somnus occupavit.
Deterget lacrymas Amor, sepulchro
Per noctem gelido accubans, aitque
Quanquam hic possidet, ipse non relinquam.
 
  


No. 387. SATIS.
 

ID satis est, placuisse tibi, te semper amâsse;
Si possim, haud alio nomine clarus ero.
 
  


TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.
 

OH, wise in youth, and young in wisest age,
Landor, true prince! on whom thy royal rights
Laid royal duties in thine heritage
Of soft Thessalian vales and Alpine heights Î
The generations of the just shall be
More brave, more blest, for thine heroic reign;
Thy hills are calm with castles for the free,
Thy vales are rich with roses, grapes, and grain!
A fairer Athens and a freer Rome
Thou bidst us rear: and when this age is old,
A statelier than the high Augustan dome,
Thy venerable memory shall hold!
Wherever Freedom, Truth, and Beauty build,
God’s gladdening light thy marble fane shall gild.
ESPERANCE.
Boston, U.S., March 30, 1854.
 
  


TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, ESQ.
 

THOU who hast made the ancient world thy own,
And Eloquence hath rais’d upon her throne,
To chase the vermin through our streets give o’er,
And leave the carrion on the stable-door.
Bath, July 27.
 
  


LANDOR
 

ANGELS, they say, are with us unawares.
Earth’s noblest elbow those who know them not.
 — I went — a pilgrim to no nameless spot — 
And amidst up-piled terraces and squares,
And wood-clad hills and pleasantest parterres,
Held in my soul but one pervading thought — 
Even here has England’s greatest cast his lot,
Eyeing the world for which he thinks and cares.
 

The Sage — whence flows the wisdom that exalts
The Poet — whence the splendours that illume?
The Man — who cheers the virtues, chides the faults,
Where’s “the old garden” which his thoughts perfume,
His path who in his proud course never halts?
None know — and humbled, I my way resume.
J. W. DALBY.
 
  


SONNETS TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR
 

I.
 

How nobly sits old age upon the brave,
Whose falling years preserve the hopes of youth!
Its early love of liberty and truth;
When genius all its treasures gladly gave
To raise up the oppressed, to free the slave;
To make mankind live purely, god-like, free!
And such, O Landor, do we find in thee!
Our memories will “garner up” thy name,
As one who battled bravely for the right;
Who never stooped to thought or deed of shame,
But walked the earth in rare unsullied might;
In strength and purity aye winning fame.
We mourn the world no more will hear thy voice,
But in thy great achievements we rejoice.
 

II.
 

How shall we weave a wreath for thy broad brow?
Words are but feeble instruments to prove
How much we feel for thee, how deeply love
Thy solitary nobleness, and how
In thy declining years we would avow
The gratitude whose fragrant word might cheer
Thy present hour. But why? thou needest not
Such utterances. Serene, sublime, and clear
Must be the thoughts which bless thy honoured lot;
Pure thoughts and noble deeds attend on thee;
Thy past hath nothing thou hast need to blot;
And this, in truth, thy epitaph might be:
“He scorned the lures of power, and pomp, and pride,
And for the right he lived, and for the right he died.”
JOHN ALFRED LANGFORD.
 
  


A SONNET.
 

TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, ESQ.
 

By the Authoress of “St Sylvester’s Day” &c.
IF in some vision that deep dyes the soul
In its own heaven-tints, you should haply see
Angels or gods, or godlike company
Of Poets gone from earth; — should one unroll
His glorious thoughts in speech; (while the controul
Of eyes mild-lidded, bending shadedly
On yours, though keen to pierce infinity,
Informs your spirit, till you grasp the whole
Of his grand converse;) unamazed you stand,
And talk with him as with some school-day friend.
Was it in dreams I stood thus at the hand
Of Landor, master genius, who doth send
From his still hearth strong voices through the land,
That echoing to far ages shall descend?
 
  


ON MR LANDOR’S POEM ENTITLED
 

INGRATITUDE.
SOMETIMES may we poor ladies fear
A very close examiner;
We also are inclined to pry
In trinket-box for jewelry,
And every now and then would have
A short flirtation with the brave.
I too, among the rest, have been
In London, at the solemn scene,
And sadly wanted you to say
Why Austria’s Envoy kept away,
At last we learn by Landor’s mouth
Why came foul weather from the South,
And kiss his rapier sharp and bright,
And truncheon always leading right.
 

AH LANDOR, what a joy were mine
To blend my humble wreath with thine
Of sempiternal bay;
Could I but deftly interfuse
The accents of thy Roman muse
With my untutored lay!
 

On Fairfield, my Soracte’s brow,
The snows lie wreathed; and keen winds plough
The mere, my Larian lake;
But bending o’er thy classic page,
I heed not though the tempest’s rage
My mountain-cottage shake.
 

I seem to stand in Mincio’s grove,
And list how Pan with Cupid strove,
While Virgil wakes the shell:
Yet in thy varied verse I trace
Something surpassing Maro’s grace, — 
A power of deeper spell.
 

Beyond the bright Pierian fount,
Above the old bi-forked mount
Where Phoebus erst held sway,
Thy muse can urge her daring course,
And rise undazzled to the source
Of empyrean day.
 

Yet, Landor, thou wilt not disdain
To list these echoes of thy strain,
And teach my willing hand
To strike the lyre I shaped from thine
(Ah might I catch its fire divine!)
In my rude mountain-land.
G. G. CUNNINGHAM.
Jan. 31, 1857.
 
  


TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.
 

THY radiant genius glances over all
With sunlike splendor. Sea, rock, waterfall,
Or the shy brook creeping through tangled leaves,
Or cottage lattice under trelaced eaves,
All share those beams; but brighter still they pause
On warrior’s steel unsheathed in Freedom’s cause.
G. S. H.
 
  


TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.
 

THE year goes out in storm. The sky is full
Of vaporous turmoil; the Atlantic waves,
Convulsed and batter’d into tawny froth,
Welter upon the beach, or, thundering white,
Scale the black cliff, and ever fall rebuff’d.
To-night the spirits of air rage round this house,
And sometimes through the wafted curtain bow
My taper’s slender pyramid, whose light
Flickers on names of power, that live emboss’d
In jewels on great shrines (their wealthiest shrines
And durablest are here), with others, too,
This age keeps count of on her civic roll,
Scarce proudly enough, and humbly not enough, — 
Amidst th’ antique and new perennial peers,
Thine, LANDOR. Ruffle not, ye wintry blasts,
That brow beneath its coronal, for Time’s
Unwearied breath may never thin a bud
The coronal upon that brow! Blow soft
Along the Vale of Springs whilst he is there!
 

Nor visit fiercely my unshelter’d door,
Who from this utmost edge, remote and rude,
Dare to that valley on your pinions waft
A hymnal greeting — ah, too wildly dare!
Were not the lower still the harsher judge.
 

Yet hear me, tempests! — as ye drown that toll,
Time’s footfall on the mystic boundary
That severs year from year — could such a wind
Blow out of any quarter of the heaven
As to lay ruin’d, worse than Nineveh,
The thrones where men of serpent forehead sit,
And eyes of smoky hell-spark, with their spur
Firm in the people’s neck; nor less indignant,
Shatter their chairs, whose white, angelic robes
Drape the hog-paunch, or lend the juggler sleeve — 
Swift purifier! whirl them to the mud!
Ay, the Lord lives, and, therefore, down with ye!
Rotten impostors, down! Could such a wind
Blow out of any quarter of the heaven,
Content, my habitancy, like a twig,
Torn in the mighty tempest, would I crawl,
Shivering for shelter, or scoop out a cave
Among the creatures in the benty sand,
Or else need none.
 

Dark clouds are taking wing
Out of the wave continually. They fly
Over those heaps of benty sand, and moor,
And mountain, eastward, hurrying to the dawn;
There where a New Day and New Year roll up
In misty light. Eastward I look and hail
Thee, LANDOR, with the Year; inscrutable
In all its fates; and over all its fates
The throne of God, eternal, just, serene.
WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.
 

QUAM bene sermones scripsisti ab imagine dictos,
Vita in imaginibus sed patet usque tuis.
C. DELA PRYME.
 

FORTIOR est nemo quàm tu, generose Savagî!
Nemo est Romano dignior ore loqui.
Rugbæos igitur celebraberis inter alumnos
Quot sacer Aonia proluit amnis aqnâ.
S. B.
 
  


AD ILLUSTRISSIMUM VIRUM SAVAGIUM LANDOR.
 

QUALIS procellis trux hiemalibns
Adauctus amnis transilit aggeres;
Prorumpit, in lucemqne bonestus
Grati animi rapiendns ardor.
 

Nunc est canendum: sed potius tace;
Vel vela saltem turgida contraire;
Nec lent us argumenta ducas
Tanta modis tenuata parvis.
 

O grande munus! jam videor mihi
Flictus rotarum corripientium
Cursus, et hinnitus equorum,
Et cupida bibere aure plausus.
 

Lyræque vocem, quæ trifidi jubar
Extinguit ignis, quæ Jo vis alitem
Sopore declinare suadet
Lumina lucidiora sole.
 

O grande munus! carmina Pindari
Poeta donat par mihi Pindaro!
Pro! gandia insperata pectus
Œstro agitant: — veniam, ruenti.
 

Audaciores in numeros, date!
Satis superque est: pro! pudor! audeant
Garrire cornices, apertas
Rege avium quatiente pennas?
J. PITMAN.
 

URBES Sicanas ut lubenter viserim — 
Amice Landor, et tecum et Theocrito,
Theocritus nam solus æquis passibus
Comes fuisset; mollibus facetiis,
Captis, receptis, invicem fallens viam
“Per litus illud, illa aperta pascua,
“Et nemora, et alta rupium cacumina,
“Quæ quondam amabat pervagari vesperi;”
Neque ipse Cymodameiam, ut unicè tuam
Aut ausus aut permissus esset insequi.
FRANCIS HARE.
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ADDITIONAL POEMS.
 

HE who is within two paces of the ninetieth year may sit down and make no excuses; he must be unpopular, he never tried to be much otherwise. He never contended with a contemporary, but walked alone on the far eastern uplands, meditating and remembering. To the Idyls a few slight matters have been appended, as tassels are to a purse. The Greek proper names have Greek terminations, not Latin, or French, or English.
 
  


I.
 

A FRIEND TO THEOCRITOS IN EGYPT.
 

Dost thou not often gasp with longdrawn sighs,
Theocritos, recalling Sicily?
Glorious is Nile, but rather give me back
Our little rills which fain would run away
And hide themselves from persecuting suns
In summer, under oleander boughs,
And catch its roses as they flaunt above.
Here are no birds that sing, no sweeter flower
Than tiny fragile weak-eyed resida,
Which faints upon the bosom it would cool.
Altho’ the royal lotos sits aloof
On his rich carpet, spread from wave to wave,
I throw myself more gladly where the pine
Protects me, loftier than the palace-roof,
Or where the linden and acacia meet
Across my path, in fragrance to contend.
Bring back the hour, Theocritos, when we
Shall sit together on a thymy knoll,
With few about us, and with none too nigh,
And when the song of shepherds and their glee
We may repeat, perchance and gaily mock,
Until one bolder than the rest springs up
And slaps us on the shoulder for our pains.
Take thou meanwhile these two papyrus-leaves,
Recording, one the loves and one the woes
Of Pan and Pitys, heretofore unsung.
Aside our rivers and within our groves
The pastoral pipe hath dropt its mellow lay,
And shepherds in their contests only try
Who best can puzzle.
Come, Theocritos,
Come; let us lend a shoulder to the wheel
And help to lift it from this depth of sand.
 
  


II.
 

PAN.
 

Pan led me to a wood the other day,
Then, bending both hoofs under him, where moss
Was softest and where highest was the tuft,
Said he, “Sit thou aside me; there is room
Just for us two; the tinklers are below
To catch the little birds and butterflies,
Nor see us nor would heed us if they saw.
I minded thee in Sicily with one
I dearly love; I heard thee tell my loss
Of Pitys; and he swore that none but thou
Could thus contend with him, or ever should.
Though others had loud lyres and struck them well,
Few could bring any harmony from reeds
By me held high, and higher since thou hast breath’d
Thy gentle breath o’er Pitys and her Pan.”
 
  


III.
 

NIOBE.
 

Amid nine daughters slain by Artemis
Stood Niobe: she rais’d her head above
Those beauteous forms which had brought down the scath
Whence all nine fell, rais’d it, and stood erect,
And thus bespake the Goddess enthroned on high.
“Thou heardest, Artemis, my daily prayer
That thou wouldst guide these children in the pass
Of virtue, through the tangling wilds of youth,
And thou didst ever guide them: was it just
To smite them for a beauty such as thine?
Deserv’d they death because thy grace appear’d
In every modest motion? ’twas thy gift,
The richest gift that youth from heaven receives.
True, I did boldly say they might compare
Even with thyself in virgin purity:
May not a mother in her pride repeat
What every mortal said?
          One prayer remains
For me to offer yet.
Thy quiver holds
More than nine arrows: bend thy bow: aim here,
I see, I see it glimmering through a cloud.
Artemis thou at length art merciful.
My children will not hear the fatal twang.”
 
  


IV.
 

THE GARDENER AND THE MOLE.
 

A gardener had watcht a mole
And caught it coming from its hole.
“Mischievous beast!” he cried, “to harm
The garden as thou dost the farm.
Here thou hast had thy wicked will
Upon my tulip and jonquil. — 
Behold them drooping and half dead
Upon this torn and tumbled bed.”
The mole said meekly in reply,
“My star is more to blame than I.
To undermine is mole’s commission,
Our house still holds it from tradition.
What lies the nearest us is ours,
Decreed so by the higher Powers.
We hear of conies and of hares,
But when commit we deeds like theirs?
We never touch the flowers that blow,
And only bulbs that lurk below.
’Tis true, where we have run, the ground
Is rais’d a trifle, nor quite sound,
Yet, after a few days of rain,
Level and firm it lies again;
Wise men, like you, will rather wait
For these than argue against fate,
Or quarrel with us moles because
We simply follow Nature’s laws.
We raise the turf to keep us warm,
Surely in this there is no harm.
Ye break it up to set thereon
A fortress or perhaps a throne,
And pray that God cast down his eyes
Benignly on burnt sacrifice,
The sacrifice of flesh and bone
Fashioned, they tell us, like His own.
Ye in the cold lie all the night
Under thin tents, at morn to fight.
Neither for hom’d nor fleecy cattle
Start we to mingle in the battle,
Or in the pasture shed their blood
To pamper idleness with food.
Indeed we do eat worms; what then?
Do not those very worms eat men,
And have the impudence to say
Ye shall ere long be such as they?
We never kill or wound a brother,
Men kill by thousands one another,
And, though ye swear ye wish but peace,
Tour feuds and warfares never cease.”
Such homebrought truths the gardener,
Though mild by nature, could not bear,
And lest the mole might more have said
He chopt its head off with the spade.
 
  


V.
 

MEMORY.
 

The mother of the Muses, we are taught,
Is Memory: she has left me; they remain,
And shake my shoulder, urging me to sing
About the summer days, my loves of old.
Alas! alas! is all I can reply.
Memory has left with me mat name alone,
Harmonious name, which other bards may sing,
But her bright image in my darkest hour
Comes back, in vain comes back, call’d or uncall’d.
Forgotten are the names of visitors
Ready to press my hand but yesterday;
Forgotten are the names of earlier friends.
Whose genial converse and glad countenance
Are fresh as ever to mine ear and eye;
To these, when I have written, and besought
Remembrance of me, the word Dear alone
Hangs on the upper verge, and waits in vain.
A blessing wert thou, O oblivion,
If thy stream carried only weeds away,
But vernal and autumnal flowers alike
It hurries down to wither on the strand.
 
  


VI.
 

ERIN.
 

Erin! thou art indeed of ancient race,
Erynnys bore thee, she who brought with her
That apple which retain’d in endless strife
Three Goddesses on Ida, she who urged
A few years later the fierce son of Thetis
To threaten Agamemnon: hardly could
Pallas withhold him and his lifted sword.
Forgettest thou thy merriment, thy jokes,
Thy genial hours, thy hospitable heart
Swift to fly open with the whiskey-cork?
Forgettest thou thy bard who, hurried home
From distant lands and, bent by poverty,
Reposed among the quiet scenes he loved
In native Auburn, nor disdain’d to join
The village dancers on the sanded floor?
No poet since hath Nature drawn so close
To her pure bosom as her Oliver.
Thou hearest yet the melodies of Moore,
Who sang your blue-eyed maidens worthily
If any voice of song can reach so high.
Why art thou, Erin, like a froward child
Struggling with screams to scratch its nurse’s face,
And, pincht by hunger, throwing food away?
Thy harp sounds only discords: wilt thou never
Awake from dreams of murder? Shall the priest
Chaunt vobiscum and, before he leaves
The chapel, thrust a dagger in a hand
Working to grasp it?
           But not all who chaunt
Are alike bloody-minded: one I knew
Familiar with his flock, nor much averse
To fare with it the seventh day, or sixth,
Or any other in the calendar.
By summer’s heat his lips were often parcht,
By winter’s cold as often. The Right Reverend
My lord the bishop scantily provided
For this poor brother; was it not enough
To own him, and to ask him how he did?
His modesty might have been deeply hurt
Had he seen sundry rents in certain parts
Where rents are most unseemly, and the girls
Might titter at ‘em as they sew’d ‘em up.
Then, had not the Eight Reverend given him
Quite as much food as raven gave Elijah
By that divine commission from above?
Elijah was no curate, but a prophet,
And men should feed according to their station.
Poor were my friend’s parishioners: he met
The wealthiest of them: “Faith and troth!” he cried,
“My eyes are ready to leap out to see
Thy merry face, Mic! Are all well at home?
Judy, that pattern wife, Bess, that brave girl,
Match for a lord, if lord were match for her.”
“Bedad! my eyes would have met yours halfway,”
Said honest Mic, and kist the proffer’d hand.
“Ours are all well; but Bess hath two feet lame
With chilblains, broken or about to break;
They plague her, and our Judy plagues her worse
Because she would put stockings on, the minx!
And how the divil find another pair
Entire and dacent for Saint Patrick’s day?
Judy’s will fit no other leg than hers,
And she has only one to bless her with,
This one she can not spare; it may please God
To send another in His own good time,
And then, who knows? we all must live in hope.
Now, father, will your Reverence step indoors?”
“Impossible. I must be home to dinner.
What have you? buttermilk?”
          “The cow is kilt
And barrel’d, and at Bristow by the stamer.”
“A slice of bacon?”
          “Bacon? plenty, plenty,
Come Michaelmas’, my blessed saint’s own day.
Look yonder; there he lies and winks at us,
And rises not, even to your Reverence.
But he shall pay for it, come Michaelmas,
The pay-day and the saint’s day the world over.
Grunt, grunt away, boy! thou shalt change thy note
For shriller, longer-winded; wait awhile.
“Mic, we must all await the appointed hour.
Let him be aisy, and don’t bother him
Because thou art the luckier of the two,
For thou canst shove thy sins upon my shoulder
And leave wet eyes behind when thine are dry.”
“Father! that ugly baist hath made you low.”
“Well, I do think I would be better for
A drop, or half a drop, of cool nate whiskey.”
“Was ever such bad luck since stills were stills!
Jue drank the last to comfort her poor child.”
 
  


VII.
 

FRA DOLCINO AND MARGARITA.
 

Dolcino was pursued with fire and sword,
Until the bloodhounds which had suckt the dugs
Of Rome’s old wolf had trackt him coucht among
His native hills.
           At Serravalle first
He halted briefly; there they scented him
Amid the faithful poor whose bread he ate,
Bread freely proffered and blest gratefully.
Next was his flight to the castellated
Robialto, where Biandrate held to him
A hospitable hand, a hand unmail’d
But rarely. Long the pious fugitive
Would not imperil him who stood observed
In eminence of station. More obscure — 
Emiliano Sola, who contrived
How from Dalmatia he might best return
To Italy, now brought to Campertogno
The weary pilgrim. Emiliano Sola
Would rather leave his home and fertile mead
Along Valsesia than desert his friend.
He loaded many teams with wheat and wool,
And drove before him oxen, freed from yoke,
Unused to mount steep crags; the household dog
Followed, though oft rebuked, and halting oft
Under the shadow of the panting kine.
Two winters then were spent above the snow,
And food was wanting both for man and beast,
So that the direst famine shrivel’d them,
Leaving but half what they had been before.
Escape was none; five thousand foes around
After five thousand had already tinged
With ropy gore the Sesia, like red snakes
Twisting, convolving, clashing, numberless.
Who has not seen Varallo, and not paused
Amid the beauteous scene to mourn the fate
Of men so brave, of women brave no less,
Whose flesh was torn from them while wolves around
Growl’d for it as ’twas oast into the flames;
But there was little for them had they all.
Ranieri di Perzana was ordain’d
Lord Bishop of Vercelli, proud alike
Of crosier and of sword, and rendering each
Its service to the other; princely state
Was his, with palaces and wide domains,
While over icebergs, over precipices,
Homeless and roofless, with eight hundred men,
Women, and children, Fra Dolcino fled.
“Now,” said the bishop to his holy band,
“See, what avails it to have purified
Our violated church with fire and blood
Of thousand thousand reprobates, while one
Defies us from his Alpine fastnesses,
Consorted with that wicked Margarita
Of Trent, who shares his faith and who pretends
To live with him in virgin purity,
Altho’ she never took the cloistral vows
Nor call’d the Church’s blessing.
          They presume
To read that book which we alone may read,
Christ’s WILL AND TESTAMENT, bequeathed to us
Residuary legatees of all
In his rich treasury for our use lockt up,
And Peter’s heir holds in his hand the key.
Against the abomination rise, my sons,
And leave on yonder mount no soul alive.
But there are some whom we may first convert.
Tell the rude rabble, snorting now and rearing
Against that sacred chair which Christ himself
Placed for St. Peter and St. Peter’s heirs,
That I prepare in my dispensary
An application for stiff necks and wry,
The which shall straiten them and set them up.”
Familiarly and pleasantly, as wont,
Thus spake Ranieri, by the Grace of God
And God’s vicegerent, Bishop of Vercelli.
A patriot, bold as those whose hardy deeds
He traces with a poet’s fire, relates
How winter after winter, destitute
Of fuel and of food, these mountaineers
Maintain’d their post, nor daunted nor deceived;
How not the stronger sex alone sustain’d
The brunt of battle; of the weaker stood
A hundred, fighting till a hundred fell.
Men, it is said, by famine so reduced,
Have eaten their slain enemies; one wretch
Askt if ‘twere worse to eat men than to slay,
To eat the murderer than to slay the helpless;
Then, turning to a priest who taunted him,
“Madden’d by famine brought on us by you
We ate our enemies, you eat your God.”
Pincers tore out the tongue that thus blasphemed.
After long winters and hard fights against
Successive hosts the fortalice was won;
Few the survivors; one Dolcino was,
Another was the virgin; neither wish’d
For life, both yearn’d for truth and truth alone.
Dolcino was led forward: pots of pitch
And burning charcoal were paraded round
The cart that bore him, iron pincers glow’d
With fire, and these contending priests applied
To every portion of his naked flesh
Until the bones were bare; then was he dragg’d
Thither where Margarita stood above
Small fagots, for her lingering death prepared.
Few and faint words she spoke, nor heard he these.
“Have we not lived together, O Dolcino,
In sisterhood and brotherhood a life
Of chastity, God helping this desire,
Nor leaving other in the cleansed heart.”
She paus’d; his head hung low; then added she
“Our separation is the worst of pangs
We suffer: bear even this: pincers and barbs
I now feel too.”
          “Dolcino, art thou faint?
Speakest thou not? then is thy spirit fled,
Mine follows.”
There was on each eye a tear
(For Margarita was but woman yet)
Not one had fallen, else the flames had dried it.
She uttered these last words, scarce audibly,
“Blessed be God, thou seest his face, Dolcino,
O may I see it! may he grant it soon!”
 
  


VIII.
 

TO VENICE.
 

Dishonour’d thou hast been, but not debased,
O Venice! he hastes onward who will bring
The girdle that enclosed thy virgin waist,
And will restore to thee thy bridal ring.
Venice! on earth are reptiles who lift high
The crested head, both venomous and strong
Are they; and many by their fangs shall die,
But one calm watcher crushes them ere long.
 

So fare who ever twists in tortuous ways,
Strown with smooth promises and broken vows,
Who values drunken shouts, not sober praise,
And spurns the scanty pittance Truth allows.
 
  


IX.
 

SYRACUSE.
 

In brighter days the Dorian Muse
Extol’d the kings of Syracuse.
Hieros and Gelons shook the rein
Of coursers on the Olympic plain,
Victors at Elis, where they won
A crown no king can leave his son.
There Pindar struck his harp aloud,
And shared the applauses of the crowd.
Then Science from deep study rais’d
A greater man than bards have prais’d.
When Syracuse met Roman foes,
Above her proudest he arose;
He called from heaven the Lord of Light
To lend him his all-piercing might.
The patriot’s pious prayer was heard,
And vaunting navies disappeared;
Through clouds of smoke sparks widely flew,
And hissing rafts the shore bestrew;
Some on the Punic sands were cast,
And Carthage was avenged at last.
Alas! how fallen art thou since,
O Syracuse! how many a prince
Of Gallia’s parti-colour’d brood
Have crept o’er thee to suck thy blood!
Syracuse, raise again thy head,
Long hast thou slept, but art not dead.
A late avenger now is come
Whose voice alone can split the tomb.
Hearest thou not the world throughout
Cry Garibaldi? One loud shout
Arises, and there needs but one
To shatter a polluted throne.
 
  


X.
 

TO ALFIERI.
 

Alfieri, thou art present in my sight
Tho’ far removed from us, for thou alone
Hast toucht the inmost fibres of the breast,
Since Tasso’s tears made damper the damp floor
Whereon one only light came thro’ the bars;
Love brought it, and stood mute, with broken wing.
The vision of Leonora could not raise
His heavy heart, and staid long nights in vain.
Thou scornedst thy own country, scorn thou wouldst
Many who dwell within it now her bonds
Are broken: adulation at all times
Was her besetting sin, nor leaves her yet,
But thou couldst tell her, and couldst make her hear,
That Corsic honey which attracts the hive
Is poison.. turn then from the mortal taste.
 
  


XI.
 

TO CAREY, ON HIS APPOINTMENT TO AN OFFICE IN THE BRITISH MUSEUM.
 

Carey! I fear the fruits are scanty
Thou gatherest from the fields of Dante,
But thou hast found at least a shed
Wherein to cram thy truckle-bed;
The porter’s lodge of the Museum
May daily hear thee sing Te Deum.
Peaches and grapes are mostly found
Richest the nearest to the ground:
Our gardeners take especial care
To keep down low all boughs that bear.
Dante’s long intertwisted line
Is straiten’d and drawn tight by thine:
Hell, devil, dog, in force remain,
And Paradise blooms fresh again.
 
  


XII.
 

AN OLD POET TO SLEEP.
 

No God to mortals oftener descends
Than thou, O Sleep! yet thee the sad alone
Invoke, and gratefully thy gift receive.
Some thou invitest to explore the sands
Left by Pactolos, some to climb up higher,
Where points Ambition to the pomp of War;
Others thou watchest while they tighten robes
Which Law throws round them loose, and they meanwhile
Wink at a judge, and he the wink returns.
Apart sit fewer, whom thou lovest more
And leadest where unruffled rivers flow,
Or azure lakes neath azure skies expand.
These have no wider wishes, and no fears,
Unless a fear, in turning, to molest
The silent, solitary, stately swan, — 
Disdaining the garrulity of groves
Nor seeking shelter there from sun or storm.
Me also hast thou led among such scenes,
Gentlest of Gods! and Age appear’d far off
While thou wast standing dose above the couch,
And whispered’st, in whisper not unheard,
“I now depart from thee, but leave behind
My own twin-brother, friendly as myself,
Who soon shall take my place; men call him Death.
Thou hearest me, nor tremblest, as most do,
In sooth why shouldst thou? what man hast thou wrong’d
By deed or word? few dare ask this within.”
There was a pause; then suddenly said Sleep
“He whom I named approacheth, so farewell.”
 
  


XIII.
 

THE POETS OF SCOTLAND.
 

Thomson, there born where mist and snow
Are the sole change the Seasons know,
Saw them alternate in his dreams,
And woke to charm the Nymphs of Thames.
The generous Scott and stalwart Burns
Blew Caledonia’s pipe by turns;
And Campbell with no fainter voice
Bade her in one more bard rejoice,
When Hohenlinden made reply
To “Glorious Death or victory!”
 
  


XIV.
 

Jonson to Shakespeare was preferr’d
By the bell-jingling low-brow’d herd,
Cowley to Milton. Who would mind
The stumbles of the lame and blind?
We may regret their sad estate,
But can not make them amble straight.
 
  


XV.
 

TO MEMORY.
 

Thy daughters often visit me
And call thee mother, Memory!
Doubtful if thou art quite divine,
I never askt them who was thine.
Altho’ these children are so good,
There’s somewhat acrid in thy blood,
For here and there I think I trace
A more than freckle in thy face.
Why tell me how serenely bright
Shone over me the morning light?
Why lead me backward far away
And make me wish for close of day?
 
  


XVI.
 

To see the cities and to know the men
Of many lands, in youth was Homer’s lot;
In age to visit his far home again
The Gods, who never feel it, granted not.
 
  


XVII.
 

TO THE EMPEROR OF THE FRENCH.
 

Pleas’d was I when you told me how
In hat that buffeted the brow
And mason’s loose habiliment
With masons thro’ Ham’s gate you went.
Heartily glad was I to see
A prisoner, though a prince, set free.
“Prince!” said I, “you’ve escaped two worst
Of evils.”
          “I have known a first,”
Said you, “but that is only one,
Tell me the other.”
          “’Tis a throne.”
I could not add what now I might,
It keeps the worthy out of sight,
Nor lets the sitter sit upright.
Can there be pleasure to keep down
In rusty chains a struggling town?
Can there be any to hear boom
Tour cannon o’er the walls of Rome?
Or shows it strength to break a word
As easily as girls a cord
Of flimsy cotton, when the bell
Calls them to dinner?.. To rebel
Against rebellion in your eyes
Is criminal, to crouch is wise.
Louis! your father thought not so;
His sceptre he disdain’d to owe
To falsehood; all his cares he bent
To make the realm he ruled content.
He proved, what many people doubt
As often as they look about,
A wonderful unheard of thing..
An honest man may be a king.
 
  


XVIII.
 

Lyndhurst came up to me among
A titled and untitled throng,
And after a few words were said
About the living and the dead,
Whom we had known together more
Than half a century before,
He added: “Faith! your choice was best
Amid the woods to build a nest.
But why so seldom wing it down,
To look at us who toil in town?”
“Would you change place with me?” said I.
To this a laugh was a reply.
 
  


XIX.
 

Chaucer, O how I wish thou wert
Alive and, as of yore, alert!
Then, after bandied tales, what fun
Would we two have with monk and nun.
Ah, surely verse was never meant
To render mortals somnolent.
In Spenser’s labyrinthine rhymes
I throw my arms o’erhead at times,
Opening sonorous mouth as wide
As oystershells at ebb of tide.
Mistake me not: I honour him
Whose magic made the Muses dream
Of things they never knew before,
And scenes they never wandered o’er.
I dare not follow, nor again
Be wafted with the wizard train. — 
No bodyless and soulless elves
I seek, but creatures like ourselves.
If any poet now runs after
The Faeries, they will split with laughter,
Leaving him in the desert, where
Dry grass is emblematic fare.
Thou wast content to act the squire
Becomingly, and mount no higher;
Nay, at fit season to descend
Into the poet with a friend,
Then ride with him about thy land
In lithesome nutbrown boots well-tann’d,
With lordly greyhound, who would dare
Course against law the summer hare,
Nor takes to heart the frequent crack
Of whip, with curse that calls him back.
The lesser Angels now have smiled
To see thee frolic like a child,
And hear thee, innocent as they,
Provoke them to come down and play.
 
  


XX.
 

Lyons! thou art a grateful city,
To feel for Pius so much pity.
His velvet slippers now look neater,
With so much million clubbed for Peter.
But thou could’st offer nothing less
For wearing thy embroider’d dress,
Well suiting that three-storied steeple,
Ringing its bells above the people,
Instead of harbouring those poor
Who now infest thy weaver’s door.
 
  


XXI.
 

TO SIR SAMUEL METRICK.
 

Meyrick, when I had gazed on all
The treasures round each trophied wall,
Where armour of past ages shows
How brave were some whom no one knows,
You did not point out, just beneath,
The house of him who conquer’d Death,
Swift, that dragoon who fought with pen
Against the chief of black-mail’d men
Who kickt, headforemost, Truth downstairs
On grudging him his pence for prayers.
 
  


XXII.
 

TO GENERAL CLARGES.
 

Threescore and ten years since Rugby saw
My bloody battles on the cricket-ground,
And, Clarges, you remember that I fought
Never with any but an older lad,
And never lost but two fights in thirteen.
Why wonder then if I so little heed — 
The petulance of weaker than myself
Who play the judge and take the seat above?
See you not what they want? they scarce hope wrath,
It would be something would I but reply.
I let them light on any balder pate,
As flies do, and forbear to whisk them off;
To buffet them is but an invitation
To come again and blacken the repast.
 
  


XXIII.
 

THE CONTRITE PRIEST.
 

Incline, O Mary, from thy throne
To hear a contrite sinner own
His manifold and grievous sins,
Thick as the serried ranks of pins,
But first (for time is precious) hear
What the black score in part may dear.
I always ate (for ’twas thy wish
On Fridays we should dine on fish)
Turbot or lamprey or whate’er
The cook thought proper to prepare;
Ay, I have been constrain’d to stoop
To creeping things, and sigh o’er soup
Founded on oysters, taught to swim
For the first time in beardless trim.
Ah, lady! couldst thou only know
The anguish of my heart and toe!
Help! ’tis impossible without
Thy help to keep at bay the gout.
 
  


XXIV.
 

ABERTAWY.
 

It was no dull tho’ lonely strand
Where thyme ran o’er the solid sand,
Where snap-dragons with yellow eyes
Lookt down on crowds that could not rise,
Where Spring had fill’d with dew the moss
In winding dells two strides across.
There tiniest thorniest roses grew
To their full size, nor shared the dew:
Acute and jealous, they took care
That none their softer seat should share;
A weary maid was not to stay
 Without one for such churls as they.
I tugg’d and lugg’d with all my might
To tear them from their roots outright;
At last I did it.. eight or ten..
We both were snugly seated then;
But then she saw a half-round bead,
And cried, Good gracious! how you bleed!
Gently she wiped it off, and bound
With timorous touch that dreadful wound.
To lift it from its nurse’s knee
I fear’d, and quite as much fear’d she,
For might it not increase the pain,
And make the wound burst out again?
She coaxt it to lie quiet there
With a low time I bent to hear;
How close I bent I quite forget,
I only know I hear it yet.
Where is she now? Call’d far away,
By one she dared not disobey,
To those proud halls, for youth unfit,
Where princes stand and judges sit.
Where Ganges rolls his widest wave
She dropt her blossom in the grave;
Her noble name she never changed,
Nor was her nobler heart estranged.
 
  


XXV.
 

PRAYER OF WALTER MAPES TO THE POPE.
 

Beatitude! we humbly ask
For each poor priest his second flask.
Hourly we pray for daily bread.
Take half, and give us wine instead.
Thou keepest, as we know, the keys
Of heaven and earth; now, one of these
Can ope the cellar as thou wilt;
Trust us, no drop shall there be spilt.
If ever should a vintage fail
(God help us!) we must come to ale.
In sooth our sins deserve it all,
Yet never may such evil fall
Upon the priesthood and the grapes
Most fervently prays Walter Mapes.
 
  


XXVI.
 

Whether a poet yet is left
In France I know not, and who knows?
But Hugo, of his home bereft,
In quiet Jersey finds repose.
Honour to him who dares to utter
A word of truth in writ or speech!
In Hugo’s land the brave but mutter
Half one, in dread whose ear it reach.
 
  


XXVII.
 

CROMWELL.
 

God’s servant, Milton’s friend! what higher praise
Can man attain who labours all his days?
Protector of three realms! a power was thine
Dangerous to hold, more dangerous to resign.
England proclaimed thee with her trumpet voice,
And England’s will was ever Cromwell’s choice.
Let weaker men, and weaker all men are,
How they would mount such eminence beware.
Outcast of his own slaves, one dared to mock
The voice of Truth.. he rots upon a rock:
The vultures and the cormorants fly round
To feast upon a heart so long unsound;
Each says, “I am his kindred; and the least
He should bequeath me is a final feast.”
Cunning the wretch may be, but never wise,
Who thinks a head is safe that rests on lies.
 
  


XXVIII.
 

Once an old sinner call’d a priest
And told him he would be confest.
The priest in horror heard him tell
Sin after sin, and threaten’d hell
With all its torments after death,
Its fires, its gnashings of the teeth
Eternally: to all the rest
Denounced as certain by the priest
The wretch grew more and more afraid,
But what about the teeth was said
Seem’d more like comfort: the good father
No reasons for such change could gather.
He cried, “Thou shudderest not, my son,
At what so soon is coming on.”
“Alas!” the penitent exclaim’d,
“I shudder’d when that fire was named.
Now, father, if they would but spare
That cursed fire, I should not care
About the teeth; but two remain,
And they can never gnash again.”
 
  


XXIX.
 

ON THE POISONING OF SPARROWS.
 

My fondled ones! whom every day
In childhood I call’d forth to play,
A call ye minded not until
The crumbs were on the window-sill;
Then down ye flutter’d; then ye fought
More fiercely than good sparrows ought,
For there was not a speckled breast
To cause a jealous one unrest,
And not a Lesbia at whose beck
There came a pouting lip to peck.
Ah me! what rumour do I hear?
It makes me shrivel up with fear.
Can it.. it never can.. be true,
That poison is prepared for you,
Who clear the blossoms as they shoot
And watch the bud and save the fruit?
Turn, turn again your sideling eyes
On one more grateful and more wise.
 
  


XXX.
 

You ask me what I see in Dickens..
A game-cock among bantam chickens.
 
  


XXXI.
 

Sire! sire! cast off the worn-out garb
Of that old Brutus; mount thy barb,
Leap o’er the Channel, spurn and spit on
The turbulent and faithless Briton.
Blood we must have, for without blood
Who can digest his daily food?
Give us it; rather than have none,
We would a brother’s or our own.
Already are our brave made frantic
By their confinement to the Atlantic,
When Glory, true French Glory, calls
To batter Montezuma’s walls.
Remember, ’tis your mission, sire,
To set two hemispheres a fire.
 
  


XXXII.
 

“Men call you dog: now tell me why,”
A little girl said: in reply
Diogenes said, smiling at her,
“My child! how wickedly men flatter!”
 
  


XXXIII.
 

Keep, honest sobersided men,
Across your mouths the impatient pen,
I will supply you with a dozen
When your ink ceases to be frozen.
 
  


XXXIV.
 

“Come, let us fight, my boy!” said one
Boldly enough, to Philip’s son:
And coolly Philip’s son replied
“I fight with kings, and none beside.”
 
  


XXXV.
 

Pardon our enemies, we pray
Devoutly every sabbath-day;
Ere the next mom we change our notes,
And blow them up or cut their throats.
Above us and below meanwhile
The Angels weep, the Devils smile.
 
  


XXXVI.
 

Unhappy he whom Love beguiles
With wavering and insidious smiles;
Unhappier, who has lived to prove
That Friendship is as frail as Love.
 
  


XXXVII.
 

There are a hundred now alive
Who buz about the summer hive,
Alas! how very few of these — 
Poor little busy poet bees
Can we expect again to hum
When the next summer shall have come.
 
  


XXXVIII.
 

A scholar was about to marry,
His friend said, “Ere thou dost, be wary.
So wise art thou that I foresee
A wife will make a fool of thee.
Foolishest of all fools are those
Wise men led daily by the nose.
It hardly seems a woman’s while
The fond hale-witted to beguile:
And yet I must confess, my friend,
Sometimes they do so condescend.”
 
  


XXXIX.
 

They tell us, the persuasive Greek,
When from the bema he would speak,
To make more clear some weighty truth
Roll’d a round pebble in his mouth.
Napoleon, try this help again,
Or any other, to speak plain,
For now, your words so strangely jar,
War sounds like peace and peace like war.
 
  


XL.
 

TO A GERMAN.
 

You think all liquor must be weak if clear,
Find wit in Goethe, miss it in Voltaire.
Your beer has plenty both of malt and hop,
But of the bright and sparkling not a drop.
 
  


XLI.
 

The slender birds enjoy their cages,
Captivity the strong enrages.
While piping finches wag their tails
Before the catcher at Versailles,
Against the Czar the brave rebel
And hate the Kaisar worse than hell.
 
  


XLII.
 

With frowning brow o’er pontif-kings elate
Stood Dante, great the man, the poet great.
Milton in might and majesty surpast
The triple world, and far his shade was cast.
On earth he sang amid the Angelic host,
And Paradise to him was never lost.
But there was one who came these two between
With larger light than yet our globe had seen.
Various were his creations, various speech
Without a Babel he bestow’d on each.
Raleigh and Bacon tower’d above that earth
Which in their day had given our Shakespeare birth,
And neither knew his presence! they half-blind
Saw not in him the grandest of mankind.
 
  


XLIII.
 

Flies have alighted on the shanks of Pan,
And some have settled upon Homer’s head;
We whisk them off with jewel-studded fan
Till few escape and many more lie dead.
 
  


XLIV.
 

Ye who have toil’d uphill to reach the haunt
Of other men who lived in other days,
Whether the ruins of a citadel
Raised on the summit by Pelasgic hands,
Or chamber of the distaff and the song..
Ye will not tell what treasure there ye found,
But I will.
          Ye found there the viper laid
Full-length, flat-headed, on a sunny slab,
Nor loth to hiss at ye while crawling down.
Ye saw the owl flap the loose ivy-leaves
And, hooting, shake the berries on your heads.
Now, was it worth your while to mount so high
Merely to say ye did it, and to ask
If those about ye ever did the like?
Believe me, O my friends, ‘twere better far
To stretch your limbs along the level sand
As they do, where small children scoop the drift,
Thinking it must be gold, where curlews soar
And scales drop glistening from the prey above.
 
  


XLV.
 

WRITTEN IN A CATULLUS.
 

Among these treasures there are some
That floated past the wreck of Rome;
But others, for their place unfit,
Are sullied by uncleanly wit.
So in its shell the pearl is found
With rank putridity around.
 
  


XLVI.
 

Upon his death-bed lay a pagan priest; — 
A pious brother when the worst had ceast
Consoled him thus.
          “Think now what pleasure yields
The nearer prospect of Elysian fields.”
“Ah!” said he, “all about those fields we know
But mushrooms, are good mushrooms there below?”
 
  


XLVII.
 

Toward Maiano let me look again
Across my narrow plain,
What there to see? an image, nothing more.
Nina, in days of yore,
There listen’d to the warbling of that bird
Whose voice last night I heard
Just opposite my terrace; it had kept
My heart awake, nor slept
All night itself... Maiano, she may claim
The grandest Tuscan name.
Nina of Dante; she it was whose song
Was felt our woods among
Before the mighty Alfieri rose
To blast his country’s foes.
Above these olives I shall often see,
Nina! the Shade of thee.
 
  


XLVIII.
 

The sea has depths no plummet-line
Can reach, no science can divine;
And earth has poems so profound
No line can ever reach the ground;
They fly about in empty air,
And boys catch at ‘em here and thore.
 
  


XLIX.
 

A poor artificer had sold
Some sweepings of his master’s gold,
And when he was brought into court
The jury had condemn’d him for’t,
But the wise judge, more angry with
The plaintiff than the needy smith,
Said, “Is it not too shabby, sir,
To make for sweepings such a stir?”
“My lord,” said he, “you little know
The worth of gold who reckon so.
These sweepings in a year or two
Weigh more than what the king pays you.”
 
  


L.
 

“Call me not forth,” said one who sate retired,
Whom Love had once, but Envy never, fired.
“I scorn the crowd: no clap of hands he seeks
Who walks among the stateliest of the Greeks.”
 
  


LI.
 

Sometimes a Jesuit’s words are true,
For proof one specimen may do.
“To malice all an ear incline,
“Even the few who don’t malign.”
 
  


LII.
 

Blest are the bad alone while here,
Alone they never shed a tear,
The wise and virtuous grieve the most..
Southey, until all sense was lost,
Bewail’d a son’s untimely end,
And Tennyson embalm’d a friend.
I dare not place my name with those,
But have not I too wept for Rose?
 
  


LIII.
 

My fragrant Lime, I loved thee long before,
Rose calls thee Linden, now I love thee more.
Her breath can make the unripe blossom blow,
And Spring revive afresh, entombed in snow.
 
  


LIV.
 

Squibs, crackers, serpents, rockets, Bengal lights,
Lead thousands running to the Dardanelles,
Where girls by sackfuls bubble thro’ the wave;
I, leaving good old Homer, not o’erlong,
Enjoy the merriment of Chaucer’s tales
Or louder glee of the large-hearted Burns,
And then partaking Southey’s wholesome fare,
Plenteous and savoury without spice, I turn
To my own sofa, where incontinent
Wordsworth’s low coo brings over me sound sleep.
 
  


LV.
 

ADVICE TO AN OLD POET.
 

After edition comes edition,
And scarce a dozen copies gone;
Suppose you take another “mission.”
And let the weary press alone.
 
  


LVI.
 

Thou hast not lost all glory, Rome!
With thee have found their quiet home
Two whom we followers most admire
Of those that swell our sacred quire;
And many a lower’d voice repeats
Hush! here lies Shelley! here lies Keats!
 
  


LVII.
 

A FOREIGN RULER.
 

He says, My reign is peace, so slays
A thousand in the dead of night.
Are you all happy now? he says,
And those he leaves behind cry quite.
He swears he will have no contention,
And sets all nations by the ears;
He shouts aloud, No intervention!
Invades, and drowns them all in tears.
 
  


LVIII.
 

A DOMESTIC RULER.
 

Outrageous hourly with his wife is Peter,
Some do aver he has been known to beat her.
“She seems unhappy,” said a friend one day,
Peter turn’d sharply.. “What is that you say?
Her temper you have there misunderstood,
She dares not be unhappy if she would.”
 
  


LIX.
 

Of those who speak about Voltaire
The least malicious are unfair.
The groundlings neither heed nor know
The victories of Apollo’s bow;
What powers of darkness he withstood
And stampt upon the Python’s blood.
Observing still his easy pace,
They call it levity, not grace.
 
  


LX.
 

A dying man was sore perplext
About what people would do next.
“Now was it not too bad that lead
Should fasten down the helpless dead,
But iron coffins must be made
To suit the tricksters of the trade?
I will not have one, for I doubt
How in the world I should get out.
A strip of deal is not so tough,
Yet may be troublesome enough.
 
  


LXI.
 

REPLY TO AN INVITATION.
 

Will you come to the lower I have shaded for you?
Our couch shall be roses all spangled with dew.
Tommy Moore, Tommy Moore, I’ll be hang’d if I do,
It would give me a cough, and a rheumatise too.
 
  


LXII.
 

I well remember one departed now,
Who raised in wonder an unbraided brow,
When I said, “Come to me, my pretty child!”..
She hesitated, ran to me, and smiled. — 
“Now mind!” cried she, “don’t tumble my lace-frill!
Nothing like that would dear mamma take ill.”
She grew in beauty to her twentieth year,
Then knew, nor fear’d to know, that death was near.
Like ripen’d corn was laid her patient head,
Yet say not, impious Man! that she is dead.
 
  


LXIII.
 

Oft, when the Muses would be festive,
Unruly Pegasus runs restive,
And, over the Pierian fount
Flies upward to their sacred mount;
Aware that marshes rot the hoof
He proudly wings his way aloof.
He loves the highest ground the best,
And takes where eagles soar his rest.
 
  


LXIV.
 

ANSWER TO A DOG’S INVITATION.
 

Faithfullest of a faithful race,
Plainly I read it in thy face
Thou wishest me to mount the stairs
And leave behind me all my cares.
No; I shall never see again
Her who now sails across the main;
Nor wilt thou ever, as before,
Hear two white feet against her door.
Therefore do thou nor whine nor roam,
But rest thee and curl round at home.
 
  


LXV.
 

How calm, how bland, appears the moon above us!
Surely there dwell the Spirits who most love us.
So think we, and gaze on: the well-pois’d glass
Suddenly bids the sweet illusion pass,
And tells us, bright as may be tins outside,
Within are gulphs and desolation wide,
Craters extinct and barren rocks around,
And darkest depths no plummet-line could sound;
Then on the heart these jarring words descend..
Man! hast thou never found such in a friend?
 
  


LXVI.
 

ON THE DEATH OF LANTHE.
 

I dare not trust my pen, it trembles so,
It seems to feel a portion of my woe,
And makes me credulous that trees and stones
At mournful fates have utter’d mournful tones.
While I look back again on days long past
How gladly would I yours might be my last.
Sad our first severance was, but sadder this,
When death forbids one hour of mutual bliss.
 
  


LXVII.
 

We hear no more an attic song,
Teuton cuts out the Athenian’s tongue,
And witches, ghosts, and goblins fill
Each crevice of the Aonian hill.
 
  


LXVIII.
 

An aged man who loved to doze away
An hour by daylight, for his eyes were dim,
And he had seen too many suns go down — 
And rise again, dreamt that he saw two forms
Of radiant beauty: he would clasp them both,
But both flew stealthily away.
He cried
In his wild dream,
“I never thought, O Youth,
That thou, altho’ so cherisht, wouldst return,
But I did think that he who came with thee,
Love, who could swear more sweetly than birds sing,
Would never leave me comfortless and lone.”
A sigh broke thro’ his slumber, not the last.
 
  


LXIX.
 

REPLY TO SOME HUDIBRASTICS.
 

O could I cull such rhymes as thou
Cullest from under cloudless brow;
Such as were erst the Faeries gift
To Butler and his godson Swift.
But here ’tis plainly seen that I’m
A very bad one at a rhyme.
 
  


LXX.
 

The Graces now are past their dancing days,
The Muses have forgot their earlier lays,
And of the latter you would give a score
For one fresh ballad of light-hearted Moore.
Of the nine sisters eight are grown uncouth,
And even the ninth has lost the bloom of youth.
Some jealous poet may have written so;
Is there truth in it? Tell me, yes or no.
 
  


LXXI.
 

Love-making is like haymaking, soon over,
And both are mutable throughout their season.
Haymaker! hear me; thou too hear me, lover,
Nor scorn experience nor be deaf to reason.
Be quick at work; the sunny hours won’t last,
And storms may come before they half are past.
 
  


LXXII.
 

Grief is unquiet, and no less
Unquiet is man’s happiness.
Change is for ever what he wants;
Dead is the heart that never pants.
 
  


LXXIII.
 

By our last ledger-page we ascertain
What friends have fail’d and fled, and what remain.
Content, in summing up, to find how few
Are scored for false, how many starr’d for true.
 
  


LXXIV.
 

TO YOUNG POETS.
 

Children! why pull ye one another’s hair?
May not Callimachus or Bion wear
A sprig of bay or myrtle they have found
Lying since nightfall on neglected ground? — 
 
  


LXXV.
 

Altho’ thou lovest much to sit alone,
Why stayest thou when all the rest are gone?
Thus spake I to a nightingale; then she
Stepping a little farther on the tree.
“One night a cruel archer heard me sing,
“And came at early mom and broke my wing.
“The leaves were denser then; he could not find
“The prey he sought, and left me thus behind.”
She flutter’d, but alas! no more she flew,
And softly I, with backward step, withdrew.
 
  


LXXVI.
 

TO LANTHE.
 

We once were happier; true; but were
Our happiest hours devoid of care?
Remains there nothing like the past,
But calmer and less overcast
By clouds no effort could dispel,
And hopes we neither dared to tell?
I wish that hand were earlier free
Which Love should have preserved for me.
Content, if sad, I must be now
With what the sparing Fates allow,
And feel, tho’ once the hope seem’d vain,
There may be love that feels no pain.
 
  


LXXVII.
 

To my ninth decad I have totter’d on,
And no soft arm bends now my steps to steady;
She, who once led me where she would, is gone,
So when he calls me, Death shall find me ready.
 
  


LXXVIII.
 

ON MAN.
 

In his own image the Creator made
His own pure sunbeam quicken’d thee, O man!
Thou breathing dial! since thy day began
The present hour was ever markt with shade!
 
  


LXXIX.
 

A voice I heard and hear it yet,
We meet not so again;
My silly tears you must forget,
Or they may give you pain.
 
  


LXXX.
 

CALVERTON DOWNS.
 

He whom the Fates forbid to dwell
Beside the Loire or the Moselle,
And who abhors the din of towns,
Should nestle here beneath these downs.
 
  


LXXXI.
 

ON SOME OBSCURE POETRY.
 

In vain he beats his brow who thinks
To get the better of a Sphynx.
 
  


LXXXII.
 

The tears that on two faces meet
My Muse forbids to dry,
She keeps them ever fresh and sweet
When hours and years run by.
 
  


LXXXIII.
 

Both men and poets of the Saxon race
Excel in vigour, few excel in grace.
 
  


LXXXIV.
 

TO A LIZARD.
 

Why run away, poor lizard? why
Art thou so diffident and shy?
Trust to my word; I only want
To look awhile and see thee pant.
For well I know thy pantings are
No signs of sorrow or of care,
Altho’ they swell thy jewel’ d breast
And never let it lie at rest:
Even when thou sinkest to repose
None ever saw thy eyelids close.
Turn, I beseech thee, turn again,
So mayst thou watch no fly in vain.
 
  


LXXXV.
 

Let fools place Fortune with the Gods on high,
Prudence, be thou my guardian deity.
I have neglected thee, alas, too long!
But listen now and hear life’s evensong.
 
  


LXXXVI.
 

THE LATER DAY.
 

Who in this later day shall there arise
To pierce the cloud that overspreads thy skies,
Fair trustful Italy, too long beguiled
By one who treats thee like a pouting child.
Break off the painted handle of his whip,
And spring no more to kiss his frothy lip:
Alone in Garibaldi place thy trust,
There shalt thou find a guardian brave and just.
 
  


LXXXVII.
 

THE FORMER DAT.
 

Iberians, Belgians, Gauls! ye rage in vain,
Cromwell shall rule the land and Blake the main,
A greater man, if greater man there be,
Milton, hath undersign’d the Lord’s decree.
 
  


LXXXVIII.
 

CONFESSION OF JEALOUSY.
 

Jealous, I own it, I was once,
That wickedness I here renounce.
I tried at wit, it would not do;
At tenderness, that fail’d me too;
Before me on each path there stood
The witty and the tender Hood.
 
  


LXXXIX.
 

A generous action may atone
For many a less worthy one,
Yet take thou heed the generous be
In number as threescore to three.
 
  


XC.
 

A friend by accident met Socrates,
And hail’d, accosting him in words like these.
There are two miseries in human life,
To live without a dog and with a wife.
My Xanthos in his early doghood died,
Xanthippe sticks like pitch against thy side;
Men, were such wives unfaithful, might forgive,
But ah! they are so faithful, and they live.
 
  


XCI.
 

We may repair and fix again
A shatter’d or a broken pane,
Not friendship so: it lies beyond
Man’s wit to piece a diamond.
 
  


XCII.
 

O immortality of fame!
What art thou? even Shakespeare’s name
Reaches not Shakespeare in his grave.
The wise, the virtuous, and the brave,
Resume ere long their common clay,
And worms are longer lived than they.
At last some gilded letters show
What those were call’d who lie below.
 
  


XCIII.
 

A burdock’s dryest slenderest thread
Thro’ a whole garden soon is spread,
And every shoot you tear away
Sends up a hundred day by day.
Such is a lie; but lies are sown
With diligence, and, fully grown,
Each busy neighbour multiplies
By culture its varieties.
 
  


XCIV.
 

The dead are soon forgotten, and not all
Who walk aside and bear the sable pall
Sleep the less soundly at that evening’s close.
I in my vigil think I heard a toll
Such as it boom’d when Teresita’s soul
In heaven’s own purity to heaven arose
 
  


XCV.
 

I own I like plain dishes beet,
And those the easiest to digest.
Take in the fresher, tougher, harder,
But hook them longer in the larder
Show me that humble village inn
Where Goldsmith tuned his violin,
Then leave me, at the close of day,
To muse in the churchyard with Gray.
 
  


XCVI.
 

There are sweet flowers that only blow by night,
And sweet tears are there that avoid the light;
No mortal sees them after day is bora,
They, like the dew, drop trembling from their thorn.
 
  


XCVII.
 

On days gone by us we look back
As on a last year’s almanack. — 
We never think ’tis worth our while
To crowd with it the dusty file,
Yet might the cast-off sheet supply,
If studied, some true prophecy.
 
  


XCVIII.
 

Rejoice all ye
Who once were free,
And what ye were again shall be;
Freedom hastes home
To ruin’d Rome,
And Venice rises from the sea.
 
  


XCIX.
 

A sparrow was thy emblem, O Catullus!
A dove was thine, tender and true Tibullus!
No truer and no tenderer was the dove
Whom Noah chose all other birds above
To be the parent inmate of his ark,
When earth was water and the sun was dark.
 
  


C.
 

The sorrowing heart will seek no pleasant place
To rest in, but drops down on each sharp thorn.
Poor self-tormentor! were not pangs enow
Thine heretofore? must wrongs afflict thee still?
Must Pleasure bring thee fresh, with Memory
Recalling them, then leaving her behind?
So ’tis decreed: drop on thy thorn, and die.
 
  


CI.
 

Well I remember how you smiled
To see me write your name upon
The soft sea-sand..” O! what a child!
You think you’re writing upon stone!”
I have since written what no tide
Shall ever wash away, what men
Unborn shall read o’er ocean wide
And find Ianthe’s name again.
 
  


CII.
 

A good old Englishwoman, who had come
Back to her country from the sights at Rome,
Was askt about them.
          “Well then, I have seen
Robes on men’s shoulders rich as round our queen..
Strangers, who know no better, may miscall
A well-stuft strutting sausage cardinal:
It is not often we so gut a name,
But cardinal and carnal are the same.”
 
  


CIII.
 

MILTON IN ITALY.
 

O Milton! couldst thou rise again and see
The land thou lovedst in thy earlier day,
See springing from her tomb fair Italy
(Fairer than ever) cast her shroud away,
That tightly-fasten’d triply-folded shroud,
Tom by her children off their mother’s face!
O couldst thou see her now, more justly proud
Than of an earlier and a stronger race!
 
  


CIV.
 

How often, when life’s summer day
Is waning, and its sun descends,
Wisdom drives laughing wit away,
And lovers shrivel into friends!
 
  


CV.
 

Beyond our shores, past Alps and Appennines,
Shakespeare, from heaven came thy creative breath,
Mid critron groves and over-arching vines
Thy genius wept at Desdemona’s death.
In the proud sire thou badest anger cease
And Juliet by her Romeo sleep in peace;
Then rose thy voice above the stormy sea,
And Ariel flew from Prospero to thee.
 
  


CVI.
 

Disturbers of the earth! who make
Her fairest regions quail and quake,
As torn Vesuvius at this hour
By some alike infernal power.
God’s realm with God ye might possess,
But ye will ever strive for less.
Fools! fools! the fragile crowns ye wear
Sink into slough and leave you there.
 
  


CVII.
 

Of early days and promist hours
And eyes that brighten’d shady bowers
Visions had floated round the head
Of Sophron; he awoke and said,
“Ah! were but all things what they seem
Then life were nearly worth a dream
 
  


CVIII.
 

Doctor’d by Bacon and Montaigne
My eyebrows may sprout forth again,
Worne by hard rubbing to make out
Plato’s interminable doubt.
Around him were some clever folks
Until they stumbled into jokes;
Incontinent I quitted these
To stroll with Aristophanes.
I’d rather sup on cold potato,
Than on a salmon cookt by Plato,
Who, always nice but never hearty,
Says Homer shall not join the party.
 
  


CIX.
 

Give me for life the honest name,
Then take my due arrears of fame.
I am grown deaf, and shall become
A trifle deafer in the tomb.
 
  


CX.
 

Gibbon! tho’ thou art grave and grand
And Rome is under thy command,
Yet some in cauliflower-white wigs,
Others put lately into brigs,
Instead of bending back and knee,
Would pull thy chair from under thee.
 
  


CXI.
 

Taranto now has lost her guide,
A prelate without prelate’s pride.
On that Parthenopean coast
Incredulous of fog or frost,
His Persian puss ne smiles to see
Leap boldly on a stranger’s knee,
And stretch out flat and lick his fur,
And switch his tail, and gape and purr.
O my two friends! may, many a day,
Both think of me when far away!
 
  


CXII.
 

There are two rival foes for every breast,
And both alike are enemies to rest.
Fear of these combatants is much the strongest,
Yet Hope upon the battle-ground stays longest.
 
  


CXIII.
 

Along that avenue below,
With drooping neck, and footstep slow,
Came wounded Hampden’s horse; he stood
Steaming with sweat surcharged with blood.
Within mat chamber overhead
Died the most mourn’d of all the dead.
 
  


CXIV.
 

That critic must indeed be bold
Who pits new authors against old.
Only the ancient coin is prized,
The dead alone are canonized:
What was even Shakespeare until then?
A poet scarce compared with Ben:
And Milton in the streets no taller
Than sparkling easy-ambling Waller.
Waller now walks with rhyming crowd,
While Milton sits above the clouds,
Above the stars, his fixt abode,
And points to men their way to God.
 
  


CXV.
 

You ask how I, who could converge
With Pericles, can stoop to worse:
How I, who once had higher aims,
Can trifle so with epigrams.
I would not lose the wise from view,
But would amuse the children too;
Beside, my breath is short and weak,
And few must be the words I speak.
 
  


CXVI.
 

Lucilla slapt my hand that day
Of Christmas when she heard me say,
What she declared was like my folly,
“O for that little sprig of holly!
O for that holly sprig to wear
Within my bosom all the year!”
For I had noticed who it was
That shook its rime off on the grass.
I lept to snatch it from the ceiling;
It hung too high.. so, tottering, reeling,
A headlong fall I could not check,
But fell outright upon her neck.
 
  


CXVII.
 

If you are not a poet you may live
With poets pleasantly. But if you are,
A little piece of counsel let me give...
Praise one you speak with.. praise none else.. beware!
 
  


CXVIII.
 

Tryphoena says that you must come
To aine with us at Tusculum.
She has invited few to share
Her delicate but frugal fare.
Contrive the dinner to make out
With venison, ortolans, and trout;
These may come after haunch of boar,
Or neck, which wise men relish more;
And, Glycon, ’twould not be unpleasant,
To see among them spring a pheasant.
I voted we should have but two
At dinner, these are quite enow:
One of them, worth half Rome, will meet us,
Low-station’d high-soul’d Epictetus.
He told his mind the other day
To ruby-finger’d Seneca,
Who, rich and proud as Nero, teaches
The vanity of pomp or riches.
Just Epictetus can assure us
How continent was Epicurus,
How gorged and staggering Romans claim
With hiccups that immortal name.
 
  


CXIX.
 

Nugent! I hope ere long to see
In leaf my lately planted tree.
Alas! that there will stand no more
She whose weak wrists the burden bore
Half-way down that smooth grassy mead,
And said, “No help of yours I need.
But you may hold it if you will,
And the deep gap let Nugent fill.”
Another gap was soon to hold
That graceful form, that heart now cold
 
  


CXX.
 

I saw upon his pulpit-perch
A well-fed gamecook of the church
Spread out his plumes, and heard him crow
To his lean pullets croucht below.
“Wretches! ye raise your throats to men
Who pry into your father’s pen;
Look at your betters, do as they do,
And be content to chant a credo.”
 
  


CXXI.
 

’Twas far beyond the midnight hour
And more than half the stars were falling,
And jovial friends, who lost the power
Of sitting, under chairs lay sprawling;
 

Not Porson so; his stronger pate
Could carry more of wine and Greek
Than Cambridge held; erect he sate;
He nodded, yet could somehow speak.
 

“’Tis well, O Bacchus! they are gone,
Unworthy to approach thy altar!
The pious man prays best alone,
Nor shall thy servant ever falter.”
 

Then Bacchus too, like Porson, nodded,
Shaking the ivy on his brow,
And graciously replied the godhead,
“I have no votary staunch as thou.”
 
  


CXXII.
 

Will nothing but from Greece or Rome
Please me? is nothing good at home?
Yes; better; but I look in vain
For a Moliere or La Fontaine.
Swift, in his humour, was as strong,
But there was gall upon his tongue.
Bitters and acids may excite,
Yet satisfy not appetite.
 
  


CXXIII.
 

Some, when they would appear to mourn,
The tomb like drawing-room adorn;
And foreign flowers of richest scents
Bestrew the way to compliments.
Grief never calls on Grace or Muse,
Nor dares the Fates and Stars accuse,
Demanding clamorously why
They doom’d one so beloved to die.
In her dim chamber solitary
She sits; her low tones little vary;
Now on the earth her eyes are bent,
Now heavenward raised implore content.
 
  


CXXIV.
 

Awaiting me upon a shore
Which mends less loved had reacht before
Stood one my well-known voice drew nigh,
And said.. but said it with low sigh,
Lest Proserpine might hear afraid..
“Ah! were we somewhat more than shade!”
I threw my arms her neck around,
I woke; it was an empty sound.
In groves, in grots, on hills, on plains,
With me that vision still remains.
 
  


CXXV.
 

Let me look back upon the world before
I leave it, and upon some scatter’d graves,
Altho’ mine eyes are dim with age and tears,
And almost all those graves lie far remote.
Memory! thou hast not always been so kind
As thou art now; at every step I come
Nigher to those before me: part I owe
To thee, and part to age: I ask no more,
For I have seen enough, and go to rest.
 
  


CXXVI.
 

Ah, wherefore should you so admire
The flowing words that fill my song?
Why call them artless, yet require
“Some promise from that tuneful tongue?”
Doubt only whether Fate could part
A tuneful tongue and tender heart.
 
  


CXXVII.
 

Soon does the lily of the valley die,
Later the rose droops o’er her family,
Fresh children press about her couch of moss,
And she forgets, as they repair, her loss.
The hapless lily none such comfort knows,
But sinks the paler at the sight of rose.
 
  


CXXVII.
 

No truer word, save God’s, was ever spoken,
Than that the largest heart is soonest broken.
 
  


CXXIX.
 

When from above the busy crowd I see,
The great and little seem one-sized to me.
 
  


CXXX.
 

A FRENCH POET ON LOUIS XVIII. 
 

Descend, ye Muses, one and all,
Obedient to a Frenchman’s call.
Which of you e’er refused to sing
The feats of a most Christian king,
Or help to raise the Oriflamme
Above the towers of Notre-Dame?
Three cities, three without one blow,
Fell at the trumpet of Boileau:
He would have play’d without a line
The devil with the Philistine,
No need, against him to prevail,
The weightier broadsword of Corneille.
Voltaire struck down with flash of pen
The League, the Iberian, and Mayenne,
And, if ye help me, with a touch
I doubt not I can do as much.
Then shall ye see the lilies bloom
Upon the seven hills of Rome.
Our Louis never shows the scars
His doublet suffer’d under Mars,
Tho’ many creatures daily fell
Before him ere the vesper bell,
He said, on looking down his file
Of steel and silver with a smile,
Far better thus than bid our men go
For empty glory to Marengo.
 
  


CXXXI.
 

Shelley and Keats, on earth unknown
One to the other, now are gone
Where only such pure Spirits meet
And sing before them words as sweet.
 
  


CXXXII.
 

ON ENGLISH HEXAMETERS.
 

Porson was askt what he thought of hexameters written in English:
“Show me,” said he, “any five in continuance true to the metre,
Five where a dactyl has felt no long syllable puncht thro’ his midrif,
Where not a trochee or pyrric has stood on one leg at the entrance
Like a grey fatherly crane keeping watch on the marsh at Cayster.
Zounds! how they hop, skip, and jump!
          Old Homer, uplifting his eyebrows,
Cries to the somnolent gods.. ‘O ye blessed who dwell on Olympos!
What have I done in old-age? have I ever complain’d of my blindness?
Ye in your wisdom may deem that a poet sings only the better
(Some little birds do) for that; but why are my ears to be batter’d
Flat to my head as a mole’s or a fish’s, if fishes have any?
Why do barbarians rush with a fury so headstrong against me?
Have they no poet at home they can safely and readily waylay?’”
Then said a youth in his gown, “I do humbly beg pardon, Professor,
But are you certain that you, to whom all the wide Hellas is open,
Could make Homer, who spoke many dialects with many nations,
Speak, as we now have attempted to teach him, our pure Anglosaxon.”
Then the Professor, “I wager a dozen of hock or of claret
Standing on only one foot I can throw off more verses and better
Than the unlucky, that limp and halt and have ‘no foot to stand on.’”
“‘Pon my word, as I live!” said a younger, “I really think he has done it.”
 
  


CXXXIII.
 

TIBULLUS.
 

Only one poet in the worst of days
Disdain’d Augustus in his pride to praise.
Ah Delia! was it wantonness or whim
That made thee, once so tender, false to him?
To him who follow’d over snows and seas
Messala storming the steep Pyrenees.
But Nemesis avenged him, and the tear
Of Rome’s last poet fell upon his bier.
 
  


CXXXIV.
 

Lately our songsters loiter’d in green lanes,
Content to catch the ballads of me plains;
I fancied I had strength enough to climb
A loftier station at no distant time,
And might securely from intrusion doze
Upon the flowers thro’ which Ilissus flows.
In those pale olive grounds all voices cease,
And from afar dust fills the paths of Greece.
My slumber broken and my doublet torn,
I find the laurel also bears a thorn.
 
  


CXXXV.
 

Venour, my brave boy-guardian, who at school
Taught me the grammar he had lately learnt,
And led me over noun and five-barr’d verb,
Where is he? There he sleeps below the waves
Of the Atlantic, there where all creation
Is mute, nor hears the voice that calls his name;
But others shall, and far and wide beyond.
When older prest around him and declared
He could not sail, for sure the Admiral
Knew not Calypso’s state, he thus replied,
My orders are to sail: he sail’d.. and sank.
Short is my story: I could be prolix,
But the small casket holds things valued most.
 
  


CXXXVI.
 

The scentless laurel a broad leaf displays,
Few and by fewer gather’d are the bay’s;
Yet these Apollo wore upon his brow..
The boughs are bare, the stem is twisted now.
 
  


CXXXVII.
 

The Muses at the side may move
But can not hold the wings of Love.
Lesbia was faithless to Catullus,
And Delia wandered from Tibullus,
Who closer when Death came would stand,
And yield to him alone her hand.
The tender heart is ever true
And all its world contains but two,
Inseparable those, nor cold
Until they mingle with the mould.
 
  


CXXXVIII.
 

I do not think that praises ever
Derange a sound and healthy liver,
Altho’ they get into the head
Of some who are too highly fed;
A hungry mountain swain meanwhile
From bitter crust o’erflows with bile.
 
  


CXXXIX.
 

There was one powerful man, and only one
In God’s wide world; what could he not achieve?
He might have driven from her citadel
Defiant Falsehood and her tawdry guards
And bastard progeny innumerable;
He might have propt up cities with one arm
And driven with the other from the temple
Sellers of bones, of charms, of opiates,
Of glittering gauds and cutlery occult;
He, like the blessed one of Nazareth,
Might have restored the sight of the stone-blind
And raised the prostrate cripple up erect.
Earth spread her feast before him, millions rose
To serve him and to bless him; did he bring
An honest man with him? he brought instead
Desperate swordsmen and astuter knaves,
Who sit around him, and will sit until
The night fall heavily on their carouse,
And the seats reel beneath ‘em, unregain’d.
 
  


CXL.
 

Changarnier and a poet with a De
Now to his name cry freedom t and make free,
O Rome, to quarter hungry thieves on thee.
 
  


CXLI.
 

ON A FAWN’S HOOF.
 

Have I not seen thee, little hoof, before
Thou wast a handle to my stable-door?
Have I not seen thee trotting o’er the park
In dread when distant hounds began to bark?
Ah! how much rather would I see thee now
With branching horns above thy lifted brow,
Commanding me by angry stamp to go
And keep away from where lie fawn and doe.
I never wought to feel again for deer
The guilt of murder that confronts me here.
 
  


CXLII.
 

So sad a mourner never bent
Against a marble monument
As, poorest of the paupers, she
On me damp grass who bends the knee
O’er her one lost; her words are few,
What shall Ido! what shall I do!
Are all she says, but those aloud,
And pity moves the silent crowd.
She rises.. she must carry back
The lent and oft darn’d gown of black.
 
  


CXLIII.
 

No city on the many-peopled earth
Hath been the witness of such valiant deeds
As thou hast, Ptolemais! and by whom
Were they achieved? by Britons, one and all.
The first our lion-hearted king may claim,
And who the second? he who drove across
The torrid desert the (till then uncheckt)
Invader, from those realms the Ptolemies
Ruled, and the Cæsars follow’d in their train,
Sidney the last of chivalry.. One more
Rode o’er the sea to win the crown that hung
Inviting on thy walls: he also bore
A name illustrious even as Sidney’s own,
Napier was he.
         ’Tis somewhat to have held
His hand in mine, ’tis somewhat to record
One of his actions in the crowded page.
 
  


CXLIV.
 

ON GESNER’S IDYLS.
 

Gesner, to Sicily he does no wrong
Who listens fondly to thy pastoral song.
The Muses, nurst by Nature, bow’d the head
And sigh’d in silence when thy spirit fled.
Homers sole rival, Mincio’s youthful swain
To catch Sicilian tones essay’d in vain.
None dared take up the broken pipe, for none
Among the wistful claim’d it as his own.
A sunny clime call’d many a piper forth,
But only thy strong pinion braved the north.
 
  


CXLV.
 

Under his pulpit lies poor Sydney,
And few are left us of his kidney.
With me, my friends, you can but lunch,
For a good dinner go to Punch.
 
  


CXLVI.
 

The grandest writer of late ages
Who wrapt up Rome in golden pages,
Whom scarcely Livius equal’d, Gibbon,
Died without star or cross or ribbon.
 
  


CXLVII.
 

We hear no more an attic song,
Teuton cuts out the Athenian’s tongue,
And witches and hobgoblins fill
Each crevice of the Aonian hill.
 
  


CXLVIII.
 

Many can rule and more can fight,
But few give myriad hearts delight.
 
  


CXLIX.
 

Poets as strong as ever were,
Formerly breath’d our British air:
Ours now display but boyish strength,
And rather throw themselves full length.
Waller was easy, so was Sedley,
Nor mingled with the rhyming medley.
Descending from her higher places
The Muse led Prior to the Graces:
He was the first they condescended
To visit.. are their visits ended?
 
  


CL.
 

TALE BY WASHINGTON IRVING.
 

Chaucer I fancied had been dead
Some centuries, some four or five;
By fancy I have been misled
Like many: he is yet alive.
 

The Widow’s Ordeal who beside
Could thus relate? Yes, there is one,
He bears beyond the Atlantic wide
The glorious name of Washington.
 
  


CLI.
 

Gibbon bas planted laurels lone to bloom
Above the ruins of sepulchral Rome.
He sang no dirge, but mused upon the land
Where Freedom took his solitary stand.
To him Thucydides and Livius bow,
And Superstition veils her wrinkled brow.
 
  


CLII.
 

No, I will never weave a sonnet,
Let others wear their patience on it;
A better use of time I know
Than tossing shuttles to and fro.
 
  


CLIII.
 

Parrots have richly colour’d wings,
Not so the sweetest bird that sings;
Not so the lonely plaintive dove;
In sadder stole she moans her love,
And every Muse in every tongue
Has heard and praised her nightly song.
 
  


CLIV.
 

To-morrow if the day is fine
I visit you before you dine.
Juliet a little shy may be,
But Blanche will sit upon my knee,
Just as another some years older
Sat once with arm about my shoulder.
This is all twaddle, folks will say,
But you are wiser far than they.
Head upon head they could not reach
The lines of this unspoken speech.
Forgive me, Gertrude, if I’m proud,
Tour hand has raised me o’er the crowd.
 
  


CLV.
 

Bather than flighty Fame give me
A bird on wrist or puss on knee.
Death is not to be charm’d by rhymes
Nor shoved away to after-times.
Of maiden’s or of poet’s song
Did anything on earth sound long?
Why then should ever mortal care
About what floats in empty air?
All we devise and all we know
Is better kept for use than show.
Perhaps we deem ourselves the wise,
Other may see with clearer eyes.
Little I care for Fame or Death,
Or groan for one gasp more of breath.
Death, in approaching me, looks grim,
I in return but smile at him.
 
  


CLVI.
 

“Children of Pallas!” is the voice that swells
Above the lofty Parthenon, “awake, awake
From heavy slumber and illusive dreams,
Throw the door open.. Look at Babylon,
Corinth and Carthage and Jerusalem,
Earth’s giant offspring whom she rear’d in vain:
They all are dust, or worse than dust, a haunt
Of brutes, and brutal men, who tear the beard
One off another to cram down their throats
Incredibilities which both call creeds.
Whatever stands must fall; the dust alone
We trample on rises and keeps its form.
There was one holy man who said to all
‘Love ye each other:’ all have heard the words,
Few mind them; prayer serves for obedience.
Grivas! whom Hellas now envokes by name,
Albeit that name was never heard of yore
And time has paralized the mother tongue..
Do thou forbid the insidious foot to tread
Thy sacred land; let speech and thought be free;
So shalt thou hear such hymns as shook the fanes
When Æschylos from Marathon return’d,
And Athens envied most the wounded brave.”
 
  


CLVII.
 

Never must my bones be laid
Under the mimosa’s shade.
He to whom I gave my all
Swept away her guardian wall,
And her green and level plot
Green or level now is not.
 
  


CLVIII.
 

TO SIR RODERICK MURCHISON.
 

What see I through the mist of years? a friend,
If the most ignorant of mortal men
In every science, may pronounce his name
Whom every science raises above all
Murchison! thou art he.
          Upon the bank
Of Loir thou camest to me, Drought by Hare
The witty and warm-hearted, passing through
That shady garden whose broad tower ascends
From chamber over chamber; there I dwelt,
The flowers my guests, the birds my pensioners,
Books my companions, and but few beside.
After two years the world’s devastor
Was driven forth, yet only to return
And stamp again upon a fallen race.
Back to old England flew my countrymen;
Even brave Bentham, whose inventive skill
Baffled at Chesmè and submerged the fleet
Of Ottoman, urged me to flight with him
Ere the infuriate enemy arrived.
I wrote to Carnot, I am here at Tours,
And will remain.
          He praised my confidence
In the French honour; it was placed in his.
No house but mine was left unoccupied
In the whole city by the routed troops.
Ere winter came ’twas time to cross the Alps;
Como invited me; nor long ere came
Southey, a sorrowing guest, who lately lost
His only boy. We walkt aside the lake,
And mounted to the level downs above,
Where if we thought of Skiddaw, named it not.
I led him to Bellaggio, of earth’s gems
The brightest.
          We in England have as bright,
Said he, and turned his face toward the west.
I fancied in his eyes there was a tear,
I know there was in mine: we both stood still. — 
Gone is he now to join the son in bliss,—’
Innocent each alike, one longest spared
To show that all men have not lived in vain.
Gone too is Hare: afar from us he lies,
In sad Palermo, where the most accurst
Coyer his bones with bones of free men slain.
Again I turn to thee, O Murchison!
Why hast thou lookt so deep into the earth
To find her treasures? Gold we thought had done
Its worst before: now fields are left untill’d,
And cheerful songs speed not the tardy woof.
How dare I blame thee? ’twas not thy offence,
And good from evil springs, as day from night!
The covetous and vicious delve the mine
And sieve the dross that industry may work
For nobler uses: soon shall crops arise
More plenteous from it, soon the poor shall dwell
In their own houses, and their children throw
Unstinted fuel on the Christmas blaze
With shouts that shake the holly-branch above.
 
  


The Play

[image: img15.jpg]

In 1793 Landor entered Trinity College, Oxford, where he showed noncompliance in his informal dress and was known as a “mad Jacobin” due to his ideas of French Republicanism. His tutor Dr. Benwell was impressed by him, but unfortunately his stay was short-lived. In 1794 he fired a gun at the windows of a Tory whose late night revels disturbed him and for whom he had an aversion. He was rusticated for a year and, although the authorities were willing to condone the offence, he refused to return.
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FOREWORD.
 

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

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


CHARACTERS.
 

Count Julian.

Roderigo, King of Spain.

Opas, Metropolitan of Seville.

Sisabert, betrothed to Covilla.

Muza, Prince of Mauritania.

Abdalazis, son of Muza.

Tarik, Moorish Chieftain.

Covilla, daughter of Julian.

Egilona, wife of Roderigo.

Officers.

Hernando, Osma, Ramiro, &c.
  


ACT I. SCENE 1.
 

Camp of Julian.
 

OPAS.  JULIAN.
 

Opas.  See her, Count Julian: if thou lovest God,
See thy lost child.
 

Jul.  I have avenged me, Opas,
More than enough: I sought but to have hurled
The brands of war on one detested head,
And died upon his ruin.  O my country!
O lost to honour, to thyself, to me,
Why on barbarian hands devolves thy cause,
Spoilers, blasphemers!
 

Opas.  Is it thus, Don Julian,
When thy own ofspring, that beloved child,
For whom alone these very acts were done
By them and thee, when thy Covilla stands
An outcast, and a suppliant at thy gate,
Why that still stubborn agony of soul,
Those struggles with the bars thyself imposed?
Is she not thine? not dear to thee as ever?
 

Jul.  Father of mercies! show me none, whene’er
The wrongs she suffers cease to wring my heart,
Or I seek solace ever, but in death.
 

Opas.  What wilt thou do then, too unhappy man?
 

Jul.  What have I done already?  All my peace
Has vanished; my fair fame in after-times
Will wear an alien and uncomely form,
Seen o’er the cities I have laid in dust,
Countrymen slaughtered, friends abjured!
 

Opas.  And faith?
 

Jul.  Alone now left me, filling up in part
The narrow and waste intervals of grief:
It promises that I shall see again
My own lost child.
 

Opas.  Yes, at this very hour.
 

Jul.  Till I have met the tyrant face to face,
And gain’d a conquest greater than the last;
Till he no longer rules one rood of Spain,
And not one Spaniard, not one enemy,
The least relenting, flags upon his flight;
Till we are equal in the eyes of men,
The humblest and most wretched of our kind,
No peace for me, no comfort, no — no child!
 

Opas.  No pity for the thousands fatherless,
The thousands childless like thyself, nay more,
The thousands friendless, helpless, comfortless — 
Such thou wilt make them, little thinking so,
Who now, perhaps, round their first winter fire,
Banish, to talk of thee, the tales of old,
Shedding true honest tears for thee unknown:
Precious be these, and sacred in thy sight,
Mingle them not with blood from hearts thus kind.
If only warlike spirits were evoked
By the war-demon, I would not complain.
Or dissolute and discontented men;
But wherefor hurry down into the square
The neighbourly, saluting, warm-clad race,
Who would not injure us, and could not serve;
Who, from their short and measured slumber risen,
In the faint sunshine of their balconies,
With a half-legend of a martyrdom
And some weak wine and withered grapes before them,
Note by their foot the wheel of melody
That catches and rolls on the sabbath dance.
To drag the steddy prop from failing age,
Break the young stem that fondness twines around,
Widen the solitude of lonely sighs,
And scatter to the broad bleak wastes of day
The ruins and the phantoms that replied,
Ne’er be it thine.
 

Jul.  Arise, and save me, Spain!
 
  


ACT I. SCENE 2.
 

Muza enters.
 

Muza.  Infidel chief, thou tarriest here too long.
And art, perhaps, repining at the days
Of nine continued victories, o’er men
Dear to thy soul, tho’ reprobate and base.
Away!
 

[Muza retires.
 

Jul.  I follow.  Could my bitterest foes
Hear this! ye Spaniards, this! which I foreknew
And yet encounter’d; could they see your Julian
Receiving orders from and answering
These desperate and heaven-abandoned slaves,
They might perceive some few external pangs,
Some glimpses of the hell wherein I move,
Who never have been fathers.
 

Opas.  These are they
To whom brave Spaniards must refer their wrongs!
 

Jul.  Muza, that cruel and suspicious chief,
Distrusts his friends more than his enemies,
Me more than either; fraud he loves and fears,
And watches her still footfall day and night.
 

Opas.  O Julian! such a refuge! such a race!
 

Jul.  Calamities like mine alone implore.
No virtues have redeemed them from their bonds;
Wily ferocity, keen idleness,
And the close cringes of ill-whispering want,
Educate them to plunder and obey:
Active to serve him best whom most they fear,
They show no mercy to the merciful,
And racks alone remind them of the name.
 

Opas.  O everlasting curse for Spain and thee!
 

Jul.  Spain should have vindicated then her wrongs
In mine, a Spaniard’s and a soldier’s wrongs.
 

Opas.  Julian, are thine the only wrongs on earth?
And shall each Spaniard rather vindicate
Thine than his own? is there no Judge of all?
Shall mortal hand seize with impunity
The sword of vengeance, from the armory
Of the Most High? easy to wield, and starred
With glory it appears; but all the host
Of the archangels, should they strive at once,
Would never close again its widening blade
 

Jul.  He who provokes it hath so much to rue.
Where’er he turn, whether to earth or heaven,
He finds an enemy, or raises one.
 

Opas.  I never yet have seen where long success
Hath followed him who warred upon his king.
 

Jul.  Because the virtue that inflicts the stroke
Dies with him, and the rank ignoble heads
Of plundering faction soon unite again,
And, prince-protected, share the spoil, at rest.
 
  


ACT I. SCENE 3.
 

Guard announces a Herald.  Opas departs.
 

Guard.  A messager of peace is at the gate,
My lord, safe access, private audience,
And free return, he claims.
 

Jul.  Conduct him in.
 

[To Roderigo, who enters as Herald.
 

A messager of peace! audacious man!
In what attire appearest thou? a herald’s?
Under no garb can such a wretch be safe.
 

Rod.  Thy violence and fancied wrongs I know,
And what thy sacrilegious hands would do,
O traitor and apostate!
 

Jul.  What they would
They cannot: thee of kingdom and of life
’Tis easy to despoil, thyself the traitor,
Thyself the violator of allegiance.
O would all-righteous Heaven they could restore
The joy of innocence, the calm of age,
The probity of manhood, pride of arms,
And confidence of honour! the august
And holy laws, trampled beneath thy feet.
And Spain!  O parent, I have lost thee too!
Yes, thou wilt curse me in thy latter days,
Me, thine avenger.  I have fought her foe,
Roderigo, I have gloried in her sons,
Sublime in hardihood and piety:
Her strength was mine: I, sailing by her cliffs,
By promontory after promontory,
Opening like flags along some castle-towers,
Have sworn before the cross upon our mast
Ne’er shall invader wave his standard there.
 

Rod.  Yet there thou plantest it, false man, thyself.
 

Jul.  Accursed he who makes me this reproach,
And made it just!  Had I been happy still,
I had been blameless: I had died with glory
Upon the walls of Ceuta.
 

Rod.  Which thy treason
Surrendered to the Infidel.
 

Jul.  ’Tis hard
And base to live beneath a conqueror;
Yet, amidst all this grief and infamy,
’Tis something to have rushed upon the ranks
In their advance; ‘twere something to have stood
Defeat, discomfiture; and, when around
No beacon blazes, no far axle groans
Thro’ the wide plain, no sound of sustenance
Or succour sooths the still-believing ear,
To fight upon the last dismantled tower,
And yield to valour, if we yield at all.
But rather should my neck lie trampled down
By every Saracen and Moor on earth,
Than my own country see her laws o’erturn’d
By those who should protect them: Sir, no prince
Shall ruin Spain; and, least of all, her own.
Is any just or glorious act in view,
Your oaths forbid it: is your avarice,
Or, if there be such, any viler passion
To have its giddy range, and to be gorged,
It rises over all your sacraments,
A hooded mystery, holier than they all.
 

Rod.  Hear me, Don Julian; I have heard thy wrath
Who am thy king, nor heard man’s wrath before.
 

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

Rod.  Knowest thou not the alter’d face of war?
Xeres is ours; from every region round
True loyal Spaniards throng into our camp:
Nay, thy own friends and thy own family,
From the remotest provinces, advance
To crush rebellion: Sisabert is come,
Disclaiming thee and thine; the Asturian hills
Opposed to him their icy chains in vain;
But never wilt thou see him, never more,
Unless in adverse war, and deadly hate.
 

Jul.  So lost to me!  So generous, so deceived!
I grieve to hear it.
 

Rod.  Come, I offer grace,
Honour, dominion: send away these slaves,
Or leave them to our sword, and all beyond
The distant Ebro to the towns of France
Shall bless thy name, and bend before thy throne.
I will myself accompany thee, I,
The king, will hail thee brother.
 

Jul.  Ne’er shalt thou
Henceforth be king: the nation, in thy name,
May issue edicts, champions may command
The vassal multitudes of marshall’d war,
And the fierce charger shrink before the shouts,
Lower’d as if earth had open’d at his feet,
While thy mail’d semblance rises tow’rd the ranks,
But God alone sees thee.
 

Rod.  What hopest thou?
To conquer Spain, and rule a ravaged land?
To compass me around, to murder me?
 

Jul.  No, Don Roderigo: swear thou, in the fight
That thou wilt meet me, hand to hand, alone,
That, if I ever save thee from a foe — 
 

Rod.  I swear what honour asks — First, to Covilla
Do thou present my crown and dignity.
 

Jul.  Darest thou offer any price for shame?
 

Rod.  Love and repentance.
 

Jul.  Egilona lives:
And were she buried with her ancestors,
Covilla should not be the gaze of men,
Should not, despoil’d of honour, rule the free.
 

Rod.  Stern man! her virtues well deserve the throne.
 

Jul.  And Egilona — what hath she deserved,
The good, the lovely?
 

Rod.  But the realm in vain
Hoped a succession.
 

Jul.  Thou hast torn away
The roots of royalty.
 

Rod.  For her, for thee.
 

Jul.  Blind insolence! base insincerity!
Power and renown no mortal ever shared
Who could retain, or grasp them, to himself:
And, for Covilla? patience! peace! for her?
She call upon her God, and outrage him
At his own altar! she repeat the vows
She violates in repeating! who abhors
Thee and thy crimes, and wants no crown of thine.
Force may compell the abhorrent soul, or want
Lash and pursue it to the public ways;
Virtue looks back and weeps, and may return
To these, but never near the abandon’d one
Who drags religion to adultery’s feet,
And rears the altar higher for her sake.
 

Rod.  Have then the Saracens possest thee quite,
And wilt thou never yield me thy consent?
 

Jul.  Never.
 

Rod.  So deep in guilt, in treachery!
Forced to acknowledge it! forced to avow
The traitor!
 

Jul.  Not to thee, who reignest not,
But to a country ever dear to me,
And dearer now than ever: what we love
Is loveliest in departure!  One I thought,
As every father thinks, the best of all,
Graceful, and mild, and sensible, and chaste:
Now all these qualities of form and soul
Fade from before me, nor on any one
Can I repose, or be consoled by any.
And yet in this torne heart I love her more
Than I could love her when I dwelt on each,
Or clasped them all united, and thanked God,
Without a wish beyond. — Away, thou fiend!
O ignominy, last and worst of all!
I weep before thee — like a child — like mine — 
And tell my woes, fount of them all! to thee!
 
  


ACT I. SCENE 4.
 

Abdalazis enters.
 

Abd.  Julian, to thee, the terror of the faithless,
I bring my father’s order, to prepare
For the bright day that crowns thy brave exploits:
Our enemy is at the very gate!
And art thou here, with women in thy train,
Crouching to gain admittance to their lord,
And mourning the unkindness of delay!
 

[Julian, much agitated, goes towards the door, and returns.
 

Jul.  I am prepared: Prince, judge not hastily.
 

Abd.  Whether I should not promise all they ask,
I too could hesitate, tho’ earlier taught
The duty to obey, and should rejoice
To shelter in the universal storm
A frame so delicate, so full of fears,
So little used to outrage and to arms,
As one of these; so humble, so uncheer’d
At the gay pomp that smooths the track of war:
When she beheld me from afar dismount,
And heard my trumpet, she alone drew back,
And, as tho’ doubtful of the help she seeks,
Shudder’d to see the jewels on my brow,
And turn’d her eyes away, and wept aloud.
The other stood, awhile, and then advanced:
I would have spoken; but she waved her hand
And said, “Proceed, protect us, and avenge,
And be thou worthier of the crown thou wearest.”
Hopeful and happy is indeed our cause,
When the most timid of the lovely hail
Stranger and foe — 
 

[Roderigo, unnoticed by Abdalazis.
 

Rod.  And shrink, but to advance.
 

Abd.  Thou tremblest! whence, O Julian! whence this change?
Thou lovest still thy country.
 

Jul.  Abdalazis!
All men with human feelings love their country.
Not the high-born or wealthy man alone,
Who looks upon his children, each one led
By its gay hand-maid, from the high alcove,
And hears them once aday; not only he
Who hath forgotten, when his guest inquires
The name of some far village all his own;
Whose rivers bound the province, and whose hills
Touch the last cloud upon the level sky:
No; better men still better love their country.
’Tis the old mansion of their earliest friends,
The chapel of their first and best devotions;
When violence, or perfidy, invades,
Or when unworthy lords hold wassail there,
And wiser heads are drooping round its moats,
At last they fix their steddy and stiff eye
There, there alone — stand while the trumpet blows,
And view the hostile flames above its towers
Spire, with a bitter and severe delight.
 

[Abdalazis, taking his hand.
 

Abd.  Thou feelest what thou speakest, and thy Spain
Will ne’er be shelter’d from her fate by thee
We, whom the Prophet sends o’er many lands
Love none above another; Heaven assigns
Their fields and harvests to our valiant swords,
And ’tis enough — we love while we enjoy.
Whence is the man in that fantastic guise?
Suppliant? or herald? — he who stalks about,
And once was even seated while we spoke,
For never came he with us o’er the sea.
 

Jul.  He comes as herald.
 

Rod.  Thou shalt know full soon,
Insulting Moor.
 

[Julian intercedes.
 

Abd.  He cannot bear the grief
His country suffers; I will pardon him.
He lost his courage first, and then his mind;
His courage rushes back, his mind still wanders.
The guest of heaven was piteous to these men,
And princes stoop to feed them in their courts.
 
  


ACT I. SCENE 5.
 

Muza enters with Egilona.
 

Roderigo is going out when Muza enters — starts back on seeing Egilona.
 

[Muza, sternly, to Egilona, who follows.
 

Muza.  Enter, since ’tis the custom in this land.
 

[Egilona, passing Muza disdainfully, points to Abdalazis, and says to Julian — 
 

Egil.  Is this our future monarch, or art thou?
 

Jul.  ’Tis Abdalazis, son of Muza, prince
Commanding Africa, from Abyla
To where Tunisian pilots bend the eye
O’er ruin’d temples in the glassy wave.
Till quiet times and ancient laws return,
He comes to govern here.
 

Rod.  To-morrow’s dawn
Proves that.
 

Muza.  What art thou?
 

[Roderigo, drawing his sword.
 

Rod.  King.
 

Abd.  Amazement!
 

Muza.  Treason!
 

Egil.  O horror!
 

Muza.  Seize him.
 

Egil.  Spare him! fly to me!
 

Jul.  Urge me not to protect a guest, a herald — 
The blasts of war roar over him unfelt.
 

Egil.  Ah fly, unhappy!
 

Rod.  Fly! no, Egilona — 
Dost thou forgive me? dost thou love me? still?
 

Egil.  I hate, abominate, abhor thee — go,
Or my own vengeance — 
 

[Roderigo points with his own to the drawn swords of Muza and Abdalazis, who look with malice towards Julian, takes his hand, and seems inviting to attack them.  Julian casts his hand away.
 

Rod.  Julian! — 
 

Jul.  Hence, or die.
 
  


ACT II. SCENE 1.
 

Camp of Julian.
 

Julian and Covilla.
 

Jul.  Obdurate!  I am not as I appear.
Weep, my beloved child, Covilla weep
Into my bosom; every drop be mine
Of this most bitter soul-empoisoning cup:
Into no other bosom than thy father’s
Canst thou, or wouldst thou, pour it.
 

Cov.  Cease, my lord,
My father, angel of my youth, when all
Was innocence and peace — 
 

Jul.  Arise, my love,
Look up to heaven — where else are souls like thine!
Mingle in sweet communion with its children,
Trust in its providence, its retribution,
And I will cease to mourn; for, O my child,
These tears corrode, but thine assuage the heart.
 

Cov.  And never shall I see my mother too,
My own, my blessed mother!
 

Jul.  Thou shalt see
Her and thy brothers.
 

Cov.  No!  I cannot look
On them, I cannot meet their lovely eyes,
I cannot lift mine up from under theirs.
We all were children when they went away,
They now have fought hard battles, and are men,
And camps and kings they know, and woes and crimes.
Sir, will they never venture from the walls
Into the plain?  Remember, they are young,
Hardy and emulous and hazardous,
And who is left to guard them in the town?
 

Jul.  Peace is throughout the land: the various tribes
Of that vast region, sink at once to rest,
Like one wide wood when every wind lies hush’d.
 

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

Jul.  Alas! and will for ages: crimes are loose
At which ensanguined War stands shuddering;
And calls for vengeance from the powers above,
Impatient of inflicting it himself.
Nature, in these new horrors, is aghast
At her own progeny, and knows them not.
I am the minister of wrath; the hands
That tremble at me, shall applaud me too,
And seal their condemnation.
 

Cov.  O kind father,
Pursue the guilty, but remember Spain.
 

Jul.  Child, thou wert in thy nursery short time since,
And latterly hast past the vacant hour
Where the familiar voice of history
Is hardly known, however nigh, attuned
In softer accents to the sickened ear;
But thou hast heard, for nurses tell these tales,
Whether I drew my sword for Witiza
Abandoned by the people he betrayed,
Tho’ brother to the woman who of all
Was ever dearest to this broken heart,
Till thou, my daughter, wert a prey to grief,
And a brave country brooked the wrongs I bore.
For I had seen Rusilla guide the steps
Of her Theodofred, when burning brass
Plunged its fierce fang into the founts of light,
And Witiza’s the guilt! when, bent with age,
He knew the voice again, and told the name,
Of those whose proffer’d fortunes had been laid
Before his throne, while happiness was there,
And strain’d the sightless nerve tow’rds where they stood
At the forced memory of the very oaths
He heard renewed from each — but heard afar,
For they were loud, and him the throng spurn’d off.
 

Cov.  Who were all these?
 

Jul.  All who are seen to-day.
On prancing steeds richly caparisoned
In loyal acclamation round Roderigo;
Their sons beside them, loving one another
Unfeignedly, thro’ joy, while they themselves
In mutual homage mutual scorn suppress.
Their very walls and roofs are welcoming
The King’s approach, their storied tapestry
Swells its rich arch for him triumphantly
At every clarion blowing from below.
 

Cov.  Such wicked men will never leave his side.
 

Jul.  For they are insects which see nought beyond
Where they now crawl; whose changes are complete,
Unless of habitation.
 

Cov.  Whither go
Creatures, unfit for better, or for worse?
 

Jul.  Some to the grave — where peace be with them — some
Across the Pyrenean mountains far,
Into the plains of France; suspicion there
Will hang on every step from rich and poor,
Grey quickly-glancing eyes will wrinkle round
And courtesy will watch them, day and night.
Shameless they are, yet will they blush, amidst
A nation that ne’er blushes: some will drag
The captive’s chain, repair the shattered bark,
Or heave it, from a quicksand, to the shore,
Among the marbles on the Lybian coast;
Teach patience to the lion in his cage,
And, by the order of a higher slave,
Hold to the elephant their scanty fare
To please the children while the parent sleeps.
 

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

Jul.  All are not Spaniards who draw breath in Spain,
Those are, who live for her, who die for her,
Who love her glory and lament her fall.
O may I too — 
 

Cov. — But peacefully, and late,
Live and die here!
 

Jul.  I have, alas! myself
Laid waste the hopes where my fond fancy strayed,
And view their ruins with unaltered eyes.
 

Cov.  My mother will at last return to thee.
Might I, once more, but — could I now! behold her.
Tell her — ah me! what was my rash desire?
No, never tell her these inhuman things,
For they would waste her tender heart away
As they waste mine; or tell where I have died,
Only to show her that her every care
Could not have saved, could not have comforted;
That she herself, clasping me once again
To her sad breast, had said, Covilla! go,
Go, hide them in the bosom of thy God.
Sweet mother! that far-distant voice I hear,
And, passing out of youth and out of life,
I would not turn at last, and disobey.
 
  


ACT II. SCENE 2.
 

Sisabert enters.
 

Sis.  Uncle, and is it true, say, can it be,
That thou art leader of these faithless Moors?
That thou impeachest thy own daughter’s fame
Thro’ the whole land, to seize upon the throne
By the permission of these recreant slaves?
What shall I call thee? art thou, speak Count Julian,
A father, or a soldier, or a man?
 

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

Sis.  O falsehood! worse than woman’s!
 

Cov.  Once, my cousin,
Far gentler words were uttered from your lips;
If you loved me, you loved my father first,
More justly and more steddily, ere love
Was passion and illusion and deceit.
 

Sis.  I boast not that I never was deceived,
Covilla, which beyond all boasts were base,
Nor that I never loved; let this be thine.
Illusions! just to stop us, not delay,
Amuse, not occupy! — too true! when love
Scatters its brilliant foam, and passes on
To some fresh object in its natural course,
Widely and openly and wanderingly,
’Tis better! narrow it, and it pours its gloom
In one fierce cataract that stuns the soul.
Ye hate the wretch ye make so, while ye choose
Whoever knows you best and shuns you most.
 

Cov.  Shun me then: be beloved, more and more.
Honour the hand that showed you honour first,
Love — O my father! speak, proceed, persuade,
Thy voice alone can utter it — another.
 

Sis.  Ah lost Covilla! can a thirst of power
Alter thy heart, thus, to abandon mine,
And change my very nature at one blow.
 

Cov.  I told you, dearest Sisabert, ’twas vain
To urge me more, to question, or confute.
 

Sis.  I know it — for another wears the crown
Of Witiza my father; who succeeds
To king Roderigo will succeed to me.
Yet thy cold perfidy still calls me dear,
And o’er my aching temples breathes one gale
Of days departed to return no more.
 

Jul.  Young man, avenge our cause.
 

Sis.  What cause avenge?
 

Cov.  If I was ever dear to you, hear me.
Not vengeance; Heaven will give that signal soon.
O Sisabert, the pangs I have endured
On your long absence — 
 

Sis.  Will be now consoled.
Thy father comes to mount my father’s throne;
But though I would not an usurper king,
I prize his valour and defend his crown:
No stranger, and no traitor, rules o’er me,
Or unchastized inveigles humbled Spain.
Covilla, gavest thou no promises?
Nor thou, Don Julian?  Seek not to reply — 
Too well I know, too justly I despise,
Thy false excuse, thy coward effrontery;
Yes, when thou gavest them across the sea,
An enemy wert thou to Mahomet,
And no appellant to his faith or leagues.
 

Jul.  ’Tis well: a soldier hears, throughout, in silence.
I urge no answer: to those words, I fear,
Thy heart with sharp compunction will reply.
 

[Sisabert, to Covilla.
 

Sis.  Then I demand of thee, before thou reign,
Answer me, while I fought against the Frank
Who dared to sue thee? blazon’d in the court,
Trailed not thro’ darkness, were our nuptial bands;
No: Egilona join’d our hands herself,
The peers applauded, and the king approved.
 

Jul.  Hast thou yet seen that king since thy return?
 

Cov.  Father!  O father!
 

Sis.  I will not implore
Of him or thee what I have lost for ever,
These were not, when we parted, thy alarms;
Far other, and far worthier of thy heart
Were they! which Sisabert could banish then!
Fear me not, now, Covilla! thou hast changed,
I am changed too — I lived but where thou livedst,
My very life was portioned off from thine.
Upon the surface of thy happiness
Day after day, I gazed, I doated — there
Was all I had, was all I coveted,
So pure, serene, and boundless, it appear’d:
Yet, for we told each other every thought,
Thou knowest well, if thou rememberest,
At times I fear’d; as tho’ some demon sent
Suspicion without form into the world,
To whisper unimaginable things;
Then thy fond arguing banished all but hope,
Each wish, and every feeling, was with thine,
Till I partook thy nature, and became
Credulous, and incredulous, like thee.
We, who have met so alter’d, meet no more.
 

[Takes her hand.
 

Mountains and seas! ye are not separation — 
Death! thou dividest, but unitest too,
In everlasting peace and faith sincere.
Confiding love! where is thy resting-place!
Where is thy truth, Covilla! where? — go, go,
I should adore thee and believe thee still.
 

[Sisabert goes.
 

Cov.  O Heaven! support me, or desert me quite,
And leave me lifeless this too trying hour!
He thinks me faithless.
 

Jul.  He must think thee so.
 

Cov.  O tell him, tell him all, when I am dead — 
He will die, too, and we shall meet again.
He will know all when these sad eyes are closed.
Ah cannot he before! must I appear
The vilest! — O just Heaven! can it be thus?
I am — all earth resounds it — lost, despised,
Anguish and shame unutterable seize me.
’Tis palpable — no phantom, no delusion,
No dream that wakens with overwhelming horror;
Spaniard and Moor fight on this ground alone,
And tear the arrow from my bleeding breast
To pierce my father’s, for alike they fear.
 

Jul.  Invulnerable now, and unassail’d
Are we, alone perhaps of human kind,
Nor life allures us more, nor death alarms.
 

Cov.  Fallen, unpitied, unbelieved, unheard!
I should have died long earlier: gracious God!
Desert me to my sufferings, but sustain
My faith in, thee!  O hide me from the world,
And from thyself, my father, from thy fondness,
That opened in this wilderness of woe
A source of tears that else had burst my heart,
Setting me free for ever — then perhaps
A cruel war had not divided Spain,
Had not o’erturned her cities and her altars,
Had not endanger’d thee!  O haste afar
Ere the last dreadful conflict that decides
Whether we live beneath a foreign sway — 
 

Jul.  Or under him whose tyranny brought down
The curse upon his people.  O child! child!
Urge me no further, talk not of the war,
Remember not our country.
 

Cov.  Not remember!
What have the wretched else for consolation,
What else have they who pining feed their woe?
Can I, or should I, drive from memory
All that was dear and sacred, all the joys
Of innocence and peace; when no debate
Was in the convent, but what hymn, whose voice,
To whom among the blessed it arose,
Swelling so sweet; when rang the vesper-bell
And every finger ceased from the guitar,
And every tongue was silent through our land;
When, from remotest earth, friends met again
Hung on each other’s neck, and but embraced,
So sacred, still, and peaceful, was the hour.
Now, in what climate of the wasted world,
Not unmolested long by the profane,
Can I pour forth in secrecy to God
My prayers and my repentance? where beside
Is the last solace of the parting soul?
Friends, brethren, parents — dear indeed, too dear,
Are they, but somewhat still the heart requires
That it may leave them lighter, and more blest.
 

Jul.  Wide are the regions of our far-famed land:
Thou shalt arrive at her remotest bounds,
See her best people, choose some holiest house — 
Whether where Castro  from surrounding vines
Hears the hoarse ocean roar among his caves,
And, thro’ the fissure in the green church-yard,
The wind wail loud the calmest summer day;
Or where Santona leans against the hill,
Hidden from sea and land by groves and bowers.
 

Cov.  O! for one moment, in those pleasant scenes
Thou placest me, and lighter air I breathe;
Why could I not have rested, and heard on!
Thy voice dissolves the vision quite away,
Outcast from virtue, and from nature too!
 

Jul.  Nature and virtue! — they shall perish first.
God destined them for thee, and thee for them,
Inseparably and eternally!
The wisest and the best will prize thee most,
And solitudes and cities will contend
Which shall receive thee kindliest; sigh not so — 
Violence and fraud will never penetrate
Where piety and poverty retire,
Intractable to them, and valueless,
And look’d at idly, like the face of heaven,
If strength be wanted for security,
Mountains the guard, forbidding all approach
With iron-pointed and uplifted gates,
Thou wilt be welcome too in Aguilar — 
Impenetrable, marble-turreted,
Surveying from aloft the limpid ford,
The massy fane, the sylvan avenue — 
Whose hospitality I proved myself,
A willing leader in no impious war
When fame and freedom urged me — or mayst dwell
In Reÿnosas dry and thriftless dale,
Unharvested beneath October moons,
Amongst those frank and cordial villagers.
They never saw us, and, poor simple souls!
So little know they whom they call the great — 
Would pity one another less than us
In injury, disaster, or distress.
 

Cov.  But they would ask each other whence our grief,
That they might pity?
 

Jul.  Rest then just beyond,
In the secluded scenes where Ebro springs
And drives not from his fount the fallen leaf,
So motionless and tranquil its repose.
 

Cov.  Thither let us depart, and speedily.
 

Jul.  I cannot go: I live not in the land
I have reduced beneath such wretchedness:
And who could leave the brave, whose lives and fortunes
Hang on his sword?
 

Cov.  Me canst thou leave, my father?
Ah. yes, for it is past; too well thou seest
My life and fortunes rest not upon thee.
Long, happily, — could it be gloriously! — 
Still mayst thou live, and save thy country still!
 

Jul.  Unconquerable land! unrivalled race!
Whose bravery, too enduring, rues alike
The power and weakness of accursed kings — 
How cruelly hast thou neglected me!
Forcing me from thee, never to return,
Nor in thy pangs and struggles to partake!
I hear a voice— ’tis Egilona — come,
Recall thy courage, dear unhappy girl,
Let us away.
 
  


ACT II. SCENE 3.
 

Egilona enters.
 

Egil.  Remain, I order thee.
Attend, and do thy duty; I am queen,
Unbent to degradation.
 

Cov.  I attend
Ever most humbly and most gratefully
My too kind sovran, cousin now no more;
Could I perform but half the services
I owe her, I were happy, for a time,
Or dared I show her half my love, ‘twere bliss.
 

Egil.  Oh!  I sink under gentleness like thine
Thy sight is death to me; and yet ’tis dear.
The gaudy trappings of assumptive state
Drop, at the voice of nature, to the earth,
Before thy feet — I cannot force myself
To hate thee, to renounce thee; yet — Covilla!
Yet — O distracting thought! ’tis hard to see,
Hard to converse, with, to admire, to love,
As from my soul I do, and must do, thee — 
One who hath robbed me of all pride and joy,
All dignity, all fondness. — I adored
 

[After a pause.
 

Roderigo — he was brave, and in discourse
Most voluble; the masses of his mind
 

[She walks about, and speaks by fits and abstractedly.
 

Were vast, but varied; now absorbed in gloom,
Majestic, not austere; now their extent
Opening, and waving in bright levity — 
 

Jul.  Depart, my daughter— ‘twere as well to bear
His presence as his praise — go; she will dream
This phantasm out, nor notice thee depart.
 

[She departs.
 

Egil.  What pliancy! what tenderness! what life!
O for the smiles of those who smile so seldom,
The love of those who know no other love!
Such he was, Egilona, who was thine.
 

Jul.  While he was worthy of the realm and thee.
 

Egil.  Can it be true, then, Julian, that thy aim
Is sovranty? not virtue, nor revenge?
 

Jul.  I swear to heaven, nor I, nor child of mine,
Ever shall mount to this polluted throne.
 

Egil.  Then am I still a queen.  The savage Moor
Who could not conquer Ceuta from thy sword,
In his own country, not with every wile
Of his whole race, not with his myriad crests
Of cavalry, seen from the Calpian heights
Like locusts on the parched and gleamy coast,
Will never conquer Spain.
 

Jul.  Spain then was conquer’d
When fell her laws before the traitor king.
 
  


ACT II. SCENE 4.
 

Officer announces Opas.
 

O queen, the metropolitan attends
On matters of high import to the state,
And wishes to confer in privacy.
 

[Egilona, to Julian.
 

Egil.  Adieu then; and whate’er betide the country,
Sustain at least the honours of our house.
 

[Julian goes before Opas enters.
 

Opas.  I cannot but commend, O Egilona,
Such resignation and such dignity.
Indeed he is unworthy; yet a queen
Rather to look for peace, and live remote
From cities, and from courts, and from her lord,
I hardly could expect, in one so young,
So early, widely, wondrously, admired.
 

Egil.  I am resolved: religious men, good Opas,
In this resemble the vain libertine;
They find in woman no consistency,
No virtue but devotion, such as comes
To infancy or age, or fear or love,
Seeking a place of rest, and finding none,
Until it soar to heaven.
 

Opas.  A spring of mind
That rises when all pressure is removed,
Firmness in pious and in chaste resolves,
But weakness in much fondness; these, O queen,
I did expect, I own.
 

Egil.  The better part
Be mine; the worst hath been; and is no more.
 

Opas.  But if Roderigo have at length prevailed
That Egilona willingly resigns
All claim to royalty, and casts away
 — Indifferent or estranged — the marriage bond
His perjury tore asunder, still the church
Hardly can sanction his new nuptial rites.
 

Egil.  What art thou saying? what new nuptial rites?
 

Opas.  Thou knowest not?
 

Egil.  Am I a wife; a queen?
Abandon it! my claim to royalty!
Whose hand was on my head when I arose
Queen of this land? whose benediction sealed
My marriage-vow? who broke it? was it I?
And wouldst thou, virtuous Opas, wouldst thou dim
The glorious light of thy declining days?
Wouldst thou administer the sacred vows,
And sanction them, and bless them, for another,
And bid her live in peace while I am living?
Go then — I execrate and banish him
For ever from my sight: we were not born
For happiness together — none on earth
Were ever so dissimilar as we.
He is not worth a tear, a wish, a thought — 
Never was I deceived in him — I found
No tenderness, no fondness, from the first:
A love of power, a love of perfidy,
Such is the love that is returned for mine.
Ungrateful man! ’twas not the pageantry
Of regal state, the clarions, nor the guard,
Nor loyal valour, nor submissive beauty,
Silence at my approach, awe at my voice,
Happiness at my smile, that led my youth
Towards Roderigo!  I had lived obscure,
In humbleness, in poverty, in want,
Blest, O supremely blest! with him alone;
And he abandons me, rejects me, scorns me,
Insensible! inhuman! for another!
Thou shalt repent thy wretched choice, false man!
Crimes such as thine call loudly for perdition;
Heaven will inflict it, and not I — but I
Neither will fall alone nor live despised.
 

[Sound of trumpet.
 

Opas.  Peace, Egilona, he arrives; compose
Thy turbid thoughts, meet him with dignity.
 

Egil.  He! in the camp of Julian! trust me, sir,
He comes not hither, dares no longer use
The signs of state, and flies from every foe.
 

[Egilona retires some distance.
 
  


ACT II. SCENE 5.
 

Muza and Abdalazis.
 

[Muza to Abdalazis.
 

Muza.  I saw him but an instant, and disguised,
Yet this is not the traitor; on his brow
Observe the calm of wisdom and of years.
 

Opas.  Whom seekest thou?
 

Muza.  Him who was king, I seek.
He came arrayed as herald to this tent.
 

Abd.  Thy daughter! was she nigh? perhaps for her
Was this disguise.
 

Muza.  Here, Abdalazis, kings
Disguise from other causes; they obtain
Beauty by violence, and power by fraud.
Treason was his intent: we must admit
Whoever come; our numbers are too small
For question or selection, and the blood
Of Spaniards shall win Spain for us, today.
 

Abd.  The wicked cannot move from underneath
Thy ruling eye.
 

Muza.  Right! — Julian and Roderigo
Are leagued against us, on these terms alone,
That Julian’s daughter weds the christian king.
 

[Egilona, turning round, and rushing forward.
 

Egil.  ’Tis true — and I proclaim — 
 

Abd.  Heaven and earth!
Was it not thou, most lovely, most high-souled,
Who wishedst us success, and me a crown?
 

[Opas, in astonishment, goes abruptly.
 

Egil.  I give it — I am Egilona, queen
Of that detested man.
 

Abd.  I touch the hand
That chains down fortune to the throne of fate;
And will avenge thee; for ’twas thy command,
’Tis Heaven’s — My father! what retards our bliss?
Why art thou silent?
 

Muza.  Inexperienced years
Rather would rest on the soft lap, I see,
Of pleasure, after the fierce gusts of war.
O destiny! that callest me alone,
Hapless, to keep the toilsome watch of state;
Painful to age, unnatural to youth,
Adverse to all society of friends,
Equality, and liberty, and ease,
The welcome cheer of the unbidden feast,
The gay reply, light, sudden, like the leap
Of the young forester’s unbended bow;
But, above all, to tenderness at home,
And sweet security of kind concern
Even from those who seem most truly ours.
Who would resign all this, to be approach’d,
Like a sick infant by a canting nurse,
To spread his arms in darkness, and to find
One universal hollowness around.
Forego, a little while, that bane of peace.
Love may be cherished.
 

Abd.  ’Tis enough: I ask
No other boon.
 

Muza.  Not victory?
 

Abd.  Farewell,
O queen!  I will deserve thee; why do tears
Silently drop, and slowly, down thy veil?
I shall return to worship thee, and soon;
Why this affliction?  O, that I alone
Could raise or could repress it!
 

Egil.  We depart,
Nor interrupt your counsels, nor impede;
O may they prosper, whatsoe’er they be,
And perfidy soon meet its just reward!
The infirm and peaceful Opas — whither gone?
 

Muza.  Stay, daughter; not for counsel are we met,
But to secure our arms from treachery,
O’erthrow and stifle base conspiracies,
Involve in his own toils our false allie — 
 

Egil.  Author of every woe I have endur’d!
Ah sacrilegious man! he vowed to heaven
None of his blood should ever mount the throne.
 

Muza.  Herein his vow indeed is ratified;
Yet faithful ears have heard this offer made,
And weighty was the conference that ensued
And long — not dubious — for what mortal e’er
Refus’d alliance with illustrious power?
Tho’ some have given its enjoyments up,
Tired and enfeebled by satiety.
His friends and partisans, ’twas his pretence,
Should pass uninterrupted; hence his camp
Is open, every day, to enemies.
You look around, O queen, as tho’ you fear’d
Their entrance — Julian I pursue no more;
You conquer him — return we; I bequeath
Ruin, extermination, not reproach.
How we may best attain your peace and will
We must consider in some other place,
Not, lady, in the midst of snares and wiles
How to supplant your charms and seize your crown.
 

[He takes her hand.
 

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

[She is reluctant to go with him.
 

Whatever is your wish becomes my own,
Nor is there in this land but who obeys.
 

[Sternly — he leads her away.
 
  


ACT III. SCENE 1.
 

Palace in Xeres.
 

Roderigo and Opas.
 

Rod.  Impossible! she could not thus resign
Me, for a miscreant of Barbary,
A mere adventurer — but that citron face
Shall bleach and shrivel the whole winter long;
There, on yon cork-tree by the sallyport.
She shall return.
 

Opas.  To fondness and to faith?
Dost thou retain them, if she could return?
 

Rod.  Retain them? she has forfeited by this
All right to fondness, all to royalty.
 

Opas.  Consider, and speak calmly: she deserves
Some pity, some reproof.
 

Rod.  To speak then calmly,
Since thine eyes open and can see her guilt — 
 — Infamous and atrocious! let her go — 
Chains — 
 

Opas.  What! in Muza’s camp?
 

Rod.  My scorn supreme!
 

Opas.  Say, pity.
 

Rod.  Aye, aye, pity — that suits best,
I loved her, but had loved her; three whole years
Of pleasure, and of varied pleasure too,
Had worne the soft impression half away.
What I once felt, I would recall; the faint
Responsive voice grew fainter each reply:
Imagination sunk amid the scenes
It labour’d to create; the vivid joy
Of fleeting youth I followed, and posest.
’Tis the first moment of the tenderest hour,
’Tis the first mien on entering new delights,
We give our peace, our power, our souls, for these.
 

Opas.  Thou hast; and what remains?
 

Rod.  Myself — Roderigo — 
Whom hatred cannot reach, nor love cast down.
 

Opas.  Nor gratitude nor pity nor remorse
Call back, nor vows nor earth nor heaven controul.
But art thou free and happy? art thou safe?
By shrewd contempt the humblest may chastize
Whom scarlet and its ermine cannot scare,
And the sword skulks for everywhere in vain.
Thee the poor victim of thy outrages,
Woman, with all her weakness, may despise.
 

Rod.  But first let quiet age have intervened.
 

Opas.  Ne’er will the peace or apathy of age
Be thine, or twilight steal upon thy day.
The violent choose, but cannot change, their end — 
Violence, by man or nature, must be theirs;
Thine it must be, and who to pity thee?
 

Rod.  Behold my solace! none.  I want no pity.
 

Opas.  Proclaim we those the happiest of mankind
Who never knew a want?  O what a curse
To thee this utter ignorance of thine!
Julian, whom all the good commiserate,
Sees thee below him far in happiness:
A state indeed: of no quick restlesness,
No glancing agitation — one vast swell
Of melancholy, deep, impassable,
Interminable, where his spirit alone
Broods and o’ershadows all, bears him from earth
And purifies his chasten’d soul for heaven.
Both heaven and earth shall from thy grasp recede.
Whether on death or life thou arguest,
Untutor’d savage or corrupted heathen
Avows no sentiment so vile as thine.
 

Rod.  Nor feels?
 

Opas.  O human nature!  I have heard
The secrets of the soul, and pitied thee.
Bad and accursed things have men confest
Before me, but have left them unarrayed,
Naked, and shivering with deformity.
The troubled dreams and deafening gush of youth
Fling o’er the fancy, struggling to be free,
Discordant and impracticable things:
If the good shudder at their past escapes,
Shall not the wicked shudder at their crimes?
They shall — and I denounce upon thy head
God’s vengeance — thou shalt rule this land no more.
 

Rod.  What! my own kindred leave me, and renounce me!
 

Opas.  Kindred? and is there any in our world
So near us, as those sources of all joy,
Those on whose bosom every gale of life
Blows softly, who reflect our images
In loveliness through sorrows and through age,
And bear them onward far beyond the grave.
 

Rod.  Methinks, most reverend Opas, not inapt
Are these fair views; arise they from Seville?
 

Opas.  He, who can scoff at them, may scoff at me.
Such are we, that the giver of all good
Shall, in the heart he purifies, posess
The latest love — the earliest, no, not there!
I’ve known the firm and faithful; even from these
Life’s eddying spring shed the first bloom on earth.
I pity them, but ask their pity too.
I love the happiness of men, and praise
And sanctify the blessings I renounce.
 

Rod.  Yet would thy baleful influence undermine
The heaven-appointed throne.
 

Opas. — the throne of guilt
Obdurate, without plea, without remorse.
 

Rod.  What power hast thou? perhaps thou soon wilt want
A place of refuge.
 

Opas.  Rather say, perhaps
My place of refuge will receive me soon:
Could I extend it even to thy crimes,
It should be open; but the wrath of heaven
Turns them against thee, and subverts thy sway;
It leaves thee not, what wickedness and woe
Oft in their drear communion taste together,
Hope and repentance.
 

Rod.  But it leaves me arms,
Vigour of soul and body, and a race
Subject by law, and dutiful by choice,
Whose hand is never to be holden fast
Within the closing cleft of knarled creeds;
No easy prey for these vile mitred Moors.
I, who received thy homage, may retort
Thy threats, vain prelate, and abase thy pride.
 

Opas.  Low must be those whom mortal can sink lower,
Nor high are they whom human power may raise.
 

Rod.  Judge now: for, hear the signal.
 

Opas.  And derides
Thy buoyant heart the dubious gulphs of war?
Trumpets may sound, and not to victory.
 

Rod.  The traitor and his daughter feel my power.
 

Opas.  Just God! avert it.
 

Rod.  Seize this rebel priest.
I will alone subdue my enemies.
 
  


ACT III. SCENE 2.
 

Ramiro and Osma enter from opposite sides.
 

Ram.  Where is the king? his car is at the gate,
His ministers attend him, but his foes
Are yet more prompt, nor will await delay.
 

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

Ram.  With all his forces — or our cause is lost.
Julian and Sisabert surround the walls — 
 

Osma.  Surround, sayst thou? enter they not the gates?
 

Ram.  Perhaps ere now they enter.
 

Osma.  Sisabert
Brings him our prisoner.
 

Ram.  They are friends! they held
A parley; and the soldiers, when they saw
Count Julian, lower’d their arms and hail’d him king.
 

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

Ram.  He leads them; but amidst that acclamation
He turn’d away his head, and called for vengeance.
 

Osma.  In Sisabert, and in the cavalry
He led, were all our hopes.
 

Opas.  Woe, woe is theirs
Who have no other.
 

Osma.  What are thine? obey
The just commands of our offended king,
Conduct him to the tower — off — instantly.
Ramiro, let us haste to reinforce — 
 

Ram.  Hark! is the king defeated? hark!
 

Osma.  I hear
Such acclamation as from victory
Arises not, but rather from revolt,
Reiterated, interrupted, lost.
Favour like this his genius will retrieve
By time, or promises, or chastisement,
Which-e’er he choose — the speediest is the best — 
His danger and his glory let us share;
’Tis ours to serve him.
 

Ram.  While he rules, ’tis ours.
What chariot-wheels are thundering o’er the bridge?
 

Osma.  Roderigo’s — I well know them.
 

Ram.  Now, the burst
Of acclamation! now! again — again.
 

Osma.  I know the voices; they are for Roderigo.
 

Ram.  Stay, I entreat thee — one hath now prevailed.
So far is certain.
 

Osma.  Aye, the right prevails.
 

Ram.  Transient and vain their joyance, who rejoice
Precipitately and intemperately,
And bitter thoughts grow up where’er it fell.
 

Osma.  Nor vain and transient theirs, who idly float
Down popularity’s unfertile stream
And fancy all their own that rises round?
 

Ram.  If thou still lovest, as I know thou dost,
Thy king — 
 

[Osma interrupting.
 

Osma.  I love him; for he owes me much
Brave soul, and cannot, though he would, repay.
Service and faith, pure faith and service hard,
Throughout his reign, if these things be desert,
These have I borne toward him, and still bear.
 

Ram.  Come, from thy solitary eiry come,
And share the prey so plenteous and profuse
Which a less valourous brood will else consume.
Much fruit is shaken down in civil storms,
And shall not orderly and loyal hands
Gather it up?  Again! [loud shouts] and still refuse?
How different are those citizens without
From thee! from thy serenity! thy arch,
Thy firmament, of intrepidity!
For their new lord, whom they have never served,
Afraid were they to shout, and only struck
The pavement with their ferrels and their feet;
Now they are certain of the great event
Voices and hands they raise, and all contend
Who shall be bravest in applauding most.
Knowest thou these?
 

Osma.  Their voices I know well — 
And can they shout for him they would have slain?
A prince untried they welcome; soon their doubts
Are blown afar!
 

Ram.  Yes, brighter scenes arise.
The disunited he alone unites,
The weak with hope he strengthens, and the strong
With justice.
 

Osma.  Wait: praise him when time hath given
A soundness and consistency to praise:
He shares it amply who bestows it right.
 

Ram.  Doubtest thou?
 

Osma.  Be it so: let us away;
New courtiers come — 
 

Ram.  And why not join the new.
Let us attend him, and congratulate;
Come on, they enter.
 

Osma.  This is now my post
No longer: I could face them in the field,
I cannot here.
 

Ram.  Tomorrow all may change;
Be comforted.
 

Osma.  I want nor change nor comfort.
 

Ram.  The prisoner’s voice!
 

Osma.  The metropolitans?
Triumph he may — not over me forgiven.
This way, and thro’ the chapel — none are there.
 
  


ACT III. SCENE 3.
 

Opas and Sisabert.
 

Opas.  The royal threat still sounds along these halls;
Hardly his foot hath past them, and he flees
From his own treachery — all his pride, his hopes,
Are scatter’d at a breath; even courage fails
Now falsehood sinks from under him: behold,
Again art thou where reign’d thy ancestors;
Behold the chapel of thy earliest prayers,
Where I, whose chains are sunder’d at thy sight
Ere they could close around these aged limbs,
Received and blest thee, when thy mother’s arm
Was doubtful if it loosed thee! with delight
Have I observed the promises we made
Deeply imprest and manfully perform’d.
Now, to thyself beneficent, O prince,
Never henceforth renew those weak complaints
Against Covilla’s vows and Julian’s faith,
His honour broken, and her heart estranged.
O, if thou holdest peace or glory dear,
Away with jealousy — brave Sisabert,
Smite from thy bosom, smite that scorpion down;
It swells and hardens amid mildewed hopes,
O’erspreads and blackens whate’er most delights,
And renders us, haters of loveliness,
The lowest of the fiends: ambition led
The higher on, furious to disposess,
From admiration sprung and phrenzied love.
This disingenuous soul-debasing passion,
Rising from abject and most sordid fear,
Stings her own breast with bitter self-reproof,
Consumes the vitals, pines, and never dies.
Love, Honour, Justice, numberless the forms,
Glorious and high the stature, she assumes;
But watch the wandering changeful mischief well,
And thou shalt see her with low lurid light
Search where the soul’s most valued treasure lies,
Or, more embodied to our vision, stand
With evil eye, and sorcery hers alone,
Looking away her helpless progeny,
And drawing poison from its very smiles.
For Julian’s truth have I not pledged my own?
Have I not sworne Covilla weds no other?
 

Sis.  Her persecutor have not I chastized,
Have not I fought for Julian, won the town,
And liberated thee?
 

Opas.  But left for him
The dangers of pursuit, of ambuscade,
Of absence from thy high and splendid name.
 

Sis.  Do probity and truth want such supports?
 

Opas.  Gryphens and eagles, ivory and gold,
Can add no clearness to the lamp above,
But many look for them in palaces
Who have them not, and want them not, at home.
Virtue and valour and experience
Are never trusted by themselves alone
Further than infancy and idiocy;
The men around him, not the man himself,
Are looked at, and by these is he prefer’d:
’Tis the green mantle of the warrener
And his loud whistle, that alone attract
The lofty gazes of the noble herd:
And thus, without thy countenance and help,
Feeble and faint is still our confidence,
Brief perhaps our success.
 

Sis.  Should I resign
To Abdalazis her I once adored?
He truly, he must wed a Spanish queen!
He rule in Spain! ah! whom could any land
Obey so gladly as the meek, the humble,
The friend of all who have no friend beside,
Covilla! could he choose, or could he find
Another who might so confirm his power?
And now, indeed, from long domestic wars
Who else survives of all our ancient house — 
 

Opas.  But Egilona.
 

Sis.  Vainly she upbraids
Roderigo.
 

Opas.  She divorces him, abjures,
And carries vengeance to that hideous highth
Which piety and chastity would shrink
To look from, on the world, or on themselves.
 

Sis.  She may forgive him yet.
 

Opas.  Ah Sisabert!
Wretched are those a woman has forgiven;
With her forgiveness ne’er hath love return’d:
Ye know not, till too late, the filmy tie
That holds heaven’s precious boon, eternally
To those who fondly cherish her; once go
Driven by mad passion, strike but at her peace,
And, tho’ she step aside from broad reproach,
Yet every softer virtue dies away.
Beaming with virtue inaccessible
Stood Egilona; for her lord she lived,
And for the heavens that raised her sphere so high:
All thoughts were on her — all, beside her own.
Negligent as the blossoms of the field,
Arrayed in candour and simplicity,
Before her path she heard the streams of joy
Murmur her name in all their cadences,
Saw them in every scene, in light, in shade,
Reflect her image — but acknowledged them
Hers most complete when flowing from her most.
All things in want of her, herself of none,
Pomp and dominion lay beneath her feet
Unfelt and unregarded: now behold
The earthly passions war against the heavenly!
Pride against love, ambition and revenge
Against devotion and compliancy — 
Her glorious beams adversity hath blunted,
And coming nearer to our quiet view
The original clay of coarse mortality
Hardens and flaws around her.
 

Sis.  Every germ
Of virtue perishes, when love recedes
From those hot shifting sands, the female heart.
 

Opas.  His was the fault; be his the punishment.
’Tis not their own crimes only, men commit,
They harrow them into another’s breast,
And they shall reap the bitter growth with pain.
 

[Sisabert, walking up and down, abstractedly.
 

Sis.  Yes, blooming royalty will first attract
These creatures of the desert — now I breathe
More freely — she is theirs if I pursue
The fugitive again — he well deserves
The death he flies from — stay! don Julian twice
Called him aloud, and he, methinks, replied.
Could not I have remain’d a moment more,
And seen the end? altho’ with hurried voice
He bade me intercept the scattered foes,
And hold the city barred to their return.
May Egilona be another’s wife
Whether he die or live! but oh!
 

[Aloud, to Opas.
 

                  — Covilla — 
She never can be mine! yet she may be
Still happy — no, Covilla, no — not happy,
But more deserving happiness without it.
Mine never! nor another’s— ’tis enough.
The tears I shed no rival can deride;
In the fond intercourse, a name once cherished
Will never be defended by faint smiles,
Nor given up with vows of alter’d love.
And is the passion of my soul at last
Reduced to this? is this my happiness?
This my sole comfort? this the close of all
Those promises, those tears, those last adieus,
And those long vigils for the morrow’s dawn.
 

Opas.  Arouse thee! be thyself.  O Sisabert,
Awake to glory from these feverish dreams;
The enemy is in our land — two enemies — 
We must quell both — shame on us, if we fail.
 

Sis.  Incredible; a nation be subdued
Peopled as ours!
 

Opas.  Corruption may subvert
What force could never.
 

Sis.  Traitors may.
 

Opas.  Alas!
If traitors can, the basis is but frail.
I mean such traitors as the vacant world
Echoes most stunningly; not fur-robed knaves
Whose whispers raise the dreaming bloodhound’s ear
Against benighted famished wanderers;
While with remorseless guilt they undermine
Palace and shed, their very father’s house,
O blind! their own and children’s heritage,
To leave more ample space for fearful wealth.
Plunder in some most harmless guise they swathe,
Call it some very meek and hallowed name,
Some known and borne by their good forefathers,
And own and vaunt it thus redeemed from sin.
These are the plagues heaven sends o’er every land
Before it sink — the portents of the street,
Not of the air — lest nations should complain
Of distance or of dimness in the signs,
Flaring from far to Wisdom’s eye alone:
These are the last! these, when the sun rides high
In the forenoon of doomsday, revelling,
Make men abhor the earth, arraign the skies.
Ye who behold them spoil field after field,
Despising them in individual strength,
Not with one torrent sweeping them away
Into the ocean of eternity,
Arise! despach! no renovating gale,
No second spring awaits you — up, begone,
 — If you have force and courage even for flight — 
The blast of dissolution is behind.
 

Sis.  How terrible! how true! what voice like thine
Can rouse and warn the nation! if she rise,
Say, whither go, where stop we?
 

Opas.  God will guide.
Let us pursue the oppressor to destruction,
The rest is heaven’s: must we move no step
Because we cannot see the boundaries
Of our long way, and every stone between?
 

Sis.  Is not thy vengeance for the late affront,
For threats and outrage and imprisonment?
 

Opas.  For outrage, yes — imprisonment and threats
I pardon him, and whatsoever ill
He could do me.
 

Sis.  To hold Covilla from me,
To urge her into vows against her faith,
Against her beauty, youth, and inclination,
Without her mother’s blessing, nay without
Her father’s knowledge and authority — 
So that she never will behold me more,
Flying afar for refuge and for help
Where never friend but God will comfort her — 
 

Opas.  These, and more barbarous deeds were perpetrated.
 

Sis.  Yet her proud father deigned not to inform
Me, whom he loved and taught, in peace and war,
Me, whom he called his son, before I hoped
To merit it by marriage or by arms.
He offer’d no excuse, no plea; exprest
No sorrow; but with firm unfaltering voice
Commanded me — I trembled as he spoke — 
To follow where he led, redress his wrongs,
And vindicate the honour of his child.
He called on God, the witness of his cause,
On Spain, the partner of his victories,
And yet amidst these animating words
Rolled the huge tear down his unvizor’d face — 
A general swell of indignation rose
Thro’ the long line, sobs burst from every breast,
Hardly one voice succeeded — you might hear
The impatient hoof strike the soft sandy plain:
But when the gates flew open, and the king
In his high car came forth triumphantly,
Then was Count Julian’s stature more elate;
Tremendous was the smile that smote the eyes
Of all he past— “fathers, and sons, and brothers,”
He cried, “I fight your battles, follow me!
Soldiers, we know no danger but disgrace!”
Father, and general, and king, they shout,
And would proclaim him — back he cast his face,
Pallid with grief, and one loud groan burst forth;
It kindled vengeance thro’ the Asturian ranks,
And they soon scatter’d, as the blasts of heaven
Scatter the leaves and dust, the astonished foe.
 

Opas.  And doubtest thou his truth?
 

Sis.  I love — and doubt — 
Fight — and believe: Roderigo spoke untruths,
In him I place no trust; but Julian holds
Truths in reserve — how should I quite confide!
 

Opas.  By sorrows thou beholdest him opprest;
Doubt the more prosperous: march, Sisabert,
Once more against his enemy and ours;
Much hath been done, but much there still remains.
 
  


ACT IV. SCENE II.
 

Tent of Julian.
 

Roderigo and Julian.
 

Jul.  To stop perhaps at any wickedness
Appears a merit now, and at the time
Prudence or policy it often is
Which afterward seems magnanimity.
The people had deserted thee, and thronged
My standard, had I rais’d it, at the first;
But once subsiding, and no voice of mine
Calling by name each grievance to each man,
They, silent and submissive by degrees,
Bore thy hard yoke, and, hadst thou but opprest,
Would still have borne it: thou hast now deceived;
Thou hast done all a foren foe could do,
And more, against them; with ingratitude
Not hell itself could arm the foren foe — 
’Tis forged at home, and kills not from afar.
Amid whate’er vain glories fell upon
Thy rainbow span of power, which I dissolve,
Boast not how thou conferredst wealth and rank,
How thou preservedst me, my family,
All my distinctions, all my offices,
When Witiza was murder’d, that I stand
Count Julian at this hour by special grace.
The sword of Julian saved the walls of Ceuta,
And not the shadow that attends his name
It was no badge, no title, that o’erthrew
Soldier, and steed, and engine — don Roderigo,
The truly and the falsely great here differ,
These by dull wealth or daring fraud advance,
Him the Almighty calls amidst his people
To sway the wills and passions of mankind.
The weak of heart and intellect beheld
Thy splendour, and adored thee lord of Spain — 
I rose — Roderigo lords o’er Spain no more.
 

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

Jul.  Shameless and arrogant, dost thou believe
I boast for pride or pastime? forced to boast,
Truth costs me more than falsehood e’er cost thee.
Divested of that purple of the soul,
That potency, that palm of wise ambition — 
Cast headlong by thy madness from that high
That only eminence ‘twixt earth and heaven,
Virtue — which some desert, but none despise — 
Whether thou art beheld again on earth,
Whether a captive or a fugitive;
Miner or galley-slave, depends on me:
But he alone who made me what I am
Can make me greater, or can make me less.
 

Rod.  Chance, and chance only, threw me in thy power,
Give me my sword again and try my strength.
 

Jul.  I tried it in the front of thousands.
 

Rod.  Death
At least vouchsafe me from a soldier’s hand.
 

Jul.  I love to hear thee ask it — now my own
Would not be bitter; no, nor immature.
 

Rod.  Defy it, say thou rather.
 

Jul.  Death itself
Shall not be granted thee, unless from God;
A dole from his and from no other hand.
Thou shalt now hear and own thine infamy — 
 

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

Jul.  Silence, thou wretch, live on — aye, live — abhor’d.
Thou shalt have tortures, dungeons, chains, enough — 
They naturally rise and grow around
Monsters like thee, everywhere, and for ever.
 

Rod.  Insulter of the fallen! must I endure
Commands as well as threats? my vassal’s too?
Nor breathe from underneath his trampling feet?
 

Jul.  Could I speak patiently who speak to thee,
I would say more — part of thy punishment
It should be, to be taught.
 

Rod.  Reserve thy wisdom
Until thy patience come, its best allie:
I learn no lore, of peace or war, from thee.
 

Jul.  No, thou shalt study soon another tongue,
And suns more ardent shall mature thy mind.
Either the cross thou bearest, and thy knees
Among the silent caves of Palestine
Wear the sharp flints away with midnight prayer,
Or thou shalt keep the fasts of Barbary — 
Shalt wait amid the crowds that throng the well
From sultry noon till the skies fade again,
To draw up water and to bring it home
In the crackt gourd of some vile testy knave,
Who spurns thee back with bastinaded foot
For ignorance or delay of his command.
 

Rod.  Rather the poison or the bow-string.
 

Jul.  Slaves
To other’s passions die such deaths as those,
Slaves to their own should die — 
 

Rod. — What worse?
 

Jul.  Their own.
 

Rod.  Is this thy counsel, renegade?
 

Jul.  Not mine;
I point a better path, nay, force thee on.
I shelter thee from every brave man’s sword
While I am near thee: I bestow on thee
Life: if thou die, ’tis when thou sojournest
Protected by this arm and voice no more;
’Tis slavishly, ’tis ignominiously,
’Tis by a villain’s knife.
 

Rod.  By whose?
 

Jul.  Roderigo’s.
 

Rod.  O powers of vengeance! must I hear? endure?
Live?
 

Jul.  Call thy vassals? no! then wipe the drops
Of froward childhood from thy shameless eyes.
So! thou canst weep for passion — not for pity.
 

Rod.  One hour ago I ruled all Spain! a camp
Not larger than a sheepfold stood alone
Against me: now, no friend throughout the world
Follows my steps or hearkens to my call.
Behold the turns of fortune, and expect
No better; of all faithless men, the Moors
Are the most faithless — from thy own experience
Thou canst not value nor rely on them.
 

Jul.  I value not the mass that makes my sword,
Yet while I use it I rely on it.
 

Rod.  Julian, thy gloomy soul still meditates — 
Plainly I see it — death to me — pursue
The dictates of thy leaders, let revenge
Have its full sway, let Barbary prevail,
And the pure creed her elders have embraced:
Those placid sages hold assassination
A most compendious supplement to law.
 

Jul.  Thou knowest not the one, nor I the other.
Torne hast thou from me all my soul held dear!
Her form, her voice, all, hast thou banish’d from me
Nor dare I, wretched as I am! recall
Those solaces of every grief, erewhile!
I stand abased before insulting crime.
I faulter like a criminal myself.
The hand that hurled thy chariot o’er its wheels,
That held thy steeds erect and motionless
As moulten statues on some palace-gates,
Shakes, as with palsied age, before thee now.
Gone is the treasure of my heart, for ever,
Without a father, mother, friend, or name!
Daughter of Julian — Such was her delight — 
Such was mine too! what pride more innocent,
What, surely, less deserving pangs like these,
Than springs from filial and parental love!
Debarred from every hope that issues forth
To meet the balmy breath of early life,
Her sadden’d days, all, cold and colourless,
Will stretch before her their whole weary length
Amid the sameness of obscurity.
She wanted not seclusion, to unveil
Her thoughts to heaven, cloister, nor midnight bell;
She found it in all places, at all hours:
While, to assuage my labours, she indulged
A playfulness that shunn’d a mother’s eye,
Still, to avert my perils, there arose
A piety that, even from me, retired.
 

[Roderigo, much agitated — after a pause.
 

Rod.  Such was she! — what am I! — those are the arms
That are triumphant when the battle fails.
O Julian, Julian! all thy former words
Struck but the imbecile plumes of vanity;
These, thro’ its steely coverings, pierce the heart.
I ask not life nor death; but, if I live,
Send my most bitter enemy to watch
My secret paths, send poverty, send pain — 
I will add more — wise as thou art, thou knowest
No foe more furious than forgiven kings.
I ask not then what thou woudst never grant:
May heaven, O Julian, from thy hand, receive
A pardon’d man, a chasten’d criminal.
 

Jul.  This further curse thou hast inflicted; wretch,
I cannot pardon thee.
 

Rod.  Thy tone, thy mien,
Refute those words.
 

Jul.  No — I can not forgive.
 

[Julian greatly moved, goes towards him.
 

Rod.  Upon my knee, my conqueror, I implore — 
Upon the earth, before thy feet [starts back] — hard heart!
 

Jul.  Audacious! hast thou never heard that prayer
And scorn’d it? ’tis the last thou shouldst repeat.
Upon the earth! upon her knees!  O God!
 

Rod.  Resemble not a wretch so lost as I:
Be better; O! be happier; and pronounce it.
 

Jul.  I swerve not from my purpose: thou art mine,
Conquered; and I have sworne to dedicate
 — Like a torne banner on my chapel’s roof — 
Thee to that power from whom thou hast rebelled.
Expiate thy crimes by prayer, by penances — 
 

Rod.  Hasten the hour of trial, speak of peace.
 

[Julian looks sternly on the ground and does not answer.
 

Pardon me not, then — but with purer lips
Implore of God, who would hear thee, to pardon.
 

Jul.  Hope it I may — pronounce it — O Roderigo!
Ask it of him who can; I too will ask,
And, in my own transgressions, pray for thine.
 

Rod.  One name I dare not — 
 

Jul.  Go — abstain from that,
I do conjure thee; raise not in my soul
Again the tempest that has wrecked my fame;
Thou shalt not breathe in the same clime with her.
Far o’er the unebbing sea thou shalt adore
The eastern star, and — may thy end be peace.
 
  


ACT IV. SCENE 2.
 

Julian and Hernando.
 

Her.  From the prince Tarik I am sent, my lord.
 

Jul.  A welcome messager, my brave Hernando.
How fares it with the gallant soul of Tarik.
 

Her.  Most joyfully; he scarcely had pronounced
Your glorious name, and bidden me urge your speed,
Than, with a voice as though it answered heaven,
He shall confound them in their dark designs
Cried he — and turn’d away, with that swift stride
Wherewith he meets and quells his enemies.
 

Jul.  Alas, I cannot bear felicitation,
Who shunned it even in felicity.
 

Her.  Often we hardly think ourselves the happy
Unless we hear it said by those around.
O my lord Julian, how your praises cheer’d
Our poor endeavours! sure, all hearts are open
Lofty and low, wise and unwise, to praise.
Even the departed spirit hovers round
Our blessings and our prayers; the corse itself
Hath shined with other light than the still stars
Shedd on its rest, or the dim taper, nigh.
My father, old men say, who saw him dead
And heard your lips pronounce him good and happy,
Smiled faintly thro’ the quiet gloom, that eve,
And the shroud throbbed upon his grateful breast.
Howe’er it be, many who tell the tale
Are good and happy from that voice of praise.
His guidance and example were denied
My youth and childhood: what I am I owe — 
 

Jul.  Hernando, look not back: a narrow path
And arduous lies before thee, if thou stop
Thou fallest; go right onward, nor observe
Closely and rigidly another’s way,
But, free and active, follow up thy own.
 

Her.  The voice that urges now my manly step
Onward in life, recalls me to the past,
And from that fount I freshen for the goal.
Early in youth, amongst us villagers
Converse and ripened counsel you bestowed.
O happy days of (far departed!) peace,
Days when the mighty Julian stooped his brow
Entering our cottage door; another air
Breathed thro’ the house; tired age and lightsome youth
Beheld him, with intensest gaze — these felt
More chastened joy; those, more profound repose.
Yes, my best lord, when labour sent them home
And midday suns, when from the social meal
The wicker window held the summer heat,
Prais’d have those been who, going unperceived,
Open’d it wide, that all might see you well:
Nor were the children blamed, upon the mat,
Hurrying to watch what rush would last arise
From your foot’s pressure, ere the door was closed,
And not yet wondering how they dared to love.
Your counsels are more precious now than ever,
But are they — pardon if I err — the same?
Tarik is gallant, kind, the friend of Julian,
Can he be more? or ought he to be less?
Alas! his faith!
 

Jul.  In peace or war?  Hernando.
 

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

Jul.  ’Tis God’s, not thine — embrace it not, nor hate it.
Precious or vile, how dare we seize that offering,
Scatter it, spurn it, in its way to heaven,
Because we know it not? the sovran lord
Accepts his tribute, myrrh and frankincense
From some, from others penitence and prayer:
Why intercept them from his gracious hand?
Why dash them down? why smite the supplicant?
 

Her.  ’Tis what they do?
 

Jul.  Avoid it thou the more.
If time were left me, I could hear well-pleased
How Tarik fought up Calpe’s fabled cliff,
While I pursued the friends of don Roderigo
Across the plain, and drew fresh force from mine.
O! had some other land, some other cause,
Invited him and me, I then could dwell
On this hard battle with unmixt delight.
 

Her.  Eternal is its glory, if the deed
Be not forgotten till it be surpast:
Much praise by land, by sea much more, he won,
For then a Julian was not at his side,
Nor led the van, nor awed the best before;
The whole, a mighty whole, was his alone.
There might be seen how far he shone above
All others of the day: old Muza watched
From his own shore the richly laden fleet,
Ill-arm’d and scatter’d, and pursued the rear
Beyond those rocks that bear St. Vincent’s name,
Cutting the treasure, not the strength, away — 
Valiant, where any prey lies undevour’d
In hostile creek or too confiding isle:
Tarik, with his small barks, but with such love
As never chief from rugged sailor won,
Smote their high masts and swelling rampires down;
And Cadiz wept in fear o’er Trafalgar.
Who that beheld our sails from off the hights,
Like the white birds, nor larger, tempt the gale
In sunshine and in shade, now almost touch
The solitary shore, glance, turn, retire,
Would think these lovely playmates could portend
Such mischief to the world; such blood, such woe;
Could draw to them from far the peaceful hinds,
Cull the gay flower of cities, and divide
Friends, children, every bond of human life;
Could dissipate whole families, could sink
Whole states in ruin, at one hour, one blow.
 

Jul.  Go, good Hernando — who would think these things?
Say to the valiant Tarik, I depart
Forthwith: he knows not from what heaviness
Of soul I linger here; I could endure
No converse, no compassion, no approach,
Other than thine, whom the same cares improved
Beneath my father’s roof, my foster-brother,
To brighter days and happier end, I hope;
In whose fidelity my own resides
With Tarik and with his compeers and chief.
I cannot share the gladness I excite,
Yet shall our Tarik’s generous heart rejoice.
 

[Egilona enters.  Hernando goes.
 
  


ACT IV. SCENE 3.
 

Julian and Egilona.
 

Egil.  O fly me not because I am unhappy,
Because I am deserted fly me not.
It was not so before, it cannot be
Ever from Julian.
 

Jul.  What would Egilona
That Julian’s power with her new lords can do?
Surely her own must there preponderate.
 

Egil.  I hold no suit to them — restore, restore Roderigo.
 

Jul.  He no longer is my prisoner.
 

Egil.  Escapes he then?
 

Jul.  Escapes he — dost thou say?
O Egilona! what unworthy passion — 
 

Egil.  Unworthy, when I loved him, was my passion,
The passion that now swells my heart, is just.
 

Jul.  What fresh reproaches hath he merited?
 

Egil.  Deeprooted hatred shelters no reproach.
But whither is he gone.
 

Jul.  Far from the walls.
 

Egil.  And I knew nothing! — 
 

Jul. His offence was known
To thee at least.
 

Egil.  Will it be expiated?
 

[After some hesitation.
 

Jul.  I trust it will.
 

Egil.  This withering calm consumes me.
He marries then Covilla! ’twas for this
His people were excited to rebell,
His sceptre was thrown by, his vows were scorn’d,
And I — and I — 
 

Jul.  Cease, Egilona!
 

Egil.  Cease?
Sooner shalt thou to live, than I to reign.
 
  


ACT V. SCENE 1.
 

Tent of Muza.
 

Muza.  Tarik.  Abdalazis.
 

Muza.  To have first landed on these shores, appears
Transcendent glory to the applauded Tarik.
 

Tarik.  Glory, but not transcendent, it appears,
What might in any other.
 

Muza.  Of thyself
All this vain boast?
 

Tarik.  Not of myself— ’twas Julian.
Against his shield the refluent surges rolled,
While the sea-breezes threw the arrows wide,
And fainter cheers urged the reluctant steeds.
 

Muza.  That Julian, of whose treason I have proofs,
That Julian, who rejected my commands
Twice, when our mortal foe besieged the camp,
And forced my princely presence to his tent.
 

Tarik.  Say rather, who without one exhortation,
One precious drop from true believer’s vein,
Marched, and discomfited our enemies.
I found in him no treachery — Hernando,
Who, little versed in moody wiles, is gone
To lead him hither, was by him assigned
My guide, and twice in doubtful fight his arm
Protected me — once on the hights of Calpe,
Once on the plain, when courtly jealousies
Tore from the bravest and the best his due,
And gave the dotard and the coward command:
Then came Roderigo forth — the front of war
Grew darker — him, equal in chevalry,
Julian alone could with success oppose.
 

Abd.  I doubt their worth who praise their enemies.
 

Tarik.  And theirs doubt I who persecute their friends.
 

Muza.  Thou art in league with him.
 

Tarik.  Thou wert, by oaths,
I am without them; for his heart is brave.
 

Muza.  Am I to bear all this?
 

Tarik.  All this, and more:
Soon wilt thou see the man whom thou hast wronged,
And the keen hatred in thy breast concealed
Find its right way, and sting thee to the core.
 

Muza.  Hath he not foil’d us in the field; not held
Our wisdom to reproach?
 

Tarik.  Shall we abandon
All he hath left us in the eyes of men;
Shall we again make him our adversary
Whom we have proved so, long and fatally?
If he subdue for us our enemies,
Shall we raise others, or, for want of them,
Convert him into one, against his will?
 
  


ACT V. SCENE 2.
 

Hernando enters.  Tarik continues.
 

Here comes Hernando from that prince himself — 
 

Muza.  Who scorns, himself, to come.
 

Her.  The queen detains him.
 

Abd.  How!  Egilona?
 

Muza.  ’Twas my will.
 

Tarik.  At last
He must be happy; for delicious calm
Follows the fierce enjoyment of revenge.
 

Her.  That calm was never his, no other will be!
Thou knowest not, and mayst thou never know,
How bitter is the tear that firy shame
Scourges and tortures from the soldier’s eye.
Whichever of these bad reports be true,
He hides it from all hearts, to wring his own,
And drags the heavy secret to the grave.
Not victory, that o’ershadows him, sees he!
No airy and light passion stirs abroad
To ruffle or to soothe him; all are quelled
Beneath a mightier, sterner, stress of mind:
Wakeful he sits, and lonely, and unmoved,
Beyond the arrows, views, or shouts of men;
As oftentimes an eagle, when the sun
Throws o’er the varying earth his early ray,
Stands solitary, stands immovable
Upon some highest cliff, and rolls his eye,
Clear, constant, unobservant, unabased,
In the cold light, above the dews of morn.
He now assumes that quietness of soul
Which never but in danger have I seen
On his staid breast.
 

Tarik.  Danger is past, he conquers;
No enemy is left him to subdue.
 

Her.  He sank not, while there was, into himself.
Now plainly see I, from his alter’d tone,
He cannot live much longer — thanks to God!
 

Tarik.  What! wishest thou thy once kind master dead?
Was he not kind to thee, ungrateful slave!
 

Her.  The gentlest, as the bravest, of mankind.
Therefor shall memory dwell more tranquilly
With Julian, once at rest, than friendship could,
Knowing him yearn for death with speechless love.
For his own sake I could endure his loss,
Pray for it, and thank God; yet mourn I must
Him above all! so great, so bountiful,
So blessed once! bitterly must I mourn.
’Tis not my solace that ’tis his desire;
Of all that pass us in life’s drear descent
We grieve the most for those that wished to die.
A father to us all, he merited
Unhappy man! all a good father’s joy
In his own house, where seldom he hath been,
But, ever mindful of its dear delights
He formed one family around him, ever.
 

Tarik.  Yes, we have seen and known him — let his fame
Refresh his friends, but let it stream afar,
Nor in the twilight of home-scenes be lost.
He chose the best, and cherished them; he left
To self-reproof the mutinies of vice — 
Avarice, that imps ambition’s tone and mien,
Envy, sick nursling of the court; and pride
That cannot bear his semblance nor himself;
And malice, with blear visage half-descried
Amid the shadows of her hiding-place.
 

Her.  What could I not endure, O gallant man,
To hear him spoken of, as thou hast spoken!
Oh!  I would almost be a slave to him
Who calls me one.
 

Muza.  What! art thou not? begone.
 

Tarik.  Reply not, brave Hernando, but retire.
All can revile, few only can reward.
Behold the meed our mighty chief bestows!
Accept it, for thy services, and mine.
More, my bold Spaniard, hath obedience won
Than anger, even in the ranks of war.
 

Her.  The soldier, not the Spaniard, shall obey.
 

[Muza, to Tarik.
 

Muza.  Into our very council bringest thou
Children of reprobation and perdition?
Darkness thy deeds and emptiness thy speech,
Such images thou raisest as buffoons
Carry in merriment on festivals,
Nor worthiness nor wisdom would display
To public notice their deformities,
Nor cherish them nor fear them; why shouldst thou?
 

Tarik.  I fear not them nor thee.
 
  


ACT V. SCENE 3.
 

Egilona enters.
 

Abd.  Advance, O queen.
Now let the turbulence of faction cease.
 

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

Egil.  He goes; he is afar; he follows her;
He leads her to the altar, to the throne,
For, calm in vengeance, wise in wickedness,
The traitor hath prevailed, o’er him, o’er me,
O’er you — the slaves, the dupes, the scorn, of Julian.
What have I heard! what have I seen!
 

Muza.  Proceed — 
 

Abd. — And I swear vengeance on his guilty head
Who intercepts from thee the golden rays
Of sovranty; who dares rescind thy rights;
Who steals upon thy rest, and breathes around
Empoisoned damps o’er that serenity
Which leaves the world, and faintly lingers here.
 

Muza.  Who shuns thee — 
 

Abd. — Whose desertion interdicts
Homage, authority, precedency — 
 

Muza.  Till war shall rescue them — 
 

Abd. — And love restore.
 

Egil.  O generous Abdalazis! never! never!
My enemies — Julian alone remains — 
The worst, in safety, far beyond my reach,
Breathe freely on the summit of their hopes;
Because they never stopt, because they sprang
From crime to crime, and trampled down remorse.
Oh! if her heart knew tenderness like mine!
Grant vengeance on the guilty; grant but that,
I ask no more; my hand, my crown, is thine.
Fulfill the justice of offended heaven,
Assert the sacred rights of royalty,
Come not in vain, crush the rebellious crew,
Crush, I implore, the indifferent and supine.
 

Muza.  Roderigo thus escaped from Julian’s tent?
 

Egil.  No, not escaped — escorted — like a king.
The base Covilla first pursued her way
On foot; but after her the royal car,
Which bore me from San Pablos to the throne,
Empty indeed, yet ready at her voice,
Rolled o’er the plain, amid the carcases
Of those who fell in battle or in flight:
She, a deceiver still, to whate’er speed
The moment might incite her, often stopt
To mingle prayers with the departing breath,
Improvident! and those with heavy wounds
Groaned bitterly beneath her tottering knee.
 

Tarik.  Now, by the clement and the merciful!
The girl did well: when I breathe out my soul,
Oh! if compassion give one pang the more,
That pang be mine; here be it, in this land — 
Such women are they in this land alone.
 

Egil.  Insulting man!
 

Muza.  We shall confound him yet.
Say, and speak quickly, whither went the king?
Thou knewest where was Julian.
 

Abd.  I will tell
Without his answer: yes, my friends! yes, Tarik,
Now will I speak, nor thou, for once, reply.
There is, I hear, a poor half-ruin’d cell
In Xeres, whither few indeed resort;
Green are the walls within, green is the floor
And slippery from disuse; for christian feet
Avoid it, as half-holy, half-accurst.
Still in its dark recess fanatic sin
Abases to the ground his tangled hair,
And servile scourges and reluctant groans
Roll o’er the vault uninterruptedly,
Till, such the natural stilness of the place,
The very tear upon the damps below
Drops audible, and the heart’s throb replies.
There is the idol maid of christian creed,
And taller images, whose history
I know not, nor inquired — a scene of blood,
Of resignation amid mortal pangs,
And other things, exceeding all belief.
Hither the aged Opas of Seville
Walked slowly, and behind him was a man
Barefooted, bruized, dejected, comfortless,
In sack-cloth; the white ashes on his head
Dropt as he smote his breast — he gathered up,
Replaced them all, groan’d deeply, looked to heaven,
And held them, like a treasure, with claspt hands.
 

Egil.  O! was Roderigo so abased?
 

Muza.  ’Twas he.
Now, Egilona, judge between your friends
And enemies — behold what wretches brought
The king, thy lord, Roderigo, to disgrace.
 

Egil.  He merited — but not from them — from me
This, and much worse: had I inflicted it,
I had rejoiced — at what I ill endure.
 

Muza.  For thee, for thee alone, we wished him here,
But other hands released him — 
 

Abd. — With what aim
Will soon appear to those discerning eyes.
 

Egil.  I pray thee, tell what past until that hour.
 

Abd.  Few words, and indistinct: repentant sobs
Filled the whole space; the taper in his hand,
Lighting two small dim lamps before the altar,
He gave to Opas — at the idol’s feet
He laid his crown, and wiped his tears away:
The crown reverts not, but the tears return.
 

Egil.  Yes, Abdalazis! soon, abundantly.
If he had only called upon my name,
Seeking my pardon ere he looked to heaven’s,
I could have — no! he thought not once on me!
Never shall he find peace or confidence;
I will rely on fortune and on thee
Nor fear my future lot: sure, Abdalazis,
A fall so great can never happen twice,
Nor man again be faithless, like Roderigo.
 

Abd.  Faithless he may be still, never so faithless.
Fainter must be the charms, remote the days,
When memory and dread example die,
When love and terror thrill the heart no more,
And Egilona is herself forgotten.
 
  


ACT V. SCENE 4.
 

Julian enters.
 

Tarik.  Turn, and behold him! who is now confounded?
Ye who awaited him, where are ye? speak — 
Is some close comet blazing o’er your tents?
Muza!  Abdalazis! princes, conquerors,
Summon, interrogate, command, condemn.
 

Muza.  Justly, don Julian — but respect for rank
Allays resentment, nor interrogates
Without due form — justly may we accuse
This absence from our councils, from our camp;
This loneliness in which we still remain
Who came invited to redress your wrongs.
Where is the king?
 

Jul.  The people must decide.
 

Muza.  Imperfectly, I hope, I understand
Those words, unworthy of thy birth and age.
 

Jul.  O chieftain, such have been our gothic laws.
 

Muza.  Who then amid such turbulence is safe?
 

Jul.  He who observes them: ’tis no turbulence,
It violates no peace: ’tis surely worth
A voice, a breath of air, thus to create
By their high will the man, form’d after them
In their own image, vested with their power,
To whom they trust their freedom and their lives.
 

Muza.  They trust! the people!  God assigns the charge,
Kings open but the book of destiny
And read their names, all that remains for them
The mystic hand from time to time reveals.
Worst of idolaters! idolater
Of that refractory and craving beast
Whose den is in the city, at thy hand
I claim our common enemy, the king.
 

Jul.  Sacred from justice then! but not from malice!
 

Tarik.  Surrender him, my friend: be sure his pains
Will not be soften’d.
 

Jul.  ’Tis beyond my power.
 

Tarik.  Tomorrow — if in any distant fort
He lies tonight: send after him.
 

Jul.  My faith
Is plighted, and he lives — no prisoner.
 

Egil.  I knew the truth.
 

Abd.  Now, Tarik, hear and judge.
 

[Abdalazis to Julian.
 

Was he not in thy camp? and in disguise?
 

Tarik.  No: I will answer thee.
 

Muza.  Audacious man!
Had not the Kalif Walid placed thee here,
Chains, and a traitor’s death, should be thy doom.
Speak, Abdalazis!  Egilona, speak.
Were ye not present? was not I, myself,
And aided not this Julian his escape?
 

Jul.  ’Tis true.
 

Tarik.  Away then friendship; to thy fate
I leave thee: thou hast render’d Muza just,
Me hostile to thee.  Who is safe! a man
Arm’d with such power and with such perfidy!
 

Jul.  Stay, Tarik! hear me; for, to thee alone
Would I reply.
 

Tarik.  Thou hast replied, already.
 

[Goes.
 

Muza.  We, who were enemies, would not inquire
Too narrowly what reasons urged thy wrath
Against thy sovran lord; beneath his flag
The christians first assailed us from these shores,
And we seized gladly the first aid we found
To quell a wealthy and a warlike king.
We never held to thee the vain pretence
That ’twas thy quarrel our brave youth espoused,
Thine, who hast wrought us much disgrace and woe.
From perils and from losses, here we rest
And drink of the fresh fountain at our feet,
Not madly following such illusive streams
As overspread the dizzy wilderness,
And vanish from the thirst they have seduced.
Ours was the enterprise, the land is ours:
What gain we by our toils if he escape
Whom we came hither solely to subdue?
 

Jul.  Is there no gain to live in amity?
 

Muza.  The gain of traffickers and idle men;
Courage and zeal expire upon such calms.
Further, what amity can Moors expect
When you have joined your forces?
 

Jul.  From the hour
That he was vanquished, I have laid aside
All power, all arms.
 

Muza.  How can we trust thee, once
Deceived, and oftener than this once despised?
Thou camest hither with no other aim
Than to deprive Roderigo of his crown
For thy own brow.
 

Egil.  Julian, base man, ’tis true.
He comes a prince, no warrior, at this hour.
 

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

Abd.  Julian, I feel less anger than regret.
No violence of speech, no obloquy,
No accusation shall escape my lips:
Need there is none, nor reason, to avoid
My questions: if thou value truth, reply.
Hath not Roderigo left the town and camp?
Hath not thy daughter?
 

Egil. — Past the little brook
Toward the Betis — from a tower I saw
The fugitives, far on their way; they went
Over one bridge, each with arm’d men — not half
A league of road between them — and had join’d,
But that the olive-groves along the path
Concealed them from each other; not from me:
Beneath me the whole level I surveyed,
And, when my eyes no longer could discern
Which track they took, I knew it from the storks
Rising in clouds above the reedy plain.
 

Muza.  Deny it, if thou canst.
 

Jul.  I order’d it.
 

Abd.  None could beside: lo! things in such a mass
Falling together on observant minds,
Create suspicion and establish proof:
Wanted there fresh — why not employ our arms?
Why go alone?
 

Muza.  To parley, to conspire,
To reunite the Spaniards, which we saw,
To give up treaties, close up enmities,
And ratify the deed with Moorish blood.
 

Jul.  Gladly would Spain procure your safe return,
Gladly would pay large treasures, for the aid
You brought against oppression — 
 

Muza.  Pay she shall — 
The treasures of her soil, her ports, her youth:
If she resist, if she tumultuously
Call forth her brigands and we lose a man,
Dreadful shall be our justice; war shall rage
Through every city, hamlet, house, and field,
And, universal o’er the gasping land,
Depopulation.
 

Jul.  They shall rue the day
Who dare these things.
 

Muza.  Let order then prevail.
In vain thou sendest far away thy child,
Thy counsellor the metropolitan,
And Sisabert — prudence is mine, no less.
Divide with us our conquests, but the king
Must be delivered up.
 

Jul.  Never by me.
 

Muza.  False then were thy reproaches, false thy grief.
 

Jul.  O Egilona! were thine also feigned?
 

Abd.  Say, lovely queen, neglectful of thy charms
Turned he his eyes toward the young Covilla?
Did he pursue her to the mad excess
Of breaking off her vows to Sisabert,
And marrying her, against the christian law?
 

Muza.  Did he prefer her so?
 

Abd.  Could he prefer
To Egilona — 
 

Egil.  Her! the child Covilla?
Eternal hider of a foolish face — 
Incapable of any thing but shame — 
To me? old man! to me?  O Abdalazis!
No: he but followed with slow pace my hate.
And cannot pride check these unseemly tears!
 

[To herself.  Goes.
 

Muza.  The most offended, an offended woman,
A wife, a queen, is silent on the deed.
 

Abd.  Thou disingenuous and ignoble man,
Spreading these rumours! sending into exile
All those their blighting influence injured most:
And whom? thy daughter and adopted son,
The chieftains of thy laws and of thy faith.
Call any witnesses, proclaim the truth,
And set, at last, thy heart, thy fame, at rest.
 

Jul.  Not, if I purposed or desired to live,
My own dishonour would I e’er proclaim
Amid vindictive and reviling foes.
 

Muza.  Calling us foes, avows he not his guilt?
Condemns he not the action we condemn,
Owning it his, and owning it dishonour?
’Tis well my cares prest forward, and struck home.
 

Jul.  Why smilest thou?  I never saw that smile
But it portended an atrocious deed.
 

Muza.  After our manifold and stern assaults,
With every tower and battlement destroyed,
The walls of Ceuta still were strong enough — 
 

[Stops.
 

[Julian hastily.
 

Jul.  For what? who boasted now her brave defence,
Or who forbad your entrance, after peace?
 

Muza.  None: for who could? their engines now arose
To throw thy sons into the arms of death.
For this erect they their proud crests again.
Mark him at last turn pale before a Moor.
 

Jul.  Imprudent have they been, their youth shall plead.
 

Abd.  O father, could they not have been detained?
 

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

Abd.  I feared them not.
 

Muza.  And therefor wert not safe:
Under their star the blooming Egilona
Would watch for thee the nuptial lamp in vain.
 

Jul.  Never, oh never, hast thou worked a wile
So barren of all good! speak out at once,
What hopest thou by striking this alarm?
It shocks my reason, not my fears or fondness.
 

Muza.  Be happy then as ignorance can be;
Soon wilt thou hear it shouted from our ranks.
Those who once hurled defiance o’er our heads,
Scorning our arms, and scoffing at our faith,
The nightly wolf hath visited, unscared,
And loathed ‘em as her prey; for famine first,
Atchieving in few days the boast of years,
Sunk their young eyes and opened us the gates:
Ceuta, her port, her citadel, is ours.
 

Jul.  Blest boys! inhuman as thou art, what guilt
Was theirs?
 

Muza.  Their father’s.
 

Jul.  O support me, Heaven!
Against this blow! all others I have borne.
Ermenegild! thou mightest, sure, have lived!
A father’s name awoke no dread of thee!
Only thy mother’s early bloom was thine!
There dwelt on Julian’s brow — thine was serene — 
The brightened clouds of elevated souls,
Feared by the most below: those who looked up
Saw, at their season, in clear signs, advance
Rapturous valour, calm solicitude,
All that impatient youth would press from age,
Or sparing age sigh and detract from youth:
Hence was his fall! my hope! myself! my Julian!
Alas!  I boasted — but I thought on him,
Inheritor of all — all what? my wrongs — 
Follower of me — and whither? to the grave — 
Ah no: it should have been so! years far hence!
Him at this moment I could pity most,
But I most prided in him; now I know
I loved a name, I doated on a shade.
Sons!  I approach the mansions of the just,
And my arms clasp you in the same embrace,
Where none shall sever you; and do I weep!
And do they triumph o’er my tenderness!
I had forgotten mine inveterate foes
Everywhere nigh me, I had half forgotten
Your very murderers, while I thought on you:
For, O my children, ye fill all the space
My soul would wander o’er — O bounteous heaven!
There is a presence, if the well-beloved
Be torne from us by human violence,
More intimate, pervading, and complete,
Than when they lived and spoke like other men,
And their pale images are our support
When reason sinks, or threatens to desert us.
I weep no more — pity and exultation
Sway and console me: are they — no! — both dead?
 

Muza.  Aye, and unsepulchred.
 

Jul.  Nor wept nor seen
By any kindred and far-following eye?
 

Muza.  Their mother saw them, if not dead, expire.
 

Jul.  O cruelty! — to them indeed the least!
My children, ye are happy — ye have lived
Of heart unconquered, honour unimpaired,
And died, true Spaniards, loyal to the last.
 

Muza.  Away with him.
 

Jul.  Slaves! not before I lift
My voice to heaven and man: though enemies
Surround me, and none else, yet other men
And other times shall hear: the agony
Of an opprest and of a bursting heart
No violence can silence; at its voice
The trumpet is o’erpowered, and glory mute,
And peace and war hide all their charms alike.
Surely the guests and ministers of heaven
Scatter it forth thro’ all the elements,
So suddenly, so widely, it extends,
So fearfully men breathe it, shuddering
To ask or fancy how it first arose.
 

Muza.  Yes, they shall shudder — but will that, henceforth,
Molest my privacy, or shake my power?
 

Jul.  Guilt hath pavilions, but no privacy.
The very engine of his hatred checks
The torturer in his transport of revenge,
Which, while it swells his bosom, shakes his power
And raises friends to his worst enemy.
 

Muza.  Where now are thine? will they not curse the day
That gave thee birth, and hiss thy funeral?
Thou hast left none who could have pitied thee.
 

Jul.  Many, nor those alone of tenderer mould,
For me will weep — many alas thro’ me!
Already I behold my funeral.
The turbid cities wave and swell with it,
And wrongs are lost in that day’s pageantry:
Opprest and desolate, the countryman
Receives it like a gift; he hastens home,
Shews where the hoof of Moorish horse laid waste
His narrow croft and winter garden-plot,
Sweetens with fallen pride his children’s lore,
And points their hatred; but applauds their tears.
Justice, who came not up to us thro’ life,
Loves to survey our likeness on our tombs,
When rivalry, malevolence, and wrath,
And every passion that once stormed around,
Is calm alike without them as within.
Our very chains make the whole world our own,
Bind those to us who else had past us by,
Those at whose call brought down to us, the light
Of future ages lives upon our name.
 

Muza.  I may accelerate that meteor’s fall,
And quench that idle ineffectual light
Without the knowledge of thy distant world.
 

Jul.  My world and thine are not that distant one.
Is age less wise, less merciful, than grief,
To keep this secret from thee, poor old man?
Thou canst not lessen, canst not aggravate
My sufferings, canst not shorten nor extend
Half a sword’s length between my God and me.
I thank thee for that better thought than fame,
Which none however, who deserve, despise,
Nor lose from view till all things else are lost.
 

Abd.  Julian, respect his age, regard his power.
Many who feared not death, have dragged along
A piteous life in darkness and in chains.
Never was man so full of wretchedness
But something may be suffered after all,
Perhaps in what clings round his breast, and helps
To keep the ruin up, which he amidst
His agony and phrenzy overlooks,
But droops upon at last, and clasps, and dies.
 

Jul.  Altho’ a Muza send far underground,
Into the quarry whence the palace rose,
His mangled prey, climes alien and remote
Mark and record the pang; while overhead
Perhaps he passes on his favorite steed,
Less heedful of the misery he inflicts
Than of the expiring sparkle from a stone,
Yet we, alive or dead, have fellow men
If ever we have served them, who collect
From prisons and from dungeons our remains,
And bear them in their bosom to their sons.
Man’s only reliques are his benefits;
These, be there ages, be there worlds, between,
Retain him in communion with his kind:
Hence is our solace, our security,
Our sustenance, till heavenly truth descends — 
Losing in brightness and beatitude
The frail foundations of these humbler hopes — 
And, like an angel, guiding us, at once
Leaves the loose chain and iron gate behind.
 

Muza.  Take thou my justice first, then hope for theirs.
I, who can bend the living to my will,
Fear not the dead, and court not the unborn:
Their arm will never reach me, nor shall thine.
 

Abd.  Pity, release him, pardon him, my father.
Forget how much thou hatest perfidy,
Think of him, once so potent, still so brave,
So calm, so self-dependent in distress — 
I marvel at him — hardly dare I blame,
When I behold him fallen from so high,
And so exalted after such a fall.
Mighty must that man be, who can forgive
A man so mighty; seize the hour to rise,
Another never comes: O say, my father,
Say, “Julian, be mine enemy no more.”
He fills me with a greater awe than e’er
The field of battle, with himself the first,
When every flag that waved along our host
Drooped down the staff, as if the very winds
Hung in suspense before him — bid him go
And peace be with him, or let me depart.
Lo! like a god, sole and inscrutable,
He stands above our pity.
 

Jul.  For that wish,
Vain as it is, ’tis virtuous — O, for that,
However wrong thy censure and thy praise,
Kind Abdalazis, mayst thou never feel
The rancour that consumes thy father’s breast,
Nor want the pity thou hast sought for me.
 

Muza.  Now hast thou sealed thy doom.
 

Jul.  And thou thy crimes.
 

Abd.  O father, heed him not: those evil words
Leave neither blight nor blemish — let him go.
 

Muza.  A boy, a very boy, art thou indeed!
One who in early day would sally out
To chase the lion, and would call it sport,
But, when more wary steps had closed him round,
Slink from the circle, drop the toils, and blanch
Like a lithe plant from under snow in spring.
 

Abd.  He who ne’er shrunk from danger, might shrink now,
And ignominy would not follow here.
 

Muza.  Peace, Abdalazis! how is this? he bears
Nothing that warrants him invulnerable,
Shall I then shrink to smite him? shall my fears
Be greatest at the blow that ends them all?
Fears? no! ’tis justice — fair, immutable,
Whose measured step, at times, advancing nigh,
Appalls the majesty of kings themselves.
 

[Aside.
 

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


ACT V. SCENE 5.
 

Officer.  Thy wife, Count Julian!
 

Jul.  Speak!
 

Offi.  Is dead!
 

Jul.  Adieu
Earth, and the humblest of all earthly hopes,
To hear of comfort, tho’ to find it vain.
Thou murderer of the helpless! shame of man!
Shame of thy own base nature! ’tis an act
He who could perpetrate could not avow,
Stained, as he boasts to be, with innocent blood,
Deaf to reproach, and blind to retribution.
 

Offi.  Julian, be just; ‘twill make thee less unhappy.
Grief was her end: she held her younger boy
And wept upon his cheek; his naked breast
By recent death now hardening and inert,
Slipt from her knee; again with frantic grasp
She caught it, and it weighed her to the ground
There lay the dead — 
 

Jul.  She?
 

Offi. — And the youth her son.
 

Jul.  Receive them to thy peace, eternal God!
O soother of my hours, while I beheld
The light of day, and thine! adieu, adieu!
And, my Covilla! dost thou yet survive?
Yes, my lost child, thou livest yet — in shame!
O agony, past utterance! past thought!
That throwest death, as some light idle thing,
With all its terrors, into dust and air — 
I will endure thee; I, whom heaven ordained
Thus to have served beneath my enemies,
Their conqueror, thus to have revisited
My native land with vengeance and with woe.
Henceforward shall she recognise her sons,
Impatient of oppression or disgrace,
And rescue them, or perish; let her hold
This compact, written with her blood, and mine.
 

[To the guards.
 

Now follow me — but tremble — years shall roll
And wars rage on, and Spain at last be free.
 

THE END
 
  


Selected Prose

[image: img18.jpg]

In 1810 Landor purchased Llanthony Abbey in Monmouthshire, a ruined Benedictine abbey, persuading his mother to sell her Tachbrook estate to contribute to the purchase cost. The previous owner had erected buildings in the ruins of the ancient abbey, but an Act of Parliament, passed in 1809, was needed to allow Landor to pull down these buildings and construct a house, which was never finished.
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MARCELLUS AND HANNIBAL
 

Hannibal. Could a Numidian horseman ride no faster? Marcellus! oh! Marcellus! He moves not — he is dead. Did he not stir his fingers? Stand wide, soldiers — wide, forty paces; give him air; bring water; halt! Gather those broad leaves, and all the rest, growing under the brushwood; unbrace his armour. Loose the helmet first — his breast rises. I fancied his eyes were fixed on me — they have rolled back again. Who presumed to touch my shoulder? This horse? It was surely the horse of Marcellus! Let no man mount him. Ha! ha! the Romans, too, sink into luxury: here is gold about the charger.
 

Gaulish Chieftain. Execrable thief! The golden chain of our king under a beast’s grinders! The vengeance of the gods hath overtaken the impure —— 
 

Hannibal. We will talk about vengeance when we have entered Rome, and about purity among the priests, if they will hear us. Sound for the surgeon. That arrow may be extracted from the side, deep as it is. The conqueror of Syracuse lies before me. Send a vessel off to Carthage. Say Hannibal is at the gates of Rome. Marcellus, who stood alone between us, fallen. Brave man! I would rejoice and cannot. How awfully serene a countenance! Such as we hear are in the islands of the Blessed. And how glorious a form and stature! Such too was theirs! They also once lay thus upon the earth wet with their blood — few other enter there. And what plain armour!
 

Gaulish Chieftain. My party slew him; indeed, I think I slew him myself. I claim the chain: it belongs to my king; the glory of Gaul requires it. Never will she endure to see another take it.
 

Hannibal. My friend, the glory of Marcellus did not require him to wear it. When he suspended the arms of your brave king in the temple, he thought such a trinket unworthy of himself and of Jupiter. The shield he battered down, the breast-plate he pierced with his sword — these he showed to the people and to the gods; hardly his wife and little children saw this, ere his horse wore it.
 

Gaulish Chieftain. Hear me; O Hannibal!
 

Hannibal. What! when Marcellus lies before me? when his life may perhaps be recalled? when I may lead him in triumph to Carthage? when Italy, Sicily, Greece, Asia, wait to obey me? Content thee! I will give thee mine own bridle, worth ten such.
 

Gaulish Chieftain. For myself?
 

Hannibal. For thyself.
 

Gaulish Chieftain. And these rubies and emeralds, and that scarlet —— ?
 

Hannibal. Yes, yes.
 

Gaulish Chieftain. O glorious Hannibal! unconquerable hero! O my happy country! to have such an ally and defender. I swear eternal gratitude — yes, gratitude, love, devotion, beyond eternity.
 

Hannibal. In all treaties we fix the time: I could hardly ask a longer. Go back to thy station. I would see what the surgeon is about, and hear what he thinks. The life of Marcellus! the triumph of Hannibal! what else has the world in it? Only Rome and Carthage: these follow.
 

Marcellus. I must die then? The gods be praised! The commander of a Roman army is no captive.
 

Hannibal. [To the Surgeon.] Could not he bear a sea voyage? Extract the arrow.
 

Surgeon. He expires that moment.
 

Marcellus. It pains me: extract it.
 

Hannibal. Marcellus, I see no expression of pain on your countenance, and never will I consent to hasten the death of an enemy in my power. Since your recovery is hopeless, you say truly you are no captive.
 

[To the Surgeon.] Is there nothing, man, that can assuage the mortal pain? for, suppress the signs of it as he may, he must feel it. Is there nothing to alleviate and allay it?
 

Marcellus. Hannibal, give me thy hand — thou hast found it and brought it me, compassion.
 

[To the Surgeon.] Go, friend; others want thy aid; several fell around me.
 

Hannibal. Recommend to your country, O Marcellus, while time permits it, reconciliation and peace with me, informing the Senate of my superiority in force, and the impossibility of resistance. The tablet is ready: let me take off this ring — try to write, to sign it, at least. Oh, what satisfaction I feel at seeing you able to rest upon the elbow, and even to smile!
 

Marcellus. Within an hour or less, with how severe a brow would Minos say to me, ‘Marcellus, is this thy writing?’
 

Rome loses one man: she hath lost many such, and she still hath many left.
 

Hannibal. Afraid as you are of falsehood, say you this? I confess in shame the ferocity of my countrymen. Unfortunately, too, the nearer posts are occupied by Gauls, infinitely more cruel. The Numidians are so in revenge: the Gauls both in revenge and in sport. My presence is required at a distance, and I apprehend the barbarity of one or other, learning, as they must do, your refusal to execute my wishes for the common good, and feeling that by this refusal you deprive them of their country, after so long an absence.
 

Marcellus. Hannibal, thou art not dying.
 

Hannibal. What then? What mean you?
 

Marcellus. That thou mayest, and very justly, have many things yet to apprehend: I can have none. The barbarity of thy soldiers is nothing to me: mine would not dare be cruel. Hannibal is forced to be absent; and his authority goes away with his horse. On this turf lies defaced the semblance of a general; but Marcellus is yet the regulator of his army. Dost thou abdicate a power conferred on thee by thy nation? Or wouldst thou acknowledge it to have become, by thy own sole fault, less plenary than thy adversary’s?
 

I have spoken too much: let me rest; this mantle oppresses me.
 

Hannibal. I placed my mantle on your head when the helmet was first removed, and while you were lying in the sun. Let me fold it under, and then replace the ring.
 

Marcellus. Take it, Hannibal. It was given me by a poor woman who flew to me at Syracuse, and who covered it with her hair, torn off in desperation that she had no other gift to offer. Little thought I that her gift and her words should be mine. How suddenly may the most powerful be in the situation of the most helpless! Let that ring and the mantle under my head be the exchange of guests at parting. The time may come, Hannibal, when thou (and the gods alone know whether as conqueror or conquered) mayest sit under the roof of my children, and in either case it shall serve thee. In thy adverse fortune, they will remember on whose pillow their father breathed his last; in thy prosperity (Heaven grant it may shine upon thee in some other country!) it will rejoice thee to protect them. We feel ourselves the most exempt from affliction when we relieve it, although we are then the most conscious that it may befall us.
 

There is one thing here which is not at the disposal of either.
 

Hannibal. What?
 

Marcellus. This body.
 

Hannibal. Whither would you be lifted? Men are ready.
 

Marcellus. I meant not so. My strength is failing. I seem to hear rather what is within than what is without. My sight and my other senses are in confusion. I would have said — this body, when a few bubbles of air shall have left it, is no more worthy of thy notice than of mine; but thy glory will not let thee refuse it to the piety of my family.
 

Hannibal. You would ask something else. I perceive an inquietude not visible till now.
 

Marcellus. Duty and Death make us think of home sometimes.
 

Hannibal. Thitherward the thoughts of the conqueror and of the conquered fly together.
 

Marcellus. Hast thou any prisoners from my escort?
 

Hannibal. A few dying lie about — and let them lie — they are Tuscans. The remainder I saw at a distance, flying, and but one brave man among them — he appeared a Roman — a youth who turned back, though wounded. They surrounded and dragged him away, spurring his horse with their swords. These Etrurians measure their courage carefully, and tack it well together before they put it on, but throw it off again with lordly ease.
 

Marcellus, why think about them? or does aught else disquiet your thoughts?
 

Marcellus. I have suppressed it long enough. My son — my beloved son!
 

Hannibal. Where is he? Can it be? Was he with you?
 

Marcellus. He would have shared my fate — and has not. Gods of my country! beneficent throughout life to me, in death surpassingly beneficent: I render you, for the last time, thanks.
 
  


QUEEN ELIZABETH AND CECIL
 

Elizabeth. I advise thee again, churlish Cecil, how that our Edmund Spenser, whom thou callest most uncourteously a whining whelp, hath good and solid reason for his complaint. God’s blood! shall the lady that tieth my garter and shuffles the smock over my head, or the lord that steadieth my chair’s back while I eat, or the other that looketh to my buck-hounds lest they be mangy, be holden by me in higher esteem and estate than he who hath placed me among the bravest of past times, and will as safely and surely set me down among the loveliest in the future?
 

Cecil. Your Highness must remember he carouseth fully for such deserts: fifty pounds a year of unclipped moneys, and a butt of canary wine; not to mention three thousand acres in Ireland, worth fairly another fifty and another butt, in seasonable and quiet years.
 

Elizabeth. The moneys are not enough to sustain a pair of grooms and a pair of palfreys, and more wine hath been drunken in my presence at a feast. The moneys are given to such men, that they may not incline nor be obligated to any vile or lowly occupation; and the canary, that they may entertain such promising wits as court their company and converse; and that in such manner there may be alway in our land a succession of these heirs unto fame. He hath written, not indeed with his wonted fancifulness, nor in learned and majestical language, but in homely and rustic wise, some verses which have moved me, and haply the more inasmuch as they demonstrate to me that his genius hath been dampened by his adversities. Read them.
 

Cecil.
 

How much is lost when neither heart nor eye Rosewinged Desire or fabling Hope deceives; When boyhood with quick throb hath ceased to spy The dubious apple in the yellow leaves;
 

When, rising from the turf where youth reposed, We find but deserts in the far-sought shore; When the huge book of Faery-land lies closed, And those strong brazen clasps will yield no more.
 

Elizabeth. The said Edmund hath also furnished unto the weaver at Arras, John Blanquieres, on my account, a description for some of his cunningest wenches to work at, supplied by mine own self, indeed, as far as the subject-matter goes, but set forth by him with figures and fancies, and daintily enough bedecked. I could have wished he had thereunto joined a fair comparison between Dian — no matter — he might perhaps have fared the better for it; but poets’ wits — God help them! — when did they ever sit close about them? Read the poesy, not over-rich, and concluding very awkwardly and meanly.
 

Cecil.
 

Where forms the lotus, with its level leaves And solid blossoms, many floating isles, What heavenly radiance swift descending cleaves The darksome wave! Unwonted beauty smiles
 

On its pure bosom, on each bright-eyed flower, On every nymph, and twenty sate around, Lo! ’twas Diana — from the sultry hour Hither she fled, nor fear’d she sight or sound.
 

Unhappy youth, whom thirst and quiver-reeds Drew to these haunts, whom awe forbade to fly! Three faithful dogs before him rais’d their heads, And watched and wonder’d at that fixèd eye.
 

Forth sprang his favourite — with her arrow-hand Too late the goddess hid what hand may hide, Of every nymph and every reed complain’d, And dashed upon the bank the waters wide.
 

On the prone head and sandal’d feet they flew — Lo! slender hoofs and branching horns appear! The last marr’d voice not e’en the favourite knew, But bay’d and fasten’d on the upbraiding deer.
 

Far be, chaste goddess, far from me and mine The stream that tempts thee in the summer noon! Alas, that vengeance dwells with charms divine —— 
 

Elizabeth. Pshaw! give me the paper: I forewarned thee how it ended — pitifully, pitifully.
 

Cecil. I cannot think otherwise than that the undertaker of the aforecited poesy hath chosen your Highness; for I have seen painted — I know not where, but I think no farther off than Putney — the identically same Dian, with full as many nymphs, as he calls them, and more dogs. So small a matter as a page of poesy shall never stir my choler nor twitch my purse-string.
 

Elizabeth. I have read in Plinius and Mela of a runlet near Dodona, which kindled by approximation an unlighted torch, and extinguished a lighted one. Now, Cecil, I desire no such a jetty to be celebrated as the decoration of my court: in simpler words, which your gravity may more easily understand, I would not from the fountain of honour give lustre to the dull and ignorant, deadening and leaving in its tomb the lamp of literature and genius. I ardently wish my reign to be remembered: if my actions were different from what they are, I should as ardently wish it to be forgotten. Those are the worst of suicides, who voluntarily and propensely stab or suffocate their fame, when God hath commanded them to stand on high for an example. We call him parricide who destroys the author of his existence: tell me, what shall we call him who casts forth to the dogs and birds of prey its most faithful propagator and most firm support? Mark me, I do not speak of that existence which the proudest must close in a ditch — the narrowest, too, of ditches and the soonest filled and fouled, and whereunto a pinch of ratsbane or a poppy-head may bend him; but of that which reposes on our own good deeds, carefully picked up, skilfully put together, and decorously laid out for us by another’s kind understanding: I speak of an existence such as no father is author of, or provides for. The parent gives us few days and sorrowful; the poet, many and glorious: the one (supposing him discreet and kindly) best reproves our faults; the other best remunerates our virtues.
 

A page of poesy is a little matter: be it so; but of a truth I do tell thee, Cecil, it shall master full many a bold heart that the Spaniard cannot trouble; it shall win to it full many a proud and flighty one that even chivalry and manly comeliness cannot touch. I may shake titles and dignities by the dozen from my breakfast-board; but I may not save those upon whose heads I shake them from rottenness and oblivion. This year they and their sovereign dwell together; next year, they and their beagle. Both have names, but names perishable. The keeper of my privy seal is an earl: what then? the keeper of my poultry-yard is a Caesar. In honest truth, a name given to a man is no better than a skin given to him: what is not natively his own falls off and comes to nothing.
 

I desire in future to hear no contempt of penmen, unless a depraved use of the pen shall have so cramped them as to incapacitate them for the sword and for the council chamber. If Alexander was the Great, what was Aristoteles who made him so, and taught him every art and science he knew, except three — those of drinking, of blaspheming, and of murdering his bosom friends? Come along: I will bring thee back again nearer home. Thou mightest toss and tumble in thy bed many nights, and never eke out the substance of a stanza; but Edmund, if perchance I should call upon him for his counsel, would give me as wholesome and prudent as any of you. We should indemnify such men for the injustice we do unto them in not calling them about us, and for the mortification they must suffer at seeing their inferiors set before them. Edmund is grave and gentle: he complains of fortune, not of Elizabeth; of courts, not of Cecil. I am resolved — so help me, God! — he shall have no further cause for his repining. Go, convey unto him those twelve silver spoons, with the apostles on them, gloriously gilded; and deliver into his hand these twelve large golden pieces, sufficing for the yearly maintenance of another horse and groom. Beside which, set open before him with due reverence this Bible, wherein he may read the mercies of God toward those who waited in patience for His blessing; and this pair of crimson silk hose, which thou knowest I have worn only thirteen months, taking heed that the heel-piece be put into good and sufficient restoration, at my sole charges, by the Italian woman nigh the pollard elm at Charing Cross.
 
  


EPICTETUS AND SENECA
 

Seneca. Epictetus, I desired your master, Epaphroditus, to send you hither, having been much pleased with his report of your conduct, and much surprised at the ingenuity of your writings.
 

Epictetus. Then I am afraid, my friend —— 
 

Seneca.
My friend! are these the expressions — Well, let it pass. Philosophers must bear bravely. The people expect it.
 

Epictetus. Are philosophers, then, only philosophers for the people; and, instead of instructing them, must they play tricks before them? Give me rather the gravity of dancing dogs. Their motions are for the rabble; their reverential eyes and pendant paws are under the pressure of awe at a master; but they are dogs, and not below their destinies.
 

Seneca. Epictetus! I will give you three talents to let me take that sentiment for my own.
 

Epictetus. I would give thee twenty, if I had them, to make it thine.
 

Seneca. You mean, by lending it the graces of my language?
 

Epictetus. I mean, by lending it to thy conduct. And now let me console and comfort thee, under the calamity I brought on thee by calling thee my friend. If thou art not my friend, why send for me? Enemy I can have none: being a slave, Fortune has now done with me.
 

Seneca. Continue, then, your former observations. What were you saying?
 

Epictetus. That which thou interruptedst.
 

Seneca. What was it?
 

Epictetus. I should have remarked that, if thou foundest ingenuity in my writings, thou must have discovered in them some deviation from the plain, homely truths of Zeno and Cleanthes.
 

Seneca. We all swerve a little from them.
 

Epictetus. In practice too?
 

Seneca. Yes, even in practice, I am afraid.
 

Epictetus. Often?
 

Seneca. Too often.
 

Epictetus. Strange! I have been attentive, and yet have remarked but one difference among you great personages at Rome.
 

Seneca. What difference fell under your observation?
 

Epictetus. Crates and Zeno and Cleanthes taught us that our desires were to be subdued by philosophy alone. In this city, their acute and inventive scholars take us aside, and show us that there is not only one way, but two.
 

Seneca. Two ways?
 

Epictetus. They whisper in our ear, ‘These two ways are philosophy and enjoyment: the wiser man will take the readier, or, not finding it, the alternative.’ Thou reddenest.
 

Seneca. Monstrous degeneracy.
 

Epictetus. What magnificent rings! I did not notice them until thou liftedst up thy hands to heaven, in detestation of such effeminacy and impudence.
 

Seneca. The rings are not amiss; my rank rivets them upon my fingers: I am forced to wear them. Our emperor gave me one, Epaphroditus another, Tigellinus the third. I cannot lay them aside a single day, for fear of offending the gods, and those whom they love the most worthily.
 

Epictetus. Although they make thee stretch out thy fingers, like the arms and legs of one of us slaves upon a cross.
 

Seneca. Oh, horrible! Find some other resemblance.
 

Epictetus. The extremities of a fig-leaf.
 

Seneca. Ignoble!
 

Epictetus. The claws of a toad, trodden on or stoned.
 

Seneca. You have great need, Epictetus, of an instructor in eloquence and rhetoric: you want topics, and tropes, and figures.
 

Epictetus. I have no room for them. They make such a buzz in the house, a man’s own wife cannot understand what he says to her.
 

Seneca. Let us reason a little upon style. I would set you right, and remove from before you the prejudices of a somewhat rustic education. We may adorn the simplicity of the wisest.
 

Epictetus. Thou canst not adorn simplicity. What is naked or defective is susceptible of decoration: what is decorated is simplicity no longer. Thou mayest give another thing in exchange for it; but if thou wert master of it, thou wouldst preserve it inviolate. It is no wonder that we mortals, little able as we are to see truth, should be less able to express it.
 

Seneca. You have formed at present no idea of style.
 

Epictetus. I never think about it. First, I consider whether what I am about to say is true; then, whether I can say it with brevity, in such a manner as that others shall see it as clearly as I do in the light of truth; for, if they survey it as an ingenuity, my desire is ungratified, my duty unfulfilled. I go not with those who dance round the image of Truth, less out of honour to her than to display their agility and address.
 

Seneca. We must attract the attention of readers by novelty, and force, and grandeur of expression.
 

Epictetus. We must. Nothing is so grand as truth, nothing so forcible, nothing so novel.
 

Seneca. Sonorous sentences are wanted to awaken the lethargy of indolence.
 

Epictetus. Awaken it to what? Here lies the question; and a weighty one it is. If thou awakenest men where they can see nothing and do no work, it is better to let them rest: but will not they, thinkest thou, look up at a rainbow, unless they are called to it by a clap of thunder?
 

Seneca. Your early youth, Epictetus, has been, I will not say neglected, but cultivated with rude instruments and unskilful hands.
 

Epictetus. I thank God for it. Those rude instruments have left the turf lying yet toward the sun; and those unskilful hands have plucked out the docks.
 

Seneca. We hope and believe that we have attained a vein of eloquence, brighter and more varied than has been hitherto laid open to the world.
 

Epictetus. Than any in the Greek?
 

Seneca. We trust so.
 

Epictetus. Than your Cicero’s?
 

Seneca. If the declaration may be made without an offence to modesty. Surely, you cannot estimate or value the eloquence of that noble pleader?
 

Epictetus. Imperfectly, not being born in Italy; and the noble pleader is a much less man with me than the noble philosopher. I regret that, having farms and villas, he would not keep his distance from the pumping up of foul words against thieves, cut-throats, and other rogues; and that he lied, sweated, and thumped his head and thighs, in behalf of those who were no better.
 

Seneca. Senators must have clients, and must protect them.
 

Epictetus. Innocent or guilty?
 

Seneca. Doubtless.
 

Epictetus. If I regret what is and might not be, I may regret more what both is and must be. However, it is an amiable thing, and no small merit in the wealthy, even to trifle and play at their leisure hours with philosophy. It cannot be expected that such a personage should espouse her, or should recommend her as an inseparable mate to his heir.
 

Seneca. I would.
 

Epictetus. Yes, Seneca, but thou hast no son to make the match for; and thy recommendation, I suspect, would be given him before he could consummate the marriage. Every man wishes his sons to be philosophers while they are young; but takes especial care, as they grow older, to teach them its insufficiency and unfitness for their intercourse with mankind. The paternal voice says: ‘You must not be particular; you are about to have a profession to live by; follow those who have thriven the best in it.’ Now, among these, whatever be the profession, canst thou point out to me one single philosopher?
 

Seneca. Not just now; nor, upon reflection, do I think it feasible.
 

Epictetus. Thou, indeed, mayest live much to thy ease and satisfaction with philosophy, having (they say) two thousand talents.
 

Seneca. And a trifle to spare — pressed upon me by that godlike youth, my pupil Nero.
 

Epictetus. Seneca! where God hath placed a mine, He hath placed the materials of an earthquake.
 

Seneca. A true philosopher is beyond the reach of Fortune.
 

Epictetus. The false one thinks himself so. Fortune cares little about philosophers; but she remembers where she hath set a rich man, and she laughs to see the Destinies at his door.
 
  


PETER THE GREAT AND ALEXIS
 

Peter. And so, after flying from thy father’s house, thou hast returned again from Vienna. After this affront in the face of Europe, thou darest to appear before me?
 

Alexis. My emperor and father! I am brought before your Majesty, not at my own desire.
 

Peter. I believe it well.
 

Alexis. I would not anger you.
 

Peter. What hope hadst thou, rebel, in thy flight to Vienna?
 

Alexis. The hope of peace and privacy; the hope of security; and, above all things, of never more offending you.
 

Peter. That hope thou hast accomplished. Thou imaginedst, then, that my brother of Austria would maintain thee at his court — speak!
 

Alexis. No, sir! I imagined that he would have afforded me a place of refuge.
 

Peter. Didst thou, then, take money with thee?
 

Alexis. A few gold pieces.
 

Peter. How many?
 

Alexis. About sixty.
 

Peter. He would have given thee promises for half the money; but the double of it does not purchase a house, ignorant wretch!
 

Alexis. I knew as much as that: although my birth did not appear to destine me to purchase a house anywhere; and hitherto your liberality, my father, hath supplied my wants of every kind.
 

Peter. Not of wisdom, not of duty, not of spirit, not of courage, not of ambition. I have educated thee among my guards and horses, among my drums and trumpets, among my flags and masts. When thou wert a child, and couldst hardly walk, I have taken thee into the arsenal, though children should not enter according to regulations: I have there rolled cannon-balls before thee over iron plates; and I have shown thee bright new arms, bayonets and sabres; and I have pricked the back of my hands until the blood came out in many places; and I have made thee lick it; and I have then done the same to thine. Afterward, from thy tenth year, I have mixed gunpowder in thy grog; I have peppered thy peaches; I have poured bilge-water (with a little good wholesome tar in it) upon thy melons; I have brought out girls to mock thee and cocker thee, and talk like mariners, to make thee braver. Nothing would do. Nay, recollect thee! I have myself led thee forth to the window when fellows were hanged and shot; and I have shown thee every day the halves and quarters of bodies; and I have sent an orderly or chamberlain for the heads; and I have pulled the cap up from over the eyes; and I have made thee, in spite of thee, look steadfastly upon them, incorrigible coward!
 

And now another word with thee about thy scandalous flight from the palace, in time of quiet, too! To the point! Did my brother of Austria invite thee? Did he, or did he not?
 

Alexis. May I answer without doing an injury or disservice to his Imperial Majesty?
 

Peter. Thou mayest. What injury canst thou or any one do, by the tongue, to such as he is?
 

Alexis. At the moment, no; he did not. Nor indeed can I assert that he at any time invited me; but he said he pitied me.
 

Peter. About what? hold thy tongue; let that pass. Princes never pity but when they would make traitors: then their hearts grow tenderer than tripe. He pitied thee, kind soul, when he would throw thee at thy father’s head; but finding thy father too strong for him, he now commiserates the parent, laments the son’s rashness and disobedience, and would not make God angry for the world. At first, however, there must have been some overture on his part; otherwise thou are too shamefaced for intrusion. Come — thou hast never had wit enough to lie — tell me the truth, the whole truth.
 

Alexis. He said that if ever I wanted an asylum, his court was open to me.
 

Peter. Open! so is the tavern; but folks pay for what they get there. Open, truly! and didst thou find it so?
 

Alexis. He received me kindly.
 

Peter. I see he did.
 

Alexis. Derision, O my father! is not the fate I merit.
 

Peter. True, true! it was not intended.
 

Alexis. Kind father! punish me then as you will.
 

Peter. Villain! wouldst thou kiss my hand, too? Art thou ignorant that the Austrian threw thee away from him, with the same indifference as he would the outermost leaf of a sandy sunburnt lettuce?
 

Alexis. Alas! I am not ignorant of this.
 

Peter. He dismissed thee at my order. If I had demanded from him his daughter, to be the bedfellow of a Kalmuc, he would have given her, and praised God.
 

Alexis. O father! is his baseness my crime?
 

Peter. No; thine is greater. Thy intention, I know, is to subvert the institutions it has been the labour of my lifetime to establish. Thou hast never rejoiced at my victories.
 

Alexis. I have rejoiced at your happiness and your safety.
 

Peter. Liar! coward! traitor! when the Polanders and Swedes fell before me, didst thou from thy soul congratulate me? Didst thou get drunk at home or abroad, or praise the Lord of Hosts and Saint Nicholas? Wert thou not silent and civil and low-spirited?
 

Alexis. I lamented the irretrievable loss of human life; I lamented that the bravest and noblest were swept away the first; that the gentlest and most domestic were the earliest mourners; that frugality was supplanted by intemperance; that order was succeeded by confusion; and that your Majesty was destroying the glorious plans you alone were capable of devising.
 

Peter. I destroy them! how? Of what plans art thou speaking?
 

Alexis. Of civilizing the Muscovites. The Polanders in part were civilized: the Swedes, more than any other nation on the Continent; and so excellently versed were they in military science, and so courageous, that every man you killed cost you seven or eight.
 

Peter. Thou liest; nor six. And civilized, forsooth? Why, the robes of the metropolitan, him at Upsal, are not worth three ducats, between Jew and Livornese. I have no notion that Poland and Sweden shall be the only countries that produce great princes. What right have they to such as Gustavus and Sobieski? Europe ought to look to this before discontents become general, and the people do to us what we have the privilege of doing to the people. I am wasting my words: there is no arguing with positive fools like thee. So thou wouldst have desired me to let the Polanders and Swedes lie still and quiet! Two such powerful nations!
 

Alexis. For that reason and others I would have gladly seen them rest, until our own people had increased in numbers and prosperity.
 

Peter. And thus thou disputest my right, before my face, to the exercise of the supreme power.
 

Alexis. Sir! God forbid!
 

Peter. God forbid, indeed! What care such villains as thou art what God forbids! He forbids the son to be disobedient to the father; He forbids — He forbids — twenty things. I do not wish, and will not have, a successor who dreams of dead people.
 

Alexis. My father! I have dreamed of none such.
 

Peter. Thou hast, and hast talked about them — Scythians, I think, they call ‘em. Now, who told thee, Mr. Professor, that the Scythians were a happier people than we are; that they were inoffensive; that they were free; that they wandered with their carts from pasture to pasture, from river to river; that they traded with good faith; that they fought with good courage; that they injured none, invaded none, and feared none? At this rate I have effected nothing. The great founder of Rome, I heard in Holland, slew his brother for despiting the weakness of his walls; and shall the founder of this better place spare a degenerate son, who prefers a vagabond life to a civilized one, a cart to a city, a Scythian to a Muscovite? Have I not shaved my people, and breeched them? Have I not formed them into regular armies, with bands of music and haversacks? Are bows better than cannon? shepherds than dragoons, mare’s milk than brandy, raw steaks than broiled? Thine are tenets that strike at the root of politeness and sound government. Every prince in Europe is interested in rooting them out by fire and sword. There is no other way with false doctrines: breath against breath does little.
 

Alexis. Sire, I never have attempted to disseminate my opinions.
 

Peter. How couldst thou? the seed would fall only on granite. Those, however, who caught it brought it to me.
 

Alexis. Never have I undervalued civilization: on the contrary, I regretted whatever impeded it. In my opinion, the evils that have been attributed to it sprang from its imperfections and voids; and no nation has yet acquired it more than very scantily.
 

Peter. How so? give me thy reasons — thy fancies, rather; for reason thou hast none.
 

Alexis. When I find the first of men, in rank and genius, hating one another, and becoming slanderers and liars in order to lower and vilify an opponent; when I hear the God of mercy invoked to massacres, and thanked for furthering what He reprobates and condemns — I look back in vain on any barbarous people for worse barbarism. I have expressed my admiration of our forefathers, who, not being Christians, were yet more virtuous than those who are; more temperate, more just, more sincere, more chaste, more peaceable.
 

Peter. Malignant atheist!
 

Alexis. Indeed, my father, were I malignant I must be an atheist; for malignity is contrary to the command, and inconsistent with the belief, of God.
 

Peter. Am I Czar of Muscovy, and hear discourses on reason and religion? from my own son, too! No, by the Holy Trinity! thou art no son of mine. If thou touchest my knee again, I crack thy knuckles with this tobacco-stopper: I wish it were a sledge-hammer for thy sake. Off, sycophant! Off, runaway slave!
 

Alexis. Father! father! my heart is broken! If I have offended, forgive me!
 

Peter. The State requires thy signal punishment.
 

Alexis. If the State requires it, be it so; but let my father’s anger cease!
 

Peter. The world shall judge between us. I will brand thee with infamy.
 

Alexis. Until now, O father! I never had a proper sense of glory. Hear me, O Czar! let not a thing so vile as I am stand between you and the world! Let none accuse you!
 

Peter. Accuse me, rebel! Accuse me, traitor!
 

Alexis. Let none speak ill of you, O my father! The public voice shakes the palace; the public voice penetrates the grave; it precedes the chariot of Almighty God, and is heard at the judgment-seat.
 

Peter. Let it go to the devil! I will have none of it here in Petersburg. Our church says nothing about it; our laws forbid it. As for thee, unnatural brute, I have no more to do with thee neither!
 

Ho, there! chancellor! What! come at last! Wert napping, or counting thy ducats?
 

Chancellor. Your Majesty’s will and pleasure!
 

Peter. Is the Senate assembled in that room?
 

Chancellor. Every member, sire.
 

Peter. Conduct this youth with thee, and let them judge him; thou understandest me.
 

Chancellor. Your Majesty’s commands are the breath of our nostrils.
 

Peter. If these rascals are amiss, I will try my new cargo of Livonian hemp upon ‘em.
 

Chancellor. [Returning.] Sire, sire!
 

Peter. Speak, fellow! Surely they have not condemned him to death, without giving themselves time to read the accusation, that thou comest back so quickly.
 

Chancellor. No, sire! Nor has either been done.
 

Peter. Then thy head quits thy shoulders.
 

Chancellor. O sire!
 

Peter. Curse thy silly sires! what art thou about?
 

Chancellor. Alas! he fell.
 

Peter. Tie him up to thy chair, then. Cowardly beast! what made him fall?
 

Chancellor. The hand of Death; the name of father.
 

Peter. Thou puzzlest me; prithee speak plainlier.
 

Chancellor. We told him that his crime was proven and manifest; that his life was forfeited.
 

Peter. So far, well enough.
 

Chancellor. He smiled.
 

Peter. He did! did he? Impudence shall do him little good. Who could have expected it from that smock-face! Go on — what then?
 

Chancellor. He said calmly, but not without sighing twice or thrice, ‘Lead me to the scaffold: I am weary of life; nobody loves me.’ I condoled with him, and wept upon his hand, holding the paper against my bosom. He took the corner of it between his fingers, and said, ‘Read me this paper; read my death-warrant. Your silence and tears have signified it; yet the law has its forms. Do not keep me in suspense. My father says, too truly, I am not courageous; but the death that leads me to my God shall never terrify me.’
 

Peter. I have seen these white-livered knaves die resolutely; I have seen them quietly fierce like white ferrets with their watery eyes and tiny teeth. You read it?
 

Chancellor. In part, sire! When he heard your Majesty’s name accusing him of treason and attempts at rebellion and parricide, he fell speechless. We raised him up: he was motionless; he was dead!
 

Peter. Inconsiderate and barbarous varlet as thou art, dost thou recite this ill accident to a father! and to one who has not dined! Bring me a glass of brandy.
 

Chancellor. And it please your Majesty, might I call a — a —— 
 

Peter. Away and bring it: scamper! All equally and alike shall obey and serve me.
 

Hark ye! bring the bottle with it: I must cool myself — and — hark ye! a rasher of bacon on thy life! and some pickled sturgeon, and some krout and caviare, and good strong cheese.
 
  


HENRY VIII AND ANNE BOLEYN
 

Henry. Dost thou know me, Nanny, in this yeoman’s dress? ‘Sblood! does it require so long and vacant a stare to recollect a husband after a week or two? No tragedy-tricks with me! a scream, a sob, or thy kerchief a trifle the wetter, were enough. Why, verily the little fool faints in earnest. These whey faces, like their kinsfolk the ghosts, give us no warning. Hast had water enough upon thee? Take that, then: art thyself again?
 

Anne. Father of mercies! do I meet again my husband, as was my last prayer on earth? Do I behold my beloved lord — in peace — and pardoned, my partner in eternal bliss? it was his voice. I cannot see him: why cannot I? Oh, why do these pangs interrupt the transports of the blessed?
 

Henry. Thou openest thy arms: faith! I came for that. Nanny, thou art a sweet slut. Thou groanest, wench: art in labour? Faith! among the mistakes of the night, I am ready to think almost that thou hast been drinking, and that I have not.
 

Anne. God preserve your Highness: grant me your forgiveness for one slight offence. My eyes were heavy; I fell asleep while I was reading. I did not know of your presence at first; and, when I did, I could not speak. I strove for utterance: I wanted no respect for my liege and husband.
 

Henry. My pretty warm nestling, thou wilt then lie! Thou wert reading, and aloud too, with thy saintly cup of water by thee, and — what! thou art still girlishly fond of those dried cherries!
 

Anne. I had no other fruit to offer your Highness the first time I saw you, and you were then pleased to invent for me some reason why they should be acceptable. I did not dry these: may I present them, such as they are? We shall have fresh next month.
 

Henry. Thou art always driving away from the discourse. One moment it suits thee to know me, another not.
 

Anne. Remember, it is hardly three months since I miscarried. I am weak, and liable to swoons.
 

Henry. Thou hast, however, thy bridal cheeks, with lustre upon them when there is none elsewhere, and obstinate lips resisting all impression; but, now thou talkest about miscarrying, who is the father of that boy?
 

Anne. Yours and mine — He who hath taken him to his own home, before (like me) he could struggle or cry for it.
 

Henry. Pagan, or worse, to talk so! He did not come into the world alive: there was no baptism.
 

Anne. I thought only of our loss: my senses are confounded. I did not give him my milk, and yet I loved him tenderly; for I often fancied, had he lived, how contented and joyful he would have made you and England.
 

Henry. No subterfuges and escapes. I warrant, thou canst not say whether at my entrance thou wert waking or wandering.
 

Anne. Faintness and drowsiness came upon me suddenly.
 

Henry. Well, since thou really and truly sleepedst, what didst dream of?
 

Anne. I begin to doubt whether I did indeed sleep.
 

Henry. Ha! false one — never two sentences of truth together! But come, what didst think about, asleep or awake?
 

Anne. I thought that God had pardoned me my offences, and had received me unto Him.
 

Henry. And nothing more?
 

Anne. That my prayers had been heard and my wishes were accomplishing: the angels alone can enjoy more beatitude than this.
 

Henry. Vexatious little devil! She says nothing now about me, merely from perverseness. Hast thou never thought about me, nor about thy falsehood and adultery?
 

Anne. If I had committed any kind of falsehood, in regard to you or not, I should never have rested until I had thrown myself at your feet and obtained your pardon; but, if ever I had been guilty of that other crime, I know not whether I should have dared to implore it, even of God’s mercy.
 

Henry. Thou hast heretofore cast some soft glances upon Smeaton; hast thou not?
 

Anne. He taught me to play on the virginals, as you know, when I was little, and thereby to please your Highness.
 

Henry. And Brereton and Norris — what have they taught thee?
 

Anne. They are your servants, and trusty ones.
 

Henry. Has not Weston told thee plainly that he loved thee?
 

Anne. Yes; and —— 
 

Henry. What didst thou?
 

Anne. I defied him.
 

Henry. Is that all?
 

Anne. I could have done no more if he had told me that he hated me. Then, indeed, I should have incurred more justly the reproaches of your Highness: I should have smiled.
 

Henry. We have proofs abundant: the fellows shall one and all confront thee. Aye, clap thy hands and kiss thy sleeve, harlot!
 

Anne. Oh that so great a favour is vouchsafed me! My honour is secure; my husband will be happy again; he will see my innocence.
 

Henry. Give me now an account of the moneys thou hast received from me within these nine months. I want them not back: they are letters of gold in record of thy guilt. Thou hast had no fewer than fifteen thousand pounds in that period, without even thy asking; what hast done with it, wanton?
 

Anne. I have regularly placed it out to interest.
 

Henry. Where? I demand of thee.
 

Anne. Among the needy and ailing. My Lord Archbishop has the account of it, sealed by him weekly. I also had a copy myself; those who took away my papers may easily find it; for there are few others, and they lie open.
 

Henry. Think on my munificence to thee; recollect who made thee. Dost sigh for what thou hast lost?
 

Anne. I do, indeed.
 

Henry. I never thought thee ambitious; but thy vices creep out one by one.
 

Anne. I do not regret that I have been a queen and am no longer one; nor that my innocence is called in question by those who never knew me; but I lament that the good people who loved me so cordially, hate and curse me; that those who pointed me out to their daughters for imitation check them when they speak about me; and that he whom next to God I have served with most devotion is my accuser.
 

Henry. Wast thou conning over something in that dingy book for thy defence? Come, tell me, what wast thou reading?
 

Anne. This ancient chronicle. I was looking for someone in my own condition, and must have missed the page. Surely in so many hundred years there shall have been other young maidens, first too happy for exaltation, and after too exalted for happiness — not, perchance, doomed to die upon a scaffold, by those they ever honoured and served faithfully; that, indeed, I did not look for nor think of; but my heart was bounding for any one I could love and pity. She would be unto me as a sister dead and gone; but hearing me, seeing me, consoling me, and being consoled. O my husband! it is so heavenly a thing —— 
 

Henry. To whine and whimper, no doubt, is vastly heavenly.
 

Anne. I said not so; but those, if there be any such, who never weep, have nothing in them of heavenly or of earthly. The plants, the trees, the very rocks and unsunned clouds, show us at least the semblances of weeping; and there is not an aspect of the globe we live on, nor of the waters and skies around it, without a reference and a similitude to our joys or sorrows.
 

Henry. I do not remember that notion anywhere. Take care no enemy rake out of it something of materialism. Guard well thy empty hot brain; it may hatch more evil. As for those odd words, I myself would fain see no great harm in them, knowing that grief and frenzy strike out many things which would else lie still, and neither spurt nor sparkle. I also know that thou hast never read anything but Bible and history — the two worst books in the world for young people, and the most certain to lead astray both prince and subject. For which reason I have interdicted and entirely put down the one, and will (by the blessing of the Virgin and of holy Paul) commit the other to a rigid censor. If it behoves us kings to enact what our people shall eat and drink — of which the most unruly and rebellious spirit can entertain no doubt — greatly more doth it behove us to examine what they read and think. The body is moved according to the mind and will; we must take care that the movement be a right one, on pain of God’s anger in this life and the next.
 

Anne. O my dear husband! it must be a naughty thing, indeed, that makes Him angry beyond remission. Did you ever try how pleasant it is to forgive any one? There is nothing else wherein we can resemble God perfectly and easily.
 

Henry. Resemble God perfectly and easily! Do vile creatures talk thus of the Creator?
 

Anne. No, Henry, when His creatures talk thus of Him, they are no longer vile creatures! When they know that He is good, they love Him; and, when they love Him, they are good themselves. O Henry! my husband and king! the judgments of our Heavenly Father are righteous; on this, surely, we must think alike.
 

Henry. And what, then? Speak out; again I command thee, speak plainly! thy tongue was not so torpid but this moment. Art ready? Must I wait?
 

Anne. If any doubt remains upon your royal mind of your equity in this business: should it haply seem possible to you that passion or prejudice, in yourself or another, may have warped so strong an understanding — do but supplicate the Almighty to strengthen and enlighten it, and He will hear you.
 

Henry. What! thou wouldst fain change thy quarters, ay?
 

Anne. My spirit is detached and ready, and I shall change them shortly, whatever your Highness may determine.
 

Henry. Yet thou appearest hale and resolute, and (they tell me) smirkest and smilest to everybody.
 

Anne. The withered leaf catches the sun sometimes, little as it can profit by it; and I have heard stories of the breeze in other climates that sets in when daylight is about to close, and how constant it is, and how refreshing. My heart, indeed, is now sustained strangely; it became the more sensibly so from that time forward, when power and grandeur and all things terrestrial were sunk from sight. Every act of kindness in those about me gives me satisfaction and pleasure, such as I did not feel formerly. I was worse before God chastened me; yet I was never an ingrate. What pains have I taken to find out the village-girls who placed their posies in my chamber ere I arose in the morning! How gladly would I have recompensed the forester who lit up a brake on my birthnight, which else had warmed him half the winter! But these are times past: I was not Queen of England.
 

Henry. Nor adulterous, nor heretical.
 

Anne. God be praised!
 

Henry. Learned saint! thou knowest nothing of the lighter, but perhaps canst inform me about the graver, of them.
 

Anne. Which may it be, my liege?
 

Henry. Which may it be? Pestilence! I marvel that the walls of this tower do not crack around thee at such impiety.
 

Anne. I would be instructed by the wisest of theologians: such is your Highness.
 

Henry. Are the sins of the body, foul as they are, comparable to those of the soul?
 

Anne. When they are united, they must be worse.
 

Henry. Go on, go on: thou pushest thy own breast against the sword. God hath deprived thee of thy reason for thy punishment. I must hear more: proceed, I charge thee.
 

Anne. An aptitude to believe one thing rather than another, from ignorance or weakness, or from the more persuasive manner of the teacher, or from his purity of life, or from the strong impression of a particular text at a particular time, and various things beside, may influence and decide our opinion; and the hand of the Almighty, let us hope, will fall gently on human fallibility.
 

Henry. Opinion in matters of faith! rare wisdom! rare religion! Troth, Anne! thou hast well sobered me. I came rather warmly and lovingly; but these light ringlets, by the holy rood, shall not shade this shoulder much longer. Nay, do not start; I tap it for the last time, my sweetest. If the Church permitted it, thou shouldst set forth on thy long journey with the Eucharist between thy teeth, however loath.
 

Anne. Love your Elizabeth, my honoured lord, and God bless you! She will soon forget to call me. Do not chide her: think how young she is.
 

Could I, could I kiss her, but once again! it would comfort my heart — or break it.
 
  


JOSEPH SCALIGER AND MONTAIGNE
 

Montaigne. What could have brought you, M. de l’Escale, to visit the old man of the mountain, other than a good heart? Oh, how delighted and charmed I am to hear you speak such excellent Gascon. You rise early, I see: you must have risen with the sun, to be here at this hour; it is a stout half-hour’s walk from the brook. I have capital white wine, and the best cheese in Auvergne. You saw the goats and the two cows before the castle.
 

Pierre, thou hast done well: set it upon the table, and tell Master Matthew to split a couple of chickens and broil them, and to pepper but one. Do you like pepper, M. de l’Escale?
 

Scaliger. Not much.
 

Montaigne. Hold hard! let the pepper alone: I hate it. Tell him to broil plenty of ham; only two slices at a time, upon his salvation.
 

Scaliger. This, I perceive, is the antechamber to your library: here are your everyday books.
 

Montaigne. Faith! I have no other. These are plenty, methinks; is not that your opinion?
 

Scaliger. You have great resources within yourself, and therefore can do with fewer.
 

Montaigne. Why, how many now do you think here may be?
 

Scaliger. I did not believe at first that there could be above fourscore.
 

Montaigne. Well! are fourscore few? — are we talking of peas and beans?
 

Scaliger. I and my father (put together) have written well-nigh as many.
 

Montaigne. Ah! to write them is quite another thing: but one reads books without a spur, or even a pat from our Lady Vanity. How do you like my wine? — it comes from the little knoll yonder: you cannot see the vines, those chestnut-trees are between.
 

Scaliger. The wine is excellent; light, odoriferous, with a smartness like a sharp child’s prattle.
 

Montaigne. It never goes to the head, nor pulls the nerves, which many do as if they were guitar-strings. I drink a couple of bottles a day, winter and summer, and never am the worse for it. You gentlemen of the Agennois have better in your province, and indeed the very best under the sun. I do not wonder that the Parliament of Bordeaux should be jealous of their privileges, and call it Bordeaux. Now, if you prefer your own country wine, only say it: I have several bottles in my cellar, with corks as long as rapiers, and as polished. I do not know, M. de l’Escale, whether you are particular in these matters: not quite, I should imagine, so great a judge in them as in others?
 

Scaliger. I know three things: wine, poetry, and the world.
 

Montaigne. You know one too many, then. I hardly know whether I know anything about poetry; for I like Clem Marot better than Ronsard. Ronsard is so plaguily stiff and stately, where there is no occasion for it; I verily do think the man must have slept with his wife in a cuirass.
 

Scaliger. It pleases me greatly that you like Marot. His versions of the Psalms is lately set to music, and added to the New Testament of Geneva.
 

Montaigne. It is putting a slice of honeycomb into a barrel of vinegar, which will never grow the sweeter for it.
 

Scaliger. Surely, you do not think in this fashion of the New Testament!
 

Montaigne. Who supposes it? Whatever is mild and kindly is there. But Jack Calvin has thrown bird-lime and vitriol upon it, and whoever but touches the cover dirties his fingers or burns them.
 

Scaliger. Calvin is a very great man, I do assure you, M. de Montaigne.
 

Montaigne. I do not like your great men who beckon me to them, call me their begotten, their dear child, and their entrails; and, if I happen to say on any occasion, ‘I beg leave, sir, to dissent a little from you,’ stamp and cry, ‘The devil you do!’ and whistle to the executioner.
 

Scaliger. You exaggerate, my worthy friend!
 

Montaigne. Exaggerate do I, M. de l’Escale? What was it he did the other day to the poor devil there with an odd name? — Melancthon, I think it is.
 

Scaliger. I do not know: I have received no intelligence of late from Geneva.
 

Montaigne. It was but last night that our curate rode over from Lyons (he made two days of it, as you may suppose) and supped with me. He told me that Jack had got his old friend hanged and burned. I could not join him in the joke, for I find none such in the New Testament, on which he would have founded it; and, if it is one, it is not in my manner or to my taste.
 

Scaliger. I cannot well believe the report, my dear sir. He was rather urgent, indeed, on the combustion of the heretic Michael Servetus some years past.
 

Montaigne. A thousand to one, my spiritual guide mistook the name. He has heard of both, I warrant him, and thinks in his conscience that either is as good a roast as the other.
 

Scaliger. Theologians are proud and intolerant, and truly the farthest of all men from theology, if theology means the rational sense of religion, or indeed has anything to do with it in any way. Melancthon was the very best of the reformers; quiet, sedate, charitable, intrepid, firm in friendship, ardent in faith, acute in argument, and profound in learning.
 

Montaigne. Who cares about his argumentation or his learning, if he was the rest?
 

Scaliger. I hope you will suspend your judgment on this affair until you receive some more certain and positive information.
 

Montaigne. I can believe it of the Sieur Calvin.
 

Scaliger. I cannot. John Calvin is a grave man, orderly and reasonable.
 

Montaigne. In my opinion he has not the order nor the reason of my cook. Mat never took a man for a sucking-pig, cleaning and scraping and buttering and roasting him; nor ever twitched God by the sleeve and swore He should not have His own way.
 

Scaliger. M. de Montaigne, have you ever studied the doctrine of predestination?
 

Montaigne. I should not understand it, if I had; and I would not break through an old fence merely to get into a cavern. I would not give a fig or a fig-leaf to know the truth of it, as far as any man can teach it me. Would it make me honester or happier, or, in other things, wiser?
 

Scaliger. I do not know whether it would materially.
 

Montaigne. I should be an egregious fool then to care about it. Our disputes on controverted points have filled the country with missionaries and cut-throats. Both parties have shown a disposition to turn this comfortable old house of mine into a fortress. If I had inclined to either, the other would have done it. Come walk about it with me; after a ride, you can do nothing better to take off fatigue.
 

Scaliger. A most spacious kitchen!
 

Montaigne. Look up!
 

Scaliger. You have twenty or more flitches of bacon hanging there.
 

Montaigne. And if I had been a doctor or a captain, I should have had a cobweb and predestination in the place of them. Your soldiers of the religion on the one side, and of the good old faith on the other, would not have left unto me safe and sound even that good old woman there.
 

Scaliger. Oh, yes! they would, I hope.
 

Old Woman. Why dost giggle, Mat? What should he know about the business? He speaks mighty bad French, and is as spiteful as the devil. Praised be God, we have a kind master, who thinks about us, and feels for us.
 

Scaliger. Upon my word, M. de Montaigne, this gallery is an interesting one.
 

Montaigne. I can show you nothing but my house and my dairy. We have no chase in the month of May, you know — unless you would like to bait the badger in the stable. This is rare sport in rainy days.
 

Scaliger. Are you in earnest, M. de Montaigne?
 

Montaigne. No, no, no, I cannot afford to worry him outright: only a little for pastime — a morning’s merriment for the dogs and wenches.
 

Scaliger. You really are then of so happy a temperament that, at your time of life, you can be amused by baiting a badger!
 

Montaigne. Why not? Your father, a wiser and graver and older man than I am, was amused by baiting a professor or critic. I have not a dog in the kennel that would treat the badger worse than brave Julius treated Cardan and Erasmus, and some dozens more. We are all childish, old as well as young; and our very last tooth would fain stick, M. de l’Escale, in some tender place of a neighbour. Boys laugh at a person who falls in the dirt; men laugh rather when they make him fall, and most when the dirt is of their own laying.
 

Is not the gallery rather cold, after the kitchen? We must go through it to get into the court where I keep my tame rabbits; the stable is hard by: come along, come along.
 

Scaliger. Permit me to look a little at those banners. Some of them are old indeed.
 

Montaigne. Upon my word, I blush to think I never took notice how they are tattered. I have no fewer than three women in the house, and in a summer’s evening, only two hours long, the worst of these rags might have been darned across.
 

Scaliger. You would not have done it surely!
 

Montaigne. I am not over-thrifty; the women might have been better employed. It is as well as it is then; ay?
 

Scaliger. I think so.
 

Montaigne. So be it.
 

Scaliger. They remind me of my own family, we being descended from the great Cane della Scala, Prince of Verona, and from the House of Hapsburg, as you must have heard from my father.
 

Montaigne. What signifies it to the world whether the great Cane was tied to his grandmother or not? As for the House of Hapsburg, if you could put together as many such houses as would make up a city larger than Cairo, they would not be worth his study, or a sheet of paper on the table of it.
 
  


BOCCACCIO AND PETRARCA
 

Boccaccio. Remaining among us, I doubt not that you would soon receive the same distinctions in your native country as others have conferred upon you: indeed, in confidence I may promise it. For greatly are the Florentines ashamed that the most elegant of their writers and the most independent of their citizens lives in exile, by the injustice he had suffered in the detriment done to his property, through the intemperate administration of their laws.
 

Petrarca. Let them recall me soon and honourably: then perhaps I may assist them to remove their ignominy, which I carry about with me wherever I go, and which is pointed out by my exotic laurel.
 

Boccaccio. There is, and ever will be, in all countries and under all governments, an ostracism for their greatest men.
 

Petrarca. At present we will talk no more about it. To-morrow I pursue my journey towards Padua, where I am expected; where some few value and esteem me, honest and learned and ingenious men; although neither those Transpadane regions, nor whatever extends beyond them, have yet produced an equal to Boccaccio.
 

Boccaccio. Then, in the name of friendship, do not go thither! — form such rather from your fellow-citizens. I love my equals heartily; and shall love them the better when I see them raised up here, from our own mother earth, by you.
 

Petrarca. Let us continue our walk.
 

Boccaccio. If you have been delighted (and you say you have been) at seeing again, after so long an absence, the house and garden wherein I have placed the relaters of my stories, as reported in the Decameron, come a little way farther up the ascent, and we will pass through the vineyard on the west of the villa. You will see presently another on the right, lying in its warm little garden close to the roadside, the scene lately of somewhat that would have looked well, as illustration, in the midst of your Latin reflections. It shows us that people the most serious and determined may act at last contrariwise to the line of conduct they have laid down.
 

Petrarca. Relate it to me, Messer Giovanni; for you are able to give reality the merits and charms of fiction, just as easily as you give fiction the semblance, the stature, and the movement of reality.
 

Boccaccio. I must here forgo such powers, if in good truth I possess them.
 

Petrarca. This long green alley, defended by box and cypresses, is very pleasant. The smell of box, although not sweet, is more agreeable to me than many that are: I cannot say from what resuscitation of early and tender feeling. The cypress, too, seems to strengthen the nerves of the brain. Indeed, I delight in the odour of most trees and plants.
 

Will not that dog hurt us? — he comes closer.
 

Boccaccio. Dog! thou hast the colours of a magpie and the tongue of one; prithee be quiet: art thou not ashamed?
 

Petrarca. Verily he trots off, comforting his angry belly with his plenteous tail, flattened and bestrewn under it. He looks back, going on, and puffs out his upper lip without a bark.
 

Boccaccio. These creatures are more accessible to temperate and just rebuke than the creatures of our species, usually angry with less reason, and from no sense, as dogs are, of duty. Look into that white arcade! Surely it was white the other day; and now I perceive it is still so: the setting sun tinges it with yellow.
 

Petrarca. The house has nothing of either the rustic or the magnificent about it; nothing quite regular, nothing much varied. If there is anything at all affecting, as I fear there is, in the story you are about to tell me, I could wish the edifice itself bore externally some little of the interesting that I might hereafter turn my mind toward it, looking out of the catastrophe, though not away from it. But I do not even find the peculiar and uncostly decoration of our Tuscan villas: the central turret, round which the kite perpetually circles in search of pigeons or smaller prey, borne onward, like the Flemish skater, by effortless will in motionless progression. The view of Fiesole must be lovely from that window; but I fancy to myself it loses the cascade under the single high arch of the Mugnone.
 

Boccaccio. I think so. In this villa — come rather farther off: the inhabitants of it may hear us, if they should happen to be in the arbour, as most people are at the present hour of day — in this villa, Messer Francesco, lives Monna Tita Monalda, who tenderly loved Amadeo degli Oricellari. She, however, was reserved and coy; and Father Pietro de’ Pucci, an enemy to the family of Amadeo, told her nevermore to think of him, for that, just before he knew her, he had thrown his arm round the neck of Nunciata Righi, his mother’s maid, calling her most immodestly a sweet creature, and of a whiteness that marble would split with envy at.
 

Monna Tita trembled and turned pale. ‘Father, is the girl really so very fair?’ said she anxiously.
 

‘Madonna,’ replied the father, ‘after confession she is not much amiss: white she is, with a certain tint of pink not belonging to her, but coming over her as through the wing of an angel pleased at the holy function; and her breath is such, the very ear smells it: poor, innocent, sinful soul! Hei! The wretch, Amadeo, would have endangered her salvation.’
 

‘She must be a wicked girl to let him,’ said Monna Tita. ‘A young man of good parentage and education would not dare to do such a thing of his own accord. I will see him no more, however. But it was before he knew me: and it may not be true. I cannot think any young woman would let a young man do so, even in the last hour before Lent. Now in what month was it supposed to be?’
 

‘Supposed to be!’ cried the father indignantly: ‘in June; I say in June.’
 

‘Oh! that now is quite impossible: for on the second of July, forty-one days from this, and at this very hour of it, he swore to me eternal love and constancy. I will inquire of him whether it is true: I will charge him with it.’
 

She did. Amadeo confessed his fault, and, thinking it a venial one, would have taken and kissed her hand as he asked forgiveness.
 

Petrarca. Children! children! I will go into the house, and if their relatives, as I suppose, have approved of the marriage, I will endeavour to persuade the young lady that a fault like this, on the repentance of her lover, is not unpardonable. But first, is Amadeo a young man of loose habits?
 

Boccaccio. Less than our others: in fact, I never heard of any deviation, excepting this.
 

Petrarca. Come, then, with me.
 

Boccaccio. Wait a little.
 

Petrarca. I hope the modest Tita, after a trial, will not be too severe with him.
 

Boccaccio. Severity is far from her nature; but, such is her purity and innocence, she shed many and bitter tears at his confession, and declared her unalterable determination of taking the veil among the nuns of Fiesole. Amadeo fell at her feet, and wept upon them. She pushed him from her gently, and told him she would still love him if he would follow her example, leave the world, and become a friar of San Marco. Amadeo was speechless; and, if he had not been so, he never would have made a promise he intended to violate. She retired from him. After a time he arose, less wounded than benumbed by the sharp uncovered stones in the garden-walk; and, as a man who fears to fall from a precipice goes farther from it than is necessary, so did Amadeo shun the quarter where the gate is, and, oppressed by his agony and despair, throw his arms across the sundial and rest his brow upon it, hot as it must have been on a cloudless day in August. When the evening was about to close, he was aroused by the cries of rooks overhead; they flew towards Florence, and beyond; he, too, went back into the city.
 

Tita fell sick from her inquietude. Every morning ere sunrise did Amadeo return; but could hear only from the labourers in the field that Monna Tita was ill, because she had promised to take the veil and had not taken it, knowing, as she must do, that the heavenly bridegroom is a bridegroom never to be trifled with, let the spouse be young and beautiful as she may be. Amadeo had often conversed with the peasant of the farm, who much pitied so worthy and loving a gentleman; and, finding him one evening fixing some thick and high stakes in the ground, offered to help him. After due thanks, ‘It is time,’ said the peasant, ‘to rebuild the hovel and watch the grapes.’
 

‘This is my house,’ cried he. ‘Could I never, in my stupidity, think about rebuilding it before? Bring me another mat or two: I will sleep here to-night, to-morrow night, every night, all autumn, all winter.’
 

He slept there, and was consoled at last by hearing that Monna Tita was out of danger, and recovering from her illness by spiritual means. His heart grew lighter day after day. Every evening did he observe the rooks, in the same order, pass along the same track in the heavens, just over San Marco; and it now occurred to him, after three weeks, indeed, that Monna Tita had perhaps some strange idea, in choosing his monastery, not unconnected with the passage of these birds. He grew calmer upon it, until he asked himself whether he might hope. In the midst of this half-meditation, half-dream, his whole frame was shaken by the voices, however low and gentle, of two monks, coming from the villa and approaching him. He would have concealed himself under this bank whereon we are standing; but they saw him, and called him by name. He now perceived that the younger of them was Guiberto Oddi, with whom he had been at school about six or seven years ago, and who admired him for his courage and frankness when he was almost a child.
 

‘Do not let us mortify poor Amadeo,’ said Guiberto to his companion. ‘Return to the road: I will speak a few words to him, and engage him (I trust) to comply with reason and yield to necessity.’ The elder monk, who saw he should have to climb the hill again, assented to the proposal, and went into the road. After the first embraces and few words, ‘Amadeo! Amadeo!’ said Guiberto, ‘it was love that made me a friar; let anything else make you one.’
 

‘Kind heart!’ replied Amadeo. ‘If death or religion, or hatred of me, deprives me of Tita Monalda, I will die, where she commanded me, in the cowl. It is you who prepare her, then, to throw away her life and mine!’
 

‘Hold! Amadeo!’ said Guiberto, ‘I officiate together with good Father Fontesecco, who invariably falls asleep amid our holy function.’
 

Now, Messer Francesco, I must inform you that Father Fontesecco has the heart of a flower. It feels nothing, it wants nothing; it is pure and simple, and full of its own little light. Innocent as a child, as an angel, nothing ever troubled him but how to devise what he should confess. A confession costs him more trouble to invent than any Giornata in my Decameron cost me. He was once overheard to say on this occasion, ‘God forgive me in His infinite mercy, for making it appear that I am a little worse than He has chosen I should be!’ He is temperate; for he never drinks more than exactly half the wine and water set before him. In fact, he drinks the wine and leaves the water, saying: ‘We have the same water up at San Domenico; we send it hither: it would be uncivil to take back our own gift, and still more to leave a suspicion that we thought other people’s wine poor beverage.’ Being afflicted by the gravel, the physician of his convent advised him, as he never was fond of wine, to leave it off entirely; on which he said, ‘I know few things; but this I know well — in water there is often gravel, in wine never. It hath pleased God to afflict me, and even to go a little out of His way in order to do it, for the greater warning to other sinners. I will drink wine, brother Anselmini, and help His work.’
 

I have led you away from the younger monk.
 

‘While Father Fontesecco is in the first stage of beatitude, chanting through his nose the Benedicite, I will attempt,’ said Guiberto, ‘to comfort Monna Tita.’
 

‘Good, blessed Guiberto!’ exclaimed Amadeo in a transport of gratitude, at which Guiberto smiled with his usual grace and suavity. ‘O Guiberto! Guiberto! my heart is breaking. Why should she want you to comfort her? — but — comfort her then!’ and he covered his face within his hands.
 

‘Remember,’ said Guiberto placidly, ‘her uncle is bedridden; her aunt never leaves him; the servants are old and sullen, and will stir for nobody. Finding her resolved, as they believe, to become a nun, they are little assiduous in their services. Humour her, if none else does, Amadeo; let her fancy that you intend to be a friar; and, for the present, walk not on these grounds.’
 

‘Are you true, or are you traitorous?’ cried Amadeo, grasping his friend’s hand most fiercely.
 

‘Follow your own counsel, if you think mine insincere,’ said the young friar, not withdrawing his hand, but placing the other on Amadeo’s. ‘Let me, however, advise you to conceal yourself; and I will direct Silvestrina to bring you such accounts of her mistress as may at least make you easy in regard to her health. Adieu.’
 

Amadeo was now rather tranquil; more than he had ever been, not only since the displeasure of Monna Tita, but since the first sight of her. Profuse at all times in his gratitude to Silvestrina, whenever she brought him good news, news better than usual, he pressed her to his bosom. Silvestrina Pioppi is about fifteen, slender, fresh, intelligent, lively, good-humoured, sensitive; and any one but Amadeo might call her very pretty.
 

Petrarca. Ah, Giovanni! here I find your heart obtaining the mastery over your vivid and volatile imagination. Well have you said, the maiden being really pretty, any one but Amadeo might think her so. On the banks of the Sorga there are beautiful maids; the woods and the rocks have a thousand times repeated it. I heard but one echo; I heard but one name: I would have fled from them for ever at another.
 

Boccaccio. Francesco, do not beat your breast just now: wait a little. Monna Tita would take the veil. The fatal certainty was announced to Amadeo by his true Guiberto, who had earnestly and repeatedly prayed her to consider the thing a few months longer.
 

‘I will see her first! By all the saints of heaven I will see her!’ cried the desperate Amadeo, and ran into the house, toward the still apartment of his beloved. Fortunately Guiberto was neither less active nor less strong than he, and overtaking him at the moment, drew him into the room opposite. ‘If you will be quiet and reasonable, there is yet a possibility left you,’ said Guiberto in his ear, although perhaps he did not think it. ‘But if you utter a voice or are seen by any one, you ruin the fame of her you love, and obstruct your own prospects for ever. It being known that you have not slept in Florence these several nights, it will be suspected by the malicious that you have slept in the villa with the connivance of Monna Tita. Compose yourself; answer nothing; rest where you are: do not add a worse imprudence to a very bad one. I promise you my assistance, my speedy return, and best counsel: you shall be released at daybreak.’ He ordered Silvestrina to supply the unfortunate youth with the cordials usually administered to the uncle, or with the rich old wine they were made of; and she performed the order with such promptitude and attention, that he was soon in some sort refreshed.
 

Petrarca. I pity him from my innermost heart, poor young man! Alas, we are none of us, by original sin, free from infirmities or from vices.
 

Boccaccio. If we could find a man exempt by nature from vices and infirmities, we should find one not worth knowing: he would also be void of tenderness and compassion. What allowances then could his best friends expect from him in their frailties? What help, consolation, and assistance in their misfortunes? We are in the midst of a workshop well stored with sharp instruments: we may do ill with many, unless we take heed; and good with all, if we will but learn how to employ them.
 

Petrarca. There is somewhat of reason in this. You strengthen me to proceed with you: I can bear the rest.
 

Boccaccio. Guiberto had taken leave of his friend, and had advanced a quarter of a mile, which (as you perceive) is nearly the whole way, on his return to the monastery, when he was overtaken by some peasants who were hastening homeward from Florence. The information he collected from them made him determine to retrace his steps. He entered the room again, and, from the intelligence he had just acquired, gave Amadeo the assurance that Monna Tita must delay her entrance into the convent; for that the abbess had that moment gone down the hill on her way toward Siena to venerate some holy relics, carrying with her three candles, each five feet long, to burn before them; which candles contained many particles of the myrrh presented at the Nativity of our Saviour by the Wise Men of the East. Amadeo breathed freely, and was persuaded by Guiberto to take another cup of old wine, and to eat with him some cold roast kid, which had been offered him for merenda. After the agitation of his mind a heavy sleep fell upon the lover, coming almost before Guiberto departed: so heavy indeed that Silvestrina was alarmed. It was her apartment; and she performed the honours of it as well as any lady in Florence could have done.
 

Petrarca. I easily believe it: the poor are more attentive than the rich, and the young are more compassionate than the old.
 

Boccaccio. O Francesco! what inconsistent creatures are we!
 

Petrarca. True, indeed! I now foresee the end. He might have done worse.
 

Boccaccio. I think so.
 

Petrarca. He almost deserved it.
 

Boccaccio. I think that too.
 

Petrarca. Wretched mortals! our passions for ever lead us into this, or worse.
 

Boccaccio. Ay, truly; much worse generally.
 

Petrarca. The very twig on which the flowers grew lately scourges us to the bone in its maturity.
 

Boccaccio. Incredible will it be to you, and, by my faith, to me it was hardly credible. Certain, however, is it that Guiberto on his return by sunrise found Amadeo in the arms of sleep.
 

Petrarca. Not at all, not at all: the truest lover might suffer and act as he did.
 

Boccaccio. But, Francesco, there was another pair of arms about him, worth twenty such, divinity as he is. A loud burst of laughter from Guiberto did not arouse either of the parties; but Monna Tita heard it, and rushed into the room, tearing her hair, and invoking the saints of heaven against the perfidy of man. She seized Silvestrina by that arm which appeared the most offending: the girl opened her eyes, turned on her face, rolled out of bed, and threw herself at the feet of her mistress, shedding tears, and wiping them away with the only piece of linen about her. Monna Tita too shed tears. Amadeo still slept profoundly; a flush, almost of crimson, overspreading his cheeks. Monna Tita led away, after some pause, poor Silvestrina, and made her confess the whole. She then wept more and more, and made the girl confess it again, and explain her confession. ‘I cannot believe such wickedness,’ she cried: ‘he could not be so hardened. O sinful Silvestrina! how will you ever tell Father Doni one half, one quarter? He never can absolve you.’
 

Petrarca. Giovanni, I am glad I did not enter the house; you were prudent in restraining me. I have no pity for the youth at all: never did one so deserve to lose a mistress.
 

Boccaccio. Say, rather, to gain a wife.
 

Petrarca. Absurdity! impossibility!
 

Boccaccio. He won her fairly; strangely, and on a strange table, as he played his game. Listen! that guitar is Monna Tita’s. Listen! what a fine voice (do not you think it?) is Amadeo’s.
 

Amadeo. [Singing.]
 

Oh, I have err’d! I laid my hand upon the nest (Tita, I sigh to sing the rest) Of the wrong bird.
 

Petrarca. She laughs too at it! Ah! Monna Tita was made by nature to live on this side of Fiesole.
 
  


BOSSUET AND THE DUCHESS DE FONTANGES
 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle, it is the king’s desire that I compliment you on the elevation you have attained.
 

Fontanges. O monseigneur, I know very well what you mean. His Majesty is kind and polite to everybody. The last thing he said to me was, ‘Angélique! do not forget to compliment Monseigneur the bishop on the dignity I have conferred upon him, of almoner to the dauphiness. I desired the appointment for him only that he might be of rank sufficient to confess, now you are duchess. Let him be your confessor, my little girl.’
 

Bossuet. I dare not presume to ask you, mademoiselle, what was your gracious reply to the condescension of our royal master.
 

Fontanges. Oh, yes! you may. I told him I was almost sure I should be ashamed of confessing such naughty things to a person of high rank, who writes like an angel.
 

Bossuet. The observation was inspired, mademoiselle, by your goodness and modesty.
 

Fontanges. You are so agreeable a man, monseigneur, I will confess to you, directly, if you like.
 

Bossuet. Have you brought yourself to a proper frame of mind, young lady?
 

Fontanges. What is that?
 

Bossuet. Do you hate sin?
 

Fontanges. Very much.
 

Bossuet. Are you resolved to leave it off?
 

Fontanges. I have left it off entirely since the king began to love me. I have never said a spiteful word of anybody since.
 

Bossuet. In your opinion, mademoiselle, are there no other sins than malice?
 

Fontanges. I never stole anything; I never committed adultery; I never coveted my neighbour’s wife; I never killed any person, though several have told me they should die for me.
 

Bossuet. Vain, idle talk! Did you listen to it?
 

Fontanges. Indeed I did, with both ears; it seemed so funny.
 

Bossuet. You have something to answer for, then.
 

Fontanges. No, indeed, I have not, monseigneur. I have asked many times after them, and found they were all alive, which mortified me.
 

Bossuet. So, then! you would really have them die for you?
 

Fontanges. Oh, no, no! but I wanted to see whether they were in earnest, or told me fibs; for, if they told me fibs, I would never trust them again.
 

Bossuet. Do you hate the world, mademoiselle?
 

Fontanges. A good deal of it: all Picardy, for example, and all Sologne; nothing is uglier — and, oh my life! what frightful men and women!
 

Bossuet. I would say, in plain language, do you hate the flesh and the devil?
 

Fontanges. Who does not hate the devil? If you will hold my hand the while, I will tell him so. I hate you, beast! There now. As for flesh, I never could bear a fat man. Such people can neither dance nor hunt, nor do anything that I know of.
 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle Marie-Angélique de Scoraille de Rousille, Duchess de Fontanges! do you hate titles and dignities and yourself?
 

Fontanges. Myself! does any one hate me? Why should I be the first? Hatred is the worst thing in the world: it makes one so very ugly.
 

Bossuet. To love God, we must hate ourselves. We must detest our bodies, if we would save our souls.
 

Fontanges. That is hard: how can I do it? I see nothing so detestable in mine. Do you? To love is easier. I love God whenever I think of Him, He has been so very good to me; but I cannot hate myself, if I would. As God hath not hated me, why should I? Beside, it was He who made the king to love me; for I heard you say in a sermon that the hearts of kings are in His rule and governance. As for titles and dignities, I do not care much about them while his Majesty loves me, and calls me his Angélique. They make people more civil about us; and therefore it must be a simpleton who hates or disregards them, and a hypocrite who pretends it. I am glad to be a duchess. Manon and Lisette have never tied my garter so as to hurt me since, nor has the mischievous old La Grange said anything cross or bold: on the contrary, she told me what a fine colour and what a plumpness it gave me. Would not you rather be a duchess than a waiting-maid or a nun, if the king gave you your choice?
 

Bossuet. Pardon me, mademoiselle, I am confounded at the levity of your question.
 

Fontanges. I am in earnest, as you see.
 

Bossuet. Flattery will come before you in other and more dangerous forms: you will be commended for excellences which do not belong to you; and this you will find as injurious to your repose as to your virtue. An ingenuous mind feels in unmerited praise the bitterest reproof. If you reject it, you are unhappy; if you accept it, you are undone. The compliments of a king are of themselves sufficient to pervert your intellect.
 

Fontanges. There you are mistaken twice over. It is not my person that pleases him so greatly: it is my spirit, my wit, my talents, my genius, and that very thing which you have mentioned — what was it? my intellect. He never complimented me the least upon my beauty. Others have said that I am the most beautiful young creature under heaven; a blossom of Paradise, a nymph, an angel; worth (let me whisper it in your ear — do I lean too hard?) a thousand Montespans. But his Majesty never said more on the occasion than that I was imparagonable! (what is that?) and that he adored me; holding my hand and sitting quite still, when he might have romped with me and kissed me.
 

Bossuet. I would aspire to the glory of converting you.
 

Fontanges. You may do anything with me but convert me: you must not do that; I am a Catholic born. M. de Turenne and Mademoiselle de Duras were heretics: you did right there. The king told the chancellor that he prepared them, that the business was arranged for you, and that you had nothing to do but get ready the arguments and responses, which you did gallantly — did not you? And yet Mademoiselle de Duras was very awkward for a long while afterwards in crossing herself, and was once remarked to beat her breast in the litany with the points of two fingers at a time, when every one is taught to use only the second, whether it has a ring upon it or not. I am sorry she did so; for people might think her insincere in her conversion, and pretend that she kept a finger for each religion.
 

Bossuet. It would be as uncharitable to doubt the conviction of Mademoiselle de Duras as that of M. le Maréchal.
 

Fontanges. I have heard some fine verses, I can assure you, monseigneur, in which you are called the conqueror of Turenne. I should like to have been his conqueror myself, he was so great a man. I understand that you have lately done a much more difficult thing.
 

Bossuet. To what do you refer, mademoiselle?
 

Fontanges. That you have overcome quietism. Now, in the name of wonder, how could you manage that?
 

Bossuet. By the grace of God.
 

Fontanges. Yes, indeed; but never until now did God give any preacher so much of His grace as to subdue this pest.
 

Bossuet. It has appeared among us but lately.
 

Fontanges. Oh, dear me! I have always been subject to it dreadfully, from a child.
 

Bossuet. Really! I never heard so.
 

Fontanges. I checked myself as well as I could, although they constantly told me I looked well in it.
 

Bossuet. In what, mademoiselle?
 

Fontanges. In quietism; that is, when I fell asleep at sermon time. I am ashamed that such a learned and pious man as M. de Fénelon should incline to it, as they say he does.
 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle, you quite mistake the matter.
 

Fontanges. Is not then M. de Fénelon thought a very pious and learned person?
 

Bossuet. And justly.
 

Fontanges. I have read a great way in a romance he has begun, about a knight-errant in search of a father. The king says there are many such about his court; but I never saw them nor heard of them before. The Marchioness de la Motte, his relative, brought it to me, written out in a charming hand, as much as the copy-book would hold; and I got through, I know not how far. If he had gone on with the nymphs in the grotto, I never should have been tired of him; but he quite forgot his own story, and left them at once; in a hurry (I suppose) to set out upon his mission to Saintonge in the pays de d’Aunis, where the king has promised him a famous heretic hunt. He is, I do assure you, a wonderful creature: he understands so much Latin and Greek, and knows all the tricks of the sorceresses. Yet you keep him under.
 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle, if you really have anything to confess, and if you desire that I should have the honour of absolving you, it would be better to proceed in it, than to oppress me with unmerited eulogies on my humble labours.
 

Fontanges. You must first direct me, monseigneur: I have nothing particular. The king assures me there is no harm whatever in his love toward me.
 

Bossuet. That depends on your thoughts at the moment. If you abstract the mind from the body, and turn your heart toward Heaven —— 
 

Fontanges. O monseigneur, I always did so — every time but once — you quite make me blush. Let us converse about something else, or I shall grow too serious, just as you made me the other day at the funeral sermon. And now let me tell you, my lord, you compose such pretty funeral sermons, I hope I shall have the pleasure of hearing you preach mine.
 

Bossuet. Rather let us hope, mademoiselle, that the hour is yet far distant when so melancholy a service will be performed for you. May he who is unborn be the sad announcer of your departure hence! May he indicate to those around him many virtues not perhaps yet full-blown in you, and point triumphantly to many faults and foibles checked by you in their early growth, and lying dead on the open road, you shall have left behind you! To me the painful duty will, I trust, be spared: I am advanced in age; you are a child.
 

Fontanges. Oh, no! I am seventeen.
 

Bossuet. I should have supposed you younger by two years at least. But do you collect nothing from your own reflection, which raises so many in my breast? You think it possible that I, aged as I am, may preach a sermon at your funeral. We say that our days are few; and saying it, we say too much. Marie-Angélique, we have but one: the past are not ours, and who can promise us the future? This in which we live is ours only while we live in it; the next moment may strike it off from us; the next sentence I would utter may be broken and fall between us. The beauty that has made a thousand hearts to beat at one instant, at the succeeding has been without pulse and colour, without admirer, friend, companion, follower. She by whose eyes the march of victory shall have been directed, whose name shall have animated armies at the extremities of the earth, drops into one of its crevices and mingles with its dust. Duchess de Fontanges! think on this! Lady! so live as to think on it undisturbed!
 

Fontanges. O God! I am quite alarmed. Do not talk thus gravely. It is in vain that you speak to me in so sweet a voice. I am frightened even at the rattle of the beads about my neck: take them off, and let us talk on other things. What was it that dropped on the floor as you were speaking? It seemed to shake the room, though it sounded like a pin or button.
 

Bossuet. Leave it there!
 

Fontanges. Your ring fell from your hand, my lord bishop! How quick you are! Could not you have trusted me to pick it up?
 

Bossuet. Madame is too condescending: had this happened, I should have been overwhelmed with confusion. My hand is shrivelled: the ring has ceased to fit it. A mere accident may draw us into perdition; a mere accident may bestow on us the means of grace. A pebble has moved you more than my words.
 

Fontanges. It pleases me vastly: I admire rubies. I will ask the king for one exactly like it. This is the time he usually comes from the chase. I am sorry you cannot be present to hear how prettily I shall ask him: but that is impossible, you know; for I shall do it just when I am certain he would give me anything. He said so himself: he said but yesterday — 
 

‘Such a sweet creature is worth a world’:
 

and no actor on the stage was more like a king than his Majesty was when he spoke it, if he had but kept his wig and robe on. And yet you know he is rather stiff and wrinkled for so great a monarch; and his eyes, I am afraid, are beginning to fail him, he looks so close at things.
 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle, such is the duty of a prince who desires to conciliate our regard and love.
 

Fontanges. Well, I think so, too, though I did not like it in him at first. I am sure he will order the ring for me, and I will confess to you with it upon my finger. But first I must be cautious and particular to know of him how much it is his royal will that I should say.
 
  


JOHN OF GAUNT AND JOANNA OF KENT
 

Joanna, called the Fair Maid of Kent, was cousin of the Black Prince, whom she married. John of Gaunt was suspected of aiming at the crown in the beginning of Richard’s minority, which, increasing the hatred of the people against him for favouring the sect of Wickliffe, excited them to demolish his house and to demand his impeachment.
 

 
 

Joanna. How is this, my cousin, that you are besieged in your own house by the citizens of London? I thought you were their idol.
 

Gaunt. If their idol, madam, I am one which they may tread on as they list when down; but which, by my soul and knighthood! the ten best battle-axes among them shall find it hard work to unshrine.
 

Pardon me: I have no right, perhaps, to take or touch this hand; yet, my sister, bricks and stones and arrows are not presents fit for you. Let me conduct you some paces hence.
 

Joanna. I will speak to those below in the street. Quit my hand: they shall obey me.
 

Gaunt. If you intend to order my death, madam, your guards who have entered my court, and whose spurs and halberts I hear upon the staircase, may overpower my domestics; and, seeing no such escape as becomes my dignity, I submit to you. Behold my sword and gauntlet at your feet! Some formalities, I trust, will be used in the proceedings against me. Entitle me, in my attainder, not John of Gaunt, not Duke of Lancaster, not King of Castile; nor commemorate my father, the most glorious of princes, the vanquisher and pardoner of the most powerful; nor style me, what those who loved or who flattered me did when I was happier, cousin to the Fair Maid of Kent. Joanna, those days are over! But no enemy, no law, no eternity can take away from me, or move further off, my affinity in blood to the conqueror in the field of Crecy, of Poitiers, and Najera. Edward was my brother when he was but your cousin; and the edge of my shield has clinked on his in many a battle. Yes, we were ever near — if not in worth, in danger. She weeps.
 

Joanna. Attainder! God avert it! Duke of Lancaster, what dark thought — alas! that the Regency should have known it! I came hither, sir, for no such purpose as to ensnare or incriminate or alarm you.
 

These weeds might surely have protected me from the fresh tears you have drawn forth.
 

Gaunt. Sister, be comforted! this visor, too, has felt them.
 

Joanna. O my Edward! my own so lately! Thy memory — thy beloved image — which never hath abandoned me, makes me bold: I dare not say ‘generous’; for in saying it I should cease to be so — and who could be called generous by the side of thee? I will rescue from perdition the enemy of my son.
 

Cousin, you loved your brother. Love, then, what was dearer to him than his life: protect what he, valiant as you have seen him, cannot! The father, who foiled so many, hath left no enemies; the innocent child, who can injure no one, finds them!
 

Why have you unlaced and laid aside your visor? Do not expose your body to those missiles. Hold your shield before yourself, and step aside. I need it not. I am resolved —— 
 

Gaunt. On what, my cousin? Speak, and, by the saints! it shall be done. This breast is your shield; this arm is mine.
 

Joanna. Heavens! who could have hurled those masses of stone from below? they stunned me. Did they descend all of them together; or did they split into fragments on hitting the pavement?
 

Gaunt. Truly, I was not looking that way: they came, I must believe, while you were speaking.
 

Joanna. Aside, aside! further back! disregard me! Look! that last arrow sticks half its head deep in the wainscot. It shook so violently I did not see the feather at first.
 

No, no, Lancaster! I will not permit it. Take your shield up again; and keep it all before you. Now step aside: I am resolved to prove whether the people will hear me.
 

Gaunt. Then, madam, by your leave —— 
 

Joanna. Hold!
 

Gaunt. Villains! take back to your kitchens those spits and skewers that you, forsooth, would fain call swords and arrows; and keep your bricks and stones for your graves!
 

Joanna. Imprudent man! who can save you? I shall be frightened: I must speak at once.
 

O good kind people! ye who so greatly loved me, when I am sure I had done nothing to deserve it, have I (unhappy me!) no merit with you now, when I would assuage your anger, protect your fair fame, and send you home contented with yourselves and me? Who is he, worthy citizens, whom ye would drag to slaughter?
 

True, indeed, he did revile someone. Neither I nor you can say whom — some feaster and rioter, it seems, who had little right (he thought) to carry sword or bow, and who, to show it, hath slunk away. And then another raised his anger: he was indignant that, under his roof, a woman should be exposed to stoning. Which of you would not be as choleric in a like affront? In the house of which among you should I not be protected as resolutely?
 

No, no: I never can believe those angry cries. Let none ever tell me again he is the enemy of my son, of his king, your darling child, Richard. Are your fears more lively than a poor weak female’s? than a mother’s? yours, whom he hath so often led to victory, and praised to his father, naming each — he, John of Gaunt, the defender of the helpless, the comforter of the desolate, the rallying signal of the desperately brave!
 

Retire, Duke of Lancaster! This is no time —— 
 

Gaunt. Madam, I obey; but not through terror of that puddle at the house door, which my handful of dust would dry up. Deign to command me!
 

Joanna. In the name of my son, then, retire!
 

Gaunt. Angelic goodness! I must fairly win it.
 

Joanna. I think I know his voice that crieth out: ‘Who will answer for him?’ An honest and loyal man’s, one who would counsel and save me in any difficulty and danger. With what pleasure and satisfaction, with what perfect joy and confidence, do I answer our right-trusty and well-judging friend!
 

‘Let Lancaster bring his sureties,’ say you, ‘and we separate.’ A moment yet before we separate; if I might delay you so long, to receive your sanction of those securities: for, in such grave matters, it would ill become us to be over-hasty. I could bring fifty, I could bring a hundred, not from among soldiers, not from among courtiers; but selected from yourselves, were it equitable and fair to show such partialities, or decorous in the parent and guardian of a king to offer any other than herself.
 

Raised by the hand of the Almighty from amidst you, but still one of you, if the mother of a family is a part of it, here I stand surety for John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster, for his loyalty and allegiance.
 

Gaunt. [Running back toward Joanna.] Are the rioters, then, bursting into the chamber through the windows?
 

Joanna. The windows and doors of this solid edifice rattled and shook at the people’s acclamation. My word is given for you: this was theirs in return. Lancaster! what a voice have the people when they speak out! It shakes me with astonishment, almost with consternation, while it establishes the throne: what must it be when it is lifted up in vengeance!
 

Gaunt. Wind; vapour —— 
 

Joanna. Which none can wield nor hold. Need I say this to my cousin of Lancaster?
 

Gaunt. Rather say, madam, that there is always one star above which can tranquillize and control them.
 

Joanna. Go, cousin! another time more sincerity!
 

Gaunt. You have this day saved my life from the people; for I now see my danger better, when it is no longer close before me. My Christ! if ever I forget —— 
 

Joanna. Swear not: every man in England hath sworn what you would swear. But if you abandon my Richard, my brave and beautiful child, may — Oh! I could never curse, nor wish an evil; but, if you desert him in the hour of need, you will think of those who have not deserted you, and your own great heart will lie heavy on you, Lancaster!
 

Am I graver than I ought to be, that you look dejected? Come, then, gentle cousin, lead me to my horse, and accompany me home. Richard will embrace us tenderly. Every one is dear to every other upon rising out fresh from peril; affectionately then will he look, sweet boy, upon his mother and his uncle! Never mind how many questions he may ask you, nor how strange ones. His only displeasure, if he has any, will be that he stood not against the rioters or among them.
 

Gaunt. Older than he have been as fond of mischief, and as fickle in the choice of a party.
 

I shall tell him that, coming to blows, the assailant is often in the right; that the assailed is always.
 
  


LEOFRIC AND GODIVA
 

Godiva. There is a dearth in the land, my sweet Leofric! Remember how many weeks of drought we have had, even in the deep pastures of Leicestershire; and how many Sundays we have heard the same prayers for rain, and supplications that it would please the Lord in His mercy to turn aside His anger from the poor, pining cattle. You, my dear husband, have imprisoned more than one malefactor for leaving his dead ox in the public way; and other hinds have fled before you out of the traces, in which they, and their sons and their daughters, and haply their old fathers and mothers, were dragging the abandoned wain homeward. Although we were accompanied by many brave spearmen and skilful archers, it was perilous to pass the creatures which the farmyard dogs, driven from the hearth by the poverty of their masters, were tearing and devouring; while others, bitten and lamed, filled the air either with long and deep howls or sharp and quick barkings, as they struggled with hunger and feebleness, or were exasperated by heat and pain. Nor could the thyme from the heath, nor the bruised branches of the fir-tree, extinguish or abate the foul odour.
 

Leofric. And now, Godiva, my darling, thou art afraid we should be eaten up before we enter the gates of Coventry; or perchance that in the gardens there are no roses to greet thee, no sweet herbs for thy mat and pillow.
 

Godiva. Leofric, I have no such fears. This is the month of roses: I find them everywhere since my blessed marriage. They, and all other sweet herbs, I know not why, seem to greet me wherever I look at them, as though they knew and expected me. Surely they cannot feel that I am fond of them.
 

Leofric. O light, laughing simpleton! But what wouldst thou? I came not hither to pray; and yet if praying would satisfy thee, or remove the drought, I would ride up straightway to Saint Michael’s and pray until morning.
 

Godiva. I would do the same, O Leofric! but God hath turned away His ear from holier lips than mine. Would my own dear husband hear me, if I implored him for what is easier to accomplish — what he can do like God?
 

Leofric. How! what is it?
 

Godiva. I would not, in the first hurry of your wrath, appeal to you, my loving lord, on behalf of these unhappy men who have offended you.
 

Leofric. Unhappy! is that all?
 

Godiva. Unhappy they must surely be, to have offended you so grievously. What a soft air breathes over us! how quiet and serene and still an evening! how calm are the heavens and the earth! Shall none enjoy them; not even we, my Leofric? The sun is ready to set: let it never set, O Leofric, on your anger. These are not my words: they are better than mine. Should they lose their virtue from my unworthiness in uttering them?
 

Leofric. Godiva, wouldst thou plead to me for rebels?
 

Godiva. They have, then, drawn the sword against you? Indeed, I knew it not.
 

Leofric. They have omitted to send me my dues, established by my ancestors, well knowing of our nuptials, and of the charges and festivities they require, and that in a season of such scarcity my own lands are insufficient.
 

Godiva. If they were starving, as they said they were —— 
 

Leofric. Must I starve too? Is it not enough to lose my vassals?
 

Godiva. Enough! O God! too much! too much! May you never lose them! Give them life, peace, comfort, contentment. There are those among them who kissed me in my infancy, and who blessed me at the baptismal font. Leofric, Leofric! the first old man I meet I shall think is one of those; and I shall think on the blessing he gave, and (ah me!) on the blessing I bring back to him. My heart will bleed, will burst; and he will weep at it! he will weep, poor soul, for the wife of a cruel lord who denounces vengeance on him, who carries death into his family!
 

Leofric. We must hold solemn festivals.
 

Godiva. We must, indeed.
 

Leofric. Well, then?
 

Godiva. Is the clamorousness that succeeds the death of God’s dumb creatures, are crowded halls, are slaughtered cattle festivals? — are maddening songs, and giddy dances, and hireling praises from parti-coloured coats? Can the voice of a minstrel tell us better things of ourselves than our own internal one might tell us; or can his breath make our breath softer in sleep? O my beloved! let everything be a joyance to us: it will, if we will. Sad is the day, and worse must follow, when we hear the blackbird in the garden, and do not throb with joy. But, Leofric, the high festival is strown by the servant of God upon the heart of man. It is gladness, it is thanksgiving; it is the orphan, the starveling, pressed to the bosom, and bidden as its first commandment to remember its benefactor. We will hold this festival; the guests are ready: we may keep it up for weeks, and months, and years together, and always be the happier and the richer for it. The beverage of this feast, O Leofric, is sweeter than bee or flower or vine can give us: it flows from heaven; and in heaven will it abundantly be poured out again to him who pours it out here abundantly.
 

Leofric. Thou art wild.
 

Godiva. I have, indeed, lost myself. Some Power, some good kind Power, melts me (body and soul and voice) into tenderness and love. O my husband, we must obey it. Look upon me! look upon me! lift your sweet eyes from the ground! I will not cease to supplicate; I dare not.
 

Leofric. We may think upon it.
 

Godiva. Oh, never say that! What! think upon goodness when you can be good? Let not the infants cry for sustenance! The Mother of Our Blessed Lord will hear them; us never, never afterward.
 

Leofric. Here comes the bishop: we are but one mile from the walls. Why dismountest thou? no bishop can expect this. Godiva! my honour and rank among men are humbled by this. Earl Godwin will hear of it. Up! up! the bishop hath seen it: he urgeth his horse onward. Dost thou not hear him now upon the solid turf behind thee?
 

Godiva. Never, no, never will I rise, O Leofric, until you remit this most impious task — this tax on hard labour, on hard life.
 

Leofric. Turn round: look how the fat nag canters, as to the tune of a sinner’s psalm, slow and hard-breathing. What reason or right can the people have to complain, while their bishop’s steed is so sleek and well caparisoned? Inclination to change, desire to abolish old usages. Up! up! for shame! They shall smart for it, idlers! Sir Bishop, I must blush for my young bride.
 

Godiva. My husband, my husband! will you pardon the city?
 

Leofric. Sir Bishop! I could think you would have seen her in this plight. Will I pardon? Yea, Godiva, by the holy rood, will I pardon the city, when thou ridest naked at noontide through the streets!
 

Godiva. O my dear, cruel Leofric, where is the heart you gave me? It was not so: can mine have hardened it?
 

Bishop. Earl, thou abashest thy spouse; she turneth pale, and weepeth. Lady Godiva, peace be with thee.
 

Godiva. Thanks, holy man! peace will be with me when peace is with your city. Did you hear my lord’s cruel word?
 

Bishop. I did, lady.
 

Godiva. Will you remember it, and pray against it?
 

Bishop. Wilt thou forget it, daughter?
 

Godiva. I am not offended.
 

Bishop. Angel of peace and purity!
 

Godiva. But treasure it up in your heart: deem it an incense, good only when it is consumed and spent, ascending with prayer and sacrifice. And, now, what was it?
 

Bishop. Christ save us! that He will pardon the city when thou ridest naked through the streets at noon.
 

Godiva. Did he swear an oath?
 

Bishop. He sware by the holy rood.
 

Godiva. My Redeemer, Thou hast heard it! save the city!
 

Leofric. We are now upon the beginning of the pavement: these are the suburbs. Let us think of feasting: we may pray afterward; to-morrow we shall rest.
 

Godiva. No judgments, then, to-morrow, Leofric?
 

Leofric. None: we will carouse.
 

Godiva. The saints of heaven have given me strength and confidence; my prayers are heard; the heart of my beloved is now softened.
 

Leofric. Ay, ay.
 

Godiva. Say, dearest Leofric, is there indeed no other hope, no other mediation?
 

Leofric. I have sworn. Beside, thou hast made me redden and turn my face away from thee, and all the knaves have seen it: this adds to the city’s crime.
 

Godiva. I have blushed, too, Leofric, and was not rash nor obdurate.
 

Leofric. But thou, my sweetest, art given to blushing: there is no conquering it in thee. I wish thou hadst not alighted so hastily and roughly: it hath shaken down a sheaf of thy hair. Take heed thou sit not upon it, lest it anguish thee. Well done! it mingleth now sweetly with the cloth of gold upon the saddle, running here and there, as if it had life and faculties and business, and were working thereupon some newer and cunninger device. O my beauteous Eve! there is a Paradise about thee! the world is refreshed as thou movest and breathest on it. I cannot see or think of evil where thou art. I could throw my arms even here about thee. No signs for me! no shaking of sunbeams! no reproof or frown of wonderment. — I will say it — now, then, for worse — I could close with my kisses thy half-open lips, ay, and those lovely and loving eyes, before the people.
 

Godiva. To-morrow you shall kiss me, and they shall bless you for it. I shall be very pale, for to-night I must fast and pray.
 

Leofric. I do not hear thee; the voices of the folk are so loud under this archway.
 

Godiva. [To herself.] God help them! good kind souls! I hope they will not crowd about me so to-morrow. O Leofric! could my name be forgotten, and yours alone remembered! But perhaps my innocence may save me from reproach; and how many as innocent are in fear and famine! No eye will open on me but fresh from tears. What a young mother for so large a family! Shall my youth harm me? Under God’s hand it gives me courage. Ah! when will the morning come? Ah! when will the noon be over?
 

 
 

The story of Godiva, at one of whose festivals or fairs I was present in my boyhood, has always much interested me; and I wrote a poem on it, sitting, I remember, by the square pool at Rugby. When I showed it to the friend in whom I had most confidence, he began to scoff at the subject; and, on his reaching the last line, his laughter was loud and immoderate. This conversation has brought both laughter and stanza back to me, and the earnestness with which I entreated and implored my friend not to tell the lads, so heart-strickenly and desperately was I ashamed. The verses are these, if any one else should wish another laugh at me:
 

‘In every hour, in every mood,
O lady, it is sweet and good
To bathe the soul in prayer;
And, at the close of such a day,
When we have ceased to bless and pray,
To dream on thy long hair.’
 

May the peppermint be still growing on the bank in that place!
 
  


ESSEX AND SPENSER
 

Essex. Instantly on hearing of thy arrival from Ireland, I sent a message to thee, good Edmund, that I might learn, from one so judicious and dispassionate as thou art, the real state of things in that distracted country; it having pleased the queen’s Majesty to think of appointing me her deputy, in order to bring the rebellious to submission.
 

Spenser. Wisely and well considered; but more worthily of her judgment than her affection. May your lordship overcome, as you have ever done, the difficulties and dangers you foresee.
 

Essex. We grow weak by striking at random; and knowing that I must strike, and strike heavily, I would fain see exactly where the stroke shall fall.
 

Now what tale have you for us?
 

Spenser. Interrogate me, my lord, that I may answer each question distinctly, my mind being in sad confusion at what I have seen and undergone.
 

Essex. Give me thy account and opinion of these very affairs as thou leftest them; for I would rather know one part well than all imperfectly; and the violences of which I have heard within the day surpass belief.
 

Why weepest thou, my gentle Spenser? Have the rebels sacked thy house?
 

Spenser. They have plundered and utterly destroyed it.
 

Essex. I grieve for thee, and will see thee righted.
 

Spenser. In this they have little harmed me.
 

Essex. How! I have heard it reported that thy grounds are fertile, and thy mansion large and pleasant.
 

Spenser. If river and lake and meadow-ground and mountain could render any place the abode of pleasantness, pleasant was mine, indeed!
 

On the lovely banks of Mulla I found deep contentment. Under the dark alders did I muse and meditate. Innocent hopes were my gravest cares, and my playfullest fancy was with kindly wishes. Ah! surely of all cruelties the worst is to extinguish our kindness. Mine is gone: I love the people and the land no longer. My lord, ask me not about them: I may speak injuriously.
 

Essex. Think rather, then, of thy happier hours and busier occupations; these likewise may instruct me.
 

Spenser. The first seeds I sowed in the garden, ere the old castle was made habitable for my lovely bride, were acorns from Penshurst. I planted a little oak before my mansion at the birth of each child. My sons, I said to myself, shall often play in the shade of them when I am gone; and every year shall they take the measure of their growth, as fondly as I take theirs.
 

Essex. Well, well; but let not this thought make thee weep so bitterly.
 

Spenser. Poison may ooze from beautiful plants; deadly grief from dearest reminiscences. I must grieve, I must weep: it seems the law of God, and the only one that men are not disposed to contravene. In the performance of this alone do they effectually aid one another.
 

Essex. Spenser! I wish I had at hand any arguments or persuasions of force sufficient to remove thy sorrow; but, really, I am not in the habit of seeing men grieve at anything except the loss of favour at court, or of a hawk, or of a buck-hound. And were I to swear out condolences to a man of thy discernment, in the same round, roll-call phrases we employ with one another upon these occasions, I should be guilty, not of insincerity, but of insolence. True grief hath ever something sacred in it; and, when it visiteth a wise man and a brave one, is most holy.
 

Nay, kiss not my hand: he whom God smiteth hath God with him. In His presence what am I?
 

Spenser. Never so great, my lord, as at this hour, when you see aright who is greater. May He guide your counsels, and preserve your life and glory!
 

Essex. Where are thy friends? Are they with thee?
 

Spenser. Ah, where, indeed! Generous, true-hearted Philip! where art thou, whose presence was unto me peace and safety; whose smile was contentment, and whose praise renown? My lord! I cannot but think of him among still heavier losses: he was my earliest friend, and would have taught me wisdom.
 

Essex. Pastoral poetry, my dear Spenser, doth not require tears and lamentations. Dry thine eyes; rebuild thine house: the queen and council, I venture to promise thee, will make ample amends for every evil thou hast sustained. What! does that enforce thee to wail still louder?
 

Spenser. Pardon me, bear with me, most noble heart! I have lost what no council, no queen, no Essex, can restore.
 

Essex. We will see that. There are other swords, and other arms to yield them, beside a Leicester’s and a Raleigh’s. Others can crush their enemies, and serve their friends.
 

Spenser. O my sweet child! And of many so powerful, many so wise and so beneficent, was there none to save thee? None, none!
 

Essex. I now perceive that thou lamentest what almost every father is destined to lament. Happiness must be bought, although the payment may be delayed. Consider: the same calamity might have befallen thee here in London. Neither the houses of ambassadors, nor the palaces of kings, nor the altars of God Himself, are asylums against death. How do I know but under this very roof there may sleep some latent calamity, that in an instant shall cover with gloom every inmate of the house, and every far dependent?
 

Spenser. God avert it!
 

Essex. Every day, every hour of the year, do hundreds mourn what thou mournest.
 

Spenser. Oh, no, no, no! Calamities there are around us; calamities there are all over the earth; calamities there are in all seasons: but none in any season, none in any place, like mine.
 

Essex. So say all fathers, so say all husbands. Look at any old mansion-house, and let the sun shine as gloriously as it may on the golden vanes, or the arms recently quartered over the gateway or the embayed window, and on the happy pair that haply is toying at it: nevertheless, thou mayest say that of a certainty the same fabric hath seen much sorrow within its chambers, and heard many wailings; and each time this was the heaviest stroke of all. Funerals have passed along through the stout-hearted knights upon the wainscot, and amid the laughing nymphs upon the arras. Old servants have shaken their heads, as if somebody had deceived them, when they found that beauty and nobility could perish.
 

Edmund! the things that are too true pass by us as if they were not true at all; and when they have singled us out, then only do they strike us. Thou and I must go too. Perhaps the next year may blow us away with its fallen leaves.
 

Spenser. For you, my lord, many years (I trust) are waiting: I never shall see those fallen leaves. No leaf, no bud, will spring upon the earth before I sink into her breast for ever.
 

Essex. Thou, who art wiser than most men, shouldst bear with patience, equanimity, and courage what is common to all.
 

Spenser. Enough, enough, enough! Have all men seen their infant burnt to ashes before their eyes?
 

Essex. Gracious God! Merciful Father! what is this?
 

Spenser. Burnt alive! burnt to ashes! burnt to ashes! The flames dart their serpent tongues through the nursery window. I cannot quit thee, my Elizabeth! I cannot lay down our Edmund! Oh, these flames! They persecute, they enthral me; they curl round my temples; they hiss upon my brain; they taunt me with their fierce, foul voices; they carp at me, they wither me, they consume me, throwing back to me a little of life to roll and suffer in, with their fangs upon me. Ask me, my lord, the things you wish to know from me: I may answer them; I am now composed again. Command me, my gracious lord! I would yet serve you: soon I shall be unable. You have stooped to raise me up; you have borne with me; you have pitied me, even like one not powerful. You have brought comfort, and will leave it with me, for gratitude is comfort.
 

Oh! my memory stands all a-tiptoe on one burning point: when it drops from it, then it perishes. Spare me: ask me nothing; let me weep before you in peace — the kindest act of greatness.
 

Essex. I should rather have dared to mount into the midst of the conflagration than I now dare entreat thee not to weep. The tears that overflow thy heart, my Spenser, will staunch and heal it in their sacred stream; but not without hope in God.
 

Spenser. My hope in God is that I may soon see again what He has taken from me. Amid the myriads of angels, there is not one so beautiful; and even he (if there be any) who is appointed my guardian could never love me so. Ah! these are idle thoughts, vain wanderings, distempered dreams. If there ever were guardian angels, he who so wanted one — my helpless boy — would not have left these arms upon my knees.
 

Essex. God help and sustain thee, too gentle Spenser! I never will desert thee. But what am I? Great they have called me! Alas, how powerless, then, and infantile is greatness in the presence of calamity!
 

Come, give me thy hand: let us walk up and down the gallery. Bravely done! I will envy no more a Sidney or a Raleigh.
 
  


LORD BACON AND RICHARD HOOKER
 

Bacon. Hearing much of your worthiness and wisdom, Master Richard Hooker, I have besought your comfort and consolation in this my too heavy affliction: for we often do stand in need of hearing what we know full well, and our own balsams must be poured into our breasts by another’s hand. As the air at our doors is sometimes more expeditious in removing pain and heaviness from the body than the most far-fetched remedies would be, so the voice alone of a neighbourly and friendly visitant may be more effectual in assuaging our sorrows, than whatever is most forcible in rhetoric and most recondite in wisdom. On these occasions we cannot put ourselves in a posture to receive the latter, and still less are we at leisure to look into the corners of our store-room, and to uncurl the leaves of our references. As for Memory, who, you may tell me, would save us the trouble, she is footsore enough in all conscience with me, without going farther back. Withdrawn as you live from court and courtly men, and having ears occupied by better reports than such as are flying about me, yet haply so hard a case as mine, befalling a man heretofore not averse from the studies in which you take delight, may have touched you with some concern.
 

Hooker. I do think, my Lord of Verulam, that, unhappy as you appear, God in sooth has forgone to chasten you, and that the day which in His wisdom He appointed for your trial, was the very day on which the king’s Majesty gave unto your ward and custody the great seal of his English realm. And yet perhaps it may be — let me utter it without offence — that your features and stature were from that day forward no longer what they were before. Such an effect do power and rank and office produce even on prudent and religious men.
 

A hound’s whelp howleth, if you pluck him up above where he stood: man, in much greater peril from falling, doth rejoice. You, my lord, as befitted you, are smitten and contrite, and do appear in deep wretchedness and tribulation to your servants and those about you; but I know that there is always a balm which lies uppermost in these afflictions, and that no heart rightly softened can be very sore.
 

Bacon. And yet, Master Richard, it is surely no small matter to lose the respect of those who looked up to us for countenance; and the favour of a right learned king; and, O Master Hooker, such a power of money! But money is mere dross. I should always hold it so, if it possessed not two qualities: that of making men treat us reverently, and that of enabling us to help the needy.
 

Hooker. The respect, I think, of those who respect us for what a fool can give and a rogue can take away, may easily be dispensed with; but it is indeed a high prerogative to help the needy; and when it pleases the Almighty to deprive us of it, let us believe that He foreknoweth our inclination to negligence in the charge entrusted to us, and that in His mercy He hath removed from us a most fearful responsibility.
 

Bacon. I know a number of poor gentlemen to whom I could have rendered aid.
 

Hooker. Have you examined and sifted their worthiness?
 

Bacon. Well and deeply.
 

Hooker. Then must you have known them long before your adversity, and while the means of succouring them were in your hands.
 

Bacon. You have circumvented and entrapped me, Master Hooker. Faith! I am mortified: you the schoolman, I the schoolboy!
 

Hooker. Say not so, my lord. Your years, indeed, are fewer than mine, by seven or thereabout; but your knowledge is far higher, your experience richer. Our wits are not always in blossom upon us. When the roses are overcharged and languid, up springs a spike of rue. Mortified on such an occasion? God forfend it! But again to the business. I should never be over-penitent for my neglect of needy gentlemen who have neglected themselves much worse. They have chosen their profession with its chances and contingencies. If they had protected their country by their courage or adorned it by their studies, they would have merited, and under a king of such learning and such equity would have received in some sort, their reward. I look upon them as so many old cabinets of ivory and tortoise-shell, scratched, flawed, splintered, rotten, defective both within and without, hard to unlock, insecure to lock up again, unfit to use.
 

Bacon. Methinks it beginneth to rain, Master Richard. What if we comfort our bodies with a small cup of wine, against the ill-temper of the air. Wherefore, in God’s name, are you affrightened?
 

Hooker. Not so, my lord; not so.
 

Bacon. What then affects you?
 

Hooker. Why, indeed, since your lordship interrogates me — I looked, idly and imprudently, into that rich buffet; and I saw, unless the haze of the weather has come into the parlour, or my sight is the worse for last night’s reading, no fewer than six silver pints. Surely, six tables for company are laid only at coronations.
 

Bacon. There are many men so squeamish that forsooth they would keep a cup to themselves, and never communicate it to their nearest and best friend; a fashion which seems to me offensive in an honest house, where no disease of ill repute ought to be feared. We have lately, Master Richard, adopted strange fashions; we have run into the wildest luxuries. The Lord Leicester, I heard it from my father — God forfend it should ever be recorded in our history! — when he entertained Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle, laid before her Majesty a fork of pure silver. I the more easily credit it, as Master Thomas Coriatt doth vouch for having seen the same monstrous sign of voluptuousness at Venice. We are surely the especial favourites of Providence, when such wantonness hath not melted us quite away. After this portent, it would otherwise have appeared incredible that we should have broken the Spanish Armada.
 

Pledge me: hither comes our wine.
 

[To the Servant.] Dolt! villain! is not this the beverage I reserve for myself?
 

The blockhead must imagine that Malmsey runs in a stream under the ocean, like the Alpheus. Bear with me, good Master Hooker, but verily I have little of this wine, and I keep it as a medicine for my many and growing infirmities. You are healthy at present: God in His infinite mercy long maintain you so! Weaker drink is more wholesome for you. The lighter ones of France are best accommodated by Nature to our constitutions, and therefore she has placed them so within our reach that we have only to stretch out our necks, in a manner, and drink them from the vat. But this Malmsey, this Malmsey, flies from centre to circumference, and makes youthful blood boil.
 

Hooker. Of a truth, my knowledge in such matters is but spare. My Lord of Canterbury once ordered part of a goblet, containing some strong Spanish wine, to be taken to me from his table when I dined by sufferance with his chaplains, and, although a most discreet, prudent man as befitteth his high station, was not so chary of my health as your lordship. Wine is little to be trifled with, physic less. The Cretans, the brewers of this Malmsey, have many aromatic and powerful herbs among them. On their mountains, and notably on Ida, grows that dittany which works such marvels, and which perhaps may give activity to this hot medicinal drink of theirs. I would not touch it, knowingly: an unregarded leaf, dropped into it above the ordinary, might add such puissance to the concoction as almost to break the buckles in my shoes; since we have good and valid authority that the wounded hart, on eating thereof, casts the arrow out of his haunch or entrails, although it stuck a palm deep.
 

Bacon. When I read of such things I doubt them. Religion and politics belong to God, and to God’s vicegerent the king; we must not touch upon them unadvisedly: but if I could procure a plant of dittany on easy terms, I would persuade my apothecary and my gamekeeper to make some experiments.
 

Hooker. I dare not distrust what grave writers have declared in matters beyond my knowledge.
 

Bacon. Good Master Hooker, I have read many of your reasonings, and they are admirably well sustained: added to which, your genius has given such a strong current to your language as can come only from a mighty elevation and a most abundant plenteousness. Yet forgive me, in God’s name, my worthy master, if you descried in me some expression of wonder at your simplicity. We are all weak and vulnerable somewhere: common men in the higher parts; heroes, as was feigned of Achilles, in the lower. You would define to a hair’s-breadth the qualities, states, and dependencies of principalities, dominations, and powers; you would be unerring about the apostles and the churches; and ’tis marvellous how you wander about a pot-herb!
 

Hooker. I know my poor weak intellects, most noble lord, and how scantily they have profited by my hard painstaking. Comprehending few things, and those imperfectly, I say only what others have said before, wise men and holy; and if, by passing through my heart into the wide world around me, it pleaseth God that this little treasure shall have lost nothing of its weight and pureness, my exultation is then the exultation of humility. Wisdom consisteth not in knowing many things, nor even in knowing them thoroughly; but in choosing and in following what conduces the most certainly to our lasting happiness and true glory. And this wisdom, my Lord of Verulam, cometh from above.
 

Bacon. I have observed among the well-informed and the ill-informed nearly the same quantity of infirmities and follies: those who are rather the wiser keep them separate, and those who are wisest of all keep them better out of sight. Now, examine the sayings and writings of the prime philosophers, and you will often find them, Master Richard, to be untruths made to resemble truths. The business with them is to approximate as nearly as possible, and not to touch it: the goal of the charioteer is evitata fervidis rotis, as some poet saith. But we who care nothing for chants and cadences, and have no time to catch at applauses, push forward over stones and sands straightway to our object. I have persuaded men, and shall persuade them for ages, that I possess a wide range of thought unexplored by others, and first thrown open by me, with many fair enclosures of choice and abstruse knowledge. I have incited and instructed them to examine all subjects of useful and rational inquiry; few that occurred to me have I myself left untouched or untried: one, however, hath almost escaped me, and surely one worth the trouble.
 

Hooker. Pray, my lord, if I am guilty of no indiscretion, what may it be?
 

Bacon. Francis Bacon.
 
  


OLIVER CROMWELL AND WALTER NOBLE
 

Cromwell. What brings thee back from Staffordshire, friend Walter?
 

Noble. I hope, General Cromwell, to persuade you that the death of Charles will be considered by all Europe as a most atrocious action.
 

Cromwell. Thou hast already persuaded me: what then?
 

Noble. Surely, then, you will prevent it, for your authority is great. Even those who upon their consciences found him guilty would remit the penalty of blood, some from policy, some from mercy. I have conversed with Hutchinson, with Ludlow, your friend and mine, with Henry Nevile, and Walter Long: you will oblige these worthy friends, and unite in your favour the suffrages of the truest and trustiest men living. There are many others, with whom I am in no habits of intercourse, who are known to entertain the same sentiments; and these also are among the country gentlemen, to whom our parliament owes the better part of its reputation.
 

Cromwell. You country gentlemen bring with you into the People’s House a freshness and sweet savour which our citizens lack mightily. I would fain merit your esteem, heedless of those pursy fellows from hulks and warehouses, with one ear lappeted by the pen behind it, and the other an heirloom, as Charles would have had it, in Laud’s Star-chamber. Oh, they are proud and bloody men! My heart melts; but, alas! my authority is null: I am the servant of the Commonwealth. I will not, dare not, betray it. If Charles Stuart had threatened my death only, in the letter we ripped out of the saddle, I would have reproved him manfully and turned him adrift: but others are concerned; lives more precious than mine, worn as it is with fastings, prayers, long services, and preyed upon by a pouncing disease. The Lord hath led him into the toils laid for the innocent. Foolish man! he never could eschew evil counsel.
 

Noble. In comparison with you, he is but as a pinnacle to a buttress. I acknowledge his weaknesses, and cannot wink upon his crimes: but that which you visit as the heaviest of them perhaps was not so, although the most disastrous to both parties — the bearing of arms against his people. He fought for what he considered his hereditary property; we do the same: should we be hanged for losing a lawsuit?
 

Cromwell. No, unless it is the second. Thou talkest finely and foolishly, Wat, for a man of thy calm discernment. If a rogue holds a pistol to my breast, do I ask him who he is? Do I care whether his doublet be of cat-skin or of dog-skin? Fie upon such wicked sophisms! Marvellous, how the devil works upon good men’s minds!
 

Noble. Charles was always more to be dreaded by his friends than by his enemies, and now by neither.
 

Cromwell. God forbid that Englishmen should be feared by Englishmen! but to be daunted by the weakest, to bend before the worst — I tell thee, Walter Noble, if Moses and the prophets commanded me to this villainy, I would draw back and mount my horse.
 

Noble. I wish that our history, already too dark with blood, should contain, as far as we are concerned in it, some unpolluted pages.
 

Cromwell. ‘Twere better, much better. Never shall I be called, I promise thee, an unnecessary shedder of blood. Remember, my good, prudent friend, of what materials our sectaries are composed: what hostility against all eminence, what rancour against all glory. Not only kingly power offends them, but every other; and they talk of putting to the sword, as if it were the quietest, gentlest, and most ordinary thing in the world. The knaves even dictate from their stools and benches to men in armour, bruised and bleeding for them; and with school-dames’ scourges in their fists do they give counsel to those who protect them from the cart and halter. In the name of the Lord, I must spit outright (or worse) upon these crackling bouncing firebrands, before I can make them tractable.
 

Noble. I lament their blindness; but follies wear out the faster by being hard run upon. This fermenting sourness will presently turn vapid, and people will cast it out. I am not surprised that you are discontented and angry at what thwarts your better nature. But come, Cromwell, overlook them, despise them, and erect to yourself a glorious name by sparing a mortal enemy.
 

Cromwell. A glorious name, by God’s blessing, I will erect; and all our fellow-labourers shall rejoice at it: but I see better than they do the blow descending on them, and my arm better than theirs can ward it off. Noble, thy heart overflows with kindness for Charles Stuart: if he were at liberty to-morrow by thy intercession, he would sign thy death-warrant the day after, for serving the Commonwealth. A generation of vipers! there is nothing upright nor grateful in them: never was there a drop of even Scotch blood in their veins. Indeed, we have a clue to their bedchamber still hanging on the door, and I suspect that an Italian fiddler or French valet has more than once crossed the current.
 

Noble. That may be: nor indeed is it credible that any royal or courtly family has gone on for three generations without a spur from interloper. Look at France! some stout Parisian saint performed the last miracle there.
 

Cromwell. Now thou talkest gravely and sensibly: I could hear thee discourse thus for hours together.
 

Noble. Hear me, Cromwell, with equal patience on matters more important. We all have our sufferings: why increase one another’s wantonly? Be the blood Scotch or English, French or Italian, a drummer’s or a buffoon’s, it carries a soul upon its stream; and every soul has many places to touch at, and much business to perform, before it reaches its ultimate destination. Abolish the power of Charles; extinguish not his virtues. Whatever is worthy to be loved for anything is worthy to be preserved. A wise and dispassionate legislator, if any such should arise among men, will not condemn to death him who has done, or is likely to do, more service than injury to society. Blocks and gibbets are the nearest objects to ours, and their business is never with virtues or with hopes.
 

Cromwell. Walter! Walter! we laugh at speculators.
 

Noble. Many indeed are ready enough to laugh at speculators, because many profit, or expect to profit, by established and widening abuses. Speculations toward evil lose their name by adoption; speculations towards good are for ever speculations, and he who hath proposed them is a chimerical and silly creature. Among the matters under this denomination I never find a cruel project, I never find an oppressive or unjust one: how happens it?
 

Cromwell. Proportions should exist in all things. Sovereigns are paid higher than others for their office; they should therefore be punished more severely for abusing it, even if the consequences of this abuse were in nothing more grievous or extensive. We cannot clap them in the stocks conveniently, nor whip them at the market-place. Where there is a crown there must be an axe: I would keep it there only.
 

Noble. Lop off the rotten, press out the poisonous, preserve the rest; let it suffice to have given this memorable example of national power and justice.
 

Cromwell. Justice is perfect; an attribute of God: we must not trifle with it.
 

Noble. Should we be less merciful to our fellow-creatures than to our domestic animals? Before we deliver them to be killed, we weigh their services against their inconveniences. On the foundation of policy, when we have no better, let us erect the trophies of humanity: let us consider that, educated in the same manner and situated in the same position, we ourselves might have acted as reprovably. Abolish that for ever which must else for ever generate abuses; and attribute the faults of the man to the office, not the faults of the office to the man.
 

Cromwell. I have no bowels for hypocrisy, and I abominate and detest kingship.
 

Noble. I abominate and detest hangmanship; but in certain stages of society both are necessary. Let them go together; we want neither now.
 

Cromwell. Men, like nails, lose their usefulness when they lose their direction and begin to bend: such nails are then thrown into the dust or into the furnace. I must do my duty; I must accomplish what is commanded me; I must not be turned aside. I am loath to be cast into the furnace or the dust; but God’s will be done! Prithee, Wat, since thou readest, as I see, the books of philosophers, didst thou ever hear of Digby’s remedies by sympathy?
 

Noble. Yes, formerly.
 

Cromwell. Well, now, I protest, I do believe there is something in them. To cure my headache, I must breathe a vein in the neck of Charles.
 

Noble. Oliver, Oliver! others are wittiest over wine, thou over blood: cold-hearted, cruel man.
 

Cromwell. Why, dost thou verily think me so, Walter? Perhaps thou art right in the main: but He alone who fashioned me in my mother’s womb, and who sees things deeper than we do, knows that.
 
  


LORD BROOKE AND SIR PHILIP SIDNEY
 

Lord Brooke is less known than the personage with whom he converses, and upon whose friendship he had the virtue and good sense to found his chief distinction. On his monument at Warwick, written by himself, we read that he was servant of Queen Elizabeth, counsellor of King James and friend of Sir Philip Sidney. His style is stiff, but his sentiments are sound and manly.
 

 
 

Brooke. I come again unto the woods and unto the wilds of Penshurst, whither my heart and the friend of my heart have long invited me.
 

Sidney. Welcome, welcome! And now, Greville, seat yourself under this oak; since if you had hungered or thirsted from your journey, you would have renewed the alacrity of your old servants in the hall.
 

Brooke. In truth I did; for no otherwise the good household would have it. The birds met me first, affrightened by the tossing up of caps; and by these harbingers I knew who were coming. When my palfrey eyed them askance for their clamorousness, and shrank somewhat back, they quarrelled with him almost before they saluted me, and asked him many pert questions. What a pleasant spot, Sidney, have you chosen here for meditation! A solitude is the audience-chamber of God. Few days in our year are like this; there is a fresh pleasure in every fresh posture of the limbs, in every turn the eye takes.
 

Youth! credulous of happiness, throw down Upon this turf thy wallet — stored and swoln With morrow-morns, bird-eggs, and bladders burst — That tires thee with its wagging to and fro: Thou too wouldst breathe more freely for it, Age! Who lackest heart to laugh at life’s deceit.
 

It sometimes requires a stout push, and sometimes a sudden resistance, in the wisest men, not to become for a moment the most foolish. What have I done? I have fairly challenged you, so much my master.
 

Sidney. You have warmed me: I must cool a little and watch my opportunity. So now, Greville, return you to your invitations, and I will clear the ground for the company; for Youth, for Age, and whatever comes between, with kindred and dependencies. Verily we need no taunts like those in your verses: here we have few vices, and consequently few repinings. I take especial care that my young labourers and farmers shall never be idle, and I supply them with bows and arrows, with bowls and ninepins, for their Sunday evening, lest they drink and quarrel. In church they are taught to love God; after church they are practised to love their neighbour: for business on workdays keeps them apart and scattered, and on market-days they are prone to a rivalry bordering on malice, as competitors for custom. Goodness does not more certainly make men happy than happiness makes them good. We must distinguish between felicity and prosperity; for prosperity leads often to ambition, and ambition to disappointment: the course is then over; the wheel turns round but once; while the reaction of goodness and happiness is perpetual.
 

Brooke. You reason justly and you act rightly. Piety — warm, soft, and passive as the ether round the throne of Grace — is made callous and inactive by kneeling too much: her vitality faints under rigorous and wearisome observances. A forced match between a man and his religion sours his temper, and leaves a barren bed.
 

Sidney. Desire of lucre, the worst and most general country vice, arises here from the necessity of looking to small gains; it is, however, but the tartar that encrusts economy.
 

Brooke. Oh that anything so monstrous should exist in this profusion and prodigality of blessings! The herbs, elastic with health, seem to partake of sensitive and animated life, and to feel under my hand the benediction I would bestow on them. What a hum of satisfaction in God’s creatures! How is it, Sidney, the smallest do seem the happiest?
 

Sidney. Compensation for their weaknesses and their fears; compensation for the shortness of their existence. Their spirits mount upon the sunbeam above the eagle; and they have more enjoyment in their one summer than the elephant in his century.
 

Brooke. Are not also the little and lowly in our species the most happy?
 

Sidney. I would not willingly try nor over-curiously examine it. We, Greville, are happy in these parks and forests: we were happy in my close winter-walk of box and laurustine. In our earlier days did we not emboss our bosoms with the daffodils, and shake them almost unto shedding with our transport? Ay, my friend, there is a greater difference, both in the stages of life and in the seasons of the year, than in the conditions of men: yet the healthy pass through the seasons, from the clement to the inclement, not only unreluctantly but rejoicingly, knowing that the worst will soon finish, and the best begin anew; and we are desirous of pushing forward into every stage of life, excepting that alone which ought reasonably to allure us most, as opening to us the Via Sacra, along which we move in triumph to our eternal country. We may in some measure frame our minds for the reception of happiness, for more or for less; we should, however, well consider to what port we are steering in search of it, and that even in the richest its quantity is but too exhaustible. There is a sickliness in the firmest of us, which induceth us to change our side, though reposing ever so softly: yet, wittingly or unwittingly, we turn again soon into our old position.
 

God hath granted unto both of us hearts easily contented, hearts fitted for every station, because fitted for every duty. What appears the dullest may contribute most to our genius; what is most gloomy may soften the seeds and relax the fibres of gaiety. We enjoy the solemnity of the spreading oak above us: perhaps we owe to it in part the mood of our minds at this instant; perhaps an inanimate thing supplies me, while I am speaking, with whatever I possess of animation. Do you imagine that any contest of shepherds can afford them the same pleasure as I receive from the description of it; or that even in their loves, however innocent and faithful, they are so free from anxiety as I am while I celebrate them? The exertion of intellectual power, of fancy and imagination, keeps from us greatly more than their wretchedness, and affords us greatly more than their enjoyment. We are motes in the midst of generations: we have our sunbeams to circuit and climb. Look at the summits of the trees around us, how they move, and the loftiest the most: nothing is at rest within the compass of our view, except the grey moss on the park-pales. Let it eat away the dead oak, but let it not be compared with the living one.
 

Poets are in general prone to melancholy; yet the most plaintive ditty hath imparted a fuller joy, and of longer duration, to its composer, than the conquest of Persia to the Macedonian. A bottle of wine bringeth as much pleasure as the acquisition of a kingdom, and not unlike it in kind: the senses in both cases are confused and perverted.
 

Brooke. Merciful Heaven! and for the fruition of an hour’s drunkenness, from which they must awaken with heaviness, pain, and terror, men consume a whole crop of their kind at one harvest home. Shame upon those light ones who carol at the feast of blood! and worse upon those graver ones who nail upon their escutcheon the name of great! Ambition is but Avarice on stilts and masked. God sometimes sends a famine, sometimes a pestilence, and sometimes a hero, for the chastisement of mankind; none of them surely for our admiration. Only some cause like unto that which is now scattering the mental fog of the Netherlands, and is preparing them for the fruits of freedom, can justify us in drawing the sword abroad.
 

Sidney. And only the accomplishment of our purpose can permit us again to sheathe it; for the aggrandizement of our neighbour is nought of detriment to us: on the contrary, if we are honest and industrious, his wealth is ours. We have nothing to dread while our laws are equitable and our impositions light: but children fly from mothers who strip and scourge them.
 

Brooke. We are come to an age when we ought to read and speak plainly what our discretion tells us is fit: we are not to be set in a corner for mockery and derision, with our hands hanging down motionless and our pockets turned inside out.
 

 
 

But away, away with politics: let not this city-stench infect our fresh country air!
 
  


SOUTHEY AND PORSON
 

Porson. I suspect, Mr. Southey, you are angry with me for the freedom with which I have spoken of your poetry and Wordsworth’s.
 

Southey. What could have induced you to imagine it, Mr. Professor? You have indeed bent your eyes upon me, since we have been together, with somewhat of fierceness and defiance: I presume you fancied me to be a commentator. You wrong me in your belief that any opinion on my poetical works hath molested me; but you afford me more than compensation in supposing me acutely sensible of injustice done to Wordsworth. If we must converse on these topics, we will converse on him. What man ever existed who spent a more inoffensive life, or adorned it with nobler studies?
 

Porson. I believe so; and they who attack him with virulence are men of as little morality as reflection. I have demonstrated that one of them, he who wrote the Pursuits of Literature, could not construe a Greek sentence or scan a verse; and I have fallen on the very Index from which he drew out his forlorn hope on the parade. This is incomparably the most impudent fellow I have met with in the course of my reading, which has lain, you know, in a province where impudence is no rarity.
 

 
 

I had visited a friend in King’s Road when he entered.
 

‘Have you seen the Review?’ cried he. ‘Worse than ever! I am resolved to insert a paragraph in the papers, declaring that I had no concern in the last number.’
 

‘Is it so very bad?’ said I, quietly.
 

‘Infamous! detestable!’ exclaimed he.
 

‘Sit down, then: nobody will believe you,’ was my answer.
 

Since that morning he has discovered that I drink harder than usual, that my faculties are wearing fast away, that once, indeed, I had some Greek in my head, but — he then claps the forefinger to the side of his nose, turns his eye slowly upward, and looks compassionately and calmly.
 

Southey. Come, Mr. Porson, grant him his merits: no critic is better contrived to make any work a monthly one, no writer more dexterous in giving a finishing touch.
 

Porson. The plagiary has a greater latitude of choice than we; and if he brings home a parsnip or turnip-top, when he could as easily have pocketed a nectarine or a pineapple, he must be a blockhead. I never heard the name of the Pursuer of Literature, who has little more merit in having stolen than he would have had if he had never stolen at all; and I have forgotten that other man’s, who evinced his fitness to be the censor of our age, by a translation of the most naked and impure satires of antiquity — those of Juvenal, which owe their preservation to the partiality of the friars. I shall entertain an unfavourable opinion of him if he has translated them well: pray, has he?
 

Southey. Indeed, I do not know. I read poets for their poetry, and to extract that nutriment of the intellect and of the heart which poetry should contain. I never listen to the swans of the cesspool, and must declare that nothing is heavier to me than rottenness and corruption.
 

Porson. You are right, sir, perfectly right. A translator of Juvenal would open a public drain to look for a needle, and may miss it. My nose is not easily offended; but I must have something to fill my belly. Come, we will lay aside the scrip of the transpositor and the pouch of the pursuer, in reserve for the days of unleavened bread; and again, if you please, to the lakes and mountains. Now we are both in better humour, I must bring you to a confession that in your friend Wordsworth there is occasionally a little trash.
 

Southey. A haunch of venison would be trash to a Brahmin, a bottle of Burgundy to the xerif of Mecca. We are guided by precept, by habit, by taste, by constitution. Hitherto our sentiments on poetry have been delivered down to us from authority; and if it can be demonstrated, as I think it may be, that the authority is inadequate, and that the dictates are often inapplicable and often misinterpreted, you will allow me to remove the cause out of court. Every man can see what is very bad in a poem; almost every one can see what is very good: but you, Mr. Porson, who have turned over all the volumes of all the commentators, will inform me whether I am right or wrong in asserting that no critic hath yet appeared who hath been able to fix or to discern the exact degrees of excellence above a certain point.
 

Porson. None.
 

Southey. The reason is, because the eyes of no one have been upon a level with it. Supposing, for the sake of argument, the contest of Hesiod and Homer to have taken place: the judges who decided in favour of the worse, and he, indeed, in poetry has little merit, may have been elegant, wise, and conscientious men. Their decision was in favour of that to the species of which they had been the most accustomed. Corinna was preferred to Pindar no fewer than five times, and the best judges in Greece gave her the preference; yet whatever were her powers, and beyond a question they were extraordinary, we may assure ourselves that she stood many degrees below Pindar. Nothing is more absurd than the report that the judges were prepossessed by her beauty. Plutarch tells us that she was much older than her competitor, who consulted her judgment in his earlier odes. Now, granting their first competition to have been when Pindar was twenty years old, and that the others were in the years succeeding, her beauty must have been somewhat on the decline; for in Greece there are few women who retain the graces, none who retain the bloom of youth, beyond the twenty-third year. Her countenance, I doubt not, was expressive: but expression, although it gives beauty to men, makes women pay dearly for its stamp, and pay soon. Nature seems, in protection to their loveliness, to have ordered that they who are our superiors in quickness and sensibility should be little disposed to laborious thought, or to long excursions in the labyrinths of fancy. We may be convinced that the verdict of the judges was biased by nothing else than the habitudes of thinking; we may be convinced, too, that living in an age when poetry was cultivated highly, and selected from the most acute and the most dispassionate, they were subject to no greater errors of opinion than are the learned messmates of our English colleges.
 

Porson. You are more liberal in your largesses to the fair Greeks than a friend of mine was, who resided in Athens to acquire the language. He assured me that beauty there was in bud at thirteen, in full blossom at fifteen, losing a leaf or two every day at seventeen, trembling on the thorn at nineteen, and under the tree at twenty.
 

Southey. Mr. Porson, it does not appear to me that anything more is necessary, in the first instance, than to interrogate our hearts in what manner they have been affected. If the ear is satisfied; if at one moment a tumult is aroused in the breast, and tranquillized at another, with a perfect consciousness of equal power exerted in both cases; if we rise up from the perusal of the work with a strong excitement to thought, to imagination, to sensibility; above all, if we sat down with some propensities toward evil, and walk away with much stronger toward good, in the midst of a world which we never had entered and of which we never had dreamed before — shall we perversely put on again the old man of criticism, and dissemble that we have been conducted by a most beneficent and most potent genius? Nothing proves to me so manifestly in what a pestiferous condition are its lazarettos, as when I observe how little hath been objected against those who have substituted words for things, and how much against those who have reinstated things for words.
 

Let Wordsworth prove to the world that there may be animation without blood and broken bones, and tenderness remote from the stews. Some will doubt it; for even things the most evident are often but little perceived and strangely estimated. Swift ridiculed the music of Handel and the generalship of Marlborough; Pope the perspicacity and the scholarship of Bentley; Gray the abilities of Shaftesbury and the eloquence of Rousseau. Shakespeare hardly found those who would collect his tragedies; Milton was read from godliness; Virgil was antiquated and rustic; Cicero, Asiatic. What a rabble has persecuted my friend! An elephant is born to be consumed by ants in the midst of his unapproachable solitudes: Wordsworth is the prey of Jeffrey. Why repine? Let us rather amuse ourselves with allegories, and recollect that God in the creation left His noblest creature at the mercy of a serpent.
 

 
 

Porson. Wordsworth goes out of his way to be attacked; he picks up a piece of dirt, throws it on the carpet in the midst of the company, and cries, This is a better man than any of you! He does indeed mould the base material into what form he chooses; but why not rather invite us to contemplate it than challenge us to condemn it? Here surely is false taste.
 

Southey. The principal and the most general accusation against him is, that the vehicle of his thoughts is unequal to them. Now did ever the judges at the Olympic games say: ‘We would have awarded to you the meed of victory, if your chariot had been equal to your horses: it is true they have won; but the people are displeased at a car neither new nor richly gilt, and without a gryphon or sphinx engraved on the axle’? You admire simplicity in Euripides; you censure it in Wordsworth: believe me, sir, it arises in neither from penury of thought — which seldom has produced it — but from the strength of temperance, and at the suggestion of principle.
 

Take up a poem of Wordsworth’s and read it — I would rather say, read them all; and, knowing that a mind like yours must grasp closely what comes within it, I will then appeal to you whether any poet of our country, since Milton, hath exerted greater powers with less of strain and less of ostentation. I would, however, by his permission, lay before you for this purpose a poem which is yet unpublished and incomplete.
 

Porson. Pity, with such abilities, he does not imitate the ancients somewhat more.
 

Southey. Whom did they imitate? If his genius is equal to theirs he has no need of a guide. He also will be an ancient; and the very counterparts of those who now decry him will extol him a thousand years hence in malignity to the moderns.
 
  


THE ABBÉ DELILLE AND WALTER LANDOR
 

The Abbé Delille was the happiest of creatures, when he could weep over the charms of innocence and the country in some crowded and fashionable circle at Paris. We embraced most pathetically on our first meeting there, as if the one were condemned to quit the earth, the other to live upon it.
 

Delille. You are reported to have said that descriptive poetry has all the merits of a handkerchief that smells of roses?
 

Landor. This, if I said it, is among the things which are neither false enough nor true enough to be displeasing. But the Abbé Delille has merits of his own. To translate Milton well is more laudable than originality in trifling matters; just as to transport an obelisk from Egypt, and to erect it in one of the squares, must be considered a greater labour than to build a new chandler’s shop.
 

Delille. Milton is indeed extremely difficult to translate; for, however noble and majestic, he is sometimes heavy, and often rough and unequal.
 

Landor. Dear Abbé, porphyry is heavy, gold is heavier; Ossa and Olympus are rough and unequal; the steppes of Tartary, though high, are of uniform elevation: there is not a rock, nor a birch, nor a cytisus, nor an arbutus upon them great enough to shelter a new-dropped lamb. Level the Alps one with another, and where is their sublimity? Raise up the vale of Tempe to the downs above, and where are those sylvan creeks and harbours in which the imagination watches while the soul reposes; those recesses in which the gods partook the weaknesses of mortals, and mortals the enjoyments of the gods?
 

You have treated our poet with courtesy and distinction; in your trimmed and measured dress, he might be taken for a Frenchman. Do not think me flattering. You have conducted Eve from Paradise to Paris, and she really looks prettier and smarter than before she tripped. With what elegance she rises from a most awful dream! You represent her (I repeat your expression) as springing up en sursaut, as if you had caught her asleep and tickled the young creature on that sofa.
 

Homer and Virgil have been excelled in sublimity by Shakespeare and Milton, as the Caucasus and Atlas of the old world by the Andes and Teneriffe of the new; but you would embellish them all.
 

Delille. I owe to Voltaire my first sentiment of admiration for Milton and Shakespeare.
 

Landor. He stuck to them as a woodpecker to an old forest-tree, only for the purpose of picking out what was rotten: he has made the holes deeper than he found them, and, after all his cries and chatter, has brought home but scanty sustenance to his starveling nest.
 

Delille. You must acknowledge that there are fine verses in his tragedies.
 

Landor. Whenever such is the first observation, be assured, M. l’Abbé, that the poem, if heroic or dramatic, is bad. Should a work of this kind be excellent, we say, ‘How admirably the characters are sustained! What delicacy of discrimination! There is nothing to be taken away or altered without an injury to the part or to the whole.’ We may afterward descend on the versification. In poetry, there is a greater difference between the good and the excellent than there is between the bad and the good. Poetry has no golden mean; mediocrity here is of another metal, which Voltaire, however, had skill enough to encrust and polish. In the least wretched of his tragedies, whatever is tolerable is Shakespeare’s; but, gracious Heaven! how deteriorated! When he pretends to extol a poet he chooses some defective part, and renders it more so whenever he translates it. I will repeat a few verses from Metastasio in support of my assertion. Metastasio was both a better critic and a better poet, although of the second order in each quality; his tyrants are less philosophical, and his chambermaids less dogmatic. Voltaire was, however, a man of abilities, and author of many passable epigrams, beside those which are contained in his tragedies and heroics; yet it must be confessed that, like your Parisian lackeys, they are usually the smartest when out of place.
 

Delille. What you call epigram gives life and spirit to grave works, and seems principally wanted to relieve a long poem. I do not see why what pleases us in a star should not please us in a constellation.
 
  


DIOGENES AND PLATO
 

Diogenes. Stop! stop! come hither! Why lookest thou so scornfully and askance upon me?
 

Plato. Let me go! loose me! I am resolved to pass.
 

Diogenes. Nay, then, by Jupiter and this tub! thou leavest three good ells of Milesian cloth behind thee. Whither wouldst thou amble?
 

Plato. I am not obliged in courtesy to tell you.
 

Diogenes. Upon whose errand? Answer me directly.
 

Plato. Upon my own.
 

Diogenes. Oh, then, I will hold thee yet awhile. If it were upon another’s, it might be a hardship to a good citizen, though not to a good philosopher.
 

Plato. That can be no impediment to my release: you do not think me one.
 

Diogenes. No, by my Father Jove!
 

Plato. Your father!
 

Diogenes. Why not? Thou shouldst be the last man to doubt it. Hast not thou declared it irrational to refuse our belief to those who assert that they are begotten by the gods, though the assertion (these are thy words) be unfounded on reason or probability? In me there is a chance of it: whereas in the generation of such people as thou art fondest of frequenting, who claim it loudly, there are always too many competitors to leave it probable.
 

Plato. Those who speak against the great do not usually speak from morality, but from envy.
 

Diogenes. Thou hast a glimpse of the truth in this place, but as thou hast already shown thy ignorance in attempting to prove to me what a man is, ill can I expect to learn from thee what is a great man.
 

Plato. No doubt your experience and intercourse will afford me the information.
 

Diogenes. Attend, and take it. The great man is he who hath nothing to fear and nothing to hope from another. It is he who, while he demonstrates the iniquity of the laws, and is able to correct them, obeys them peaceably. It is he who looks on the ambitious both as weak and fraudulent. It is he who hath no disposition or occasion for any kind of deceit, no reason for being or for appearing different from what he is. It is he who can call together the most select company when it pleases him.
 

Plato. Excuse my interruption. In the beginning of your definition I fancied that you were designating your own person, as most people do in describing what is admirable; now I find that you have some other in contemplation.
 

Diogenes. I thank thee for allowing me what perhaps I do possess, but what I was not then thinking of; as is often the case with rich possessors: in fact, the latter part of the description suits me as well as any portion of the former.
 

Plato. You may call together the best company, by using your hands in the call, as you did with me; otherwise I am not sure that you would succeed in it.
 

Diogenes. My thoughts are my company; I can bring them together, select them, detain them, dismiss them. Imbecile and vicious men cannot do any of these things. Their thoughts are scattered, vague, uncertain, cumbersome: and the worst stick to them the longest; many indeed by choice, the greater part by necessity, and accompanied, some by weak wishes, others by vain remorse.
 

Plato. Is there nothing of greatness, O Diogenes! in exhibiting how cities and communities may be governed best, how morals may be kept the purest, and power become the most stable?
 

Diogenes.
Something of greatness does not constitute the great man. Let me, however, see him who hath done what thou sayest: he must be the most universal and the most indefatigable traveller, he must also be the oldest creature, upon earth.
 

Plato. How so?
 

Diogenes. Because he must know perfectly the climate, the soil, the situation, the peculiarities, of the races, of their allies, of their enemies; he must have sounded their harbours, he must have measured the quantity of their arable land and pasture, of their woods and mountains; he must have ascertained whether there are fisheries on their coasts, and even what winds are prevalent. On these causes, with some others, depend the bodily strength, the numbers, the wealth, the wants, the capacities of the people.
 

Plato. Such are low thoughts.
 

Diogenes. The bird of wisdom flies low, and seeks her food under hedges: the eagle himself would be starved if he always soared aloft and against the sun. The sweetest fruit grows near the ground, and the plants that bear it require ventilation and lopping. Were this not to be done in thy garden, every walk and alley, every plot and border, would be covered with runners and roots, with boughs and suckers. We want no poets or logicians or metaphysicians to govern us: we want practical men, honest men, continent men, unambitious men, fearful to solicit a trust, slow to accept, and resolute never to betray one. Experimentalists may be the best philosophers: they are always the worst politicians. Teach people their duties, and they will know their interests. Change as little as possible, and correct as much.
 

Philosophers are absurd from many causes, but principally from laying out unthriftily their distinctions. They set up four virtues: fortitude, prudence, temperance, and justice. Now a man may be a very bad one, and yet possess three out of the four. Every cut-throat must, if he has been a cut-throat on many occasions, have more fortitude and more prudence than the greater part of those whom we consider as the best men. And what cruel wretches, both executioners and judges, have been strictly just! how little have they cared what gentleness, what generosity, what genius, their sentence hath removed from the earth! Temperance and beneficence contain all other virtues. Take them home, Plato; split them, expound them; do what thou wilt with them, if thou but use them.
 

Before I gave thee this lesson, which is a better than thou ever gavest any one, and easier to remember, thou wert accusing me of invidiousness and malice against those whom thou callest the great, meaning to say the powerful. Thy imagination, I am well aware, had taken its flight toward Sicily, where thou seekest thy great man, as earnestly and undoubtingly as Ceres sought her Persephone. Faith! honest Plato, I have no reason to envy thy worthy friend Dionysius. Look at my nose! A lad seven or eight years old threw an apple at me yesterday, while I was gazing at the clouds, and gave me nose enough for two moderate men. Instead of such a godsend, what should I have thought of my fortune, if, after living all my lifetime among golden vases, rougher than my hand with their emeralds and rubies, their engravings and embossments; among Parian caryatides and porphyry sphinxes; among philosophers with rings upon their fingers and linen next their skin; and among singing-boys and dancing-girls, to whom alone thou speakest intelligibly — I ask thee again, what should I in reason have thought of my fortune, if, after these facilities and superfluities, I had at last been pelted out of my house, not by one young rogue, but by thousands of all ages, and not with an apple (I wish I could say a rotten one), but with pebbles and broken pots; and, to crown my deserts, had been compelled to become the teacher of so promising a generation? Great men, forsooth! thou knowest at last who they are.
 

Plato. There are great men of various kinds.
 

Diogenes. No, by my beard, are there not!
 

Plato. What! are there not great captains, great geometricians, great dialectitians?
 

Diogenes. Who denied it? A great man was the postulate. Try thy hand now at the powerful one.
 

Plato. On seeing the exercise of power, a child cannot doubt who is powerful, more or less; for power is relative. All men are weak, not only if compared to the Demiurgos, but if compared to the sea or the earth, or certain things upon each of them, such as elephants and whales. So placid and tranquil is the scene around us, we can hardly bring to mind the images of strength and force, the precipices, the abysses —— 
 

Diogenes. Prithee hold thy loose tongue, twinkling and glittering like a serpent’s in the midst of luxuriance and rankness! Did never this reflection of thine warn thee that, in human life, the precipices and abysses would be much farther from our admiration if we were less inconsiderate, selfish, and vile? I will not however stop thee long, for thou wert going on quite consistently. As thy great men are fighters and wranglers, so thy mighty things upon the earth and sea are troublesome and intractable encumbrances. Thou perceivedst not what was greater in the former case, neither art thou aware what is greater in this. Didst thou feel the gentle air that passed us?
 

Plato. I did not, just then.
 

Diogenes. That air, so gentle, so imperceptible to thee, is more powerful not only than all the creatures that breathe and live by it; not only than all the oaks of the forest, which it rears in an age and shatters in a moment; not only than all the monsters of the sea, but than the sea itself, which it tosses up into foam, and breaks against every rock in its vast circumference; for it carries in its bosom, with perfect calm and composure, the incontrollable ocean and the peopled earth, like an atom of a feather.
 

To the world’s turmoils and pageantries is attracted, not only the admiration of the populace, but the zeal of the orator, the enthusiasm of the poet, the investigation of the historian, and the contemplation of the philosopher: yet how silent and invisible are they in the depths of air! Do I say in those depths and deserts? No; I say in the distance of a swallow’s flight — at the distance she rises above us, ere a sentence brief as this could be uttered.
 

What are its mines and mountains? Fragments welded up and dislocated by the expansion of water from below; the most part reduced to mud, the rest to splinters. Afterwards sprang up fire in many places, and again tore and mangled the mutilated carcass, and still growls over it.
 

What are its cities and ramparts, and moles and monuments? Segments of a fragment, which one man puts together and another throws down. Here we stumble upon thy great ones at their work. Show me now, if thou canst, in history, three great warriors, or three great statesmen, who have acted otherwise than spiteful children.
 

Plato. I will begin to look for them in history when I have discovered the same number in the philosophers or the poets. A prudent man searches in his own garden after the plant he wants, before he casts his eyes over the stalls in Kenkrea or Keramicos.
 

Returning to your observation on the potency of the air, I am not ignorant or unmindful of it. May I venture to express my opinion to you, Diogenes, that the earlier discoverers and distributors of wisdom (which wisdom lies among us in ruins and remnants, partly distorted and partly concealed by theological allegory) meant by Jupiter the air in its agitated state; by Juno the air in its quiescent. These are the great agents, and therefore called the king and queen of the gods. Jupiter is denominated by Homer the compeller of clouds: Juno receives them, and remits them in showers to plants and animals.
 

I may trust you, I hope, O Diogenes?
 

Diogenes. Thou mayest lower the gods in my presence, as safely as men in the presence of Timon.
 

Plato. I would not lower them: I would exalt them.
 

Diogenes. More foolish and presumptuous still!
 

Plato. Fair words, O Sinopean! I protest to you my aim is truth.
 

Diogenes. I cannot lead thee where of a certainty thou mayest always find it; but I will tell thee what it is. Truth is a point; the subtilest and finest; harder than adamant; never to be broken, worn away, or blunted. Its only bad quality is, that it is sure to hurt those who touch it; and likely to draw blood, perhaps the life-blood, of those who press earnestly upon it. Let us away from this narrow lane skirted with hemlock, and pursue our road again through the wind and dust toward the great man and the powerful. Him I would call the powerful one who controls the storms of his mind, and turns to good account the worst accidents of his fortune. The great man, I was going on to demonstrate, is somewhat more. He must be able to do this, and he must have an intellect which puts into motion the intellect of others.
 

Plato. Socrates, then, was your great man.
 

Diogenes. He was indeed; nor can all thou hast attributed to him ever make me think the contrary. I wish he could have kept a little more at home, and have thought it as well worth his while to converse with his own children as with others.
 

Plato. He knew himself born for the benefit of the human race.
 

Diogenes. Those who are born for the benefit of the human race go but little into it: those who are born for its curse are crowded.
 

Plato. It was requisite to dispel the mists of ignorance and error.
 

Diogenes. Has he done it? What doubt has he elucidated, or what fact has he established? Although I was but twelve years old and resident in another city when he died, I have taken some pains in my inquiries about him from persons of less vanity and less perverseness than his disciples. He did not leave behind him any true philosopher among them; any who followed his mode of argumentation, his subjects of disquisition, or his course of life; any who would subdue the malignant passions or coerce the looser; any who would abstain from calumny or from cavil; any who would devote his days to the glory of his country, or, what is easier and perhaps wiser, to his own well-founded contentment and well-merited repose. Xenophon, the best of them, offered up sacrifices, believed in oracles, consulted soothsayers, turned pale at a jay, and was dysenteric at a magpie.
 

Plato. He had courage at least.
 

Diogenes. His courage was of so strange a quality, that he was ready, if jay or magpie did not cross him, to fight for Spartan or Persian. Plato, whom thou esteemest much, and knowest somewhat less, careth as little for portent and omen as doth Diogenes. What he would have done for a Persian I cannot say; certain I am that he would have no more fought for a Spartan than he would for his own father: yet he mortally hates the man who hath a kinder muse or a better milliner, or a seat nearer the minion of a king. So much for the two disciples of Socrates who have acquired the greatest celebrity!
 

 
 

Plato. Diogenes! if you must argue or discourse with me, I will endure your asperity for the sake of your acuteness; but it appears to me a more philosophical thing to avoid what is insulting and vexatious, than to breast and brave it.
 

Diogenes. Thou hast spoken well.
 

Plato. It belongs to the vulgar, not to us, to fly from a man’s opinions to his actions, and to stab him in his own house for having received no wound in the school. One merit you will allow me: I always keep my temper; which you seldom do.
 

Diogenes. Is mine a good or a bad one?
 

Plato. Now, must I speak sincerely?
 

Diogenes. Dost thou, a philosopher, ask such a question of me, a philosopher? Ay, sincerely or not at all.
 

Plato. Sincerely as you could wish, I must declare, then, your temper is the worst in the world.
 

Diogenes. I am much in the right, therefore, not to keep it. Embrace me: I have spoken now in thy own manner. Because thou sayest the most malicious things the most placidly, thou thinkest or pretendest thou art sincere.
 

Plato. Certainly those who are most the masters of their resentments are likely to speak less erroneously than the passionate and morose.
 

Diogenes. If they would, they might; but the moderate are not usually the most sincere, for the same circumspection which makes them moderate makes them likewise retentive of what could give offence: they are also timid in regard to fortune and favour, and hazard little. There is no mass of sincerity in any place. What there is must be picked up patiently, a grain or two at a time; and the season for it is after a storm, after the overflowing of banks, and bursting of mounds, and sweeping away of landmarks. Men will always hold something back; they must be shaken and loosened a little, to make them let go what is deepest in them, and weightiest and purest.
 

Plato. Shaking and loosening as much about you as was requisite for the occasion, it became you to demonstrate where and in what manner I had made Socrates appear less sagacious and less eloquent than he was; it became you likewise to consider the great difficulty of finding new thoughts and new expressions for those who had more of them than any other men, and to represent them in all the brilliancy of their wit and in all the majesty of their genius. I do not assert that I have done it; but if I have not, what man has? what man has come so nigh to it? He who could bring Socrates, or Solon, or Diogenes through a dialogue, without disparagement, is much nearer in his intellectual powers to them, than any other is near to him.
 

Diogenes. Let Diogenes alone, and Socrates, and Solon. None of the three ever occupied his hours in tingeing and curling the tarnished plumes of prostitute Philosophy, or deemed anything worth his attention, care, or notice, that did not make men brave and independent. As thou callest on me to show thee where and in what manner thou hast misrepresented thy teacher, and as thou seemest to set an equal value on eloquence and on reasoning, I shall attend to thee awhile on each of these matters, first inquiring of thee whether the axiom is Socratic, that it is never becoming to get drunk, unless in the solemnities of Bacchus?
 

Plato. This god was the discoverer of the vine and of its uses.
 

Diogenes. Is drunkenness one of its uses, or the discovery of a god? If Pallas or Jupiter hath given us reason, we should sacrifice our reason with more propriety to Jupiter or Pallas. To Bacchus is due a libation of wine; the same being his gift, as thou preachest.
 

Another and a graver question.
 

Did Socrates teach thee that ‘slaves are to be scourged, and by no means admonished as though they were the children of the master’?
 

Plato. He did not argue upon government.
 

Diogenes. He argued upon humanity, whereon all government is founded: whatever is beside it is usurpation.
 

Plato. Are slaves then never to be scourged, whatever be their transgressions and enormities?
 

Diogenes. Whatever they be, they are less than his who reduced them to this condition.
 

Plato. What! though they murder his whole family?
 

Diogenes. Ay, and poison the public fountain of the city.
 

What am I saying? and to whom? Horrible as is this crime, and next in atrocity to parricide, thou deemest it a lighter one than stealing a fig or grape. The stealer of these is scourged by thee; the sentence on the poisoner is to cleanse out the receptacle. There is, however, a kind of poisoning which, to do thee justice, comes before thee with all its horrors, and which thou wouldst punish capitally, even in such a sacred personage as an aruspex or diviner: I mean the poisoning by incantation. I, and my whole family, my whole race, my whole city, may bite the dust in agony from a truss of henbane in the well; and little harm done forsooth! Let an idle fool set an image of me in wax before the fire, and whistle and caper to it, and purr and pray, and chant a hymn to Hecate while it melts, entreating and imploring her that I may melt as easily — and thou wouldst, in thy equity and holiness, strangle him at the first stave of his psalmody.
 

Plato. If this is an absurdity, can you find another?
 

Diogenes. Truly, in reading thy book, I doubted at first, and for a long continuance, whether thou couldst have been serious; and whether it were not rather a satire on those busy-bodies who are incessantly intermeddling in other people’s affairs. It was only on the protestation of thy intimate friends that I believed thee to have written it in earnest. As for thy question, it is idle to stoop and pick out absurdities from a mass of inconsistency and injustice; but another and another I could throw in, and another and another afterward, from any page in the volume. Two bare, staring falsehoods lift their beaks one upon the other, like spring frogs. Thou sayest that no punishment decreed by the laws tendeth to evil. What! not if immoderate? not if partial? Why then repeal any penal statute while the subject of its animadversion exists? In prisons the less criminal are placed among the more criminal, the inexperienced in vice together with the hardened in it. This is part of the punishment, though it precedes the sentence; nay, it is often inflicted on those whom the judges acquit: the law, by allowing it, does it.
 

The next is, that he who is punished by the laws is the better for it, however the less depraved. What! if anteriorly to the sentence he lives and converses with worse men, some of whom console him by deadening the sense of shame, others by removing the apprehension of punishment? Many laws as certainly make men bad, as bad men make many laws; yet under thy regimen they take us from the bosom of the nurse, turn the meat about upon the platter, pull the bed-clothes off, make us sleep when we would wake, and wake when we would sleep, and never cease to rummage and twitch us, until they see us safe landed at the grave. We can do nothing (but be poisoned) with impunity. What is worst of all, we must marry certain relatives and connexions, be they distorted, blear-eyed, toothless, carbuncled, with hair (if any) eclipsing the reddest torch of Hymen, and with a hide outrivalling in colour and plaits his trimmest saffron robe. At the mention of this indeed, friend Plato, even thou, although resolved to stand out of harm’s way, beginnest to make a wry mouth, and findest it difficult to pucker and purse it up again, without an astringent store of moral sentences. Hymen is truly no acquaintance of thine. We know the delicacies of love which thou wouldst reserve for the gluttony of heroes and the fastidiousness of philosophers. Heroes, like gods, must have their own way; but against thee and thy confraternity of elders I would turn the closet-key, and your mouths might water over, but your tongues should never enter those little pots of comfiture. Seriously, you who wear embroidered slippers ought to be very cautious of treading in the mire. Philosophers should not only live the simplest lives, but should also use the plainest language. Poets, in employing magnificent and sonorous words, teach philosophy the better by thus disarming suspicion that the finest poetry contains and conveys the finest philosophy. You will never let any man hold his right station: you would rank Solon with Homer for poetry. This is absurd. The only resemblance is in both being eminently wise. Pindar, too, makes even the cadences of his dithyrambics keep time to the flute of Reason. My tub, which holds fifty-fold thy wisdom, would crack at the reverberation of thy voice.
 

Plato. Farewell.
 

 
 

Diogenes. I mean that every one of thy whimsies hath been picked up somewhere by thee in thy travels; and each of them hath been rendered more weak and puny by its place of concealment in thy closet. What thou hast written on the immortality of the soul goes rather to prove the immortality of the body; and applies as well to the body of a weasel or an eel as to the fairer one of Agathon or of Aster. Why not at once introduce a new religion, since religions keep and are relished in proportion as they are salted with absurdity, inside and out? and all of them must have one great crystal of it for the centre; but Philosophy pines and dies unless she drinks limpid water. When Pherecydes and Pythagoras felt in themselves the majesty of contemplation, they spurned the idea that flesh and bones and arteries should confer it: and that what comprehends the past and the future should sink in a moment and be annihilated for ever. ‘No,’ cried they, ‘the power of thinking is no more in the brain than in the hair, although the brain may be the instrument on which it plays. It is not corporeal, it is not of this world; its existence is eternity, its residence is infinity.’ I forbear to discuss the rationality of their belief, and pass on straightway to thine; if, indeed, I am to consider as one, belief and doctrine.
 

Plato. As you will.
 

Diogenes. I should rather, then, regard these things as mere ornaments; just as many decorate their apartments with lyres and harps, which they themselves look at from the couch, supinely complacent, and leave for visitors to admire and play on.
 

Plato. I foresee not how you can disprove my argument on the immortality of the soul, which, being contained in the best of my dialogues, and being often asked for among my friends, I carry with me.
 

Diogenes. At this time?
 

Plato. Even so.
 

Diogenes. Give me then a certain part of it for my perusal.
 

Plato. Willingly.
 

Diogenes. Hermes and Pallas! I wanted but a cubit of it, or at most a fathom, and thou art pulling it out by the plethron.
 

Plato. This is the place in question.
 

Diogenes. Read it.
 

Plato. [Reads.] ‘Sayest thou not that death is the opposite of life, and that they spring the one from the other?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘What springs then from the living?’ ‘The dead.’ ‘And what from the dead?’ ‘The living.’ ‘Then all things alive spring from the dead.’
 

Diogenes. Why the repetition? but go on.
 

Plato. [Reads.] ‘Souls therefore exist after death in the infernal regions.’
 

Diogenes. Where is the therefore? where is it even as to existence? As to the infernal regions, there is nothing that points toward a proof, or promises an indication. Death neither springs from life, nor life from death. Although death is the inevitable consequence of life, if the observation and experience of ages go for anything, yet nothing shows us, or ever hath signified, that life comes from death. Thou mightest as well say that a barley-corn dies before the germ of another barley-corn grows up from it, than which nothing is more untrue; for it is only the protecting part of the germ that perishes, when its protection is no longer necessary. The consequence, that souls exist after death, cannot be drawn from the corruption of the body, even if it were demonstrable that out of this corruption a live one could rise up. Thou hast not said that the soul is among those dead things which living things must spring from; thou hast not said that a living soul produces a dead soul, or that a dead soul produces a living one.
 

Plato. No, indeed.
 

Diogenes. On my faith, thou hast said, however, things no less inconsiderate, no less inconsequent, no less unwise; and this very thing must be said and proved, to make thy argument of any value. Do dead men beget children?
 

Plato. I have not said it.
 

Diogenes. Thy argument implies it.
 

Plato. These are high mysteries, and to be approached with reverence.
 

Diogenes. Whatever we cannot account for is in the same predicament. We may be gainers by being ignorant if we can be thought mysterious. It is better to shake our heads and to let nothing out of them, than to be plain and explicit in matters of difficulty. I do not mean in confessing our ignorance or our imperfect knowledge of them, but in clearing them up perspicuously: for, if we answer with ease, we may haply be thought good-natured, quick, communicative; never deep, never sagacious; not very defective possibly in our intellectual faculties, yet unequal and chinky, and liable to the probation of every clown’s knuckle.
 

Plato. The brightest of stars appear the most unsteady and tremulous in their light; not from any quality inherent in themselves, but from the vapours that float below, and from the imperfection of vision in the surveyor.
 

Diogenes. Draw thy robe round thee; let the folds fall gracefully, and look majestic. That sentence is an admirable one; but not for me. I want sense, not stars. What then? Do no vapours float below the others? and is there no imperfection in the vision of those who look at them, if they are the same men, and look the next moment? We must move on: I shall follow the dead bodies, and the benighted driver of their fantastic bier, close and keen as any hyena.
 

Plato. Certainly, O Diogenes, you excel me in elucidations and similes: mine was less obvious.
 

 
 

Diogenes. I know the respect thou bearest to the dogly character, and can attribute to nothing else the complacency with which thou hast listened to me since I released thy cloak. If ever the Athenians, in their inconstancy, should issue a decree to deprive me of the appellation they have conferred on me, rise up, I pray thee, in my defence, and protest that I have not merited so severe a mulct. Something I do deserve at thy hands; having supplied thee, first with a store of patience, when thou wert going without any about thee, although it is the readiest viaticum and the heartiest sustenance of human life; and then with weapons from this tub, wherewith to drive the importunate cock before thee out of doors again.
 
  


ALFIERI AND SALOMON THE FLORENTINE JEW
 

Alfieri. Let us walk to the window, Signor Salomon. And now, instead of the silly, simpering compliments repeated at introductions, let me assure you that you are the only man in Florence with whom I would willingly exchange a salutation.
 

Salomon. I must think myself highly flattered, Signor Conte, having always heard that you are not only the greatest democrat, but also the greatest aristocrat, in Europe.
 

Alfieri. These two things, however opposite, which your smile would indicate, are not so irreconcilable as you imagine. Let us first understand the words, and then talk about them. The democrat is he who wishes the people to have a due share in the government, and this share if you please shall be the principal one. The aristocrat of our days is contented with no actual share in it; but if a man of family is conscious of his dignity, and resentful that another has invaded it, he may be, and is universally, called an aristocrat. The principal difference is, that one carries outward what the other carries inward. I am thought an aristocrat by the Florentines for conversing with few people, and for changing my shirt and shaving my beard on other days than festivals; which the most aristocratical of them never do, considering it, no doubt, as an excess. I am, however, from my soul a republican, if prudence and modesty will authorize any man to call himself so; and this, I trust, I have demonstrated in the most valuable of my works, the Treatise on Tyranny and the Dialogue with my friends at Siena. The aristocratical part of me, if part of me it must be called, hangs loose and keeps off insects. I see no aristocracy in the children of sharpers from behind the counter, nor, placing the matter in the most favourable point of view, in the descendants of free citizens who accepted from any vile enslaver — French, Spanish, German, or priest, or monk (represented with a piece of buffoonery, like a beehive on his head and a picklock key at his girdle) — the titles of counts and marquises. In Piedmont the matter is different: we must either have been the rabble or the lords; we were military, and we retain over the populace the same rank and spirit as our ancestors held over the soldiery.
 

Salomon. Signor Conte, I have heard of levellers, but I have never seen one: all are disposed to level down, but nobody to level up. As for nobility, there is none in Europe beside the Venetian. Nobility must be self-constituted and independent: the free alone are noble; slavery, like death, levels all. The English come nearest to the Venetian: they are independent, but want the main characteristic, the self-constituted. You have been in England, Signor Conte, and can judge of them better than I can.
 

 
 

Alfieri. It is among those who stand between the peerage and the people that there exists a greater mass of virtue and of wisdom than in the rest of Europe. Much of their dignified simplicity may be attributed to the plainness of their religion, and, what will always be imitated, to the decorous life of their king: for whatever may be the defects of either, if we compare them with others round us, they are excellent.
 

Salomon. A young religion jumps upon the shoulders of an older one, and soon becomes like her, by mockery of her tricks, her cant, and her decrepitude. Meanwhile the old one shakes with indignation, and swears there is neither relationship nor likeness. Was there ever a religion in the world that was not the true religion, or was there ever a king that was not the best of kings?
 

Alfieri. In the latter case we must have arrived nigh perfection; since it is evident from the authority of the gravest men — theologians, presidents, judges, corporations, universities, senates — that every prince is better than his father, ‘of blessed memory, now with God’. If they continue to rise thus transcendently, earth in a little time will be incapable of holding them, and higher heavens must be raised upon the highest heavens for their reception. The lumber of our Italian courts, the most crazy part of which is that which rests upon a red cushion in a gilt chair, with stars and sheep and crosses dangling from it, must be approached as Artaxerxes and Domitian. These automatons, we are told nevertheless, are very condescending. Poor fools who tell us it! ignorant that where on one side is condescension, on the other side must be baseness. The rascals have ruined my physiognomy. I wear an habitual sneer upon my face, God confound them for it! even when I whisper a word of love in the prone ear of my donna.
 

Salomon. This temper or constitution of mind I am afraid may do injury to your works.
 

Alfieri. Surely not to all: my satire at least must be the better for it.
 

Salomon. I think differently. No satire can be excellent where displeasure is expressed with acrimony and vehemence. When satire ceases to smile, it should be momentarily, and for the purpose of inculcating a moral. Juvenal is hardly more a satirist than Lucan: he is indeed a vigorous and bold declaimer, but he stamps too often, and splashes up too much filth. We Italians have no delicacy in wit: we have indeed no conception of it; we fancy we must be weak if we are not offensive. The scream of Pulcinello is imitated more easily than the masterly strokes of Plautus, or the sly insinuations of Catullus and of Flaccus.
 

Alfieri. We are the least witty of men because we are the most trifling.
 

Salomon. You would persuade me then that to be witty one must be grave: this is surely a contradiction.
 

Alfieri. I would persuade you only that banter, pun, and quibble are the properties of light men and shallow capacities; that genuine humour and true wit require a sound and capacious mind, which is always a grave one. Contemptuousness is not incompatible with them: worthless is that man who feels no contempt for the worthless, and weak who treats their emptiness as a thing of weight. At first it may seem a paradox, but it is perfectly true, that the gravest nations have been the wittiest; and in those nations some of the gravest men. In England, Swift and Addison; in Spain, Cervantes. Rabelais and La Fontaine are recorded by their countrymen to have been rêveurs. Few men have been graver than Pascal; few have been wittier.
 

 
 

That Shakespeare was gay and pleasurable in conversation I can easily admit; for there never was a mind at once so plastic and so pliant: but without much gravity, could there have been that potency and comprehensiveness of thought, that depth of feeling, that creation of imperishable ideas, that sojourn in the souls of other men? He was amused in his workshop: such was society. But when he left it, he meditated intensely upon those limbs and muscles on which he was about to bestow new action, grace, and majesty; and so great an intensity of meditation must have strongly impressed his whole character.
 

 
 

Salomon. Certainly no race of men upon earth ever was so unwarlike, so indifferent to national dignity and to personal honour, as the Florentines are now: yet in former days a certain pride, arising from a resemblance in their government to that of Athens, excited a vivifying desire of approximation where no danger or loss accompanied it; and Genius was no less confident of his security than of his power. Look from the window. That cottage on the declivity was Dante’s: that square and large mansion, with a circular garden before it elevated artificially, was the first scene of Boccaccio’s Decameron. A boy might stand at an equal distance between them, and break the windows of each with his sling. What idle fabricators of crazy systems will tell me that climate is the creator of genius? The climate of Austria is more regular and more temperate than ours, which I am inclined to believe is the most variable in the whole universe, subject, as you have perceived, to heavy fogs for two months in winter, and to a stifling heat, concentrated within the hills, for five more. Yet a single man of genius hath never appeared in the whole extent of Austria, an extent of several thousand times greater than our city; and this very street has given birth to fifty.
 

Alfieri. Since the destruction of the republic, Florence has produced only one great man, Galileo, and abandoned him to every indignity that fanaticism and despotism could invent. Extraordinary men, like the stones that are formed in the higher regions of the air, fall upon the earth only to be broken and cast into the furnace. The precursor of Newton lived in the deserts of the moral world, drank water, and ate locusts and wild honey. It was fortunate that his head also was not lopped off: had a singer asked it, instead of a dancer, it would have been.
 

Salomon. In fact it was; for the fruits of it were shaken down and thrown away: he was forbidden to publish the most important of his discoveries, and the better part of his manuscripts was burned after his death.
 

Alfieri. Yes, Signor Salomon, those things may rather be called our heads than this knob above the shoulder, of which (as matters stand) we are rather the porters than the proprietors, and which is really the joint concern of barber and dentist.
 

Salomon. Our thoughts, if they may not rest at home, may wander freely. Delighting in the remoter glories of my native city, I forget at times its humiliation and ignominy. A town so little that the voice of a cabbage-girl in the midst of it may be heard at the extremities, reared within three centuries a greater number of citizens illustrious for their genius than all the remainder of the Continent (excepting her sister Athens) in six thousand years. My ignorance of the Greek forbids me to compare our Dante with Homer. The propriety and force of language and the harmony of verse in the glorious Grecian are quite lost to me. Dante had not only to compose a poem, but in great part a language. Fantastical as the plan of his poem is, and, I will add, uninteresting and uninviting; unimportant, mean, contemptible, as are nine-tenths of his characters and his details, and wearisome as is the scheme of his versification — there are more thoughts highly poetical, there is more reflection, and the nobler properties of mind and intellect are brought into more intense action, not only than in the whole course of French poetry, but also in the whole of continental; nor do I think (I must here also speak with hesitation) that any one drama of Shakespeare contains so many. Smile as you will, Signor Conte, what must I think of a city where Michel Angelo, Frate Bartolomeo, Ghiberti (who formed them), Guicciardini, and Machiavelli were secondary men? And certainly such were they, if we compare them with Galileo and Boccaccio and Dante.
 

Alfieri. I smiled from pure delight, which I rarely do; for I take an interest deep and vital in such men, and in those who appreciate them rightly and praise them unreservedly. These are my fellow-citizens: I acknowledge no other; we are of the same tribe, of the same household; I bow to them as being older than myself, and I love them as being better.
 

Salomon. Let us hope that our Italy is not yet effete. Filangieri died but lately: what think you of him?
 

Alfieri. If it were possible that I could ever see his statue in a square at Constantinople, though I should be scourged for an idolater, I would kiss the pedestal. As this, however, is less likely than that I should suffer for writing satirically, and as criticism is less likely to mislead me than speculation, I will revert to our former subject.
 

Indignation and contempt may be expressed in other poems than such as are usually called satires. Filicaia, in his celebrated address to Italy, steers a middle course.
 

 
 

A perfect piece of criticism must exhibit where a work is good or bad; why it is good or bad; in what degree it is good or bad; must also demonstrate in what manner, and to what extent, the same ideas or reflections have come to others, and, if they be clothed in poetry, why by an apparently slight variation, what in one author is mediocrity, in another is excellence. I have never seen a critic of Florence, or Pisa, or Milan, or Bologna, who did not commend and admire the sonnet of Cassiani on the rape of Proserpine, without a suspicion of its manifold and grave defects.
 

 
 

Does not this describe the devils of our carnival, rather than the majestic brother of Jupiter, at whose side upon asphodel and amaranth the sweet Persephone sits pensively contented, in that deep motionless quiet which mortals pity and which the gods enjoy; rather than him who, under the umbrage of Elysium, gazes at once upon all the beauties that on earth were separated — Helena and Eriphyle, Polyxena and Hermione, Deidamia and Deianira, Leda and Omphale, Atalanta and Cydippe, Laodamia, with her arm round the neck of a fond youth whom she still seems afraid of losing, and, apart, the daughters of Niobe clinging to their parent?
 

Salomon. These images are better than satires; but continue, in preference to other thoughts or pursuits, the noble career you have entered. Be contented, Signor Conte, with the glory of our first great dramatist, and neglect altogether any inferior one. Why vex and torment yourself about the French? They buzz and are troublesome while they are swarming; but the master will soon hive them. Is the whole nation worth the worst of your tragedies? All the present race of them, all the creatures in the world which excite your indignation, will lie in the grave, while young and old are clapping their hands or beating their bosoms at your Bruto Primo. Consider also that kings and emperors should in your estimation be but as grasshoppers and beetles: let them consume a few blades of your clover without molesting them, without bringing them to crawl on you and claw you. The difference between them and men of genius is almost as great as between men of genius and those higher intelligences who act in immediate subordination to the Almighty. Yes, I assert it, without flattery and without fear, the angels are not higher above mortals than you are above the proudest that trample on them.
 

Alfieri. I believe, sir, you were the first in commending my tragedies.
 

Salomon. He who first praises a good book becomingly is next in merit to the author.
 

Alfieri. As a writer and as a man I know my station: if I found in the world five equal to myself, I would walk out of it, not to be jostled.
 

I must now, Signor Salomon, take my leave of you; for his Eminence my coachman and their Excellencies my horses are waiting.
 
  


ROUSSEAU AND MALESHERBES
 

Rousseau. I am ashamed, sir, of my countrymen: let my humiliation expiate their offence. I wish it had not been a minister of the Gospel who received you with such inhospitality.
 

Malesherbes. Nothing can be more ardent and more cordial than the expressions with which you greet me, M. Rousseau, on my return from your lakes and mountains.
 

Rousseau. If the pastor took you for a courtier, I reverence him for his contemptuousness.
 

Malesherbes. Why so? Indeed you are in the wrong, my friend. No person has a right to treat another with contemptuousness unless he knows him to deserve it. When a courtier enters the house of a pastor in preference to the next, the pastor should partake in the sentiment that induced him, or at least not to be offended to be preferred. A courtier is such at court: in the house of a clergyman he is not a courtier, but a guest. If to be a courtier is offensive, remember that we punish offences where they are committed, where they can be examined, where pleadings can be heard for and against the accused, and where nothing is admitted extraneous from the indictment, excepting what may be adduced in his behalf by witnesses to the general tenor of his character.
 

Rousseau. Is it really true that the man told you to mount the hayloft if you wished a night’s lodging?
 

Malesherbes. He did: a certain proof that he no more took me to be a courtier than I took him to be. I accepted his offer, and never slept so soundly. Moderate fatigue, the Alpine air, the blaze of a good fire (for I was admitted to it some moments), and a profusion of odoriferous hay, below which a cow was sleeping, subdued my senses, and protracted my slumbers beyond the usual hour.
 

Rousseau. You have no right, sir, to be the patron and remunerator of inhospitality. Three or four such men as you would corrupt all Switzerland, and prepare it for the fangs of France and Austria. Kings, like hyenas, will always fall upon dead carcasses, although their bellies are full, and although they are conscious that in the end they will tear one another to pieces over them. Why should you prepare their prey? Were your fire and effulgence given you for this? Why, in short, did you thank this churl? Why did you recommend him to his superiors for preferment on the next vacancy?
 

Malesherbes. I must adopt your opinion of his behaviour in order to answer you satisfactorily. You suppose him inhospitable: what milder or more effectual mode of reproving him, than to make every dish at his table admonish him? If he did evil, have I no authority before me which commands me to render him good for it? Believe me, M. Rousseau, the execution of this command is always accompanied by the heart’s applause, and opportunities of obedience are more frequent here than anywhere. Would not you exchange resentment for the contrary feeling, even if religion or duty said nothing about the matter? I am afraid the most philosophical of us are sometimes a little perverse, and will not be so happy as they might be, because the path is pointed out to them, and because he who points it out is wise and powerful. Obstinacy and jealousy, the worst parts of childhood and of manhood, have range enough for their ill humours without the heavens.
 

Rousseau. Sir, I perceive you are among my enemies. I did not think it; for, whatever may be my faults, I am totally free from suspicion.
 

Malesherbes. And do not think it now, I entreat you, my good friend.
 

Rousseau. Courts and society have corrupted the best heart in France, and have perverted the best intellect.
 

Malesherbes. They have done much evil then.
 

Rousseau. Answer me, and your own conscience: how could you choose to live among the perfidies of Paris and Versailles?
 

Malesherbes. Lawyers, and advocates in particular, must live there; philosophers need not. If every honest man thought it requisite to leave those cities, would the inhabitants be the better?
 

Rousseau. You have entered into intimacies with the members of various administrations, opposite in plans and sentiments, but alike hostile to you, and all of whom, if they could have kept your talents down, would have done it. Finding the thing impossible, they ceased to persecute, and would gladly tempt you under the semblance of friendship and esteem to supplicate for some office, that they might indicate to the world your unworthiness by refusing you: a proof, as you know, quite sufficient and self-evident.
 

Malesherbes. They will never tempt me to supplicate for anything but justice, and that in behalf of others. I know nothing of parties. If I am acquainted with two persons of opposite sides in politics, I consider them as you consider a watchmaker and a cabinet-maker: one desires to rise by one way, the other by another. Administrations and systems of government would be quite indifferent to those very functionaries and their opponents, who appear the most zealous partisans, if their fortunes and consequence were not affixed to them. Several of these men seem consistent, and indeed are; the reason is, versatility would loosen and detach from them the public esteem and confidence —— 
 

Rousseau. By which their girandoles are lighted, their dinners served, their lackeys liveried, and their opera-girls vie in benefit-nights. There is no State in Europe where the least wise have not governed the most wise. We find the light and foolish keeping up with the machinery of government easily and leisurely, just as we see butterflies keep up with carriages at full speed. This is owing in both cases to their levity and their position: the stronger and the more active are left behind. I am resolved to prove that farmers-general are the main causes of the defects in our music.
 

Malesherbes. Prove it, or anything else, provided that the discussion does not irritate and torment you.
 

Rousseau. Truth is the object of philosophy.
 

Malesherbes. Not of philosophers: the display of ingenuity, for the most part, is and always has been it. I must here offer you an opinion of my own, which, if you think well of me, you will pardon, though you should disbelieve its solidity. My opinion then is, that truth is not reasonably the main and ultimate object of philosophy; but that philosophy should seek truth merely as the means of acquiring and of propagating happiness. Truths are simple; wisdom, which is formed by their apposition and application, is concrete: out of this, in its vast varieties, open to our wants and wishes, comes happiness. But the knowledge of all the truths ever yet discovered does not lead immediately to it, nor indeed will ever reach it, unless you make the more important of them bear upon your heart and intellect, and form, as it were, the blood that moves and nurtures them.
 

Rousseau. I never until now entertained a doubt that truth is the ultimate aim and object of philosophy: no writer has denied it, I think.
 

Malesherbes. Designedly none may: but when it is agreed that happiness is the chief good, it must also be agreed that the chief wisdom will pursue it; and I have already said, what your own experience cannot but have pointed out to you, that no truth, or series of truths, hypothetically, can communicate or attain it. Come, M. Rousseau, tell me candidly, do you derive no pleasure from a sense of superiority in genius and independence?
 

Rousseau. The highest, sir, from a consciousness of independence.
 

Malesherbes.
Ingenuous is the epithet we affix to modesty, but modesty often makes men act otherwise than ingenuously: you, for example, now. You are angry at the servility of people, and disgusted at their obtuseness and indifference, on matters of most import to their welfare. If they were equal to you, this anger would cease; but the fire would break out somewhere else, on ground which appears at present sound and level. Voltaire, for instance, is less eloquent than you: but Voltaire is wittier than any man living. This quality —— 
 

Rousseau. Is the quality of a buffoon and a courtier. But the buffoon should have most of it, to support his higher dignity.
 

Malesherbes. Voltaire’s is Attic.
 

Rousseau. If malignity is Attic. Petulance is not wit, although a few grains of wit may be found in petulance: quartz is not gold, although a few grains of gold may be found in quartz. Voltaire is a monkey in mischief, and a spaniel in obsequiousness. He declaims against the cruel and tyrannical; and he kisses the hands of adulteresses who murder their husbands, and of robbers who decimate their gang.
 

Malesherbes. I will not discuss with you the character of the man, and only that part of the author’s on which I spoke. There may be malignity in wit, there cannot be violence. You may irritate and disquiet with it; but it must be by means of a flower or a feather. Wit and humour stand on one side, irony and sarcasm on the other.
 

Rousseau. They are in near neighbourhood.
 

Malesherbes. So are the Elysian fields and Tartarus.
 

Rousseau. Pray, go on: teach me to stand quiet in my stall, while my masters and managers pass by.
 

Malesherbes. Well then — Pascal argues as closely and methodically; Bossuet is as scientific in the structure of his sentences; Demosthenes, many think, has equal fire, vigour, dexterity: equal selection of topics and equal temperance in treating them, immeasurably as he falls short of you in appeals to the sensibility, and in everything which by way of excellence we usually call genius.
 

Rousseau. Sir, I see no resemblance between a pleader at the bar, or a haranguer of the populace, and me.
 

Malesherbes. Certainly his questions are occasional: but one great question hangs in the centre, and high above the rest; and this is, whether the Mother of liberty and civilization shall exist, or whether she shall be extinguished in the bosom of her family. As we often apply to Eloquence and her parts the terms we apply to Architecture and hers, let me do it also, and remark that nothing can be more simple, solid, and symmetrical, nothing more frugal in decoration or more appropriate in distribution, than the apartments of Demosthenes. Yours excel them in space and altitude; your ornaments are equally chaste and beautiful, with more variety and invention, more airiness and light. But why, among the Loves and Graces, does Apollo flay Marsyas? — and why may not the tiara still cover the ears of Midas? Cannot you, who detest kings and courtiers, keep away from them? If I must be with them, let me be in good humour and good spirits. If I will tread upon a Persian carpet, let it at least be in clean shoes.
 

As the raciest wine makes the sharpest vinegar, so the richest fancies turn the most readily to acrimony. Keep yours, my dear M. Rousseau, from the exposure and heats that generate it. Be contented; enjoy your fine imagination; and do not throw your salad out of window, nor shove your cat off your knee, on hearing it said that Shakespeare has a finer, or that a minister is of opinion that you know more of music than of state. My friend! the quarrels of ingenious men are generally far less reasonable and just, less placable and moderate, than those of the stupid and ignorant. We ought to blush at this: and we should blush yet more deeply if we bring them in as parties to our differences. Let us conquer by kindness; which we cannot do easily or well without communication.
 

Rousseau. The minister would expel me from his antechamber, and order his valets to buffet me, if I offered him any proposal for the advantage of mankind.
 

Malesherbes. Call to him, then, from this room, where the valets are civiler. Nature has given you a speaking-trumpet, which neither storm can drown nor enemy can silence. If you esteem him, instruct him; if you despise him, do the same. Surely, you who have much benevolence would not despise any one willingly or unnecessarily. Contempt is for the incorrigible: now, where upon earth is he whom your genius, if rightly and temperately exerted, would not influence and correct?
 

I never was more flattered or honoured than by your patience in listening to me. Consider me as an old woman who sits by the bedside in your infirmity, who brings you no savoury viand, no exotic fruit, but a basin of whey or a basket of strawberries from your native hills; assures you that what oppressed you was a dream, occasioned by the wrong position in which you lay; opens the window, gives you fresh air, and entreats you to recollect the features of Nature, and to observe (which no man ever did so accurately) their beauty. In your politics you cut down a forest to make a toothpick, and cannot make even that out of it! Do not let us in jurisprudence be like critics in the classics, and change whatever can be changed, right or wrong. No statesman will take your advice. Supposing that any one is liberal in his sentiments and clear-sighted in his views, nevertheless love of power is jealous, and he would rejoice to see you fleeing from persecution or turning to meet it. The very men whom you would benefit will treat you worse. As the ministers of kings wish their masters to possess absolute power that the exercise of it may be delegated to them, which it naturally is from the violence and sloth alternate with despots as with wild beasts, and that they may apprehend no check or control from those who discover their misdemeanours, in like manner the people places more trust in favour than in fortune, and hopes to obtain by subserviency what it never might by election or by chance. Else in free governments, so some are called (for names once given are the last things lost), all minor offices and employments would be assigned by ballot. Each province or canton would present a list annually of such persons in it as are worthy to occupy the local administrations.
 

To avoid any allusion to the country in which we live, let us take England for example. Is it not absurd, iniquitous, and revolting, that the minister of a church in Yorkshire should be appointed by a lawyer in London, who never knew him, never saw him, never heard from a single one of the parishioners a recommendation of any kind? Is it not more reasonable that a justice of the peace should be chosen by those who have always been witnesses of his integrity?
 

Rousseau. The king should appoint his ministers, and should invest them with power and splendour; but those ministers should not appoint to any civil or religious place of trust or profit which the community could manifestly fill better. The greater part of offices and dignities should be conferred for a short and stated time, that all might hope to attain and strive to deserve them. Embassies in particular should never exceed one year in Europe, nor consulates two. To the latter office I assign this duration as the more difficult to fulfil properly, from requiring a knowledge of trade, although a slight one, and because those who possess any such knowledge are inclined for the greater part to turn it to their own account, which a consul ought by no means to do. Frequent election of representatives and of civil officers in the subordinate employments would remove most causes of discontent in the people, and of instability in kingly power. Here is a lottery in which every one is sure of a prize, if not for himself, at least for somebody in his family or among his friends; and the ticket would be fairly paid for out of the taxes.
 

Malesherbes. So it appears to me. What other system can present so obviously to the great mass of the people the two principal piers and buttresses of government, tangible interest and reasonable hope? No danger of any kind can arise from it, no antipathies, no divisions, no imposture of demagogues, no caprice of despots. On the contrary, many and great advantages in places which at the first survey do not appear to border on it. At present, the best of the English juridical institutions, that of justices of the peace, is viewed with diffidence and distrust. Elected as they would be, and increased in number, the whole judicature, civil and criminal, might be confided to them, and their labours be not only not aggravated but diminished. Suppose them in four divisions to meet at four places in every county once in twenty days, and to possess the power of imposing a fine not exceeding two hundred francs on every cause implying oppression, and one not exceeding fifty on such as they should unanimously declare frivolous.
 

Rousseau. Few would become attorneys, and those from among the indigent.
 

Malesherbes. Almost the greatest evil that exists in the world, moral or physical, would be removed. A second appeal might be made in the following session; a third could only come before Parliament, and this alone by means of attorneys, the number of whom altogether would not exceed the number of coroners; for in England there are as many who cut their own throats as who would cut their own purses.
 

Rousseau. The famous trial by jury would cease: this would disgust the English.
 

Malesherbes. The number of justices would be much augmented: nearly all those who now are jurymen would enjoy this rank and dignity, and would be flattered by sitting on the same bench with the first gentlemen of the land.
 

Rousseau. What number would sit?
 

Malesherbes. Three or five in the first instance; five or seven in the second — as the number of causes should permit.
 

Rousseau. The laws of England are extremely intricate and perplexed: such men would be puzzled.
 

Malesherbes. Such men having no interest in the perplexity, but on the contrary an interest in unravelling it, would see such laws corrected. Intricate as they are, questions on those which are the most so are usually referred by the judges themselves to private arbitration; of which my plan, I conceive, has all the advantages, united to those of open and free discussion among men of unperverted sense, and unbiased by professional hopes and interests. The different courts of law in England cost about seventy millions of francs annually. On my system, the justices or judges would receive five-and-twenty francs daily; as the special jurymen do now, without any sense of shame or impropriety, however rich they may be: such being the established practice.
 

Rousseau. Seventy millions! seventy millions!
 

Malesherbes. There are attorneys and conveyancers in London who gain one hundred thousand francs a year, and advocates more. The chancellor —— 
 

Rousseau. The Celeno of these harpies —— 
 

Malesherbes. Nets above one million, and is greatly more than an archbishop in the Church, scattering preferment in Cumberland and Cornwall from his bench at Westminster.
 

Rousseau. Absurdities and enormities are great in proportion to custom or insuetude. If we had lived from childhood with a boa constrictor, we should think it no more a monster than a canary-bird. The sum you mentioned, of seventy millions, is incredible.
 

Malesherbes. In this estimate the expense of letters by the post, and of journeys made by the parties, is not and cannot be included.
 

Rousseau. The whole machine of government, civil and religious, ought never to bear upon the people with a weight so oppressive. I do not add the national defence, which being principally naval is more costly, nor institutions for the promotion of the arts, which in a country like England ought to be liberal. But such an expenditure should nearly suffice for these also, in time of peace. Religion and law indeed should cost nothing: at present the one hangs property, the other quarters it. I am confounded at the profusion. I doubt whether the Romans expended so much in that year’s war which dissolved the Carthaginian empire, and left them masters of the universe. What is certain, and what is better, it did not cost a tenth of it to colonize Pennsylvania, in whose forests the cradle of freedom is suspended, and where the eye of philanthropy, tired with tears and vigils, may wander and may rest. Your system, or rather your arrangement of one already established, pleases me. Ministers would only lose thereby that portion of their possessions which they give away to needy relatives, unworthy dependants, or the requisite supporters of their authority and power.
 

Malesherbes. On this plan, no such supporters would be necessary, no such dependants could exist, and no such relatives could be disappointed. Beside, the conflicts of their opponents must be periodical, weak, and irregular.
 

Rousseau. The craving for the rich carrion would be less keen; the zeal of opposition, as usual, would be measured by the stomach, whereon hope and overlooking have always a strong influence.
 

Malesherbes. My excellent friend, do not be offended with me for an ingenuous and frank confession: promise me your pardon.
 

Rousseau. You need none.
 

Malesherbes. Promise it, nevertheless.
 

Rousseau. You have said nothing, done nothing, which could in any way displease me.
 

Malesherbes. You grant me, then, a bill of indemnity for what I may have undertaken with a good intention since we have been together?
 

Rousseau. Willingly.
 

Malesherbes. I fell into your views, I walked along with you side by side, merely to occupy your mind, which I perceived was agitated.
 

In compliance with your humour, to engage your fancy, to divert it awhile from Switzerland, by which you appear and partly on my account to be offended, I began with reflections upon England: I raised up another cloud in the region of them, light enough to be fantastic and diaphanous, and to catch some little irradiation from its western sun. Do not run after it farther; it has vanished already. Consider: the three great nations —— 
 

Rousseau. Pray, which are those?
 

Malesherbes. I cannot in conscience give the palm to the Hottentots, the Greenlanders, or the Hurons: I meant to designate those who united to empire the most social virtue and civil freedom. Athens, Rome, and England have received on the subject of government elaborate treatises from their greatest men. You have reasoned more dispassionately and profoundly on it than Plato has done, or probably than Cicero, led away as he often is by the authority of those who are inferior to himself: but do you excel Aristoteles in calm and patient investigation? Or, think you, are your reading and range of thought more extensive than Harrington’s and Milton’s? Yet what effect have the political works of these marvellous men produced upon the world? — what effect upon any one state, any one city, any one hamlet? A clerk in office, an accountant, a gauger of small beer, a songwriter for a tavern dinner, produces more. He thrusts his rags into the hole whence the wind comes, and sleeps soundly. While you and I are talking about elevations and proportions, pillars and pilasters, architraves and friezes, the buildings we should repair are falling to the earth, and the materials for their restoration are in the quarry.
 

Rousseau. I could answer you: but my mind has certain moments of repose, or rather of oscillation, which I would not for the world disturb. Music, eloquence, friendship, bring and prolong them.
 

Malesherbes. Enjoy them, my dear friend, and convert them if possible to months and years. It is as much at your arbitration on what theme you shall meditate, as in what meadow you shall botanize; and you have as much at your option the choice of your thoughts, as of the keys in your harpsichord.
 

Rousseau. If this were true, who could be unhappy?
 

Malesherbes. Those of whom it is not true. Those who from want of practice cannot manage their thoughts, who have few to select from, and who, because of their sloth or of their weakness, do not roll away the heaviest from before them.
 
  


LUCULLUS AND CAESAR
 

Caesar. Lucius Lucullus, I come to you privately and unattended for reasons which you will know; confiding, I dare not say in your friendship, since no service of mine toward you hath deserved it, but in your generous and disinterested love of peace. Hear me on. Cneius Pompeius, according to the report of my connexions in the city, had, on the instant of my leaving it for the province, begun to solicit his dependants to strip me ignominiously of authority. Neither vows nor affinity can bind him. He would degrade the father of his wife; he would humiliate his own children, the unoffending, the unborn; he would poison his own nascent love — at the suggestion of Ambition. Matters are now brought so far, that either he or I must submit to a reverse of fortune; since no concession can assuage his malice, divert his envy, or gratify his cupidity. No sooner could I raise myself up, from the consternation and stupefaction into which the certainty of these reports had thrown me, than I began to consider in what manner my own private afflictions might become the least noxious to the republic. Into whose arms, then, could I throw myself more naturally and more securely, to whose bosom could I commit and consign more sacredly the hopes and destinies of our beloved country, than his who laid down power in the midst of its enjoyments, in the vigour of youth, in the pride of triumph, when Dignity solicited, when Friendship urged, entreated, supplicated, and when Liberty herself invited and beckoned to him from the senatorial order and from the curule chair? Betrayed and abandoned by those we had confided in, our next friendship, if ever our hearts receive any, or if any will venture in those places of desolation, flies forward instinctively to what is most contrary and dissimilar. Caesar is hence the visitant of Lucullus.
 

Lucullus. I had always thought Pompeius more moderate and more reserved than you represent him, Caius Julius; and yet I am considered in general, and surely you also will consider me, but little liable to be prepossessed by him.
 

Caesar. Unless he may have ingratiated himself with you recently, by the administration of that worthy whom last winter his partisans dragged before the Senate, and forced to assert publicly that you and Cato had instigated a party to circumvent and murder him; and whose carcass, a few days afterward, when it had been announced that he had died by a natural death, was found covered with bruises, stabs, and dislocations.
 

Lucullus. You bring much to my memory which had quite slipped out of it, and I wonder that it could make such an impression on yours. A proof to me that the interest you take in my behalf began earlier than your delicacy will permit you to acknowledge. You are fatigued, which I ought to have perceived before.
 

Caesar. Not at all; the fresh air has given me life and alertness: I feel it upon my cheek even in the room.
 

Lucullus. After our dinner and sleep, we will spend the remainder of the day on the subject of your visit.
 

Caesar. Those Ethiopian slaves of yours shiver with cold upon the mountain here; and truly I myself was not insensible to the change of climate, in the way from Mutina.
 

What white bread! I never found such even at Naples or Capua. This Formian wine (which I prefer to the Chian), how exquisite!
 

Lucullus. Such is the urbanity of Caesar, even while he bites his lip with displeasure. How! surely it bleeds! Permit me to examine the cup.
 

Caesar. I believe a jewel has fallen out of the rim in the carriage: the gold is rough there.
 

Lucullus. Marcipor, let me never see that cup again! No answer, I desire. My guest pardons heavier faults. Mind that dinner be prepared for us shortly.
 

Caesar. In the meantime, Lucullus, if your health permits it, shall we walk a few paces round the villa? for I have not seen anything of the kind before.
 

Lucullus. The walls are double; the space between them two feet: the materials for the most part earth and straw. Two hundred slaves, and about as many mules and oxen, brought the beams and rafters up the mountain; my architects fixed them at once in their places: every part was ready, even the wooden nails. The roof is thatched, you see.
 

Caesar. Is there no danger that so light a material should be carried off by the winds, on such an eminence?
 

Lucullus. None resists them equally well.
 

Caesar. On this immensely high mountain, I should be apprehensive of the lightning, which the poets, and I think the philosophers too, have told us strikes the highest.
 

Lucullus. The poets are right; for whatever is received as truth is truth in poetry; and a fable may illustrate like a fact. But the philosophers are wrong, as they generally are, even in the commonest things; because they seldom look beyond their own tenets, unless through captiousness, and because they argue more than they meditate, and display more than they examine. Archimedes and Euclid are, in my opinion, after our Epicurus, the worthiest of the name, having kept apart to the demonstrable, the practical, and the useful. Many of the rest are good writers and good disputants; but unfaithful suitors of simple science, boasters of their acquaintance with gods and goddesses, plagiarists and impostors. I had forgotten my roof, although it is composed of much the same materials as the philosophers’. Let the lightning fall: one handful of silver, or less, repairs the damage.
 

Caesar. Impossible! nor indeed one thousand, nor twenty, if those tapestries and pictures are consumed.
 

Lucullus. True; but only the thatch would burn. For, before the baths were tessellated, I filled the area with alum and water, and soaked the timbers and laths for many months, and covered them afterward with alum in powder, by means of liquid glue. Mithridates taught me this. Having in vain attacked with combustibles a wooden tower, I took it by stratagem, and found within it a mass of alum, which, if a great hurry had not been observed by us among the enemy in the attempt to conceal it, would have escaped our notice. I never scrupled to extort the truth from my prisoners; but my instruments were purple robes and plate, and the only wheel in my armoury destined to such purposes was the wheel of Fortune.
 

Caesar. I wish, in my campaigns, I could have equalled your clemency and humanity; but the Gauls are more uncertain, fierce, and perfidious than the wildest tribes of Caucasus; and our policy cannot be carried with us, it must be formed upon the spot. They love you, not for abstaining from hurting them, but for ceasing; and they embrace you only at two seasons — when stripes are fresh, or when stripes are imminent. Elsewhere, I hope to become the rival of Lucullus in this admirable part of virtue.
 

I shall never build villas, because — but what are your proportions? Surely the edifice is extremely low.
 

Lucullus. There is only one floor; the height of the apartments is twenty feet to the cornice, five above it; the breadth is twenty-five, the length forty. The building, as you perceive, is quadrangular: three sides contain four rooms each; the other has many partitions and two stories, for domestics and offices. Here is my salt-bath.
 

Caesar. A bath, indeed, for all the Nereids named by Hesiod, with room enough for the Tritons and their herds and horses.
 

Lucullus. Here stand my two cows. Their milk is brought to me with its warmth and froth; for it loses its salubrity both by repose and by motion. Pardon me, Caesar: I shall appear to you to have forgotten that I am not conducting Marcus Varro.
 

Caesar. You would convert him into Cacus: he would drive them off. What beautiful beasts! how sleek and white and cleanly! I never saw any like them, excepting when we sacrifice to Jupiter the stately leader from the pastures of the Clitumnus.
 

Lucullus. Often do I make a visit to these quiet creatures, and with no less pleasure than in former days to my horses. Nor indeed can I much wonder that whole nations have been consentaneous in treating them as objects of devotion: the only thing wonderful is that gratitude seems to have acted as powerfully and extensively as fear; indeed, more extensively, for no object of worship whatever has attracted so many worshippers. Where Jupiter has one, the cow has ten: she was venerated before he was born, and will be when even the carvers have forgotten him.
 

Caesar. Unwillingly should I see it; for the character of our gods hath formed the character of our nation. Serapis and Isis have stolen in among them within our memory, and others will follow, until at last Saturn will not be the only one emasculated by his successor. What can be more august than our rites? The first dignitaries of the republic are emulous to administer them: nothing of low or venal has any place in them; nothing pusillanimous, nothing unsocial and austere. I speak of them as they were; before Superstition woke up again from her slumber, and caught to her bosom with maternal love the alluvial monsters of the Nile. Philosophy, never fit for the people, had entered the best houses, and the image of Epicurus had taken the place of the Lemures. But men cannot bear to be deprived long together of anything they are used to, not even of their fears; and, by a reaction of the mind appertaining to our nature, new stimulants were looked for, not on the side of pleasure, where nothing new could be expected or imagined, but on the opposite. Irreligion is followed by fanaticism, and fanaticism by irreligion, alternately and perpetually.
 

Lucullus. The religion of our country, as you observe, is well adapted to its inhabitants. Our progenitor, Mars, hath Venus recumbent on his breast and looking up to him, teaching us that pleasure is to be sought in the bosom of valour and by the means of war. No great alteration, I think, will ever be made in our rites and ceremonies — the best and most imposing that could be collected from all nations, and uniting them to us by our complacence in adopting them. The gods themselves may change names, to flatter new power: and, indeed, as we degenerate, Religion will accommodate herself to our propensities and desires. Our heaven is now popular: it will become monarchal; not without a crowded court, as befits it, of apparitors and satellites and minions of both sexes, paid and caressed for carrying to their stern, dark-bearded master prayers and supplications. Altars must be strown with broken minds, and incense rise amid abject aspirations. Gods will be found unfit for their places; and it is not impossible that, in the ruin imminent from our contentions for power, and in the necessary extinction both of ancient families and of generous sentiments, our consular fasces may become the water-sprinklers of some upstart priesthood, and that my son may apply for lustration to the son of my groom. The interest of such men requires that the spirit of arms and of arts be extinguished. They will predicate peace, that the people may be tractable to them; but a religion altogether pacific is the fomenter of wars and the nurse of crimes, alluring Sloth from within and Violence from afar. If ever it should prevail among the Romans, it must prevail alone: for nations more vigorous and energetic will invade them, close upon them, trample them under foot; and the name of Roman, which is now the most glorious, will become the most opprobrious upon earth.
 

Caesar. The time, I hope, may be distant; for next to my own name I hold my country’s.
 

Lucullus. Mine, not coming from Troy or Ida, is lower in my estimation: I place my country’s first.
 

You are surveying the little lake beside us. It contains no fish, birds never alight on it, the water is extremely pure and cold; the walk round is pleasant, not only because there is always a gentle breeze from it, but because the turf is fine and the surface of the mountain on this summit is perfectly on a level to a great extent in length — not a trifling advantage to me, who walk often and am weak. I have no alley, no garden, no enclosure; the park is in the vale below, where a brook supplies the ponds, and where my servants are lodged; for here I have only twelve in attendance.
 

Caesar. What is that so white, towards the Adriatic?
 

Lucullus. The Adriatic itself. Turn round and you may descry the Tuscan Sea. Our situation is reported to be among the highest of the Apennines. Marcipor has made the sign to me that dinner is ready. Pass this way.
 

Caesar. What a library is here! Ah, Marcus Tullius! I salute thy image. Why frownest thou upon me — collecting the consular robe and uplifting the right arm, as when Rome stood firm again, and Catiline fled before thee?
 

Lucullus. Just so; such was the action the statuary chose, as adding a new endearment to the memory of my absent friend.
 

Caesar. Sylla, who honoured you above all men, is not here.
 

Lucullus. I have his Commentaries: he inscribed them, as you know, to me. Something even of our benefactors may be forgotten, and gratitude be unreproved.
 

Caesar. The impression on that couch, and the two fresh honeysuckles in the leaves of those two books, would show, even to a stranger, that this room is peculiarly the master’s. Are they sacred?
 

Lucullus. To me and Caesar.
 

Caesar. I would have asked permission —— 
 

Lucullus. Caius Julius, you have nothing to ask of Polybius and Thucydides; nor of Xenophon, the next to them on the table.
 

Caesar. Thucydides! the most generous, the most unprejudiced, the most sagacious, of historians. Now, Lucullus, you whose judgment in style is more accurate than any other Roman’s, do tell me whether a commander, desirous of writing his Commentaries, could take to himself a more perfect model than Thucydides?
 

Lucullus. Nothing is more perfect, nor ever will be: the scholar of Pericles, the master of Demosthenes, the equal of the one in military science, and of the other not the inferior in civil and forensic; the calm dispassionate judge of the general by whom he was defeated, his defender, his encomiast. To talk of such men is conducive not only to virtue but to health.
 

 
 

This other is my dining-room. You expect the dishes.
 

Caesar. I misunderstood — I fancied —— 
 

Lucullus. Repose yourself, and touch with the ebony wand, beside you, the sphinx on either of those obelisks, right or left.
 

Caesar. Let me look at them first.
 

Lucullus. The contrivance was intended for one person, or two at most, desirous of privacy and quiet. The blocks of jasper in my pair, and of porphyry in yours, easily yield in their grooves, each forming one partition. There are four, containing four platforms. The lower holds four dishes, such as sucking forest-boars, venison, hares, tunnies, sturgeons, which you will find within; the upper three, eight each, but diminutive. The confectionery is brought separately, for the steam would spoil it, if any should escape. The melons are in the snow, thirty feet under us: they came early this morning from a place in the vicinity of Luni, travelling by night.
 

Caesar. I wonder not at anything of refined elegance in Lucullus; but really here Antiochia and Alexandria seem to have cooked for us, and magicians to be our attendants.
 

Lucullus. The absence of slaves from our repast is the luxury, for Marcipor alone enters, and he only when I press a spring with my foot or wand. When you desire his appearance, touch that chalcedony just before you.
 

Caesar. I eat quick and rather plentifully; yet the valetudinarian (excuse my rusticity, for I rejoice at seeing it) appears to equal the traveller in appetite, and to be contented with one dish.
 

Lucullus. It is milk: such, with strawberries, which ripen on the Apennines many months in continuance, and some other berries of sharp and grateful flavour, has been my only diet since my first residence here. The state of my health requires it; and the habitude of nearly three months renders this food not only more commodious to my studies and more conducive to my sleep, but also more agreeable to my palate than any other.
 

Caesar. Returning to Rome or Baiae, you must domesticate and tame them. The cherries you introduced from Pontus are now growing in Cisalpine and Transalpine Gaul; and the largest and best in the world, perhaps, are upon the more sterile side of Lake Larius.
 

Lucullus. There are some fruits, and some virtues, which require a harsh soil and bleak exposure for their perfection.
 

Caesar. In such a profusion of viands, and so savoury, I perceive no odour.
 

Lucullus. A flue conducts heat through the compartments of the obelisks; and, if you look up, you may observe that those gilt roses, between the astragals in the cornice, are prominent from it half a span. Here is an aperture in the wall, between which and the outer is a perpetual current of air. We are now in the dog-days; and I have never felt in the whole summer more heat than at Rome in many days of March.
 

Caesar. Usually you are attended by troops of domestics and of dinner-friends, not to mention the learned and scientific, nor your own family, your attachment to which, from youth upward, is one of the higher graces in your character. Your brother was seldom absent from you.
 

Lucullus. Marcus was coming; but the vehement heats along the Arno, in which valley he has a property he never saw before, inflamed his blood, and he now is resting for a few days at Faesulae, a little town destroyed by Sylla within our memory, who left it only air and water, the best in Tuscany. The health of Marcus, like mine, has been declining for several months: we are running our last race against each other, and never was I, in youth along the Tiber, so anxious of first reaching the goal. I would not outlive him: I should reflect too painfully on earlier days, and look forward too despondently on future. As for friends, lampreys and turbots beget them, and they spawn not amid the solitude of the Apennines. To dine in company with more than two is a Gaulish and German thing. I can hardly bring myself to believe that I have eaten in concert with twenty; so barbarous and herdlike a practice does not now appeal to me — such an incentive to drink much and talk loosely; not to add, such a necessity to speak loud, which is clownish and odious in the extreme. On this mountain summit I hear no noises, no voices, not even of salutation; we have no flies about us, and scarcely an insect or reptile.
 

Caesar. Your amiable son is probably with his uncle: is he well?
 

Lucullus. Perfectly. He was indeed with my brother in his intended visit to me; but Marcus, unable to accompany him hither, or superintend his studies in the present state of his health, sent him directly to his Uncle Cato at Tusculum — a man fitter than either of us to direct his education, and preferable to any, excepting yourself and Marcus Tullius, in eloquence and urbanity.
 

Caesar. Cato is so great, that whoever is greater must be the happiest and first of men.
 

Lucullus. That any such be still existing, O Julius, ought to excite no groan from the breast of a Roman citizen. But perhaps I wrong you; perhaps your mind was forced reluctantly back again, on your past animosities and contests in the Senate.
 

Caesar. I revere him, but cannot love him.
 

Lucullus. Then, Caius Julius, you groaned with reason; and I would pity rather than reprove you.
 

On the ceiling at which you are looking, there is no gilding, and little painting — a mere trellis of vines bearing grapes, and the heads, shoulders, and arms rising from the cornice only, of boys and girls climbing up to steal them, and scrambling for them: nothing overhead; no giants tumbling down, no Jupiter thundering, no Mars and Venus caught at mid-day, no river-gods pouring out their urns upon us; for, as I think nothing so insipid as a flat ceiling, I think nothing so absurd as a storied one. Before I was aware, and without my participation, the painter had adorned that of my bedchamber with a golden shower, bursting from varied and irradiated clouds. On my expostulation, his excuse was that he knew the Danaë of Scopas, in a recumbent posture, was to occupy the centre of the room. The walls, behind the tapestry and pictures, are quite rough. In forty-three days the whole fabric was put together and habitable.
 

The wine has probably lost its freshness: will you try some other?
 

Caesar. Its temperature is exact; its flavour exquisite. Latterly I have never sat long after dinner, and am curious to pass through the other apartments, if you will trust me.
 

Lucullus. I attend you.
 

Caesar. Lucullus, who is here? What figure is that on the poop of the vessel? Can it be —— 
 

Lucullus. The subject was dictated by myself; you gave it.
 

Caesar. Oh, how beautifully is the water painted! How vividly the sun strikes against the snows on Taurus! The grey temples and pierhead of Tarsus catch it differently, and the monumental mound on the left is half in shade. In the countenance of those pirates I did not observe such diversity, nor that any boy pulled his father back: I did not indeed mark them or notice them at all.
 

Lucullus. The painter in this fresco, the last work finished, had dissatisfied me in one particular. ‘That beautiful young face,’ said I, ‘appears not to threaten death.’
 

‘Lucius,’ he replied, ‘if one muscle were moved it were not Caesar’s: beside, he said it jokingly, though resolved.’
 

‘I am contented with your apology, Antipho; but what are you doing now? for you never lay down or suspend your pencil, let who will talk and argue. The lines of that smaller face in the distance are the same.’
 

‘Not the same,’ replied he, ‘nor very different: it smiles, as surely the goddess must have done at the first heroic act of her descendant.’
 

Caesar. In her exultation and impatience to press forward she seems to forget that she is standing at the extremity of the shell, which rises up behind out of the water; and she takes no notice of the terror on the countenance of this Cupid who would detain her, nor of this who is flying off and looking back. The reflection of the shell has given a warmer hue below the knee; a long streak of yellow light in the horizon is on the level of her bosom, some of her hair is almost lost in it; above her head on every side is the pure azure of the heavens.
 

Oh! and you would not have shown me this? You, among whose primary studies is the most perfect satisfaction of your guests!
 

Lucullus. In the next apartment are seven or eight other pictures from our history.
 

There are no more: what do you look for?
 

Caesar. I find not among the rest any descriptive of your own exploits. Ah, Lucullus! there is no surer way of making them remembered.
 

This, I presume by the harps in the two corners, is the music-room.
 

Lucullus. No, indeed; nor can I be said to have one here; for I love best the music of a single instrument, and listen to it willingly at all times, but most willingly while I am reading. At such seasons a voice or even a whisper disturbs me; but music refreshes my brain when I have read long, and strengthen it from the beginning. I find also that if I write anything in poetry (a youthful propensity still remaining), it gives rapidity and variety and brightness to my ideas. On ceasing, I command a fresh measure and instrument, or another voice; which is to the mind like a change of posture, or of air to the body. My heal this benefited by the gentle play thus opened to the most delicate of the fibres.
 

Caesar. Let me augur that a disorder so tractable may be soon removed. What is it thought to be?
 

Lucullus. I am inclined to think, and my physician did not long attempt to persuade me of the contrary, that the ancient realms of Aeaetes have supplied me with some other plants than the cherry, and such as I should be sorry to see domesticated here in Italy.
 

Caesar. The gods forbid! Anticipate better things! The reason of Lucullus is stronger than the medicaments of Mithridates; but why not use them too? Let nothing be neglected. You may reasonably hope for many years of life: your mother still enjoys it.
 

Lucullus. To stand upon one’s guard against Death exasperates her malice and protracts our sufferings.
 

Caesar. Rightly and gravely said: but your country at this time cannot do well without you.
 

Lucullus. The bowl of milk, which to-day is presented to me, will shortly be presented to my Manes.
 

Caesar. Do you suspect the hand?
 

Lucullus. I will not suspect a Roman: let us converse no more about it.
 

Caesar. It is the only subject on which I am resolved never to think, as relates to myself. Life may concern us, death not; for in death we neither can act nor reason, we neither can persuade nor command; and our statues are worth more than we are, let them be but wax.
 

 
 

Lucullus. From being for ever in action, for ever in contention, and from excelling in them all other mortals, what advantage derive we? I would not ask what satisfaction, what glory? The insects have more activity than ourselves, the beasts more strength, even inert matter more firmness and stability; the gods alone more goodness. To the exercise of this every country lies open; and neither I eastward nor you westward have found any exhausted by contests for it.
 

Must we give men blows because they will not look at us? or chain them to make them hold the balance evener?
 

Do not expect to be acknowledged for what you are, much less for what you would be; since no one can well measure a great man but upon the bier. There was a time when the most ardent friend to Alexander of Macedon would have embraced the partisan for his enthusiasm, who should have compared him with Alexander of Pherae. It must have been at a splendid feast, and late at it, when Scipio should have been raised to an equality with Romulus, or Cato with Curius. It has been whispered in my ear, after a speech of Cicero, ‘If he goes on so, he will tread down the sandal of Marcus Antonius in the long run, and perhaps leave Hortensius behind.’ Officers of mine, speaking about you, have exclaimed with admiration: ‘He fights like Cinna.’ Think, Caius Julius (for you have been instructed to think both as a poet and as a philosopher), that among the hundred hands of Ambition, to whom we may attribute them more properly than to Briareus, there is not one which holds anything firmly. In the precipitancy of her course, what appears great is small, and what appears small is great. Our estimate of men is apt to be as inaccurate and inexact as that of things, or more. Wishing to have all on our side, we often leave those we should keep by us, run after those we should avoid, and call importunately on others who sit quiet and will not come. We cannot at once catch the applause of the vulgar and expect the approbation of the wise. What are parties? Do men really great ever enter into them? Are they not ball-courts, where ragged adventurers strip and strive, and where dissolute youths abuse one another, and challenge and game and wager? If you and I cannot quite divest ourselves of infirmities and passions, let us think, however, that there is enough in us to be divided into two portions, and let us keep the upper undisturbed and pure. A part of Olympus itself lies in dreariness and in clouds, variable and stormy; but it is not the highest: there the gods govern. Your soul is large enough to embrace your country: all other affection is for less objects, and less men are capable of it. Abandon, O Caesar! such thoughts and wishes as now agitate and propel you: leave them to mere men of the marsh, to fat hearts and miry intellects. Fortunate may we call ourselves to have been born in an age so productive of eloquence, so rich in erudition. Neither of us would be excluded, or hooted at, on canvassing for these honours. He who can think dispassionately and deeply as I do, is great as I am; none other. But his opinions are at freedom to diverge from mine, as mine are from his; and indeed, on recollection, I never loved those most who thought with me, but those rather who deemed my sentiments worth discussion, and who corrected me with frankness and affability.
 

Caesar. Lucullus, you perhaps have taken the wiser and better part, certainly the pleasanter. I cannot argue with you: I would gladly hear one who could, but you again more gladly. I should think unworthily of you if I thought you capable of yielding or receding. I do not even ask you to keep our conversation long a secret, so greatly does it preponderate in your favour; so much more of gentleness, of eloquence, and of argument. I came hither with one soldier, avoiding the cities, and sleeping at the villa of a confidential friend. To-night I sleep in yours, and, if your dinner does not disturb me, shall sleep soundly. You go early to rest I know.
 

Lucullus. Not, however, by daylight. Be assured, Caius Julius, that greatly as your discourse afflicts me, no part of it shall escape my lips. If you approach the city with arms, with arms I meet you; then your denouncer and enemy, at present your host and confidant.
 

Caesar. I shall conquer you.
 

Lucullus. That smile would cease upon it: you sigh already.
 

Caesar. Yes, Lucullus, if I am oppressed I shall overcome my oppressor: I know my army and myself. A sigh escaped me, and many more will follow; but one transport will rise amid them, when, vanquisher of my enemies and avenger of my dignity, I press again the hand of Lucullus, mindful of this day.
 
  


EPICURUS, LEONTION, AND TERNISSA
 

Ternissa. The broad and billowy summits of yon monstrous trees, one would imagine, were made for the storms to rest upon when they are tired of raving. And what bark! It occurs to me, Epicurus, that I have rarely seen climbing plants attach themselves to these trees, as they do to the oak, the maple, the beech, and others.
 

Leontion. If your remark be true, perhaps the resinous are not embraced by them so frequently because they dislike the odour of the resin, or some other property of the juices; for they, too, have their affections and antipathies no less than countries and their climes.
 

Ternissa. For shame! what would you with me?
 

Epicurus. I would not interrupt you while you were speaking, nor while Leontion was replying; this is against my rules and practice. Having now ended, kiss me, Ternissa!
 

Ternissa. Impudent man! in the name of Pallas, why should I kiss you?
 

Epicurus. Because you expressed hatred.
 

Ternissa. Do we kiss when we hate?
 

Epicurus. There is no better end of hating. The sentiment should not exist one moment; and if the hater gives a kiss on being ordered to do it, even to a tree or a stone, that tree or stone becomes the monument of a fault extinct.
 

Ternissa. I promise you I never will hate a tree again.
 

Epicurus. I told you so.
 

Leontion. Nevertheless, I suspect, my Ternissa, you will often be surprised into it. I was very near saying, ‘I hate these rude square stones!’ Why did you leave them here, Epicurus?
 

Epicurus. It is true, they are the greater part square, and seem to have been cut out in ancient times for plinths and columns; they are also rude. Removing the smaller, that I might plant violets and cyclamens and convolvuluses and strawberries, and such other herbs as grow willingly in dry places, I left a few of these for seats, a few for tables and for couches.
 

Leontion. Delectable couches!
 

Epicurus. Laugh as you may, they will become so when they are covered with moss and ivy, and those other two sweet plants whose names I do not remember to have found in any ancient treatise, but which I fancy I have heard Theophrastus call ‘Leontion’ and ‘Ternissa’.
 

Ternissa. The bold, insidious, false creature!
 

Epicurus. What is that volume, may I venture to ask, Leontion? Why do you blush?
 

Leontion. I do not blush about it.
 

Epicurus. You are offended, then, my dear girl.
 

Leontion. No, nor offended. I will tell you presently what it contains. Account to me first for your choice of so strange a place to walk in: a broad ridge, the summit and one side barren, the other a wood of rose-laurels impossible to penetrate. The worst of all is, we can see nothing of the city or the Parthenon, unless from the very top.
 

Epicurus. The place commands, in my opinion, a most perfect view.
 

Leontion. Of what, pray?
 

Epicurus. Of itself; seeming to indicate that we, Leontion, who philosophize, should do the same.
 

Leontion. Go on, go on! say what you please: I will not hate anything yet. Why have you torn up by the root all these little mountain ash-trees? This is the season of their beauty: come, Ternissa, let us make ourselves necklaces and armlets, such as may captivate old Sylvanus and Pan; you shall have your choice. But why have you torn them up?
 

Epicurus. On the contrary, they were brought hither this morning. Sosimenes is spending large sums of money on an olive-ground, and has uprooted some hundreds of them, of all ages and sizes. I shall cover the rougher part of the hill with them, setting the clematis and vine and honeysuckle against them, to unite them.
 

Ternissa. Oh, what a pleasant thing it is to walk in the green light of the vine trees, and to breathe the sweet odour of their invisible flowers!
 

Epicurus. The scent of them is so delicate that it requires a sigh to inhale it; and this, being accompanied and followed by enjoyment, renders the fragrance so exquisite. Ternissa, it is this, my sweet friend, that made you remember the green light of the foliage, and think of the invisible flowers as you would of some blessing from heaven.
 

Ternissa. I see feathers flying at certain distances just above the middle of the promontory: what can they mean?
 

Epicurus. Cannot you imagine them to be the feathers from the wings of Zethes and Caläis, who came hither out of Thrace to behold the favourite haunts of their mother Oreithyia? From the precipice that hangs over the sea a few paces from the pinasters she is reported to have been carried off by Boreas; and these remains of the primeval forest have always been held sacred on that belief.
 

Leontion. The story is an idle one.
 

Ternissa. Oh no, Leontion! the story is very true.
 

Leontion. Indeed!
 

Ternissa. I have heard not only odes, but sacred and most ancient hymns upon it; and the voice of Boreas is often audible here, and the screams of Oreithyia.
 

Leontion. The feathers, then, really may belong to Caläis and Zethes.
 

Ternissa. I don’t believe it; the winds would have carried them away.
 

Leontion. The gods, to manifest their power, as they often do by miracles, could as easily fix a feather eternally on the most tempestuous promontory, as the mark of their feet upon the flint.
 

Ternissa. They could indeed; but we know the one to a certainty, and have no such authority for the other. I have seen these pinasters from the extremity of the Piraeus, and have heard mention of the altar raised to Boreas: where is it?
 

Epicurus. As it stands in the centre of the platform, we cannot see it from hence; there is the only piece of level ground in the place.
 

Leontion. Ternissa intends the altar to prove the truth of the story.
 

Epicurus. Ternissa is slow to admit that even the young can deceive, much less the old; the gay, much less the serious.
 

Leontion. It is as wise to moderate our belief as our desires.
 

Epicurus. Some minds require much belief, some thrive on little. Rather an exuberance of it is feminine and beautiful. It acts differently on different hearts; it troubles some, it consoles others; in the generous it is the nurse of tenderness and kindness, of heroism and self-devotion; in the ungenerous it fosters pride, impatience of contradiction and appeal, and, like some waters, what it finds a dry stick or hollow straw, it leaves a stone.
 

Ternissa. We want it chiefly to make the way of death an easy one.
 

Epicurus. There is no easy path leading out of life, and few are the easy ones that lie within it. I would adorn and smoothen the declivity, and make my residence as commodious as its situation and dimensions may allow; but principally I would cast under-foot the empty fear of death.
 

Ternissa. Oh, how can you?
 

Epicurus. By many arguments already laid down: then by thinking that some perhaps, in almost every age, have been timid and delicate as Ternissa; and yet have slept soundly, have felt no parent’s or friend’s tear upon their faces, no throb against their breasts: in short, have been in the calmest of all possible conditions, while those around were in the most deplorable and desperate.
 

Ternissa. It would pain me to die, if it were only at the idea that any one I love would grieve too much for me.
 

Epicurus. Let the loss of our friends be our only grief, and the apprehension of displeasing them our only fear.
 

Leontion. No apostrophes! no interjections! Your argument was unsound; your means futile.
 

Epicurus. Tell me, then, whether the horse of a rider on the road should not be spurred forward if he started at a shadow.
 

Leontion. Yes.
 

Epicurus. I thought so: it would, however, be better to guide him quietly up to it, and to show him that it was one. Death is less than a shadow: it represents nothing, even imperfectly.
 

Leontion. Then at the best what is it? why care about it, think about it, or remind us that it must befall us? Would you take the same trouble, when you see my hair entwined with ivy, to make me remember that, although the leaves are green and pliable, the stem is fragile and rough, and that before I go to bed I shall have many knots and entanglements to extricate? Let me have them; but let me not hear of them until the time is come.
 

Epicurus. I would never think of death as an embarrassment, but as a blessing.
 

Ternissa. How? a blessing?
 

Epicurus. What, if it makes our enemies cease to hate us? what, if it makes our friends love us the more?
 

Leontion. Us? According to your doctrine we shall not exist at all.
 

Epicurus. I spoke of that which is consolatory while we are here, and of that which in plain reason ought to render us contented to stay no longer. You, Leontion, would make others better; and better they certainly will be, when their hostilities languish in an empty field, and their rancour is tired with treading upon dust. The generous affections stir about us at the dreary hour of death, as the blossoms of the Median apple swell and diffuse their fragrance in the cold.
 

Ternissa. I cannot bear to think of passing the Styx, lest Charon should touch me; he is so old and wilful, so cross and ugly.
 

Epicurus. Ternissa! Ternissa! I would accompany you thither, and stand between. Would you not too, Leontion?
 

Leontion. I don’t know.
 

Ternissa. Oh, that we could go together!
 

Leontion. Indeed!
 

Ternissa. All three, I mean — I said — or was going to say it. How ill-natured you are, Leontion, to misinterpret me; I could almost cry.
 

Leontion. Do not, do not, Ternissa! Should that tear drop from your eyelash you would look less beautiful.
 

Epicurus. If it is well to conquer a world, it is better to conquer two.
 

Ternissa. That is what Alexander of Macedon wept because he could not accomplish.
 

Epicurus. Ternissa! we three can accomplish it; or any one of us.
 

Ternissa. How? pray!
 

Epicurus. We can conquer this world and the next; for you will have another, and nothing should be refused you.
 

Ternissa. The next by piety: but this, in what manner?
 

Epicurus. By indifference to all who are indifferent to us; by taking joyfully the benefit that comes spontaneously; by wishing no more intensely for what is a hair’s-breadth beyond our reach than for a draught of water from the Ganges; and by fearing nothing in another life.
 

Ternissa. This, O Epicurus! is the grand impossibility.
 

Epicurus. Do you believe the gods to be as benevolent and good as you are? or do you not?
 

Ternissa. Much kinder, much better in every way.
 

Epicurus. Would you kill or hurt the sparrow that you keep in your little dressing-room with a string around the leg, because he hath flown where you did not wish him to fly?
 

Ternissa. No! it would be cruel; the string about the leg of so little and weak a creature is enough.
 

Epicurus. You think so; I think so; God thinks so. This I may say confidently; for whenever there is a sentiment in which strict justice and pure benevolence unite, it must be His.
 

Ternissa. O Epicurus! when you speak thus — 
 

Leontion. Well, Ternissa, what then?
 

Ternissa. When Epicurus teaches us such sentiments as these, I am grieved that he has not so great an authority with the Athenians as some others have.
 

Leontion. You will grieve more, I suspect, my Ternissa, when he possesses that authority.
 

Ternissa. What will he do?
 

Leontion. Why turn pale? I am not about to answer that he will forget or leave you. No; but the voice comes deepest from the sepulchre, and a great name hath its root in the dead body. If you invited a company to a feast, you might as well place round the table live sheep and oxen and vases of fish and cages of quails, as you would invite a company of friendly hearers to the philosopher who is yet living. One would imagine that the iris of our intellectual eye were lessened by the glory of his presence, and that, like eastern kings, he could be looked at near only when his limbs are stiff, by waxlight, in close curtains.
 

Epicurus. One of whom we know little leaves us a ring or other token of remembrance, and we express a sense of pleasure and of gratitude; one of whom we know nothing writes a book, the contents of which might (if we would let them) have done us more good and might have given us more pleasure, and we revile him for it. The book may do what the legacy cannot; it may be pleasurable and serviceable to others as well as ourselves: we would hinder this too. In fact, all other love is extinguished by self-love: beneficence, humanity, justice, philosophy, sink under it. While we insist that we are looking for Truth, we commit a falsehood. It never was the first object with any one, and with few the second.
 

Feed unto replenishment your quieter fancies, my sweetest little Ternissa! and let the gods, both youthful and aged, both gentle and boisterous, administer to them hourly on these sunny downs: what can they do better?
 

Leontion. But those feathers, Ternissa, what god’s may they be? since you will not pick them up, nor restore them to Caläis nor to Zethes.
 

Ternissa. I do not think they belong to any god whatever; and shall never be persuaded of it unless Epicurus says it is so.
 

Leontion. O unbelieving creature! do you reason against the immortals?
 

Ternissa. It was yourself who doubted, or appeared to doubt, the flight of Oreithyia. By admitting too much we endanger our religion. Beside, I think I discern some upright stakes at equal distances, and am pretty sure the feathers are tied to them by long strings.
 

Epicurus. You have guessed the truth.
 

Ternissa. Of what use are they there?
 

Epicurus. If you have ever seen the foot of a statue broken off just below the ankle, you have then, Leontion and Ternissa, seen the form of the ground about us. The lower extremities of it are divided into small ridges, as you will perceive if you look around; and these are covered with corn, olives, and vines. At the upper part, where cultivation ceases, and where those sheep and goats are grazing, begins my purchase. The ground rises gradually unto near the summit, where it grows somewhat steep, and terminates in a precipice. Across the middle I have traced a line, denoted by those feathers, from one dingle to the other; the two terminations of my intended garden. The distance is nearly a thousand paces, and the path, perfectly on a level, will be two paces broad, so that I may walk between you; but another could not join us conveniently. From this there will be several circuitous and spiral, leading by the easiest ascent to the summit; and several more, to the road along the cultivation underneath: here will, however, be but one entrance. Among the projecting fragments and the massive stones yet standing of the boundary-wall, which old pomegranates imperfectly defend, and which my neighbour has guarded more effectively against invasion, there are hillocks of crumbling mould, covered in some places with a variety of moss; in others are elevated tufts, or dim labyrinths of eglantine.
 

Ternissa. Where will you place the statues? for undoubtedly you must have some.
 

Epicurus. I will have some models for statues. Pygmalion prayed the gods to give life to the image he adored: I will not pray them to give marble to mine. Never may I lay my wet cheek upon the foot under which is inscribed the name of Leontion or Ternissa!
 

Leontion. Do not make us melancholy; never let us think that the time can come when we shall lose our friends. Glory, literature, philosophy have this advantage over friendship: remove one object from them, and others fill the void; remove one from friendship, one only, and not the earth nor the universality of worlds, no, nor the intellect that soars above and comprehends them, can replace it!
 

Epicurus. Dear Leontion! always amiable, always graceful! How lovely do you now appear to me! what beauteous action accompanied your words!
 

Leontion. I used none whatever.
 

Epicurus. That white arm was then, as it is now, over the shoulder of Ternissa; and her breath imparted a fresh bloom to your cheek, a new music to your voice. No friendship is so cordial or so delicious as that of girl for girl; no hatred so intense and immovable as that of woman for woman. In youth you love one above the others of your sex; in riper age you hate all, more or less, in proportion to similarity of accomplishments and pursuits — which sometimes (I wish it were oftener) are bonds of union to man. In us you more easily pardon faults than excellences in each other. Your tempers are such, my beloved scholars, that even this truth does not ruffle them; and such is your affection, that I look with confidence to its unabated ardour at twenty.
 

Leontion. Oh, then I am to love Ternissa almost fifteen months!
 

Ternissa. And I am destined to survive the loss of it three months above four years!
 

Epicurus. Incomparable creatures! may it be eternal! In loving ye shall follow no example; ye shall step securely over the iron rule laid down for others by the Destinies, and you for ever be Leontion, and you Ternissa.
 

Leontion. Then indeed we should not want statues.
 

Ternissa. But men, who are vainer creatures, would be good for nothing without them: they must be flattered even by the stones.
 

Epicurus. Very true. Neither the higher arts nor the civic virtues can flourish extensively without the statues of illustrious men. But gardens are not the places for them. Sparrows, wooing on the general’s truncheon (unless he be such a general as one of ours in the last war), and snails besliming the emblems of the poet, do not remind us worthily of their characters. Porticos are their proper situations, and those the most frequented. Even there they may lose all honour and distinction, whether from the thoughtlessness of magistrates or from the malignity of rivals. Our own city, the least exposed of any to the effects of either, presents us a disheartening example. When the Thebans in their jealousy condemned Pindar to the payment of a fine for having praised the Athenians too highly, our citizens erected a statue of bronze to him.
 

Leontion. Jealousy of Athens made the Thebans fine him; and jealousy of Thebes made the Athenians thus record it.
 

Epicurus. And jealousy of Pindar, I suspect, made some poet persuade the archons to render the distinction a vile and worthless one, by placing his effigy near a king’s — one Evagoras of Cyprus.
 

Ternissa. Evagoras, I think I remember to have read in the inscription, was rewarded in this manner for his reception of Conon, defeated by the Lacedemonians.
 

Epicurus. Gratitude was due to him, and some such memorial to record it. External reverence should be paid unsparingly to the higher magistrates of every country who perform their offices exemplarily; yet they are not on this account to be placed in the same degree with men of primary genius. They never exalt the human race, and rarely benefit it; and their benefits are local and transitory, while those of a great writer are universal and eternal.
 

If the gods did indeed bestow on us a portion of their fire, they seem to have lighted it in sport and left it; the harder task and the nobler is performed by that genius who raises it clear and glowing from its embers, and makes it applicable to the purposes that dignify or delight our nature. I have ever said, ‘Reverence the rulers.’ Let, then, his image stand; but stand apart from Pindar’s. Pallas and Jove! defend me from being carried down the stream of time among a shoal of royalets, and the rootless weeds they are hatched on!
 

Ternissa. So much piety would deserve the exemption, even though your writings did not hold out the decree.
 

Leontion. Child, the compliment is ill turned: if you are ironical, as you must be on the piety of Epicurus, Atticism requires that you should continue to be so, at least to the end of the sentence.
 

Ternissa. Irony is my abhorrence. Epicurus may appear less pious than some others, but I am certain he is more; otherwise the gods would never have given him —— 
 

Leontion. What? what? let us hear!
 

Ternissa. Leontion!
 

Leontion. Silly girl! Were there any hibiscus or broom growing near at hand, I would send him away and whip you.
 

Epicurus. There is fern, which is better.
 

Leontion. I was not speaking to you: but now you shall have something to answer for yourself. Although you admit no statues in the country, you might at least, methinks, have discovered a retirement with a fountain in it: here I see not even a spring.
 

Epicurus. Fountain I can hardly say there is; but on the left there is a long crevice or chasm, which we have never yet visited, and which we cannot discern until we reach it. This is full of soft mould, very moist, and many high reeds and canes are growing there; and the rock itself too drips with humidity along it, and is covered with more tufted moss and more variegated lichens. This crevice, with its windings and sinuosities, is about four hundred paces long, and in many parts eleven, twelve, thirteen feet wide, but generally six or seven. I shall plant it wholly with lilies of the valley, leaving the irises which occupy the sides as well as the clefts, and also those other flowers of paler purple, from the autumnal cups of which we collect the saffron; and forming a narrow path of such turf as I can find there, or rather following it as it creeps among the bays and hazels and sweet-brier, which had fallen at different times from the summit and are now grown old, with an infinity of primroses at the roots. There are nowhere twenty steps without a projection and a turn, nor in any ten together is the chasm of the same width or figure. Hence the ascent in its windings is easy and imperceptible quite to the termination, where the rocks are somewhat high and precipitous; at the entrance they lose themselves in privet and elder, and you must make your way between them through the canes. Do not you remember where I carried you both across the muddy hollow in the footpath?
 

Ternissa. Leontion does.
 

Epicurus. That place is always wet; not only in this month of Puanepsion, which we are beginning to-day, but in midsummer. The water that causes it comes out a little way above it, but originates from the crevice, which I will cover at top with rose-laurel and mountain-ash, with clematis and vine; and I will intercept the little rill in its wandering, draw it from its concealment, and place it like Bacchus under the protection of the nymphs, who will smile upon it in its marble cradle, which at present I keep at home.
 

Ternissa. Leontion, why do you turn away your face? have the nymphs smiled upon you in it?
 

Leontion. I bathed in it once, if you must know, Ternissa! Why now, Ternissa, why do you turn away yours? have the nymphs frowned upon you for invading their secrets?
 

Ternissa. Epicurus, you are in the right to bring it away from Athens, from under the eye of Pallas: she might be angry.
 

Epicurus. You approve of its removal then, my lovely friend?
 

Ternissa. Mightily. [Aside.] I wish it may break in pieces on the road.
 

Epicurus. What did you say?
 

Ternissa. I wish it were now on the road, that I might try whether it would hold me — I mean with my clothes on.
 

Epicurus. It would hold you, and one a span longer. I have another in the house; but it is not decorated with fauns and satyrs and foliage, like this.
 

Leontion. I remember putting my hand upon the frightful satyr’s head, to leap in: it seems made for the purpose. But the sculptor needed not to place the naiad quite so near — he must have been a very impudent man; it is impossible to look for a moment at such a piece of workmanship.
 

Ternissa. For shame! Leontion! — why, what was it? I do not desire to know.
 

Epicurus. I don’t remember it.
 

Leontion. Nor I neither; only the head.
 

Epicurus. I shall place the satyr toward the rock, that you may never see him, Ternissa.
 

Ternissa. Very right; he cannot turn round.
 

Leontion. The poor naiad had done it, in vain.
 

Ternissa. All these labourers will soon finish the plantation, if you superintend them, and are not appointed to some magistrature.
 

Epicurus. Those who govern us are pleased at seeing a philosopher out of the city, and more still at finding in a season of scarcity forty poor citizens, who might become seditious, made happy and quiet by such employment.
 

Two evils, of almost equal weight, may befall the man of erudition: never to be listened to, and to be listened to always. Aware of these, I devote a large portion of my time and labours to the cultivation of such minds as flourish best in cities, where my garden at the gate, although smaller than this, we find sufficiently capacious. There I secure my listeners; here my thoughts and imaginations have their free natural current, and tarry or wander as the will invites: may it ever be among those dearest to me! — those whose hearts possess the rarest and divinest faculty, of retaining or forgetting at option what ought to be forgotten or retained.
 

Leontion. The whole ground then will be covered with trees and shrubs?
 

Epicurus. There are some protuberances in various parts of the eminence, which you do not perceive till you are upon them or above them. They are almost level at the top, and overgrown with fine grass; for they catch the better soil brought down in small quantities by the rains. These are to be left unplanted: so is the platform under the pinasters, whence there is a prospect of the city, the harbour, the isle of Salamis, and the territory of Megara. ‘What then!’ cried Sosimenes, ‘you would hide from your view my young olives, and the whole length of the new wall I have been building at my own expense between us! and, when you might see at once the whole of Attica, you will hardly see more of it than I could buy.’
 

Leontion. I do not perceive the new wall, for which Sosimenes, no doubt, thinks himself another Pericles.
 

Epicurus. Those old junipers quite conceal it.
 

Ternissa. They look warm and sheltering; but I like the rose-laurels much better: and what a thicket of them here is!
 

Epicurus. Leaving all the larger, I shall remove many thousands of them; enough to border the greater part of the walk, intermixed with roses.
 

There is an infinity of other plants and flowers, or weeds as Sosimenes calls them, of which he has cleared his oliveyard, and which I shall adopt. Twenty of his slaves came in yesterday, laden with hyacinths and narcissi, anemones and jonquils. ‘The curses of our vineyards,’ cried he, ‘and good neither for man nor beast. I have another estate infested with lilies of the valley: I should not wonder if you accepted these too.’
 

‘And with thanks,’ answered I.
 

The whole of his remark I could not collect: he turned aside, and (I believe) prayed. I only heard ‘Pallas’— ‘Father’— ‘sound mind’— ‘inoffensive man’— ‘good neighbour’. As we walked together I perceived him looking grave, and I could not resist my inclination to smile as I turned my eyes toward him. He observed it, at first with unconcern, but by degrees some doubts arose within him, and he said, ‘Epicurus, you have been throwing away no less than half a talent on this sorry piece of mountain, and I fear you are about to waste as much in labour: for nothing was ever so terrible as the price we are obliged to pay the workman, since the conquest of Persia and the increase of luxury in our city. Under three obols none will do his day’s work. But what, in the name of all the deities, could induce you to plant those roots, which other people dig up and throw away?’
 

‘I have been doing,’ said I, ‘the same thing my whole life through, Sosimenes!’
 

‘How!’ cried he; ‘I never knew that.’
 

‘Those very doctrines,’ added I, ‘which others hate and extirpate, I inculcate and cherish. They bring no riches, and therefore are thought to bring no advantage; to me, they appear the more advantageous for that reason. They give us immediately what we solicit through the means of wealth. We toil for the wealth first; and then it remains to be proved whether we can purchase with it what we look for. Now, to carry our money to the market, and not to find in the market our money’s worth, is great vexation; yet much greater has already preceded, in running up and down for it among so many competitors, and through so many thieves.’
 

After a while he rejoined, ‘You really, then, have not overreached me?’
 

‘In what, my friend?’ said I.
 

‘These roots,’ he answered, ‘may perhaps be good and saleable for some purpose. Shall you send them into Persia? or whither?’
 

‘Sosimenes, I shall make love-potions of the flowers.’
 

Leontion. O Epicurus! should it ever be known in Athens that they are good for this, you will not have, with all your fences of prunes and pomegranates, and precipices with brier upon them, a single root left under ground after the month of Elaphebolion.
 

Epicurus. It is not every one that knows the preparation.
 

Leontion. Everybody will try it.
 

Epicurus. And you, too, Ternissa?
 

Ternissa. Will you teach me?
 

Epicurus. This, and anything else I know. We must walk together when they are in flower.
 

Ternissa. And can you teach me, then?
 

Epicurus. I teach by degrees.
 

Leontion. By very slow ones, Epicurus! I have no patience with you; tell us directly.
 

Epicurus. It is very material what kind of recipient you bring with you. Enchantresses use a brazen one; silver and gold are employed in other arts.
 

Leontion. I will bring any.
 

Ternissa. My mother has a fine golden one. She will lend it me; she allows me everything.
 

Epicurus. Leontion and Ternissa, those eyes of yours brighten at inquiry, as if they carried a light within them for a guidance.
 

Leontion. No flattery!
 

Ternissa. No flattery! Come, teach us!
 

Epicurus. Will you hear me through in silence?
 

Leontion. We promise.
 

Epicurus. Sweet girls! the calm pleasures, such as I hope you will ever find in your walks among these gardens, will improve your beauty, animate your discourse, and correct the little that may hereafter rise up for correction in your dispositions. The smiling ideas left in our bosoms from our infancy, that many plants are the favourites of the gods, and that others were even the objects of their love — having once been invested with the human form, beautiful and lively and happy as yourselves — give them an interest beyond the vision; yes, and a station — let me say it — on the vestibule of our affections. Resign your ingenuous hearts to simple pleasures; and there is none in man, where men are Attic, that will not follow and outstrip their movements.
 

Ternissa. O Epicurus!
 

Epicurus. What said Ternissa?
 

Leontion. Some of those anemones, I do think, must be still in blossom. Ternissa’s golden cup is at home; but she has brought with her a little vase for the filter — and has filled it to the brim. Do not hide your head behind my shoulder, Ternissa; no, nor in my lap.
 

Epicurus. Yes, there let it lie — the lovelier for that tendril of sunny brown hair upon it. How it falls and rises! Which is the hair? which the shadow?
 

Leontion. Let the hair rest.
 

Epicurus. I must not, perhaps, clasp the shadow!
 

Leontion. You philosophers are fond of such unsubstantial things. Oh, you have taken my volume! This is deceit.
 

You live so little in public, and entertain such a contempt for opinion, as to be both indifferent and ignorant what it is that people blame you for.
 

Epicurus. I know what it is I should blame myself for, if I attended to them. Prove them to be wiser and more disinterested in their wisdom than I am, and I will then go down to them and listen to them. When I have well considered a thing, I deliver it — regardless of what those think who neither take the time nor possess the faculty of considering anything well, and who have always lived far remote from the scope of our speculations.
 

Leontion. In the volume you snatched away from me so slyly, I have defended a position of yours which many philosophers turn into ridicule — namely, that politeness is among the virtues. I wish you yourself had spoken more at large upon the subject.
 

Epicurus. It is one upon which a lady is likely to display more ingenuity and discernment. If philosophers have ridiculed my sentiment, the reason is, it is among those virtues which in general they find most difficult to assume or counterfeit.
 

Leontion. Surely life runs on the smoother for this equability and polish; and the gratification it affords is more extensive than is afforded even by the highest virtue. Courage, on nearly all occasions, inflicts as much of evil as it imparts of good. It may be exerted in defence of our country, in defence of those who love us, in defence of the harmless and the helpless; but those against whom it is thus exerted may possess an equal share of it. If they succeed, then manifestly the ill it produces is greater than the benefit; if they succumb, it is nearly as great. For many of their adversaries are first killed and maimed, and many of their own kindred are left to lament the consequences of the aggression.
 

Epicurus. You have spoken first of courage, as that virtue which attracts your sex principally.
 

Ternissa. Not me; I am always afraid of it. I love those best who can tell me the most things I never knew before, and who have patience with me, and look kindly while they teach me, and almost as if they were waiting for fresh questions. Now let me hear directly what you were about to say to Leontion.
 

Epicurus. I was proceeding to remark that temperance comes next; and temperance has then its highest merit when it is the support of civility and politeness. So that I think I am right and equitable in attributing to politeness a distinguished rank, not among the ornaments of life, but among the virtues. And you, Leontion and Ternissa, will have leaned the more propensely toward this opinion, if you considered, as I am sure you did, that the peace and concord of families, friends, and cities are preserved by it; in other terms, the harmony of the world.
 

Ternissa. Leontion spoke of courage, you of temperance; the next great virtue, in the division made by the philosophers, is justice.
 

Epicurus. Temperance includes it; for temperance is imperfect if it is only an abstinence from too much food, too much wine, too much conviviality or other luxury. It indicates every kind of forbearance. Justice is forbearance from what belongs to another. Giving to this one rightly what that one would hold wrongfully in magistrature not in the abstract, and is only a part of its office. The perfectly temperate man is also the perfectly just man; but the perfectly just man (as philosophers now define him) may not be the perfectly temperate one. I include the less in the greater.
 

Leontion. We hear of judges, and upright ones too, being immoderate eaters and drinkers.
 

Epicurus. The Lacedemonians are temperate in food and courageous in battle; but men like these, if they existed in sufficient numbers, would devastate the universe. We alone, we Athenians, with less military skill perhaps, and certainly less rigid abstinence from voluptuousness and luxury, have set before it the only grand example of social government and of polished life. From us the seed is scattered; from us flow the streams that irrigate it; and ours are the hands, O Leontion, that collect it, cleanse it, deposit it, and convey and distribute it sound and weighty through every race and age. Exhausted as we are by war, we can do nothing better than lie down and doze while the weather is fine overhead, and dream (if we can) that we are affluent and free.
 

O sweet sea air! how bland art thou and refreshing! Breathe upon Leontion! breathe upon Ternissa! bring them health and spirits and serenity, many springs and many summers, and when the vine-leaves have reddened and rustle under their feet!
 

These, my beloved girls, are the children of Eternity: they played around Theseus and the beauteous Amazon; they gave to Pallas the bloom of Venus, and to Venus the animation of Pallas. Is it not better to enjoy by the hour their soft, salubrious influence, than to catch by fits the rancid breath of demagogues; than to swell and move under it without or against our will; than to acquire the semblance of eloquence by the bitterness of passion, the tone of philosophy by disappointment, or the credit of prudence by distrust? Can fortune, can industry, can desert itself, bestow on us anything we have not here?
 

Leontion. And when shall those three meet? The gods have never united them, knowing that men would put them asunder at the first appearance.
 

Epicurus. I am glad to leave the city as often as possible, full as it is of high and glorious reminiscences, and am inclined much rather to indulge in quieter scenes, whither the Graces and Friendship lead me. I would not contend even with men able to contend with me. You, Leontion, I see, think differently, and have composed at last your long-meditated work against the philosophy of Theophrastus.
 

Leontion. Why not? he has been praised above his merits.
 

Epicurus. My Leontion! you have inadvertently given me the reason and origin of all controversial writings. They flow not from a love of truth or a regard for science, but from envy and ill-will. Setting aside the evil of malignity — always hurtful to ourselves, not always to others — there is weakness in the argument you have adduced. When a writer is praised above his merits in his own times, he is certain of being estimated below them in the times succeeding. Paradox is dear to most people: it bears the appearance of originality, but is usually the talent of the superficial, the perverse, and the obstinate.
 

Nothing is more gratifying than the attention you are bestowing on me, which you always apportion to the seriousness of my observations.
 

Leontion. I dislike Theophrastus for his affected contempt of your doctrines.
 

Epicurus. Unreasonably, for the contempt of them; reasonably, if affected. Good men may differ widely from me, and wiser ones misunderstand me; for, their wisdom having raised up to them schools of their own, they have not found leisure to converse with me; and from others they have received a partial and inexact report. My opinion is, that certain things are indifferent and unworthy of pursuit or attention, as lying beyond our research and almost our conjecture; which things the generality of philosophers (for the generality are speculative) deem of the first importance. Questions relating to them I answer evasively, or altogether decline. Again, there are modes of living which are suitable to some and unsuitable to others. What I myself follow and embrace, what I recommend to the studious, to the irritable, to the weak in health, would ill agree with the commonality of citizens. Yet my adversaries cry out: ‘Such is the opinion and practice of Epicurus!’ For instance, I have never taken a wife, and never will take one; but he from among the mass, who should avow his imitation of my example, would act as wisely and more religiously in saying that he chose celibacy because Pallas had done the same.
 

Leontion. If Pallas had many such votaries she would soon have few citizens to supply them.
 

Epicurus. And extremely bad ones, if all followed me in retiring from the offices of magistracy and of war. Having seen that the most sensible men are the most unhappy, I could not but examine the causes of it; and, finding that the same sensibility to which they are indebted for the activity of their intellect is also the restless mover of their jealousy and ambition, I would lead them aside from whatever operates upon these, and throw under their feet the terrors their imagination has created. My philosophy is not for the populace nor for the proud: the ferocious will never attain it; the gentle will embrace it, but will not call it mine. I do not desire that they should: let them rest their heads upon that part of the pillow which they find the softest, and enjoy their own dreams unbroken.
 

Leontion. The old are all against you, Epicurus, the name of pleasure is an affront to them: they know no other kind of it than that which has flowered and seeded, and of which the withered stems have indeed a rueful look.
 

Epicurus. Unhappily the aged are retentive of long-acquired maxims, and insensible to new impressions, whether from fancy or from truth: in fact, their eyes blend the two together. Well might the poet tell us:
 

Fewer the gifts that gnarled Age presents To elegantly-handed Infancy, Than elegantly-handed Infancy Presents to gnarled Age. From both they drop; The middle course of life receives them all, Save the light few that laughing Youth runs off with, Unvalued as a mistress or a flower.
 

Leontion. Since, in obedience to your institutions, O Epicurus, I must not say I am angry, I am offended at least with Theophrastus for having so misrepresented your opinions, on the necessity of keeping the mind composed and tranquil, and remote from every object and every sentiment by which a painful sympathy may be excited. In order to display his elegance of language, he runs wherever he can lay a censure on you, whether he believes in its equity or not.
 

Epicurus. This is the case with all eloquent men, and all disputants. Truth neither warms nor elevates them, neither obtains for them profit nor applause.
 

Ternissa. I have heard wise remarks very often and very warmly praised.
 

Epicurus. Not for the truth in them, but for the grace, or because they touched the spring of some preconception or some passion. Man is a hater of truth, a lover of fiction.
 

Theophrastus is a writer of many acquirements and some shrewdness, usually judicious, often somewhat witty, always elegant; his thoughts are never confused, his sentences are never incomprehensible. If Aristoteles thought more highly of him than his due, surely you ought not to censure Theophrastus with severity on the supposition of his rating me below mine; unless you argue that a slight error in a short sum is less pardonable than in a longer. Had Aristoteles been living, and had he given the same opinion of me, your friendship and perhaps my self-love might have been wounded; for, if on one occasion he spoke too favourably, he never spoke unfavourably but with justice. This is among the indications of orderly and elevated minds; and here stands the barrier that separates them from the common and the waste. Is a man to be angry because an infant is fretful? Is a philosopher to unpack and throw away his philosophy, because an idiot has tried to overturn it on the road, and has pursued it with gibes and ribaldry?
 

Leontion. Theophrastus would persuade us that, according to your system, we not only should decline the succour of the wretched, but avoid the sympathies that poets and historians would awaken in us. Probably for the sake of introducing some idle verses, written by a friend of his, he says that, following the guidance of Epicurus, we should altogether shun the theatre; and not only when Prometheus and Oedipus and Philoctetes are introduced, but even when generous and kindly sentiments are predominant, if they partake of that tenderness which belongs to pity. I know not what Thracian lord recovers his daughter from her ravisher; such are among the words they exchange:
 

Father.
 

Insects that dwell in rotten reeds, inert Upon the surface of a stream or pool, Then rush into the air on meshy vans, Are not so different in their varying lives As we are. — Oh! what father on this earth, Holding his child’s cool cheek within his palms And kissing his fair front, would wish him man? — Inheritor of wants and jealousies, Of labour, of ambition, of distress, And, cruellest of all the passions, lust. Who that behold me, persecuted, scorned, A wanderer, e’er could think what friends were mine, How numerous, how devoted? with what glee Smiled my old house, with what acclaim my courts Rang from without whene’er my war-horse neighed?
 

Daughter.
 

Thy fortieth birthday is not shouted yet By the young peasantry, with rural gifts And nightly fires along the pointed hills, Yet do thy temples glitter with grey hair Scattered not thinly: ah, what sudden change! Only thy voice and heart remain the same: No! that voice trembles, and that heart (I feel), While it would comfort and console me, breaks.
 

Epicurus. I would never close my bosom against the feelings of humanity; but I would calmly and well consider by what conduct of life they may enter it with the least importunity and violence. A consciousness that we have promoted the happiness of others, to the uttermost of our power, is certain not only to meet them at the threshold, but to bring them along with us, and to render them accurate and faithful prompters, when we bend perplexedly over the problem of evil figured by the tragedians. If there were more of pain than of pleasure in the exhibitions of the dramatist, no man in his senses would attend them twice. All the imitative arts have delight for the principal object: the first of these is poetry; the highest of poetry is tragic.
 

Leontion. The epic has been called so.
 

Epicurus. Improperly; for the epic has much more in it of what is prosaic. Its magnitude is no argument. An Egyptian pyramid contains more materials than an Ionic temple, but requires less contrivance, and exhibits less beauty of design. My simile is yet a defective one; for a tragedy must be carried on with an unbroken interest, and, undecorated by loose foliage or fantastic branches, it must rise, like the palm-tree, with a lofty unity. On these matters I am unable to argue at large, or perhaps correctly; on those, however, which I have studied and treated, my terms are so explicit and clear, that Theophrastus can never have misunderstood them. Let me recall to your attention but two axioms.
 

Abstinence from low pleasures is the only means of meriting or of obtaining the higher.
 

Kindness in ourselves is the honey that blunts the sting of unkindness in another.
 

Leontion. Explain to me, then, O Epicurus, why we suffer so much from ingratitude.
 

Epicurus. We fancy we suffer from ingratitude, while in reality we suffer from self-love. Passion weeps while she says, ‘I did not deserve this from him’; Reason, while she says it, smoothens her brow at the clear fountain of the heart. Permit me also, like Theophrastus, to borrow a few words from a poet.
 

Ternissa. Borrow as many such as any one will entrust to you, and may Hermes prosper your commerce! Leontion may go to the theatre then; for she loves it.
 

Epicurus. Girls! be the bosom friends of Antigone and Ismene; and you shall enter the wood of the Eumenides without shuddering, and leave it without the trace of a tear. Never did you appear so graceful to me, O Ternissa — no, not even after this walk do you — as when I saw you blow a fly from the forehead of Philoctetes in the propylëa. The wing, with which Sophocles and the statuary represent him, to drive away the summer insects in his agony, had wearied his flaccid arm, hanging down beside him.
 

Ternissa. Do you imagine, then, I thought him a living man?
 

Epicurus. The sentiment was both more delicate and more august from being indistinct. You would have done it, even if he had been a living man; even if he could have clasped you in his arms, imploring the deities to resemble you in gentleness, you would have done it.
 

Ternissa. He looked so abandoned by all, and so heroic, yet so feeble and so helpless! I did not think of turning around to see if any one was near me; or else, perhaps —— 
 

Epicurus. If you could have thought of looking around, you would no longer have been Ternissa. The gods would have transformed you for it into some tree.
 

Leontion. And Epicurus had been walking under it this day, perhaps.
 

Epicurus. With Leontion, the partner of his sentiments. But the walk would have been earlier or later than the present hour; since the middle of the day, like the middle of certain fruits, is good for nothing.
 

Leontion. For dinner, surely?
 

Epicurus. Dinner is a less gratification to me than to many: I dine alone.
 

Ternissa. Why?
 

Epicurus. To avoid the noise, the heat, and the intermixture both of odours and of occupations. I cannot bear the indecency of speaking with a mouth in which there is food. I careen my body (since it is always in want of repair) in as unobstructed a space as I can, and I lie down and sleep awhile when the work is over.
 

Leontion. Epicurus! although it would be very interesting, no doubt, to hear more of what you do after dinner — [Aside to him.] now don’t smile: I shall never forgive you if you say a single word — yet I would rather hear a little about the theatre, and whether you think at last that women should frequent it; for you have often said the contrary.
 

Epicurus. I think they should visit it rarely; not because it excites their affections, but because it deadens them. To me nothing is so odious as to be at once among the rabble and among the heroes, and, while I am receiving into my heart the most exquisite of human sensations, to feel upon my shoulder the hand of some inattentive and insensible young officer.
 

Leontion. Oh, very bad indeed! horrible!
 

Ternissa. You quite fire at the idea.
 

Leontion. Not I: I don’t care about it.
 

Ternissa. Not about what is very bad indeed? quite horrible?
 

Leontion. I seldom go thither.
 

Epicurus. The theatre is delightful when we erect it in our own house or arbour, and when there is but one spectator.
 

Leontion. You must lose the illusion in great part, if you only read the tragedy, which I fancy to be your meaning.
 

Epicurus. I lose the less of it. Do not imagine that the illusion is, or can be, or ought to be, complete. If it were possible, no Phalaris or Perillus could devise a crueller torture. Here are two imitations: first, the poet’s of the sufferer; secondly, the actor’s of both: poetry is superinduced. No man in pain ever uttered the better part of the language used by Sophocles. We admit it, and willingly, and are at least as much illuded by it as by anything else we hear or see upon the stage. Poets and statuaries and painters give us an adorned imitation of the object, so skilfully treated that we receive it for a correct one. This is the only illusion they aim at: this is the perfection of their arts.
 

Leontion. Do you derive no pleasure from the representation of a consummate actor?
 

Epicurus. High pleasure; but liable to be overturned in an instant: pleasure at the mercy of any one who sits beside me.
 

 
 

Leontion. In my treatise I have only defended your tenets against Theophrastus.
 

Epicurus. I am certain you have done it with spirit and eloquence, dear Leontion; and there are but two words in it I would wish you to erase.
 

Leontion. Which are they?
 

Epicurus. Theophrastus and Epicurus. If you love me, you will do nothing that may make you uneasy when you grow older; nothing that may allow my adversary to say, ‘Leontion soon forgot her Epicurus.’ My maxim is, never to defend my systems or paradoxes; if you undertake it, the Athenians will insist that I impelled you secretly, or that my philosophy and my friendship were ineffectual on you.
 

Leontion. They shall never say that.
 

Epicurus. I am not unmoved by the kindness of your intentions. Most people, and philosophers, too, among the rest, when their own conduct or opinions are questioned, are admirably prompt and dexterous in the science of defence; but when another’s are assailed, they parry with as ill a grace and faltering a hand as if they never had taken a lesson in it at home. Seldom will they see what they profess to look for; and, finding it, they pick up with it a thorn under the nail. They canter over the solid turf, and complain that there is no corn upon it; they canter over the corn, and curse the ridges and furrows. All schools of philosophy, and almost all authors, are rather to be frequented for exercise than for freight; but this exercise ought to acquire us health and strength, spirits and good-humour. There is none of them that does not supply some truth useful to every man, and some untruth equally so to the few that are able to wrestle with it. If there were no falsehood in the world, there would be no doubt; if there were no doubt, there would be no inquiry; if no inquiry, no wisdom, no knowledge, no genius: and Fancy herself would lie muffled up in her robe, inactive, pale, and bloated. I wish we could demonstrate the existence of utility in some other evils as easily as in this.
 

Leontion. My remarks on the conduct and on the style of Theophrastus are not confined to him solely. I have taken at last a general view of our literature, and traced as far as I am able its deviation and decline. In ancient works we sometimes see the mark of the chisel; in modern we might almost suppose that no chisel was employed at all, and that everything was done by grinding and rubbing. There is an ordinariness, an indistinctness, a generalization, not even to be found in a flock of sheep. As most reduce what is sand into dust, the few that avoid it run to a contrary extreme, and would force us to believe that what is original must be unpolished and uncouth.
 

Epicurus. There have been in all ages, and in all there will be, sharp and slender heads made purposely and peculiarly for creeping into the crevices of our nature. While we contemplate the magnificence of the universe, and mensurate the fitness and adaptation of one part to another, the small philosopher hangs upon a hair or creeps within a wrinkle, and cries out shrilly from his elevation that we are blind and superficial. He discovers a wart, he pries into a pore; and he calls it knowledge of man. Poetry and criticism, and all the fine arts, have generated such living things, which not only will be co-existent with them but will (I fear) survive them. Hence history takes alternately the form of reproval and of panegyric; and science in its pulverized state, in its shapeless and colourless atoms, assumes the name of metaphysics. We find no longer the rich succulence of Herodotus, no longer the strong filament of Thucydides, but thoughts fit only for the slave, and language for the rustic and the robber. These writings can never reach posterity, nor serve better authors near us; for who would receive as documents the perversions of venality and party? Alexander we know was intemperate, and Philip both intemperate and perfidious: we require not a volume of dissertation on the thread of history, to demonstrate that one or other left a tailor’s bill unpaid, and the immorality of doing so; nor a supplement to ascertain on the best authorities which of the two it was. History should explain to us how nations rose and fell, what nurtured them in their growth, what sustained them in their maturity; not which orator ran swiftest through the crowd from the right hand to the left, which assassin was too strong for manacles, or which felon too opulent for crucifixion.
 

Leontion. It is better, I own it, that such writers should amuse our idleness than excite our spleen.
 

Ternissa. What is spleen?
 

Epicurus. Do not ask her; she cannot tell you. The spleen, Ternissa, is to the heart what Arimanes is to Oromazes.
 

Ternissa. I am little the wiser yet. Does he ever use such hard words with you?
 

Leontion. He means the evil Genius and the good Genius, in the theogony of the Persians: and would perhaps tell you, as he hath told me, that the heart in itself is free from evil, but very capable of receiving and too tenacious of holding it.
 

Epicurus. In our moral system, the spleen hangs about the heart and renders it sad and sorrowful, unless we continually keep it in exercise by kind offices, or in its proper place by serious investigation and solitary questionings. Otherwise, it is apt to adhere and to accumulate, until it deadens the principles of sound action, and obscures the sight.
 

Ternissa. It must make us very ugly when we grow old.
 

Leontion. In youth it makes us uglier, as not appertaining to it: a little more or less ugliness in decrepitude is hardly worth considering, there being quite enough of it from other quarters: I would stop it here, however.
 

Ternissa. Oh, what a thing is age!
 

Leontion. Death without death’s quiet.
 

Ternissa. Leontion said that even bad writers may amuse our idle hours: alas! even good ones do not much amuse mine, unless they record an action of love or generosity. As for the graver, why cannot they come among us and teach us, just as you do?
 

Epicurus. Would you wish it?
 

Ternissa. No, no! I do not want them: only I was imagining how pleasant it is to converse as we are doing, and how sorry I should be to pore over a book instead of it. Books always make me sigh, and think about other things. Why do you laugh, Leontion?
 

Epicurus. She was mistaken in saying bad authors may amuse our idleness. Leontion knows not then how sweet and sacred idleness is.
 

Leontion. To render it sweet and sacred, the heart must have a little garden of its own, with its umbrage and fountains and perennial flowers — a careless company! Sleep is called sacred as well as sweet by Homer; and idleness is but a step from it. The idleness of the wise and virtuous should be both, it being the repose and refreshment necessary for past exertions and for future; it punishes the bad man, it rewards the good; the deities enjoy it, and Epicurus praises it. I was indeed wrong in my remark; for we should never seek amusement in the foibles of another, never in coarse language, never in low thoughts. When the mind loses its feeling for elegance, it grows corrupt and grovelling, and seeks in the crowd what ought to be found at home.
 

Epicurus. Aspasia believed so, and bequeathed to Leontion, with every other gift that Nature had bestowed upon her, the power of delivering her oracles from diviner lips.
 

Leontion. Fie! Epicurus! It is well you hide my face for me with your hand. Now take it away; we cannot walk in this manner.
 

Epicurus. No word could ever fall from you without its weight; no breath from you ought to lose itself in the common air.
 

Leontion. For shame! What would you have?
 

Ternissa. He knows not what he would have nor what he would say. I must sit down again. I declare I scarcely understand a single syllable. Well, he is very good, to tease you no longer. Epicurus has an excellent heart; he would give pain to no one; least of all to you.
 

Leontion, I have pained him by this foolish book, and he would only assure me that he does not for a moment bear me malice. Take the volume; take it, Epicurus! tear it in pieces.
 

Epicurus. No, Leontion! I shall often look with pleasure on this trophy of brave humanity; let me kiss the hand that raises it!
 

Ternissa. I am tired of sitting: I am quite stiff: when shall we walk homeward?
 

Epicurus. Take my arm, Ternissa!
 

Ternissa. Oh! I had forgotten that I proposed to myself a trip as far up as the pinasters, to look at the precipice of Oreithyia. Come along! come along! how alert does the sea air make us! I seem to feel growing at my feet and shoulders the wings of Zethes or Caläis.
 

Epicurus. Leontion walks the nimblest to-day.
 

Ternissa. To display her activity and strength, she runs before us. Sweet Leontion, how good she is! but she should have stayed for us: it would be in vain to try to overtake her.
 

No, Epicurus! Mind! take care! you are crushing these little oleanders — and now the strawberry plants — the whole heap. Not I, indeed. What would my mother say, if she knew it? And Leontion! she will certainly look back.
 

Epicurus. The fairest of the Eudaimones never look back: such are the Hours and Love, Opportunity and Leontion.
 

Ternissa. How could you dare to treat me in this manner? I did not say again I hated anything.
 

Epicurus. Forgive me!
 

Ternissa. Violent creature!
 

Epicurus. If tenderness is violence. Forgive me; and say you love me.
 

Ternissa. All at once? could you endure such boldness?
 

Epicurus. Pronounce it! whisper it.
 

Ternissa. Go, go. Would it be proper?
 

Epicurus. Is that sweet voice asking its heart or me? let the worthier give the answer.
 

Ternissa. O Epicurus! you are very, very dear to me; and are the last in the world that would ever tell you were called so.
 
  


DANTE AND BEATRICE
 

Dante. When you saw me profoundly pierced with love, and reddening and trembling, did it become you, did it become you, you whom I have always called the most gentle Bice, to join in the heartless laughter of those girls around you? Answer me. Reply unhesitatingly. Requires it so long a space for dissimulation and duplicity? Pardon! pardon! pardon! My senses have left me; my heart being gone, they follow.
 

Beatrice. Childish man! pursuing the impossible.
 

Dante. And was it this you laughed at? We cannot touch the hem of God’s garment; yet we fall at His feet and weep.
 

Beatrice. But weep not, gentle Dante! fall not before the weakest of His creatures, willing to comfort, unable to relieve you. Consider a little. Is laughter at all times the signal or the precursor of derision? I smiled, let me avow it, from the pride I felt in your preference of me; and if I laughed, it was to conceal my sentiments. Did you never cover sweet fruit with worthless leaves? Come, do not drop again so soon so faint a smile. I will not have you grave, nor very serious. I pity you; I must not love you: if I might, I would.
 

Dante. Yet how much love is due to me, O Bice, who have loved you, as you well remember, even from your tenth year. But it is reported, and your words confirm it, that you are going to be married.
 

Beatrice. If so, and if I could have laughed at that, and if my laughter could have estranged you from me, would you blame me?
 

Dante. Tell me the truth.
 

Beatrice. The report is general.
 

Dante. The truth! the truth! Tell me, Bice.
 

Beatrice. Marriages, it is said, are made in heaven.
 

Dante. Is heaven then under the paternal roof?
 

Beatrice. It has been to me hitherto.
 

Dante. And now you seek it elsewhere.
 

Beatrice. I seek it not. The wiser choose for the weaker. Nay, do not sigh so. What would you have, my grave pensive Dante? What can I do?
 

Dante. Love me.
 

Beatrice. I always did.
 

Dante. Love me? O bliss of heaven!
 

Beatrice. No, no, no! Forbear! Men’s kisses are always mischievous and hurtful; everybody says it. If you truly loved me, you would never think of doing so.
 

Dante. Nor even this!
 

Beatrice. You forget that you are no longer a boy; and that it is not thought proper at your time of life to continue the arm at all about the waist. Beside, I think you would better not put your head against my bosom; it beats too much to be pleasant to you. Why do you wish it? why fancy it can do you any good? It grows no cooler; it seems to grow even hotter. Oh, how it burns! Go, go; it hurts me too: it struggles, it aches, it sobs. Thank you, my gentle friend, for removing your brow away; your hair is very thick and long; and it began to heat me more than you can imagine. While it was there, I could not see your face so well, nor talk with you so quietly.
 

Dante. Oh, when shall we talk quietly in future?
 

Beatrice. When I am married. I shall often come to visit my father. He has always been solitary since my mother’s death, which happened in my infancy, long before you knew me.
 

Dante. How can he endure the solitude of his house when you have left it?
 

Beatrice. The very question I asked him.
 

Dante. You did not then wish to ... to ... go away?
 

Beatrice. Ah no! It is sad to be an outcast at fifteen.
 

Dante. An outcast?
 

Beatrice. Forced to leave a home.
 

Dante. For another?
 

Beatrice. Childhood can never have a second.
 

Dante. But childhood is now over.
 

Beatrice. I wonder who was so malicious as to tell my father that? He wanted me to be married a whole year ago.
 

Dante. And, Bice, you hesitated?
 

Beatrice. No; I only wept. He is a dear good father. I never disobeyed him but in those wicked tears; and they ran the faster the more he reprehended them.
 

Dante. Say, who is the happy youth?
 

Beatrice. I know not who ought to be happy if you are not.
 

Dante. I?
 

Beatrice. Surely you deserve all happiness.
 

Dante. Happiness! any happiness is denied me. Ah, hours of childhood! bright hours! what fragrant blossoms ye unfold! what bitter fruits to ripen!
 

Beatrice. Now cannot you continue to sit under that old fig-tree at the corner of the garden? It is always delightful to me to think of it.
 

Dante. Again you smile: I wish I could smile too.
 

Beatrice. You were usually more grave than I, although very often, two years ago, you told me I was the graver. Perhaps I was then indeed; and perhaps I ought to be now: but really I must smile at the recollection, and make you smile with me.
 

Dante. Recollection of what in particular?
 

Beatrice. Of your ignorance that a fig-tree is the brittlest of trees, especially when it is in leaf; and moreover of your tumble, when your head was just above the wall, and your hand (with the verses in it) on the very coping-stone. Nobody suspected that I went every day to the bottom of our garden, to hear you repeat your poetry on the other side; nobody but yourself; you soon found me out. But on that occasion I thought you might have been hurt; and I clambered up our high peach-tree in the grass plot nearest the place; and thence I saw Messer Dante, with his white sleeve reddened by the fig-juice, and the seeds sticking to it pertinaciously, and Messer blushing, and trying to conceal his calamity, and still holding the verses. They were all about me.
 

Dante. Never shall any verse of mine be uttered from my lips, or from the lips of others, without the memorial of Bice.
 

Beatrice. Sweet Dante! in the purity of your soul shall Bice live; as (we are told by the goatherds and foresters) poor creatures have been found preserved in the serene and lofty regions of the Alps, many years after the breath of life had left them. Already you rival Guido Cavalcante and Cino da Pistoja: you must attempt, nor perhaps shall it be vainly, to surpass them in celebrity.
 

Dante. If ever I am above them ... and I must be ... I know already what angel’s hand will have helped me up the ladder. Beatrice, I vow to heaven, shall stand higher than Selvaggia, high and glorious and immortal as that name will be. You have given me joy and sorrow; for the worst of these (I will not say the least) I will confer on you all the generations of our Italy, all the ages of our world. But first (alas, from me you must not have it!) may happiness, long happiness, attend you!
 

Beatrice. Ah, those words rend your bosom! why should they?
 

Dante. I could go away contented, or almost contented, were I sure of it. Hope is nearly as strong as despair, and greatly more pertinacious and enduring. You have made me see clearly that you never can be mine in this world: but at the same time, O Beatrice, you have made me see quite as clearly that you may and must be mine in another! I am older than you: precedency is given to age, and not to worthiness; I will pray for you when I am nearer to God, and purified from the stains of earth and mortality. He will permit me to behold you, lovely as when I left you. Angels in vain should call me onward.
 

Beatrice. Hush, sweetest Dante! hush!
 

Dante. It is there where I shall have caught the first glimpse of you again, that I wish all my portion of Paradise to be assigned me; and there, if far below you, yet within the sight of you, to establish my perdurable abode.
 

Beatrice. Is this piety? Is this wisdom? O Dante! And may not I be called away first?
 

Dante. Alas, alas, how many small feet have swept off the early dew of life, leaving the path black behind them! But to think that you should go before me! It almost sends me forward on my way, to receive and welcome you. If indeed, O Beatrice, such should be God’s immutable will, sometimes look down on me when the song to Him is suspended. Oh! look often on me with prayer and pity; for there all prayers are accepted, and all pity is devoid of pain! Why are you silent?
 

Beatrice. It is very sinful not to love all creatures in the world. But it is true, O Dante! that we always love those the most who make us the most unhappy?
 

Dante. The remark, I fear, is just.
 

Beatrice. Then, unless the Virgin be pleased to change my inclinations, I shall begin at last to love my betrothed; for already the very idea of him renders me sad, wearisome, and comfortless. Yesterday he sent me a bunch of violets. When I took them up, delighted as I felt at that sweetest of odours, which you and I once inhaled together....
 

Dante. And only once.
 

Beatrice. You know why. Be quiet now, and hear me. I dropped the posy; for around it, hidden by various kinds of foliage, was twined the bridal necklace of pearls. O Dante, how worthless are the finest of them (and there are many fine ones) in comparison with those little pebbles, some of which (for perhaps I may not have gathered up all) may be still lying under the peach-tree, and some (do I blush to say it?) under the fig! Tell me not who threw these, nor for what. But you know you were always thoughtful, and sometimes reading, sometimes writing, and sometimes forgetting me, while I waited to see the crimson cap, and the two bay-leaves I fastened in it, rise above the garden-wall. How silently you are listening, if you do listen!
 

Dante. Oh, could my thoughts incessantly and eternally dwell among these recollections, undisturbed by any other voice ... undistracted by any other presence! Soon must they abide with me alone, and be repeated by none but me ... repeated in the accents of anguish and despair! Why could you not have held in the sad home of your heart that necklace and those violets?
 

Beatrice. My Dante! we must all obey ... I my father, you your God. He will never abandon you.
 

Dante. I have ever sung, and will for ever sing, the most glorious of His works: and yet, O Bice! He abandons me, He casts me off; and He uses your hand for this infliction.
 

Beatrice. Men travel far and wide, and see many on whom to fix or transfer their affections; but we maidens have neither the power nor the will. Casting our eyes on the ground, we walk along the straight and narrow road prescribed for us; and, doing this, we avoid in great measure the thorns and entanglements of life. We know we are performing our duty; and the fruit of this knowledge is contentment. Season after season, day after day, you have made me serious, pensive, meditative, and almost wise. Being so little a girl, I was proud that you, so much taller, should lean on my shoulder to overlook my work. And greatly more proud was I when in time you taught me several Latin words, and then whole sentences, both in prose and verse, pasting a strip of paper over, or obscuring with impenetrable ink, those passages in the poets which were beyond my comprehension, and might perplex me. But proudest of all was I when you began to reason with me. What will now be my pride if you are convinced by the first arguments I ever have opposed to you; or if you only take them up and try if they are applicable. Certainly do I know (indeed, indeed I do) that even the patience to consider them will make you happier. Will it not then make me so? I entertain no other wish. Is not this true love?
 

Dante. Ah, yes! the truest, the purest, the least perishable, but not the sweetest. Here are the rue and hyssop; but where the rose?
 

Beatrice. Wicked must be whatever torments you: and will you let love do it? Love is the gentlest and kindest breath of God. Are you willing that the tempter should intercept it, and respire it polluted into your ear? Do not make me hesitate to pray to the Virgin for you, nor tremble lest she look down on you with a reproachful pity. To her alone, O Dante, dare I confide all my thoughts! Lessen not my confidence in my only refuge.
 

Dante. God annihilate a power so criminal! Oh, could my love flow into your breast with hers! It should flow with equal purity.
 

Beatrice. You have stored my little mind with many thoughts; dear because they are yours, and because they are virtuous. May I not, O my Dante! bring some of them back again to your bosom; as the contadina lets down the string from the cottage-beam in winter, and culls a few bunches of the soundest for the master of the vineyard? You have not given me glory that the world should shudder at its eclipse. To prove that I am worthy of the smallest part of it, I must obey God; and, under God, my father. Surely the voice of Heaven comes to us audibly from a parent’s lips. You will be great, and, what is above, all greatness, good.
 

Dante. Rightly and wisely, my sweet Beatrice, have you spoken in this estimate. Greatness is to goodness what gravel is to porphyry: the one is a movable accumulation, swept along the surface of the earth; the other stands fixed and solid and alone, above the violence of war and of the tempest; above all that is residuous of a wasted world. Little men build up great ones; but the snow colossus soon melts: the good stand under the eye of God; and therefore stand.
 

Beatrice. Now you are calm and reasonable, listen to me, Bice. You must marry.
 

Dante. Marry?
 

Beatrice. Unless you do, how can we meet again unreservedly? Worse, worse than ever! I cannot bear to see those large heavy tears following one another, heavy and slow as nuns at the funeral of a sister. Come, I will kiss off one, if you will promise me faithfully to shed no more. Be tranquil, be tranquil; only hear reason. There are many who know you; and all who know you must love you. Don’t you hear me? Why turn aside? and why go farther off? I will have that hand. It twists about as if it hated its confinement. Perverse and peevish creature! you have no more reason to be sorry than I have; and you have many to the contrary which I have not. Being a man, you are at liberty to admire a variety, and to make a choice. Is that no comfort to you?
 

Dante.
 

Bid this bosom cease to grieve? Bid these eyes fresh objects see? Where’s the comfort to believe None might once have rivall’d me? What! my freedom to receive? Broken hearts, are they the free? For another can I live When I may not live for thee?
 

Beatrice. I will never be fond of you again if you are so violent. We have been together too long, and we may be noticed.
 

Dante. Is this our last meeting? If it is ... and that it is, my heart has told me ... you will not, surely you will not refuse....
 

Beatrice. Dante! Dante! they make the heart sad after: do not wish it. But prayers ... oh, how much better are they, how much quieter and lighter they render it! They carry it up to heaven with them; and those we love are left behind no longer.
 
  


FRA FILIPPO LIPPI AND POPE EUGENIUS THE FOURTH
 

Eugenius. Filippo! I am informed by my son Cosimo de’ Medici of many things relating to thy life and actions, and among the rest, of thy throwing off the habit of a friar. Speak to me as to a friend. Was that well done?
 

Filippo. Holy Father! it was done most unadvisedly.
 

Eugenius. Continue to treat me with the same confidence and ingenuousness; and, beside the remuneration I intend to bestow on thee for the paintings wherewith thou hast adorned my palace, I will remove with my own hand the heavy accumulation of thy sins, and ward off the peril of fresh ones, placing within thy reach every worldly solace and contentment.
 

Filippo. Infinite thanks, Holy Father! from the innermost heart of your unworthy servant, whose duty and wishes bind him alike and equally to a strict compliance with your paternal commands.
 

Eugenius. Was it a love of the world and its vanities that induced thee to throw aside the frock?
 

Filippo. It was indeed, Holy Father! I never had the courage to mention it in confession among my manifold offences.
 

Eugenius. Bad! bad! Repentance is of little use to the sinner, unless he pour it from a full and overflowing heart into the capacious ear of the confessor. Ye must not go straightforward and bluntly up to your Maker, startling Him with the horrors of your guilty conscience. Order, decency, time, place, opportunity, must be observed.
 

Filippo. I have observed the greater part of them: time, place, and opportunity.
 

Eugenius. That is much. In consideration of it, I hereby absolve thee.
 

Filippo. I feel quite easy, quite new-born.
 

Eugenius. I am desirous of hearing what sort of feelings thou experiencest, when thou givest loose to thy intractable and unruly wishes. Now, this love of the world, what can it mean? A love of music, of dancing, of riding? What in short is it in thee?
 

Filippo. Holy Father! I was ever of a hot and amorous constitution.
 

Eugenius. Well, well! I can guess, within a trifle, what that leads unto. I very much disapprove of it, whatever it may be. And then? and then? Prithee go on: I am inflamed with a miraculous zeal to cleanse thee.
 

Filippo. I have committed many follies, and some sins.
 

Eugenius. Let me hear the sins; I do not trouble my head about the follies; the Church has no business with them. The State is founded on follies, the Church on sins. Come then, unsack them.
 

Filippo. Concupiscence is both a folly and a sin. I felt more and more of it when I ceased to be a monk, not having (for a time) so ready means of allaying it.
 

Eugenius. No doubt. Thou shouldst have thought again and again before thou strippedst off the cowl.
 

Filippo. Ah! Holy Father! I am sore at heart. I thought indeed how often it had held two heads together under it, and that stripping it off was double decapitation. But compensation and contentment came, and we were warm enough without it.
 

Eugenius. I am minded to reprove thee gravely. No wonder it pleased the Virgin, and the saints about her, to permit that the enemy of our faith should lead thee captive into Barbary.
 

Filippo. The pleasure was all on their side.
 

Eugenius. I have heard a great many stories both of males and females who were taken by Tunisians and Algerines: and although there is a sameness in certain parts of them, my especial benevolence toward thee, worthy Filippo, would induce me to lend a vacant ear to thy report. And now, good Filippo, I could sip a small glass of Muscatel or Orvieto, and turn over a few bleached almonds, or essay a smart dried apricot at intervals, and listen while thou relatest to me the manners and customs of that country, and particularly as touching thy own adversities. First, how wast thou taken?
 

Filippo. I was visiting at Pesaro my worshipful friend the canonico Andrea Paccone, who delighted in the guitar, played it skilfully, and was always fond of hearing it well accompanied by the voice. My own instrument I had brought with me, together with many gay Florentine songs, some of which were of such a turn and tendency, that the canonico thought they would sound better on water, and rather far from shore, than within the walls of the canonicate. He proposed then, one evening when there was little wind stirring, to exercise three young abbates on their several parts, a little way out of hearing from the water’s edge.
 

Eugenius. I disapprove of exercising young abbates in that manner.
 

Filippo. Inadvertently, O Holy Father! I have made the affair seem worse than it really was. In fact, there were only two genuine abbates; the third was Donna Lisetta, the good canonico’s pretty niece, who looks so archly at your Holiness when you bend your knees before her at bedtime.
 

Eugenius. How? Where?
 

Filippo. She is the angel on the right-hand side of the Holy Family, with a tip of amethyst-coloured wing over a basket of figs and pomegranates. I painted her from memory: she was then only fifteen, and worthy to be the niece of an archbishop. Alas! she never will be: she plays and sings among the infidels, and perhaps would eat a landrail on a Friday as unreluctantly as she would a roach.
 

Eugenius. Poor soul! So this is the angel with the amethyst-coloured wing? I thought she looked wanton: we must pray for her release ... from the bondage of sin. What followed in your excursion?
 

Filippo. Singing, playing, fresh air, and plashing water, stimulated our appetites. We had brought no eatable with us but fruit and thin marzopane, of which the sugar and rose-water were inadequate to ward off hunger; and the sight of a fishing-vessel between us and Ancona, raised our host immoderately. ‘Yonder smack,’ said he, ‘is sailing at this moment just over the best sole-bank in the Adriatic. If she continues her course and we run toward her, we may be supplied, I trust in God, with the finest fish in Christendom. Methinks I see already the bellies of those magnificent sole bestar the deck, and emulate the glories of the orient sky.’ He gave his orders with such a majestic air, that he looked rather like an admiral than a priest.
 

Eugenius. How now, rogue! Why should not the churchman look majestically and courageously? I myself have found occasion for it, and exerted it.
 

Filippo. The world knows the prowess of your Holiness.
 

Eugenius. Not mine, not mine, Filippo! but His who gave me the sword and the keys, and the will and the discretion to use them. I trust the canonico did not misapply his station and power, by taking the fish at any unreasonably low price; and that he gave his blessing to the remainder, and to the poor fishermen and to their nets.
 

Filippo. He was angry at observing that the vessel, while he thought it was within hail, stood out again to sea.
 

Eugenius. He ought to have borne more manfully so slight a vexation.
 

Filippo. On the contrary, he swore bitterly he would have the master’s ear between his thumb and forefinger in another half-hour, and regretted that he had cut his nails in the morning lest they should grate on his guitar. ‘They may fish well,’ cried he, ‘but they can neither sail nor row; and, when I am in the middle of that tub of theirs, I will teach them more than they look for.’ Sure enough he was in the middle of it at the time he fixed: but it was by aid of a rope about his arms and the end of another laid lustily on his back and shoulders. ‘Mount, lazy long-chined turnspit, as thou valuest thy life,’ cried Abdul the corsair, ‘and away for Tunis.’ If silence is consent, he had it. The captain, in the Sicilian dialect, told us we might talk freely, for he had taken his siesta. ‘Whose guitars are those?’ said he. As the canonico raised his eyes to heaven and answered nothing, I replied, ‘Sir, one is mine: the other is my worthy friend’s there.’ Next he asked the canonico to what market he was taking those young slaves, pointing to the abbates. The canonico sobbed and could not utter one word. I related the whole story; at which he laughed. He then took up the music, and commanded my reverend guest to sing an air peculiarly tender, invoking the compassion of a nymph, and calling her cold as ice. Never did so many or such profound sighs accompany it. When it ended, he sang one himself in his own language, on a lady whose eyes were exactly like the scimitars of Damascus, and whose eyebrows met in the middle like the cudgels of prize-fighters. On the whole she resembled both sun and moon, with the simple difference that she never allowed herself to be seen, lest all the nations of the earth should go to war for her, and not a man to be left to breathe out his soul before her. This poem had obtained the prize at the University of Fez, had been translated into the Arabic, the Persian, and the Turkish languages, and was the favourite lay of the corsair. He invited me lastly to try my talent. I played the same air on the guitar, and apologized for omitting the words, from my utter ignorance of the Moorish. Abdul was much pleased, and took the trouble to convince me that the poetry they conveyed, which he translated literally, was incomparably better than ours. ‘Cold as ice!’ he repeated, scoffing: ‘anybody might say that who had seen Atlas: but a genuine poet would rather say, “Cold as a lizard or a lobster.”’ There is no controverting a critic who has twenty stout rowers, and twenty well-knotted rope-ends. Added to which, he seemed to know as much of the matter as the generality of those who talked about it. He was gratified by my attention and edification, and thus continued: ‘I have remarked in the songs I have heard, that these wild woodland creatures of the west, these nymphs, are a strange fantastical race. But are your poets not ashamed to complain of their inconstancy? whose fault is that? If ever it should be my fortune to take one, I would try whether I could not bring her down to the level of her sex; and if her inconstancy caused any complaints, by Allah! they should be louder and shriller than ever rose from the throat of Abdul.’ I still thought it better to be a disciple than a commentator.
 

Eugenius. If we could convert this barbarian and detain him awhile at Rome, he would learn that women and nymphs (and inconstancy also) are one and the same. These cruel men have no lenity, no suavity. They who do not as they would be done by, are done by very much as they do. Women will glide away from them like water; they can better bear two masters than half one; and a new metal must be discovered before any bars are strong enough to confine them. But proceed with your narrative.
 

Filippo. Night had now closed upon us. Abdul placed the younger of the company apart, and after giving them some boiled rice, sent them down into his own cabin. The sailors, observing the consideration and distinction with which their master had treated me, were civil and obliging. Permission was granted me, at my request, to sleep on deck.
 

Eugenius. What became of your canonico?
 

Filippo. The crew called him a conger, a priest, and a porpoise.
 

Eugenius. Foul-mouthed knaves! could not one of these terms content them? On thy leaving Barbary was he left behind?
 

Filippo. Your Holiness consecrated him, the other day, Bishop of Macerata.
 

Eugenius. True, true; I remember the name, Saccone. How did he contrive to get off?
 

Filippo. He was worth little at any work; and such men are the quickest both to get off and to get on. Abdul told me he had received three thousand crowns for his ransom.
 

Eugenius. He was worth more to him than to me. I received but two first-fruits, and such other things as of right belong to me by inheritance. The bishopric is passably rich: he may serve thee.
 

Filippo. While he was a canonico he was a jolly fellow; not very generous; for jolly fellows are seldom that; but he would give a friend a dinner, a flask of wine or two in preference, and a piece of advice as readily as either. I waited on monsignor at Macerata, soon after his elevation.
 

Eugenius. He must have been heartily glad to embrace his companion in captivity, and the more especially as he himself was the cause of so grievous a misfortune.
 

Filippo. He sent me word he was so unwell he could not see me. ‘What!’ said I to his valet, ‘is monsignor’s complaint in his eyes?’ The fellow shrugged up his shoulders and walked away. Not believing that the message was a refusal to admit me, I went straight upstairs, and finding the door of an antechamber half open, and a chaplain milling an egg-posset over the fire, I accosted him. The air of familiarity and satisfaction he observed in me left no doubt in his mind that I had been invited by his patron. ‘Will the man never come?’ cried his lordship. ‘Yes, monsignor!’ exclaimed I, running in and embracing him; ‘behold him here!’ He started back, and then I first discovered the wide difference between an old friend and an egg-posset.
 

Eugenius. Son Filippo! thou hast seen but little of the world, and art but just come from Barbary. Go on.
 

Filippo. ‘Fra Filippo!’ said he gravely, ‘I am glad to see you. I did not expect you just at present: I am not very well: I had ordered a medicine and was impatient to take it. If you will favour me with the name of your inn, I will send for you when I am in a condition to receive you; perhaps within a day or two.’ ‘Monsignor!’ said I, ‘a change of residence often gives a man a cold, and oftener a change of fortune. Whether you caught yours upon deck (where we last saw each other), from being more exposed than usual, or whether the mitre holds wind, is no question for me, and no concern of mine.’
 

Eugenius. A just reproof, if an archbishop had made it. On uttering it, I hope thou kneeledst and kissedst his hand.
 

Filippo. I did not indeed.
 

Eugenius. Oh, there wert thou greatly in the wrong! Having, it is reported, a good thousand crowns yearly of patrimony, and a canonicate worth six hundred more, he might have attempted to relieve thee from slavery, by assisting thy relatives in thy redemption.
 

Filippo. The three thousand crowns were the uttermost he could raise, he declared to Abdul, and he asserted that a part of the money was contributed by the inhabitants of Pesaro. ‘Do they act out of pure mercy?’ said he. ‘Ay, they must, for what else could move them in behalf of such a lazy, unserviceable street-fed cur?’ In the morning, at sunrise, he was sent aboard. And now, the vessel being under weigh, ‘I have a letter from my lord Abdul,’ said the master, ‘which, being in thy language, two fellow slaves shall read unto thee publicly.’ They came forward and began the reading. ‘Yesterday I purchased these two slaves from a cruel, unrelenting master, under whose lash they have laboured for nearly thirty years. I hereby give orders that five ounces of my own gold be weighed out to them.’ Here one of the slaves fell on his face; the other lifted up his hands, praised God, and blessed his benefactor.
 

Eugenius. The pirate? the unconverted pirate?
 

Filippo. Even so. ‘Here is another slip of paper for thyself to read immediately in my presence,’ said the master. The words it contained were, ‘Do thou the same, or there enters thy lips neither food nor water until thou landest in Italy. I permit thee to carry away more than double the sum: I am no sutler: I do not contract for thy sustenance.’ The canonico asked of the master whether he knew the contents of the letter; he replied no. ‘Tell your master, lord Abdul, that I shall take them into consideration.’ ‘My lord expected a much plainer answer, and commanded me, in case of any such as thou hast delivered, to break this seal.’ He pressed it to his forehead and then broke it. Having perused the characters reverentially, ‘Christian! dost thou consent?’ The canonico fell on his knees, and overthrew the two poor wretches who, saying their prayers, had remained in the same posture before him quite unnoticed. ‘Open thy trunk and take out thy money-bag, or I will make room for it in thy bladder.’ The canonico was prompt in the execution of the command. The master drew out his scales, and desired the canonico to weigh with his own hand five ounces. He groaned and trembled: the balance was unsteady. ‘Throw in another piece: it will not vitiate the agreement,’ cried the master. It was done. Fear and grief are among the thirsty passions, but add little to the appetite. It seemed, however, as if every sigh had left a vacancy in the stomach of the canonico. At dinner the cook brought him a salted bonito, half an ell in length; and in five minutes his reverence was drawing his middle finger along the white backbone, out of sheer idleness, until were placed before him some as fine dried locusts as ever provisioned the tents of Africa, together with olives the size of eggs and colour of bruises, shining in oil and brine. He found them savoury and pulpy, and, as the last love supersedes the foregoing, he gave them the preference, even over the delicate locusts. When he had finished them, he modestly requested a can of water. A sailor brought a large flask, and poured forth a plentiful supply. The canonico engulfed the whole, and instantly threw himself back in convulsive agony. ‘How is this?’ cried the sailor. The master ran up and, smelling the water, began to buffet him, exclaiming, as he turned round to all the crew, ‘How came this flask here?’ All were innocent. It appeared, however, that it was a flask of mineral water, strongly sulphureous, taken out of a Neapolitan vessel, laden with a great abundance of it for some hospital in the Levant. It had taken the captor by surprise in the same manner as the canonico. He himself brought out instantly a capacious stone jar covered with dew, and invited the sufferer into the cabin. Here he drew forth two richly-cut wineglasses, and, on filling one of them, the outside of it turned suddenly pale, with a myriad of indivisible drops, and the senses were refreshed with the most delicious fragrance. He held up the glass between himself and his guest, and looking at it attentively, said, ‘Here is no appearance of wine; all I can see is water. Nothing is wickeder than too much curiosity: we must take what Allah sends us, and render thanks for it, although it fall far short of our expectations. Besides, our Prophet would rather we should even drink wine than poison.’ The canonico had not tasted wine for two months: a longer abstinence than ever canonico endured before. He drooped: but the master looked still more disconsolate. ‘I would give whatever I possess on earth rather than die of thirst,’ cried the canonico. ‘Who would not?’ rejoined the captain, sighing and clasping his fingers. ‘If it were not contrary to my commands, I could touch at some cove or inlet.’ ‘Do, for the love of Christ!’ exclaimed the canonico. ‘Or even sail back,’ continued the captain. ‘O Santa Vergine!’ cried in anguish the canonico. ‘Despondency,’ said the captain, with calm solemnity, ‘has left many a man to be thrown overboard: it even renders the plague, and many other disorders, more fatal. Thirst too has a powerful effect in exasperating them. Overcome such weaknesses, or I must do my duty. The health of the ship’s company is placed under my care; and our lord Abdul, if he suspected the pest, would throw a Jew, or a Christian, or even a bale of silk, into the sea: such is the disinterestedness and magnanimity of my lord Abdul.’ ‘He believes in fate; does he not?’ said the canonico. ‘Doubtless: but he says it is as much fated that he should throw into the sea a fellow who is infected, as that the fellow should have ever been so.’ ‘Save me, oh, save me!’ cried the canonico, moist as if the spray had pelted him. ‘Willingly, if possible,’ answered calmly the master. ‘At present I can discover no certain symptoms; for sweat, unless followed by general prostration, both of muscular strength and animal spirits, may be cured without a hook at the heel.’ ‘Giesu-Maria!’ ejaculated the canonico.
 

Eugenius. And the monster could withstand that appeal?
 

Filippo. It seems so. The renegade who related to me, on my return, these events as they happened, was very circumstantial. He is a Corsican, and had killed many men in battle, and more out; but is (he gave me his word for it) on the whole an honest man.
 

Eugenius. How so? honest? and a renegade?
 

Filippo. He declared to me that, although the Mahomedan is the best religion to live in, the Christian is the best to die in; and that, when he has made his fortune, he will make his confession, and lie snugly in the bosom of the Church.
 

Eugenius. See here the triumphs of our holy faith! The lost sheep will be found again.
 

Filippo. Having played the butcher first.
 

Eugenius. Return we to that bad man, the master or captain, who evinced no such dispositions.
 

Filippo. He added, ‘The other captives, though older men, have stouter hearts than mine.’ ‘Alas! they are longer used to hardships,’ answered he. ‘Dost thou believe, in thy conscience,’ said the captain, ‘that the water we have aboard would be harmless to them? for we have no other; and wine is costly; and our quantity might be insufficient for those who can afford to pay for it.’ ‘I will answer for their lives,’ replied the canonico. ‘With thy own?’ interrogated sharply the Tunisian. ‘I must not tempt God,’ said, in tears, the religious man. ‘Let us be plain,’ said the master. ‘Thou knowest thy money is safe; I myself counted it before thee when I brought it from the scrivener’s; thou hast sixty broad gold pieces; wilt thou be answerable, to the whole amount of them, for the lives of thy two countrymen if they drink this water?’ ‘O sir!’ said the canonico, ‘I will give it, if, only for these few days of voyage, you vouchsafe me one bottle daily of that restorative wine of Bordeaux. The other two are less liable to the plague: they do not sorrow and sweat as I do. They are spare men. There is enough of me to infect a fleet with it; and I cannot bear to think of being in any wise the cause of evil to my fellow-creatures.’ ‘The wine is my patron’s,’ cried the Tunisian; ‘he leaves everything at my discretion: should I deceive him?’ ‘If he leaves everything at your discretion,’ observed the logician of Pesaro, ‘there is no deceit in disposing of it.’ The master appeared to be satisfied with the argument. ‘Thou shalt not find me exacting,’ said he; ‘give me the sixty pieces, and the wine shall be thine.’ At a signal, when the contract was agreed to, the two slaves entered, bringing a hamper of jars. ‘Read the contract before thou signest,’ cried the master. He read. ‘How is this? how is this? Sixty golden ducats to the brothers Antonio and Bernabo Panini, for wine received from them?’ The aged men tottered under the stroke of joy; and Bernabo, who would have embraced his brother, fainted.
 

On the morrow there was a calm, and the weather was extremely sultry. The canonico sat in his shirt on deck, and was surprised to see, I forget which of the brothers, drink from a goblet a prodigious draught of water. ‘Hold!’ cried he angrily; ‘you may eat instead; but putrid or sulphureous water, you have heard, may produce the plague, and honest men be the sufferers by your folly and intemperance.’ They assured him the water was tasteless, and very excellent, and had been kept cool in the same kind of earthern jars as the wine. He tasted it, and lost his patience. It was better, he protested, than any wine in the world. They begged his acceptance of the jar containing it. But the master, who had witnessed at a distance the whole proceeding, now advanced, and, placing his hand against it, said sternly, ‘Let him have his own.’ Usually, when he had emptied the second bottle, a desire of converting the Mohammedans came over him: and they showed themselves much less obstinate and refractory than they are generally thought. He selected those for edification who swore the oftenest and the loudest by the Prophet; and he boasted in his heart of having overcome, by precept and example, the stiffest tenet of their abominable creed. Certainly they drank wine, and somewhat freely. The canonico clapped his hands, and declared that even some of the apostles had been more pertinacious recusants of the faith.
 

Eugenius. Did he so? Cappari! I would not have made him a bishop for twice the money if I had known it earlier. Could not he have left them alone? Suppose one or other of them did doubt and persecute, was he the man to blab it out among the heathen?
 

Filippo. A judgment, it appears, fell on him for so doing. A very quiet sailor, who had always declined his invitations, and had always heard his arguments at a distance and in silence, being pressed and urged by him, and reproved somewhat arrogantly and loudly, as less docile than his messmates, at last lifted up his leg behind him, pulled off his right slipper, and counted deliberately and distinctly thirty-nine sound strokes of the same, on the canonico’s broadest tablet, which (please your Holiness) might be called, not inaptly, from that day the tablet of memory. In vain he cried out. Some of the mariners made their moves at chess and waved their left hands as if desirous of no interruption; others went backward and forward about their business, and took no more notice than if their messmate was occupied in caulking a seam or notching a flint. The master himself, who saw the operation, heard the complaint in the evening, and lifted up his shoulders and eyebrows, as if the whole were quite unknown to him. Then, acting as judge-advocate, he called the young man before him and repeated the accusation. To this the defence was purely interrogative. ‘Why would he convert me? I never converted him.’ Turning to his spiritual guide, he said, ‘I quite forgive thee: nay, I am ready to appear in thy favour, and to declare that, in general, thou hast been more decorous than people of thy faith and profession usually are, and hast not scattered on deck that inflammatory language which I, habited in the dress of a Greek, heard last Easter. I went into three churches; and the preachers in all three denounced the curse of Allah on every soul that differed from them a tittle. They were children of perdition, children of darkness, children of the devil, one and all. It seemed a matter of wonder to me, that, in such numerous families and of such indifferent parentage, so many slippers were kept under the heel. Mine, in an evil hour, escaped me: but I quite forgive thee. After this free pardon I will indulge thee with a short specimen of my preaching. I will call none of you a generation of vipers, as ye call one another; for vipers neither bite nor eat during many months of the year: I will call none of you wolves in sheep’s clothing; for if ye are, it must be acknowledged that the clothing is very clumsily put on. You priests, however, take people’s souls aboard whether they will or not, just as we do your bodies: and you make them pay much more for keeping these in slavery than we make you pay for setting you free body and soul together. You declare that the precious souls, to the especial care of which Allah has called and appointed you, frequently grow corrupt, and stink in His nostrils. Now, I invoke thy own testimony to the fact that thy soul, gross as I imagine it to be from the greasy wallet that holds it, had no carnal thoughts whatsoever, and that thy carcass did not even receive a fly-blow, while it was under my custody. Thy guardian angel (I speak it in humility) could not ventilate thee better. Nevertheless, I should scorn to demand a single maravedi for my labour and skill, or for the wear and tear of my pantoufle. My reward will be in Paradise, where a houri is standing in the shade, above a vase of gold and silver fish, with a kiss on her lip, and an unbroken pair of green slippers in her hand for me.’ Saying which, he took off his foot again, the one he had been using, and showed the sole of it, first to the master, then to all the crew, and declared it had become (as they might see) so smooth and oily by the application, that it was dangerous to walk on deck in it.
 

Eugenius. See! what notions these creatures have, both of their fool’s paradise and of our holy faith! The seven Sacraments, I warrant you, go for nothing! Purgatory, purgatory itself, goes for nothing!
 

Filippo. Holy Father! we must stop thee. That does not go for nothing, however.
 

Eugenius. Filippo! God forbid I should suspect thee of any heretical taint; but this smells very like it. If thou hast it now, tell me honestly. I mean, hold thy tongue. Florentines are rather lax. Even Son Cosimo might be stricter: so they say: perhaps his enemies. The great always have them abundantly, beside those by whom they are served, and those also whom they serve. Now would I give a silver rose with my benediction on it, to know of a certainty what became of those poor creatures the abbates. The initiatory rite of Mohammedanism is most diabolically malicious. According to the canons of our Catholic Church, it disqualifies the neophyte for holy orders, without going so far as adapting him to the choir of the pontifical chapel. They limp; they halt.
 

Filippo. Beatitude! which of them?
 

Eugenius. The unbelievers: they surely are found wanting.
 

Filippo. The unbelievers too?
 

Eugenius. Ay, ay, thou half renegade! Couldst not thou go over with a purse of silver, and try whether the souls of these captives be recoverable? Even if they should have submitted to such unholy rites, I venture to say they have repented.
 

Filippo. The devil is in them if they have not.
 

Eugenius. They may become again as good Christians as before.
 

Filippo. Easily, methinks.
 

Eugenius. Not so easily; but by aid of Holy Church in the administration of indulgences.
 

Filippo. They never wanted those, whatever they want.
 

Eugenius. The corsair then is not one of those ferocious creatures which appear to connect our species with the lion and panther.
 

Filippo. By no means, Holy Father! He is an honest man; so are many of his countrymen, bating the Sacrament.
 

Eugenius. Bating! poor beguiled Filippo! Being unbaptized, they are only as the beasts that perish: nay worse: for the soul being imperishable, it must stick to their bodies at the last day, whether they will or no, and must sink with it into the fire and brimstone.
 

Filippo. Unbaptized! why, they baptize every morning.
 

Eugenius. Worse and worse! I thought they only missed the stirrup; I find they overleap the saddle. Obstinate blind reprobates! of whom it is written ... of whom it is written ... of whom, I say, it is written ... as shall be manifest before men and angels in the day of wrath.
 

Filippo. More is the pity! for they are hospitable, frank, and courteous. It is delightful to see their gardens, when one has not the weeding and irrigation of them. What fruit! what foliage! what trellises! what alcoves! what a contest of rose and jessamine for supremacy in odour! of lute and nightingale for victory in song! And how the little bright ripples of the docile brooks, the fresher for their races, leap up against one another, to look on! and how they chirrup and applaud, as if they too had a voice of some importance in these parties of pleasure that are loath to separate.
 

Eugenius. Parties of pleasure! birds, fruits, shallow-running waters, lute-players, and wantons! Parties of pleasure! and composed of these! Tell me now, Filippo, tell me truly, what complexion in general have the discreeter females of that hapless country.
 

Filippo. The colour of an orange-flower, on which an overladen bee has left a slight suffusion of her purest honey.
 

Eugenius. We must open their eyes.
 

Filippo. Knowing what excellent hides the slippers of this people are made of, I never once ventured on their less perfect theology, fearing to find it written that I should be abed on my face the next fortnight. My master had expressed his astonishment that a religion so admirable as ours was represented should be the only one in the world the precepts of which are disregarded by all conditions of men. ‘Our Prophet,’ said he, ‘our Prophet ordered us to go forth and conquer; we did it: yours ordered you to sit quiet and forbear; and, after spitting in His face, you threw the order back into it, and fought like devils.’
 

Eugenius. The barbarians talk of our Holy Scriptures as if they understood them perfectly. The impostor they follow has nothing but fustian and rodomontade in his impudent lying book from beginning to end. I know it, Filippo, from those who have contrasted it, page by page, paragraph by paragraph, and have given the knave his due.
 

Filippo. Abdul is by no means deficient in a good opinion of his own capacity and his Prophet’s all-sufficiency, but he never took me to task about my faith or his own.
 

Eugenius. How wert thou mainly occupied?
 

Filippo. I will give your Holiness a sample both of my employments and of his character. He was going one evening to a country-house, about fifteen miles from Tunis; and he ordered me to accompany him. I found there a spacious garden, overrun with wild flowers and most luxuriant grass, in irregular tufts, according to the dryness or the humidity of the spot. The clematis overtopped the lemon and orange-trees; and the perennial pea sent forth here a pink blossom, here a purple, here a white one, and after holding (as it were) a short conversation with the humbler plants, sprang up about an old cypress, played among its branches, and mitigated its gloom. White pigeons, and others in colour like the dawn of day, looked down on us and ceased to coo, until some of their companions, in whom they had more confidence, encouraged them loudly from remoter boughs, or alighted on the shoulders of Abdul, at whose side I was standing. A few of them examined me in every position their inquisitive eyes could take; displaying all the advantages of their versatile necks, and pretending querulous fear in the midst of petulant approaches.
 

Eugenius. Is it of pigeons thou art talking, O Filippo? I hope it may be.
 

Filippo. Of Abdul’s pigeons. He was fond of taming all creatures; men, horses, pigeons, equally: but he tamed them all by kindness. In this wilderness is an edifice not unlike our Italian chapter-houses built by the Lombards, with long narrow windows, high above the ground. The centre is now a bath, the waters of which, in another part of the enclosure, had supplied a fountain, at present in ruins, and covered by tufted canes, and by every variety of aquatic plants. The structure has no remains of roof: and, of six windows, one alone is unconcealed by ivy. This had been walled up long ago, and the cement in the inside of it was hard and polished. ‘Lippi!’ said Abdul to me, after I had long admired the place in silence, ‘I leave to thy superintendence this bath and garden. Be sparing of the leaves and branches: make paths only wide enough for me. Let me see no mark of hatchet or pruning-hook, and tell the labourers that whoever takes a nest or an egg shall be impaled.’
 

Eugenius. Monster! so then he would really have impaled a poor wretch for eating a bird’s egg? How disproportionate is the punishment to the offence!
 

Filippo. He efficiently checked in his slaves the desire of transgressing his command. To spare them as much as possible, I ordered them merely to open a few spaces, and to remove the weaker trees from the stronger. Meanwhile I drew on the smooth blank window the figure of Abdul and of a beautiful girl.
 

Eugenius. Rather say handmaiden: choicer expression; more decorous.
 

Filippo. Holy Father! I have been lately so much out of practice, I take the first that comes in my way. Handmaiden I will use in preference for the future.
 

Eugenius. On then! and God speed thee!
 

Filippo. I drew Abdul with a blooming handmaiden. One of his feet is resting on her lap, and she is drying the ankle with a saffron robe, of which the greater part is fallen in doing it. That she is a bondmaid is discernible, not only by her occupation, but by her humility and patience, by her loose and flowing brown hair, and by her eyes expressing the timidity at once of servitude and of fondness. The countenance was taken from fancy, and was the loveliest I could imagine: of the figure I had some idea, having seen it to advantage in Tunis. After seven days Abdul returned. He was delighted with the improvement made in the garden. I requested him to visit the bath. ‘We can do nothing to that,’ answered he impatiently. ‘There is no sudatory, no dormitory, no dressing-room, no couch. Sometimes I sit an hour there in the summer, because I never found a fly in it — the principal curse of hot countries, and against which plague there is neither prayer nor amulet, nor indeed any human defence.’ He went away into the house. At dinner he sent me from his table some quails and ortolans, and tomatoes and honey and rice, beside a basket of fruit covered with moss and bay-leaves, under which I found a verdino fig, deliciously ripe, and bearing the impression of several small teeth, but certainly no reptile’s.
 

Eugenius. There might have been poison in them, for all that.
 

Filippo. About two hours had passed, when I heard a whir and a crash in the windows of the bath (where I had dined and was about to sleep), occasioned by the settling and again the flight of some pheasants. Abdul entered. ‘Beard of the Prophet! what hast thou been doing? That is myself! No, no, Lippi! thou never canst have seen her: the face proves it: but those limbs! thou hast divined them aright: thou hast had sweet dreams then! Dreams are large possessions: in them the possessor may cease to possess his own. To the slave, O Allah! to the slave is permitted what is not his!... I burn with anguish to think how much ... yea, at that very hour. I would not another should, even in a dream.... But, Lippi! thou never canst have seen above the sandal?’ To which I answered, ‘I never have allowed my eyes to look even on that. But if any one of my lord Abdul’s fair slaves resembles, as they surely must all do, in duty and docility, the figure I have represented, let it express to him my congratulation on his happiness.’ ‘I believe,’ said he, ‘such representations are forbidden by the Koran; but as I do not remember it, I do not sin. There it shall stay, unless the angel Gabriel comes to forbid it.’ He smiled in saying so.
 

Eugenius. There is hope of this Abdul. His faith hangs about him more like oil than pitch.
 

Filippo. He inquired of me whether I often thought of those I loved in Italy, and whether I could bring them before my eyes at will. To remove all suspicion from him, I declared I always could, and that one beautiful object occupied all the cells of my brain by night and day. He paused and pondered, and then said, ‘Thou dost not love deeply.’ I thought I had given the true signs. ‘No, Lippi! we who love ardently, we, with all our wishes, all the efforts of our souls, cannot bring before us the features which, while they were present, we thought it impossible we ever could forget. Alas! when we most love the absent, when we most desire to see her, we try in vain to bring her image back to us. The troubled heart shakes and confounds it, even as ruffled waters do with shadows. Hateful things are more hateful when they haunt our sleep: the lovely flee away, or are changed into less lovely.’
 

Eugenius. What figures now have these unbelievers?
 

Filippo. Various in their combinations as the letters or the numerals; but they all, like these, signify something. Almeida (did I not inform your Holiness?) has large hazel eyes....
 

Eugenius. Has she? thou never toldest me that. Well, well! and what else has she? Mind! be cautious! use decent terms.
 

Filippo. Somewhat pouting lips.
 

Eugenius. Ha! ha! What did they pout at?
 

Filippo. And she is rather plump than otherwise.
 

Eugenius. No harm in that.
 

Filippo. And moreover is cool, smooth, and firm as a nectarine gathered before sunrise.
 

Eugenius. Ha! ha! do not remind me of nectarines. I am very fond of them; and this is not the season! Such females as thou describest are said to be among the likeliest to give reasonable cause for suspicion. I would not judge harshly, I would not think uncharitably; but, unhappily, being at so great a distance from spiritual aid, peradventure a desire, a suggestion, an inkling ... ay? If she, the lost Almeida, came before thee when her master was absent ... which I trust she never did.... But those flowers and shrubs and odours and alleys and long grass and alcoves, might strangely hold, perplex, and entangle, two incautious young persons ... ay?
 

Filippo. I confessed all I had to confess in this matter the evening I landed.
 

Eugenius. Ho! I am no candidate for a seat at the rehearsal of confessions: but perhaps my absolution might be somewhat more pleasing and unconditional. Well! well! since I am unworthy of such confidence, go about thy business ... paint! paint!
 

Filippo. Am I so unfortunate as to have offended your Beatitude?
 

Eugenius. Offend me, man! who offends me? I took an interest in thy adventures, and was concerned lest thou mightest have sinned; for by my soul! Filippo! those are the women that the devil hath set his mark on.
 

Filippo. It would do your Holiness’s heart good to rub it out again, wherever he may have had the cunning to make it.
 

Eugenius. Deep! deep!
 

Filippo. Yet it may be got at; she being a Biscayan by birth, as she told me, and not only baptized, but going by sea along the coast for confirmation, when she was captured.
 

Eugenius. Alas! to what an imposition of hands was this tender young thing devoted! Poor soul!
 

Filippo. I sigh for her myself when I think of her.
 

Eugenius. Beware lest the sigh be mundane, and lest the thought recur too often. I wish it were presently in my power to examine her myself on her condition. What thinkest thou? Speak.
 

Filippo. Holy Father! she would laugh in your face.
 

Eugenius. So lost!
 

Filippo. She declared to me she thought she should have died, from the instant she was captured until she was comforted by Abdul: but that she was quite sure she should if she were ransomed.
 

Eugenius. Has the wretch then shaken her faith?
 

Filippo. The very last thing he would think of doing. Never did I see the virtue of resignation in higher perfection than in the laughing, light-hearted Almeida.
 

Eugenius. Lamentable! Poor lost creature! lost in this world and in the next.
 

Filippo. What could she do? how could she help herself?
 

Eugenius. She might have torn his eyes out, and have died a martyr.
 

Filippo. Or have been bastinadoed, whipped, and given up to the cooks and scullions for it.
 

Eugenius. Martyrdom is the more glorious the greater the indignities it endures.
 

Filippo. Almeida seems unambitious. There are many in our Tuscany who would jump at the crown over those sloughs and briers, rather than perish without them: she never sighs after the like.
 

Eugenius. Nevertheless, what must she witness! what abominations! what superstitions!
 

Filippo. Abdul neither practises nor exacts any other superstition than ablutions.
 

Eugenius. Detestable rites! without our authority. I venture to affirm that, in the whole of Italy and Spain, no convent of monks or nuns contains a bath; and that the worst inmate of either would shudder at the idea of observing such a practice in common with the unbeliever. For the washing of the feet indeed we have the authority of the earlier Christians; and it may be done; but solemnly and sparingly. Thy residence among the Mahomedans, I am afraid, hath rendered thee more favourable to them than beseems a Catholic, and thy mind, I do suspect, sometimes goes back into Barbary unreluctantly.
 

Filippo. While I continued in that country, although I was well treated, I often wished myself away, thinking of my friends in Florence, of music, of painting, of our villeggiatura at the vintage-time; whether in the green and narrow glades of Pratolino, with lofty trees above us, and little rills unseen, and little bells about the necks of sheep and goats, tinkling together ambiguously; or amid the grey quarries, or under the majestic walls of modern Fiesole; or down in the woods of the Doccia, where the cypresses are of such a girth that, when a youth stands against one of them, and a maiden stands opposite, and they clasp it, their hands at the time do little more than meet. Beautiful scenes, on which heaven smiles eternally, how often has my heart ached for you! He who hath lived in this country can enjoy no distant one. He breathes here another air; he lives more life; a brighter sun invigorates his studies, and serener stars influence his repose. Barbary hath also the blessing of climate; and although I do not desire to be there again, I feel sometimes a kind of regret at leaving it. A bell warbles the more mellifluously in the air when the sound of the stroke is over, and when another swims out from underneath it, and pants upon the element that gave it birth. In like manner the recollection of a thing is frequently more pleasing than the actuality; what is harsh is dropped in the space between. There is in Abdul a nobility of soul on which I often have reflected with admiration. I have seen many of the highest rank and distinction, in whom I could find nothing of the great man, excepting a fondness for low company, and an aptitude to shy and start at every spark of genius or virtue that sprang up above or before them. Abdul was solitary, but affable: he was proud, but patient and complacent. I ventured once to ask him how the master of so rich a house in the city, of so many slaves, of so many horses and mules, of such cornfields, of such pastures, of such gardens, woods, and fountains, should experience any delight or satisfaction in infesting the open sea, the high-road of nations. Instead of answering my question, he asked me in return whether I would not respect any relative of mine who avenged his country, enriched himself by his bravery, and endeared to him his friends and relatives by his bounty. On my reply in the affirmative, he said that his family had been deprived of possessions in Spain much more valuable than all the ships and cargoes he could ever hope to capture, and that the remains of his nation were threatened with ruin and expulsion. ‘I do not fight,’ said he, ‘whenever it suits the convenience, or gratifies the malignity, or the caprice of two silly, quarrelsome princes, drawing my sword in perfectly good humour, and sheathing it again at word of command, just when I begin to get into a passion. No; I fight on my own account; not as a hired assassin, or still baser journeyman.’
 

Eugenius. It appears then really that the Infidels have some semblances of magnanimity and generosity?
 

Filippo. I thought so when I turned over the many changes of fine linen; and I was little short of conviction when I found at the bottom of my chest two hundred Venetian zecchins.
 

Eugenius. Corpo di Bacco! Better things, far better things, I would fain do for thee, not exactly of this description; it would excite many heart-burnings. Information has been laid before me, Filippo, that thou art attached to a certain young person, by name Lucrezia, daughter of Francesco Buti, a citizen of Prato.
 

Filippo. I acknowledge my attachment: it continues.
 

Eugenius. Furthermore, that thou hast offspring by her.
 

Filippo. Alas! ’tis undeniable.
 

Eugenius. I will not only legitimatize the said offspring by motu proprio and rescript to consistory and chancery....
 

Filippo. Holy Father! Holy Father! For the love of the Virgin, not a word to consistory or chancery of the two hundred zecchins. As I hope for salvation, I have but forty left, and thirty-nine would not serve them.
 

Eugenius. Fear nothing. Not only will I perform what I have promised, not only will I give the strictest order that no money be demanded by any officer of my courts, but, under the seal of Saint Peter, I will declare thee and Lucrezia Buti man and wife.
 

Filippo. Man and wife!
 

Eugenius. Moderate thy transport.
 

Filippo. O Holy Father! may I speak?
 

Eugenius. Surely she is not the wife of another?
 

Filippo. No, indeed.
 

Eugenius. Nor within the degrees of consanguinity and affinity?
 

Filippo. No, no, no. But ... man and wife! Consistory and chancery are nothing to this fulmination.
 

Eugenius. How so?
 

Filippo. It is man and wife the first fortnight, but wife and man ever after. The two figures change places: the unit is the decimal and the decimal is the unit.
 

Eugenius. What, then, can I do for thee?
 

Filippo. I love Lucrezia; let me love her; let her love me. I can make her at any time what she is not; I could never make her again what she is.
 

Eugenius. The only thing I can do then is to promise I will forget that I have heard anything about the matter. But, to forget it, I must hear it first.
 

Filippo. In the beautiful little town of Prato, reposing in its idleness against the hill that protects it from the north, and looking over fertile meadows, southward to Poggio Cajano, westward to Pistoja, there is the convent of Santa Margarita. I was invited by the sisters to paint an altar-piece for the chapel. A novice of fifteen, my own sweet Lucrezia, came one day alone to see me work at my Madonna. Her blessed countenance had already looked down on every beholder lower by the knees. I myself who made her could almost have worshipped her.
 

Eugenius. Not while incomplete; no half-virgin will do.
 

Filippo. But there knelt Lucrezia! there she knelt! first looking with devotion at the Madonna, then with admiring wonder and grateful delight at the artist. Could so little a heart be divided? ‘Twere a pity! There was enough for me; there is never enough for the Madonna. Resolving on a sudden that the object of my love should be the object of adoration to thousands, born and unborn, I swept my brush across the maternal face, and left a blank in heaven. The little girl screamed; I pressed her to my bosom.
 

Eugenius. In the chapel?
 

Filippo. I knew not where I was; I thought I was in Paradise.
 

Eugenius. If it was not in the chapel, the sin is venial. But a brush against a Madonna’s mouth is worse than a beard against her votary’s.
 

Filippo. I thought so too, Holy Father!
 

Eugenius. Thou sayest thou hast forty zecchins; I will try in due season to add forty more. The fisherman must not venture to measure forces with the pirate. Farewell! I pray God my son Filippo, to have thee alway in His holy keeping.
 
  


TASSO AND CORNELIA
 

Tasso. She is dead, Cornelia! she is dead!
 

Cornelia. Torquato! my Torquato! after so many years of separation do I bend once more your beloved head to my embrace?
 

Tasso. She is dead!
 

Cornelia. Tenderest of brothers! bravest and best and most unfortunate of men! What, in the name of heaven, so bewilders you?
 

Tasso. Sister! sister! sister! I could not save her.
 

Cornelia. Certainly it was a sad event; and they who are out of spirits may be ready to take it for an evil omen. At this season of the year the vintagers are joyous and negligent.
 

Tasso. How! What is this?
 

Cornelia. The little girl was crushed, they say, by a wheel of the car laden with grapes, as she held out a handful of vine-leaves to one of the oxen. And did you happen to be there at the moment?
 

Tasso. So then the little too can suffer! the ignorant, the indigent, the unaspiring! Poor child! She was kind-hearted, else never would calamity have befallen her.
 

Cornelia. I wish you had not seen the accident.
 

Tasso. I see it? I? I saw it not. No other is crushed where I am. The little girl died for her kindness! Natural death!
 

Cornelia. Be calm, be composed, my brother!
 

Tasso. You would not require me to be composed or calm if you comprehended a thousandth part of my sufferings.
 

Cornelia. Peace! peace! we know them all.
 

Tasso. Who has dared to name them? Imprisonment, derision, madness.
 

Cornelia. Hush! sweet Torquato! If ever these existed, they are past.
 

Tasso. You do think they are sufferings? ay?
 

Cornelia. Too surely.
 

Tasso. No, not too surely: I will not have that answer. They would have been; but Leonora was then living. Unmanly as I am! did I complain of them? and while she was left me?
 

Cornelia. My own Torquato! is there no comfort in a sister’s love? Is there no happiness but under the passions? Think, O my brother, how many courts there are in Italy: are the princes more fortunate than you? Which among them all loves truly, deeply, and virtuously? Among them all is there any one, for his genius, for his generosity, for his gentleness, ay, for his mere humanity, worthy to be beloved?
 

Tasso. Princes! talk to me of princes! How much cross-grained wood a little gypsum covers! a little carmine quite beautifies! Wet your forefinger with your spittle; stick a broken gold-leaf on the sinciput; clip off a beggar’s beard to make it tresses; kiss it; fall down before it; worship it. Are you not irradiated by the light of its countenance? Princes! princes! Italian princes! Estes! What matters that costly carrion? Who thinks about it? [After a pause.] She is dead! She is dead!
 

Cornelia. We have not heard it here.
 

Tasso. At Sorrento you hear nothing but the light surges of the sea, and the sweet sprinkles of the guitar.
 

Cornelia. Suppose the worst to be true.
 

Tasso. Always, always.
 

Cornelia. If she ceases, as then perhaps she must, to love and to lament you, think gratefully, contentedly, devoutly, that her arms had clasped your neck before they were crossed upon her bosom, in that long sleep which you have rendered placid, and from which your harmonious voice shall once more awaken her. Yes, Torquato! her bosom had throbbed to yours, often and often, before the organ peal shook the fringes round the catafalque. Is not this much, from one so high, so beautiful?
 

Tasso. Much? yes; for abject me. But I did so love her! so love her!
 

Cornelia. Ah! let the tears flow: she sends you that balm from heaven.
 

Tasso. So love her did poor Tasso! Else, O Cornelia, it had indeed been much. I thought, in the simplicity of my heart, that God was as great as an emperor, and could bestow and had bestowed on me as much as the German had conferred or could confer on his vassal. No part of my insanity was ever held in such ridicule as this. And yet the idea cleaves to me strangely, and is liable to stick to my shroud.
 

Cornelia. Woe betide the woman who bids you to forget that woman who has loved you: she sins against her sex. Leonora was unblameable. Never think ill of her for what you have suffered.
 

Tasso. Think ill of her? I? I? I? No; those we love, we love for everything; even for the pain they have given us. But she gave me none; it was where she was not that pain was.
 

Cornelia. Surely, if love and sorrow are destined for companionship, there is no reason why the last comer of the two should supersede the first.
 

Tasso. Argue with me, and you drive me into darkness. I am easily persuaded and led on while no reasons are thrown before me. With these you have made my temples throb again. Just heaven! dost thou grant us fairer fields, and wider, for the whirlwind to lay waste? Dost thou build us up habitations above the street, above the palace, above the citadel, for the plague to enter and carouse in? Has not my youth paid its dues, paid its penalties? Cannot our griefs come first, while we have strength to bear them? The fool! the fool! who thinks it a misfortune that his love is unrequited. Happier young man! look at the violets until thou drop asleep on them. Ah! but thou must awake!
 

Cornelia. O heavens! what must you have suffered! for a man’s heart is sensitive in proportion to its greatness.
 

Tasso. And a woman’s?
 

Cornelia. Alas! I know not; but I think it can be no other. Comfort thee, comfort thee, dear Torquato!
 

Tasso. Then do not rest thy face upon my arm; it so reminds me of her. And thy tears too! they melt me into her grave.
 

Cornelia. Hear you not her voice as it appeals to you, saying to you, as the priests around have been saying to her, Blessed soul! rest in peace?
 

Tasso. I heard it not; and yet I am sure she said it. A thousand times has she repeated it, laying her head on my heart to quiet it, simple girl! She told it to rest in peace ... and she went from me! Insatiable love! ever self-torturer, never self-destroyer! the world, with all its weight of miseries, cannot crush thee, cannot keep thee down. Generally men’s tears, like the droppings of certain springs, only harden and petrify what they fall on; but mine sank deep into a tender heart, and were its very blood. Never will I believe she has left me utterly. Oftentimes, and long before her departure, I fancied we were in heaven together. I fancied it in the fields, in the gardens, in the palace, in the prison. I fancied it in the broad daylight, when my eyes were open, when blessed spirits drew around me that golden circle which one only of earth’s inhabitants could enter. Oftentimes in my sleep also I fancied it; and sometimes in the intermediate state, in that serenity which breathes about the transported soul, enjoying its pure and perfect rest, a span below the feet of the Immortal.
 

Cornelia. She has not left you; do not disturb her peace by these repinings.
 

Tasso. She will bear with them. Thou knowest not what she was, Cornelia; for I wrote to thee about her while she seemed but human. In my hours of sadness, not only her beautiful form, but her very voice bent over me. How girlish in the gracefulness of her lofty form! how pliable in her majesty! what composure at my petulance and reproaches! what pity in her reproofs! Like the air that angels breathe in the metropolitan temple of the Christian world, her soul at every season preserved one temperature. But it was when she could and did love me! Unchanged must ever be the blessed one who has leaned in fond security on the unchangeable. The purifying flame shoots upward, and is the glory that encircles their brows when they meet above.
 

Cornelia. Indulge in these delightful thoughts, my Torquato! and believe that your love is and ought to be imperishable as your glory. Generations of men move forward in endless procession to consecrate and commemorate both. Colour-grinders and gilders, year after year, are bargained with to refresh the crumbling monuments and tarnished decorations of rude, unregarded royalty, and to fasten the nails that cramp the crown upon its head. Meanwhile, in the laurels of my Torquato there will always be one leaf above man’s reach, above time’s wrath and injury, inscribed with the name of Leonora.
 

Tasso. O Jerusalem! I have not then sung in vain the Holy Sepulchre.
 

Cornelia. After such devotion of your genius, you have undergone too many misfortunes.
 

Tasso. Congratulate the man who has had many, and may have more. I have had, I have, I can have, one only.
 

Cornelia. Life runs not smoothly at all seasons, even with the happiest; but after a long course, the rocks subside, the views widen, and it flows on more equably at the end.
 

Tasso. Have the stars smooth surfaces? No, no; but how they shine!
 

Cornelia. Capable of thoughts so exalted, so far above the earth we dwell on, why suffer any to depress and anguish you?
 

Tasso. Cornelia, Cornelia! the mind has within its temples and porticoes and palaces and towers: the mind has under it, ready for the course, steeds brighter than the sun and stronger than the storm; and beside them stand winged chariots, more in number than the Psalmist hath attributed to the Almighty. The mind, I tell thee again, hath its hundred gates, compared whereto the Theban are but willow wickets; and all those hundred gates can genius throw open. But there are some that groan heavily on their hinges, and the hand of God alone can close them.
 

Cornelia. Torquato has thrown open those of His holy temple; Torquato hath stood, another angel, at His tomb; and am I the sister of Torquato? Kiss me, my brother, and let my tears run only from my pride and joy! Princes have bestowed knighthood on the worthy and unworthy; thou hast called forth those princes from their ranks, pushing back the arrogant and presumptuous of them like intrusive varlets, and conferring on the bettermost crowns and robes, imperishable and unfading.
 

Tasso. I seem to live back into those days. I feel the helmet on my head; I wave the standard over it: brave men smile upon me; beautiful maidens pull them gently back by the scarf, and will not let them break my slumber, nor undraw the curtain. Corneliolina!...
 

Cornelia. Well, my dear brother! why do you stop so suddenly in the midst of them? They are the pleasantest and best company, and they make you look quite happy and joyous.
 

Tasso. Corneliolina, dost thou remember Bergamo? What city was ever so celebrated for honest and valiant men, in all classes, or for beautiful girls! There is but one class of those: Beauty is above all ranks; the true Madonna, the patroness and bestower of felicity, the queen of heaven.
 

Cornelia. Hush, Torquato, hush! talk not so.
 

Tasso. What rivers, how sunshiny and revelling, are the Brembo and the Serio! What a country the Valtellina! I went back to our father’s house, thinking to find thee again, my little sister; thinking to kick away thy ball of yellow silk as thou wast stooping for it, to make thee run after me and beat me. I woke early in the morning; thou wert grown up and gone. Away to Sorrento: I knew the road: a few strides brought me back: here I am. To-morrow, my Cornelia, we will walk together, as we used to do, into the cool and quiet caves on the shore; and we will catch the little breezes as they come in and go out again on the backs of the jocund waves.
 

Cornelia. We will indeed to-morrow; but before we set out we must take a few hours’ rest, that we may enjoy our ramble the better.
 

Tasso. Our Sorrentines, I see, are grown rich and avaricious. They have uprooted the old pomegranate hedges, and have built high walls to prohibit the wayfarer from their vineyards.
 

Cornelia. I have a basket of grapes for you in the book-room that overlooks our garden.
 

Tasso. Does the old twisted sage-tree grow still against the window?
 

Cornelia. It harboured too many insects at last, and there was always a nest of scorpions in the crevice.
 

Tasso. Oh! what a prince of a sage-tree! And the well, too, with its bucket of shining metal, large enough for the largest cocomero to cool in it for dinner.
 

Cornelia. The well, I assure you, is as cool as ever.
 

Tasso. Delicious! delicious! And the stone-work round it, bearing no other marks of waste than my pruning-hook and dagger left behind?
 

Cornelia. None whatever.
 

Tasso. White in that place no longer; there has been time enough for it to become all of one colour: grey, mossy, half-decayed.
 

Cornelia. No, no; not even the rope has wanted repair.
 

Tasso. Who sings yonder?
 

Cornelia. Enchanter! No sooner did you say the word cocomero than here comes a boy carrying one upon his head.
 

Tasso. Listen! listen! I have read in some book or other those verses long ago. They are not unlike my Aminta. The very words!
 

Cornelia. Purifier of love, and humanizer of ferocity, how many, my Torquato, will your gentle thoughts make happy!
 

Tasso. At this moment I almost think I am one among them.
 

Cornelia. Be quite persuaded of it. Come, brother, come with me. You shall bathe your heated brow and weary limbs in the chamber of your childhood. It is there we are always the most certain of repose. The boy shall sing to you those sweet verses; and we will reward him with a slice of his own fruit.
 

Tasso. He deserves it; cut it thick.
 

Cornelia. Come then, my truant! Come along, my sweet smiling Torquato!
 

Tasso. The passage is darker than ever. Is this the way to the little court? Surely those are not the steps that lead down toward the bath? Oh yes! we are right; I smell the lemon-blossoms. Beware of the old wilding that bears them; it may catch your veil; it may scratch your fingers! Pray, take care: it has many thorns about it. And now, Leonora! you shall hear my last verses! Lean your ear a little toward me; for I must repeat them softly under this low archway, else others may hear them too. Ah! you press my hand once more. Drop it, drop it! or the verses will sink into my breast again, and lie there silent! Good girl!
 

Many, well I know, there are Ready in your joys to share, And (I never blame it) you Are almost as ready too. But when comes the darker day, And those friends have dropt away, Which is there among them all You should, if you could, recall? One who wisely loves and well Hears and shares the griefs you tell; Him you ever call apart When the springs o’erflow the heart; For you know that he alone Wishes they were but his own. Give, while these he may divide, Smiles to all the world beside.
 

Cornelia. We are now in the full light of the chamber; cannot you remember it, having looked so intently all around?
 

Tasso. O sister! I could have slept another hour. You thought I wanted rest: why did you waken me so early? I could have slept another hour or longer. What a dream! But I am calm and happy.
 

Cornelia. May you never more be otherwise! Indeed, he cannot be whose last verses are such as those.
 

Tasso. Have you written any since that morning?
 

Cornelia. What morning?
 

Tasso. When you caught the swallow in my curtains, and trod upon my knees in catching it, luckily with naked feet. The little girl of thirteen laughed at the outcry of her brother Torquatino, and sang without a blush her earliest lay.
 

Cornelia. I do not recollect it.
 

Tasso. I do.
 

Rondinello! rondinello! Tu sei nero, ma sei bello. Cosa fà se tu sei nero? Rondinello! sei il primiero De’ volanti, palpitanti, (E vi sono quanti quanti!) Mai tenuto a questo petto, E perciò sei il mio diletto.
 

Cornelia. Here is the cocomero; it cannot be more insipid. Try it.
 

Tasso. Where is the boy who brought it? where is the boy who sang my Aminta? Serve him first; give him largely. Cut deeper; the knife is too short: deeper; mia brava Corneliolina! quite through all the red, and into the middle of the seeds. Well done!
 
  


LA FONTAINE AND DE LA ROCHEFOUCAULT
 

La Fontaine. I am truly sensible of the honour I receive, M. de la Rochefoucault, in a visit from a personage so distinguished by his birth and by his genius. Pardon my ambition, if I confess to you that I have long and ardently wished for the good fortune, which I never could promise myself, of knowing you personally.
 

Rochefoucault. My dear M. de la Fontaine!
 

La Fontaine. Not ‘de la’, not ‘de la’. I am La Fontaine, purely and simply.
 

Rochefoucault. The whole; not derivative. You appear, in the midst of your purity, to have been educated at court, in the lap of the ladies. What was the last day (pardon!) I had the misfortune to miss you there?
 

La Fontaine. I never go to court. They say one cannot go without silk stockings; and I have only thread: plenty of them indeed, thank God! Yet, would you believe it? Nanon, in putting a solette to the bottom of one, last week, sewed it so carelessly, she made a kind of cord across: and I verily believe it will lame me for life; for I walked the whole morning upon it.
 

Rochefoucault. She ought to be whipped.
 

La Fontaine. I thought so too, and grew the warmer at being unable to find a wisp of osier or a roll of packthread in the house. Barely had I begun with my garter, when in came the Bishop of Grasse, my old friend Godeau, and another lord, whose name he mentioned, and they both interceded for her so long and so touchingly, that at last I was fain to let her rise up and go. I never saw men look down on the erring and afflicted more compassionately. The bishop was quite concerned for me also. But the other, although he professed to feel even more, and said that it must surely be the pain of purgatory to me, took a pinch of snuff, opened his waistcoat, drew down his ruffles, and seemed rather more indifferent.
 

Rochefoucault. Providentially, in such moving scenes, the worst is soon over. But Godeau’s friend was not too sensitive.
 

La Fontaine. Sensitive! no more than if he had been educated at the butcher’s or the Sorbonne.
 

Rochefoucault. I am afraid there are as many hard hearts under satin waistcoats as there are ugly visages under the same material in miniature cases.
 

La Fontaine. My lord, I could show you a miniature case which contains your humble servant, in which the painter has done what no tailor in his senses would do; he has given me credit for a coat of violet silk, with silver frogs as large as tortoises. But I am loath to get up for it while the generous heart of this dog (if I mentioned his name he would jump up) places such confidence on my knee.
 

Rochefoucault. Pray do not move on any account; above all, lest you should disturb that amiable grey cat, fast asleep in his innocence on your shoulder.
 

La Fontaine. Ah, rogue! art thou there? Why! thou hast not licked my face this half-hour.
 

Rochefoucault. And more, too, I should imagine. I do not judge from his somnolency, which, if he were President of the Parliament, could not be graver, but from his natural sagacity. Cats weigh practicabilities. What sort of tongue has he?
 

La Fontaine. He has the roughest tongue and the tenderest heart of any cat in Paris. If you observe the colour of his coat, it is rather blue than grey; a certain indication of goodness in these contemplative creatures.
 

Rochefoucault. We were talking of his tongue alone; by which cats, like men, are flatterers.
 

La Fontaine. Ah! you gentlemen of the court are much mistaken in thinking that vices have so extensive a range. There are some of our vices, like some of our diseases, from which the quadrupeds are exempt; and those, both diseases and vices, are the most discreditable.
 

Rochefoucault. I do not bear patiently any evil spoken of the court: for it must be acknowledged, by the most malicious, that the court is the purifier of the whole nation.
 

La Fontaine. I know little of the court, and less of the whole nation; but how can this be?
 

Rochefoucault. It collects all ramblers and gamblers; all the market-men and market-women who deal in articles which God has thrown into their baskets, without any trouble on their part; all the seducers and all who wish to be seduced; all the duellists who erase their crimes with their swords, and sweat out their cowardice with daily practice; all the nobles whose patents of nobility lie in gold snuff-boxes, or have worn Mechlin ruffles, or are deposited within the archives of knee-deep waistcoats; all stock-jobbers and church-jobbers, the black-legged and the red-legged game, the flower of the justaucorps, the robe, and the soutane. If these were spread over the surface of France, instead of close compressure in the court or cabinet, they would corrupt the whole country in two years. As matters now stand, it will require a quarter of a century to effect it.
 

La Fontaine. Am I not right then in preferring my beasts to yours? But if yours were loose, mine (as you prove to me) would be the last to suffer by it, poor dear creatures! Speaking of cats, I would have avoided all personality that might be offensive to them: I would not exactly have said, in so many words, that, by their tongues, they are flatterers, like men. Language may take a turn advantageously in favour of our friends. True, we resemble all animals in something. I am quite ashamed and mortified that your lordship, or anybody, should have had the start of me in this reflection. When a cat flatters with his tongue he is not insincere: you may safely take it for a real kindness. He is loyal, M. de la Rochefoucault! my word for him, he is loyal. Observe too, if you please, no cat ever licks you when he wants anything from you; so that there is nothing of baseness in such an act of adulation, if we must call it so. For my part, I am slow to designate by so foul a name, that (be it what it may) which is subsequent to a kindness. Cats ask plainly for what they want.
 

Rochefoucault. And, if they cannot get it by protocols they get it by invasion and assault.
 

La Fontaine. No! no! usually they go elsewhere, and fondle those from whom they obtain it. In this I see no resemblance to invaders and conquerors. I draw no parallels: I would excite no heart-burnings between us and them. Let all have their due.
 

I do not like to lift this creature off, for it would waken him, else I could find out, by some subsequent action, the reason why he has not been on the alert to lick my cheek for so long a time.
 

Rochefoucault. Cats are wary and provident. He would not enter into any contest with you, however friendly. He only licks your face, I presume, while your beard is but a match for his tongue.
 

La Fontaine. Ha! you remind me. Indeed I did begin to think my beard was rather of the roughest; for yesterday Madame de Rambouillet sent me a plate of strawberries, the first of the season, and raised (would you believe it?) under glass. One of these strawberries was dropping from my lips, and I attempted to stop it. When I thought it had fallen to the ground, ‘Look for it, Nanon; pick it up and eat it,’ said I.
 

‘Master!’ cried the wench, ‘your beard has skewered and spitted it.’ ‘Honest girl,’ I answered, ‘come, cull it from the bed of its adoption.’
 

I had resolved to shave myself this morning: but our wisest and best resolutions too often come to nothing, poor mortals!
 

Rochefoucault. We often do very well everything but the only thing we hope to do best of all; and our projects often drop from us by their weight. A little while ago your friend Molière exhibited a remarkable proof of it.
 

La Fontaine. Ah, poor Molière! the best man in the world; but flighty, negligent, thoughtless. He throws himself into other men, and does not remember where. The sight of an eagle, M. de la Rochefoucault, but the memory of a fly.
 

Rochefoucault. I will give you an example: but perhaps it is already known to you.
 

La Fontaine. Likely enough. We have each so many friends, neither of us can trip but the other is invited to the laugh. Well; I am sure he has no malice, and I hope I have none: but who can see his own faults?
 

Rochefoucault. He had brought out a new edition of his comedies.
 

La Fontaine. There will be fifty; there will be a hundred: nothing in our language, or in any, is so delightful, so graceful; I will add, so clear at once and so profound.
 

Rochefoucault. You are among the few who, seeing well his other qualities, see that Molière is also profound. In order to present the new edition to the dauphin, he had put on a sky-blue velvet coat, powdered with fleurs-de-lis. He laid the volume on his library table; and, resolving that none of the courtiers should have an opportunity of ridiculing him for anything like absence of mind, he returned to his bedroom, which, as may often be the case in the economy of poets, is also his dressing-room. Here he surveyed himself in his mirror, as well as the creeks and lagoons in it would permit.
 

La Fontaine. I do assure you, from my own observation, M. de la Rochefoucault, that his mirror is a splendid one. I should take it to be nearly three feet high, reckoning the frame, with the Cupid above and the elephant under. I suspected it was the present of some great lady; and indeed I have since heard as much.
 

Rochefoucault. Perhaps then the whole story may be quite as fabulous as the part of it which I have been relating.
 

La Fontaine. In that case, I may be able to set you right again.
 

Rochefoucault. He found his peruke a model of perfection; tight, yet easy; not an inch more on one side than on the other. The black patch on the forehead....
 

La Fontaine. Black patch too! I would have given a fifteen-sous piece to have caught him with that black patch.
 

Rochefoucault. He found it lovely, marvellous, irresistible. Those on each cheek....
 

La Fontaine. Do you tell me he had one on each cheek?
 

Rochefoucault. Symmetrically. The cravat was of its proper descent, and with its appropriate charge of the best Strasburg snuff upon it. The waistcoat, for a moment, puzzled and perplexed him. He was not quite sure whether the right number of buttons were in their holes; nor how many above, nor how many below, it was the fashion of the week to leave without occupation. Such a piece of ignorance is enough to disgrace any courtier on earth. He was in the act of striking his forehead with desperation; but he thought of the patch, fell on his knees, and thanked Heaven for the intervention.
 

La Fontaine. Just like him! just like him! good soul!
 

Rochefoucault. The breeches ... ah! those require attention: all proper: everything in its place. Magnificent. The stockings rolled up, neither too loosely nor too negligently. A picture! The buckles in the shoes ... all but one ... soon set to rights ... well thought of! And now the sword ... ah, that cursed sword! it will bring at least one man to the ground if it has its own way much longer ... up with it! up with it higher.... Allons! we are out of danger.
 

La Fontaine. Delightful! I have him before my eyes. What simplicity! aye, what simplicity!
 

Rochefoucault. Now for hat. Feather in? Five at least. Bravo!
 

He took up hat and plumage, extended his arm to the full length, raised it a foot above his head, lowered it thereon, opened his fingers, and let them fall again at his side.
 

La Fontaine. Something of the comedian in that; aye, M. de la Rochefoucault? But, on the stage or off, all is natural in Molière.
 

Rochefoucault. Away he went: he reached the palace, stood before the dauphin.... O consternation! O despair! ‘Morbleu! bête que je suis,’ exclaimed the hapless man, ‘le livre, où donc est-il?’ You are forcibly struck, I perceive, by this adventure of your friend.
 

La Fontaine. Strange coincidence! quite unaccountable! There are agents at work in our dreams, M. de la Rochefoucault, which we shall never see out of them, on this side the grave. [To himself.] Sky-blue? no. Fleurs-de-lis? bah! bah! Patches? I never wore one in my life.
 

Rochefoucault. It well becomes your character for generosity, M. La Fontaine, to look grave, and ponder, and ejaculate, on a friend’s untoward accident, instead of laughing, as those who little know you, might expect. I beg your pardon for relating the occurrence.
 

La Fontaine. Right or wrong, I cannot help laughing any longer. Comical, by my faith! above the tiptop of comedy. Excuse my flashes and dashes and rushes of merriment. Incontrollable! incontrollable! Indeed the laughter is immoderate. And you all the while are sitting as grave as a judge; I mean a criminal one; who has nothing to do but to keep up his popularity by sending his rogues to the gallows. The civil indeed have much weighty matter on their minds: they must displease one party: and sometimes a doubt arises whether the fairer hand or the fuller shall turn the balance.
 

Rochefoucault. I congratulate you on the return of your gravity and composure.
 

La Fontaine. Seriously now: all my lifetime I have been the plaything of dreams. Sometimes they have taken such possession of me, that nobody could persuade me afterward they were other than real events. Some are very oppressive, very painful, M. de la Rochefoucault! I have never been able, altogether, to disembarrass my head of the most wonderful vision that ever took possession of any man’s. There are some truly important differences, but in many respects this laughable adventure of my innocent, honest friend Molière seemed to have befallen myself. I can only account for it by having heard the tale when I was half asleep.
 

Rochefoucault. Nothing more probable.
 

La Fontaine. You absolutely have relieved me from an incubus.
 

Rochefoucault. I do not yet see how.
 

La Fontaine. No longer ago than when you entered this chamber, I would have sworn that I myself had gone to the Louvre, that I myself had been commanded to attend the dauphin, that I myself had come into his presence, had fallen on my knee, and cried, ‘Peste! où est donc le livre?’ Ah, M. de la Rochefoucault, permit me to embrace you: this is really to find a friend at court.
 

Rochefoucault. My visit is even more auspicious than I could have ventured to expect: it was chiefly for the purpose of asking your permission to make another at my return to Paris.... I am forced to go into the country on some family affairs: but hearing that you have spoken favourably of my Maxims, I presume to express my satisfaction and delight at your good opinion.
 

La Fontaine. Pray, M. de la Rochefoucault, do me the favour to continue here a few minutes. I would gladly reason with you on some of your doctrines.
 

Rochefoucault. For the pleasure of hearing your sentiments on the topics I have treated, I will, although it is late, steal a few minutes from the court, of which I must take my leave on parting for the province.
 

La Fontaine. Are you quite certain that all your Maxims are true, or, what is of greater consequence, that they are all original? I have lately read a treatise written by an Englishman, Mr. Hobbes; so loyal a man that, while others tell you kings are appointed by God, he tells you God is appointed by kings.
 

Rochefoucault. Ah! such are precisely the men we want. If he establishes this verity, the rest will follow.
 

La Fontaine. He does not seem to care so much about the rest. In his treatise I find the ground-plan of your chief positions.
 

Rochefoucault. I have indeed looked over his publication; and we agree on the natural depravity of man.
 

La Fontaine. Reconsider your expression. It appears to me that what is natural is not depraved: that depravity is deflection from nature. Let it pass: I cannot, however, concede to you that the generality of men are bad. Badness is accidental, like disease. We find more tempers good than bad, where proper care is taken in proper time.
 

Rochefoucault. Care is not nature.
 

La Fontaine. Nature is soon inoperative without it; so soon indeed as to allow no opportunity for experiment or hypothesis. Life itself requires care, and more continually than tempers and morals do. The strongest body ceases to be a body in a few days without a supply of food. When we speak of men being naturally bad or good, we mean susceptible and retentive and communicative of them. In this case (and there can be no other true or ostensible one) I believe that the more are good; and nearly in the same proportion as there are animals and plants produced healthy and vigorous than wayward and weakly. Strange is the opinion of Mr. Hobbes, that, when God hath poured so abundantly His benefits on other creatures, the only one capable of great good should be uniformly disposed to greater evil.
 

Rochefoucault. Yet Holy Writ, to which Hobbes would reluctantly appeal, countenances the supposition.
 

La Fontaine. The Jews, above all nations, were morose and splenetic. Nothing is holy to me that lessens in my view the beneficence of my Creator. If you could show Him ungentle and unkind in a single instance, you would render myriads of men so, throughout the whole course of their lives, and those too among the most religious. The less that people talk about God the better. He has left us a design to fill up: He has placed the canvas, the colours, and the pencils, within reach; His directing hand is over ours incessantly; it is our business to follow it, and neither to turn round and argue with our Master, nor to kiss and fondle Him. We must mind our lesson, and not neglect our time: for the room is closed early, and the lights are suspended in another, where no one works. If every man would do all the good he might within an hour’s walk from his house, he would live the happier and the longer: for nothing is so conducive to longevity as the union of activity and content. But, like children, we deviate from the road, however well we know it, and run into mire and puddles in despite of frown and ferule.
 

Rochefoucault. Go on, M. La Fontaine! pray go on. We are walking in the same labyrinth, always within call, always within sight of each other. We set out at its two extremities, and shall meet at last.
 

La Fontaine. I doubt it. From deficiency of care proceed many vices, both in men and children, and more still from care taken improperly. Mr. Hobbes attributes not only the order and peace of society, but equity and moderation and every other virtue, to the coercion and restriction of the laws. The laws, as now constituted, do a great deal of good; they also do a great deal of mischief. They transfer more property from the right owner in six months than all the thieves of the kingdom do in twelve. What the thieves take they soon disseminate abroad again; what the laws take they hoard. The thief takes a part of your property: he who prosecutes the thief for you takes another part: he who condemns the thief goes to the tax-gatherer and takes the third. Power has been hitherto occupied in no employment but in keeping down Wisdom. Perhaps the time may come when Wisdom shall exert her energy in repressing the sallies of Power.
 

Rochefoucault. I think it more probable that they will agree; that they will call together their servants of all liveries, to collect what they can lay their hands upon; and that meanwhile they will sit together like good housewives, making nets from our purses to cover the coop for us. If you would be plump and in feather, pick up your millet and be quiet in your darkness. Speculate on nothing here below, and I promise you a nosegay in Paradise.
 

La Fontaine. Believe me, I shall be most happy to receive it there at your hands, my lord duke.
 

The greater number of men, I am inclined to think, with all the defects of education, all the frauds committed on their credulity, all the advantages taken of their ignorance and supineness, are disposed, on most occasions, rather to virtue than to vice, rather to the kindly affections than the unkindly, rather to the social than the selfish.
 

Rochefoucault. Here we differ: and were my opinion the same as yours, my book would be little read and less commended.
 

La Fontaine. Why think so?
 

Rochefoucault. For this reason. Every man likes to hear evil of all men: every man is delighted to take the air of the common, though not a soul will consent to stand within his own allotment. No enclosure act! no finger-posts! You may call every creature under heaven fool and rogue, and your auditor will join with you heartily: hint to him the slightest of his own defects or foibles, and he draws the rapier. You and he are the judges of the world, but not its denizens.
 

La Fontaine. Mr. Hobbes has taken advantage of these weaknesses. In his dissertation he betrays the timidity and malice of his character. It must be granted he reasons well, according to the view he has taken of things; but he has given no proof whatever that his view is a correct one. I will believe that it is, when I am persuaded that sickness is the natural state of the body, and health the unnatural. If you call him a sound philosopher, you may call a mummy a sound man. Its darkness, its hardness, its forced uprightness, and the place in which you find it, may commend it to you; give me rather some weakness and peccability, with vital warmth and human sympathies. A shrewd reasoner in one thing, a sound philosopher is another. I admire your power and precision. Monks will admonish us how little the author of the Maxims knows of the world; and heads of colleges will cry out ‘a libel on human nature!’ but when they hear your titles, and, above all, your credit at court, they will cast back cowl, and peruke, and lick your boots. You start with great advantages. Throwing off from a dukedom, you are sure of enjoying, if not the tongue of these puzzlers, the full cry of the more animating, and will certainly be as long-lived as the imperfection of our language will allow. I consider your Maxims as a broken ridge of hills, on the shady side of which you are fondest of taking your exercise: but the same ridge hath also a sunny one. You attribute (let me say it again) all actions to self-interest. Now, a sentiment of interest must be preceded by calculation, long or brief, right or erroneous. Tell me then in what region lies the origin of that pleasure which a family in the country feels on the arrival of an unexpected friend. I say a family in the country; because the sweetest souls, like the sweetest flowers, soon canker in cities, and no purity is rarer there than the purity of delight. If I may judge from the few examples I have been in a position to see, no earthly one can be greater. There are pleasures which lie near the surface, and which are blocked up by artificial ones, or are diverted by some mechanical scheme, or are confined by some stiff evergreen vista of low advantage. But these pleasures do occasionally burst forth in all their brightness; and, if ever you shall by chance find one of them, you will sit by it, I hope, complacently and cheerfully, and turn toward it the kindliest aspect of your meditations.
 

Rochefoucault. Many, indeed most people, will differ from me. Nothing is quite the same to the intellect of any two men, much less of all. When one says to another, ‘I am entirely of your opinion,’ he uses in general an easy and indifferent phrase, believing in its accuracy, without examination, without thought. The nearest resemblance in opinions, if we could trace every line of it, would be found greatly more divergent than the nearest in the human form or countenance, and in the same proportion as the varieties of mental qualities are more numerous and fine than of the bodily. Hence I do not expect nor wish that my opinions should in all cases be similar to those of others: but in many I shall be gratified if, by just degrees and after a long survey, those of others approximate to mine. Nor does this my sentiment spring from a love of power, as in many good men quite unconsciously, when they would make proselytes, since I shall see few and converse with fewer of them, and profit in no way by their adherence and favour; but it springs from a natural and a cultivated love of all truths whatever, and from a certainty that these delivered by me are conducive to the happiness and dignity of man. You shake your head.
 

La Fontaine. Make it out.
 

Rochefoucault. I have pointed out to him at what passes he hath deviated from his true interest, and where he hath mistaken selfishness for generosity, coldness for judgment, contraction of heart for policy, rank for merit, pomp for dignity; of all mistakes, the commonest and the greatest. I am accused of paradox and distortion. On paradox I shall only say, that every new moral truth has been called so. Inexperienced and negligent observers see no difference in the operations of ravelling and unravelling: they never come close enough: they despise plain work.
 

La Fontaine. The more we simplify things, the better we descry their substances and qualities. A good writer will not coil them up and press them into the narrowest possible space, nor macerate them into such particles that nothing shall be remaining of their natural contexture. You are accused of this too, by such as have forgotten your title-page, and who look for treatises where maxims only have been promised. Some of them perhaps are spinning out sermons and dissertations from the poorest paragraph in the volume.
 

Rochefoucault. Let them copy and write as they please; against or for, modestly or impudently. I have hitherto had no assailant who is not of too slender a make to be detained an hour in the stocks he had unwarily put his foot into. If you hear of any, do not tell of them. On the subjects of my remarks, had others thought as I do, my labour would have been spared me. I am ready to point out the road where I know it, to whosoever wants it; but I walk side by side with few or none.
 

La Fontaine. We usually like those roads which show us the fronts of our friends’ houses and the pleasure-grounds about them, and the smooth garden-walks, and the trim espaliers, and look at them with more satisfaction than at the docks and nettles that are thrown in heaps behind. The Offices of Cicero are imperfect; yet who would not rather guide his children by them than by the line and compass of harder-handed guides; such as Hobbes for instance?
 

Rochefoucault. Imperfect as some gentlemen in hoods may call the Offices, no founder of a philosophical or of a religious sect has been able to add to them anything important.
 

La Fontaine. Pity! that Cicero carried with him no better authorities than reason and humanity. He neither could work miracles, nor damn you for disbelieving them. Had he lived fourscore years later, who knows but he might have been another Simon Peter, and have talked Hebrew as fluently as Latin, all at once! Who knows but we might have heard of his patrimony! who knows but our venerable popes might have claimed dominion from him, as descendant from the kings of Rome!
 

Rochefoucault. The hint, some centuries ago, would have made your fortune, and that saintly cat there would have kittened in a mitre.
 

La Fontaine. Alas! the hint could have done nothing: Cicero could not have lived later.
 

Rochefoucault. I warrant him. Nothing is easier to correct than chronology. There is not a lady in Paris, nor a jockey in Normandy, that is not eligible to a professor’s chair in it. I have seen a man’s ancestor, whom nobody ever saw before, spring back over twenty generations. Our Vatican Jupiters have as little respect for old Chronos as the Cretan had: they mutilate him when and where they think necessary, limp as he may by the operation.
 

La Fontaine. When I think, as you make me do, how ambitious men are, even those whose teeth are too loose (one would fancy) for a bite at so hard an apple as the devil of ambition offers them, I am inclined to believe that we are actuated not so much by selfishness as you represent it, but under another form, the love of power. Not to speak of territorial dominion or political office, and such other things as we usually class under its appurtenances, do we not desire an exclusive control over what is beautiful and lovely? the possession of pleasant fields, of well-situated houses, of cabinets, of images, of pictures, and indeed of many things pleasant to see but useless to possess; even of rocks, of streams, and of fountains? These things, you will tell me, have their utility. True, but not to the wisher, nor does the idea of it enter his mind. Do not we wish that the object of our love should be devoted to us only; and that our children should love us better than their brothers and sisters, or even than the mother who bore them? Love would be arrayed in the purple robe of sovereignty, mildly as he may resolve to exercise his power.
 

Rochefoucault. Many things which appear to be incontrovertible are such for their age only, and must yield to others which, in their age, are equally so. There are only a few points that are always above the waves. Plain truths, like plain dishes, are commended by everybody, and everybody leaves them whole. If it were not even more impertinent and presumptuous to praise a great writer in his presence than to censure him in his absence, I would venture to say that your prose, from the few specimens you have given of it, is equal to your verse. Yet, even were I the possessor of such a style as yours, I would never employ it to support my Maxims. You would think a writer very impudent and self-sufficient who should quote his own works: to defend them is doing more. We are the worst auxiliaries in the world to the opinions we have brought into the field. Our business is, to measure the ground, and to calculate the forces; then let them try their strength. If the weak assails me, he thinks me weak; if the strong, he thinks me strong. He is more likely to compute ill his own vigour than mine. At all events, I love inquiry, even when I myself sit down. And I am not offended in my walks if my visitor asks me whither does that alley lead. It proves that he is ready to go on with me; that he sees some space before him; and that he believes there may be something worth looking after.
 

La Fontaine. You have been standing a long time, my lord duke: I must entreat you to be seated.
 

Rochefoucault. Excuse me, my dear M. la Fontaine; I would much rather stand.
 

La Fontaine. Mercy on us! have you been upon your legs ever since you rose to leave me?
 

Rochefoucault. A change of position is agreeable: a friend always permits it.
 

La Fontaine. Sad doings! sad oversight! The other two chairs were sent yesterday evening to be scoured and mended. But that dog is the best tempered dog! an angel of a dog, I do assure you; he would have gone down in a moment, at a word. I am quite ashamed of myself for such inattention. With your sentiments of friendship for me, why could you not have taken the liberty to shove him gently off, rather than give me this uneasiness?
 

Rochefoucault. My true and kind friend! we authors are too sedentary; we are heartily glad of standing to converse, whenever we can do it without any restraint on our acquaintance.
 

La Fontaine. I must reprove that animal when he uncurls his body. He seems to be dreaming of Paradise and houris. Ay, twitch thy ear, my child! I wish at my heart there were as troublesome a fly about the other: God forgive me! The rogue covers all my clean linen! shirt and cravat! what cares he!
 

Rochefoucault. Dogs are not very modest.
 

La Fontaine. Never say that, M. de la Rochefoucault! The most modest people upon earth! Look at a dog’s eyes, and he half closes them, or gently turns them away, with a motion of the lips, which he licks languidly, and of the tail, which he stirs tremulously, begging your forbearance. I am neither blind nor indifferent to the defects of these good and generous creatures. They are subject to many such as men are subject to: among the rest, they disturb the neighbourhood in the discussion of their private causes; they quarrel and fight on small motives, such as a little bad food, or a little vainglory, or the sex. But it must be something present or near that excites them; and they calculate not the extent of evil they may do or suffer.
 

Rochefoucault. Certainly not: how should dogs calculate?
 

La Fontaine. I know nothing of the process. I am unable to inform you how they leap over hedges and brooks, with exertion just sufficient, and no more. In regard to honour and a sense of dignity, let me tell you, a dog accepts the subsidies of his friends, but never claims them: a dog would not take the field to obtain power for a son, but would leave the son to obtain it by his own activity and prowess. He conducts his visitor or inmate out a-hunting, and makes a present of the game to him as freely as an emperor to an elector. Fond as he is of slumber, which is indeed one of the pleasantest and best things in the universe, particularly after dinner, he shakes it off as willingly as he would a gadfly, in order to defend his master from theft or violence. Let the robber or assailant speak as courteously as he may, he waives your diplomatical terms, gives his reasons in plain language, and makes war. I could say many other things to his advantage; but I never was malicious, and would rather let both parties plead for themselves; give me the dog, however.
 

Rochefoucault. Faith! I will give you both, and never boast of my largess in so doing.
 

La Fontaine. I trust I have removed from you the suspicion of selfishness in my client, and I feel it quite as easy to make a properer disposal of another ill attribute, namely cruelty, which we vainly try to shuffle off our own shoulders upon others, by employing the offensive and most unjust term, brutality. But to convince you of my impartiality, now I have defended the dog from the first obloquy, I will defend the man from the last, hoping to make you think better of each. What you attribute to cruelty, both while we are children and afterward, may be assigned, for the greater part, to curiosity. Cruelty tends to the extinction of life, the dissolution of matter, the imprisonment and sepulture of truth; and if it were our ruling and chief propensity, the human race would have been extinguished in a few centuries after its appearance. Curiosity, in its primary sense, implies care and consideration.
 

Rochefoucault. Words often deflect from their primary sense. We find the most curious men the most idle and silly, the least observant and conservative.
 

La Fontaine. So we think; because we see every hour the idly curious, and not the strenuously; we see only the persons of the one set, and only the works of the other.
 

More is heard of cruelty than of curiosity, because while curiosity is silent both in itself and about its object, cruelty on most occasions is like the wind, boisterous in itself, and exciting a murmur and bustle in all the things it moves among. Added to which, many of the higher topics whereto our curiosity would turn, are intercepted from it by the policy of our guides and rulers; while the principal ones on which cruelty is most active, are pointed to by the sceptre and the truncheon, and wealth and dignity are the rewards of their attainment. What perversion! He who brings a bullock into a city for its sustenance is called a butcher, and nobody has the civility to take off the hat to him, although knowing him as perfectly as I know Matthieu le Mince, who served me with those fine kidneys you must have remarked in passing through the kitchen: on the contrary, he who reduces the same city to famine is styled M. le Général or M. le Maréchal, and gentlemen like you, unprejudiced (as one would think) and upright, make room for him in the antechamber.
 

Rochefoucault. He obeys orders without the degrading influence of any passion.
 

La Fontaine. Then he commits a baseness the more, a cruelty the greater. He goes off at another man’s setting, as ingloriously as a rat-trap: he produces the worst effects of fury, and feels none: a Cain unirritated by a brother’s incense.
 

Rochefoucault. I would hide from you this little rapier, which, like the barber’s pole, I have often thought too obtrusive in the streets.
 

La Fontaine. Never shall I think my countrymen half civilized while on the dress of a courtier is hung the instrument of a cut-throat. How deplorably feeble must be that honour which requires defending at every hour of the day!
 

Rochefoucault. Ingenious as you are, M. La Fontaine, I do not believe that, on this subject, you could add anything to what you have spoken already; but really, I do think one of the most instructive things in the world would be a dissertation on dress by you.
 

La Fontaine. Nothing can be devised more commodious than the dress in fashion. Perukes have fallen among us by the peculiar dispensation of Providence. As in all the regions of the globe the indigenous have given way to stronger creatures, so have they (partly at least) on the human head. At present the wren and the squirrel are dominant there. Whenever I have a mind for a filbert, I have only to shake my foretop. Improvement does not end in that quarter. I might forget to take my pinch of snuff when it would do me good, unless I saw a store of it on another’s cravat. Furthermore, the slit in the coat behind tells in a moment what it was made for: a thing of which, in regard to ourselves, the best preachers have to remind us all our lives: then the central part of our habiliment has either its loop-hole or its portcullis in the opposite direction, still more demonstrative. All these are for very mundane purposes: but Religion and Humanity have whispered some later utilities. We pray the more commodiously, and of course the more frequently, for rolling up a royal ell of stocking round about our knees: and our high-heeled shoes must surely have been worn by some angel, to save those insects which the flat-footed would have crushed to death.
 

Rochefoucault. Ah! the good dog has awakened: he saw me and my rapier, and ran away. Of what breed is he? for I know nothing of dogs.
 

La Fontaine. And write so well!
 

Rochefoucault. Is he a truffler?
 

La Fontaine. No, not he; but quite as innocent.
 

Rochefoucault. Something of the shepherd-dog, I suspect.
 

La Fontaine. Nor that neither; although he fain would make you believe it. Indeed he is very like one: pointed nose, pointed ears, apparently stiff, but readily yielding; long hair, particularly about the neck; noble tail over his back, three curls deep, exceedingly pleasant to stroke down again; straw-colour all above, white all below. He might take it ill if you looked for it; but so it is, upon my word: an ermeline might envy it.
 

Rochefoucault. What are his pursuits?
 

La Fontaine. As to pursuit and occupation, he is good for nothing. In fact, I like those dogs best ... and those men too.
 

Rochefoucault. Send Nanon then for a pair of silk stockings, and mount my carriage with me: it stops at the Louvre.
 
  


LUCIAN AND TIMOTHEUS
 

Timotheus. I am delighted, my Cousin Lucian, to observe how popular are become your Dialogues of the Dead. Nothing can be so gratifying and satisfactory to a rightly disposed mind, as the subversion of imposture by the force of ridicule. It hath scattered the crowd of heathen gods as if a thunderbolt had fallen in the midst of them. Now, I am confident you never would have assailed the false religion, unless you were prepared for the reception of the true. For it hath always been an indication of rashness and precipitancy, to throw down an edifice before you have collected materials for reconstruction.
 

Lucian. Of all metaphors and remarks, I believe this of yours, my good cousin Timotheus, is the most trite, and pardon me if I add, the most untrue. Surely we ought to remove an error the instant we detect it, although it may be out of our competence to state and establish what is right. A lie should be exposed as soon as born: we are not to wait until a healthier child is begotten. Whatever is evil in any way should be abolished. The husbandman never hesitates to eradicate weeds, or to burn them up, because he may not happen at the time to carry a sack on his shoulder with wheat or barley in it. Even if no wheat or barley is to be sown in future, the weeding and burning are in themselves beneficial, and something better will spring up.
 

Timotheus. That is not so certain.
 

Lucian. Doubt it as you may, at least you will allow that the temporary absence of evil is an advantage.
 

Timotheus. I think, O Lucian, you would reason much better if you would come over to our belief.
 

Lucian. I was unaware that belief is an encourager and guide to reason.
 

Timotheus. Depend upon it, there can be no stability of truth, no elevation of genius, without an unwavering faith in our holy mysteries. Babes and sucklings who are blest with it, stand higher, intellectually as well as morally, than stiff unbelievers and proud sceptics.
 

Lucian. I do not wonder that so many are firm holders of this novel doctrine. It is pleasant to grow wise and virtuous at so small an expenditure of thought or time. This saying of yours is exactly what I heard spoken with angry gravity not long ago.
 

Timotheus. Angry! no wonder! for it is impossible to keep our patience when truths so incontrovertible are assailed. What was your answer?
 

Lucian. My answer was: If you talk in this manner, my honest friend, you will excite a spirit of ridicule in the gravest and most saturnine of men, who never had let a laugh out of their breasts before. Lie to me, and welcome; but beware lest your own heart take you to task for it, reminding you that both anger and falsehood are reprehended by all religions, yours included.
 

Timotheus. Lucian! Lucian! you have always been called profane.
 

Lucian. For what? for having turned into ridicule the gods whom you have turned out of house and home, and are reducing to dust?
 

Timotheus. Well; but you are equally ready to turn into ridicule the true and holy.
 

Lucian. In other words, to turn myself into a fool. He who brings ridicule to bear against Truth, finds in his hand a blade without a hilt. The most sparkling and pointed flame of wit flickers and expires against the incombustible walls of her sanctuary.
 

Timotheus. Fine talking! Do you know, you have really been called an atheist?
 

Lucian. Yes, yes; I know it well. But, in fact, I believe there are almost as few atheists in the world as there are Christians.
 

Timotheus. How! as few? Most of Europe, most of Asia, most of Africa, is Christian.
 

Lucian. Show me five men in each who obey the commands of Christ, and I will show you five hundred in this very city who observe the dictates of Pythagoras. Every Pythagorean obeys his defunct philosopher; and almost every Christian disobeys his living God. Where is there one who practises the most important and the easiest of His commands, to abstain from strife? Men easily and perpetually find something new to quarrel about; but the objects of affection are limited in number, and grow up scantily and slowly. Even a small house is often too spacious for them, and there is a vacant seat at the table. Religious men themselves, when the Deity has bestowed on them everything they prayed for, discover, as a peculiar gift of Providence, some fault in the actions or opinions of a neighbour, and run it down, crying and shouting after it, with more alacrity and more clamour than boys would a leveret or a squirrel in the playground. Are our years and our intellects, and the word of God itself, given us for this, O Timotheus?
 

Timotheus. A certain latitude, a liberal construction....
 

Lucian. Ay, ay! These ‘liberal constructions’ let loose all the worst passions into those ‘certain latitudes’. The priests themselves, who ought to be the poorest, are the richest; who ought to be the most obedient, are the most refractory and rebellious. All trouble and all piety are vicarious. They send missionaries, at the cost of others, into foreign lands, to teach observances which they supersede at home. I have ridiculed the puppets of all features, all colours, all sizes, by which an impudent and audacious set of impostors have been gaining an easy livelihood these two thousand years.
 

Timotheus. Gently! gently! Ours have not been at it yet two hundred. We abolish all idolatry. We know that Jupiter was not the father of gods and men: we know that Mars was not the Lord of Hosts: we know who is: we are quite at ease upon that question.
 

Lucian. Are you so fanatical, my good Timotheus, as to imagine that the Creator of the world cares a fig by what appellation you adore Him? whether you call Him on one occasion Jupiter, on another Apollo? I will not add Mars or Lord of Hosts; for, wanting as I may be in piety, I am not, and never was, so impious as to call the Maker the Destroyer; to call Him Lord of Hosts who, according to your holiest of books, declared so lately and so plainly that He permits no hosts at all; much less will He take the command of one against another. Would any man in his senses go down into the cellar, and seize first an amphora from the right, and then an amphora from the left, for the pleasure of breaking them in pieces, and of letting out the wine he had taken the trouble to put in? We are not contented with attributing to the gods our own infirmities; we make them even more wayward, even more passionate, even more exigent and more malignant: and then some of us try to coax and cajole them, and others run away from them outright.
 

Timotheus. No wonder: but only in regard to yours: and even those are types.
 

Lucian. There are honest men who occupy their lives in discovering types for all things.
 

Timotheus. Truly and rationally thou speakest now. Honest men and wise men above their fellows are they, and the greatest of all discoverers. There are many types above thy reach, O Lucian!
 

Lucian. And one which my mind, and perhaps yours also, can comprehend. There is in Italy, I hear, on the border of a quiet and beautiful lake, a temple dedicated to Diana; the priests of which temple have murdered each his predecessor for unrecorded ages.
 

Timotheus. What of that? They were idolaters.
 

Lucian. They made the type, however: take it home with you, and hang it up in your temple.
 

Timotheus. Why! you seem to have forgotten on a sudden that I am a Christian: you are talking of the heathens.
 

Lucian. True! true! I am near upon eighty years of age, and to my poor eyesight one thing looks very like another.
 

Timotheus. You are too indifferent.
 

Lucian. No indeed. I love those best who quarrel least, and who bring into public use the most civility and good humour.
 

Timotheus. Our holy religion inculcates this duty especially.
 

Lucian. Such being the case, a pleasant story will not be thrown away upon you. Xenophanes, my townsman of Samosata, was resolved to buy a new horse: he had tried him, and liked him well enough. I asked him why he wished to dispose of his old one, knowing how sure-footed he was, how easy in his paces, and how quiet in his pasture. ‘Very true, O Lucian,’ said he; ‘the horse is a clever horse; noble eye, beautiful figure, stately step; rather too fond of neighing and of shuffling a little in the vicinity of a mare; but tractable and good tempered.’ ‘I would not have parted with him then,’ said I. ‘The fact is,’ replied he, ‘my grandfather, whom I am about to visit, likes no horses but what are Saturnized. To-morrow I begin my journey: come and see me set out.’ I went at the hour appointed. The new purchase looked quiet and demure; but he also pricked up his ears, and gave sundry other tokens of equinity, when the more interesting part of his fellow-creatures came near him. As the morning oats began to operate, he grew more and more unruly, and snapped at one friend of Xenophanes, and sidled against another, and gave a kick at a third. ‘All in play! all in play!’ said Xenophanes; ‘his nature is more of a lamb’s than a horse’s.’ However, these mute salutations being over, away went Xenophanes. In the evening, when my lamp had just been replenished for the commencement of my studies, my friend came in striding as if he were still across the saddle. ‘I am apprehensive, O Xenophanes,’ said I, ‘your new acquaintance has disappointed you.’ ‘Not in the least,’ answered he. ‘I do assure you, O Lucian! he is the very horse I was looking out for.’ On my requesting him to be seated, he no more thought of doing so than if it had been in the presence of the Persian king. I then handed my lamp to him, telling him (as was true) it contained all the oil I had in the house, and protesting I should be happier to finish my Dialogue in the morning. He took the lamp into my bedroom, and appeared to be much refreshed on his return. Nevertheless, he treated his chair with great delicacy and circumspection, and evidently was afraid of breaking it by too sudden a descent. I did not revert to the horse: but he went on of his own accord. ‘I declare to you, O Lucian! it is impossible for me to be mistaken in a palfrey. My new one is the only one in Samosata that could carry me at one stretch to my grandfather’s.’ ‘But has he?’ said I, timidly. ‘No; he has not yet,’ answered my friend. ‘To-morrow, then, I am afraid, we really must lose you.’ ‘No,’ said he; ‘the horse does trot hard: but he is the better for that: I shall soon get used to him.’ In fine, my worthy friend deferred his visit to his grandfather: his rides were neither long nor frequent: he was ashamed to part with his purchase, boasted of him everywhere, and, humane as he is by nature, could almost have broken on the cross the quiet contented owner of old Bucephalus.
 

Timotheus. Am I to understand by this, O Cousin Lucian, that I ought to be contented with the impurities of paganism?
 

Lucian. Unless you are very unreasonable. A moderate man finds plenty in it.
 

Timotheus. We abominate the Deities who patronize them, and we hurl down the images of the monsters.
 

Lucian. Sweet cousin! be tenderer to my feelings. In such a tempest as this, my spark of piety may be blown out. Hold your hand cautiously before it, until I can find my way. Believe me, no Deities (out of their own houses) patronize immorality; none patronize unruly passions, least of all the fierce and ferocious. In my opinion, you are wrong in throwing down the images of those among them who look on you benignly: the others I give up to your discretion. But I think it impossible to stand habitually in the presence of a sweet and open countenance, graven or depicted, without in some degree partaking of the character it expresses. Never tell any man that he can derive no good, in his devotions, from this or from that: abolish neither hope nor gratitude.
 

Timotheus. God is offended at vain efforts to represent Him.
 

Lucian. No such thing, my dear Timotheus. If you knew Him at all, you would not talk of Him so irreverently. He is pleased, I am convinced, at every effort to resemble Him, at every wish to remind both ourselves and others of His benefits. You cannot think so often of Him without an effigy.
 

Timotheus. What likeness is there in the perishable to the Unperishable?
 

Lucian. I see no reason why there may not be a similitude. All that the senses can comprehend may be represented by any material; clay or fig-tree, bronze or ivory, porphyry or gold. Indeed I have a faint remembrance that, according to your sacred volumes, man was made by God after His own image. If so, man’s intellectual powers are worthily exercised in attempting to collect all that is beautiful, serene, and dignified, and to bring Him back to earth again by showing Him the noblest of His gifts, the work most like His own. Surely He cannot hate or abandon those who thus cherish His memory, and thus implore His regard. Perishable and imperfect is everything human: but in these very qualities I find the best reason for striving to attain what is least so. Would not any father be gratified by seeing his child attempt to delineate his features? And would not the gratification be rather increased than diminished by his incapacity? How long shall the narrow mind of man stand between goodness and omnipotence? Perhaps the effigy of your ancestor Isknos is unlike him; whether it is or no, you cannot tell; but you keep it in your hall, and would be angry if anybody broke it to pieces or defaced it. Be quite sure there are many who think as much of their gods as you think of your ancestor Isknos, and who see in their images as good a likeness. Let men have their own way, especially their way to the temples. It is easier to drive them out of one road than into another. Our judicious and good-humoured Trajan has found it necessary on many occasions to chastise the law-breakers of your sect, indifferent as he is what gods are worshipped, so long as their followers are orderly and decorous. The fiercest of the Dacians never knocked off Jupiter’s beard, or broke an arm off Venus; and the emperor will hardly tolerate in those who have received a liberal education what he would punish in barbarians. Do not wear out his patience: try rather to imitate his equity, his equanimity, and forbearance.
 

Timotheus. I have been listening to you with much attention, O Lucian! for I seldom have heard you speak with such gravity. And yet, O Cousin Lucian! I really do find in you a sad deficiency of that wisdom which alone is of any value. You talk of Trajan! what is Trajan?
 

Lucian. A beneficent citizen, an impartial judge, a sagacious ruler; the comrade of every brave soldier, the friend and associate of every man eminent in genius, throughout his empire, the empire of the world. All arts, all sciences, all philosophies, all religions, are protected by him. Wherefore his name will flourish, when the proudest of these have perished in the land of Egypt. Philosophies and religions will strive, struggle, and suffocate one another. Priesthoods, I know not how many, are quarrelling and scuffling in the street at this instant, all calling on Trajan to come and knock an antagonist on the head; and the most peaceful of them, as it wishes to be thought, proclaiming him an infidel for turning a deaf ear to its imprecations. Mankind was never so happy as under his guidance; and he has nothing now to do but to put down the battles of the gods. If they must fight it out, he will insist on our neutrality.
 

Timotheus. He has no authority and no influence over us in matters of faith. A wise and upright man, whose serious thoughts lead him forward to religion, will never be turned aside from it by any worldly consideration or any human force.
 

Lucian. True: but mankind is composed not entirely of the upright and the wise. I suspect that we may find some, here and there, who are rather too fond of novelties in the furniture of temples; and I have observed that new sects are apt to warp, crack, and split, under the heat they generate. Our homely old religion has run into fewer quarrels, ever since the Centaurs and Lapiths (whose controversy was on a subject quite comprehensible), than yours has engendered in twenty years.
 

Timotheus. We shall obviate that inconvenience by electing a supreme Pontiff to decide all differences. It has been seriously thought about long ago: and latterly we have been making out an ideal series down to the present day, in order that our successors in the ministry may have stepping-stones up to the fountain-head. At first the disseminators of our doctrines were equal in their commission; we do not approve of this any longer, for reasons of our own.
 

Lucian. You may shut, one after another, all our other temples, but, I plainly see, you will never shut the temple of Janus. The Roman Empire will never lose its pugnacious character while your sect exists. The only danger is, lest the fever rage internally and consume the vitals. If you sincerely wish your religion to be long-lived, maintain in it the spirit of its constitution, and keep it patient, humble, abstemious, domestic, and zealous only in the services of humanity. Whenever the higher of your priesthood shall attain the riches they are aiming at, the people will envy their possessions and revolt from their impostures. Do not let them seize upon the palace, and shove their God again into the manger.
 

Timotheus. Lucian! Lucian! I call this impiety.
 

Lucian. So do I, and shudder at its consequences. Caverns which at first look inviting, the roof at the aperture green with overhanging ferns and clinging mosses, then glittering with native gems and with water as sparkling and pellucid, freshening the air all around; these caverns grow darker and closer, until you find yourself among animals that shun the daylight, adhering to the walls, hissing along the bottom, flapping, screeching, gaping, glaring, making you shrink at the sounds, and sicken at the smells, and afraid to advance or retreat.
 

Timotheus. To what can this refer? Our caverns open on verdure, and terminate in veins of gold.
 

Lucian. Veins of gold, my good Timotheus, such as your excavations have opened and are opening, in the spirit of avarice and ambition, will be washed (or as you would say, purified) in streams of blood. Arrogance, intolerance, resistance to authority and contempt of law, distinguish your aspiring sectarians from the other subjects of the empire.
 

Timotheus. Blindness hath often a calm and composed countenance; but, my Cousin Lucian! it usually hath also the advantage of a cautious and a measured step. It hath pleased God to blind you, like all the other adversaries of our faith; but He has given you no staff to lean upon. You object against us the very vices from which we are peculiarly exempt.
 

Lucian. Then it is all a story, a fable, a fabrication, about one of your earlier leaders cutting off with his sword a servant’s ear? If the accusation is true, the offence is heavy. For not only was the wounded man innocent of any provocation, but he is represented as being in the service of the high priest at Jerusalem. Moreover, from the direction and violence of the blow, it is evident that his life was aimed at. According to law, you know, my dear cousin, all the party might have been condemned to death, as accessories to an attempt at murder. I am unwilling to think so unfavourably of your sect; nor indeed do I see the possibility that, in such an outrage, the principal could be pardoned. For any man but a soldier to go about armed is against the Roman law, which, on that head, as on many others, is borrowed from the Athenian; and it is incredible that in any civilized country so barbarous a practice can be tolerated. Travellers do indeed relate that, in certain parts of India, there are princes at whose courts even civilians are armed. But traveller has occasionally the same signification as liar, and India as fable. However, if the practice really does exist in that remote and rarely visited country, it must be in some region of it very far beyond the Indus or the Ganges: for the nations situated between those rivers are, and were in the reign of Alexander, and some thousand years before his birth, as civilized as the Europeans; nay, incomparably more courteous, more industrious, and more pacific; the three grand criterions.
 

But answer my question: is there any foundation for so mischievous a report?
 

Timotheus. There was indeed, so to say, an ear, or something of the kind, abscinded; probably by mistake. But high priests’ servants are propense to follow the swaggering gait of their masters, and to carry things with a high hand, in such wise as to excite the choler of the most quiet. If you knew the character of the eminently holy man who punished the atrocious insolence of that bloody-minded wretch, you would be sparing of your animadversions. We take him for our model.
 

Lucian. I see you do.
 

Timotheus. We proclaim him Prince of the Apostles.
 

Lucian. I am the last in the world to question his princely qualifications; but, if I might advise you, it should be to follow in preference Him whom you acknowledge to be an unerring guide; who delivered to you His ordinances with His own hand, equitable, plain, explicit, compendious, and complete; who committed no violence, who countenanced no injustice, whose compassion was without weakness, whose love was without frailty, whose life was led in humility, in purity, in beneficence, and, at the end, laid down in obedience to His Father’s will.
 

Timotheus. Ah, Lucian! what strangely imperfect notions! all that is little.
 

Lucian. Enough to follow.
 

Timotheus. Not enough to compel others. I did indeed hope, O Lucian! that you would again come forward with the irresistible arrows of your wit, and unite with us against our adversaries. By what you have just spoken, I doubt no longer that you approve of the doctrines inculcated by the blessed Founder of our religion.
 

Lucian. To the best of my understanding.
 

Timotheus. So ardent is my desire for the salvation of your precious soul, O my cousin! that I would devote many hours of every day to disputation with you on the principal points of our Christian controversy.
 

Lucian. Many thanks, my kind Timotheus! But I think the blessed Founder of your religion very strictly forbade that there should be any points of controversy. Not only has He prohibited them on the doctrines He delivered, but on everything else. Some of the most obstinate might never have doubted of His Divinity, if the conduct of His followers had not repelled them from the belief of it. How can they imagine you sincere when they see you disobedient? It is in vain for you to protest that you worship the God of Peace, when you are found daily in the courts and market-places with clenched fists and bloody noses. I acknowledge the full value of your offer; but really I am as anxious for the salvation of your precious time as you appear to be for the salvation of my precious soul, particularly since I am come to the conclusion that souls cannot be lost, and that time can.
 

Timotheus. We mean by salvation exemption from eternal torments.
 

Lucian. Among all my old gods and their children, morose as some of the senior are, and mischievous as are some of the junior, I have never represented the worst of them as capable of inflicting such atrocity. Passionate and capricious and unjust are several of them; but a skin stripped off the shoulder, and a liver tossed to a vulture, are among the worst of their inflictions.
 

Timotheus. This is scoffing.
 

Lucian. Nobody but an honest man has a right to scoff at anything.
 

Timotheus. And yet people of a very different cast are usually those who scoff the most.
 

Lucian. We are apt to push forward at that which we are without: the low-born at titles and distinctions, the silly at wit, the knave at the semblance of probity. But I was about to remark, that an honest man may fairly scoff at all philosophies and religions which are proud, ambitious, intemperate, and contradictory. The thing most adverse to the spirit and essence of them all is falsehood. It is the business of the philosophical to seek truth: it is the office of the religious to worship her; under what name is unimportant. The falsehood that the tongue commits is slight in comparison with what is conceived by the heart, and executed by the whole man, throughout life. If, professing love and charity to the human race at large, I quarrel day after day with my next neighbour; if, professing that the rich can never see God, I spend in the luxuries of my household a talent monthly; if, professing to place so much confidence in His word, that, in regard to wordly weal, I need take no care for to-morrow, I accumulate stores even beyond what would be necessary, though I quite distrusted both His providence and His veracity; if, professing that ‘he who giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord’, I question the Lord’s security, and haggle with Him about the amount of the loan; if, professing that I am their steward, I keep ninety-nine parts in the hundred as the emolument of my stewardship; how, when God hates liars and punishes defrauders, shall I, and other such thieves and hypocrites, fare hereafter?
 

Timotheus. Let us hope there are few of them.
 

Lucian. We cannot hope against what is: we may, however, hope that in future these will be fewer; but never while the overseers of a priesthood look for offices out of it, taking the lead in politics, in debate, and strife. Such men bring to ruin all religion, but their own first, and raise unbelievers not only in Divine Providence, but in human faith.
 

Timotheus. If they leave the altar for the market-place, the sanctuary for the senate-house, and agitate party questions instead of Christian verities, everlasting punishments await them.
 

Lucian. Everlasting?
 

Timotheus. Certainly: at the very least. I rank it next to heresy in the catalogue of sins; and the Church supports my opinion.
 

Lucian. I have no measure for ascertaining the distance between the opinions and practices of men; I only know that they stand widely apart in all countries on the most important occasions; but this newly-hatched word heresy, alighting on my ear, makes me rub it. A beneficent God descends on earth in the human form, to redeem us from the slavery of sin, from the penalty of our passions: can you imagine He will punish an error in opinion, or even an obstinacy in unbelief, with everlasting torments? Supposing it highly criminal to refuse to weigh a string of arguments, or to cross-question a herd of witnesses, on a subject which no experience has warranted and no sagacity can comprehend; supposing it highly criminal to be contented with the religion which our parents taught us, which they bequeathed to us as the most precious of possessions, and which it would have broken their hearts if they had foreseen we should cast aside; yet are eternal pains the just retribution of what at worst is but indifference and supineness?
 

Timotheus. Our religion has clearly this advantage over yours: it teaches us to regulate our passions.
 

Lucian. Rather say it tells us. I believe all religions do the same; some indeed more emphatically and primarily than others; but that indeed would be incontestably of Divine origin, and acknowledged at once by the most sceptical, which should thoroughly teach it. Now, my friend Timotheus, I think you are about seventy-five years of age.
 

Timotheus. Nigh upon it.
 

Lucian. Seventy-five years, according to my calculation, are equivalent to seventy-five gods and goddesses in regulating our passions for us, if we speak of the amatory, which are always thought in every stage of life the least to be pardoned.
 

Timotheus. Execrable!
 

Lucian. I am afraid the sourest hang longest on the tree. Mimnermus says:
 

In early youth we often sigh Because our pulses beat so high; All this we conquer, and at last We sigh that we are grown so chaste.
 

Timotheus. Swine!
 

Lucian. No animal sighs oftener or louder. But, my dear cousin, the quiet swine is less troublesome and less odious than the grumbling and growling and fierce hyena, which will not let the dead rest in their graves. We may be merry with the follies and even the vices of men, without doing or wishing them harm; punishment should come from the magistrate, not from us. If we are to give pain to any one because he thinks differently from us, we ought to begin by inflicting a few smart stripes on ourselves; for both upon light and upon grave occasions, if we have thought much and often, our opinions must have varied. We are always fond of seizing and managing what appertains to others. In the savage state all belongs to all. Our neighbours the Arabs, who stand between barbarism and civilization, waylay travellers, and plunder their equipage and their gold. The wilier marauders in Alexandria start up from under the shadow of temples, force us to change our habiliments for theirs, and strangle us with fingers dipped in holy water if we say they sit uneasily.
 

Timotheus. This is not the right view of things.
 

Lucian. That is never the right view which lets in too much light. About two centuries have elapsed since your religion was founded. Show me the pride it has humbled; show me the cruelty it has mitigated; show me the lust it has extinguished or repressed. I have now been living ten years in Alexandria; and you never will accuse me, I think, of any undue partiality for the system in which I was educated; yet, from all my observation, I find no priest or elder, in your community, wise, tranquil, firm, and sedate as Epicurus, and Carneades, and Zeno, and Epictetus; or indeed in the same degree as some who were often called forth into political and military life; Epaminondas, for instance, and Phocion.
 

Timotheus. I pity them from my soul: they were ignorant of the truth: they are lost, my cousin! take my word for it, they are lost men.
 

Lucian. Unhappily, they are. I wish we had them back again; or that, since we have lost them, we could at least find among us the virtues they left for our example.
 

Timotheus. Alas, my poor cousin! you too are blind; you do not understand the plainest words, nor comprehend those verities which are the most evident and palpable. Virtues! if the poor wretches had any, they were false ones.
 

Lucian. Scarcely ever has there been a politician, in any free state, without much falsehood and duplicity. I have named the most illustrious exceptions. Slender and irregular lines of a darker colour run along the bright blade that decides the fate of nations, and may indeed be necessary to the perfection of its temper. The great warrior has usually his darker lines of character, necessary (it may be) to constitute his greatness. No two men possess the same quantity of the same virtues, if they have many or much. We want some which do not far outstep us, and which we may follow with the hope of reaching; we want others to elevate, and others to defend us. The order of things would be less beautiful without this variety. Without the ebb and flow of our passions, but guided and moderated by a beneficent light above, the ocean of life would stagnate; and zeal, devotion, eloquence, would become dead carcasses, collapsing and wasting on unprofitable sands. The vices of some men cause the virtues of others, as corruption is the parent of fertility.
 

Timotheus. O my cousin! this doctrine is diabolical.
 

Lucian. What is it?
 

Timotheus. Diabolical; a strong expression in daily use among us. We turn it a little from its origin.
 

Lucian. Timotheus, I love to sit by the side of a clear water, although there is nothing in it but naked stones. Do not take the trouble to muddy the stream of language for my benefit; I am not about to fish in it.
 

Timotheus. Well, we will speak about things which come nearer to your apprehension. I only wish you were somewhat less indifferent in your choice between the true and the false.
 

Lucian. We take it for granted that what is not true must be false.
 

Timotheus. Surely we do.
 

Lucian. This is erroneous.
 

Timotheus. Are you grown captious? Pray explain.
 

Lucian. What is not true, I need not say, must be untrue; but that alone is false which is intended to deceive. A witness may be mistaken, yet would not you call him a false witness unless he asserted what he knew to be false.
 

Timotheus. Quibbles upon words!
 

Lucian. On words, on quibbles, if you please to call distinctions so, rests the axis of the intellectual world. A winged word hath stuck ineradicably in a million hearts, and envenomed every hour throughout their hard pulsation. On a winged word hath hung the destiny of nations. On a winged word hath human wisdom been willing to cast the immortal soul, and to leave it dependent for all its future happiness. It is because a word is unsusceptible of explanation, or because they who employed it were impatient of any, that enormous evils have prevailed, not only against our common sense, but against our common humanity. Hence the most pernicious of absurdities, far exceeding in folly and mischief the worship of threescore gods; namely, that an implicit faith in what outrages our reason, which we know is God’s gift, and bestowed on us for our guidance, that this weak, blind, stupid faith is surer of His favour than the constant practice of every human virtue. They at whose hands one prodigious lie, such as this, hath been accepted, may reckon on their influence in the dissemination of many smaller, and may turn them easily to their own account. Be sure they will do it sooner or later. The fly floats on the surface for a while, but up springs the fish at last and swallows it.
 

Timotheus. Was ever man so unjust as you are? The abominable old priesthoods are avaricious and luxurious: ours is willing to stand or fall by maintaining its ordinances of fellowship and frugality. Point out to me a priest of our religion whom you could, by any temptation or entreaty, so far mislead, that he shall reserve for his own consumption one loaf, one plate of lentils, while another poor Christian hungers. In the meanwhile the priests of Isis are proud and wealthy, and admit none of the indigent to their tables. And now, to tell you the whole truth, my Cousin Lucian, I come to you this morning to propose that we should lay our heads together and compose a merry dialogue on these said priests of Isis. What say you?
 

Lucian. These said priests of Isis have already been with me, several times, on a similar business in regard to yours.
 

Timotheus. Malicious wretches!
 

Lucian. Beside, they have attempted to persuade me that your religion is borrowed from theirs, altering a name a little and laying the scene of action in a corner, in the midst of obscurity and ruins.
 

Timotheus. The wicked dogs! the hellish liars! We have nothing in common with such vile impostors. Are they not ashamed of taking such unfair means of lowering us in the estimation of our fellow-citizens? And so, they artfully came to you, craving any spare jibe to throw against us! They lie open to these weapons; we do not: we stand above the malignity, above the strength, of man. You would do justly in turning their own devices against them: it would be amusing to see how they would look. If you refuse me, I am resolved to write a Dialogue of the Dead, myself, and to introduce these hypocrites in it.
 

Lucian. Consider well first, my good Timotheus, whether you can do any such thing with propriety; I mean to say judiciously in regard to composition.
 

Timotheus. I always thought you generous and open-hearted, and quite inaccessible to jealousy.
 

Lucian. Let nobody ever profess himself so much as that: for, although he may be insensible of the disease, it lurks within him, and only waits its season to break out. But really, my cousin, at present I feel no symptoms: and, to prove that I am ingenuous and sincere with you, these are my reasons for dissuasion. We believers in the Homeric family of gods and goddesses, believe also in the locality of Tartarus and Elysium. We entertain no doubt whatever that the passions of men and demigods and gods are nearly the same above ground and below; and that Achilles would dispatch his spear through the body of any shade who would lead Briseis too far among the myrtles, or attempt to throw the halter over the ears of any chariot horse belonging to him in the meads of asphodel. We admit no doubt of these verities, delivered down to us from the ages when Theseus and Hercules had descended into Hades itself. Instead of a few stadions in a cavern, with a bank and a bower at the end of it, under a very small portion of our diminutive Hellas, you Christians possess the whole cavity of the earth for punishment, and the whole convex of the sky for felicity.
 

Timotheus. Our passions are burnt out amid the fires of purification, and our intellects are elevated to the enjoyment of perfect intelligence.
 

Lucian. How silly then and incongruous would it be, not to say how impious, to represent your people as no better and no wiser than they were before, and discoursing on subjects which no longer can or ought to concern them. Christians must think your Dialogue of the Dead no less irreligious than their opponents think mine, and infinitely more absurd. If indeed you are resolved on this form of composition, there is no topic which may not, with equal facility, be discussed on earth; and you may intersperse as much ridicule as you please, without any fear of censure for inconsistency or irreverence. Hitherto such writers have confined their view mostly to speculative points, sophistic reasonings, and sarcastic interpellations.
 

Timotheus. Ha! you are always fond of throwing a little pebble at the lofty Plato, whom we, on the contrary, are ready to receive (in a manner) as one of ourselves.
 

Lucian. To throw pebbles is a very uncertain way of showing where lie defects. Whenever I have mentioned him seriously, I have brought forward, not accusations, but passages from his writings, such as no philosopher or scholar or moralist can defend.
 

Timotheus. His doctrines are too abstruse and too sublime for you.
 

Lucian. Solon, Anaxagoras, and Epicurus, are more sublime, if truth is sublimity.
 

Timotheus. Truth is, indeed; for God is truth.
 

Lucian. We are upon earth to learn what can be learnt upon earth, and not to speculate on what never can be. This you, O Timotheus, may call philosophy: to me it appears the idlest of curiosity; for every other kind may teach us something, and may lead to more beyond. Let men learn what benefits men; above all things, to contract their wishes, to calm their passions, and, more especially, to dispel their fears. Now these are to be dispelled, not by collecting clouds, but by piercing and scattering them. In the dark we may imagine depths and heights immeasurable, which, if a torch be carried right before us, we find it easy to leap across. Much of what we call sublime is only the residue of infancy, and the worst of it.
 

The philosophers I quoted are too capacious for schools and systems. Without noise, without ostentation, without mystery, not quarrelsome, not captious, not frivolous, their lives were commentaries on their doctrine. Never evaporating into mist, never stagnating into mire, their limpid and broad morality runs parallel with the lofty summits of their genius.
 

Timotheus. Genius! was ever genius like Plato’s?
 

Lucian. The most admired of his Dialogues, his Banquet, is beset with such puerilities, deformed with such pedantry, and disgraced with such impurity, that none but the thickest beards, and chiefly of the philosophers and the satyrs, should bend over it. On a former occasion he has given us a specimen of history, than which nothing in our language is worse: here he gives us one of poetry, in honour of Love, for which the god has taken ample vengeance on him, by perverting his taste and feelings. The grossest of all the absurdities in this dialogue is, attributing to Aristophanes, so much of a scoffer and so little of a visionary, the silly notion of male and female having been originally complete in one person, and walking circuitously. He may be joking: who knows?
 

Timotheus. Forbear! forbear! do not call this notion a silly one: he took it from our Holy Scriptures, but perverted it somewhat. Woman was made from man’s rib, and did not require to be cut asunder all the way down: this is no proof of bad reasoning, but merely of misinterpretation.
 

Lucian. If you would rather have bad reasoning, I will adduce a little of it. Farther on, he wishes to extol the wisdom of Agathon by attributing to him such a sentence as this:
 

‘It is evident that Love is the most beautiful of the gods, because he is the youngest of them.’
 

Now, even on earth, the youngest is not always the most beautiful; how infinitely less cogent, then, is the argument when we come to speak of the Immortals, with whom age can have no concern! There was a time when Vulcan was the youngest of the gods: was he, also, at that time, and for that reason, the most beautiful? Your philosopher tells us, moreover, that ‘Love is of all deities the most liquid; else he never could fold himself about everything, and flow into and out of men’s souls.’
 

The three last sentences of Agathon’s rhapsody are very harmonious, and exhibit the finest specimen of Plato’s style; but we, accustomed as we are to hear him lauded for his poetical diction, should hold that poem a very indifferent one which left on the mind so superficial an impression. The garden of Academus is flowery without fragrance, and dazzling without warmth: I am ready to dream away an hour in it after dinner, but I think it insalutary for a night’s repose. So satisfied was Plato with his Banquet, that he says of himself, in the person of Socrates, ‘How can I or any one but find it difficult to speak after a discourse so eloquent? It would have been wonderful if the brilliancy of the sentences at the end of it, and the choice of expression throughout, had not astonished all the auditors. I, who can never say anything nearly so beautiful, would if possible have made my escape, and have fairly run off for shame.’ He had indeed much better run off before he made so wretched a pun on the name of Gorgias. ‘I dreaded,’ says he, ‘lest Agathon, measuring my discourse by the head of the eloquent Gorgias, should turn me to stone for inability of utterance.’
 

Was there ever joke more frigid? What painful twisting of unelastic stuff! If Socrates was the wisest man in the world, it would require another oracle to persuade us, after this, that he was the wittiest. But surely a small share of common sense would have made him abstain from hazarding such failures. He falls on his face in very flat and very dry ground; and, when he gets up again, his quibbles are well-nigh as tedious as his witticisms. However, he has the presence of mind to throw them on the shoulders of Diotima, whom he calls a prophetess, and who, ten years before the plague broke out in Athens, obtained from the gods (he tells us) that delay. Ah! the gods were doubly mischievous: they sent her first. Read her words, my cousin, as delivered by Socrates; and if they have another plague in store for us, you may avert it by such an act of expiation.
 

Timotheus. The world will have ended before ten years are over.
 

Lucian. Indeed!
 

Timotheus. It has been pronounced.
 

Lucian. How the threads of belief and unbelief run woven close together in the whole web of human life! Come, come; take courage; you will have time for your Dialogue. Enlarge the circle; enrich it with a variety of matter, enliven it with a multitude of characters, occupy the intellect of the thoughtful, the imagination of the lively; spread the board with solid viands, delicate rarities, and sparkling wines; and throw, along the whole extent of it, geniality and festal crowns.
 

Timotheus. What writer of dialogues hath ever done this, or undertaken, or conceived, or hoped it?
 

Lucian. None whatever; yet surely you yourself may, when even your babes and sucklings are endowed with abilities incomparably greater than our niggardly old gods have bestowed on the very best of us.
 

Timotheus. I wish, my dear Lucian, you would let our babes and sucklings lie quiet, and say no more about them: as for your gods, I leave them at your mercy. Do not impose on me the performance of a task in which Plato himself, if he had attempted it, would have failed.
 

Lucian. No man ever detected false reasoning with more quickness; but unluckily he called in Wit at the exposure; and Wit, I am sorry to say, held the lowest place in his household. He sadly mistook the qualities of his mind in attempting the facetious; or, rather, he fancied he possessed one quality more than belonged to him. But, if he himself had not been a worse quibbler than any whose writings are come down to us, we might have been gratified by the exposure of wonderful acuteness wretchedly applied. It is no small service to the community to turn into ridicule the grave impostors, who are contending which of them shall guide and govern us, whether in politics or religion. There are always a few who will take the trouble to walk down among the seaweeds and slippery stones, for the sake of showing their credulous fellow-citizens that skins filled with sand, and set upright at the forecastle, are neither men nor merchandise.
 

Timotheus. I can bring to mind, O Lucian, no writer possessing so great a variety of wit as you.
 

Lucian. No man ever possessed any variety of this gift; and the holder is not allowed to exchange the quality for another. Banter (and such is Plato’s) never grows large, never sheds its bristles, and never do they soften into the humorous or the facetious.
 

Timotheus. I agree with you that banter is the worst species of wit. We have indeed no correct idea what persons those really were whom Plato drags by the ears, to undergo slow torture under Socrates. One sophist, I must allow, is precisely like another: no discrimination of character, none of manner, none of language.
 

Lucian. He wanted the fancy and fertility of Aristophanes.
 

Timotheus. Otherwise, his mind was more elevated and more poetical.
 

Lucian. Pardon me if I venture to express my dissent in both particulars. Knowledge of the human heart, and discrimination of character, are requisites of the poet. Few ever have possessed them in an equal degree with Aristophanes: Plato has given no indication of either.
 

Timotheus. But consider his imagination.
 

Lucian. On what does it rest? He is nowhere so imaginative as in his Polity. Nor is there any state in the world that is, or would be, governed by it. One day you may find him at his counter in the midst of old-fashioned toys, which crack and crumble under his fingers while he exhibits and recommends them; another day, while he is sitting on a goat’s bladder, I may discover his bald head surmounting an enormous mass of loose chaff and uncleanly feathers, which he would persuade you is the pleasantest and healthiest of beds, and that dreams descend on it from the gods.
 

‘Open your mouth, and shut your eyes, and see what Zeus shall send you,’
 

says Aristophanes in his favourite metre. In this helpless condition of closed optics and hanging jaw, we find the followers of Plato. It is by shutting their eyes that they see, and by opening their mouths that they apprehend. Like certain broad-muzzled dogs, all stand equally stiff and staunch, although few scent the game, and their lips wag, and water, at whatever distance from the net. We must leave them with their hands hanging down before them, confident that they are wiser than we are, were it only for this attitude of humility. It is amusing to see them in it before the tall, well-robed Athenian, while he mis-spells the charms, and plays clumsily the tricks, he acquired from the conjurors here in Egypt. I wish you better success with the same materials. But in my opinion all philosophers should speak clearly. The highest things are the purest and brightest; and the best writers are those who render them the most intelligible to the world below. In the arts and sciences, and particularly in music and metaphysics, this is difficult: but the subjects not being such as lie within the range of the community, I lay little stress upon them, and wish authors to deal with them as they best may, only beseeching that they recompense us, by bringing within our comprehension the other things with which they are entrusted for us. The followers of Plato fly off indignantly from any such proposal. If I ask them the meaning of some obscure passage, they answer that I am unprepared and unfitted for it, and that his mind is so far above mine, I cannot grasp it. I look up into the faces of these worthy men, who mingle so much commiseration with so much calmness, and wonder at seeing them look no less vacant than my own.
 

Timotheus. You have acknowledged his eloquence, while you derided his philosophy and repudiated his morals.
 

Lucian. Certainly there was never so much eloquence with so little animation. When he has heated his oven, he forgets to put the bread into it; instead of which, he throws in another bundle of faggots. His words and sentences are often too large for the place they occupy. If a water-melon is not to be placed in an oyster-shell, neither is a grain of millet in a golden salver. At high festivals a full band may enter: ordinary conversation goes on better without it.
 

Timotheus. There is something so spiritual about him, that many of us Christians are firmly of opinion he must have been partially enlightened from above.
 

Lucian. I hope and believe we all are. His entire works are in our library. Do me the favour to point out to me a few of those passages where in poetry he approaches the spirit of Aristophanes, or where in morals he comes up to Epictetus.
 

Timotheus. It is useless to attempt it if you carry your prejudices with you. Beside, my dear cousin, I would not offend you, but really your mind has no point about it which could be brought to contact or affinity with Plato’s.
 

Lucian. In the universality of his genius there must surely be some atom coincident with another in mine. You acknowledge, as everybody must do, that his wit is the heaviest and lowest: pray, is the specimen he has given us of history at all better?
 

Timotheus. I would rather look to the loftiness of his mind, and the genius that sustains him.
 

Lucian. So would I. Magnificent words, and the pomp and procession of stately sentences, may accompany genius, but are not always nor frequently called out by it. The voice ought not to be perpetually nor much elevated in the ethic and didactic, nor to roll sonorously, as if it issued from a mask in the theatre. The horses in the plain under Troy are not always kicking and neighing; nor is the dust always raised in whirlwinds on the banks of Simois and Scamander; nor are the rampires always in a blaze. Hector has lowered his helmet to the infant of Andromache, and Achilles to the embraces of Briseis. I do not blame the prose-writer who opens his bosom occasionally to a breath of poetry; neither, on the contrary, can I praise the gait of that pedestrian who lifts up his legs as high on a bare heath as in a cornfield. Be authority as old and obstinate as it may, never let it persuade you that a man is the stronger for being unable to keep himself on the ground, or the weaker for breathing quietly and softly on ordinary occasions. Tell me, over and over, that you find every great quality in Plato: let me only once ask you in return, whether he ever is ardent and energetic, whether he wins the affections, whether he agitates the heart. Finding him deficient in every one of these faculties, I think his disciples have extolled him too highly. Where power is absent, we may find the robes of genius, but we miss the throne. He would acquit a slave who killed another in self-defence, but if he killed any free man, even in self-defence; he was not only to be punished with death, but to undergo the cruel death of a parricide. This effeminate philosopher was more severe than the manly Demosthenes, who quotes a law against the striking of a slave: and Diogenes, when one ran away from him, remarked that it would be horrible if Diogenes could not do without a slave, when a slave could do without Diogenes.
 

Timotheus. Surely the allegories of Plato are evidences of his genius.
 

Lucian. A great poet in the hours of his idleness may indulge in allegory: but the highest poetical character will never rest on so unsubstantial a foundation. The poet must take man from God’s hands, must look into every fibre of his heart and brain, must be able to take the magnificent work to pieces, and to reconstruct it. When this labour is completed, let him throw himself composedly on the earth, and care little how many of its ephemeral insects creep over him. In regard to these allegories of Plato, about which I have heard so much, pray what and where are they? You hesitate, my fair cousin Timotheus! Employ one morning in transcribing them, and another in noting all the passages which are of practical utility in the commerce of social life, or purify our affections at home, or excite and elevate our enthusiasm in the prosperity and glory of our country. Useful books, moral books, instructive books are easily composed: and surely so great a writer should present them to us without blot or blemish: I find among his many volumes no copy of a similar composition. My enthusiasm is not easily raised indeed; yet such a whirlwind of a poet must carry it away with him; nevertheless, here I stand, calm and collected, not a hair of my beard in commotion. Declamation will find its echo in vacant places: it beats ineffectually on the well-furnished mind. Give me proof; bring the work; show the passages; convince, confound, overwhelm me.
 

Timotheus. I may do that another time with Plato. And yet, what effect can I hope to produce on an unhappy man who doubts even that the world is on the point of extinction?
 

Lucian. Are there many of your association who believe that this catastrophe is so near at hand?
 

Timotheus. We all believe it; or rather, we all are certain of it.
 

Lucian. How so? Have you observed any fracture in the disk of the sun? Are any of the stars loosened in their orbits? Has the beautiful light of Venus ceased to pant in the heavens, or has the belt of Orion lost its gems?
 

Timotheus. Oh, for shame!
 

Lucian. Rather should I be ashamed of indifference on so important an occasion.
 

Timotheus. We know the fact by surer signs.
 

Lucian. These, if you could vouch for them, would be sure enough for me. The least of them would make me sweat as profusely as if I stood up to the neck in the hot preparation of a mummy. Surely no wise or benevolent philosopher could ever have uttered what he knew or believed might be distorted into any such interpretation. For if men are persuaded that they and their works are so soon about to perish, what provident care are they likely to take in the education and welfare of their families? What sciences will they improve, what learning will they cultivate, what monuments of past ages will they be studious to preserve, who are certain that there can be no future ones? Poetry will be censured as rank profaneness, eloquence will be converted into howls and execrations, statuary will exhibit only Midases and Ixions, and all the colours of painting will be mixed together to produce one grand conflagration: flammantia moenia mundi.
 

Timotheus. Do not quote an atheist; especially in Latin. I hate the language; the Romans are beginning to differ from us already.
 

Lucian. Ah! you will soon split into smaller fractions. But pardon me my unusual fault of quoting. Before I let fall a quotation I must be taken by surprise. I seldom do it in conversation, seldomer in composition; for it mars the beauty and unity of style, especially when it invades it from a foreign tongue. A quoter is either ostentatious of his acquirements or doubtful of his cause. And moreover, he never walks gracefully who leans upon the shoulder of another, however gracefully that other may walk. Herodotus, Plato, Aristoteles, Demosthenes, are no quoters. Thucydides, twice or thrice, inserts a few sentences of Pericles: but Thucydides is an emanation of Pericles, somewhat less clear indeed, being lower, although at no great distance from that purest and most pellucid source. The best of the Romans, I agree with you, are remote from such originals, if not in power of mind, or in acuteness of remark, or in sobriety of judgment, yet in the graces of composition. While I admired, with a species of awe such as not Homer himself ever impressed me with, the majesty and sanctimony of Livy, I have been informed by learned Romans that in the structure of his sentences he is often inharmonious, and sometimes uncouth. I can imagine such uncouthness in the goddess of battles, confident of power and victory, when part of her hair is waving round the helmet, loosened by the rapidity of her descent or the vibration of her spear. Composition may be too adorned even for beauty. In painting it is often requisite to cover a bright colour with one less bright; and, in language, to relieve the ear from the tension of high notes, even at the cost of a discord. There are urns of which the borders are too prominent and too decorated for use, and which appear to be brought out chiefly for state, at grand carousals. The author who imitates the artificers of these, shall never have my custom.
 

Timotheus. I think you judge rightly: but I do not understand languages: I only understand religion.
 

Lucian. He must be a most accomplished, a most extraordinary man, who comprehends them both together. We do not even talk clearly when we are walking in the dark.
 

Timotheus. Thou art not merely walking in the dark, but fast asleep.
 

Lucian. And thou, my cousin, wouldst kindly awaken me with a red-hot poker. I have but a few paces to go along the corridor of life: prithee let me turn into my bed again and lie quiet. Never was any man less an enemy to religion than I am, whatever may be said to the contrary: and you shall judge of me by the soundness of my advice. If your leaders are in earnest, as many think, do persuade them to abstain from quarrelsomeness and contention, and not to declare it necessary that there should perpetually be a religious as well as a political war between east and west. No honest and considerate man will believe in their doctrines, who, inculcating peace and good-will, continue all the time to assail their fellow-citizens with the utmost rancour at every divergency of opinion, and, forbidding the indulgence of the kindlier affections, exercise at full stretch the fiercer. This is certain: if they obey any commander, they will never sound a charge when his order is to sound a retreat: if they acknowledge any magistrate, they will never tear down the tablet of his edicts.
 

Timotheus. We have what is all-sufficient.
 

Lucian. I see you have.
 

Timotheus. You have ridiculed all religion and all philosophy.
 

Lucian. I have found but little of either. I have cracked many a nut, and have come only to dust or maggots.
 

Timotheus. To say nothing of the saints, are all philosophers fools or impostors? And, because you cannot rise to the ethereal heights of Plato, nor comprehend the real magnitude of a man so much above you, must he be a dwarf?
 

Lucian. The best sight is not that which sees best in the dark or the twilight; for no objects are then visible in their true colours, and just proportions; but it is that which presents to us things as they are, and indicates what is within our reach and what is beyond it. Never were any three writers, of high celebrity, so little understood in the main character, as Plato, Diogenes, and Epicurus. Plato is a perfect master of logic and rhetoric; and whenever he errs in either, as I have proved to you he does occasionally, he errs through perverseness, not through unwariness. His language often settles into clear and most beautiful prose, often takes an imperfect and incoherent shape of poetry, and often, cloud against cloud, bursts with a vehement detonation in the air. Diogenes was hated both by the vulgar and the philosophers. By the philosophers, because he exposed their ignorance, ridiculed their jealousies, and rebuked their pride: by the vulgar, because they never can endure a man apparently of their own class who avoids their society and partakes in none of their humours, prejudices, and animosities. What right has he to be greater or better than they are? he who wears older clothes, who eats staler fish, and possesses no vote to imprison or banish anybody. I am now ashamed that I mingled in the rabble, and that I could not resist the childish mischief of smoking him in his tub. He was the wisest man of his time, not excepting Aristoteles; for he knew that he was greater than Philip or Alexander. Aristoteles did not know that he himself was, or knowing it, did not act up to his knowledge; and here is a deficiency of wisdom.
 

Timotheus. Whether you did or did not strike the cask, Diogenes would have closed his eyes equally. He would never have come forth and seen the truth, had it shone upon the world in that day. But, intractable as was this recluse, Epicurus, I fear, is quite as lamentable. What horrible doctrines!
 

Lucian. Enjoy, said he, the pleasant walks where you are: repose and eat gratefully the fruit that falls into your bosom: do not weary your feet with an excursion, at the end whereof you will find no resting-place: reject not the odour of roses for the fumes of pitch and sulphur. What horrible doctrines!
 

Timotheus. Speak seriously. He was much too bad for ridicule.
 

Lucian. I will then speak as you desire me, seriously. His smile was so unaffected and so graceful, that I should have thought it very injudicious to set my laugh against it. No philosopher ever lived with such uniform purity, such abstinence from censoriousness, from controversy, from jealousy, and from arrogance.
 

Timotheus. Ah, poor mortal! I pity him, as far as may be; he is in hell: it would be wicked to wish him out: we are not to murmur against the all-wise dispensations.
 

Lucian. I am sure he would not; and it is therefore I hope he is more comfortable than you believe.
 

Timotheus. Never have I defiled my fingers, and never will I defile them, by turning over his writings. But in regard to Plato, I can have no objection to take your advice.
 

Lucian. He will reward your assiduity: but he will assist you very little if you consult him principally (and eloquence for this should principally be consulted) to strengthen your humanity. Grandiloquent and sonorous, his lungs seem to play the better for the absence of the heart. His imagination is the most conspicuous, buoyed up by swelling billows over unsounded depths. There are his mild thunders, there are his glowing clouds, his traversing coruscations, and his shooting stars. More of true wisdom, more of trustworthy manliness, more of promptitude and power to keep you steady and straightforward on the perilous road of life, may be found in the little manual of Epictetus, which I could write in the palm of my left hand, than there is in all the rolling and redundant volumes of this mighty rhetorician, which you may begin to transcribe on the summit of the Great Pyramid, carry down over the Sphinx at the bottom, and continue on the sands half-way to Memphis. And indeed the materials are appropriate; one part being far above our sight, and the other on what, by the most befitting epithet, Homer calls the no-corn-bearing.
 

Timotheus. There are many who will stand against you on this ground.
 

Lucian. With what perfect ease and fluency do some of the dullest men in existence toss over and discuss the most elaborate of all works! How many myriads of such creatures would be insufficient to furnish intellect enough for any single paragraph in them! Yet ‘we think this’, ‘we advise that’, are expressions now become so customary, that it would be difficult to turn them into ridicule. We must pull the creatures out while they are in the very act, and show who and what they are. One of these fellows said to Caius Fuscus in my hearing, that there was a time when it was permitted him to doubt occasionally on particular points of criticism, but that the time was now over.
 

Timotheus. And what did you think of such arrogance? What did you reply to such impertinence?
 

Lucian. Let me answer one question at a time. First: I thought him a legitimate fool, of the purest breed. Secondly: I promised him I would always be contented with the judgment he had rejected, leaving him and his friends in the enjoyment of the rest.
 

Timotheus. And what said he?
 

Lucian. I forget. He seemed pleased at my acknowledgment of his discrimination, at my deference and delicacy. He wished, however, I had studied Plato, Xenophon, and Cicero, more attentively; without which preparatory discipline, no two persons could be introduced advantageously into a dialogue. I agreed with him on this position, remarking that we ourselves were at that very time giving our sentence on the fact. He suggested a slight mistake on my side, and expressed a wish that he were conversing with a writer able to sustain the opposite part. With his experience and skill in rhetoric, his long habitude of composition, his knowledge of life, of morals, and of character, he should be less verbose than Cicero, less gorgeous than Plato, and less trimly attired than Xenophon.
 

Timotheus. If he spoke in that manner, he might indeed be ridiculed for conceitedness and presumption, but his language is not altogether a fool’s.
 

Lucian. I deliver his sentiments, not his words: for who would read, or who would listen to me, if such fell from me as from him? Poetry has its probabilities, so has prose: when people cry out against the representation of a dullard, Could he have spoken all that? ‘Certainly no,’ is the reply: neither did Priam implore, in harmonious verse, the pity of Achilles. We say only what might be said, when great postulates are conceded.
 

Timotheus. We will pretermit these absurd and silly men: but, Cousin Lucian! Cousin Lucian! the name of Plato will be durable as that of Sesostris.
 

Lucian. So will the pebbles and bricks which gangs of slaves erected into a pyramid. I do not hold Sesostris in much higher estimation than those quieter lumps of matter. They, O Timotheus, who survive the wreck of ages, are by no means, as a body, the worthiest of our admiration. It is in these wrecks, as in those at sea, the best things are not always saved. Hen-coops and empty barrels bob upon the surface, under a serene and smiling sky, when the graven or depicted images of the gods are scattered on invisible rocks, and when those who most resemble them in knowledge and beneficence are devoured by cold monsters below.
 

Timotheus. You now talk reasonably, seriously, almost religiously. Do you ever pray?
 

Lucian. I do. It was no longer than five years ago that I was deprived by death of my dog Melanops. He had uniformly led an innocent life; for I never would let him walk out with me, lest he should bring home in his mouth the remnant of some god or other, and at last get bitten or stung by one. I reminded Anubis of this: and moreover I told him, what he ought to be aware of, that Melanops did honour to his relationship.
 

Timotheus. I cannot ever call it piety to pray for dumb and dead beasts.
 

Lucian. Timotheus! Timotheus! have you no heart? have you no dog? do you always pray only for yourself?
 

Timotheus. We do not believe that dogs can live again.
 

Lucian. More shame for you! If they enjoy and suffer, if they hope and fear, if calamities and wrongs befall them, such as agitate their hearts and excite their apprehensions; if they possess the option of being grateful or malicious, and choose the worthier; if they exercise the same sound judgment on many other occasions, some for their own benefit and some for the benefit of their masters, they have as good a chance of a future life, and a better chance of a happy one, than half the priests of all the religions in the world. Wherever there is the choice of doing well or ill, and that choice (often against a first impulse) decides for well, there must not only be a soul of the same nature as man’s, although of less compass and comprehension, but, being of the same nature, the same immortality must appertain to it; for spirit, like body, may change, but cannot be annihilated.
 

It was among the prejudices of former times that pigs are uncleanly animals, and fond of wallowing in the mire for mire’s sake. Philosophy has now discovered that when they roll in mud and ordure, it is only from an excessive love of cleanliness, and a vehement desire to rid themselves of scabs and vermin. Unfortunately, doubts keep pace with discoveries. They are like warts, of which the blood that springs from a great one extirpated, makes twenty little ones.
 

Timotheus. The Hydra would be a more noble simile.
 

Lucian. I was indeed about to illustrate my position by the old Hydra, so ready at hand and so tractable; but I will never take hold of a hydra, when a wart will serve my turn.
 

Timotheus. Continue then.
 

Lucian. Even children are now taught, in despite of Aesop, that animals never spoke. The uttermost that can be advanced with any show of confidence is, that if they spoke at all, they spoke in unknown tongues. Supposing the fact, is this a reason why they should not be respected? Quite the contrary. If the tongues were unknown, it tends to demonstrate our ignorance, not theirs. If we could not understand them, while they possessed the gift, here is no proof that they did not speak to the purpose, but only that it was not to our purpose; which may likewise be said with equal certainty of the wisest men that ever existed. How little have we learned from them, for the conduct of life or the avoidance of calamity! Unknown tongues, indeed! yes, so are all tongues to the vulgar and the negligent.
 

Timotheus. It comforts me to hear you talk in this manner, without a glance at our gifts and privileges.
 

Lucian. I am less incredulous than you suppose, my cousin! Indeed I have been giving you what ought to be a sufficient proof of it.
 

Timotheus. You have spoken with becoming gravity, I must confess.
 

Lucian. Let me then submit to your judgment some fragments of history which have lately fallen into my hands. There is among them a hymn, of which the metre is so incondite, and the phraseology so ancient, that the grammarians have attributed it to Linus. But the hymn will interest you less, and is less to our purpose, than the tradition; by which it appears that certain priests of high antiquity were of the brute creation.
 

Timotheus. No better, any of them.
 

Lucian. Now you have polished the palms of your hands, I will commence my narrative from the manuscript.
 

Timotheus. Pray do.
 

Lucian. There existed in the city of Nephosis a fraternity of priests, reverenced by the appellation of Gasteres. It is reported that they were not always of their present form, but were birds aquatic and migratory, a species of cormorant. The poet Linus, who lived nearer the transformation (if there indeed was any), sings thus, in his Hymn to Zeus:
 

‘Thy power is manifest, O Zeus! in the Gasteres. Wild birds were they, strong of talon, clanging of wing, and clamorous of gullet. Wild birds, O Zeus! wild birds; now cropping the tender grass by the river of Adonis, and breaking the nascent reed at the root, and depasturing the sweet nymphaea; now again picking up serpents and other creeping things on each hand of old Aegyptos, whose head is hidden in the clouds.
 

‘Oh that Mnemosyne would command the staidest of her three daughters to stand and sing before me! to sing clearly and strongly. How before thy throne, Saturnian! sharp voices arose, even the voices of Heré and of thy children. How they cried out that innumerable mortal men, various-tongued, kid-roasters in tent and tabernacle, devising in their many-turning hearts and thoughtful minds how to fabricate well-rounded spits of beech-tree, how such men having been changed into brute animals, it behoved thee to trim the balance, and in thy wisdom to change sundry brute animals into men; in order that they might pour out flame-coloured wine unto thee, and sprinkle the white flower of the sea upon the thighs of many bulls, to pleasure thee. Then didst thou, O storm-driver! overshadow far lands with thy dark eyebrows, looking down on them, to accomplish thy will. And then didst thou behold the Gasteres, fat, tall, prominent-crested, purple-legged, daedal-plumed, white and black, changeable in colour as Iris. And lo! thou didst will it, and they were men.’
 

Timotheus. No doubt whatever can be entertained of this hymn’s antiquity. But what farther says the historian?
 

Lucian. I will read on, to gratify you.
 

‘It is recorded that this ancient order of a most lordly priesthood went through many changes of customs and ceremonies, which indeed they were always ready to accommodate to the maintenance of their authority and the enjoyment of their riches. It is recorded that, in the beginning, they kept various tame animals, and some wild ones, within the precincts of the temple: nevertheless, after a time, they applied to their own uses everything they could lay their hands on, whatever might have been the vow of those who came forward with the offering. And when it was expected of them to make sacrifices, they not only would make none, but declared it an act of impiety to expect it. Some of the people, who feared the Immortals, were dismayed and indignant at this backwardness; and the discontent at last grew universal. Whereupon, the two chief priests held a long conference together, and agreed that something must be done to pacify the multitude. But it was not until the greater of them, acknowledging his despondency, called on the gods to answer for him that his grief was only because he never could abide bad precedents: and the other, on his side, protested that he was overruled by his superior, and moreover had a serious objection (founded on principle) to be knocked on the head. Meanwhile the elder was looking down on the folds of his robe, in deep melancholy. After long consideration, he sprang upon his feet, pushing his chair behind him, and said, “Well, it is grown old, and was always too long for me: I am resolved to cut off a finger’s breadth.”
 

‘“Having, in your wisdom and piety, well contemplated the bad precedent,” said the other, with much consternation in his countenance at seeing so elastic a spring in a heel by no means bearing any resemblance to a stag’s.... “I have, I have,” replied the other, interrupting him; “say no more; I am sick at heart; you must do the same.”
 

‘“A cursed dog has torn a hole in mine,” answered the other, “and, if I cut anywhere about it, I only make bad worse. In regard to its length, I wish it were as long again.” “Brother! brother! never be worldly-minded,” said the senior. “Follow my example: snip off it not a finger’s breadth, half a finger’s breadth.”
 

‘“But,” expostulated the other, “will that satisfy the gods?” “Who talked about them?” placidly said the senior. “It is very unbecoming to have them always in our mouths: surely there are appointed times for them. Let us be contented with laying the snippings on the altar, and thus showing the people our piety and condescension. They, and the gods also, will be just as well satisfied, as if we offered up a buttock of beef, with a bushel of salt and the same quantity of wheaten flour on it.”
 

‘“Well, if that will do ... and you know best,” replied the other, “so be it.” Saying which words, he carefully and considerately snipped off as much in proportion (for he was shorter by an inch) as the elder had done, yet leaving on his shoulders quite enough of materials to make handsome cloaks for seven or eight stout-built generals. Away they both went, arm-in-arm, and then holding up their skirts a great deal higher than was necessary, told the gods what they two had been doing for them and their glory. About the court of the temple the sacred swine were lying in indolent composure: seeing which, the brotherly twain began to commune with themselves afresh: and the senior said repentantly, “What fools we have been! The populace will laugh outright at the curtailment of our vestures, but would gladly have seen these animals eat daily a quarter less of the lentils.” The words were spoken so earnestly and emphatically that they were overheard by the quadrupeds. Suddenly there was a rising of all the principal ones in the sacred enclosure: and many that were in the streets took up, each according to his temperament and condition, the gravest or shrillest tone of reprobation. The thinner and therefore the more desperate of the creatures, pushing their snouts under the curtailed habiliments of the high priests, assailed them with ridicule and reproach. For it had pleased the gods to work a miracle in their behoof, and they became as loquacious as those who governed them, and who were appointed to speak in the high places. “Let the worst come to the worst, we at least have our tails to our hams,” said they. “For how long?” whined others, piteously: others incessantly ejaculated tremendous imprecations: others, more serious and sedate, groaned inwardly; and, although under their hearts there lay a huge mass of indigestible sourness ready to rise up against the chief priests, they ventured no farther than expostulation. “We shall lose our voices,” said they, “if we lose our complement of lentils; and then, most reverend lords, what will ye do for choristers?” Finally, one of grand dimensions, who seemed almost half-human, imposed silence on every debater. He lay stretched out apart from his brethren, covering with his side the greater portion of a noble dunghill, and all its verdure native and imported. He crushed a few measures of peascods to cool his tusks; then turned his pleasurable longitudinal eyes far toward the outer extremities of their sockets, and leered fixedly and sarcastically at the high priests, showing every tooth in each jaw. Other men might have feared them; the high priests envied them, seeing what order they were in, and what exploits they were capable of. A great painter, who flourished many olympiads ago, has, in his volume entitled the Canon, defined the line of beauty. It was here in its perfection: it followed with winning obsequiousness every member, but delighted more especially to swim along that placid and pliant curvature on which Nature had ranged the implements of mastication. Pawing with his cloven hoof, he suddenly changed his countenance from the contemplative to the wrathful. At one effort he rose up to his whole length, breadth, and height: and they who had never seen him in earnest, nor separate from the common swine of the enclosure, with which he was in the habit of husking what was thrown to him, could form no idea what a prodigious beast he was. Terrible were the expressions of choler and comminations which burst forth from his fulminating tusks. Erimanthus would have hidden his puny offspring before them; and Hercules would have paused at the encounter. Thrice he called aloud to the high priests: thrice he swore in their own sacred language that they were a couple of thieves and impostors: thrice he imprecated the worst maledictions on his own head if they had not violated the holiest of their vows, and were not ready even to sell their gods. A tremor ran throughout the whole body of the united swine; so awful was the adjuration! Even the Gasteres themselves in some sort shuddered, not perhaps altogether at the solemn tone of its impiety; for they had much experience in these matters. But among them was a Gaster who was calmer than the swearer, and more prudent and conciliating than those he swore against. Hearing this objurgation, he went blandly up to the sacred porker, and, lifting the flap of his right ear between forefinger and thumb with all delicacy and gentleness, thus whispered into it: “You do not in your heart believe that any of us are such fools as to sell our gods, at least while we have such a reserve to fall back upon.”
 

‘“Are we to be devoured?” cried the noble porker, twitching his ear indignantly from under the hand of the monitor. “Hush!” said he, laying it again, most soothingly, rather farther from the tusks: “hush! sweet friend! Devoured? Oh, certainly not: that is to say, not all: or, if all, not all at once. Indeed the holy men my brethren may perhaps be contented with taking a little blood from each of you, entirely for the advantage of your health and activity, and merely to compose a few slender black-puddings for the inferior monsters of the temple, who latterly are grown very exacting, and either are, or pretend to be, hungry after they have eaten a whole handful of acorns, swallowing I am ashamed to say what a quantity of water to wash them down. We do not grudge them it, as they well know: but they appear to have forgotten how recently no inconsiderable portion of this bounty has been conferred. If we, as they object to us, eat more, they ought to be aware that it is by no means for our gratification, since we have abjured it before the gods, but to maintain the dignity of the priesthood, and to exhibit the beauty and utility of subordination.”
 

‘The noble porker had beaten time with his muscular tail at many of these periods; but again his heart panted visibly, and he could bear no more.
 

‘“All this for our good! for our activity! for our health! Let us alone: we have health enough; we want no activity. Let us alone, I say again, or by the Immortals!...” “Peace, my son! Your breath is valuable: evidently you have but little to spare: and what mortal knows how soon the gods may demand the last of it?”
 

‘At the beginning of this exhortation, the worthy high priest had somewhat repressed the ebullient choler of his refractory and pertinacious disciple, by applying his flat soft palm to the signet-formed extremity of the snout.
 

‘“We are ready to hear complaints at all times,” added he, “and to redress any grievance at our own. But beyond a doubt, if you continue to raise your abominable outcries, some of the people are likely to hit upon two discoveries: first that your lentils would be sufficient to make daily for every poor family a good wholesome porridge; and secondly, that your flesh, properly cured, might hang up nicely against the forthcoming bean-season.” Pondering these mighty words, the noble porker kept his eyes fixed upon him for some instants, then leaned forward dejectedly, then tucked one foot under him, then another, cautious to descend with dignity. At last he grunted (it must for ever be ambiguous whether with despondency or with resignation), pushed his wedgy snout far within the straw subjacent, and sank into that repose which is granted to the just.’
 

Timotheus. Cousin! there are glimmerings of truth and wisdom in sundry parts of this discourse, not unlike little broken shells entangled in dark masses of seaweed. But I would rather you had continued to adduce fresh arguments to demonstrate the beneficence of the Deity, proving (if you could) that our horses and dogs, faithful servants and companions to us, and often treated cruelly, may recognize us hereafter, and we them. We have no authority for any such belief.
 

Lucian. We have authority for thinking and doing whatever is humane. Speaking of humanity, it now occurs to me, I have heard a report that some well-intentioned men of your religion so interpret the words or wishes of its Founder, they would abolish slavery throughout the empire.
 

Timotheus. Such deductions have been drawn indeed from our Master’s doctrine: but the saner part of us receive it metaphorically, and would only set men free from the bonds of sin. For if domestic slaves were manumitted, we should neither have a dinner dressed nor a bed made, unless by our own children: and as to labour in the fields, who would cultivate them in this hot climate? We must import slaves from Ethiopia and elsewhere, wheresoever they can be procured: but the hardship lies not on them; it lies on us, and bears heavily; for we must first buy them with our money, and then feed them; and not only must we maintain them while they are hale and hearty and can serve us, but likewise in sickness and (unless we can sell them for a trifle) in decrepitude. Do not imagine, my cousin, that we are no better than enthusiasts, visionaries, subverters of order, and ready to roll society down into one flat surface.
 

Lucian. I thought you were maligned: I said so.
 

Timotheus. When the subject was discussed in our congregation, the meaner part of the people were much in favour of the abolition: but the chief priests and ministers absented themselves, and gave no vote at all, deeming it secular, and saying that in such matters the laws and customs of the country ought to be observed.
 

Lucian. Several of these chief priests and ministers are robed in purple and fine linen, and fare sumptuously every day.
 

Timotheus. I have hopes of you now.
 

Lucian. Why so suddenly?
 

Timotheus. Because you have repeated those blessed words, which are only to be found in our Scriptures.
 

Lucian. There indeed I found them. But I also found in the same volume words of the same speaker, declaring that the rich shall never see His face in heaven.
 

Timotheus. He does not always mean what you think He does.
 

Lucian. How is this? Did He then direct His discourses to none but men more intelligent than I am?
 

Timotheus. Unless He gave you understanding for the occasion, they might mislead you.
 

Lucian. Indeed!
 

Timotheus. Unquestionably. For instance, He tells us to take no heed of to-morrow: He tells us to share equally all our worldly goods: but we know that we cannot be respected unless we bestow due care on our possessions, and that not only the vulgar but the well-educated esteem us in proportion to the gifts of fortune.
 

Lucian. The eclectic philosophy is most flourishing among you Christians. You take whatever suits your appetites, and reject the rest.
 

Timotheus. We are not half so rich as the priests of Isis. Give us their possessions; and we will not sit idle as they do, but be able and ready to do incalculable good to our fellow-creatures.
 

Lucian. I have never seen great possessions excite to great alacrity. Usually they enfeeble the sympathies, and often overlie and smother them.
 

Timotheus. Our religion is founded less on sympathies than on miracles. Cousin! you smile most when you ought to be most serious.
 

Lucian. I was smiling at the thought of one whom I would recommend to your especial notice, as soon as you disinherit the priests of Isis. He may perhaps be refractory; for he pretends (the knave!) to work miracles.
 

Timotheus. Impostor! who is he?
 

Lucian. Aulus of Pelusium. Idle and dissolute, he never gained anything honestly but a scourging, if indeed he ever made, what he long merited, this acquisition. Unable to run into debt where he was known, he came over to Alexandria.
 

Timotheus. I know him: I know him well. Here, of his own accord, he has betaken himself to a new and regular life.
 

Lucian. He will presently wear it out, or make it sit easier on his shoulders. My metaphor brings me to my story. Having nothing to carry with him beside an empty valise, he resolved on filling it with something, however worthless, lest, seeing his utter destitution, and hopeless of payment, a receiver of lodgers should refuse to admit him into the hostelry. Accordingly, he went to a tailor’s, and began to joke about his poverty. Nothing is more apt to bring people into good humour; for, if they are poor themselves, they enjoy the pleasure of discovering that others are no better off; and, if not poor, there is the consciousness of superiority.
 

‘The favour I am about to ask of a man so wealthy and so liberal as you are,’ said Aulus, ‘is extremely small: you can materially serve me, without the slightest loss, hazard, or inconvenience. In few words, my valise is empty: and to some ears an empty valise is louder and more discordant than a bagpipe: I cannot say I like the sound of it myself. Give me all the shreds and snippings you can spare me. They will feel like clothes; not exactly so to me and my person, but to those who are inquisitive, and who may be importunate.’
 

The tailor laughed, and distended both arms of Aulus with his munificence. Soon was the valise well filled and rammed down. Plenty of boys were in readiness to carry it to the boat. Aulus waved them off, looking at some angrily, at others suspiciously. Boarding the skiff, he lowered his treasure with care and caution, staggering a little at the weight, and shaking it gently on deck, with his ear against it: and then, finding all safe and compact, he sat on it; but as tenderly as a pullet on her first eggs. When he was landed, his care was even greater, and whoever came near him was warned off with loud vociferations. Anxiously as the other passengers were invited by the innkeepers to give their houses the preference, Aulus was importuned most: the others were only beset; he was borne off in triumphant captivity. He ordered a bedroom, and carried his valise with him; he ordered a bath, and carried with him his valise. He started up from the company at dinner, struck his forehead, and cried out, ‘Where is my valise?’ ‘We are honest men here,’ replied the host. ‘You have left it, sir, in your chamber: where else indeed should you leave it?’
 

‘Honesty is seated on your brow,’ exclaimed Aulus; ‘but there are few to be trusted in the world we live in. I now believe I can eat.’ And he gave a sure token of the belief that was in him, not without a start now and then and a finger at his ear, as if he heard somebody walking in the direction of his bedchamber. Now began his first miracle: for now he contrived to pick up, from time to time, a little money. In the presence of his host and fellow-lodgers, he threw a few obols, negligently and indifferently, among the beggars. ‘These poor creatures,’ said he, ‘know a new-comer as well as the gnats do: in one half-hour I am half ruined by them; and this daily.’
 

Nearly a month had elapsed since his arrival, and no account of board and lodging had been delivered or called for. Suspicion at length arose in the host whether he really was rich. When another man’s honesty is doubted, the doubter’s is sometimes in jeopardy. The host was tempted to unsew the valise. To his amazement and horror he found only shreds within it. However, he was determined to be cautious, and to consult his wife, who, although a Christian like Aulus, and much edified by his discourses, might dissent from him in regard to a community of goods, at least in her own household, and might defy him to prove by any authority that the doctrine was meant for innkeepers. Aulus, on his return in the evening, found out that his valise had been opened. He hurried back, threw its contents into the canal, and, borrowing an old cloak, he tucked it up under his dress, and returned. Nobody had seen him enter or come back again, nor was it immediately that his host or hostess were willing to appear. But, after he had called them loudly for some time, they entered his apartment: and he thus addressed the woman:
 

‘O Eucharis! no words are requisite to convince you (firm as you are in the faith) of eternal verities, however mysterious. But your unhappy husband has betrayed his incredulity in regard to the most awful. If my prayers, offered up in our holy temples all day long, have been heard, and that they have been heard I feel within me the blessed certainty, something miraculous has been vouchsafed for the conversion of this miserable sinner. Until the present hour, the valise before you was filled with precious relics from the apparel of saints and martyrs, fresh as when on them.’ ‘True, by Jove!’ said the husband to himself. ‘Within the present hour,’ continued Aulus, ‘they are united into one raiment, signifying our own union, our own restoration.’
 

He drew forth the cloak, and fell on his face. Eucharis fell also, and kissed the saintly head prostrate before her. The host’s eyes were opened, and he bewailed his hardness of heart. Aulus is now occupied in strengthening his faith, not without an occasional support to the wife’s: all three live together in unity.
 

Timotheus. And do you make a joke even of this? Will you never cease from the habitude?
 

Lucian. Too soon. The farther we descend into the vale of years, the fewer illusions accompany us: we have little inclination, little time, for jocularity and laughter. Light things are easily detached from us, and we shake off heavier as we can. Instead of levity, we are liable to moroseness: for always near the grave there are more briers than flowers, unless we plant them ourselves, or our friends supply them.
 

Timotheus. Thinking thus, do you continue to dissemble or to distort the truth? The shreds are become a cable for the faithful. That they were miraculously turned into one entire garment who shall gainsay? How many hath it already clothed with righteousness? Happy men, casting their doubts away before it! Who knows, O Cousin Lucian, but on some future day you yourself will invoke the merciful interposition of Aulus!
 

Lucian. Possibly: for if ever I fall among thieves, nobody is likelier to be at the head of them.
 

Timotheus. Uncharitable man! how suspicious! how ungenerous! how hardened in unbelief! Reason is a bladder on which you may paddle like a child as you swim in summer waters: but, when the winds rise and the waves roughen, it slips from under you, and you sink; yes, O Lucian, you sink into a gulf whence you never can emerge.
 

Lucian. I deem those the wisest who exert the soonest their own manly strength, now with the stream and now against it, enjoying the exercise in fine weather, venturing out in foul, if need be, yet avoiding not only rocks and whirlpools, but also shallows. In such a light, my cousin, I look on your dispensations. I shut them out as we shut out winds blowing from the desert; hot, debilitating, oppressive, laden with impalpable sands and pungent salts, and inflicting an incurable blindness.
 

Timotheus. Well, Cousin Lucian! I can bear all you say while you are not witty. Let me bid you farewell in this happy interval.
 

Lucian. Is it not serious and sad, O my cousin, that what the Deity hath willed to lie incomprehensible in His mysteries, we should fall upon with tooth and nail, and ferociously growl over, or ignorantly dissect?
 

Timotheus. Ho! now you come to be serious and sad, there are hopes of you. Truth always begins or ends so.
 

Lucian. Undoubtedly. But I think it more reverential to abstain from that which, with whatever effort, I should never understand.
 

Timotheus. You are lukewarm, my cousin, you are lukewarm. A most dangerous state.
 

Lucian. For milk to continue in, not for men. I would not fain be frozen or scalded.
 

Timotheus. Alas! you are blind, my sweet cousin!
 

Lucian. Well; do not open my eyes with pincers, nor compose for them a collyrium of spurge.
 

May not men eat and drink and talk together, and perform in relation one to another all the duties of social life, whose opinions are different on things immediately under their eyes? If they can and do, surely they may as easily on things equally above the comprehension of each party. The wisest and most virtuous man in the whole extent of the Roman Empire is Plutarch of Cheronaea: yet Plutarch holds a firm belief in the existence of I know not how many gods, every one of whom has committed notorious misdemeanours. The nearest to the Cheronaean in virtue and wisdom is Trajan, who holds all the gods dog-cheap. These two men are friends. If either of them were influenced by your religion, as inculcated and practised by the priesthood, he would be the enemy of the other, and wisdom and virtue would plead for the delinquent in vain. When your religion had existed, as you tell us, about a century, Caius Caecilius, of Novum Comum, was proconsul in Bithynia. Trajan, the mildest and most equitable of mankind, desirous to remove from them, as far as might be, the hatred and invectives of those whose old religion was assailed by them, applied to Caecilius for information on their behaviour as good citizens. The reply of Caecilius was favourable. Had Trajan applied to the most eminent and authoritative of the sect, they would certainly have brought into jeopardy all who differed in one tittle from any point of their doctrine or discipline. For the thorny and bitter aloe of dissension required less than a century to flower on the steps of your temple.
 

Timotheus. You are already half a Christian, in exposing to the world the vanities both of philosophy and of power.
 

Lucian. I have done no such thing: I have exposed the vanities of the philosophizing and the powerful. Philosophy is admirable; and Power may be glorious: the one conduces to truth, the other has nearly all the means of conferring peace and happiness, but it usually, and indeed almost always, takes a contrary direction. I have ridiculed the futility of speculative minds, only when they would pave the clouds instead of the streets. To see distant things better than near is a certain proof of a defective sight. The people I have held in derision never turn their eyes to what they can see, but direct them continually where nothing is to be seen. And this, by their disciples, is called the sublimity of speculation! There is little merit acquired, or force exhibited, in blowing off a feather that would settle on my nose: and this is all I have done in regard to the philosophers: but I claim for myself the approbation of humanity, in having shown the true dimensions of the great. The highest of them are no higher than my tunic; but they are high enough to trample on the necks of those wretches who throw themselves on the ground before them.
 

Timotheus. Was Alexander of Macedon no higher?
 

Lucian. What region of the earth, what city, what theatre, what library, what private study, hath he enlightened? If you are silent, I may well be. It is neither my philosophy nor your religion which casts the blood and bones of men in their faces, and insists on the most reverence for those who have made the most unhappy. If the Romans scourged by the hands of children the schoolmaster who would have betrayed them, how greatly more deserving of flagellation, from the same quarter, are those hundreds of pedagogues who deliver up the intellects of youth to such immoral revellers and mad murderers! They would punish a thirsty child for purloining a bunch of grapes from a vineyard, and the same men on the same day would insist on his reverence for the subverter of Tyre, the plunderer of Babylon, and the incendiary of Persepolis. And are these men teachers? are these men philosophers? are these men priests? Of all the curses that ever afflicted the earth, I think Alexander was the worst. Never was he in so little mischief as when he was murdering his friends.
 

Timotheus. Yet he built this very city; a noble and opulent one when Rome was of hurdles and rushes.
 

Lucian. He built it! I wish, O Timotheus! he had been as well employed as the stone-cutters or the plasterers. No, no: the wisest of architects planned the most beautiful and commodious of cities, by which, under a rational government and equitable laws, Africa might have been civilized to the centre, and the palm have extended her conquests through the remotest desert. Instead of which, a dozen of Macedonian thieves rifled a dying drunkard and murdered his children. In process of time, another drunkard reeled hitherward from Rome, made an easy mistake in mistaking a palace for a brothel, permitted a stripling boy to beat him soundly, and a serpent to receive the last caresses of his paramour.
 

Shame upon historians and pedagogues for exciting the worst passions of youth by the display of such false glories! If your religion hath any truth or influence, her professors will extinguish the promontory lights, which only allure to breakers. They will be assiduous in teaching the young and ardent that great abilities do not constitute great men, without the right and unremitting application of them; and that, in the sight of Humanity and Wisdom, it is better to erect one cottage than to demolish a hundred cities. Down to the present day we have been taught little else than falsehood. We have been told to do this thing and that: we have been told we shall be punished unless we do: but at the same time we are shown by the finger that prosperity and glory, and the esteem of all about us, rest upon other and very different foundations. Now, do the ears or the eyes seduce the most easily and lead the most directly to the heart? But both eyes and ears are won over, and alike are persuaded to corrupt us.
 

Timotheus. Cousin Lucian, I was leaving you with the strangest of all notions in my head. I began to think for a moment that you doubted my sincerity in the religion I profess; and that a man of your admirable good sense, and at your advanced age, could reject that only sustenance which supports us through the grave into eternal life.
 

Lucian. I am the most docile and practicable of men, and never reject what people set before me: for if it is bread, it is good for my own use; if bone or bran, it will do for my dog or mule. But, although you know my weakness and facility, it is unfair to expect I should have admitted at once what the followers and personal friends of your Master for a long time hesitated to receive. I remember to have read in one of the early commentators, that His disciples themselves could not swallow the miracle of the loaves; and one who wrote more recently says, that even His brethren did not believe in Him.
 

Timotheus. Yet, finally, when they have looked over each other’s accounts, they cast them up, and make them all tally in the main sum; and if one omits an article, the next supplies its place with a commodity of the same value. What would you have? But it is of little use to argue on religion with a man who, professing his readiness to believe, and even his credulity, yet disbelieves in miracles.
 

Lucian. I should be obstinate and perverse if I disbelieved in the existence of a thing for no better reason than because I never saw it, and cannot understand its operations. Do you believe, O Timotheus, that Perictione, the mother of Plato, became his mother by the sole agency of Apollo’s divine spirit, under the phantasm of that god?
 

Timotheus. I indeed believe such absurdities?
 

Lucian. You touch me on a vital part if you call an absurdity the religion or philosophy in which I was educated. Anaxalides, and Clearagus, and Speusippus, his own nephew, assert it. Who should know better than they?
 

Timotheus. Where are their proofs?
 

Lucian. I would not be so indelicate as to require them on such an occasion. A short time ago I conversed with an old centurion, who was in service by the side of Vespasian, when Titus, and many officers and soldiers of the army, and many captives, were present, and who saw one Eleazar put a ring to the nostril of a demoniac (as the patient was called) and draw the demon out of it.
 

Timotheus. And do you pretend to believe this nonsense?
 

Lucian. I only believe that Vespasian and Titus had nothing to gain or accomplish by the miracle; and that Eleazar, if he had been detected in a trick by two acute men and several thousand enemies, had nothing to look forward to but a cross — the only piece of upholstery for which Judea seems to have either wood or workmen, and which are as common in that country as direction-posts are in any other.
 

Timotheus. The Jews are a stiff-necked people.
 

Lucian. On such occasions, no doubt.
 

Timotheus. Would you, O Lucian, be classed among the atheists, like Epicurus?
 

Lucian. It lies not at my discretion what name shall be given me at present or hereafter, any more than it did at my birth. But I wonder at the ignorance and precipitancy of those who call Epicurus an atheist. He saw on the same earth with himself a great variety of inferior creatures, some possessing more sensibility and more thoughtfulness than others. Analogy would lead so contemplative a reasoner to the conclusion that if many were inferior and in sight, others might be superior and out of sight. He never disbelieved in the existence of the gods; he only disbelieved that they troubled their heads with our concerns. Have they none of their own? If they are happy, does their happiness depend on us, comparatively so imbecile and vile? He believed, as nearly all nations do, in different ranks and orders of superhuman beings; and perhaps he thought (but I never was in his confidence or counsels) that the higher were rather in communication with the next to them in intellectual faculties, than with the most remote. To me the suggestion appears by no means irrational, that if we are managed or cared for at all by beings wiser than ourselves (which in truth would be no sign of any great wisdom in them), it can only be by such as are very far from perfection, and who indulge us in the commission of innumerable faults and follies, for their own speculation or amusement.
 

Timotheus. There is only one such; and he is the devil.
 

Lucian. If he delights in our wickedness, which you believe, he must be incomparably the happiest of beings, which you do not believe. No god of Epicurus rests his elbow on his armchair with less energetic exertion or discomposure.
 

Timotheus. We lead holier and purer lives than such ignorant mortals as are not living under Grace.
 

Lucian. I also live under Grace, O Timotheus! and I venerate her for the pleasures I have received at her hands. I do not believe she has quite deserted me. If my grey hairs are unattractive to her, and if the trace of her fingers is lost in the wrinkles of my forehead, still I sometimes am told it is discernible even on the latest and coldest of my writings.
 

Timotheus. You are wilful in misapprehension. The Grace of which I speak is adverse to pleasure and impurity.
 

Lucian. Rightly do you separate impurity and pleasure, which indeed soon fly asunder when the improvident would unite them. But never believe that tenderness of heart signifies corruption of morals, if you happen to find it (which indeed is unlikely) in the direction you have taken; on the contrary, no two qualities are oftener found together, on mind as on matter, than hardness and lubricity.
 

Believe me, Cousin Timotheus, when we come to eighty years of age we are all Essenes. In our kingdom of heaven there is no marrying or giving in marriage; and austerity in ourselves, when Nature holds over us the sharp instrument with which Jupiter operated on Saturn, makes us austere to others. But how happens it that you, both old and young, break every bond which connected you anciently with the Essenes? Not only do you marry (a height of wisdom to which I never have attained, although in others I commend it), but you never share your substance with the poorest of your community, as they did, nor live simply and frugally, nor purchase nor employ slaves, nor refuse rank and offices in the State, nor abstain from litigation, nor abominate and execrate the wounds and cruelties of war. The Essenes did all this, and greatly more, if Josephus and Philo, whose political and religious tenets are opposite to theirs, are credible and trustworthy.
 

Timotheus. Doubtless you would also wish us to retire into the desert, and eschew the conversation of mankind.
 

Lucian. No, indeed; but I would wish the greater part of your people to eschew mine, for they bring all the worst of the desert with them whenever they enter; its smothering heats, its blinding sands, its sweeping suffocation. Return to the pure spirit of the Essenes, without their asceticism; cease from controversy, and drop party designations. If you will not do this, do less, and be merely what you profess to be, which is quite enough for an honest, a virtuous, and a religious man.
 

Timotheus. Cousin Lucian, I did not come hither to receive a lecture from you.
 

Lucian. I have often given a dinner to a friend who did not come to dine with me.
 

Timotheus. Then, I trust, you gave him something better for dinner than bay-salt and dandelions. If you will not assist us in nettling our enemies a little for their absurdities and impositions, let me entreat you, however, to let us alone, and to make no remarks on us. I myself run into no extravagances, like the Essenes, washing and fasting, and retiring into solitude. I am not called to them; when I am, I go.
 

Lucian. I am apprehensive the Lord may afflict you with deafness in that ear.
 

Timotheus. Nevertheless, I am indifferent to the world, and all things in it. This, I trust, you will acknowledge to be true religion and true philosophy.
 

Lucian. That is not philosophy which betrays an indifference to those for whose benefit philosophy was designed; and those are the whole human race. But I hold it to be the most unphilosophical thing in the world to call away men from useful occupations and mutual help, to profitless speculations and acrid controversies. Censurable enough, and contemptible, too, is that supercilious philosopher, sneeringly sedate, who narrates in full and flowing periods the persecutions and tortures of a fellow-man, led astray by his credulity, and ready to die in the assertion of what in his soul he believes to be the truth. But hardly less censurable, hardly less contemptible, is the tranquilly arrogant sectarian, who denies that wisdom or honesty can exist beyond the limits of his own ill-lighted chamber.
 

Timotheus. What! is he sanguinary?
 

Lucian. Whenever he can be, he is; and he always has it in his power to be even worse than that, for he refuses his custom to the industrious and honest shopkeeper who has been taught to think differently from himself in matters which he has had no leisure to study, and by which, if he had enjoyed that leisure, he would have been a less industrious and a less expert artificer.
 

Timotheus. We cannot countenance those hard-hearted men who refuse to hear the word of the Lord.
 

Lucian. The hard-hearted knowing this of the tender-hearted, and receiving the declaration from their own lips, will refuse to hear the word of the Lord all their lives.
 

Timotheus. Well, well; it cannot be helped. I see, cousin, my hopes of obtaining a little of your assistance in your own pleasant way are disappointed; but it is something to have conceived a better hope of saving your soul, from your readiness to acknowledge your belief in miracles.
 

Lucian. Miracles have existed in all ages and in all religions. Witnesses to some of them have been numerous; to others of them fewer. Occasionally, the witnesses have been disinterested in the result.
 

Timotheus. Now indeed you speak truly and wisely.
 

Lucian. But sometimes the most honest and the most quiescent have either been unable or unwilling to push themselves so forward as to see clearly and distinctly the whole of the operation; and have listened to some knave who felt a pleasure in deluding their credulity, or some other who himself was either an enthusiast or a dupe. It also may have happened in the ancient religions, of Egypt for instance, or of India, or even of Greece, that narratives have been attributed to authors who never heard of them; and have been circulated by honest men who firmly believed them; by half-honest, who indulged their vanity in becoming members of a novel and bustling society; and by utterly dishonest, who, having no other means of rising above the shoulders of the vulgar, threw dust into their eyes and made them stoop.
 

Timotheus. Ha! the rogues! It is nearly all over with them.
 

Lucian. Let us hope so. Parthenius and the Roman poet Ovidius Naso, have related the transformations of sundry men, women, and gods.
 

Timotheus. Idleness! Idleness! I never read such lying authors.
 

Lucian. I myself have seen enough to incline me toward a belief in them.
 

Timotheus. You? Why! you have always been thought an utter infidel; and now you are running, hot and heedless as any mad dog, to the opposite extreme!
 

Lucian. I have lived to see, not indeed one man, but certainly one animal turned into another; nay, great numbers. I have seen sheep with the most placid faces in the morning, one nibbling the tender herb with all its dew upon it; another, negligent of its own sustenance, and giving it copiously to the tottering lamb aside it.
 

Timotheus. How pretty! half poetical!
 

Lucian. In the heat of the day I saw the very same sheep tearing off each other’s fleeces with long teeth and longer claws, and imitating so admirably the howl of wolves, that at last the wolves came down on them in a body, and lent their best assistance at the general devouring. What is more remarkable, the people of the villages seemed to enjoy the sport; and, instead of attacking the wolves, waited until they had filled their stomachs, ate the little that was left, said piously and from the bottom of their hearts what you call grace, and went home singing and piping.
 
  


BISHOP SHIPLEY AND BENJAMIN FRANKLIN
 

Shipley. There are very few men, even in the bushes and the wilderness, who delight in the commission of cruelty; but nearly all, throughout the earth, are censurable for the admission. When we see a blow struck, we go on and think no more about it: yet every blow aimed at the most distant of our fellow-creatures, is sure to come back, some time or other, to our families and descendants. He who lights a fire in one quarter is ignorant to what other the winds may carry it, and whether what is kindled in the wood may not break out again in the cornfield.
 

Franklin. If we could restrain but one generation from deeds of violence, the foundation for a new and a more graceful edifice of society would not only have been laid, but would have been consolidated.
 

Shipley. We already are horrified at the bare mention of religious wars; we should then be horrified at the mention of political. Why should they who, when they are affronted or offended, abstain from inflicting blows, some from a sense of decorousness and others from a sense of religion, be forward to instigate the infliction of ten thousand, all irremediable, all murderous? Every chief magistrate should be arbitrator and umpire in all differences between any two, forbidding war. Much would be added to the dignity of the most powerful king by rendering him an efficient member of such a grand Amphictyonic council. Unhappily they are persuaded in childhood that a reign is made glorious by a successful war. What schoolmaster ever taught a boy to question it? or indeed any point of political morality, or any incredible thing in history? Caesar and Alexander are uniformly clement: Themistocles died by a draught of bull’s blood: Portia by swallowing red-hot pieces of charcoal.
 

Franklin. Certainly no woman or man could perform either of these feats. In my opinion it lies beyond a doubt that Portia suffocated herself by the fumes of charcoal; and that the Athenian, whose stomach must have been formed on the model of other stomachs, and must therefore have rejected a much less quantity of blood than would have poisoned him, died by some chemical preparation, of which a bull’s blood might, or might not, have been part. Schoolmasters who thus betray their trust, ought to be scourged by their scholars, like him of their profession who underwent the just indignation of the Roman Consul. You shut up those who are infected with the plague; why do you lay no coercion on those who are incurably possessed by the legion devil of carnage? When a creature is of intellect so perverted that he can discern no difference between a review and a battle, between the animating bugle and the dying groan, it were expedient to remove him, as quietly as may be, from his devastation of God’s earth and his usurpation of God’s authority. Compassion points out the cell for him at the bottom of the hospital, and listens to hear the key turned in the ward: until then the house is insecure.
 

Shipley. God grant our rulers wisdom, and our brethren peace!
 

Franklin. Here are but indifferent specimens and tokens. Those fellows throw stones pretty well: if they practise much longer, they will hit us: let me entreat you, my lord, to leave me here. So long as the good people were contented with hooting and shouting at us, no great harm was either done or apprehended: but now they are beginning to throw stones, perhaps they may prove themselves more dexterous in action than their rulers have done latterly in council.
 

Shipley. Take care, Doctor Franklin! That was very near being the philosopher’s stone.
 

Franklin. Let me pick it up, then, and send it to London by the diligence. But I am afraid your ministers, and the nation at large, are as little in the way of wealth as of wisdom, in the experiment they are making.
 

Shipley. While I was attending to you, William had started. Look! he has reached them: they are listening to him. Believe me, he has all the courage of an Englishman and of a Christian; and, if the stoutest of them force him to throw off his new black coat, the blusterer would soon think it better to have listened to less polemical doctrine.
 

Franklin. Meantime a few of the town boys are come nearer, and begin to grow troublesome. I am sorry to requite your hospitality with such hard fare.
 

Shipley. True, these young bakers make their bread very gritty, but we must partake of it together so long as you are with us.
 

Franklin. Be pleased, my lord, to give us grace; our repast is over; this is my boat.
 

Shipley. We will accompany you as far as to the ship. Thank God! we are now upon the water, and all safe. Give me your hand, my good Doctor Franklin! and although you have failed in the object of your mission, yet the intention will authorize me to say, in the holy words of our Divine Redeemer, Blessed are the peacemakers!
 

Franklin. My dear lord! if God ever blessed a man at the intercession of another, I may reasonably and confidently hope in such a benediction. Never did one arise from a warmer, a tenderer, or a purer heart.
 

Shipley. Infatuation! that England should sacrifice to her king so many thousands of her bravest men, and ruin so many thousands of her most industrious, in a vain attempt to destroy the very principles on which her strength and her glory are founded! The weakest prince that ever sat upon a throne, and the most needy and sordid Parliament that ever pandered to distempered power, are thrusting our blindfold nation from the pinnacle of prosperity.
 

Franklin. I believe your king (from this moment it is permitted me to call him ours no longer) to be as honest and as wise a man as any of those about him: but unhappily he can see no difference between a review and a battle. Such are the optics of most kings and rulers. His Parliament, in both Houses, acts upon calculation. There is hardly a family, in either, that does not anticipate the clear profit of several thousands a year, to itself and its connexions. Appointments to regiments and frigates raise the price of papers; and forfeited estates fly confusedly about, and darken the air from the Thames to the Atlantic.
 

Shipley. It is lamentable to think that war, bringing with it every species of human misery, should become a commercial speculation. Bad enough when it arises from revenge; another word for honour.
 

Franklin. A strange one indeed! but not more strange than fifty others that come under the same title. Wherever there is nothing of religion, nothing of reason, nothing of truth, we come at once to honour; and here we draw the sword, dispense with what little of civilization we ever pretended to, and murder or get murdered, as may happen. But these ceremonials both begin and end with an appeal to God, who, before we appealed to Him, plainly told us we should do no such thing, and that He would punish us most severely if we did. And yet, my lord, even the gentlemen upon your bench turn a deaf ear to Him on these occasions: nay, they go further; they pray to Him for success in that which He has forbidden so strictly, and when they have broken His commandment, thank Him. Upon seeing these mockeries and impieties age after age repeated, I have asked myself whether the depositaries and expounders of religion have really any whatever of their own; or rather, like the lawyers, whether they do not defend professionally a cause that otherwise does not interest them in the least. Surely, if these holy men really believed in a just retributive God, they would never dare to utter the word war, without horror and deprecation.
 

Shipley. Let us attribute to infirmity what we must else attribute to wickedness.
 

Franklin. Willingly would I: but children are whipped severely for inobservance of things less evident, for disobedience of commands less audible and less awful. I am loath to attribute cruelty to your order: men so entirely at their ease have seldom any. Certain I am that several of the bishops would not have patted Cain upon the back while he was about to kill Abel; and my wonder is that the very same holy men encourage their brothers in England to kill their brothers in America; not one, not two nor three, but thousands, many thousands.
 

Shipley. I am grieved at the blindness with which God has afflicted us for our sins. These unhappy men are little aware what combustibles they are storing under the Church, and how soon they may explode. Even the wisest do not reflect on the most important and the most certain of things; which is, that every act of inhumanity and injustice goes far beyond what is apparent at the time of its commission; that these, and all other things, have their consequences; and that the consequences are infinite and eternal. If this one truth alone could be deeply impressed upon the hearts of men, it would regenerate the whole human race.
 

Franklin. In regard to politics, I am not quite certain whether a politician may not be too far-sighted: but I am quite certain that, if it be a fault, it is one into which few have fallen. The policy of the Romans in the time of the republic, seems to have been prospective. Some of the Dutch also, and of the Venetians, used the telescope. But in monarchies the prince, not the people, is consulted by the minister of the day; and what pleases the weakest supersedes what is approved by the wisest.
 

Shipley. We have had great statesmen: Burleigh, Cromwell, Marlborough, Somers: and whatever may have been in the eyes of a moralist the vices of Walpole, none ever understood more perfectly, or pursued more steadily, the direct and palpable interests of the country. Since his administration, our affairs have never been managed by men of business; and it was more than could have been expected that, in our war against the French in Canada, the appointment fell on an able commander.
 

Franklin. Such an anomaly is unlikely to recur. You have in the English Parliament (I speak of both Houses) only two great men; only two considerate and clear-sighted politicians; Chatham and Burke. Three or four can say clever things; several have sonorous voices; many vibrate sharp comminations from the embrasures of portentously slit sleeves; and there are those to be found who deliver their oracles out of wigs as worshipful as the curls of Jupiter, however they may be grumbled at by the flour-mills they have laid under such heavy contribution; yet nearly all of all parties want alike the sagacity to discover that in striking America you shake Europe; that kings will come out of the war either to be victims or to be despots; and that within a quarter of a century they will be hunted down like vermin by the most servile nations, or slain in their palaces by their own courtiers. In a peace of twenty years you might have paid off the greater part of your National Debt, indeed as much of it as it would be expedient to discharge, and you would have left your old enemy France labouring and writhing under the intolerable and increasing weight of hers. This is the only way in which you can ever quite subdue her; and in this you subdue her without a blow, without a menace, and without a wrong. As matters now stand, you are calling her from attending to the corruptions of her court, and inviting her from bankruptcy to glory.
 

Shipley. I see not how bankruptcy can be averted by the expenditure of war.
 

Franklin. It cannot. But war and glory are the same thing to France, and she sings as shrilly and as gaily after a beating as before. With a subsidy to a less amount than she has lately been accustomed to squander in six weeks, and with no more troops than would garrison a single fortress, she will enable us to set you at defiance, and to do you a heavier injury in two campaigns than she has been able to do in two centuries, although your king was in her pay against you. She will instantly be our ally, and soon our scholar. Afterward she will sell her crown jewels and her church jewels, which cover the whole kingdom, and will derive unnatural strength from her vices and her profligacy. You ought to have conciliated us as your ally, and to have had no other, excepting Holland and Denmark. England could never have, unless by her own folly, more than one enemy. Only one is near enough to strike her; and that one is down. All her wars for six hundred years have not done this; and the first trumpet will untrance her. You leave your house open to incendiaries while you are running after a refractory child. Had you laid down the rod, the child would have come back. And because he runs away from the rod, you take up the poker. Seriously, what means do you possess of enforcing your unjust claims and insolent authority? Never since the Norman Conquest had you an army so utterly inefficient, or generals so notoriously unskilful: no, not even in the reign of that venal traitor, that French stipendiary, the second Charles. Those were yet living who had fought bravely for his father, and those also who had vanquished him: and Victory still hovered over the mast that had borne the banners of our Commonwealth: ours, ours, my lord! the word is the right word here.
 

Shipley. I am depressed in spirit, and can sympathize but little in your exultation. All the crimes of Nero and Caligula are less afflicting to humanity, and consequently we may suppose will bring down on the offenders a less severe retribution, than an unnecessary and unjust war. And yet the authors and abettors of this most grievous among our earthly calamities, the enactors and applauders (on how vast a theatre!) of the first and greatest crime committed upon earth, are quiet complacent creatures, jovial at dinner, hearty at breakfast, and refreshed with sleep! Nay, the prime movers in it are called most religious and most gracious; and the hand that signs in cold blood the death-warrant of nations, is kissed by the kind-hearted, and confers distinction upon the brave! The prolongation of a life that shortens so many others, is prayed for by the conscientious and the pious! Learning is inquisitive in the research of phrases to celebrate him who has conferred such blessings, and the eagle of genius holds the thunderbolt by his throne! Philosophy, O my friend, has hitherto done little for the social state; and Religion has nearly all her work to do! She too hath but recently washed her hands from blood, and stands neutrally by, yes, worse than neutrally, while others shed it. I am convinced that no day of my life will be so censured by my own clergy, as this, the day on which the last hopes of peace have abandoned us, and the only true minister of it is pelted from our shores. Farewell, until better times! may the next generation be wiser! and wiser it surely will be, for the lessons of Calamity are far more impressive than those which repudiated Wisdom would have taught.
 

Franklin. Folly hath often the same results as Wisdom: but Wisdom would not engage in her schoolroom so expensive an assistant as Calamity. There are, however, some noisy and unruly children whom she alone has the method of rendering tame and tractable: perhaps it may be by setting them to their tasks both sore and supperless. The ship is getting under weigh. Adieu once more, my most reverend and noble friend! Before me in imagination do I see America, beautiful as Leda in her infant smiles, when her father Jove first raised her from the earth; and behind me I leave England, hollow, unsubstantial, and broken, as the shell she burst from.
 

Shipley. O worst of miseries, when it is impiety to pray that our country may be successful. Farewell! may every good attend you! with as little of evil to endure or to inflict, as national sins can expect from the Almighty.
 
  


SOUTHEY AND LANDOR
 

Southey. Of all the beautiful scenery round King’s Weston the view from this terrace, and especially from this sundial, is the pleasantest.
 

Landor. The last time I ever walked hither in company (which, unless with ladies, I rarely have done anywhere) was with a just, a valiant, and a memorable man, Admiral Nichols, who usually spent his summer months at the village of Shirehampton, just below us. There, whether in the morning or evening, it was seldom I found him otherwise engaged than in cultivating his flowers.
 

Southey. I never had the same dislike to company in my walks and rambles as you profess to have, but of which I perceived no sign whatever when I visited you, first at Llanthony Abbey and afterward on the Lake of Como. Well do I remember our long conversations in the silent and solitary church of Sant’ Abondio (surely the coolest spot in Italy), and how often I turned back my head toward the open door, fearing lest some pious passer-by, or some more distant one in the wood above, pursuing the pathway that leads to the tower of Luitprand, should hear the roof echo with your laughter, at the stories you had collected about the brotherhood and sisterhood of the place.
 

Landor. I have forgotten most of them, and nearly all: but I have not forgotten how we speculated on the possibility that Milton might once have been sitting on the very bench we then occupied, although we do not hear of his having visited that part of the country. Presently we discoursed on his poetry; as we propose to do again this morning.
 

Southey. In that case, it seems we must continue to be seated on the turf.
 

Landor. Why so?
 

Southey. Because you do not like to walk in company: it might disturb and discompose you: and we never lose our temper without losing at the same time many of our thoughts, which are loath to come forward without it.
 

Landor. From my earliest days I have avoided society as much as I could decorously, for I received more pleasure in the cultivation and improvement of my own thoughts than in walking up and down among the thoughts of others. Yet, as you know, I never have avoided the intercourse of men distinguished by virtue and genius; of genius, because it warmed and invigorated me by my trying to keep pace with it; of virtue, that if I had any of my own it might be called forth by such vicinity. Among all men elevated in station who have made a noise in the world (admirable old expression!) I never saw any in whose presence I felt inferiority, excepting Kosciusco. But how many in the lower paths of life have exerted both virtues and abilities which I never exerted, and never possessed! what strength and courage and perseverance in some, in others what endurance and forbearance! At the very moment when most, beside yourself, catching up half my words, would call and employ against me in its ordinary signification what ought to convey the most honorific, the term self-sufficiency, I bow my head before the humble, with greatly more than their humiliation. You are better tempered than I am, and are readier to converse. There are half-hours when, although in good humour and good spirits, I would, not be disturbed by the necessity of talking, to be the possessor of all the rich marshes we see yonder. In this interval there is neither storm nor sunshine of the mind, but calm and (as the farmer would call it) growing weather, in which the blades of thought spring up and dilate insensibly. Whatever I do, I must do in the open air, or in the silence of night: either is sufficient: but I prefer the hours of exercise, or, what is next to exercise, of field-repose. Did you happen to know the admiral?
 

Southey. Not personally: but I believe the terms you have applied to him are well merited. After some experience, he contended that public men, public women, and the public press, may be all designated by one and the same trisyllable. He is reported to have been a strict disciplinarian. In the mutiny at the Nore he was seized by his crew, and summarily condemned by them to be hanged. Many taunting questions were asked him, to which he made no reply. When the rope was fastened round his neck, the ringleader cried, ‘Answer this one thing, however, before you go, sir! What would you do with any of us, if we were in your power as you are now in ours?’ The admiral, then captain, looked sternly and contemptuously, and replied, ‘Hang you, by God!’ Enraged at this answer, the mutineer tugged at the rope: but another on the instant rushed forward, exclaiming, ‘No, captain!’ (for thus he called the fellow) ‘he has been cruel to us, flogging here and flogging there, but before so brave a man is hanged like a dog, you heave me overboard.’ Others among the most violent now interceded: and an old seaman, not saying a single word, came forward with his knife in his hand, and cut the noose asunder. Nichols did not thank him, nor notice him, nor speak: but, looking round at the other ships, in which there was the like insubordination, he went toward his cabin slow and silent. Finding it locked, he called to a midshipman: ‘Tell that man with a knife to come down and open the door.’ After a pause of a few minutes, it was done: but he was confined below until the quelling of the mutiny.
 

Landor. His conduct as Controller of the Navy was no less magnanimous and decisive. In this office he presided at the trial of Lord Melville. His lordship was guilty, we know, of all the charges brought against him; but, having more patronage than ever minister had before, he refused to answer the questions which (to repeat his own expression) might incriminate him. And his refusal was given with a smile of indifference, a consciousness of security. In those days, as indeed in most others, the main use of power was promotion and protection: and honest man was never in any age among the titles of nobility, and has always been the appellation used toward the feeble and inferior by the prosperous. Nichols said on the present occasion, ‘If this man is permitted to skulk away under such pretences, trial is here a mockery.’ Finding no support, he threw up his office as Controller of the Navy, and never afterward entered the House of Commons. Such a person, it appears to me, leads us aptly and becomingly to that steadfast patriot on whose writings you promised me your opinion; not incidentally, as before, but turning page after page. It would ill beseem us to treat Milton with generalities. Radishes and salt are the picnic quota of slim spruce reviewers: let us hope to find somewhat more solid and of better taste. Desirous to be a listener and a learner when you discourse on his poetry, I have been more occupied of late in examining the prose.
 

Southey. Do you retain your high opinion of it?
 

Landor. Experience makes us more sensible of faults than of beauties. Milton is more correct than Addison, but less correct than Hooker, whom I wish he had been contented to receive as a model in style, rather than authors who wrote in another and a poorer language; such, I think, you are ready to acknowledge is the Latin.
 

Southey. This was always my opinion.
 

Landor. However, I do not complain that in oratory and history his diction is sometimes poetical.
 

Southey. Little do I approve of it in prose on any subject. Demosthenes and Aeschines, Lisias and Isaeus, and finally Cicero, avoided it.
 

Landor. They did: but Chatham and Burke and Grattan did not; nor indeed the graver and greater Pericles; of whom the most memorable sentence on record is pure poetry. On the fall of the young Athenians in the field of battle, he said, ‘The year hath lost its spring.’ But how little are these men, even Pericles himself, if you compare them as men of genius with Livy! In Livy, as in Milton, there are bursts of passion which cannot by the nature of things be other than poetical, nor (being so) come forth in other language. If Milton had executed his design of writing a history of England, it would probably have abounded in such diction, especially in the more turbulent scenes and in the darker ages.
 

Southey. There are quiet hours and places in which a taper may be carried steadily, and show the way along the ground; but you must stand a-tiptoe and raise a blazing torch above your head, if you would bring to our vision the obscure and time-worn figures depicted on the lofty vaults of antiquity. The philosopher shows everything in one clear light; the historian loves strong reflections and deep shadows, but, above all, prominent and moving characters. We are little pleased with the man who disenchants us: but whoever can make us wonder, must himself (we think) be wonderful, and deserve our admiration.
 

Landor. Believing no longer in magic and its charms, we still shudder at the story told by Tacitus, of those which were discovered in the mournful house of Germanicus.
 

Southey. Tacitus was also a great poet, and would have been a greater, had he been more contented with the external and ordinary appearances of things. Instead of which, he looked at a part of his pictures through a prism, and at another part through a camera obscura. If the historian were as profuse of moral as of political axioms, we should tolerate him less: for in the political we fancy a writer is but meditating; in the moral we regard him as declaiming. In history we desire to be conversant with only the great, according to our notions of greatness: we take it as an affront, on such an invitation, to be conducted into the lecture-room, or to be desired to amuse ourselves in the study.
 

Landor. Pray go on. I am desirous of hearing more.
 

Southey. Being now alone, with the whole day before us, and having carried, as we agreed at breakfast, each his Milton in his pocket, let us collect all the graver faults we can lay our hands upon, without a too minute and troublesome research; not in the spirit of Johnson, but in our own.
 

Landor. That is, abasing our eyes in reverence to so great a man, but without closing them. The beauties of his poetry we may omit to notice, if we can: but where the crowd claps the hands, it will be difficult for us always to refrain. Johnson, I think, has been charged unjustly with expressing too freely and inconsiderately the blemishes of Milton. There are many more of them than he has noticed.
 

Southey. If we add any to the number, and the literary world hears of it, we shall raise an outcry from hundreds who never could see either his excellences or his defects, and from several who never have perused the noblest of his writings.
 

Landor. It may be boyish and mischievous, but I acknowledge I have sometimes felt a pleasure in irritating, by the cast of a pebble, those who stretch forward to the full extent of the chain their open and frothy mouths against me. I shall seize upon this conjecture of yours, and say everything that comes into my head on the subject. Beside which, if any collateral thoughts should spring up, I may throw them in also; as you perceive I have frequently done in my Imaginary Conversations, and as we always do in real ones.
 

Southey. When we adhere to one point, whatever the form, it should rather be called a disquisition than a conversation. Most writers of dialogue take but a single stride into questions the most abstruse, and collect a heap of arguments to be blown away by the bloated whiffs of some rhetorical charlatan, tricked out in a multiplicity of ribbons for the occasion.
 

Before we open the volume of poetry, let me confess to you I admire his prose less than you do.
 

Landor. Probably because you dissent more widely from the opinions it conveys: for those who are displeased with anything are unable to confine the displeasure to one spot. We dislike everything a little when we dislike anything much. It must indeed be admitted that his prose is often too latinized and stiff. But I prefer his heavy cut velvet, with its ill-placed Roman fibula, to the spangled gauze and gummed-on flowers and puffy flounces of our present street-walking literature. So do you, I am certain.
 

Southey. Incomparably. But let those who have gone astray, keep astray, rather than bring Milton into disrepute by pushing themselves into his company and imitating his manner. Milton is none of these: and his language is never a patchwork. We find daily, in almost every book we open, expressions which are not English, never were, and never will be: for the writers are by no means of sufficiently high rank to be masters of the mint. To arrive at this distinction, it is not enough to scatter in all directions bold, hazardous, undisciplined thoughts: there must be lordly and commanding ones, with a full establishment of well-appointed expressions adequate to their maintenance.
 

Occasionally I have been dissatisfied with Milton, because in my opinion that is ill said in prose which can be said more plainly. Not so in poetry: if it were, much of Pindar and Aeschylus, and no little of Dante, would be censurable.
 

Landor. Acknowledge that he whose poetry I am holding in my hand is free from every false ornament in his prose, unless a few bosses of latinity may be called so; and I am ready to admit the full claims of your favourite South. Acknowledge that, heading all the forces of our language, he was the great antagonist of every great monster which infested our country; and he disdained to trim his lion-skin with lace. No other English writer has equalled Raleigh, Hooker, and Milton, in the loftier parts of their works.
 

Southey. But Hooker and Milton, you allow, are sometimes pedantic. In Hooker there is nothing so elevated as there is in Raleigh.
 

Landor. Neither he, however, nor any modern, nor any ancient, has attained to that summit on which the sacred ark of Milton strikes and rests. Reflections, such as we indulged in on the borders of the Larius, come over me here again. Perhaps from the very sod where you are sitting, the poet in his youth sate looking at the Sabrina he was soon to celebrate. There is pleasure in the sight of a glebe which never has been broken; but it delights me particularly in those places where great men have been before. I do not mean warriors: for extremely few among the most remarkable of them will a considerate man call great: but poets and philosophers and philanthropists, the ornaments of society, the charmers of solitude, the warders of civilization, the watchmen at the gate which Tyranny would batter down, and the healers of those wounds which she left festering in the field. And now, to reduce this demon into its proper toad-shape again, and to lose sight of it, open your Paradise Lost.
 
  


THE EMPEROR OF CHINA AND TSING-TI
 

On the morrow I was received at the folding-doors by Pru-Tsi, and ushered by him into the presence of his majesty the Emperor, who was graciously pleased to inform me that he had rendered thanks to Almighty God for enlightening his mind, and for placing his empire far beyond the influence of the persecutor and fanatic. ‘But,’ continued his majesty, ‘this story of the sorcerer’s man quite confounds me. Little as the progress is which the Europeans seem to have made in the path of humanity, yet the English, we know, are less cruel than their neighbours, and more given to reflection and meditation. How then is it possible they should allow any portion of their fellow-citizens to be hoodwinked, gagged, and carried away into darkness, by such conspirators and assassins? Why didst thou not question the man thyself?’
 

Tsing-Ti. I did, O Emperor! and his reply was, ‘We can bury such only as were in the household of the faith. It would be a mockery to bid those spirits go in peace which we know are condemned to everlasting fire.’
 

Emperor. Amazing! have they that? Who invented it? Everlasting fire! It surely might be applied to better purposes. And have those rogues authority to throw people into it? In what part of the kingdom is it? If natural, it ought to have been marked more plainly in the maps. The English, no doubt, are ashamed of letting it be known abroad that they have any such places in their country. If artificial, it is no wonder they keep such a secret to themselves. Tsing-Ti, I commend thy prudence in asking no questions about it; for I see we are equally at a loss on this curiosity.
 

Tsing-Ti. The sorcerer has a secret for diluting it. Oysters and the white of eggs, applied on lucky days, enter into the composition; but certain charms in a strange language must also be employed, and must be repeated a certain number of times. There are stones likewise, and wood cut into particular forms, good against this eternal fire, as they believe. The sorcerer has the power, they pretend, of giving the faculty of hearing and seeing to these stones and pieces of wood; and when he has given them the faculties, they become so sensible and grateful, they do whatever he orders. Some roll their eyes, some sweat, some bleed; and the people beat their breasts before them, calling themselves miserable sinners.
 

Emperor.
Sinners is not the name I should have given them, although no doubt they are in the right.
 

Tsing-Ti. Sometimes, if they will not bleed freely, nor sweat, nor roll their eyes, the devouter break their heads with clubs, and look out for others who will.
 

Emperor. Take heed, Tsing-Ti! Take heed! I do believe thou art talking all the while of idols. Thou must be respectful; remember I am head of all the religions in the empire. We have something in our own country not very unlike them, only the people do not worship them; they merely fall down before them as representatives of a higher power. So they say.
 

Tsing-Ti. I do not imagine they go much farther in Europe, excepting the introduction of this club-law into their adoration.
 

Emperor. And difference enough, in all conscience. Our people is less ferocious and less childish. If any man break an idol here for not sweating, he himself would justly be condemned to sweat, showing him how inconvenient a thing it is when the sweater is not disposed. As for rolling the eyes, surely they know best whom they should ogle; as for bleeding, that must be regulated by the season of the year. Let every man choose his idol as freely as he chooses his wife; let him be constant if he can; if he cannot, let him at least be civil. Whoever dares to scratch the face of any one in my empire, shall be condemned to varnish it afresh, and moreover to keep it in repair all his lifetime.
 

Tsing-Ti. In Europe such an offence would be punished with the extremities of torture.
 

Emperor. Perhaps their idols cost more, and are newer. Is there no chance, in all their changes, that we may be called upon to supply them with a few?
 

Tsing-Ti. They have plenty for the present, and they dig up fresh occasionally.
 

Emperor. In regard to the worship of idols, they have not a great deal to learn from us; and what is deficient will come by degrees as they grow humaner. But how little care can any ruler have for the happiness and improvement of his people, who permits such ferocity in the priesthood. If its members are employed by the government to preside at burials, as according to thy discourse I suppose, a virtuous prince would order a twelvemonth’s imprisonment, and spare diet, to whichever of them should refuse to perform the last office of humanity toward a fellow-creature. What separation of citizen from citizen, and necessarily what diminution of national strength, must be the consequence of such a system! A single act of it ought to be punished more severely than any single act of sedition, not only as being a greater distractor of civic union, but, in its cruel sequestration of the best affections, a fouler violator of domestic peace. I always had fancied, from the books in my library, that the Christian religion was founded on brotherly love and pure equality. I may calculate ill; but, in my hasty estimate, damnation and dog-burial stand many removes from these.
 

‘Wait a little,’ the Emperor continued: ‘I wish to read in my library the two names that my father said are considered the two greatest in the West, and may vie nearly with the highest of our own country.’
 

Whereupon did his majesty walk forth into his library; and my eyes followed his glorious figure as he passed through the doorway, traversing the gallery of the peacocks, so called because fifteen of those beautiful birds unite their tails in the centre of the ceiling, painted so naturally as to deceive the beholder, each carrying in his beak a different flower, the most beautiful in China, and bending his neck in such a manner as to present it to the passer below. Traversing this gallery, his majesty with his own hand drew aside the curtain of the library door. His majesty then entered; and, after some delay, he appeared with two long scrolls, and shook them gently over the fish-pond, in this dormitory of the sages. Suddenly there were so many splashes and plunges that I was aware of the gratification the fishes had received from the grubs in them, and the disappointment in the atoms of dust. His majesty, with his own right hand, drew the two scrolls trailing on the marble pavement, and pointing to them with his left, said:
 

‘Here they are; Nhu-Tong: Pa-Kong. Suppose they had died where the sorcerer’s men held firm footing, would the priests have refused them burial?’
 

I bowed my head at the question; for a single tinge of red, whether arising from such ultra-bestial cruelty in those who have the impudence to accuse the cannibals of theirs, or whether from abhorrent shame at the corroding disease of intractable superstition, hereditary in the European nations for fifteen centuries, a tinge of red came over the countenance of the emperor. When I raised up again my forehead, after such time as I thought would have removed all traces of it, still fixing my eyes on the ground, I answered:
 

‘O Emperor! the most zealous would have done worse. They would have prepared these great men for burial, and then have left them unburied.’
 

Emperor. So! so! they would have embalmed them, in their reverence for meditation and genius, although their religion prohibits the ceremony of interring them.
 

Tsing-Ti. Alas, sire, my meaning is far different. They would have dislocated their limbs with pulleys, broken them with hammers, and then have burnt the flesh off the bones. This is called an act of faith.
 

Emperor.
Faith, didst thou say? Tsing-Ti, thou speakest bad Chinese: thy native tongue is strangely occidentalized.
 

Tsing-Ti. So they call it.
 

Emperor. God hath not given unto all men the use of speech. Thou meanest to designate the ancient inhabitants of the country, not those who have lived there within the last three centuries.
 

Tsing-Ti. The Spaniards and Italians (such are the names of the nations who are most under the influence of the spells) were never so barbarous and cruel as during the first of the last three centuries. The milder of them would have refused two cubits of earth to the two philosophers; and not only would have rejected them from the cemetery of the common citizens, but from the side of the common hangman; the most ignorant priest thinking himself much wiser, and the most enlightened prince not daring to act openly as one who could think otherwise. The Italians had formerly two illustrious men among them; the earlier was a poet, the later a philosopher; one was exiled, the other was imprisoned, and both were within a span of being burnt alive.
 

Emperor. We have in Asia some odd religions and some barbarous princes, but neither are like the Europeans. In the name of God! do the fools think of their Christianity as our neighbours in Tartary (with better reason) think of their milk; that it will keep the longer for turning sour? or that it must be wholesome because it is heady? Swill it out, swill it out, say I, and char the tub.
 
  


LOUIS XVIII AND TALLEYRAND
 

Louis. M. Talleyrand! in common with all my family, all France, all Europe, I entertain the highest opinion of your abilities and integrity. You have convinced me that your heart, throughout the storms of the revolution, leaned constantly toward royalty; and that you permitted and even encouraged the caresses of the usurper, merely that you might strangle the more certainly and the more easily his new-born empire. After this, it is impossible to withhold my confidence from you.
 

Talleyrand. Conscious of the ridicule his arrogance and presumption would incur, the usurper attempted to silence and stifle it with other and far different emotions. Half his cruelties were perpetrated that his vanity might not be wounded: for scorn is superseded by horror. Whenever he committed an action or uttered a sentiment which would render him an object of derision, he instantly gave vent to another which paralysed by its enormous wickedness. He would extirpate a nation to extinguish a smile. No man alive could deceive your majesty: the extremely few who would wish to do it, lie under that vigilant and piercing eye, which discerned in perspective from the gardens of Hartwell those of the Tuileries and Versailles. As joy arises from calamity, so spring arises from the bosom of winter, purely to receive your majesty, inviting the august descendant of their glorious founder to adorn and animate them again with his beneficent and gracious presence. The waters murmur, in voices half-suppressed, the reverential hymn of peace restored: the woods bow their heads....
 

Louis. Talking of woods, I am apprehensive all the game has been woefully killed up in my forests.
 

Talleyrand. A single year will replenish them.
 

Louis. Meanwhile! M. Talleyrand! meanwhile!
 

Talleyrand. Honest and active and watchful gamekeepers, in sufficient number, must be sought; and immediately.
 

Louis. Alas! if the children of my nobility had been educated like the children of the English, I might have promoted some hundreds of them in this department. But their talents lie totally within the binding of their breviaries. Those of them who shoot, can shoot only with pistols; which accomplishment they acquired in England, that they might challenge any of the islanders who should happen to look with surprise or displeasure in their faces, expecting to be noticed by them in Paris, for the little hospitalities the proud young gentlemen, and their prouder fathers, were permitted to offer them in London and at their country-seats. What we call reconnaissance, they call gratitude, treating a recollector like a debtor. This is a want of courtesy, a defect in civilization, which it behoves us to supply. Our memories are as tenacious as theirs, and rather more eclectic.
 

Since my return to my kingdom I have undergone great indignities from this unreflecting people. One Canova, a sculptor at Rome, visited Paris in the name of the Pope, and in quality of his envoy, and insisted on the cession of those statues and pictures which were brought into France by the French armies. He began to remove them out of the gallery: I told him I would never give my consent: he replied, he thought it sufficient that he had Wellington’s. Therefore, the next time Wellington presented himself at the Tuileries, I turned my back upon him before the whole court. Let the English and their allies be aware, that I owe my restoration not to them, but partly to God and partly to Saint Louis. They and their armies are only brute instruments in the hands of my progenitor and intercessor.
 

Talleyrand. Fortunate, that the conqueror of France bears no resemblance to the conqueror of Spain. Peterborough (I shudder at the idea) would have ordered a file of soldiers to seat your Majesty in your travelling carriage, and would have reinstalled you at Hartwell. The English people are so barbarous, that he would have done it not only with impunity, but with applause.
 

Louis. But the sovereign of his country ... would the sovereign suffer it?
 

Talleyrand. Alas! sire! Confronted with such men, what are sovereigns, when the people are the judges? Wellington can drill armies: Peterborough could marshal nations.
 

Louis. Thank God! we have no longer any such pests on earth. The most consummate general of our days (such is Wellington) sees nothing one single inch beyond the field of battle; and he is so observant of discipline, that if I ordered him to be flogged in the presence of the allied armies, he would not utter a complaint nor shrug a shoulder; he would only write a dispatch.
 

Talleyrand. But his soldiers would execute the Duke of Brunswick’s manifesto, and Paris would sink into her catacombs. No man so little beloved was ever so well obeyed: and there is not a man in England, of either party, citizen or soldier, who would not rather die than see him disgraced. His firmness, his moderation, his probity, place him more opposite to Napoleon than he stood in the field of Waterloo. These are his lofty lines of Torres Vedras, which no enemy dares assail throughout their whole extent.
 

Louis. M. Talleyrand! is it quite right to extol an enemy and an Englishman in this manner?
 

Talleyrand. Pardon! Sire! I stand corrected. Forgive me a momentary fit of enthusiasm, in favour of those qualities by which, although an Englishman’s, I am placed again in your majesty’s service.
 

Louis. We will now then go seriously to business. Wellington and the allied armies have interrupted and occupied us. I will instantly write, with my own hand, to the Marquis of Buckingham, desiring him to send me five hundred pheasants’ eggs. I am restored to my throne, M. Talleyrand! but in what a condition! Not a pheasant on the table! I must throw myself on the mercy of foreigners, even for a pheasant! When I have written my letter, I shall be ready to converse with you on the business on which I desired your presence. [Writes.] Here; read it. Give me your opinion: is not the note a model?
 

Talleyrand. If the charms of language could be copied, it would be. But what is intended for delight may terminate in despair: and there are words which, unapproachable by distance and sublimity, may wither the laurels on the most exalted of literary brows.
 

Louis. There is grace in that expression of yours, M. Talleyrand! there is really no inconsiderable grace in it. Seal my letter: direct it to the Marquis of Buckingham at Stowe. Wait: open it again: no, no: write another in your own name: instruct him how sure you are it will be agreeable to me, if he sends at the same time fifty or a hundred brace of the birds as well as the eggs. At present I am desolate. My heart is torn, M. Talleyrand! it is almost plucked out of my bosom. I have no other care, no other thought, day or night, but the happiness of my people. The allies, who have most shamefully overlooked the destitution of my kitchen, seem resolved to turn a deaf ear to its cries evermore; nay, even to render them shriller and shriller. The allies, I suspect, are resolved to execute the design of the mischievous Pitt.
 

Talleyrand. May it please your majesty to inform me which of them; for he formed a thousand, all mischievous, but greatly more mischievous to England than to France. Resolved to seize the sword, in his drunkenness, he seized it by the edge, and struck at us with the hilt, until he broke it off and until he himself was exhausted by loss of breath and of blood. We owe alike to him the energy of our armies, the bloody scaffolds of public safety, the Reign of Terror, the empire of usurpation, and finally, as the calm is successor to the tempest, and sweet fruit to bitter kernel, the blessing of your majesty’s restoration. Excepting in this one event, he was mischievous to our country; but in all events, and in all undertakings, he was pernicious to his own. No man ever brought into the world such enduring evil; few men such extensive.
 

Louis. His king ordered it. George III loved battles and blood.
 

Talleyrand. But he was prudent in his appetite for them.
 

Louis. He talked of peppering his people as I would talk of peppering a capon.
 

Talleyrand. Having split it. His subjects cut up by his subjects were only capers to his leg of mutton. From none of his palaces and parks was there any view so rural, so composing to his spirits, as the shambles. When these were not fresh, the gibbet would do.
 

I wish better luck to the pheasants’ eggs than befell Mr. Pitt’s designs. Not one brought forth anything.
 

Louis. No: but he declared in the face of his Parliament, and of Europe, that he would insist on indemnity for the past and security for the future. These were his words. Now, all the money and other wealth the French armies levied in Spain, Portugal, Italy, and everywhere else, would scarcely be sufficient for this indemnity.
 

Talleyrand. England shall never receive from us a tithe of that amount.
 

Louis. A tithe of it! She may demand a quarter or a third, and leave us wondering at her moderation and forbearance.
 

Talleyrand. The matter must be arranged immediately, before she has time for calculation or reflection. A new peace maddens England to the same paroxysm as a new war maddens France. She hath sent over hither her minister ... or rather her prime minister himself is come to transact all the business ... the most ignorant and most shortsighted man to be found in any station of any public office throughout the whole of Europe. He must be treated as her arbiter: we must talk to him of restoring her, of regenerating her, of preserving her, of guiding her, which (we must protest with our hands within our frills) he alone is capable of doing. We must enlarge on his generosity (and generous he indeed is), and there is nothing he will not concede.
 

Louis. But if they do not come over in a week, we shall lose the season. I ought to be eating a pheasant-poult by the middle of July. Oh, but you were talking to me about the other matter, and perhaps the weightier of the two; ay, certainly. If this indemnity is paid to England, what becomes of our civil list, the dignity of my family and household?
 

Talleyrand. I do assure your majesty, England shall never receive ... did I say a tithe?... I say she shall never receive a fiftieth of what she expended in the war against us. It would be out of all reason, and out of all custom in her to expect it. Indeed it would place her in almost as good a condition as ourselves. Even if she were beaten she could hardly hope that: she never in the last three centuries has demanded it when she was victorious. Of all the sufferers by the war, we shall be the best off.
 

Louis. The English are calculators and traders.
 

Talleyrand. Wild speculators, gamblers in trade, who hazard more ventures than their books can register. It will take England some years to cast up the amount of her losses.
 

Louis. But she, in common with her allies, will insist on our ceding those provinces which my predecessor Louis XIV annexed to his kingdom. Be quite certain that nothing short of Alsace, Lorraine, and Franc Comté, will satisfy the German princes. They must restore the German language in those provinces: for languages are the only true boundaries of nations, and there will always be dissension where there is difference of tongue. We must likewise be prepared to surrender the remainder of the Netherlands; not indeed to England, who refused them in the reign of Elizabeth: she wants only Dunkirk, and Dunkirk she will have.
 

Talleyrand. This seems reasonable: for which reason it must never be. Diplomacy, when she yields to such simple arguments as plain reason urges against her, loses her office, her efficacy, and her name.
 

Louis. I would not surrender our conquests in Germany, if I could help it.
 

Talleyrand. Nothing more easy. The Emperor Alexander may be persuaded that Germany united and entire, as she would then become, must be a dangerous rival to Russia.
 

Louis. It appears to me that Poland will be more so, with her free institutions.
 

Talleyrand. There is only one statesman in the whole number of those assembled at Paris, who believes that her institutions will continue free; and he would rather they did not; but he stipulates for it, to gratify and mystify the people of England.
 

Louis. I see this clearly. I have a great mind to send Blacas over to Stowe. I can trust to him to look to the crates and coops, and to see that the pheasants have enough of air and water, and that the Governor of Calais finds a commodious place for them to roost in, forbidding the drums to beat and disturb them, evening or morning. The next night, according to my calculation, they repose at Montreuil. I must look at them before they are let loose. I cannot well imagine why the public men employed by England are usually, indeed constantly so inferior in abilities to those of France, Prussia, Austria, and Russia. What say you, M. Talleyrand? I do not mean about the pheasants; I mean about the envoys.
 

Talleyrand. It can only be that I have considered the subject more frequently and attentively than suited the avocations of your majesty, that the reason comes out before me clearly and distinctly. The prime ministers, in all these countries, are independent, and uncontrolled in the choice of agents. A prime minister in France may perhaps be willing to promote the interests of his own family; and hence he may appoint from it one unworthy of the place. In regard to other families, he cares little or nothing about them, knowing that his power lies in the palace, and not in the club-room. Whereas in England he must conciliate the great families, the hereditary dependants of his faction, Whig or Tory. Hence even the highest commands have been conferred on such ignorant and worthless men as the Duke of York and the Earl of Chatham, although the minister was fully aware that the honour of his nation was tarnished, and that its safety was in jeopardy, by such appointments. Meanwhile he kept his seat however, and fed from it his tame creatures in the cub.
 

Louis. Do you apprehend any danger (talking of cubs) that my pheasants will be bruised against the wooden bars, or suffer by sea-sickness? I would not command my bishops to offer up public prayers against such contingencies: for people must never have positive evidence that the prayers of the Church can possibly be ineffectual: and we cannot pray for pheasants as we pray for fine weather, by the barometer. We must drop it. Now go on with the others, if you have done with England.
 

Talleyrand. A succession of intelligent men rules Prussia, Russia, and Austria; because these three are economical, and must get their bread by creeping, day after day, through the hedges next to them, and by filching a sheaf or two, early and late, from cottager or small farmer; that is to say, from free states and petty princes. Prussia, like a mongrel, would fly at the legs of Austria and Russia, catching them with the sack upon their shoulders, unless they untied it and tossed a morsel to her. These great powers take especial care to impose a protective duty on intellect; to let none enter the country, and none leave it, without a passport. Their diplomatists are as clever and conciliatory as those of England are ignorant and repulsive, who, while they offer an uncounted sum of secret-service money with the left hand, give a sounding slap on the face with the right.
 

Louis. We, by adopting a contrary policy, gain more information, raise more respect, inspire more awe, and exercise more authority. The weightiest of our disbursements are smiles and flatteries, with a ribbon and a cross at the end of them.
 

But, between the Duke of York and the Earl of Chatham, I must confess, I find very little difference.
 

Talleyrand. Some, however. The one was only drunk all the evening and all the night; the other was only asleep all the day. The accumulated fogs of Walcheren seemed to concentrate in his brain, puffing out at intervals just sufficient to affect with typhus and blindness four thousand soldiers. A cake of powder rusted their musket-pans, which they were too weak to open and wipe. Turning round upon their scanty and mouldy straw, they beheld their bayonets piled together against the green dripping wall of the chamber, which neither bayonet nor soldier was ever to leave again.
 

Louis. We suffer by the presence of the allied armies in our capital: but we shall soon be avenged: for the English minister in another fortnight will return and remain at home.
 

Talleyrand. England was once so infatuated as to give up Malta to us, although fifty Gibraltars would be of inferior value to her. Napoleon laughed at her: she was angry: she began to suspect she had been duped and befooled: and she broke her faith.
 

Louis. For the first time, M. Talleyrand, and with a man who never had any.
 

Talleyrand. We shall now induce her to evacuate Sicily, in violation of her promises to the people of that island. Faith, having lost her virginity, braves public opinion, and never blushes more.
 

Louis. Sicily is the key to India, Egypt is the lock.
 

Talleyrand. What, if I induce the minister to restore to us Pondicherry?
 

Louis. M. Talleyrand! you have done great things, and without boasting. Whenever you do boast, let it be that you will perform only the thing which is possible. The English know well enough what it is to allow us a near standing-place anywhere. If they permit a Frenchman to plant one foot in India, it will upset all Asia before the other touches the ground. It behoves them to prohibit a single one of us from ever landing on those shores. Improbable as it is that a man uniting to the same degree as Hyder-Ali did political and military genius, will appear in the world again for centuries; most of the princes are politic, some are brave, and perhaps no few are credulous. While England is confiding in our loyalty, we might expatiate on her perfidy, and our tears fall copiously on the broken sceptre in the dust of Delhi. Ignorant and stupid as the king’s ministers may be, the East India Company is well-informed on its interests, and alert in maintaining them. I wonder that a republic so wealthy and so wise should be supported on the bosom of royalty. Believe me, her merchants will take alarm, and arouse the nation.
 

Talleyrand. We must do all we have to do, while the nation is feasting and unsober. It will awaken with sore eyes and stiff limbs.
 

Louis. Profuse as the English are, they will never cut the bottom of their purses.
 

Talleyrand. They have already done it. Whenever I look toward the shores of England, I fancy I descry the Danaïds there, toiling at the replenishment of their perforated vases, and all the Nereids leering and laughing at them in the mischievous fullness of their hearts.
 

Louis. Certainly she can do me little harm at present, and for several years to come: but we must always have an eye upon her, and be ready to assert our superiority.
 

Talleyrand. We feel it. In fifty years, by abstaining from war, we may discharge our debt and replenish our arsenals. England will never shake off the heavy old man from her shoulders. Overladen and morose, she will be palsied in the hand she unremittingly holds up against Ireland. Proud and perverse, she runs into domestic warfare as blindly as France runs into foreign: and she refuses to her subject what she surrenders to her enemy.
 

Louis. Her whole policy tends to my security.
 

Talleyrand. We must now consider how your majesty may enjoy it at home, all the remainder of your reign.
 

Louis. Indeed you must, M. Talleyrand! Between you and me be it spoken, I trust but little my loyal people; their loyalty being so ebullient, that it often overflows the vessel which should contain it, and is a perquisite of scouts and scullions. I do not wish to offend you.
 

Talleyrand. Really I can see no other sure method of containing and controlling them, than by bastions and redoubts, the whole circuit of the city.
 

Louis. M. Talleyrand! I will not doubt your sincerity: I am confident you have reserved the whole of it for my service; and there are large arrears. But M. Talleyrand! such an attempt would be resisted by any people which had ever heard of liberty, and much more by a people which had ever dreamt of enjoying it.
 

Talleyrand. Forts are built in all directions above Genoa.
 

Louis. Yes; by her conqueror, not by her king.
 

Talleyrand. Your majesty comes with both titles, and rules, like your great progenitor,
 

Et par droit de conquête et par droit de naissance.
 

Louis. True; my arms have subdued the rebellious; but not without great firmness and great valour on my part, and some assistance (however tardy) on the part of my allies. Conquerors must conciliate: fatherly kings must offer digestible spoon-meat to their ill-conditioned children. There would be sad screaming and kicking were I to swaddle mine in stone-work. No, M. Talleyrand; if ever Paris is surrounded by fortifications to coerce the populace, it must be the work of some democrat, some aspirant to supreme power, who resolves to maintain it, exercising a domination too hazardous for legitimacy. I will only scrape from the chambers the effervescence of superficial letters and corrosive law.
 

Talleyrand. Sire! under all their governments the good people of Paris have submitted to the octroi. Now, all complaints, physical or political, arise from the stomach. Were it decorous in a subject to ask a question (however humbly) of his king, I would beg permission to inquire of your majesty, in your wisdom, whether a bar across the shoulders is less endurable than a bar across the palate. Sire! the French can bear anything now they have the honour of bowing before your majesty.
 

Louis. The compliment is in a slight degree (a very slight degree) ambiguous, and (accept in good part my criticism, M. Talleyrand) not turned with your usual grace.
 

Announce it as my will and pleasure that the Duc de Blacas do superintend the debarkation of the pheasants; and I pray God, M. de Talleyrand, to have you in His holy keeping.
 
  


OLIVER CROMWELL AND SIR OLIVER CROMWELL
 

Sir Oliver. How many saints and Sions dost carry under thy cloak, lad? Ay, what dost groan at? What art about to be delivered of? Troth, it must be a vast and oddly-shapen piece of roguery which findeth no issue at such capacious quarters. I never thought to see thy face again. Prithee what, in God’s name, hath brought thee to Ramsey, fair Master Oliver?
 

Oliver. In His name verily I come, and upon His errand; and the love and duty I bear unto my godfather and uncle have added wings, in a sort, unto my zeal.
 

Sir Oliver. Take ‘em off thy zeal and dust thy conscience with ‘em. I have heard an account of a saint, one Phil Neri, who in the midst of his devotions was lifted up several yards from the ground. Now I do suspect, Nol, thou wilt finish by being a saint of his order; and nobody will promise or wish thee the luck to come down on thy feet again, as he did. So! because a rabble of fanatics at Huntingdon have equipped thee as their representative in Parliament, thou art free of all men’s houses, forsooth! I would have thee to understand, sirrah, that thou art fitter for the House they have chaired thee unto than for mine. Yet I do not question but thou wilt be as troublesome and unruly there as here. Did I not turn thee out of Hinchinbrook when thou wert scarcely half the rogue thou art latterly grown up to? And yet wert thou immeasurably too big a one for it to hold.
 

Oliver. It repenteth me, O mine uncle! that in my boyhood and youth the Lord had not touched me.
 

Sir Oliver. Touch thee! thou wast too dirty a dog by half.
 

Oliver. Yes, sorely doth it vex and harrow me that I was then of ill conditions, and that my name ... even your godson’s ... stank in your nostrils.
 

Sir Oliver. Ha! polecat! it was not thy name, although bad enough, that stank first; in my house, at least. But perhaps there are worse maggots in stauncher mummeries.
 

Oliver. Whereas in the bowels of your charity you then vouchsafed me forgiveness, so the more confidently may I crave it now in this my urgency.
 

Sir Oliver. More confidently! What! hast got more confidence? Where didst find it? I never thought the wide circle of the world had within it another jot for thee. Well, Nol, I see no reason why shouldst stand before me with thy hat off, in the courtyard and in the sun, counting the stones in the pavement. Thou hast some knavery in thy head, I warrant thee. Come, put on thy beaver.
 

Oliver. Uncle Sir Oliver! I know my duty too well to stand covered in the presence of so worshipful a kinsman, who, moreover, hath answered at baptism for my good behaviour.
 

Sir Oliver. God forgive me for playing the fool before Him so presumptuously and unprofitably! Nobody shall ever take me in again to do such an absurd and wicked thing. But thou hast some left-handed business in the neighbourhood, no doubt, or thou wouldst never more have come under my archway.
 

Oliver. These are hard times for them that seek peace. We are clay in the hands of the potter.
 

Sir Oliver. I wish your potters sought nothing costlier, and dug in their own grounds for it. Most of us, as thou sayest, have been upon the wheel of these artificers; and little was left but rags when we got off. Sanctified folks are the cleverest skinners in all Christendom, and their Jordan tans and constringes us to the avoirdupois of mummies.
 

Oliver. The Lord hath chosen His own vessels.
 

Sir Oliver. I wish heartily He would pack them off, and send them anywhere on ass-back or cart (cart preferably), to rid our country of ‘em. But now again to the point: for if we fall among the potsherds we shall hobble on but lamely. Since thou art raised unto a high command in the army, and hast a dragoon to hold thy solid and stately piece of horse-flesh, I cannot but take it into my fancy that thou hast some commission of array or disarray to execute hereabout.
 

Oliver. With a sad sinking of spirit, to the pitch well-nigh of swounding, and with a sight of bitter tears, which will not be put back nor stayed in any wise, as you bear testimony unto me, Uncle Oliver!
 

Sir Oliver. No tears, Master Nol, I beseech thee! Wet days, among those of thy kidney, portend the letting of blood. What dost whimper at?
 

Oliver. That I, that I, of all men living, should be put upon this work!
 

Sir Oliver. What work, prithee?
 

Oliver. I am sent hither by them who (the Lord in His loving kindness having pity, and mercy upon these poor realms) do, under His right hand, administer unto our necessities, and righteously command us, by the aforesaid as aforesaid (thus runs the commission), hither am I deputed (woe is me!) to levy certain fines in this county, or shire, on such as the Parliament in its wisdom doth style malignants.
 

Sir Oliver. If there is anything left about the house, never be over-nice: dismiss thy modesty and lay hands upon it. In this county or shire, we let go the civet-bag to save the weazon.
 

Oliver. O mine uncle and godfather! be witness for me.
 

Sir Oliver. Witness for thee! not I indeed. But I would rather be witness than surety, lad, where thou art docketed.
 

Oliver. From the most despised doth the Lord ever choose His servants.
 

Sir Oliver. Then, faith! thou art His first butler.
 

Oliver. Serving Him with humility, I may peradventure be found worthy of advancement.
 

Sir Oliver. Ha! now if any devil speaks from within thee, it is thy own: he does not snuffle: to my ears he speaks plain English. Worthy or unworthy of advancement, thou wilt attain it. Come in; at least for an hour’s rest. Formerly thou knewest the means of setting the heaviest heart afloat, let it be sticking in what mud-bank it might: and my wet dock at Ramsey is pretty near as commodious as that over yonder at Hinchinbrook was erewhile. Times are changed, and places too! yet the cellar holds good.
 

Oliver. Many and great thanks! But there are certain men on the other side of the gate, who might take it ill if I turn away and neglect them.
 

Sir Oliver. Let them enter also, or eat their victuals where they are.
 

Oliver. They have proud stomachs: they are recusants.
 

Sir Oliver. Recusants of what? of beef and ale? We have claret, I trust, for the squeamish, if they are above the condition of tradespeople. But of course you leave no person of higher quality in the outer court.
 

Oliver. Vain are they and worldly, although such wickedness is the most abominable in their cases. Idle folks are fond of sitting in the sun: I would not forbid them this indulgence.
 

Sir Oliver. But who are they?
 

Oliver. The Lord knows. Maybe priests, deacons, and such-like.
 

Sir Oliver. Then, sir, they are gentlemen. And the commission you bear from the parliamentary thieves, to sack and pillage my mansion-house, is far less vexatious and insulting to me, than your behaviour in keeping them so long at my stable-door. With your permission, or without it, I shall take the liberty to invite them to partake of my poor hospitality.
 

Oliver. But, Uncle Sir Oliver! there are rules and ordinances whereby it must be manifested that they lie under displeasure ... not mine ... not mine ... but my milk must not flow for them.
 

Sir Oliver. You may enter the house or remain where you are, at your option; I make my visit to these gentlemen immediately, for I am tired of standing. If thou ever reachest my age, Oliver! (but God will not surely let this be) thou wilt know that the legs become at last of doubtful fidelity in the service of the body.
 

Oliver. Uncle Sir Oliver! now that, as it seemeth, you have been taking a survey of the courtyard and its contents, am I indiscreet in asking your worship whether I acted not prudently in keeping the men-at-belly under the custody of the men-at-arms? This pestilence, like unto one I remember to have read about in some poetry of Master Chapman’s, began with the dogs and mules, and afterwards crope up into the breasts of men.
 

Sir Oliver. I call such treatment barbarous; their troopers will not let the gentlemen come with me into the house, but insist on sitting down to dinner with them. And yet, having brought them out of their colleges, these brutal half-soldiers must know that they are fellows.
 

Oliver. Yea, of a truth are they, and fellows well met. Out of their superfluities they give nothing to the Lord or His saints; no, not even stirrup or girth, wherewith we may mount our horses and go forth against those who thirst for our blood. Their eyes are fat, and they raise not up their voices to cry for our deliverance.
 

Sir Oliver. Art mad? What stirrups and girths are hung up in college halls and libraries? For what are these gentlemen brought hither?
 

Oliver. They have elected me, with somewhat short of unanimity, not indeed to be one of themselves, for of that distinction I acknowledge and deplore my unworthiness, nor indeed to be a poor scholar, to which, unless it be a very poor one, I have almost as small pretension, but simply to undertake a while the heavier office of bursar for them; to cast up their accounts; to overlook the scouring of their plate; and to lay a list thereof, with a few specimens, before those who fight the fight of the Lord, that His saints, seeing the abasement of the proud and the chastisement of worldly-mindedness, may rejoice.
 

Sir Oliver. I am grown accustomed to such saints and such rejoicings. But, little could I have thought, threescore years ago, that the hearty and jovial people of England would ever join in so filching and stabbing a jocularity. Even the petticoated torchbearers from rotten Rome, who lighted the faggots in Smithfield some years before, if more blustering and cocksy, were less bitter and vulturine. They were all intolerant, but they were not all hypocritical; they had not always ‘the Lord’ in their mouth.
 

Oliver. According to their own notions, they might have had, at an outlay of a farthing.
 

Sir Oliver. Art facetious, Nol? for it is as hard to find that out as anything else in thee, only it makes thee look, at times, a little the grimmer and sourer.
 

But, regarding these gentlemen from Cambridge. Not being such as, by their habits and professions, could have opposed you in the field, I hold it unmilitary and unmanly to put them under any restraint, and to lead them away from their peaceful and useful occupations.
 

Oliver. I always bow submissively before the judgment of mine elders; and the more reverentially when I know them to be endowed with greater wisdom, and guided by surer experience than myself. Alas! these collegians not only are strong men, as you may readily see if you measure them round the waistband, but boisterous and pertinacious challengers. When we, who live in the fear of God, exhorted them earnestly unto peace and brotherly love, they held us in derision. Thus far indeed it might be an advantage to us, teaching us forbearance and self-seeking, but we cannot countenance the evil spirit moving them thereunto. Their occupations, as you remark most wisely, might have been useful and peaceful, and had formerly been so. Why then did they gird the sword of strife about their loins against the children of Israel? By their own declaration, not only are they our enemies, but enemies the most spiteful and untractable. When I came quietly, lawfully, and in the name of the Lord, for their plate, what did they? Instead of surrendering it like honest and conscientious men, they attacked me and my people on horseback, with syllogisms and enthymemes, and the Lord knows with what other such gimcracks; such venomous and rankling old weapons as those who have the fear of God before their eyes are fain to lay aside. Learning should not make folks mockers ... should not make folks malignants ... should not harden their hearts. We came with bowels for them.
 

Sir Oliver. That ye did! and bowels which would have stowed within them all the plate on board of a galleon. If tankards and wassail-bowls had stuck between your teeth, you would not have felt them.
 

Oliver. We did feel them; some at least: perhaps we missed too many.
 

Sir Oliver. How can these learned societies raise the money you exact from them, beside plate? dost think they can create and coin it?
 

Oliver. In Cambridge, Uncle Sir Oliver, and more especially in that college named in honour (as they profanely call it) of the Blessed Trinity, there are great conjurors or chemists. Now the said conjurors or chemists not only do possess the faculty of making the precious metals out of old books and parchments, but out of the skulls of young lordlings and gentlefolks, which verily promise less. And this they bring about by certain gold wires fastened at the top of certain caps. Of said metals, thus devilishly converted, do they make a vain and sumptuous use; so that, finally, they are afraid of cutting their lips with glass. But indeed it is high time to call them.
 

Sir Oliver. Well ... at last thou hast some mercy.
 

Oliver. [Aloud.] Cuffsatan Ramsbottom! Sadsoul Kiteclaw! advance! Let every gown, together with the belly that is therein, mount up behind you and your comrades in good fellowship. And forasmuch as you at the country places look to bit and bridle, it seemeth fair and equitable that ye should leave unto them, in full propriety, the mancipular office of discharging the account. If there be any spare beds at the inns, allow the doctors and dons to occupy the same ... they being used to lie softly; and be not urgent that more than three lie in each ... they being mostly corpulent. Let pass quietly and unreproved any light bubble of pride or impetuosity, seeing that they have not always been accustomed to the service of guards and ushers. The Lord be with ye!... Slow trot! And now, Uncle Sir Oliver, I can resist no longer your loving kindness. I kiss you, my godfather, in heart’s and soul’s duty; and most humbly and gratefully do I accept of your invitation to dine and lodge with you, albeit the least worthy of your family and kinsfolk. After the refreshment of needful food, more needful prayer, and that sleep which descendeth on the innocent like the dew of Hermon, to-morrow at daybreak I proceed on my journey Londonward.
 

Sir Oliver. [Aloud.] Ho, there! [To a servant.] Let dinner be prepared in the great dining-room; let every servant be in waiting, each in full livery; let every delicacy the house affords be placed upon the table in due courses; arrange all the plate upon the sideboard: a gentleman by descent ... a stranger ... has claimed my hospitality. [Servant goes.]
 

Sir! you are now master. Grant me dispensation, I entreat you, from a further attendance on you.
 
  


THE COUNT GLEICHEM: THE COUNTESS: THEIR CHILDREN, AND ZAIDA.
 

Countess. Ludolph! my beloved Ludolph! do we meet again? Ah! I am jealous of these little ones, and of the embraces you are giving them.
 

Why sigh, my sweet husband?
 

Come back again, Wilhelm! Come back again, Annabella! How could you run away? Do you think you can see better out of the corner?
 

Annabella. Is this indeed our papa? What, in the name of mercy, can have given him so dark a colour? I hope I shall never be like that; and yet everybody tells me I am very like papa.
 

Wilhelm. Do not let her plague you, papa; but take me between your knees (I am too old to sit upon them), and tell me all about the Turks, and how you ran away from them.
 

Countess. Wilhelm! if your father had run away from the enemy, we should not have been deprived of him two whole years.
 

Wilhelm. I am hardly such a child as to suppose that a Christian knight would run away from a rebel Turk in battle. But even Christians are taken, somehow, by their tricks and contrivances, and their dog Mahomet. Beside, you know you yourself told me, with tear after tear, and scolding me for mine, that papa was taken by them.
 

Annabella. Neither am I, who am only one year younger, so foolish as to believe there is any dog Mahomet. And, if there were, we have dogs that are better and faithfuller and stronger.
 

Wilhelm. [To his father.] I can hardly help laughing to think what curious fancies girls have about Mahomet. We know that Mahomet is a dog-spirit with three horsetails.
 

Annabella. Papa! I am glad to see you smile at Wilhelm. I do assure you he is not half so bad a boy as he was, although he did point at me, and did tell you some mischief.
 

Count. I ought to be indeed most happy at seeing you all again.
 

Annabella. And so you are. Don’t pretend to look grave now. I very easily find you out. I often look grave when I am the happiest. But forth it bursts at last: there is no room for it in tongue, or eyes, or anywhere.
 

Count. And so, my little angel, you begin to recollect me.
 

Annabella. At first I used to dream of papa, but at last I forgot how to dream of him: and then I cried, but at last I left off crying. And then, papa, who could come to me in my sleep, seldom came again.
 

Count. Why do you now draw back from me, Annabella?
 

Annabella. Because you really are so very very brown: just like those ugly Turks who sawed the pines in the saw-pit under the wood, and who refused to drink wine in the heat of summer, when Wilhelm and I brought it to them. Do not be angry; we did it only once.
 

Wilhelm. Because one of them stamped and frightened her when the other seemed to bless us.
 

Count. Are they still living?
 

Countess. One of them is.
 

Wilhelm. The fierce one.
 

Count. We will set him free, and wish it were the other.
 

Annabella. Papa! I am glad you are come back without your spurs.
 

Countess. Hush, child, hush.
 

Annabella. Why, mamma? Do not you remember how they tore my frock when I clung to him at parting? Now I begin to think of him again: I lose everything between that day and this.
 

Countess. The girl’s idle prattle about the spurs has pained you: always too sensitive; always soon hurt, though never soon offended.
 

Count. O God! O my children! O my wife! it is not the loss of spurs I now must blush for.
 

Annabella. Indeed, papa, you never can blush at all, until you cut that horrid beard off.
 

Countess. Well may you say, my own Ludolph, as you do; for most gallant was your bearing in the battle.
 

Count. Ah! why was it ever fought?
 

Countess. Why were most battles? But they may lead to glory even through slavery.
 

Count. And to shame and sorrow.
 

Countess. Have I lost the little beauty I possessed, that you hold my hand so languidly, and turn away your eyes when they meet mine? It was not so formerly ... unless when first we loved.
 

That one kiss restores to me all my lost happiness.
 

Come; the table is ready: there are your old wines upon it: you must want that refreshment.
 

Count. Go, my sweet children! you must eat your supper before I do.
 

Countess. Run into your own room for it.
 

Annabella. I will not go until papa has patted me again on the shoulder, now I begin to remember it. I do not much mind the beard: I grow used to it already: but indeed I liked better to stroke and pat the smooth laughing cheek, with my arm across the neck behind. It is very pleasant even so. Am I not grown? I can put the whole length of my finger between your lips.
 

Count. And now, will not you come, Wilhelm?
 

Wilhelm. I am too tall and too heavy: she is but a child. [Whispers.] Yet I think, papa, I am hardly so much of a man but you may kiss me over again ... if you will not let her see it.
 

Countess. My dears! why do not you go to your supper?
 

Annabella. Because he has come to show us what Turks are like.
 

Wilhelm. Do not be angry with her. Do not look down, papa!
 

Count. Blessings on you both, sweet children!
 

Wilhelm. We may go now.
 

Countess. And now, Ludolph, come to the table, and tell me all your sufferings.
 

Count. The worst begin here.
 

Countess. Ungrateful Ludolph!
 

Count. I am he: that is my name in full.
 

Countess. You have then ceased to love me?
 

Count. Worse; if worse can be: I have ceased to deserve your love.
 

Countess. No: Ludolph hath spoken falsely for once; but Ludolph is not false.
 

Count. I have forfeited all I ever could boast of, your affection and my own esteem. Away with caresses! Repulse me, abjure me; hate, and never pardon me. Let the abject heart lie untorn by one remorse. Forgiveness would split and shiver what slavery but abased.
 

Countess. Again you embrace me; and yet tell me never to pardon you! O inconsiderate man! O idle deviser of impossible things!
 

But you have not introduced to me those who purchased your freedom, or who achieved it by their valour.
 

Count. Mercy! O God!
 

Countess. Are they dead? Was the plague abroad.
 

Count. I will not dissemble ... such was never my intention ... that my deliverance was brought about by means of —— 
 

Countess. Say it at once ... a lady.
 

Count. It was.
 

Countess. She fled with you.
 

Count. She did.
 

Countess. And have you left her, sir?
 

Count. Alas! alas! I have not; and never can.
 

Countess. Now come to my arms, brave, honourable Ludolph! Did I not say thou couldst not be ungrateful? Where, where is she who has given me back my husband?
 

Count. Dare I utter it! in this house.
 

Countess. Call the children.
 

Count. No; they must not affront her: they must not even stare at her: other eyes, not theirs, must stab me to the heart.
 

Countess. They shall bless her; we will all. Bring her in.
 

[Zaida is led in by the Count.]
 

Countess. We three have stood silent long enough: and much there may be on which we will for ever keep silence. But, sweet young creature! can I refuse my protection, or my love, to the preserver of my husband? Can I think it a crime, or even a folly, to have pitied the brave and the unfortunate? to have pressed (but alas! that it ever should have been so here!) a generous heart to a tender one?
 

Why do you begin to weep?
 

Zaida. Under your kindness, O lady, lie the sources of these tears.
 

But why has he left us? He might help me to say many things which I want to say.
 

Countess. Did he never tell you he was married?
 

Zaida. He did indeed.
 

Countess. That he had children?
 

Zaida. It comforted me a little to hear it.
 

Countess. Why? prithee why?
 

Zaida. When I was in grief at the certainty of holding but the second place in his bosom, I thought I could at least go and play with them, and win perhaps their love.
 

Countess. According to our religion, a man must have only one wife.
 

Zaida. That troubled me again. But the dispenser of your religion, who binds and unbinds, does for sequins or services what our Prophet does purely through kindness.
 

Countess. We can love but one.
 

Zaida. We indeed can love only one: but men have large hearts.
 

Countess. Unhappy girl!
 

Zaida. The very happiest in the world.
 

Countess. Ah! inexperienced creature!
 

Zaida. The happier for that perhaps.
 

Countess. But the sin!
 

Zaida. Where sin is, there must be sorrow: and I, my sweet sister, feel none whatever. Even when tears fall from my eyes, they fall only to cool my breast: I would not have one the fewer: they all are for him: whatever he does, whatever he causes, is dear to me.
 

Countess. [Aside.] This is too much. I could hardly endure to have him so beloved by another, even at the extremity of the earth. [To Zaida.] You would not lead him into perdition?
 

Zaida. I have led him (Allah be praised!) to his wife and children. It was for those I left my father. He whom we love might have stayed with me at home: but there he would have been only half happy, even had he been free. I could not often let him see me through the lattice; I was too afraid; and I dared only once let fall the water-melon; it made such a noise in dropping and rolling on the terrace: but, another day, when I had pared it nicely, and had swathed it up well among vine-leaves, dipped in sugar and sherbet, I was quite happy. I leaped and danced to have been so ingenious. I wonder what creature could have found and eaten it. I wish he were here, that I might ask him if he knew.
 

Countess. He quite forgot home then!
 

Zaida. When we could speak together at all, he spoke perpetually of those whom the calamity of war had separated from him.
 

Countess. It appears that you could comfort him in his distress, and did it willingly.
 

Zaida. It is delightful to kiss the eye-lashes of the beloved: is it not? but never so delightful as when fresh tears are on them.
 

Countess. And even this too? you did this?
 

Zaida. Fifty times.
 

Countess. Insupportable!
 

He often then spoke about me?
 

Zaida. As sure as ever we met: for he knew I loved him the better when I heard him speak so fondly.
 

Countess. [To herself.] Is this possible? It may be ... of the absent, the unknown, the unfeared, the unsuspected.
 

Zaida. We shall now be so happy, all three.
 

Countess. How can we all live together?
 

Zaida. Now he is here, is there no bond of union?
 

Countess. Of union? of union? [Aside.] Slavery is a frightful thing! slavery for life, too! And she released him from it. What then? Impossible! impossible! [To Zaida.] We are rich....
 

Zaida. I am glad to hear it. Nothing anywhere goes on well without riches.
 

Countess. We can provide for you amply....
 

Zaida. Our husband....
 

Countess. Our!... husband!...
 

Zaida. Yes, yes; I know he is yours too; and you, being the elder and having children, are lady above all. He can tell you how little I want: a bath, a slave, a dish of pilau, one jonquil every morning, as usual; nothing more. But he must swear that he has kissed it first. No, he need not swear it; I may always see him do it, now.
 

Countess. [Aside.] She agonizes me. [To Zaida.] Will you never be induced to return to your own country? Could not Ludolph persuade you?
 

Zaida. He who could once persuade me anything, may now command me everything: when he says I must go, I go. But he knows what awaits me.
 

Countess. No, child! he never shall say it.
 

Zaida. Thanks, lady! eternal thanks! The breaking of his word would break my heart; and better that break first. Let the command come from you, and not from him.
 

Countess. [Calling aloud.] Ludolph! Ludolph! hither! Kiss the hand I present to you, and never forget it is the hand of a preserver.
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FIRST DAY’S INTERVIEW
 

Boccaccio. Who is he that entered, and now steps so silently and softly, yet with a foot so heavy it shakes my curtains?
 

Frate Biagio! can it possibly be you?
 

No more physic for me, nor masses neither, at present.
 

Assunta! Assuntina! who is it?
 

Assunta. I cannot say, Signor Padrone! he puts his finger in the dimple of his chin, and smiles to make me hold my tongue.
 

Boccaccio. Fra Biagio! are you come from Samminiato for this? You need not put your finger there. We want no secrets. The girl knows her duty and does her business. I have slept well, and wake better. [Raising himself up a little.]
 

Why? who are you? It makes my eyes ache to look aslant over the sheets; and I cannot get to sit quite upright so conveniently; and I must not have the window-shutters opened, they tell me.
 

Petrarca. Dear Giovanni! have you then been very unwell?
 

Boccaccio. O that sweet voice! and this fat friendly hand of thine, Francesco!
 

Thou hast distilled all the pleasantest flowers, and all the wholesomest herbs of spring, into my breast already.
 

What showers we have had this April, ay! How could you come along such roads? If the devil were my labourer, I would make him work upon these of Certaldo. He would have little time and little itch for mischief ere he had finished them, but would gladly fan himself with an Agnus-castus, and go to sleep all through the carnival.
 

Petrarca. Let us cease to talk both of the labour and the labourer. You have then been dangerously ill?
 

Boccaccio. I do not know: they told me I was: and truly a man might be unwell enough, who has twenty masses said for him, and fain sigh when he thinks what he has paid for them. As I hope to be saved, they cost me a lira each. Assunta is a good market-girl in eggs, and mutton, and cow-heel; but I would not allow her to argue and haggle about the masses. Indeed she knows best whether they were not fairly worth all that was asked for them, although I could have bought a winter cloak for less money. However, we do not want both at the same time. I did not want the cloak: I wanted them, it seems. And yet I begin to think God would have had mercy on me, if I had begged it of him myself in my own house. What think you?
 

Petrarca. I think he might.
 

Boccaccio. Particularly if I offered him the sacrifice on which I wrote to you.
 

Petrarca. That letter has brought me hither.
 

Boccaccio. You do then insist on my fulfilling my promise, the moment I can leave my bed. I am ready and willing.
 

Petrarca. Promise! none was made. You only told me that, if it pleased God to restore you to your health again, you are ready to acknowledge His mercy by the holocaust of your Decameron. What proof have you that God would exact it? If you could destroy the Inferno of Dante, would you?
 

Boccaccio. Not I, upon my life! I would not promise to burn a copy of it on the condition of a recovery for twenty years.
 

Petrarca. You are the only author who would not rather demolish another’s work than his own; especially if he thought it better: a thought which seldom goes beyond suspicion.
 

Boccaccio. I am not jealous of any one: I think admiration pleasanter. Moreover, Dante and I did not come forward at the same time, nor take the same walks. His flames are too fierce for you and me: we had trouble enough with milder. I never felt any high gratification in hearing of people being damned; and much less would I toss them into the fire myself. I might indeed have put a nettle under the nose of the learned judge in Florence, when he banished you and your family; but I hardly think I could have voted for more than a scourging to the foulest and fiercest of the party.
 

Petrarca. Be as compassionate, be as amiably irresolute, toward your own Novelle, which have injured no friend of yours, and deserve more affection.
 

Boccaccio. Francesco! no character I ever knew, ever heard of, or ever feigned, deserves the same affection as you do; the tenderest lover, the truest friend, the firmest patriot, and, rarest of glories! the poet who cherishes another’s fame as dearly as his own.
 

Petrarca. If aught of this is true, let it be recorded of me that my exhortations and entreaties have been successful, in preserving the works of the most imaginative and creative genius that our Italy, or indeed our world, hath in any age beheld.
 

Boccaccio. I would not destroy his poems, as I told you, or think I told you. Even the worst of the Florentines, who in general keep only one of God’s commandments, keep it rigidly in regard to Dante — 
 

Love them who curse you.
 

He called them all scoundrels, with somewhat less courtesy than cordiality, and less afraid of censure for veracity than adulation: he sent their fathers to hell, with no inclination to separate the child and parent: and now they are hugging him for it in his shroud! Would you ever have suspected them of being such lovers of justice?
 

You must have mistaken my meaning; the thought never entered my head: the idea of destroying a single copy of Dante! And what effect would that produce? There must be fifty, or near it, in various parts of Italy.
 

Petrarca. I spoke of you.
 

Boccaccio. Of me! My poetry is vile; I have already thrown into the fire all of it within my reach.
 

Petrarca. Poetry was not the question. We neither of us are such poets as we thought ourselves when we were younger, and as younger men think us still. I meant your Decameron; in which there is more character, more nature, more invention, than either modern or ancient Italy, or than Greece, from whom she derived her whole inheritance, ever claimed or ever knew. Would you consume a beautiful meadow because there are reptiles in it; or because a few grubs hereafter may be generated by the succulence of the grass?
 

Boccaccio. You amaze me: you utterly confound me.
 

Petrarca. If you would eradicate twelve or thirteen of the Novelle, and insert the same number of better, which you could easily do within as many weeks, I should be heartily glad to see it done. Little more than a tenth of the Decameron is bad: less than a twentieth of the Divina Commedia is good.
 

Boccaccio. So little?
 

Petrarca. Let me never seem irreverent to our master.
 

Boccaccio. Speak plainly and fearlessly, Francesco! Malice and detraction are strangers to you.
 

Petrarca. Well then: at least sixteen parts in twenty of the Inferno and Purgatorio are detestable, both in poetry and principle: the higher parts are excellent indeed.
 

Boccaccio. I have been reading the Paradiso more recently. Here it is, under the pillow. It brings me happier dreams than the others, and takes no more time in bringing them. Preparation for my lectures made me remember a great deal of the poem. I did not request my auditors to admire the beauty of the metrical version:
 

Osanna sanctus deus Sabbaoth, Super-illustrans charitate tuâ Felices ignes horum Malahoth,
 

nor these, with a slip of Italian between two pales of Latin:
 

Modicum, et non videbitis me, Et iterum, sorelle mie dilette, Modicum, et vos videbitis me.
 

I dare not repeat all I recollect of
 

Pepe Setan, Pepe Setan, aleppe,
 

as there is no holy-water-sprinkler in the room: and you are aware that other dangers awaited me, had I been so imprudent as to show the Florentines the allusion of our poet. His gergo is perpetually in play, and sometimes plays very roughly.
 

Petrarca. We will talk again of him presently. I must now rejoice with you over the recovery and safety of your prodigal son, the Decameron.
 

Boccaccio. So then, you would preserve at any rate my favourite volume from the threatened conflagration.
 

Petrarca. Had I lived at the time of Dante, I would have given him the same advice in the same circumstances. Yet how different is the tendency of the two productions! Yours is somewhat too licentious; and young men, in whose nature, or rather in whose education and habits, there is usually this failing, will read you with more pleasure than is commendable or innocent. Yet the very time they occupy with you, would perhaps be spent in the midst of those excesses or irregularities, to which the moralist, in his utmost severity, will argue that your pen directs them. Now there are many who are fond of standing on the brink of precipices, and who nevertheless are as cautious as any of falling in. And there are minds desirous of being warmed by description, which without this warmth might seek excitement among the things described.
 

I would not tell you in health what I tell you in convalescence, nor urge you to compose what I dissuade you from cancelling. After this avowal, I do declare to you, Giovanni, that in my opinion, the very idlest of your tales will do the world as much good as evil; not reckoning the pleasure of reading, nor the exercise and recreation of the mind, which in themselves are good. What I reprove you for, is the indecorous and uncleanly; and these, I trust, you will abolish. Even these, however, may repel from vice the ingenuous and graceful spirit, and can never lead any such toward them. Never have you taken an inhuman pleasure in blunting and fusing the affections at the furnace of the passions; never, in hardening by sour sagacity and ungenial strictures, that delicacy which is more productive of innocence and happiness, more estranged from every track and tendency of their opposites, than what in cold, crude systems hath holden the place and dignity of the highest virtue. May you live, O my friend, in the enjoyment of health, to substitute the facetious for the licentious, the simple for the extravagant, the true and characteristic for the indefinite and diffuse.
 

 
 

Boccaccio. And after all this, can you bear to think what I am?
 

Petrarca. Complacently and joyfully; venturing, nevertheless, to offer you a friend’s advice.
 

Enter into the mind and heart of your own creatures: think of them long, entirely, solely: never of style, never of self, never of critics, cracked or sound. Like the miles of an open country, and of an ignorant population, when they are correctly measured they become smaller. In the loftiest rooms and richest entablatures are suspended the most spider-webs; and the quarry out of which palaces are erected is the nursery of nettle and bramble.
 

Boccaccio. It is better to keep always in view such writers as Cicero, than to run after those idlers who throw stones that can never reach us.
 

Petrarca. If you copied him to perfection, and on no occasion lost sight of him, you would be an indifferent, not to say a bad writer.
 

Boccaccio. I begin to think you are in the right. Well then, retrenching some of my licentious tales, I must endeavour to fill up the vacancy with some serious and some pathetic.
 

Petrarca. I am heartily glad to hear of this decision; for, admirable as you are in the jocose, you descend from your natural position when you come to the convivial and the festive. You were placed among the Affections, to move and master them, and gifted with the rod that sweetens the fount of tears. My nature leads me also to the pathetic; in which, however, an imbecile writer may obtain celebrity. Even the hard-hearted are fond of such reading, when they are fond of any; and nothing is easier in the world than to find and accumulate its sufferings. Yet this very profusion and luxuriance of misery is the reason why few have excelled in describing it. The eye wanders over the mass without noticing the peculiarities. To mark them distinctly is the work of genius; a work so rarely performed, that, if time and space may be compared, specimens of it stand at wider distances than the trophies of Sesostris. Here we return again to the Inferno of Dante, who overcame the difficulty. In this vast desert are its greater and its less oasis; Ugolino and Francesca di Rimini. The peopled region is peopled chiefly with monsters and moschitoes: the rest for the most part is sand and suffocation.
 

Boccaccio. Ah! had Dante remained through life the pure solitary lover of Bice, his soul had been gentler, tranquiller, and more generous. He scarcely hath described half the curses he went through, nor the roads he took on the journey: theology, politics, and that barbican of the Inferno, marriage, surrounded with its
 

Selva selvaggia ed aspra e forte.
 

Admirable is indeed the description of Ugolino, to whoever can endure the sight of an old soldier gnawing at the scalp of an old archbishop.
 

Petrarca. The thirty lines from
 

Ed io sentii,
 

are unequalled by any other continuous thirty in the whole dominions of poetry.
 

Boccaccio. Give me rather the six on Francesca: for if in the former I find the simple, vigorous, clear narration, I find also what I would not wish, the features of Ugolino reflected full in Dante. The two characters are similar in themselves; hard, cruel, inflexible, malignant, but, whenever moved, moved powerfully. In Francesca, with the faculty of divine spirits, he leaves his own nature (not indeed the exact representative of theirs) and converts all his strength into tenderness. The great poet, like the original man of the Platonists, is double, possessing the further advantage of being able to drop one half at his option, and to resume it. Some of the tenderest on paper have no sympathies beyond; and some of the austerest in their intercourse with their fellow-creatures have deluged the world with tears. It is not from the rose that the bee gathers her honey, but often from the most acrid and the most bitter leaves and petals:
 

Quando leggemmo il disiato viso Esser baciato di cotanto amante, Questi, chi mai da me non sia diviso! La bocca mi baciò tutto tremante ... Galeotto fù il libro, e chi lo scrisse ... Quel giorno più non vi leggemmo avante.
 

In the midst of her punishment, Francesca, when she comes to the tenderest part of her story, tells it with complacency and delight; and, instead of naming Paolo, which indeed she never has done from the beginning, she now designates him as
 

Questi chi mai da me non sia diviso!
 

Are we not impelled to join in her prayer, wishing them happier in their union?
 

Petrarca. If there be no sin in it.
 

Boccaccio. Ay, and even if there be ... God help us!
 

What a sweet aspiration in each cesura of the verse! three love-sighs fixed and incorporate! Then, when she hath said
 

La bocca mi baciò, tutto tremante,
 

she stops: she would avert the eyes of Dante from her: he looks for the sequel: she thinks he looks severely: she says: ‘Galeotto is the name of the book,’ fancying by this timorous little flight she has drawn him far enough from the nest of her young loves. No, the eagle beak of Dante and his piercing eyes are yet over her.
 

‘Galeotto is the name of the book.’
 

‘What matters that?’
 

‘And of the writer.’
 

‘Or that either?’
 

At last she disarms him: but how?
 

‘That day we read no more.’
 

Such a depth of intuitive judgment, such a delicacy of perception, exists not in any other work of human genius; and from an author who, on almost all occasions, in this part of the work, betrays a deplorable want of it.
 

Petrarca. Perfection of poetry! The greater is my wonder at discovering nothing else of the same order or cast in this whole section of the poem. He who fainted at the recital of Francesca,
 

And he who fell as a dead body falls,
 

would exterminate all the inhabitants of every town in Italy! What execrations against Florence, Pistoia, Siena, Pisa, Genoa! what hatred against the whole human race! what exultation and merriment at eternal and immitigable sufferings! Seeing this, I cannot but consider the Inferno as the most immoral and impious book that ever was written. Yet, hopeless that our country shall ever see again such poetry, and certain that without it our future poets would be more feebly urged forward to excellence, I would have dissuaded Dante from cancelling it, if this had been his intention. Much however as I admire his vigour and severity of style in the description of Ugolino, I acknowledge with you that I do not discover so much imagination, so much creative power, as in the Francesca. I find indeed a minute detail of probable events: but this is not all I want in a poet: it is not even all I want most in a scene of horror. Tribunals of justice, dens of murderers, wards of hospitals, schools of anatomy, will afford us nearly the same sensations, if we hear them from an accurate observer, a clear reporter, a skilful surgeon, or an attentive nurse. There is nothing of sublimity in the horrific of Dante, which there always is in Aeschylus and Homer. If you, Giovanni, had described so nakedly the reception of Guiscardo’s heart by Gismonda, or Lorenzo’s head by Lisabetta, we could hardly have endured it.
 

Boccaccio. Prithee, dear Francesco, do not place me over Dante: I stagger at the idea of approaching him.
 

Petrarca. Never think I am placing you blindly or indiscriminately. I have faults to find with you, and even here. Lisabetta should by no means have been represented cutting off the head of her lover, ‘as well as she could,’ with a clasp-knife. This is shocking and improbable. She might have found it already cut off by her brothers, in order to bury the corpse more commodiously and expeditiously. Nor indeed is it likely that she should have entrusted it to her waiting-maid, who carried home in her bosom a treasure so dear to her, and found so unexpectedly and so lately.
 

Boccaccio. That is true: I will correct the oversight. Why do we never hear of our faults until everybody knows them, and until they stand in record against us?
 

Petrarca. Because our ears are closed to truth and friendship for some time after the triumphal course of composition. We are too sensitive for the gentlest touch; and when we really have the most infirmity, we are angry to be told that we have any.
 

Boccaccio. Ah, Francesco! thou art poet from scalp to heel: but what other would open his breast as thou hast done! They show ostentatiously far worse weaknesses; but the most honest of the tribe would forswear himself on this. Again, I acknowledge it, you have reason to complain of Lisabetta and Gismonda.
 

 
 

Petrarca. In my delight to listen to you after so long an absence, I have been too unwary; and you have been speaking too much for one infirm. Greatly am I to blame, not to have moderated my pleasure and your vivacity. You must rest now: to-morrow we will renew our conversation.
 

Boccaccio. God bless thee, Francesco! I shall be talking with thee all night in my slumbers. Never have I seen thee with such pleasure as to-day, excepting when I was deemed worthy by our fellow-citizens of bearing to thee, and of placing within this dear hand of thine, the sentence of recall from banishment, and when my tears streamed over the ordinance as I read it, whereby thy paternal lands were redeemed from the public treasury.
 

Again God bless thee! Those tears were not quite exhausted: take the last of them.
 
  


THIRD DAY’S INTERVIEW
 

It being now the Lord’s day, Messer Francesco thought it meet that he should rise early in the morning and bestir himself, to hear mass in the parish church at Certaldo. Whereupon he went on tiptoe, if so weighty a man could indeed go in such a fashion, and lifted softly the latch of Ser Giovanni’s chamber door, that he might salute him ere he departed, and occasion no wonder at the step he was about to take. He found Ser Giovanni fast asleep, with the missal wide open across his nose, and a pleasant smile on his genial, joyous mouth. Ser Francesco leaned over the couch, closed his hands together, and looking with even more than his usual benignity, said in a low voice:
 

‘God bless thee, gentle soul! the mother of purity and innocence protect thee!’
 

He then went into the kitchen, where he found the girl Assunta, and mentioned his resolution. She informed him that the horse had eaten his two beans, and was as strong as a lion and as ready as a lover. Ser Francesco patted her on the cheek, and called her semplicetta! She was overjoyed at this honour from so great a man, the bosom friend of her good master, whom she had always thought the greatest man in the world, not excepting Monsignore, until he told her he was only a dog confronted with Ser Francesco. She tripped alertly across the paved court into the stable, and took down the saddle and bridle from the farther end of the rack. But Ser Francesco, with his natural politeness, would not allow her to equip his palfrey.
 

‘This is not the work for maidens,’ said he; ‘return to the house, good girl!’
 

She lingered a moment, then went away; but, mistrusting the dexterity of Ser Francesco, she stopped and turned back again, and peeped through the half-closed door, and heard sundry sobs and wheezes round about the girth. Ser Francesco’s wind ill seconded his intention; and, although he had thrown the saddle valiantly and stoutly in its station, yet the girths brought him into extremity. She entered again, and dissembling the reason, asked him whether he would not take a small beaker of the sweet white wine before he set out, and offered to girdle the horse while his Reverence bitted and bridled him. Before any answer could be returned, she had begun. And having now satisfactorily executed her undertaking, she felt irrepressible delight and glee at being able to do what Ser Francesco had failed in. He was scarcely more successful with his allotment of the labour; found unlooked-for intricacies and complications in the machinery, wondered that human wit could not simplify it, and declared that the animal had never exhibited such restiveness before. In fact, he never had experienced the same grooming. At this conjuncture, a green cap made its appearance, bound with straw-coloured ribbon, and surmounted with two bushy sprigs of hawthorn, of which the globular buds were swelling, and some bursting, but fewer yet open. It was young Simplizio Nardi, who sometimes came on the Sunday morning to sweep the courtyard for Assunta.
 

‘Oh! this time you are come just when you were wanted,’ said the girl.
 

‘Bridle, directly, Ser Francesco’s horse, and then go away about your business.’
 

The youth blushed, and kissed Ser Francesco’s hand, begging his permission. It was soon done. He then held the stirrup; and Ser Francesco, with scarcely three efforts, was seated and erect on the saddle. The horse, however, had somewhat more inclination for the stable than for the expedition; and, as Assunta was handing to the rider his long ebony staff, bearing an ivory caduceus, the quadruped turned suddenly round. Simplizio called him bestiaccia! and then, softening it, poco garbato! and proposed to Ser Francesco that he should leave the bastone behind, and take the crab-switch he presented to him, giving at the same time a sample of its efficacy, which covered the long grizzle hair of the worthy quadruped with a profusion of pink blossoms, like embroidery. The offer was declined; but Assunta told Simplizio to carry it himself, and to walk by the side of Ser Canonico quite up to the church porch, having seen what a sad, dangerous beast his reverence had under him.
 

With perfect good will, partly in the pride of obedience to Assunta, and partly to enjoy the renown of accompanying a canon of Holy Church, Simplizio did as she enjoined.
 

And now the sound of village bells, in many hamlets and convents and churches out of sight, was indistinctly heard, and lost again; and at last the five of Certaldo seemed to crow over the faintness of them all. The freshness of the morning was enough of itself to excite the spirits of youth; a portion of which never fails to descend on years that are far removed from it, if the mind has partaken in innocent mirth while it was its season and its duty to enjoy it. Parties of young and old passed the canonico and his attendant with mute respect, bowing and bare-headed; for that ebony staff threw its spell over the tongue, which the frank and hearty salutation of the bearer was inadequate to break. Simplizio, once or twice, attempted to call back an intimate of the same age with himself; but the utmost he could obtain was a riveritissimo! and a genuflexion to the rider. It is reported that a heart-burning rose up from it in the breast of a cousin, some days after, too distinctly apparent in the long-drawn appellation of Gnor Simplizio.
 

Ser Francesco moved gradually forward, his steed picking his way along the lane, and looking fixedly on the stones with all the sobriety of a mineralogist. He himself was well satisfied with the pace, and told Simplizio to be sparing of the switch, unless in case of a hornet or a gadfly. Simplizio smiled, toward the hedge, and wondered at the condescension of so great a theologian and astrologer, in joking with him about the gadflies and hornets in the beginning of April. ‘Ah! there are men in the world who can make wit out of anything!’ said he to himself.
 

As they approached the walls of the town, the whole country was pervaded by a stirring and diversified air of gladness. Laughter and songs and flutes and viols, inviting voices and complying responses, mingled with merry bells and with processional hymns, along the woodland paths and along the yellow meadows. It was really the Lord’s Day, for He made His creatures happy in it, and their hearts were thankful. Even the cruel had ceased from cruelty; and the rich man alone exacted from the animal his daily labour. Ser Francesco made this remark, and told his youthful guide that he had never been before where he could not walk to church on a Sunday; and that nothing should persuade him to urge the speed of his beast, on the seventh day, beyond his natural and willing foot’s-pace. He reached the gates of Certaldo more than half an hour before the time of service, and he found laurels suspended over them, and being suspended; and many pleasant and beautiful faces were protruded between the ranks of gentry and clergy who awaited him. Little did he expect such an attendance; but Fra Biagio of San Vivaldo, who himself had offered no obsequiousness or respect, had scattered the secret of his visit throughout the whole country. A young poet, the most celebrated in the town, approached the canonico with a long scroll of verses, which fell below the knee, beginning:
 

How shall we welcome our illustrious guest?
 

To which Ser Francesco immediately replied: ‘Take your favourite maiden, lead the dance with her, and bid all your friends follow; you have a good half-hour for it.’
 

Universal applauses succeeded, the music struck up, couples were instantly formed. The gentry on this occasion led out the cittadinanza, as they usually do in the villeggiatura, rarely in the carnival, and never at other times. The elder of the priests stood round in their sacred vestments, and looked with cordiality and approbation on the youths, whose hands and arms could indeed do much, and did it, but whose active eyes could rarely move upward the modester of their partners.
 

While the elder of the clergy were thus gathering the fruits of their liberal cares and paternal exhortations, some of the younger looked on with a tenderer sentiment, not unmingled with regret. Suddenly the bells ceased; the figure of the dance was broken; all hastened into the church; and many hands that joined on the green, met together at the font, and touched the brow reciprocally with its lustral waters, in soul-devotion.
 

After the service, and after a sermon a good church-hour in length to gratify him, enriched with compliments from all authors, Christian and Pagan, informing him at the conclusion that, although he had been crowned in the Capitol, he must die, being born mortal, Ser Francesco rode homeward. The sermon seemed to have sunk deeply into him, and even into the horse under him, for both of them nodded, both snorted, and one stumbled. Simplizio was twice fain to cry:
 

‘Ser Canonico! Riverenza! in this country if we sleep before dinner it does us harm. There are stones in the road, Ser Canonico, loose as eggs in a nest, and pretty nigh as thick together, huge as mountains.’
 

‘Good lad!’ said Ser Francesco, rubbing his eyes, ‘toss the biggest of them out of the way, and never mind the rest.’
 

The horse, although he walked, shuffled almost into an amble as he approached the stable, and his master looked up at it with nearly the same contentment. Assunta had been ordered to wait for his return, and cried:
 

‘O Ser Francesco! you are looking at our long apricot, that runs the whole length of the stable and barn, covered with blossoms as the old white hen is with feathers. You must come in the summer, and eat this fine fruit with Signor Padrone. You cannot think how ruddy and golden and sweet and mellow it is. There are peaches in all the fields, and plums, and pears, and apples, but there is not another apricot for miles and miles. Ser Giovanni brought the stone from Naples before I was born: a lady gave it to him when she had eaten only half the fruit off it: but perhaps you may have seen her, for you have ridden as far as Rome, or beyond. Padrone looks often at the fruit, and eats it willingly; and I have seen him turn over the stones in his plate, and choose one out from the rest, and put it into his pocket, but never plant it.’
 

‘Where is the youth?’ inquired Ser Francesco.
 

‘Gone away,’ answered the maiden.
 

‘I wanted to thank him,’ said the Canonico.
 

‘May I tell him so?’ asked she.
 

‘And give him ...’ continued he, holding a piece of silver.
 

‘I will give him something of my own, if he goes on and behaves well,’ said she; ‘but Signor Padrone would drive him away for ever, I am sure, if he were tempted in an evil hour to accept a quattrino for any service he could render the friends of the house.’
 

Ser Francesco was delighted with the graceful animation of this ingenuous girl, and asked her, with a little curiosity, how she could afford to make him a present.
 

‘I do not intend to make him a present,’ she replied: ‘but it is better he should be rewarded by me,’ she blushed and hesitated, ‘or by Signor Padrone,’ she added, ‘than by your reverence. He has not done half his duty yet; not half. I will teach him: he is quite a child; four months younger than me.’
 

Ser Francesco went into the house, saying to himself at the doorway:
 

‘Truth, innocence, and gentle manners have not yet left the earth. There are sermons that never make the ears weary. I have heard but few of them, and come from church for this.’
 

Whether Simplizio had obeyed some private signal from Assunta, or whether his own delicacy had prompted him to disappear, he was now again in the stable, and the manger was replenished with hay. A bucket was soon after heard ascending from the well; and then two words: ‘Thanks, Simplizio.’
 

When Petrarca entered the chamber, he found Boccaccio with his breviary in his hand, not looking into it indeed, but repeating a thanksgiving in an audible and impassioned tone of voice. Seeing Ser Francesco, he laid the book down beside him, and welcomed him.
 

‘I hope you have an appetite after your ride,’ said he, ‘for you have sent home a good dinner before you.’
 

Ser Francesco did not comprehend him, and expressed it not in words but in looks.
 

‘I am afraid you will dine sadly late to-day: noon has struck this half-hour, and you must wait another, I doubt. However, by good luck, I had a couple of citrons in the house, intended to assuage my thirst if the fever had continued. This being over, by God’s mercy, I will try (please God!) whether we two greyhounds cannot be a match for a leveret.’
 

‘How is this?’ said Ser Francesco.
 

‘Young Marc-Antonio Grilli, the cleverest lad in the parish at noosing any wild animal, is our patron of the feast. He has wanted for many a day to say something in the ear of Matilda Vercelli. Bringing up the leveret to my bedside, and opening the lips, and cracking the knuckles, and turning the foot round to show the quality and quantity of the hair upon it, and to prove that it really and truly was a leveret, and might be eaten without offence to my teeth, he informed me that he had left his mother in the yard, ready to dress it for me; she having been cook to the prior. He protested he owed the crowned martyr a forest of leverets, boars, deers, and everything else within them, for having commanded the most backward girls to dance directly. Whereupon he darted forth at Matilda, saying, “The crowned martyr orders it,” seizing both her hands, and swinging her round before she knew what she was about. He soon had an opportunity of applying a word, no doubt as dexterously as hand or foot; and she said submissively, but seriously, and almost sadly, “Marc-Antonio, now all the people have seen it, they will think it.”
 

‘And after a pause:
 

‘“I am quite ashamed: and so should you be: are not you now?”
 

‘The others had run into the church. Matilda, who scarcely had noticed it, cried suddenly:
 

‘“O Santissima! we are quite alone.”
 

‘“Will you be mine?” cried he, enthusiastically.
 

‘“Oh! they will hear you in the church,” replied she.
 

‘“They shall, they shall,” cried he again, as loudly.
 

‘“If you will only go away.”
 

‘“And then?”
 

‘“Yes, yes, indeed.”
 

‘“The Virgin hears you: fifty saints are witnesses.”
 

‘“Ah! they know you made me: they will look kindly on us.”
 

‘He released her hand: she ran into the church, doubling her veil (I will answer for her) at the door, and kneeling as near it as she could find a place.
 

‘“By St. Peter,” said Marc-Antonio, “if there is a leveret in the wood, the crowned martyr shall dine upon it this blessed day.” And he bounded off, and set about his occupation. I inquired what induced him to designate you by such a title. He answered, that everybody knew you had received the crown of martyrdom at Rome, between the pope and antipope, and had performed many miracles, for which they had canonized you, and that you wanted only to die to become a saint.’
 

The leveret was now served up, cut into small pieces, and covered with a rich tenacious sauce, composed of sugar, citron, and various spices. The appetite of Ser Francesco was contagious. Never was dinner more enjoyed by two companions, and never so much by a greater number. One glass of a fragrant wine, the colour of honey, and unmixed with water, crowned the repast. Ser Francesco then went into his own chamber, and found, on his ample mattress, a cool, refreshing sleep, quite sufficient to remove all the fatigues of the morning; and Ser Giovanni lowered the pillow against which he had seated himself, and fell into his usual repose. Their separation was not of long continuance: and, the religious duties of the Sabbath having been performed, a few reflections on literature were no longer interdicted.
 

 
 

Petrarca. The land, O Giovanni, of your early youth, the land of my only love, fascinates us no longer. Italy is our country; and not ours only, but every man’s, wherever may have been his wanderings, wherever may have been his birth, who watches with anxiety the recovery of the Arts, and acknowledges the supremacy of Genius. Besides, it is in Italy at last that all our few friends are resident. Yours were left behind you at Paris in your adolescence, if indeed any friendship can exist between a Florentine and a Frenchman: mine at Avignon were Italians, and older for the most part than myself. Here we know that we are beloved by some, and esteemed by many. It indeed gave me pleasure the first morning as I lay in bed, to overhear the fondness and earnestness which a worthy priest was expressing in your behalf.
 

Boccaccio. In mine?
 

Petrarca. Yes indeed: what wonder?
 

Boccaccio. A worthy priest?
 

Petrarca. None else, certainly.
 

Boccaccio. Heard in bed! dreaming, dreaming; ay?
 

Petrarca. No indeed: my eyes and ears were wide open.
 

Boccaccio. The little parlour opens into your room. But what priest could that be? Canonico Casini? He only comes when we have a roast of thrushes, or some such small matter, at table: and this is not the season; they are pairing. Plover eggs might tempt him hitherward. If he heard a plover he would not be easy, and would fain make her drop her oblation before she had settled her nest.
 

Petrarca. It is right and proper that you should be informed who the clergyman was, to whom you are under an obligation.
 

Boccaccio. Tell me something about it, for truly I am at a loss to conjecture.
 

Petrarca. He must unquestionably have been expressing a kind and ardent solicitude for your eternal welfare. The first words I heard on awakening were these:
 

‘Ser Giovanni, although the best of masters ...’
 

Boccaccio. Those were Assuntina’s.
 

Petrarca. ‘... may hardly be quite so holy (not being priest or friar) as your Reverence.’
 

She was interrupted by the question: ‘What conversation holdeth he?’
 

She answered:
 

‘He never talks of loving our neighbour with all our heart, all our soul, and all our strength, although he often gives away the last loaf in the pantry.’
 

Boccaccio. It was she! Why did she say that? the slut!
 

Petrarca. ‘He doth well,’ replied the confessor. ‘Of the Church, of the brotherhood, that is, of me, what discourses holdeth he?’
 

I thought the question an indiscreet one; but confessors vary in their advances to the seat of truth.
 

She proceeded to answer:
 

‘He never said anything about the power of the Church to absolve us, if we should happen to go astray a little in good company, like your Reverence.’
 

Here, it is easy to perceive, is some slight ambiguity. Evidently she meant to say, by the seduction of ‘bad’ company, and to express that his Reverence had asserted his power of absolution; which is undeniable.
 

Boccaccio. I have my version.
 

Petrarca. What may yours be?
 

Boccaccio. Frate Biagio; broad as daylight; the whole frock round!
 

I would wager a flask of oil against a turnip, that he laid another trap for a penance. Let us see how he went on. I warrant, as he warmed, he left off limping in his paces, and bore hard upon the bridle.
 

Petrarca. ‘Much do I fear,’ continued the expositor, ‘he never spoke to thee, child, about another world.’
 

There was a silence of some continuance.
 

‘Speak!’ said the confessor.
 

‘No indeed he never did, poor Padrone!’ was the slow and evidently reluctant avowal of the maiden; for, in the midst of the acknowledgment her sighs came through the crevices of the door: then, without any farther interrogation, and with little delay, she added:
 

‘But he often makes this look like it.’
 

Boccaccio. And now, if he had carried a holy scourge, it would not have been on his shoulders that he would have laid it.
 

Petrarca. Zeal carries men often too far afloat; and confessors in general wish to have the sole steerage of the conscience. When she told him that your benignity made this world another heaven, he warmly and sharply answered:
 

‘It is only we who ought to do that.’
 

‘Hush,’ said the maiden; and I verily believe she at that moment set her back against the door, to prevent the sounds from coming through the crevices, for the rest of them seemed to be just over my night-cap. ‘Hush,’ said she, in the whole length of that softest of all articulations. ‘There is Ser Francesco in the next room: he sleeps long into the morning, but he is so clever a clerk, he may understand you just the same. I doubt whether he thinks Ser Giovanni in the wrong for making so many people quite happy; and if he should, it would grieve me very much to think he blamed Ser Giovanni.’
 

‘Who is Ser Francesco?’ he asked, in a low voice.
 

‘Ser Canonico,’ she answered.
 

‘Of what Duomo?’ continued he.
 

‘Who knows?’ was the reply; ‘but he is Padrone’s heart’s friend, for certain.’
 

‘Cospetto di Bacco! It can then be no other than Petrarca. He makes rhymes and love like the devil. Don’t listen to him, or you are undone. Does he love you too, as well as Padrone?’ he asked, still lowering his voice.
 

‘I cannot tell that matter,’ she answered, somewhat impatiently; ‘but I love him.’
 

‘To my face!’ cried he, smartly.
 

‘To the Santissima!’ replied she, instantaneously; ‘for have not I told your Reverence he is Padrone’s true heart’s friend! And are not you my confessor, when you come on purpose?’
 

‘True, true!’ answered he; ‘but there are occasions when we are shocked by the confession, and wish it made less daringly.’
 

‘I was bold; but who can help loving him who loves my good Padrone?’ said she, much more submissively.
 

Boccaccio. Brave girl, for that!
 

Dog of a Frate! They are all of a kidney; all of a kennel. I would dilute their meal well and keep them low. They should not waddle and wallop in every hollow lane, nor loll out their watery tongues at every wash-pool in the parish. We shall hear, I trust, no more about Fra Biagio in the house while you are with us. Ah! were it then for life.
 

Petrarca. The man’s prudence may be reasonably doubted, but it were uncharitable to question his sincerity. Could a neighbour, a religious one in particular, be indifferent to the welfare of Boccaccio, or any belonging to him?
 

Boccaccio. I do not complain of his indifference. Indifferent! no, not he. He might as well be, though. My villetta here is my castle: it was my father’s; it was his father’s. Cowls did not hang to dry upon the same cord with caps in their podere; they shall not in mine. The girl is an honest girl, Francesco, though I say it. Neither she nor any other shall be befooled and bamboozled under my roof. Methinks Holy Church might contrive some improvement upon confession.
 

Petrarca. Hush! Giovanni! But, it being a matter of discipline, who knows but she might.
 

Boccaccio. Discipline! ay, ay, ay! faith and troth there are some who want it.
 

Petrarca. You really terrify me. These are sad surmises.
 

Boccaccio. Sad enough: but I am keeper of my handmaiden’s probity.
 

Petrarca. It could not be kept safer.
 

Boccaccio. I wonder what the Frate would be putting into her head?
 

Petrarca. Nothing, nothing: be assured.
 

Boccaccio. Why did he ask her all those questions?
 

Petrarca. Confessors do occasionally take circuitous ways to arrive at the secrets of the human heart.
 

Boccaccio. And sometimes they drive at it, me thinks, a whit too directly. He had no business to make remarks about me.
 

Petrarca. Anxiety.
 

Boccaccio. ‘Fore God, Francesco, he shall have more of that; for I will shut him out the moment I am again up and stirring, though he stand but a nose’s length off. I have no fear about the girl; no suspicion of her. He might whistle to the moon on a frosty night, and expect as reasonably her descending. Never was a man so entirely at his ease as I am about that; never, never. She is adamant; a bright sword now first unscabbarded; no breath can hang about it. A seal of beryl, of chrysolite, of ruby; to make impressions (all in good time and proper place though) and receive none: incapable, just as they are, of splitting, or cracking, or flawing, or harbouring dirt. Let him mind that. Such, I assure you, is that poor little wench, Assuntina.
 

Petrarca. I am convinced that so well-behaved a young creature as Assunta —— 
 

Boccaccio. Right! Assunta is her name by baptism; we usually call her Assuntina, because she is slender, and scarcely yet full-grown, perhaps: but who can tell?
 

As for those friars, I never was a friend to impudence: I hate loose suggestions. In girls’ minds you will find little dust but what is carried there by gusts from without. They seldom want sweeping; when they do, the broom should be taken from behind the house door, and the master should be the sacristan.
 

... Scarcely were these words uttered when Assunta was heard running up the stairs; and the next moment she rapped. Being ordered to come in, she entered with a willow twig in her hand, from the middle of which willow twig (for she held the two ends together) hung a fish, shining with green and gold.
 

‘What hast there, young maiden?’ said Ser Francesco.
 

‘A fish, Riverenza!’ answered she. ‘In Tuscany we call it tinca.’
 

Petrarca. I too am a little of a Tuscan.
 

Assunta. Indeed! well, you really speak very like one, but only more sweetly and slowly. I wonder how you can keep up with Signor Padrone — he talks fast when he is in health; and you have made him so. Why did not you come before? Your Reverence has surely been at Certaldo in time past.
 

Petrarca. Yes, before thou wert born.
 

Assunta. Ah, sir! it must have been long ago then.
 

Petrarca. Thou hast just entered upon life.
 

Assunta. I am no child.
 

Petrarca. What then art thou?
 

Assunta. I know not: I have lost both father and mother; there is a name for such as I am.
 

Petrarca. And a place in heaven.
 

Boccaccio. Who brought us that fish, Assunta? hast paid for it? there must be seven pounds: I never saw the like.
 

Assunta. I could hardly lift up my apron to my eyes with it in my hand. Luca, who brought it all the way from the Padule, could scarcely be entreated to eat a morsel of bread or sit down.
 

Boccaccio. Give him a flask or two of our wine; he will like it better than the sour puddle of the plain.
 

Assunta. He is gone back.
 

Boccaccio. Gone! who is he, pray?
 

Assunta. Luca, to be sure.
 

Boccaccio. What Luca?
 

Assunta. Dominedio! O Riverenza! how sadly must Ser Giovanni, my poor Padrone, have lost his memory in this cruel long illness! he cannot recollect young Luca of the Bientola, who married Maria.
 

Boccaccio. I never heard of either, to the best of my knowledge.
 

Assunta. Be pleased to mention this in your prayers to-night, Ser Canonico! May Our Lady soon give him back his memory! and everything else she has been pleased (only in play, I hope) to take away from him! Ser Francesco, you must have heard all over the world how Maria Gargarelli, who lived in the service of our paroco, somehow was outwitted by Satanasso. Monsignore thought the paroco had not done all he might have done against his wiles and craftiness, and sent his Reverence over to the monastery in the mountains, Laverna yonder, to make him look sharp; and there he is yet.
 

And now does Signor Padrone recollect?
 

Boccaccio. Rather more distinctly.
 

Assunta. Ah me! Rather more distinctly! have patience, Signor Padrone! I am too venturous, God help me! But, Riverenza, when Maria was the scorn or the abhorrence of everybody else, excepting poor Luca Sabbatini, who had always cherished her, and excepting Signor Padrone, who had never seen her in his lifetime ... for paroco Snello said he desired no visits from any who took liberties with Holy Church ... as if Padrone did! Luca one day came to me out of breath, with money in his hand for our duck. Now it so happened that the duck, stuffed with noble chestnuts, was going to table at that instant. I told Signor Padrone....
 

Boccaccio. Assunta, I never heard thee repeat so long and tiresome a story before, nor put thyself out of breath so. Come, we have had enough of it.
 

Petrarca. She is mortified: pray let her proceed.
 

Boccaccio. As you will.
 

Assunta. I told Signor Padrone how Luca was lamenting that Maria was seized with an imagination.
 

Petrarca. No wonder then she fell into misfortune, and her neighbours and friends avoided her.
 

Assunta. Riverenza! how can you smile? Signor Padrone! and you too? You shook your head and sighed at it when it happened. The Demonio, who had caused all the first mischief, was not contented until he had given her the imagination.
 

Petrarca. He could not have finished his work more effectually.
 

Assunta. He was balked, however. Luca said:
 

‘She shall not die under her wrongs, please God!’
 

I repeated the words to Signor Padrone.... He seems to listen, Riverenza! and will remember presently ... and Signor Padrone cut away one leg for himself, clean forgetting all the chestnuts inside, and said sharply, ‘Give the bird to Luca; and, hark ye, bring back the minestra.’
 

Maria loved Luca with all her heart, and Luca loved Maria with all his: but they both hated paroco Snello for such neglect about the evil one. And even Monsignore, who sent for Luca on purpose, had some difficulty in persuading him to forbear from choler and discourse. For Luca, who never swears, swore bitterly that the devil should play no such tricks again, nor alight on girls napping in the parsonage. Monsignore thought he intended to take violent possession, and to keep watch there himself without consent of the incumbent. ‘I will have no scandal,’ said Monsignore; so there was none. Maria, though she did indeed, as I told your Reverence, love her Luca dearly, yet she long refused to marry him, and cried very much at last on the wedding day, and said, as she entered the porch:
 

‘Luca! it is not yet too late to leave me.’
 

He would have kissed her, but her face was upon his shoulder.
 

Pievano Locatelli married them, and gave them his blessing: and going down from the altar, he said before the people, as he stood on the last step: ‘Be comforted, child! be comforted! God above knows that thy husband is honest, and that thou art innocent.’ Pievano’s voice trembled, for he was an aged and holy man, and had walked two miles on the occasion. Pulcheria, his governante, eighty years old, carried an apronful of lilies to bestrew the altar; and partly from the lilies, and partly from the blessed angels who (although invisible) were present, the church was filled with fragrance. Many who heretofore had been frightened at hearing the mention of Maria’s name, ventured now to walk up toward her; and some gave her needles, and some offered skeins of thread, and some ran home again for pots of honey.
 

Boccaccio. And why didst not thou take her some trifle?
 

Assunta. I had none.
 

Boccaccio. Surely there are always such about the premises.
 

Assunta. Not mine to give away.
 

Boccaccio. So then at thy hands, Assunta, she went off not overladen. Ne’er a bone-bodkin out of thy bravery, ay?
 

Assunta. I ran out knitting, with the woodbine and syringa in the basket for the parlour. I made the basket ... I and ... but myself chiefly, for boys are loiterers.
 

Boccaccio. Well, well: why not bestow the basket, together with its rich contents?
 

Assunta. I am ashamed to say it ... I covered my half-stocking with them as quickly as I could, and ran after her, and presented it. Not knowing what was under the flowers, and never minding the liberty I had taken, being a stranger to her, she accepted it as graciously as possible, and bade me be happy.
 

Petrarca. I hope you have always kept her command.
 

Assunta. Nobody is ever unhappy here, except Fra Biagio, who frets sometimes: but that may be the walk; or he may fancy Ser Giovanni to be worse than he really is.
 

... Having now performed her mission and concluded her narrative, she bowed, and said:
 

‘Excuse me, Riverenza! excuse me, Signor Padrone! my arm aches with this great fish.’
 

Then, bowing again, and moving her eyes modestly toward each, she added, ‘with permission!’ and left the chamber.
 

‘About the sposina,’ after a pause began Ser Francesco: ‘about the sposina, I do not see the matter clearly.’
 

‘You have studied too much for seeing all things clearly,’ answered Ser Giovanni; ‘you see only the greatest. In fine, the devil, on this count, is acquitted by acclamation; and the paroco Snello eats lettuce and chicory up yonder at Laverna. He has mendicant friars for his society every day; and snails, as pure as water can wash and boil them, for his repast on festivals. Under this discipline, if they keep it up, surely one devil out of legion will depart from him.’
 
  


FOURTH DAY’S INTERVIEW
 

Petrarca. Giovanni, you are unsuspicious, and would scarcely see a monster in a minotaur. It is well, however, to draw good out of evil, and it is the peculiar gift of an elevated mind. Nevertheless, you must have observed, although with greater curiosity than concern, the slipperiness and tortuousness of your detractors.
 

Boccaccio. Whatever they detract from me, they leave more than they can carry away. Beside, they always are detected.
 

Petrarca. When they are detected, they raise themselves up fiercely, as if their nature were erect and they could reach your height.
 

Boccaccio. Envy would conceal herself under the shadow and shelter of contemptuousness, but she swells too huge for the den she creeps into. Let her lie there and crack, and think no more about her. The people you have been talking of can find no greater and no other faults in my writings than I myself am willing to show them, and still more willing to correct. There are many things, as you have just now told me, very unworthy of their company.
 

Petrarca. He who has much gold is none the poorer for having much silver too. When a king of old displayed his wealth and magnificence before a philosopher, the philosopher’s exclamation was:
 

‘How many things are here which I do not want!’
 

Does not the same reflection come upon us, when we have laid aside our compositions for a time, and look into them again more leisurely? Do we not wonder at our own profusion, and say like the philosopher:
 

‘How many things are here which I do not want!’
 

It may happen that we pull up flowers with weeds; but better this than rankness. We must bear to see our first-born dispatched before our eyes, and give them up quietly.
 

Boccaccio. The younger will be the most reluctant. There are poets among us who mistake in themselves the freckles of the hay-fever for beauty-spots. In another half-century their volumes will be inquired after; but only for the sake of cutting out an illuminated letter from the title-page, or of transplanting the willow at the end, that hangs so prettily over the tomb of Amaryllis. If they wish to be healthy and vigorous, let them open their bosoms to the breezes of Sunium; for the air of Latium is heavy and overcharged. Above all, they must remember two admonitions; first, that sweet things hurt digestion; secondly, that great sails are ill adapted to small vessels. What is there lovely in poetry unless there be moderation and composure? Are they not better than the hot, uncontrollable harlotry of a flaunting, dishevelled enthusiasm? Whoever has the power of creating, has likewise the inferior power of keeping his creation in order. The best poets are the most impressive, because their steps are regular; for without regularity there is neither strength nor state. Look at Sophocles, look at Aeschylus, look at Homer.
 

Petrarca. I agree with you entirely to the whole extent of your observations; and, if you will continue, I am ready to lay aside my Dante for the present.
 

Boccaccio. No, no; we must have him again between us: there is no danger that he will sour our tempers.
 

Petrarca. In comparing his and yours, since you forbid me to declare all I think of your genius, you will at least allow me to congratulate you as being the happier of the two.
 

Boccaccio. Frequently, where there is great power in poetry, the imagination makes encroachments on the heart, and uses it as her own. I have shed tears on writings which never cost the writer a sigh, but which occasioned him to rub the palms of his hands together, until they were ready to strike fire, with satisfaction at having overcome the difficulty of being tender.
 

Petrarca. Giovanni! are you not grown satirical?
 

Boccaccio. Not in this. It is a truth as broad and glaring as the eye of the Cyclops. To make you amends for your shuddering, I will express my doubt, on the other hand, whether Dante felt all the indignation he threw into his poetry. We are immoderately fond of warming ourselves; and we do not think, or care, what the fire is composed of. Be sure it is not always of cedar, like Circe’s. Our Alighieri had slipped into the habit of vituperation; and he thought it fitted him; so he never left it off.
 

Petrarca. Serener colours are pleasanter to our eyes and more becoming to our character. The chief desire in every man of genius is to be thought one; and no fear or apprehension lessens it. Alighieri, who had certainly studied the gospel, must have been conscious that he not only was inhumane, but that he betrayed a more vindictive spirit than any pope or prelate who is enshrined within the fretwork of his golden grating.
 

Boccaccio. Unhappily, his strong talon had grown into him, and it would have pained him to suffer amputation. This eagle, unlike Jupiter’s, never loosened the thunderbolt from it under the influence of harmony.
 

Petrarca. The only good thing we can expect in such minds and tempers is good poetry: let us at least get that; and, having it, let us keep and value it. If you had never written some wanton stories, you would never have been able to show the world how much wiser and better you grew afterward.
 

Boccaccio. Alas! if I live, I hope to show it. You have raised my spirits: and now, dear Francesco! do say a couple of prayers for me, while I lay together the materials of a tale; a right merry one, I promise you. Faith! it shall amuse you, and pay decently for the prayers; a good honest litany-worth. I hardly know whether I ought to have a nun in it: do you think I may?
 

Petrarca. Cannot you do without one?
 

Boccaccio. No; a nun I must have: say nothing against her; I can more easily let the abbess alone. Yet Frate Biagio ... that Frate Biagio, who never came to visit me but when he thought I was at extremities or asleep.... Assuntina! are you there?
 

Petrarca. No; do you want her?
 

Boccaccio. Not a bit. That Frate Biagio has heightened my pulse when I could not lower it again. The very devil is that Frate for heightening pulses. And with him I shall now make merry ... God willing ... in God’s good time ... should it be His divine will to restore me! which I think He has begun to do miraculously. I seem to be within a frog’s leap of well again; and we will presently have some rare fun in my Tale of the Frate.
 

Petrarca. Do not openly name him.
 

Boccaccio. He shall recognize himself by one single expression. He said to me, when I was at the worst:
 

‘Ser Giovanni! it would not be much amiss (with permission!) if you begin to think (at any spare time), just a morsel, of eternity.’
 

‘Ah! Fra Biagio!’ answered I, contritely, ‘I never heard a sermon of yours but I thought of it seriously and uneasily, long before the discourse was over.’
 

‘So must all,’ replied he, ‘and yet few have the grace to own it.’
 

Now mind, Francesco! if it should please the Lord to call me unto Him, I say, The Nun and Fra Biagio will be found, after my decease, in the closet cut out of the wall, behind yon Saint Zacharias in blue and yellow.
 

Well done! well done! Francesco. I never heard any man repeat his prayers so fast and fluently. Why! how many (at a guess) have you repeated? Such is the power of friendship, and such the habit of religion! They have done me good: I feel myself stronger already. To-morrow I think I shall be able, by leaning on that stout maple stick in the corner, to walk half over my podere.
 

Have you done? have you done?
 

Petrarca. Be quiet: you may talk too much.
 

Boccaccio. I cannot be quiet for another hour; so, if you have any more prayers to get over, stick the spur into the other side of them: they must verily speed, if they beat the last.
 

Petrarca. Be more serious, dear Giovanni.
 

Boccaccio. Never bid a convalescent be more serious: no, nor a sick man neither. To health it may give that composure which it takes away from sickness. Every man will have his hours of seriousness; but, like the hours of rest, they often are ill-chosen and unwholesome. Be assured, our heavenly Father is as well pleased to see His children in the playground as in the schoolroom. He has provided both for us, and has given us intimations when each should occupy us.
 

Petrarca. You are right, Giovanni! but we know which bell is heard the most distinctly. We fold our arms at the one, try the cooler part of the pillow, and turn again to slumber; at the first stroke of the other, we are beyond our monitors. As for you, hardly Dante himself could make you grave.
 

Boccaccio. I do not remember how it happened that we slipped away from his side. One of us must have found him tedious.
 

Petrarca. If you were really and substantially at his side, he would have no mercy on you.
 

Boccaccio. In sooth, our good Alighieri seems to have had the appetite of a dogfish or shark, and to have bitten the harder the warmer he was. I would not voluntarily be under his manifold rows of dentals. He has an incisor to every saint in the calendar. I should fare, methinks, like Brutus and the archbishop. He is forced to stretch himself, out of sheer listlessness, in so idle a place as Purgatory: he loses half his strength in Paradise: Hell alone makes him alert and lively: there he moves about and threatens as tremendously as the serpent that opposed the legions on their march in Africa. He would not have been contented in Tuscany itself, even had his enemies left him unmolested. Were I to write on his model a tripartite poem, I think it should be entitled, Earth, Italy, and Heaven.
 

Petrarca. You will never give yourself the trouble.
 

Boccaccio. I should not succeed.
 

Petrarca. Perhaps not: but you have done very much, and may be able to do very much more.
 

Boccaccio. Wonderful is it to me, when I consider that an infirm and helpless creature, as I am, should be capable of laying thoughts up in their cabinets of words, which Time, as he rushes by, with the revolutions of stormy and destructive years, can never move from their places. On this coarse mattress, one among the homeliest in the fair at Impruneta, is stretched an old burgess of Certaldo, of whom perhaps more will be known hereafter than we know of the Ptolemies and the Pharaohs; while popes and princes are lying as unregarded as the fleas that are shaken out of the window. Upon my life, Francesco! to think of this is enough to make a man presumptuous.
 

Petrarca. No, Giovanni! not when the man thinks justly of it, as such a man ought to do, and must. For so mighty a power over Time, who casts all other mortals under his, comes down to us from a greater; and it is only if we abuse the victory that it were better we had encountered a defeat. Unremitting care must be taken that nothing soil the monuments we are raising: sure enough we are that nothing can subvert, and nothing but our negligence, or worse than negligence, efface them. Under the glorious lamp entrusted to your vigilance, one among the lights of the world, which the ministering angels of our God have suspended for His service, let there stand, with unclosing eyes, Integrity, Compassion, Self-denial.
 

Boccaccio. These are holier and cheerfuller images than Dante has been setting up before us. I hope every thesis in dispute among his theologians will be settled ere I set foot among them. I like Tuscany well enough: it answers all my purposes for the present: and I am without the benefit of those preliminary studies which might render me a worthy auditor of incomprehensible wisdom.
 

Petrarca. I do not wonder you are attached to Tuscany. Many as have been your visits and adventures in other parts, you have rendered it pleasanter and more interesting than any: and indeed we can scarcely walk in any quarter from the gates of Florence without the recollection of some witty or affecting story related by you. Every street, every farm, is peopled by your genius: and this population cannot change with seasons or with ages, with factions or with incursions. Ghibellines and Guelphs will have been contested for only by the worms, long before the Decameron has ceased to be recited on our banks of blue lilies and under our arching vines. Another plague may come amidst us; and something of a solace in so terrible a visitation would be found in your pages, by those to whom letters are a refuge and relief.
 

Boccaccio. I do indeed think my little bevy from Santa Maria Novella would be better company on such an occasion, than a devil with three heads, who diverts the pain his claws inflicted, by sticking his fangs in another place.
 

Petrarca. This is atrocious, not terrific nor grand. Alighieri is grand by his lights, not by his shadows; by his human affections, not by his infernal. As the minutest sands are the labours of some profound sea, or the spoils of some vast mountain, in like manner his horrid wastes and wearying minutenesses are the chafings of a turbulent spirit, grasping the loftiest things and penetrating the deepest, and moving and moaning on the earth in loneliness and sadness.
 

Boccaccio. Among men he is what among waters is
 

The strange, mysterious, solitary Nile.
 

Petrarca. Is that his verse? I do not remember it.
 

Boccaccio. No, it is mine for the present: how long it may continue mine I cannot tell. I never run after those who steal my apples: it would only tire me: and they are hardly worth recovering when they are bruised and bitten, as they are usually. I would not stand upon my verses: it is a perilous boy’s trick, which we ought to leave off when we put on square shoes. Let our prose show what we are, and our poetry what we have been.
 

Petrarca. You would never have given this advice to Alighieri.
 

Boccaccio. I would never plough porphyry; there is ground fitter for grain. Alighieri is the parent of his system, like the sun, about whom all the worlds are but particles thrown forth from him. We may write little things well, and accumulate one upon another; but never will any be justly called a great poet unless he has treated a great subject worthily. He may be the poet of the lover and of the idler, he may be the poet of green fields or gay society; but whoever is this can be no more. A throne is not built of birds’-nests, nor do a thousand reeds make a trumpet.
 

Petrarca. I wish Alighieri had blown his on nobler occasions.
 

Boccaccio. We may rightly wish it: but, in regretting what he wanted, let us acknowledge what he had: and never forget (which we omitted to mention) that he borrowed less from his predecessors than any of the Roman poets from theirs. Reasonably may it be expected that almost all who follow will be greatly more indebted to antiquity, to whose stores we, every year, are making some addition.
 

Petrarca. It can be held no flaw in the title-deeds of genius, if the same thoughts reappear as have been exhibited long ago. The indisputable sign of defect should be looked for in the proportion they bear to the unquestionably original. There are ideas which necessarily must occur to minds of the like magnitude and materials, aspect and temperature. When two ages are in the same phasis, they will excite the same humours, and produce the same coincidences and combinations. In addition to which, a great poet may really borrow: he may even condescend to an obligation at the hand of an equal or inferior: but he forfeits his title if he borrows more than the amount of his own possessions. The nightingale himself takes somewhat of his song from birds less glorified: and the lark, having beaten with her wing the very gates of heaven, cools her breast among the grass. The lowlier of intellect may lay out a table in their field, at which table the highest one shall sometimes be disposed to partake: want does not compel him. Imitation, as we call it, is often weakness, but it likewise is often sympathy.
 

Boccaccio. Our poet was seldom accessible in this quarter. Invective picks up the first stone on the wayside, and wants leisure to consult a forerunner.
 

Petrarca. Dante (original enough everywhere) is coarse and clumsy in this career. Vengeance has nothing to do with comedy, nor properly with satire. The satirist who told us that Indignation made his verses for him, might have been told in return that she excluded him thereby from the first class, and thrust him among the rhetoricians and declaimers. Lucretius, in his vituperation, is graver and more dignified than Alighieri. Painful; to see how tolerant is the atheist, how intolerant the Catholic: how anxiously the one removes from among the sufferings of Mortality, her last and heaviest, the fear of a vindictive Fury pursuing her shadow across rivers of fire and tears; how laboriously the other brings down Anguish and Despair, even when Death has done his work. How grateful the one is to that beneficent philosopher who made him at peace with himself, and tolerant and kindly toward his fellow-creatures! how importunate the other that God should forgo His divine mercy, and hurl everlasting torments both upon the dead and the living!
 

Boccaccio. I have always heard that Ser Dante was a very good man and sound Catholic: but Christ forgive me if my heart is oftener on the side of Lucretius! Observe, I say, my heart; nothing more. I devoutly hold to the sacraments and the mysteries: yet somehow I would rather see men tranquillized than frightened out of their senses, and rather fast asleep than burning. Sometimes I have been ready to believe, as far as our holy faith will allow me, that it were better our Lord were nowhere, than torturing in His inscrutable wisdom, to all eternity, so many myriads of us poor devils, the creatures of His hands. Do not cross thyself so thickly, Francesco! nor hang down thy nether lip so loosely, languidly, and helplessly; for I would be a good Catholic, alive or dead. But, upon my conscience, it goes hard with me to think it of Him, when I hear that woodlark yonder, gushing with joyousness, or when I see the beautiful clouds, resting so softly one upon another, dissolving ... and not damned for it. Above all, I am slow to apprehend it, when I remember His great goodness vouchsafed to me, and reflect on my sinful life heretofore, chiefly in summer time, and in cities, or their vicinity. But I was tempted beyond my strength; and I fell as any man might do. However, this last illness, by God’s grace, has well-nigh brought me to my right mind again in all such matters: and if I get stout in the present month, and can hold out the next without sliding, I do verily think I am safe, or nearly so, until the season of beccaficoes.
 

Petrarca. Be not too confident!
 

Boccaccio. Well, I will not be.
 

Petrarca. But be firm.
 

Boccaccio. Assuntina! what! are you come in again?
 

Assunta. Did you or my master call me, Riverenza?
 

Petrarca. No, child!
 

Boccaccio. Oh! get you gone! Get you gone! you little rogue you!
 

Francesco, I feel quite well. Your kindness to my playful creatures in the Decameron has revived me, and has put me into good humour with the greater part of them. Are you quite certain the Madonna will not expect me to keep my promise? You said you were: I need not ask you again. I will accept the whole of your assurances, and half your praises.
 

Petrarca. To represent so vast a variety of personages so characteristically as you have done, to give the wise all their wisdom, the witty all their wit, and (what is harder to do advantageously) the simple all their simplicity, requires a genius such as you alone possess. Those who doubt it are the least dangerous of your rivals.
 
  


FIFTH DAY’S INTERVIEW
 

It being now the last morning that Petrarca could remain with his friend, he resolved to pass early into his bedchamber. Boccaccio had risen and was standing at the open window, with his arms against it. Renovated health sparkled in the eyes of the one; surprise and delight and thankfulness to Heaven filled the other’s with sudden tears. He clasped Giovanni, kissed his flaccid and sallow cheek, and falling on his knees, adored the Giver of life, the source of health to body and soul. Giovanni was not unmoved: he bent one knee as he leaned on the shoulder of Francesco, looking down into his face, repeating his words, and adding:
 

‘Blessed be Thou, O Lord! who sendest me health again! and blessings on Thy messenger who brought it.’
 

He had slept soundly; for ere he closed his eyes he had unburdened his mind of its freight, not only by employing the prayers appointed by Holy Church, but likewise by ejaculating; as sundry of the fathers did of old. He acknowledged his contrition for many transgressions, and chiefly for uncharitable thoughts of Fra Biagio: on which occasion he turned fairly round on his couch, and leaning his brow against the wall, and his body being in a becomingly curved position, and proper for the purpose, he thus ejaculated:
 

‘Thou knowest, O most Holy Virgin! that never have I spoken to handmaiden at this villetta, or within my mansion at Certaldo, wantonly or indiscreetly, but have always been, inasmuch as may be, the guardian of innocence; deeming it better, when irregular thoughts assailed me, to ventilate them abroad than to poison the house with them. And if, sinner as I am, I have thought uncharitably of others, and more especially of Fra Biagio, pardon me, out of thy exceeding great mercies! And let it not be imputed to me, if I have kept, and may keep hereafter, an eye over him, in wariness and watchfulness; not otherwise. For thou knowest, O Madonna! that many who have a perfect and unwavering faith in thee, yet do cover up their cheese from the nibblings of vermin.’
 

Whereupon, he turned round again, threw himself on his back at full length, and feeling the sheets cool, smooth, and refreshing, folded his arms, and slept instantaneously. The consequence of his wholesome slumber was a calm alacrity: and the idea that his visitor would be happy at seeing him on his feet again, made him attempt to get up: at which he succeeded, to his own wonder. And it was increased by the manifestation of his strength in opening the casement, stiff from being closed, and swelled by the continuance of the rains. The morning was warm and sunny: and it is known that on this occasion he composed the verses below:
 

My old familiar cottage-green! I see once more thy pleasant sheen; The gossamer suspended over Smart celandine by lusty clover; And the last blossom of the plum Inviting her first leaves to come; Which hang a little back, but show ’Tis not their nature to say no. I scarcely am in voice to sing How graceful are the steps of Spring; And ah! it makes me sigh to look How leaps along my merry brook, The very same to-day as when He chirrupt first to maids and men.
 

Petrarca. I can rejoice at the freshness of your feelings: but the sight of the green turf reminds me rather of its ultimate use and destination.
 

For many serves the parish pall, The turf in common serves for all.
 

Boccaccio. Very true; and, such being the case, let us carefully fold it up, and lay it by until we call for it.
 

Francesco, you made me quite light-headed yesterday. I am rather too old to dance either with Spring, as I have been saying, or with Vanity: and yet I accepted her at your hand as a partner. In future, no more of comparisons for me! You not only can do me no good, but you can leave me no pleasure: for here I shall remain the few days I have to live, and shall see nobody who will be disposed to remind me of your praises. Beside, you yourself will get hated for them. We neither can deserve praise nor receive it with impunity.
 

Petrarca. Have you never remarked that it is into quiet water that children throw pebbles to disturb it? and that it is into deep caverns that the idle drop sticks and dirt? We must expect such treatment.
 

Boccaccio. Your admonition shall have its wholesome influence over me, when the fever your praises have excited has grown moderate.
 

... After the conversation on this topic and various others had continued some time, it was interrupted by a visitor. The clergy and monkery at Certaldo had never been cordial with Messer Giovanni, it being suspected that certain of his Novelle were modelled on originals in their orders. Hence, although they indeed both professed and felt esteem for Canonico Petrarca, they abstained from expressing it at the villetta. But Frate Biagio of San Vivaldo was (by his own appointment) the friend of the house; and, being considered as very expert in pharmacy, had, day after day, brought over no indifferent store of simples, in ptisans, and other refections, during the continuance of Ser Giovanni’s ailment. Something now moved him to cast about in his mind whether it might not appear dutiful to make another visit. Perhaps he thought it possible that, among those who peradventure had seen him lately on the road, one or other might expect from him a solution of the questions, What sort of person was the crowned martyr? whether he carried a palm in his hand? whether a seam was visible across the throat? whether he wore a ring over his glove, with a chrysolite in it, like the bishops, but representing the city of Jerusalem and the judgment-seat of Pontius Pilate? Such were the reports; but the inhabitants of San Vivaldo could not believe the Certaldese, who, inhabiting the next township to them, were naturally their enemies. Yet they might believe Frate Biagio, and certainly would interrogate him accordingly. He formed his determination, put his frock and hood on, and gave a curvature to his shoe, to evince his knowledge of the world, by pushing the extremity of it with his breast-bone against the corner of his cell. Studious of his figure and of his attire, he walked as much as possible on his heels, to keep up the reformation he had wrought in the workmanship of the cordwainer. On former occasions he had borrowed a horse, as being wanted to hear confession or to carry medicines, which might otherwise be too late. But, having put on an entirely new habiliment, and it being the season when horses are beginning to do the same, he deemed it prudent to travel on foot. Approaching the villetta, his first intention was to walk directly into his patient’s room: but he found it impossible to resist the impulses of pride, in showing Assunta his rigid and stately frock, and shoes rather of the equestrian order than the monastic. So he went into the kitchen where the girl was at work, having just taken away the remains of the breakfast.
 

‘Frate Biagio!’ cried she, ‘is this you? Have you been sleeping at Conte Jeronimo’s?’
 

‘Not I,’ replied he.
 

‘Why!’ said she, ‘those are surely his shoes! Santa Maria! you must have put them on in the dusk of the morning, to say your prayers in! Here! here! take these old ones of Signor Padrone, for the love of God! I hope your Reverence met nobody.’
 

Frate. What dost smile at?
 

Assunta. Smile at! I could find in my heart to laugh outright, if I only were certain that nobody had seen your Reverence in such a funny trim. Riverenza! put on these.
 

Frate. Not I indeed.
 

Assunta. Allow me then?
 

Frate. No, nor you.
 

Assunta. Then let me stand upon yours, to push down the points.
 

... Frate Biagio now began to relent a little, when Assunta, who had made one step toward the project, bethought herself suddenly, and said:
 

‘No; I might miss my footing. But, mercy upon us! what made you cramp your Reverence with those ox-yoke shoes? and strangle your Reverence with that hangdog collar?’
 

‘If you must know,’ answered the Frate, reddening, ‘it was because I am making a visit to the Canonico of Parma. I should like to know something about him: perhaps you could tell me?’
 

Assunta. Ever so much.
 

Frate. I thought no less: indeed I knew it. Which goes to bed first?
 

Assunta. Both together.
 

Frate. Demonio! what dost mean?
 

Assunta. He tells me never to sit up waiting, but to say my prayers and dream of the Virgin.
 

Frate. As if it was any business of his! Does he put out his lamp himself?
 

Assunta. To be sure he does: why should not he? what should he be afraid of? It is not winter: and beside, there is a mat upon the floor, all round the bed, excepting the top and bottom.
 

Frate. I am quite convinced he never said anything to make you blush. Why are you silent?
 

Assunta. I have a right.
 

Frate. He did then? ay? Do not nod your head: that will never do. Discreet girls speak plainly.
 

Assunta. What would you have?
 

Frate. The truth; the truth; again, I say, the truth.
 

Assunta. He did then.
 

Frate. I knew it! The most dangerous man living!
 

Assunta. Ah! indeed he is! Signor Padrone said so.
 

Frate. He knows him of old: he warned you, it seems.
 

Assunta. Me! He never said it was I who was in danger.
 

Frate. He might: it was his duty.
 

Assunta. Am I so fat? Lord! you may feel every rib. Girls who run about as I do, slip away from apoplexy.
 

Frate. Ho! ho! that is all, is it?
 

Assunta. And bad enough too! that such good-natured men should ever grow so bulky; and stand in danger, as Padrone said they both do, of such a seizure?
 

Frate. What? and art ready to cry about it? Old folks cannot die easier: and there are always plenty of younger to run quick enough for a confessor. But I must not trifle in this manner. It is my duty to set your feet in the right way: it is my bounden duty to report to Ser Giovanni all irregularities I know of, committed in his domicile. I could indeed, and would, remit a trifle, on hearing the worst. Tell me now, Assunta! tell me, you little angel! did you ... we all may, the very best of us may, and do ... sin, my sweet?
 

Assunta. You may be sure I did not: for whenever I sin I run into church directly, although it snows or thunders: else I never could see again Padrone’s face, or any one’s.
 

Frate. You do not come to me.
 

Assunta. You live at San Vivaldo.
 

Frate. But when there is sin so pressing I am always ready to be found. You perplex, you puzzle me. Tell me at once how he made you blush.
 

Assunta. Well then!
 

Frate. Well then! you did not hang back so before him. I lose all patience.
 

Assunta. So famous a man!...
 

Frate. No excuse in that.
 

Assunta. So dear to Padrone....
 

Frate. The more shame for him!
 

Assunta. Called me....
 

Frate. And called you, did he! the traitorous swine!
 

Assunta. Called me ... good girl.
 

Frate. Psha! the wenches, I think, are all mad: but few of them in this manner.
 

 
 

... Without saying another word, Fra Biagio went forward and opened the bedchamber door, saying briskly:
 

‘Servant! Ser Giovanni! Ser Canonico! most devoted! most obsequious! I venture to incommode you. Thanks to God, Ser Canonico, you are looking well for your years. They tell me you were formerly (who would believe it?) the handsomest man in Christendom, and worked your way glibly, yonder at Avignon.
 

‘Capperi! Ser Giovanni! I never observed that you were sitting bolt-upright in that long-backed armchair, instead of lying abed. Quite in the right. I am rejoiced at such a change for the better. Who advised it?’
 

Boccaccio. So many thanks to Fra Biagio! I not only am sitting up, but have taken a draught of fresh air at the window, and every leaf had a little present of sunshine for me.
 

There is one pleasure, Fra Biagio, which I fancy you never have experienced, and I hardly know whether I ought to wish it you; the first sensation of health after a long confinement.
 

Frate. Thanks! infinite! I would take any man’s word for that, without a wish to try it. Everybody tells me I am exactly what I was a dozen years ago; while, for my part, I see everybody changed: those who ought to be much about my age, even those.... Per Bacco! I told them my thoughts when they had told me theirs; and they were not so agreeable as they used to be in former days.
 

Boccaccio. How people hate sincerity!
 

Cospetto! why, Frate! what hast got upon thy toes? Hast killed some Tartar and tucked his bow into one, and torn the crescent from the vizier’s tent to make the other match it? Hadst thou fallen in thy mettlesome expedition (and it is a mercy and a miracle thou didst not) those sacrilegious shoes would have impaled thee.
 

Frate. It was a mistake in the shoemaker. But no pain or incommodity whatsoever could detain me from paying my duty to Ser Canonico, the first moment I heard of his auspicious arrival, or from offering my congratulations to Ser Giovanni, on the annunciation that he was recovered and looking out of the window. All Tuscany was standing on the watch for it, and the news flew like lightning. By this time it is upon the Danube.
 

And pray, Ser Canonico, how does Madonna Laura do?
 

Petrarca. Peace to her gentle spirit! she is departed.
 

Frate. Ay, true. I had quite forgotten: that is to say, I recollect it. You told us as much, I think, in a poem on her death. Well, and do you know! our friend Giovanni here is a bit of an author in his way.
 

Boccaccio. Frate! you confuse my modesty.
 

Frate. Murder will out. It is a fact, on my conscience. Have you never heard anything about it, Canonico! Ha! we poets are sly fellows: we can keep a secret.
 

Boccaccio. Are you quite sure you can?
 

Frate. Try, and trust me with any. I am a confessional on legs: there is no more a whisper in me than in a woolsack.
 

I am in feather again, as you see; and in tune, as you shall hear.
 

April is not the month for moping. Sing it lustily.
 

Boccaccio. Let it be your business to sing it, being a Frate; I can only recite it.
 

Frate. Pray do, then.
 

Boccaccio.
 

Frate Biagio! sempre quando Quà tu vieni cavalcando, Pensi che le buone strade Per il mondo sien ben rade; E, di quante sono brutte, La più brutta è tua di tutte. Badi, non cascare sulle Graziosissime fanciulle, Che con capo dritto, alzato, Uova portano al mercato. Pessima mi pare l’opra Rovesciarle sottosopra. Deh! scansando le erte e sassi, Sempre con premura passi. Caro amico! Frate Biagio! Passi pur, ma passi adagio.
 

Frate. Well now really, Canonico, for one not exactly one of us, that canzone of Ser Giovanni has merit; has not it? I did not ride, however, to-day; as you may see by the lining of my frock. But plus non vitiat; ay, Canonico! About the roads he is right enough; they are the devil’s own roads; that must be said for them.
 

Ser Giovanni! with permission; your mention of eggs in the canzone has induced me to fancy I could eat a pair of them. The hens lay well now: that white one of yours is worth more than the goose that laid the golden: and you have a store of others, her equals or betters: we have none like them at poor St. Vivaldo. A riverderci, Ser Giovanni! Schiavo! Ser Canonico! mi commandino.
 

 
 

... Fra Biagio went back into the kitchen, helped himself to a quarter of a loaf, ordered a flask of wine, and, trying several eggs against his lips, selected seven, which he himself fried in oil, although the maid offered her services. He never had been so little disposed to enter into conversation with her; and on her asking him how he found her master, he replied, that in bodily health Ser Giovanni, by his prayers and ptisans, had much improved, but that his faculties were wearing out apace. ‘He may now run in the same couples with the Canonico: they cannot catch the mange one of the other: the one could say nothing to the purpose, and the other nothing at all. The whole conversation was entirely at my charge,’ added he. ‘And now, Assunta, since you press it, I will accept the service of your master’s shoes. How I shall ever get home I don’t know.’ He took the shoes off the handles of the bellows, where Assunta had placed them out of her way, and tucking one of his own under each arm, limped toward St. Vivaldo.
 

The unwonted attention to smartness of apparel, in the only article wherein it could be displayed, was suggested to Frate Biagio by hearing that Ser Francesco, accustomed to courtly habits and elegant society, and having not only small hands, but small feet, usually wore red slippers in the morning. Fra Biagio had scarcely left the outer door, than he cordially cursed Ser Francesco for making such a fool of him, and wearing slippers of black list. ‘These canonicoes,’ said he, ‘not only lie themselves, but teach everybody else to do the same. He has lamed me for life: I burn as if I had been shod at the blacksmith’s forge.’
 

The two friends said nothing about him, but continued the discourse which his visit had interrupted.
 

Petrarca. Turn again, I entreat you, to the serious; and do not imagine that because by nature you are inclined to playfulness, you must therefore write ludicrous things better. Many of your stories would make the gravest men laugh, and yet there is little wit in them.
 

Boccaccio. I think so myself; though authors, little disposed as they are to doubt their possession of any quality they would bring into play, are least of all suspicious on the side of wit. You have convinced me. I am glad to have been tender, and to have written tenderly: for I am certain it is this alone that has made you love me with such affection.
 

Petrarca. Not this alone, Giovanni! but this principally. I have always found you kind and compassionate, liberal and sincere, and when Fortune does not stand very close to such a man, she leaves only the more room for Friendship.
 

Boccaccio. Let her stand off then, now and for ever! To my heart, to my heart, Francesco! preserver of my health, my peace of mind, and (since you tell me I may claim it) my glory.
 

Petrarca. Recovering your strength you must pursue your studies to complete it. What can you have been doing with your books? I have searched in vain this morning for the treasury. Where are they kept? Formerly they were always open. I found only a short manuscript, which I suspect is poetry, but I ventured not on looking into it, until I had brought it with me and laid it before you.
 

Boccaccio. Well guessed! They are verses written by a gentleman who resided long in this country, and who much regretted the necessity of leaving it. He took great delight in composing both Latin and Italian, but never kept a copy of them latterly, so that these are the only ones I could obtain from him. Read: for your voice will improve them:
 

TO MY CHILD CARLINO
 

Carlino! what art thou about, my boy? Often I ask that question, though in vain, For we are far apart: ah! therefore ’tis I often ask it; not in such a tone As wiser fathers do, who know too well. Were we not children, you and I together? Stole we not glances from each other’s eyes? Swore we not secrecy in such misdeeds? Well could we trust each other. Tell me then What thou art doing. Carving out thy name, Or haply mine, upon my favourite seat, With the new knife I sent thee over sea? Or hast thou broken it, and hid the hilt Among the myrtles, starr’d with flowers, behind? Or under that high throne whence fifty lilies (With sworded tuberoses dense around) Lift up their heads at once, not without fear That they were looking at thee all the while.
 

Does Cincirillo follow thee about? Inverting one swart foot suspensively, And wagging his dread jaw at every chirp Of bird above him on the olive-branch? Frighten him then away! ’twas he who slew Our pigeons, our white pigeons peacock-tailed, That fear’d not you and me ... alas, nor him! I flattened his striped sides along my knee, And reasoned with him on his bloody mind, Till he looked blandly, and half-closed his eyes To ponder on my lecture in the shade. I doubt his memory much, his heart a little, And in some minor matters (may I say it?) Could wish him rather sager. But from thee God hold back wisdom yet for many years! Whether in early season or in late It always comes high-priced. For thy pure breast I have no lesson; it for me has many. Come throw it open then! What sports, what cares (Since there are none too young for these) engage Thy busy thoughts? Are you again at work, Walter and you, with those sly labourers, Geppo, Giovanni, Cecco, and Poeta, To build more solidly your broken dam Among the poplars, whence the nightingale Inquisitively watch’d you all day long? I was not of your council in the scheme, Or might have saved you silver without end, And sighs too without number. Art thou gone Below the mulberry, where that cold pool Urged to devise a warmer, and more fit For mighty swimmers, swimming three abreast? Or art thou panting in this summer noon Upon the lowest step before the hall, Drawing a slice of water-melon, long As Cupid’s bow, athwart thy wetted lips (Like one who plays Pan’s pipe) and letting drop The sable seeds from all their separate cells, And leaving bays profound and rocks abrupt, Redder than coral round Calypso’s cave?
 

Petrarca. There have been those anciently who would have been pleased with such poetry, and perhaps there may be again. I am not sorry to see the Muses by the side of childhood, and forming a part of the family. But now tell me about the books.
 

Boccaccio. Resolving to lay aside the more valuable of those I had collected or transcribed, and to place them under the guardianship of richer men, I locked them up together in the higher story of my tower at Certaldo. You remember the old tower?
 

Petrarca. Well do I remember the hearty laugh we had together (which stopped us upon the staircase) at the calculation we made, how much longer you and I, if we continued to thrive as we had thriven latterly, should be able to pass within its narrow circle. Although I like this little villa much better, I would gladly see the place again, and enjoy with you, as we did before, the vast expanse of woodlands and mountains and maremma; frowning fortresses inexpugnable; and others more prodigious for their ruins; then below them, lordly abbeys, overcanopied with stately trees and girded with rich luxuriance; and towns that seem approaching them to do them honour, and villages nestling close at their sides for sustenance and protection.
 

Boccaccio. My disorder, if it should keep its promise of leaving me at last, will have been preparing me for the accomplishment of such a project. Should I get thinner and thinner at this rate, I shall soon be able to mount not only a turret or a belfry, but a tube of macarone, while a Neapolitan is suspending it for deglutition.
 

What I am about to mention will show you how little you can rely on me! I have preserved the books, as you desired, but quite contrary to my resolution: and, no less contrary to it, by your desire I shall now preserve the Decameron. In vain had I determined not only to mend in future, but to correct the past; in vain had I prayed most fervently for grace to accomplish it, with a final aspiration to Fiametta that she would unite with your beloved Laura, and that, gentle and beatified spirits as they are, they would breathe together their purer prayers on mine. See what follows.
 

Petrarca. Sigh not at it. Before we can see all that follows from their intercession, we must join them again. But let me hear anything in which they are concerned.
 

Boccaccio. I prayed; and my breast, after some few tears, grew calmer. Yet sleep did not ensue until the break of morning, when the dropping of soft rain on the leaves of the fig-tree at the window, and the chirping of a little bird, to tell another there was shelter under them, brought me repose and slumber. Scarcely had I closed my eyes, if indeed time can be reckoned any more in sleep than in heaven, when my Fiametta seemed to have led me into the meadow. You will see it below you: turn away that branch: gently! gently! do not break it; for the little bird sat there.
 

Petrarca. I think, Giovanni, I can divine the place. Although this fig-tree, growing out of the wall between the cellar and us, is fantastic enough in its branches, yet that other which I see yonder, bent down and forced to crawl along the grass by the prepotency of the young shapely walnut-tree, is much more so. It forms a seat, about a cubit above the ground, level and long enough for several.
 

Boccaccio. Ha! you fancy it must be a favourite spot with me, because of the two strong forked stakes wherewith it is propped and supported!
 

Petrarca. Poets know the haunts of poets at first sight; and he who loved Laura.... O Laura! did I say he who loved thee? ... hath whisperings where those feet would wander which have been restless after Fiametta.
 

Boccaccio. It is true, my imagination has often conducted her thither; but there in this chamber she appeared to me more visibly in a dream.
 

‘Thy prayers have been heard, O Giovanni,’ said she.
 

I sprang to embrace her.
 

‘Do not spill the water! Ah! you have spilt a part of it.’
 

I then observed in her hand a crystal vase. A few drops were sparkling on the sides and running down the rim: a few were trickling from the base and from the hand that held it.
 

‘I must go down to the brook,’ said she, ‘and fill it again as it was filled before.’
 

What a moment of agony was this to me! Could I be certain how long might be her absence? She went: I was following: she made a sign for me to turn back: I disobeyed her only an instant: yet my sense of disobedience, increasing my feebleness and confusion, made me lose sight of her. In the next moment she was again at my side, with the cup quite full. I stood motionless: I feared my breath might shake the water over. I looked her in the face for her commands ... and to see it ... to see it so calm, so beneficent, so beautiful. I was forgetting what I had prayed for, when she lowered her head, tasted of the cup, and gave it me. I drank; and suddenly sprang forth before me many groves and palaces and gardens, and their statues and their avenues, and their labyrinths of alaternus and bay, and alcoves of citron, and watchful loopholes in the retirements of impenetrable pomegranate. Farther off, just below where the fountain slipped away from its marble hall and guardian gods, arose, from their beds of moss and drosera and darkest grass, the sisterhood of oleanders, fond of tantalizing with their bosomed flowers and their moist and pouting blossoms the little shy rivulet, and of covering its face with all the colours of the dawn. My dream expanded and moved forward. I trod again the dust of Posilipo, soft as the feathers in the wings of Sleep. I emerged on Baia; I crossed her innumerable arches; I loitered in the breezy sunshine of her mole; I trusted the faithful seclusion of her caverns, the keepers of so many secrets; and I reposed on the buoyancy of her tepid sea. Then Naples, and her theatres and her churches, and grottoes and dells and forts and promontories, rushed forward in confusion, now among soft whispers, now among sweetest sounds, and subsided, and sank, and disappeared. Yet a memory seemed to come fresh from every one: each had time enough for its tale, for its pleasure, for its reflection, for its pang. As I mounted with silent steps the narrow staircase of the old palace, how distinctly did I feel against the palm of my hand the coldness of that smooth stone-work, and the greater of the cramps of iron in it!
 

‘Ah me! is this forgetting?’ cried I anxiously to Fiametta.
 

‘We must recall these scenes before us,’ she replied: ‘such is the punishment of them. Let us hope and believe that the apparition, and the compunction which must follow it, will be accepted as the full penalty, and that both will pass away almost together.’
 

I feared to lose anything attendant on her presence: I feared to approach her forehead with my lips: I feared to touch the lily on its long wavy leaf in her hair, which filled my whole heart with fragrance. Venerating, adoring, I bowed my head at last to kiss her snow-white robe, and trembled at my presumption. And yet the effulgence of her countenance vivified while it chastened me. I loved her ... I must not say more than ever ... better than ever; it was Fiametta who had inhabited the skies. As my hand opened toward her:
 

‘Beware!’ said she, faintly smiling; ‘beware, Giovanni! Take only the crystal; take it, and drink again.’
 

‘Must all be then forgotten?’ said I sorrowfully.
 

‘Remember your prayer and mine, Giovanni. Shall both have been granted ... oh, how much worse than in vain?’
 

I drank instantly; I drank largely. How cool my bosom grew; how could it grow so cool before her! But it was not to remain in its quiescency; its trials were not yet over. I will not, Francesco! no, I may not commemorate the incidents she related to me, nor which of us said, ‘I blush for having loved first;’ nor which of us replied, ‘Say least, say least, and blush again.’
 

The charm of the words (for I felt not the encumbrance of the body nor the acuteness of the spirit) seemed to possess me wholly. Although the water gave me strength and comfort, and somewhat of celestial pleasure, many tears fell around the border of the vase as she held it up before me, exhorting me to take courage, and inviting me with more than exhortation to accomplish my deliverance. She came nearer, more tenderly, more earnestly; she held the dewy globe with both hands, leaning forward, and sighed and shook her head, drooping at my pusillanimity. It was only when a ringlet had touched the rim, and perhaps the water (for a sunbeam on the surface could never have given it such a golden hue), that I took courage, clasped it, and exhausted it. Sweet as was the water, sweet as was the serenity it gave me ... alas! that also which it moved away from me was sweet!
 

‘This time you can trust me alone,’ said she, and parted my hair, and kissed my brow. Again she went toward the brook: again my agitation, my weakness, my doubt, came over me: nor could I see her while she raised the water, nor knew I whence she drew it. When she returned, she was close to me at once: she smiled: her smile pierced me to the bones: it seemed an angel’s. She sprinkled the pure water on me; she looked most fondly; she took my hand; she suffered me to press hers to my bosom; but, whether by design I cannot tell, she let fall a few drops of the chilly element between.
 

‘And now, O my beloved!’ said she, ‘we have consigned to the bosom of God our earthly joys and sorrows. The joys cannot return, let not the sorrows. These alone would trouble my repose among the blessed.’
 

‘Trouble thy repose! Fiametta! Give me the chalice!’ cried I ... ‘not a drop will I leave in it, not a drop.’
 

‘Take it!’ said that soft voice. ‘O now most dear Giovanni! I know thou hast strength enough; and there is but little ... at the bottom lies our first kiss.’
 

‘Mine! didst thou say, beloved one? and is that left thee still?’
 

‘Mine,’ said she, pensively; and as she abased her head, the broad leaf of the lily hid her brow and her eyes; the light of heaven shone through the flower.
 

‘O Fiametta! Fiametta!’ cried I in agony, ‘God is the God of mercy, God is the God of love ... can I, can I ever?’ I struck the chalice against my head, unmindful that I held it; the water covered my face and my feet. I started up, not yet awake, and I heard the name of Fiametta in the curtains.
 

Petrarca. Love, O Giovanni, and life itself, are but dreams at best. I do think
 

Never so gloriously was Sleep attended As with the pageant of that heavenly maid.
 

But to dwell on such subjects is sinful. The recollection of them, with all their vanities, brings tears into my eyes.
 

Boccaccio. And into mine too ... they were so very charming.
 

Petrarca. Alas, alas! the time always comes when we must regret the enjoyments of our youth.
 

Boccaccio. If we have let them pass us.
 

Petrarca. I mean our indulgence in them.
 

Boccaccio. Francesco! I think you must remember Raffaellino degli Alfani.
 

Petrarca. Was it Raffaellino who lived near San Michele in Orto?
 

Boccaccio. The same. He was an innocent soul, and fond of fish. But whenever his friend Sabbatelli sent him a trout from Pratolino, he always kept it until next day or the day after, just long enough to render it unpalatable. He then turned it over in the platter, smelt at it closer, although the news of its condition came undeniably from a distance, touched it with his forefinger, solicited a testimony from the gills which the eyes had contradicted, sighed over it, and sent it for a present to somebody else. Were I a lover of trout as Raffaellino was, I think I should have taken an opportunity of enjoying it while the pink and crimson were glittering on it.
 

Petrarca. Trout, yes.
 

Boccaccio. And all other fish I could encompass.
 

Petrarca. O thou grave mocker! I did not suspect such slyness in thee: proof enough I had almost forgotten thee.
 

Boccaccio. Listen! listen! I fancied I caught a footstep in the passage. Come nearer; bend your head lower, that I may whisper a word in your ear. Never let Assunta hear you sigh. She is mischievous: she may have been standing at the door: not that I believe she would be guilty of any such impropriety: but who knows what girls are capable of! She has no malice, only in laughing; and a sigh sets her windmill at work, van over van, incessantly.
 

Petrarca. I should soon check her. I have no notion....
 

Boccaccio. After all, she is a good girl ... a trifle of the wilful. She must have it that many things are hurtful to me ... reading in particular ... it makes people so odd. Tina is a small matter of the madcap ... in her own particular way ... but exceedingly discreet, I do assure you, if they will only leave her alone.
 

I find I was mistaken, there was nobody.
 

Petrarca. A cat, perhaps.
 

Boccaccio. No such thing. I order him over to Certaldo while the birds are laying and sitting: and he knows by experience, favourite as he is, that it is of no use to come back before he is sent for. Since the first impetuosities of youth, he has rarely been refractory or disobliging. We have lived together now these five years, unless I miscalculate; and he seems to have learnt something of my manners, wherein violence and enterprise by no means predominate. I have watched him looking at a large green lizard; and, their eyes being opposite and near, he has doubted whether it might be pleasing to me if he began the attack; and their tails on a sudden have touched one another at the decision.
 

Petrarca. Seldom have adverse parties felt the same desire of peace at the same moment, and none ever carried it more simultaneously and promptly into execution.
 

Boccaccio. He enjoys his otium cum dignitate at Certaldo: there he is my castellan, and his chase is unlimited in those domains. After the doom of relegation is expired, he comes hither at midsummer. And then if you could see his joy! His eyes are as deep as a well, and as clear as a fountain: he jerks his tail into the air like a royal sceptre, and waves it like the wand of a magician. You would fancy that, as Horace with his head, he was about to smite the stars with it. There is ne’er such another cat in the parish; and he knows it, a rogue! We have rare repasts together in the bean-and-bacon time, although in regard to the bean he sides with the philosopher of Samos; but after due examination. In cleanliness he is a very nun; albeit in that quality which lies between cleanliness and godliness, there is a smack of Fra Biagio about him. What is that book in your hand?
 

Petrarca. My breviary.
 

Boccaccio. Well, give me mine too ... there, on the little table in the corner, under the glass of primroses. We can do nothing better.
 

Petrarca. What prayer were you looking for? let me find it.
 

Boccaccio. I don’t know how it is: I am scarcely at present in a frame of mind for it. We are of one faith: the prayers of the one will do for the other: and I am sure, if you omitted my name, you would say them all over afresh. I wish you could recollect in any book as dreamy a thing to entertain me as I have been just repeating. We have had enough of Dante: I believe few of his beauties have escaped us: and small faults, which we readily pass by, are fitter for small folks, as grubs are the proper bait for gudgeons.
 

Petrarca. I have had as many dreams as most men. We are all made up of them, as the webs of the spider are particles of her own vitality. But how infinitely less do we profit by them! I will relate to you, before we separate, one among the multitude of mine, as coming the nearest to the poetry of yours, and as having been not totally useless to me. Often have I reflected on it; sometimes with pensiveness, with sadness never.
 

Boccaccio. Then, Francesco, if you had with you as copious a choice of dreams as clustered on the elm-trees where the Sibyl led Aeneas, this, in preference to the whole swarm of them, is the queen dream for me.
 

Petrarca. When I was younger I was fond of wandering in solitary places, and never was afraid of slumbering in woods and grottoes. Among the chief pleasures of my life, and among the commonest of my occupations, was the bringing before me such heroes and heroines of antiquity, such poets and sages, such of the prosperous and the unfortunate, as most interested me by their courage, their wisdom, their eloquence, or their adventures. Engaging them in the conversation best suited to their characters, I knew perfectly their manners, their steps, their voices: and often did I moisten with my tears the models I had been forming of the less happy.
 

Boccaccio. Great is the privilege of entering into the studies of the intellectual; great is that of conversing with the guides of nations, the movers of the mass, the regulators of the unruly will, stiff, in its impurity and rust, against the finger of the Almighty Power that formed it: but give me, Francesco, give me rather the creature to sympathize with; apportion me the sufferings to assuage. Ah, gentle soul! thou wilt never send them over to another; they have better hopes from thee.
 

Petrarca. We both alike feel the sorrows of those around us. He who suppresses or allays them in another, breaks many thorns off his own; and future years will never harden fresh ones.
 

My occupation was not always in making the politician talk politics, the orator toss his torch among the populace, the philosopher run down from philosophy to cover the retreat or the advances of his sect; but sometimes in devising how such characters must act and discourse, on subjects far remote from the beaten track of their career. In like manner the philologist, and again the dialectician, were not indulged in the review and parade of their trained bands, but, at times, brought forward to show in what manner and in what degree external habits had influenced the conformation of the internal man. It was far from unprofitable to set passing events before past actors, and to record the decisions of those whose interests and passions are unconcerned in them.
 

Boccaccio. This is surely no easy matter. The thoughts are in fact your own, however you distribute them.
 

Petrarca. All cannot be my own; if you mean by thoughts the opinions and principles I should be the most desirous to inculcate. Some favourite ones perhaps may obtrude too prominently, but otherwise no misbehaviour is permitted them: reprehension and rebuke are always ready, and the offence is punished on the spot.
 

Boccaccio. Certainly you thus throw open, to its full extent, the range of poetry and invention; which cannot but be very limited and sterile, unless where we find displayed much diversity of character as disseminated by nature, much peculiarity of sentiment as arising from position, marked with unerring skill through every shade and gradation; and finally and chiefly, much intertexture and intensity of passion. You thus convey to us more largely and expeditiously the stores of your understanding and imagination, than you ever could by sonnets or canzonets, or sinewless and sapless allegories.
 

But weightier works are less captivating. If you had published any such as you mention, you must have waited for their acceptance. Not only the fame of Marcellus, but every other,
 

Crescit occulto velut arbor aevo;
 

and that which makes the greatest vernal shoot is apt to make the least autumnal. Authors in general who have met celebrity at starting, have already had their reward; always their utmost due, and often much beyond it. We cannot hope for both celebrity and fame: supremely fortunate are the few who are allowed the liberty of choice between them. We two prefer the strength that springs from exercise and toil, acquiring it gradually and slowly: we leave to others the earlier blessing of that sleep which follows enjoyment. How many at first sight are enthusiastic in their favour! Of these how large a portion come away empty-handed and discontented! like idlers who visit the seacoast, fill their pockets with pebbles bright from the passing wave, and carry them off with rapture. After a short examination at home, every streak seems faint and dull, and the whole contexture coarse, uneven, and gritty: first one is thrown away, then another; and before the week’s end the store is gone, of things so shining and wonderful.
 

Petrarca. Allegory, which you named with sonnets and canzonets, had few attractions for me, believing it to be the delight in general of idle, frivolous, inexcursive minds, in whose mansions there is neither hall nor portal to receive the loftier of the Passions. A stranger to the Affections, she holds a low station among the handmaidens of Poetry, being fit for little but an apparition in a mask. I had reflected for some time on this subject, when, wearied with the length of my walk over the mountains, and finding a soft old molehill, covered with grey grass, by the wayside, I laid my head upon it and slept. I cannot tell how long it was before a species of dream or vision came over me.

Two beautiful youths appeared beside me; each was winged; but the wings were hanging down, and seemed ill adapted to flight. One of them, whose voice was the softest I ever heard, looking at me frequently, said to the other:

‘He is under my guardianship for the present: do not awaken him with that feather.’

Methought, hearing the whisper, I saw something like the feather on an arrow; and then the arrow itself; the whole of it, even to the point; although he carried it in such a manner that it was difficult at first to discover more than a palm’s length of it: the rest of the shaft, and the whole of the barb, was behind his ankles.

‘This feather never awakens any one,’ replied he, rather petulantly; ‘but it brings more of confident security, and more of cherished dreams, than you without me are capable of imparting.’

‘Be it so!’ answered the gentler ... ‘none is less inclined to quarrel or dispute than I am. Many whom you have wounded grievously, call upon me for succour. But so little am I disposed to thwart you, it is seldom I venture to do more for them than to whisper a few words of comfort in passing. How many reproaches on these occasions have been cast upon me for indifference and infidelity! Nearly as many, and nearly in the same terms, as upon you!’

‘Odd enough that we, O Sleep! should be thought so alike,’ said Love, contemptuously. ‘Yonder is he who bears a nearer resemblance to you: the dullest have observed it.’ I fancied I turned my eyes to where he was pointing, and saw at a distance the figure he designated. Meanwhile the contention went on uninterruptedly. Sleep was slow in asserting his power or his benefits. Love recapitulated them; but only that he might assert his own above them. Suddenly he called on me to decide, and to choose my patron. Under the influence, first of the one, then of the other, I sprang from repose to rapture, I alighted from rapture on repose ... and knew not which was sweetest. Love was very angry with me, and declared he would cross me throughout the whole of my existence. Whatever I might on other occasions have thought of his veracity, I now felt too surely the conviction that he would keep his word. At last, before the close of the altercation, the third Genius had advanced, and stood near us. I cannot tell how I knew him, but I knew him to be the Genius of Death. Breathless as I was at beholding him, I soon became familiar with his features. First they seemed only calm; presently they grew contemplative; and lastly beautiful: those of the Graces themselves are less regular, less harmonious, less composed. Love glanced at him unsteadily, with a countenance in which there was somewhat of anxiety, somewhat of disdain; and cried: ‘Go away! go away! nothing that thou touchest, lives.’

‘Say rather, child!’ replied the advancing form, and advancing grew loftier and statelier, ‘say rather that nothing of beautiful or of glorious lives its own true life until my wing hath passed over it.’

Love pouted, and rumpled and bent down with his forefinger the stiff short feathers on his arrow-head; but replied not. Although he frowned worse than ever, and at me, I dreaded him less and less, and scarcely looked toward him. The milder and calmer Genius, the third, in proportion as I took courage to contemplate him, regarded me with more and more complacency. He held neither flower nor arrow, as the others did; but, throwing back the clusters of dark curls that overshadowed his countenance, he presented to me his hand, openly and benignly. I shrank on looking at him so near, and yet I sighed to love him. He smiled, not without an expression of pity, at perceiving my diffidence, my timidity: for I remembered how soft was the hand of Sleep, how warm and entrancing was Love’s. By degrees, I became ashamed of my ingratitude; and turning my face away, I held out my arms, and felt my neck within his. Composure strewed and allayed all the throbbings of my bosom; the coolness of freshest morning breathed around: the heavens seemed to open above me; while the beautiful cheek of my deliverer rested on my head. I would now have looked for those others; but knowing my intention by my gesture, he said, consolatorily:

‘Sleep is on his way to the Earth, where many are calling him; but it is not to these he hastens; for every call only makes him fly farther off. Sedately and gravely as he looks, he is nearly as capricious and volatile as the more arrogant and ferocious one.’

‘And Love!’ said I, ‘whither is he departed? If not too late, I would propitiate and appease him.’

‘He who cannot follow me, he who cannot overtake and pass me,’ said the Genius, ‘is unworthy of the name, the most glorious in earth or heaven. Look up! Love is yonder, and ready to receive thee.’

I looked: the earth was under me: I saw only the clear blue sky, and something brighter above it.
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EDITOR’S PREFACE.
 

“It was an ancestor of my husband who brought out the famous Shakspeare.”

These words were really spoken, and were repeated in conversation as most ridiculous.  Certainly such was very far from the lady’s intention; and who knows to what extent they are true?

The frolic of Shakspeare in deer-stealing was the cause of his Hegira; and his connection with players in London was the cause of his writing plays.  Had he remained in his native town, his ambition had never been excited by the applause of the intellectual, the popular, and the powerful, which, after all, was hardly sufficient to excite it.  He wrote from the same motive as he acted, — to earn his daily bread.  He felt his own powers; but he cared little for making them felt by others more than served his wants.

The malignant may doubt, or pretend to doubt, the authenticity of the Examination here published.  Let us, who are not malignant, be cautious of adding anything to the noisome mass of incredulity that surrounds us; let us avoid the crying sin of our age, in which the “Memoirs of a Parish Clerk,” edited as they were by a pious and learned dignitary of the Established Church, are questioned in regard to their genuineness; and even the privileges of Parliament are inadequate to cover from the foulest imputation — the imputation of having exercised his inventive faculties — the elegant and accomplished editor of Eugene Aram’s apprehension, trial, and defence.

Indeed, there is little of real history, excepting in romances.  Some of these are strictly true to nature; while histories in general give a distorted view of her, and rarely a faithful record either of momentous or of common events.

Examinations taken from the mouth are surely the most trustworthy.  Whoever doubts it may be convinced by Ephraim Barnett.

The Editor is confident he can give no offence to any person who may happen to bear the name of Lucy.  The family of Sir Thomas became extinct nearly half a century ago, and the estates descended to the Rev. Mr. John Hammond, of Jesus College, in Oxford, a respectable Welsh curate, between whom and him there existed at his birth eighteen prior claimants.  He took the name of Lucy.

The reader will form to himself, from this “Examination of Shakspeare,” more favourable opinion of Sir Thomas than is left upon his mind by the dramatist in the character of Justice Shallow.  The knight, indeed, is here exhibited in all his pride of birth and station, in all his pride of theologian and poet; he is led by the nose, while he believes that nobody can move him, and shows some other weaknesses, which the least attentive observer will discover; but he is not without a little kindness at the bottom of the heart, — a heart too contracted to hold much, or to let what it holds ebulliate very freely.  But, upon the whole, we neither can utterly hate nor utterly despise him.  Ungainly as he is. — 

Circum præcordia ludit.

The author of the “Imaginary Conversations” seems, in his “Boccacio and Petrarca,” to have taken his idea of Sir Magnus from this manuscript.  He, however, has adapted that character to the times; and in Sir Magnus the coward rises to the courageous, the unskilful in arms becomes the skilful, and war is to him a teacher of humanity.  With much superstition, theology never molests him; scholarship and poetry are no affairs of his.  He doubts of himself and others, and is as suspicious in his ignorance as Sir Thomas is confident.

With these wide diversities, there are family features, such as are likely to display themselves in different times and circumstances, and some so generically prevalent as never to lie quite dormant in the breed.  In both of them there is parsimony, there is arrogance, there is contempt of inferiors, there is abject awe of power, there is irresolution, there is imbecility.  But Sir Magnus has no knowledge, and no respect for it.  Sir Thomas would almost go thirty miles, even to Oxford, to see a fine specimen of it, although, like most of those who call themselves the godly, he entertains the most undoubting belief that he is competent to correct the errors of the wisest and most practised theologian.
  


EDITOR’S APOLOGY.
 

A part only of the many deficiencies which the reader will discover in this book is attributable to the Editor.  These, however, it is his duty to account for, and he will do it as briefly as he can.

The fac-similes (as printers’ boys call them, meaning specimens) of the handwriting of nearly all the persons introduced, might perhaps have been procured had sufficient time been allowed for another journey into Warwickshire.  That of Shakspeare is known already in the signature to his will, but deformed by sickness; that of Sir Thomas Lucy is extant at the bottom of a commitment of a female vagrant, for having a sucking child in her arms on the public road; that of Silas Gough is affixed to the register of births and marriages, during several years, in the parishes of Hampton Lucy and Charlecote, and certifies one death, — Euseby Treen’s; surmised, at least, to be his by the letters “E. T.” cut on a bench seven inches thick, under an old pollard-oak outside the park paling of Charlecote, toward the northeast.  For this discovery the Editor is indebted to a most respectable, intelligent farmer in the adjoining parish of Wasperton, in which parish Treen’s elder brother lies buried.  The worthy farmer is unwilling to accept the large portion of fame justly due to him for the services he has thus rendered to literature in elucidating the history of Shakspeare and his times.  In possession of another agricultural gentleman there was recently a very curious piece of iron, believed by many celebrated antiquaries to have constituted a part of a knight’s breast-plate.  It was purchased for two hundred pounds by the trustees of the British Museum, among whom, the reader will be grieved to hear, it produced dissension and coldness; several of them being of opinion that it was merely a gorget, while others were inclined to the belief that it was the forepart of a horse-shoe.  The Committee of Taste and the Heads of the Archæological Society were consulted.  These learned, dispassionate, and benevolent men had the satisfaction of conciliating the parties at variance, — each having yielded somewhat and every member signing, and affixing his seal to the signature, that, if indeed it be the forepart of a horse-shoe, it was probably Ismael’s, — there being a curved indentation along it, resembling the first letter of his name, and there being no certainty or record that he died in France, or was left in that country by Sir Magnus.

The Editor is unable to render adequate thanks to the Rev. Stephen Turnover for the gratification he received in his curious library by a sight of Joseph Carnaby’s name at full length, in red ink, coming from a trumpet in the mouth of an angel.  This invaluable document is upon an engraving in a frontispiece to the New Testament.  But since unhappily he could procure no signature of Hannah Hathaway, nor of her mother, and only a questionable one of Mr. John Shakspeare, the poet’s father, — there being two, in two very different hands, — both he and the publisher were of opinion that the graphical part of the volume would be justly censured as extremely incomplete, and that what we could give would only raise inextinguishable regret for that which we could not.  On this reflection all have been omitted.

The Editor is unwilling to affix any mark of disapprobation on the very clever engraver who undertook the sorrel mare; but as in the memorable words of that ingenious gentleman from Ireland whose polished and elaborate epigrams raised him justly to the rank of prime minister, — 

“White was not so very white,” — 

in like manner it appeared to nearly all the artists he consulted that the sorrel mare was not so sorrel in print.

There is another and a graver reason why the Editor was induced to reject the contribution of his friend the engraver; and this is, a neglect of the late improvements in his art, he having, unadvisedly or thoughtlessly, drawn in the old-fashioned manner lines at the two sides and at the top and bottom of his print, confining it to such limits as paintings are confined in by their frames.  Our spirited engravers, it is well-known, disdain this thraldom, and not only give unbounded space to their scenery, but also melt their figures in the air, — so advantageously, that, for the most part, they approach the condition of cherubs.  This is the true aërial perspective, so little understood heretofore.  Trees, castles, rivers, volcanoes, oceans, float together in absolute vacancy; the solid earth is represented, what we know it actually is, buoyant as a bubble, so that no wonder if every horse is endued with all the privileges of Pegasus, save and except our sorrel.  Malicious carpers, insensible or invidious of England’s glory, deny her in this beautiful practice the merit of invention, assigning it to the Chinese in their tea-cups and saucers; but if not absolutely new and ours, it must be acknowledged that we have greatly improved and extended the invention.

Such are the reasons why the little volume here laid before the public is defective in those decorations which the exalted state of literature demands.  Something of compensation is supplied by a Memorandum of Ephraim Barnett, written upon the inner cover, and printed below.

The Editor, it will be perceived, is but little practised in the ways of literature; much less is he gifted with that prophetic spirit which can anticipate the judgment of the public.  It may be that he is too idle or too apathetic to think anxiously or much about the matter; and yet he has been amused, in his earlier days, at watching the first appearance of such few books as he believed to be the production of some powerful intellect.  He has seen people slowly rise up to them, like carp in a pond when food is thrown into it; some of which carp snatch suddenly at a morsel, and swallow it; others touch it gently with their barb, pass deliberately by, and leave it; others wriggle and rub against it more disdainfully; others, in sober truth, know not what to make of it, swim round and round it, eye it on the sunny side, eye it on the shady, approach it, question it, shoulder it, flap it with the tail, turn it over, look askance at it, take a pea-shell or a worm instead of it, and plunge again their heads into the comfortable mud.  After some seasons the same food will suit their stomachs better.
  


EXAMINATION, ETC., ETC.
 

About one hour before noontide the youth William Shakspeare, accused of deer-stealing, and apprehended for that offence, was brought into the great hall at Charlecote, where, having made his obeisance, it was most graciously permitted him to stand.

The worshipful Sir Thomas Lucy, Knight, seeing him right opposite, on the farther side of the long table, and fearing no disadvantage, did frown upon him with great dignity; then, deigning ne’er a word to the culprit, turned he his face toward his chaplain, Sir Silas Gough, who stood beside him, and said unto him most courteously, and unlike unto one who in his own right commandeth, — 

“Stand out of the way!  What are those two varlets bringing into the room?”

“The table, sir,” replied Master Silas, “upon the which the consumption of the venison was perpetrated.”

The youth, William Shakspeare, did thereupon pray and beseech his lordship most fervently, in this guise: — 

“Oh, sir! do not let him turn the tables against me, who am only a simple stripling, and he an old codger.”

But Master Silas did bite his nether lip, and did cry aloud, — 

“Look upon those deadly spots!”

And his worship did look thereupon most staidly, and did say in the ear of Master Silas, but in such wise that it reached even unto mine,

“Good honest chandlery, methinks!”

“God grant it may turn out so!” ejaculated Master Silas.

The youth, hearing these words, said unto him, — 

“I fear, Master Silas, gentry like you often pray God to grant what he would rather not; and now and then what you would rather not.”

Sir Silas was wroth at this rudeness of speech about God in the face of a preacher, and said, reprovingly, — 

“Out upon thy foul mouth, knave! upon which lie slaughter and venison.”

Whereupon did William Shakspeare sit mute awhile, and discomfited; then turning toward Sir Thomas, and looking and speaking as one submiss and contrite, he thus appealed unto him: — 

“Worshipful sir! were there any signs of venison on my mouth, Master Silas could not for his life cry out upon it, nor help kissing it as ‘twere a wench’s.”

Sir Thomas looked upon him with most lordly gravity and wisdom, and said unto him, in a voice that might have come from the bench:

“Youth, thou speakest irreverently;” and then unto Master Silas: “Silas! to the business on hand.  Taste the fat upon yon boor’s table, which the constable hath brought hither, good Master Silas!  And declare upon oath, being sworn in my presence, first, whether said fat do proceed of venison; secondly, whether said venison be of buck or doe.”

Whereupon the reverend Sir Silas did go incontinently, and did bend forward his head, shoulders, and body, and did severally taste four white solid substances upon an oaken board; said board being about two yards long, and one yard four inches wide, — found in, and brought thither from, the tenement or messuage of Andrew Haggit, who hath absconded.  Of these four white solid substances, two were somewhat larger than a groat, and thicker; one about the size of King Henry the Eighth’s shilling, when our late sovereign lord of blessed memory was toward the lustiest; and the other, that is to say the middlemost, did resemble in some sort, a mushroom, not over fresh, turned upward on its stalk.

“And what sayest thou, Master Silas?” quoth the knight.

In reply whereunto Sir Silas thus averred: — 

“Venison! o’ my conscience!
Buck! or burn me alive!
 

The three splashes in the circumference are verily and indeed venison; buck, moreover, — and Charlecote buck, upon my oath!”

Then carefully tasting the protuberance in the centre, he spat it out, crying, — 

“Pho! pho! villain! villain!” and shaking his fist at the culprit.

Whereat the said culprit smiled and winked, and said off-hand, — 

“Save thy spittle, Silas!  It would supply a gaudy mess to the hungriest litter; but it would turn them from whelps into wolvets.  ‘T is pity to throw the best of thee away.  Nothing comes out of thy mouth that is not savoury and solid, bating thy wit, thy sermons, and thy promises.”

It was my duty to write down the very words, irreverent as they are, being so commanded.  More of the like, it is to be feared, would have ensued, but that Sir Thomas did check him, saying, shrewdly, — 

“Young man!  I perceive that if I do not stop thee in thy courses, thy name, being involved in thy company’s, may one day or other reach across the county; and folks may handle it and turn it about, as it deserveth, from Coleshill to Nuneaton, from Bromwicham to Brownsover.  And who knoweth but that, years after thy death, the very house wherein thou wert born may be pointed at, and commented on, by knots of people, gentle and simple!  What a shame for an honest man’s son!  Thanks to me, who consider of measures to prevent it!  Posterity shall laud and glorify me for plucking thee clean out of her head, and for picking up timely a ticklish skittle, that might overthrow with it a power of others just as light.  I will rid the hundred of thee, with God’s blessing! — nay, the whole shire.  We will have none such in our county; we justices are agreed upon it, and we will keep our word now and forevermore.  Woe betide any that resembles thee in any part of him!”

Whereunto Sir Silas added, — 

“We will dog him, and worry him, and haunt him, and bedevil him; and if ever he hear a comfortable word, it shall be in a language very different from his own.”

“As different as thine is from a Christian’s,” said the youth.

“Boy! thou art slow of apprehension,” said Sir Thomas, with much gravity; and taking up the cue, did rejoin, — 

“Master Silas would impress upon thy ductile and tender mind the danger of evil doing; that we, in other words that justice is resolved to follow him up, even beyond his country, where he shall hear nothing better than the Italian or the Spanish, or the black language, or the language of Turk or Troubadour, or Tartar or Mongol.  And, forsooth, for this gentle and indirect reproof, a gentleman in priest’s orders is told by a stripling that he lacketh Christianity!  Who then shall give it?”

William Shakspeare.

“Who, indeed? when the founder of the feast leaveth an invited guest so empty!  Yea, sir, the guest was invited, and the board was spread.  The fruits that lay upon it be there still, and fresh as ever; and the bread of life in those capacious canisters is unconsumed and unbroken.”

Sir Silas (aside).

“The knave maketh me hungry with his mischievous similitudes.”

Sir Thomas.

“Thou hast aggravated thy offence, Wil Shakspeare!  Irreverent caitiff! is this a discourse for my chaplain and clerk?  Can he or the worthy scribe Ephraim (his worship was pleased to call me worthy) write down such words as those, about litter and wolvets, for the perusal and meditation of the grand jury?  If the whole corporation of Stratford had not unanimously given it against thee, still his tongue would catch thee, as the evet catcheth a gnat.  Know, sirrah, the reverend Sir Silas, albeit ill appointed for riding, and not over-fond of it, goeth to every house wherein is a venison feast for thirty miles round.  Not a buck’s hoof on any stable-door but it awakeneth his recollections like a red letter.”

This wholesome reproof did bring the youth back again to his right senses; and then said he, with contrition, and with a wisdom beyond his years, and little to be expected from one who had spoken just before so unadvisedly and rashly, — 

“Well do I know it, your worship!  And verily do I believe that a bone of one being shovelled among the soil upon his coffin would forthwith quicken  him.  Sooth to say, there is ne’er a buckhound in the county but he treateth him as a godchild, patting him on the head, soothing his velvety ear between thumb and forefinger, ejecting tick from tenement, calling him ‘fine fellow,’ ‘noble lad,’ and giving him his blessing, as one dearer to him than a king’s debt to a debtor,  or a bastard to a dad of eighty.  This is the only kindness I ever heard of Master Silas toward his fellow-creatures.  Never hold me unjust, Sir Knight, to Master Silas.  Could I learn other good of him, I would freely say it; for we do good by speaking it, and none is easier.  Even bad men are not bad men while they praise the just.  Their first step backward is more troublesome and wrenching to them than the first forward.”

“In God’s name, where did he gather all this?” whispered his worship to the chaplain, by whose side I was sitting.  “Why, he talks like a man of forty-seven, or more!”

“I doubt his sincerity, sir!” replied the chaplain.  “His words are fairer now—”

“Devil choke him for them!” interjected he, with an undervoice.

“ — and almost book-worthy; but out of place.  What the scurvy cur yelped against me, I forgive him as a Christian.  Murrain upon such varlet vermin!  It is but of late years that dignities have come to be reviled.  The other parts of the Gospel were broken long before, — this was left us; and now this likewise is to be kicked out of doors, amid the mutterings of such mooncalves as him yonder.”

“Too true, Silas!” said the knight, sighing deeply.  “Things are not as they were in our glorious wars of York and Lancaster.  The knaves were thinned then, — two or three crops a year of that rank squitch-grass which it has become the fashion of late to call the people.  There was some difference then between buff doublets and iron mail, and the rogues felt it.  Well-a-day! we must bear what God willeth, and never repine, although it gives a man the heart-ache.  We are bound in duty to keep these things for the closet, and to tell God of them only when we call upon his holy name, and have him quite by ourselves.”

Sir Silas looked discontented and impatient, and said, snappishly, — 

“Cast we off here, or we shall be at fault.  Start him, sir! — prithee, start him.”

Again his worship, Sir Thomas, did look gravely and grandly, and taking a scrap of paper out of the Holy Book then lying before him, did read distinctly these words: — 

“Providence hath sent Master Silas back hither, this morning, to confound thee in thy guilt.”

Again, with all the courage and composure of an innocent man, and indeed with more than what an innocent man ought to possess in the presence of a magistrate, the youngster said, pointing toward Master Silas, — 

“The first moment he ventureth to lift up his visage from the table, hath Providence marked him miraculously.  I have heard of black malice.  How many of our words have more in them than we think of!  Give a countryman a plough of silver, and he will plough with it all the season, and never know its substance.  ‘T is thus with our daily speech.  What riches lie hidden in the vulgar tongue of the poorest and most ignorant!  What flowers of Paradise lie under our feet, with their beauties and parts undistinguished and undiscerned, from having been daily trodden on!  O, sir, look you! — but let me cover my eyes!  Look at his lips!  Gracious Heaven! they were not thus when he entered.  They are blacker now than Harry Tewe’s bull-bitch’s!”

Master Silas did lift up his eyes in astonishment and wrath; and his worship, Sir Thomas, did open his wider and wider, and cried by fits and starts: — 

“Gramercy! true enough! nay, afore God, too true by half!  I never saw the like!  Who would believe it?  I wish I were fairly rid of this examination, — my hands washed clean thereof!  Another time, — anon!  We have our quarterly sessions; we are many together.  At present I remand—”

And now, indeed, unless Sir Silas had taken his worship by the sleeve, he would may-hap have remanded the lad.  But Sir Silas, still holding the sleeve and shaking it, said, hurriedly, — 

“Let me entreat your worship to ponder.  What black does the fellow talk of?  My blood and bile rose up against the rogue; but surely I did not turn black in the face, or in the mouth, as the fellow calls it?”

Whether Master Silas had some suspicion and inkling of the cause or not, he rubbed his right hand along his face and lips, and, looking upon it, cried aloud, — 

“Ho, ho! is it off?  There is some upon my finger’s end, I find.  Now I have it, — ay, there it is.  That large splash upon the centre of the table is tallow, by my salvation!  The profligates sat up until the candle burned out, and the last of it ran through the socket upon the board.  We knew it before.  I did convey into my mouth both fat and smut!”

“Many of your cloth and kidney do that, good Master Silas, and make no wry faces about it,” quoth the youngster, with indiscreet merriment, although short of laughter, as became him who had already stepped too far and reached the mire.

To save paper and time, I shall now, for the most part, write only what they all said, not saying that they said it, and just copying out in my clearest hand what fell respectively from their mouths.

Sir Silas.

“I did indeed spit it forth, and emunge my lips, as who should not?”

William Shakspeare.

“Would it were so!”

Sir Silas.

“Would it were so! in thy teeth, hypocrite!”

Sir Thomas.

“And, truly, I likewise do incline to hope and credit it, as thus paraphrased and expounded.”

William Shakspeare.

“Wait until this blessed day next year, sir, at the same hour.  You shall see it forth again at its due season; it would be no miracle if it lasted.  Spittle may cure sore eyes, but not blasted mouths and scald consciences.”

Sir Thomas.

“Why! who taught thee all this?”

Then turned he leisurely toward Sir Silas, and placing his hand outspreaden upon the arm of the chaplain, said unto him in a low, judicial, hollow voice, — 

“Every word true and solemn!  I have heard less wise saws from between black covers.”

Sir Silas was indignant at this under-rating, as he appeared to think it, of the church and its ministry, and answered impatiently, with Christian freedom, — 

“Your worship surely will not listen to this wild wizard in his brothel-pulpit!”

William Shakspeare.

“Do I live to hear Charlecote Hall called a brothel-pulpit?  Alas, then, I have lived too long!”

Sir Silas.

“We will try to amend that for thee.”

William seemed not to hear him, loudly as he spake and pointedly unto the youngster, who wiped his eyes, crying, — 

“Commit me, sir! in mercy commit me!  Master Ephraim!  Oh, Master Ephraim!  A guiltless man may feel all the pangs of the guilty!  Is it you who are to make out the commitment?  Dispatch! dispatch.  I am a-weary of my life.  If I dared to lie, I would plead guilty.”

Sir Thomas.

“Heyday!  No wonder, Master Ephraim, thy entrails are moved and wamble.  Dost weep, lad?  Nay, nay; thou bearest up bravely.  Silas, I now find, although the example come before me from humble life, that what my mother said was true— ‘t was upon my father’s demise— ‘In great grief there are few tears.’”

Upon which did the youth, Willy Shakspeare, jog himself by the memory, and repeat these short verses, not wide from the same purport:

“There are, alas, some depths of woe
Too vast for tears to overflow.”
 

Sir Thomas.

“Let those who are sadly vexed in spirit mind that notion, whoever indited it, and be men.  I always was; but some little griefs have pinched me woundily.”

Master Silas grew impatient, for he had ridden hard that morning, and had no cushion upon his seat, as Sir Thomas had.  I have seen in my time that he who is seated on beech-wood hath very different thoughts and moralities from him who is seated on goose-feathers under doe-skin.  But that is neither here nor there, albeit, an’ I die, as I must, my heirs, Judith and her boy Elijah, may note it.

Master Silas, as above, looked sourishly, and cried aloud, — 

“The witnesses! the witnesses! testimony! testimony!  We shall now see whose black goes deepest.  There is a fork to be had that can hold the slipperiest eel, and a finger that can strip the slimiest.  I cry your worship to the witnesses.”

Sir Thomas.

“Ay, indeed, we are losing the day; it wastes toward noon, and nothing done.  Call the witnesses.  How are they called by name?  Give me the paper.”

The paper being forthwith delivered into his worship’s hand by the learned clerk, his worship did read aloud the name of Euseby Treen.  Whereupon did Euseby Treen come forth through the great hall-door which was ajar, and answer most audibly, — 

“Your worship!”

Straightway did Sir Thomas read aloud, in like form and manner, the name of Joseph Carnaby; and in like manner as aforesaid did Joseph Carnaby make answer and say, — 

“Your worship!”

Lastly did Sir Thomas turn the light of his countenance on William Shakspeare, saying, — 

“Thou seest these good men deponents against thee, William Shakspeare.”  And then did Sir Thomas pause.  And pending this pause did William Shakspeare look steadfastly in the faces of both; and stroking down his own with the hollow of his hand from the jaw-bone to the chin-point, said unto his honour, — 

“Faith! it would give me much pleasure, and the neighbourhood much vantage, to see these two fellows good men.  Joseph Carnaby and Euseby Treen!  Why! your worship! they know every hare’s form in Luddington-field better than their own beds, and as well pretty nigh as any wench’s in the parish.”

Then turned he with jocular scoff unto Joseph Carnaby, thus accosting him, whom his shirt, being made stiffer than usual for the occasion, rubbed and frayed, — 

“Ay, Joseph! smoothen and soothe thy collar-piece again and again!  Hark ye!  I know what smock that was knavishly cut from.”

Master Silas rose up in high choler, and said unto Sir Thomas, — 

“Sir! do not listen to that lewd reviler; I wager ten groats I prove him to be wrong in his scent.  Joseph Carnaby is righteous and discreet.”

William Shakspeare.

“By daylight and before the parson.  Bears and boars are tame creatures, and discreet, in the sunshine and after dinner.”

Euseby Treen.

“I do know his down-goings and uprisings.”

William Shakspeare.

“The man and his wife are one, saith holy Scripture.”

Euseby Treen.

“A sober-paced and rigid man, if such there be.  Few keep Lent like unto him.”

William Shakspeare.

“I warrant him, both lent and stolen.”

Sir Thomas.

“Peace and silence!  Now, Joseph Carnaby, do thou depose on particulars.”

Joseph Carnaby.

“May it please your worship!  I was returning from Hampton upon Allhallowmas eve, between the hours of ten and eleven at night, in company with Master Euseby Treen; and when we came to the bottom of Mickle Meadow, we heard several men in discourse.  I plucked Euseby Treen by the doublet, and whispered in his ear, ‘Euseby! Euseby! let us slink along in the shadow of the elms and willows.’”

Euseby Treen.

“Willows and elm-trees were the words.”

William Shakspeare.

“See, your worship! what discordances!  They cannot agree in their own story.”

Sir Silas.

“The same thing, the same thing, in the main.”

William Shakspeare.

“By less differences than this estates have been lost, hearts broken, and England, our country, filled with homeless, helpless, destitute orphans.  I protest against it.”

Sir Silas.

“Protest, indeed!  He talks as if he were a member of the House of Lords.  They alone can protest.”

Sir Thomas.

“Your attorney may object, not protest, before the lord judge.

“Proceed you, Joseph Carnaby.”

Joseph Carnaby.

“In the shadow of the willows and elm-trees, then—”

William Shakspeare.

“No hints, no conspiracies!  Keep to your own story, man, and do not borrow his.”

Sir Silas.

“I overrule the objection.  Nothing can be more futile and frivolous.”

William Shakspeare.

“So learned a magistrate as your worship will surely do me justice by hearing me attentively.  I am young; nevertheless, having more than one year written in the office of an attorney, and having heard and listened to many discourses and questions on law, I cannot but remember the heavy fine inflicted on a gentleman of this county who committed a poor man to prison for being in possession of a hare, it being proved that the hare was in his possession, and not he in the hare’s.”

Sir Silas.

“Synonymous term! synonymous term!”

Sir Thomas.

“In what term sayest thou was it?  I do not remember the case.”

Sir Silas.

“Mere quibble mere equivocation!  Jesuitical!  Jesuitical!”

William Shakspeare.

“It would be Jesuitical, Sir Silas, if it dragged the law by its perversions to the side of oppression and cruelty.  The order of Jesuits, I fear, is as numerous as its tenets are lax and comprehensive.  I am sorry to see their frocks flounced with English serge.”

Sir Silas.

“I don’t understand thee, viper!”

Sir Thomas.

“Cease thou, Will Shakspeare!  Know thy place.  And do thou, Joseph Carnaby, take up again the thread of thy testimony.”

Joseph Carnaby.

“We were still at some distance from the party, when on a sudden Euseby hung an—” 

Sir Thomas.

“As well write drew back, Master Ephraim and Master Silas!  Be circumspecter in speech, Master Joseph Carnaby!  I did not look for such rude phrases from that starch-warehouse under thy chin.  Continue, man!”

Joseph Carnaby.

“‘Euseby,’ said I in his ear, ‘what ails thee, Euseby?’  ‘I wag no farther,’ quoth he.  ‘What a number of names and voices!’”

Sir Thomas.

“Dreadful gang! a number of names and voices!  Had it been any other day in the year but Allhallowmas eve!  To steal a buck upon such a day!  Well!  God may pardon even that.  Go on, go on.  But the laws of our country must have their satisfaction and atonement.  Were it upon any other day in the calendar less holy, the buck were nothing, or next to nothing, saving the law and our conscience and our good report.  Yet we, her Majesty’s justices, must stand in the gap, body and soul, against evil-doers.  Now do thou, in furtherance of this business, give thine aid unto us, Joseph Carnaby! — remembering that mine eye from this judgment-seat, and her Majesty’s bright and glorious one overlooking the whole realm, and the broader of God above, are upon thee.”

Carnaby did quail a matter at these words about the judgment-seat and the broad eye, aptly and gravely delivered by him moreover who hath to administer truth and righteousness in our ancient and venerable laws, and especially, at the present juncture, in those against park-breaking and deer-stealing.  But finally, nought discomfited, and putting his hand valiantly atwixt hip and midriff, so that his elbow well-nigh touched the taller pen in the ink-pot, he went on.

Joseph Carnaby.

“‘In the shadow of the willows and elm-trees,’ said he, ‘and get nearer.’  We were still at some distance, maybe a score of furlongs, from the party—”

Sir Thomas.

“Thou hast said it already — all save the score of furlongs.”

“Hast room for them, Master Silas?”

“Yea,” quoth Master Silas, “and would make room for fifty, to let the fellow swing at his ease.”

Sir Thomas.

“Hast room, Master Ephraim?”

“‘T is done, most worshipful!” said I.  The learned knight did not recollect that I could put fifty furlongs in a needle’s eye, give me pen fine enough.

But far be it from me to vaunt of my penmanship, although there be those who do malign it, even in my own township and parish; yet they never have unperched me from my calling, and have had hard work to take an idle wench or two from under me on Saturday nights.

I memorize thus much, not out of any malice or any soreness about me, but that those of my kindred into whose hands it please God these papers do fall hereafter, may bear up stoutly in such straits; and if they be good at the cudgel, that they, looking first at their man, do give it him heartily and unsparingly, keeping within law.

Sir Thomas, having overlooked what we had written, and meditated a while thereupon, said unto Joseph, — 

“It appeareth by thy testimony that there was a huge and desperate gang of them afoot.  Revengeful dogs! it is difficult to deal with them.  The laws forbid precipitancy and violence.  A dozen or two may return and harm me; not me, indeed, but my tenants and servants.  I would fain act with prudence, and like unto him who looketh abroad.  He must tie his shoe tightly who passeth through mire; he must step softly who steppeth over stones; he must walk in the fear of the Lord (which, without a brag, I do at this present feel upon me), who hopeth to reach the end of the straightest road in safety.”

Sir Silas.

“Tut, tut! your worship!  Her Majesty’s deputy hath matchlocks and halters at a knight’s disposal, or the world were topsyturvy indeed.”

Sir Thomas.

“My mental ejaculations, and an influx of grace thereupon, have shaken and washed from my brain all thy last words, good Joseph!  Thy companion here, Euseby Treen, said unto thee — ay—”

Joseph Carnaby.

“Said unto me, ‘What a number of names and voices!  And there be but three living men in all!  And look again!  Christ deliver us! all the shadows save one go leftward; that one lieth right upon the river.  It seemeth a big, squat monster, shaking a little, as one ready to spring upon its prey!’”

Sir Thomas.

“A dead man in his last agonies, no doubt!  Your deer-stealer doth boggle at nothing.  He hath alway the knife in doublet and the devil at elbow.

“I wot not of any keeper killed or missing.  To lose one’s deer and keeper too were overmuch.

“Do, in God’s merciful name, hand unto me a glass of sack, Master Silas!  I wax faintish at the big, squat man.  He hath harmed not only me, but mine.  Furthermore, the examination is grown so long.”

Then was the wine delivered by Sir Silas into the hand of his worship, who drank it off in a beaker of about half a pint, — but little to his satisfaction, for he said shortly afterward, — 

“Hast thou poured no water into the sack, good Master Silas?  It seemeth weaker and washier than ordinary, and affordeth small comfort unto the breast and stomach.”

“Not I, truly, sir,” replied Master Silas “and the bottle is a fresh and sound one.  The cork reported on drawing, as the best diver doth on sousing from Warwick bridge into Avon.  A rare cork! as bright as the glass bottle, and as smooth as the lips of any cow.”

Sir Thomas.

“My mouth is out of taste this morning; or the same wine, mayhap, hath a different force and flavor in the dining-room and among friends.  But to business — what more?”

“Euseby Treen, what may it be?” said I.

“I know,” quoth he, “but dare not breathe it.”

Sir Thomas.

“I thought I had taken a glass of wine, verily.  Attention to my duty as a magistrate is paramount.  I mind nothing else when that lies before me.

“Carnaby!  I credit thy honesty, but doubt thy manhood.  Why not breathe it, with a vengeance?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“It was Euseby who dared not.”

Sir Thomas.

“Stand still!  Say nothing yet; mind my orders.  Fair and softly! compose thyself.”

They all stood silent for some time, and looked very composed, awaiting the commands of the knight.  His mind was clearly in such a state of devotion that peradventure he might not have descended for a while longer to his mundane duties, had not Master Silas told him that, under the shadow of his wing, their courage had returned and they were quite composed again.

“You may proceed,” said the knight.

Joseph Carnaby.

“Master Treen did take off his cap and wipe his forehead.  I, for the sake of comforting him in this his heaviness, placed my hand upon his crown; and truly I might have taken it for a tuft of bents, the hair on end, the skin immovable as God’s earth!”

Sir Thomas, hearing these words, lifted up his hands above his own head, and in the loudest voice he had yet uttered did he cry, — 

“Wonderful are thy ways in Israel, O Lord!”

So saying, the pious knight did strike his knee with the palm of his right hand; and then gave he a sign, bowing his head and closing his eyes, by which Master Carnaby did think he signified his pleasure that he should go on deposing.  And he went on thus: — 

Joseph Carnaby.

“At this moment one of the accomplices cried, ‘Willy!  Willy! prithee stop! enough in all conscience!  First thou divertedst us from our undertaking with thy strange vagaries, thy Italian girls’ nursery sigh, thy Pucks and pinchings, and thy Windsor whimsies.  No kitten upon a bed of marum ever played such antics.  It was summer and winter, night and day with us within the hour; and in such religion did we think and feel it, we would have broken the man’s jaw who gainsaid it.  We have slept with thee under the oaks in the ancient forest of Arden, and we have wakened from our sleep in the tempest far at sea.   Now art thou for frightening us again out of all the senses thou hadst given us, with witches and women more murderous than they.’

“Then followed a deeper voice: ‘Stouter men and more resolute are few; but thou, my lad, hast words too weighty for flesh and bones to bear up against.  And who knows but these creatures may pop amongst us at last, as the wolf did, sure enough, upon him, the noisy rogue, who so long had been crying wolf! and wolf!’”

Sir Thomas.

“Well spoken, for two thieves; albeit I miss the meaning of the most part.  Did they prevail with the scapegrace and stop him?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“The last who had spoken did slap him on the shoulder, saying, ‘Jump into the punt, lad, and across.’  Thereupon did Will Shakspeare jump into said punt, and begin to sing a song about a mermaid.”

William Shakspeare.

“Sir! is this credible?  I will be sworn I never saw one; and verily do believe that scarcely one in a hundred years doth venture so far up the Avon.”

Sir Thomas.

“There is something in this.  Thou mayest have sung about one, nevertheless.  Young poets take great liberties with all female kind; not that mermaids are such very unlawful game for them, and there be songs even about worse and staler fish.  Mind ye that!  Thou hast written songs, and hast sung them, and lewd enough they be, God wot!”

William Shakspeare.

“Pardon me, your worship! they were not mine then.  Peradventure the song about the mermaid may have been that ancient one which every boy in most parishes has been singing for many years, and, perhaps, his father before him; and somebody was singing it then, mayhap, to keep up his courage in the night.”

Sir Thomas.

“I never heard it.”

William Shakspeare.

“Nobody would dare to sing in the presence of your worship, unless commanded, — not even the mermaid herself.”

Sir Thomas.

“Canst thou sing it?”

William Shakspeare.

“Verily, I can sing nothing.”

Sir Thomas.

“Canst thou repeat it from memory?”

William Shakspeare.

“It is so long since I have thought about it, that I may fail in the attempt.”

Sir Thomas.

“Try, however.”

William Shakspeare.

“‘The mermaid sat upon the rocks
   All day long,
Admiring her beauty and combing her locks,
   And singing a mermaid song.’”
 

Sir Thomas.

“What was it? what was it?  I thought as much.  There thou standest, like a woodpecker, chattering and chattering, breaking the bark with thy beak, and leaving the grub where it was.  This is enough to put a saint out of patience.”

William Shakspeare.

“The wishes of your worship possess a mysterious influence, — I now remember all.

“‘And hear the mermaid’s song you may,
   As sure as sure can be,
If you will but follow the sun all day,
   And souse with him into the sea.’”
 

Sir Thomas.

“It must be an idle fellow who would take that trouble; besides, unless he nicked the time he might miss the monster.  There be many who are slow to believe that the mermaid singeth.”

William Shakspeare.

“Ah sir! not only the mermaid singeth, but the merman sweareth, as another old song will convince you.”

Sir Thomas.

“I would fain be convinced of God’s wonders in the great deeps, and would lean upon the weakest reed like unto thee to manifest his glory.  Thou mayest convince me.”

William Shakspeare.

1.
 

“‘A wonderful story, my lasses and lads,
Peradventure you’ve heard from your grannams or dads,
Of a merman that came every night to woo
The spinster of spinsters, our Catherine Crewe.
 

2.
 

     “‘But Catherine Crewe
      Is now seventy-two,
   And avers she hath half forgotten
The truth of the tale, when you ask her about it,
And says, as if fain to deny it or flout it,
   “Pooh! the merman is dead and rotten.”
 

3.
 

“‘The merman came up as the mermen are wont,
To the top of the water, and then swam upon ‘t;
And Catherine saw him with both her two eyes,
A lusty young merman full six feet in size.
 

4.
 

     “‘And Catherine was frighten’d,
      Her scalp-skin it tighten’d,
And her head it swam strangely, although on dry land;
   And the merman made bold
   Eftsoons to lay hold
(This Catherine well recollects) of her hand.
 

5.
 

“‘But how could a merman, if ever so good,
Or if ever so clever, be well understood
By a simple young creature of our flesh and blood?
 

6.
 

     “‘Some tell us the merman
      Can only speak German,
   In a voice between grunting and snoring;
But Catherine says he had learned in the wars
The language, persuasions, and oaths of our tars,
   And that even his voice was not foreign.
 

7.
 

“‘Yet when she was asked how he managed to hide
The green fishy tail, coming out of the tide
   For night after night above twenty,
“You troublesome creatures!” old Catherine replied,
   “In his pocket; won’t that now content ye?”’”
 

Sir Thomas.

“I have my doubts yet.  I should have said unto her, seriously, ‘Kate!  Kate!  I am not convinced.’  There may be witchcraft or sortilege in it.  I would have made it a star-chamber matter.”

William Shakspeare.

“It was one, sir.”

Sir Thomas.

“And now I am reminded by this silly, childish song, — which, after all, is not the true mermaid’s, — thou didst tell me, Silas, that the papers found in the lad’s pocket were intended for poetry.”

Sir Silas.

“I wish he had missed his aim, sir, in your park, as he hath missed it in his poetry.  The papers are not worth reading; they do not go against him in the point at issue.”

Sir Thomas.

“We must see that, — they being taken upon his person when apprehended.”

Sir Silas.

“Let Ephraim read them, then; it behooveth not me, a Master of Arts, to con a whelp’s whining.”

Sir Thomas.

“Do thou read them aloud unto us, good Master Ephraim.”

Whereupon I took the papers which young Willy had not bestowed much pains on; and they posed and puzzled me grievously, for they were blotted and scrawled in many places, as if somebody had put him out.  These likewise I thought fit, after long consideration, to write better, and preserve, great as the loss of time is when men of business take in hand such unseemly matters.  However, they are decenter than most, and not without their moral; for example: — 

“TO THE OWLET.

“Who, O thou sapient, saintly bird!
Thy shouted warnings ever heard
      Unbleached by fear?
The blue-faced blubbering imp, who steals
Yon turnips, thinks thee at his heels,
      Afar or near.
 

“The brawnier churl, who brags at times
To front and top the rankest crimes, — 
      To paunch a deer,
Quarter a priest, or squeeze a wench, — 
Scuds from thee, clammy as a tench,
      He knows not where.
 

“For this the righteous Lord of all
Consigns to thee the castle-wall,
      When, many a year,
Closed in the chancel-vaults, are eyes
Rainy or sunny at the sighs
      Of knight or peer.”
 

Sir Thomas, when I had ended, said unto me,

“No harm herein; but are they over?”

I replied, “Yea, sir!”

“I miss the posy,” quoth he; “there is usually a lump of sugar, or a smack thereof at the bottom of the glass.  They who are inexperienced in poetry do write it as boys do their copies in the copy-book, without a flourish at the finis.  It is only the master who can do this befittingly.”

I bowed unto his worship reverentially, thinking of a surety he meant me, and returned my best thanks in set language.  But his worship rebuffed them, and told me graciously that he had an eye on another of very different quality; that the plain sense of his discourse might do for me, the subtler was certainly for himself.  He added that in his younger days he had heard from a person of great parts, and had since profited by it, that ordinary poets are like adders, — the tail blunt and the body rough, and the whole reptile cold-blooded and sluggish: “whereas we,” he subjoined, “leap and caracole and curvet, and are as warm as velvet, and as sleek as satin, and as perfumed as a Naples fan, in every part of us; and the end of our poems is as pointed as a perch’s back-fin, and it requires as much nicety to pick it up as a needle at nine groats the hundred.”

Then turning toward the culprit, he said mildly unto him, — 

“Now why canst thou not apply thyself unto study?  Why canst thou not ask advice of thy superiors in rank and wisdom?  In a few years, under good discipline, thou mightest rise from the owlet unto the peacock.  I know not what pleasant things might not come into the youthful head thereupon.

“He was the bird of Venus,  goddess of beauty.  He flew down (I speak as a poet, and not in my quality of knight and Christian) with half the stars of heaven upon his tail; and his long, blue neck doth verily appear a dainty slice out of the solid sky.”

Sir Silas smote me with his elbow, and said in my ear, — 

“He wanteth not this stuffing; he beats a pheasant out of the kitchen, to my mind, take him only at the pheasant’s size, and don’t (upon your life) overdo him.

“Never be cast down in spirit, nor take it too ‘grievously to heart, if the colour be a suspicion of the pinkish, — no sign of rawness in that; none whatever.  It is as becoming to him as to the salmon; it is as natural to your pea-chick in his best cookery, as it is to the finest October morning, — moist underfoot, when partridge’s and puss’s and renard’s scent lies sweetly.”

Willie Shakspeare, in the mean time, lifted up his hands above his ears half a cubit, and taking breath again, said, audibly, although he willed it to be said unto himself alone, — 

“O that knights could deign to be our teachers!  Methinks I should briefly spring up into heaven, through the very chink out of which the peacock took his neck.”

Master Silas, who like myself and the worshipful knight, did overhear him, said angrily, — 

“To spring up into heaven, my lad, it would be as well to have at least one foot upon the ground to make the spring withal.  I doubt whether we shall leave thee this vantage.”

“Nay, nay! thou art hard upon him, Silas,” said the knight.

I was turning over the other papers taken from the pocket of the culprit on his apprehension, and had fixed my eyes on one, when Sir Thomas caught them thus occupied, and exclaimed, — 

“Mercy upon us! have we more?”

“Your patience, worshipful sir!” said I; “must I forward?”

“Yea, yea,” quoth he, resignedly, “we must go through; we are pilgrims in this life.”

Then did I read, in a clear voice, the contents of paper the second, being as followeth: — 

“THE MAID’S LAMENT.

“I loved him not; and yet, now he is gone,
   I feel I am alone.
I check’d him while he spoke; yet, could he speak,
   Alas! I would not check.
For reasons not to love him once I sought,
   And wearied all my thought
To vex myself and him: I now would give
   My love could he but live
Who lately lived for me, and when he found
   ‘T was vain, in holy ground
He hid his face amid the shades of death!
   I waste for him my breath
Who wasted his for me! but mine returns,
   And this loin bosom burns
With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep,
   And waking me to weep
Tears that had melted his soft heart.  For years
   Wept he as bitter tears!
Merciful God! such was his latest prayer,
   These may she never share!
Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold,
   Than daisies in the mould,
Where children spell, athwart the churchyard gate,
   His name and life’s brief date.
Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe’er you be,
   And, oh! pray too for me!”
 

Sir Thomas had fallen into a most comfortable and refreshing slumber ere this lecture was concluded; but the pause broke it, as there be many who experience after the evening service in our parish-church.  Howbeit, he had presently all his wits about him, and remembered well that he had been carefully counting the syllables, about the time when I had pierced as far as into the middle.

“Young man,” said he to Willy, “thou givest short measure in every other sack of the load.  Thy uppermost stake is of right length; the undermost falleth off, methinks.

“Master Ephraim, canst thou count syllables?  I mean no offence.  I may have counted wrongfully myself, not being born nor educated for an accountant.”

At such order I did count; and truly the suspicion was as just as if he had neither been a knight nor a sleeper.

“Sad stuff! sad stuff, indeed!” said Master Silas, “and smelling of popery and wax-candles.”

“Ay?” said Sir Thomas, “I must sift that.”

“If praying for the dead is not popery,” said Master Silas, “I know not what the devil is.  Let them pray for us; they may know whether it will do us any good.  We need not pray for them; we cannot tell whether it will do them any.  I call this sound divinity.”

“Are our churchmen all agreed thereupon?” asked Sir Thomas.

“The wisest are,” replied Master Silas.

“There are some lank rascals who will never agree upon anything but upon doubting.  I would not give ninepence for the best gown upon the most thrifty of ‘em; and their fingers are as stiff and hard with their pedlary, knavish writing, as any bishop’s are with chalk-stones won honestly from the gout.”

Sir Thomas took the paper up from the table on which I had laid it, and said after a while, — 

“The man may only have swooned.  I scorn to play the critic, or to ask any one the meaning of a word; but, sirrah!”

Here he turned in his chair from the side of Master Silas, and said unto Willy, — 

“William Shakspeare! out of this thraldom in regard to popery, I hope, by God’s blessing, to deliver thee.  If ever thou repeatest the said verses, knowing the man to be to all intents and purposes a dead man, prythee read the censurable line as thus corrected, — 

‘Pray for our Virgin Queen, gentles! whoe’er you be.’

although it is not quite the thing that another should impinge so closely on her skirts.

“By this improvement, of me suggested, thou mayest make some amends — a syllable or two — for the many that are weighed in the balance and are found wanting.”

Then turning unto me, as being conversant by my profession in such matters, and the same being not very worthy of learned and staid clerks the like of Master Silas, he said, — 

“Of all the youths that did ever write in verse, this one verily is he who hath the fewest flowers and devices.  But it would be loss of time to form a border, in the fashion of a kingly crown, or a dragon, or a Turk on horseback, out of buttercups and dandelions.

“Master Ephraim! look at these badgers! with a long leg on one quarter and a short leg on the other.  The wench herself might well and truly have said all that matter without the poet, bating the rhymes and metre.  Among the girls in the country there are many such shilly-shallys, who give themselves sore eyes and sharp eye-water; I would cure them rod in hand.”

Whereupon did William Shakspeare say, with great humility, — 

“So would I, may it please your worship, an they would let me.”

“Incorrigible sluts!  Out upon ‘em! and thou art no better than they are,” quoth the knight.

Master Silas cried aloud, “No better, marry! they at the worst are but carted and whipped for the edification of the market-folks.   Not a squire or parson in the country round but comes in his best to see a man hanged.”

“The edification then is higher by a deal,” said William, very composedly.

“Troth! is it,” replied Master Silas.  “The most poisonous reptile has the richest jewel in his head; thou shalt share the richest gift bestowed upon royalty, and shalt cure the king’s evil.” 

“It is more tractable, then, than the church’s,” quoth William; and, turning his face toward the chair, he made an obeisance to Sir Thomas, saying, — 

“Sir! the more submissive my behaviour is, the more vehement and boisterous is Master Silas.  My gentlest words serve only to carry him toward the contrary quarter, as the south wind bloweth a ship northward.”

“Youth,” said Sir Thomas, smiling most benignly, “I find, and well indeed might I have surmised, thy utter ignorance of winds, equinoxes, and tides.  Consider now a little!  With what propriety can a wind be called a south wind if it bloweth a vessel to the north?  Would it be a south wind that blew it from this hall into Warwick market-place?”

“It would be a strong one,” said Master Silas unto me, pointing his remark, as witty men are wont, with the elbow-pan.

But Sir Thomas, who waited for an answer, and received none, continued, — 

“Would a man be called a good man who tended and pushed on toward evil?”

William Shakspeare.

“I stand corrected.  I could sail to Cathay or Tartary  with half the nautical knowledge I have acquired in this glorious hall.

“The devil impelling a mortal to wrong courses, is thereby known to be the devil.  He, on the contrary, who exciteth to good is no devil, but an angel of light, or under the guidance of one.  The devil driveth unto his own home; so doth the south wind, so doth the north wind.

“Alas! alas! we possess not the mastery over our own weak minds when a higher spirit standeth nigh and draweth us within his influence.”

Sir Thomas.

“Those thy words are well enough, — very well, very good, wise, discreet, judicious beyond thy years.  But then that sailing comes in an awkward, ugly way across me, — that Cathay, that Tartarus!

“Have a care!  Do thou nothing rashly.  Mind! an thou stealest my punt for the purpose, I send the constable after thee or e’er thou art half way over.”

William Shakspeare.

“He would make a stock-fish of me an he caught me.  It is hard sailing out of his straits, although they be carefully laid down in most parishes, and may have taken them from actual survey.”

Sir Silas.

“Sir, we have bestowed on him already well-nigh a good hour of our time.”

Sir Thomas, who was always fond of giving admonition and reproof to the ignorant and erring, and who had found the seeds (little mustard-seeds, ‘t is true, and never likely to arise into the great mustard-tree of the Gospel) in the poor lad Willy, did let his heart soften a whit tenderer and kindlier than Master Silas did, and said unto Master Silas, — 

“A good hour of our time!  Yea, Silas! and thou wouldst give him eternity!”

“What, sir! would you let him go?” said Master Silas.  “Presently we shall have neither deer nor dog, neither hare nor coney, neither swan nor heron; every carp from pool, every bream from brook, will be groped for.  The marble monuments in the church will no longer protect the leaden coffins; and if there be any ring of gold on the finger of knight or dame, it will be torn away with as little ruth and ceremony as the ring from a butchered sow’s snout.”

“Awful words!  Master Silas,” quoth the knight, musing; “but thou mistakest my intentions.  I let him not go; howbeit, at worst I would only mark him in the ear, and turn him up again after this warning, peradventure with a few stripes to boot athwart the shoulders, in order to make them shrug a little, and shake off the burden of idleness.”

Now I, having seen, I dare not say the innocence, but the innocent and simple manner of Willy, and pitying his tender years, and having an inkling that he was a lad, poor Willy! whom God had endowed with some parts, and into whose breast he had instilled that milk of loving-kindness by which alone we can be like unto those little children of whom is the household and kingdom of our Lord, — I was moved, yea, even unto tears.  And now, to bring gentler thoughts into the hearts of Master Silas and Sir Thomas, who, in his wisdom, deemed it a light punishment to slit an ear or two, or inflict a wiry scourging, I did remind his worship that another paper was yet unread, at least to them, although I had been perusing it.

This was much pleasanter than the two former, and overflowing with the praises of the worthy knight and his gracious lady; and having an echo to it in another voice, I did hope thereby to disarm their just wrath and indignation.  It was thus couched: — 

“FIRST SHEPHERD.

“Jesu! what lofty elms are here!
Let me look through them at the clear,
Deep sky above, and bless my star
That such a worthy knight’s they are!
 

“SECOND SHEPHERD.

“Innocent creatures! how those deer
Trot merrily, and romp and rear!
 

“FIRST SHEPHERD.

“The glorious knight who walks beside
His most majestic lady bride,
 

“SECOND SHEPHERD.

“Under these branches spreading wide,

“FIRST SHEPHERD.

“Carries about so many cares
Touching his ancestors and heirs,
That came from Athens and from Rome — 
 

“SECOND SHEPHERD.

“As many of them as are come — 

“FIRST SHEPHERD.

“Nought else the smallest lodge can find
In the vast manors of his mind;
Envying not Solomon his wit — 
 

“SECOND SHEPHERD.

“No, nor his women not a bit;
Being well-built and well-behavèd
As Solomon, I trow, or David.
 

“FIRST SHEPHERD.

“And taking by his jewell’d hand
The jewel of that lady bland,
He sees the tossing antlers pass
And throw quaint shadows o’er the grass;
While she alike the hour beguiles,
And looks at him and them, and smiles.
 

“SECOND SHEPHERD.

“With conscience proof ‘gainst Satan’s shock,
Albeit finer than her smock, 
Marry! her smiles are not of vanity,
But resting on sound Christianity.
Faith, you would swear, had nail’d  her ears on
The book and cushion of the parson.”
 

“Methinks the rhyme at the latter end might be bettered,” said Sir Thomas.  “The remainder is indited not unaptly.  But, young man, never having obtained the permission of my honourable dame to praise her in guise of poetry, I cannot see all the merit I would fain discern in the verses.  She ought first to have been sounded; and it being certified that she disapproved not her glorification, then might it be trumpeted forth into the world below.”

“Most worshipful knight,” replied the youngster, “I never could take it in hand to sound a dame of quality, — they are all of them too deep and too practised for me, and have better and abler men about ‘em.  And surely I did imagine to myself that if it were asked of any honourable man (omitting to speak of ladies) whether he would give permission to be openly praised, he would reject the application as a gross offence.  It appeareth to me that even to praise one’s self, although it be shameful, is less shameful than to throw a burning coal into the incense-box that another doth hold to waft before us, and then to snift and simper over it, with maidenly, wishful coyness, as if forsooth one had no hand in setting it asmoke.”

Then did Sir Thomas, in his zeal to instruct the ignorant, and so make the lowly hold up their heads, say unto him, — 

“Nay, but all the great do thus.  Thou must not praise them without leave and license.  Praise unpermitted is plebeian praise.  It is presumption to suppose that thou knowest enough of the noble and the great to discover their high qualities.  They alone could manifest them unto thee.  It requireth much discernment and much time to enucleate and bring into light their abstruse wisdom and gravely featured virtues.  Those of ordinary men lie before thee in thy daily walks; thou mayest know them by converse at their tables, as thou knowest the little tame squirrel that chippeth his nuts in the open sunshine of a bowling-green.  But beware how thou enterest the awful arbours of the great, who conceal their magnanimity in the depths of their hearts, as lions do.”

He then paused; and observing the youth in deep and earnest meditation over the fruits of his experience, as one who tasted and who would fain digest them; he gave him encouragement, and relieved the weight of his musings by kind interrogation.

“So, then, these verses are thine own?”  The youth answered, — 

“Sir, I must confess my fault.”

Sir Thomas.

“And who was the shepherd written here Second Shepherd, that had the ill manners to interrupt thee?  Methinks, in helping thee to mount the saddle, he pretty nigh tossed thee over,  with his jerks and quirks.”

Without waiting for any answer, his worship continued his interrogations.

“But do you woolstaplers call yourselves by the style and title of shepherds?”

William Shakspeare.

“Verily, sir, do we; and I trust by right.  The last owner of any place is called the master more properly than the dead and gone who once held it.  If that be true (and who doubts it?) we, who have the last of the sheep, namely, the wool and skin, and who buy all of all the flock, surely may more properly be called shepherds than those idle vagrants who tend them only for a season, selling a score or purchasing a score, as may happen.”

Here Sir Thomas did pause a while, and then said unto Master Silas, — 

“My own cogitations, and not this stripling, have induced me to consider and to conclude a weighty matter for knightly scholarship.  I never could rightly understand before how Colin Clout, and sundry others calling themselves shepherds, should argue like doctors in law, physic, and divinity.

“Silas! they were woolstaplers; and they must have exercised their wits in dealing with tithe-proctors and parsons, and moreover with fellows of colleges from our two learned universities, who have sundry lands held under them, as thou knowest, and take the small tithes in kind.  Colin Clout, methinks, from his extensive learning, might have acquired enough interest with the Queen’s Highness to change his name for the better, and, furthermore, her royal license to carry armorial bearings, in no peril of taint from so unsavoury an appellation.”

Master Silas did interrupt this discourse, by saying, — 

“May it please your worship, the constable is waiting.”

Whereat Sir Thomas said, tartly, — 

“And let him wait.” 

Then to me, — 

“I hope we have done with verses, and are not to be befooled by the lad’s nonsense touching mermaids or worse creatures.”

Then to Will, — 

“William Shakspeare! we live in a Christian land, a land of great toleration and forbearance.  Three score cartsful of fagots a year are fully sufficient to clear our English air from every pestilence of heresy and witchcraft.  It hath not alway been so, God wot!  Innocent and guilty took their turns before the fire, like geese and capons.  The spit was never cold; the cook’s sleeve was ever above the elbow.  Countrymen came down from distant villages into towns and cities, to see perverters whom they had never heard of, and to learn the righteousness of hatred.  When heretics waxed fewer the religious began to grumble that God, in losing his enemies, had also lost his avengers.

“Do not thou, William Shakspeare, dig the hole for thy own stake.  If thou canst not make men wise, do not make them merry at thy cost.  We are not to be paganised any more.  Having struck from our calendars, and unnailed from our chapels, many dozens of decent saints, with as little compunction and remorse as unlucky lads throw frog-spawn and tadpoles out of stagnant ditches, never let us think of bringing back among us the daintier divinities they ousted.  All these are the devil’s imps, beautiful as they appear in what we falsely call works of genius, which really and truly are the devil’s own, — statues more graceful than humanity, pictures more living than life, eloquence that raised single cities above empires, poor men above kings.  If these are not Satan’s works, where are they?  I will tell thee where they are likewise.  In holding vain converse with false gods.  The utmost we can allow in propriety is to call a knight Phœbus, and a dame Diana.  They are not meat for every trencher.

“We must now proceed straightforward with the business on which thou comest before us.  What further sayest thou, witness?”

Euseby Treen.

“His face was toward me; I saw it clearly.  The graver man followed him into the punt, and said, roughly, ‘We shall get hanged as sure as thou pipest.’

“Whereunto he answered, — 

‘Naturally, as fall upon the ground
The leaves in winter and the girls in spring.’
 

And then began he again with the mermaid; whereat the graver man clapped a hand before his mouth, and swore he should take her in wedlock, to have and to hold, if he sang another stave.  ‘And thou shalt be her pretty little bridemaid,’ quoth he gaily to the graver man, chucking him under the chin.”

Sir Thomas.

“And what did Carnaby say unto thee, or what didst thou say unto Carnaby?”

Euseby Treen.

“Carnaby said unto me, somewhat tauntingly, ‘The big squat man, that lay upon thy bread-basket like a nightmare, is a punt at last, it seems.’

“‘Punt, and more too,’ answered I.  ‘Tarry awhile, and thou shalt see this punt (so let me call it) lead them into temptation, and swamp them or carry them to the gallows; I would not stay else.’”

Sir Thomas.

“And what didst thou, Joseph Carnaby?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“Finding him neither slack nor shy, I readily tarried.  We knelt down opposite each other, and said our prayers; and he told me he was now comfortable.  ‘The evil one,’ said he, ‘hath enough to mind yonder: he shall not hurt us.’

“Never was a sweeter night, had there been but some mild ale under it, which any one would have sworn it was made for.  The milky way looked like a long drift of hail-stones on a sunny ridge.”

Sir Thomas.

“Hast thou done describing?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“Yea, an please your worship.”

Sir Thomas.

“God’s blessing be upon thee, honest Carnaby!  I feared a moon-fall.  In our days nobody can think about a plum-pudding but the moon comes down upon it.  I warrant ye this lad here hath as many moons in his poems as the Saracens had in their banners.”

William Shakspeare.

“I have not hatched mine yet, sir.  Whenever I do I trust it will be worth taking to market.”

Joseph Carnaby.

“I said all I know of the stars; but Master Euseby can run over half a score and upward, here and there.  ‘Am I right, or wrong?’ cried he, spreading on the back of my hand all his fingers, stiff as antlers and cold as icicles.  ‘Look up, Joseph! Joseph! there is no Lucifer in the firmament!’  I myself did feel queerish and qualmy upon hearing that a star was missing, being no master of gainsaying it; and I abased my eyes, and entreated of Euseby to do in like manner.  And in this posture did we both of us remain; and the missing star did not disquiet me; and all the others seemed as if they knew us and would not tell of us; and there was peace and pleasantness over sky and earth.  And I said to my companion, — 

“‘How quiet now, good Master Euseby, are all God’s creatures in this meadow, because they never pry into such high matters, but breathe sweetly among the pig-nuts.  The only things we hear or see stirring are the glow-worms and dormice, as though they were sent for our edification, teaching us to rest contented with our own little light, and to come out and seek our sustenance where none molest or thwart us.’”

William Shakspeare.

“Ye would have it thus, no doubt, when your pockets and pouches are full of gins and nooses.”

Sir Thomas.

“A bridle upon thy dragon’s tongue!  And do thou, Master Joseph, quit the dormice and glow-worms, and tell us whither did the rogues go.”

Joseph Carnaby.

“I wot not after they had crossed the river they were soon out of sight and hearing.”

Sir Thomas.

“Went they toward Charlecote?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“Their first steps were thitherward.”

Sir Thomas.

“Did they come back unto the punt?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“They went down the stream in it, and crossed the Avon some fourscore yards below where we were standing.  They came back in it, and moored it to the sedges in which it had stood before.”

Sir Thomas.

“How long were they absent?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“Within an hour, or thereabout, all the three men returned.  Will Shakspeare and another were sitting in the middle, the third punted.

“‘Remember now, gentles!’ quoth William Shakspeare, ‘the road we have taken is henceforward a footpath for ever, according to law.’

“‘How so?’ asked the punter, turning toward him,

“‘Forasmuch as a corpse hath passed along it,’ answered he.

“Whereupon both Euseby and myself did forthwith fall upon our faces, commending our souls unto the Lord.”

Sir Thomas.

“It was then really the dead body that quivered so fearfully upon the water, covering all the punt!  Christ, deliver us!  I hope the keeper they murdered was not Jeremiah.  His wife and four children would be very chargeable, and the man was by no means amiss.  Proceed! what further?”

“On reaching the bank, ‘I never sat pleasanter in my lifetime,’ said William Shakspeare, ‘than upon this carcass.’”

Sir Thomas.

“Lord have mercy upon us!  Thou upon a carcass, at thy years!”

And the knight drew back his chair half an ell farther from the table, and his lips quivered at the thought of such inhumanity.

“And what said he more? and what did he?” asked the knight.

Joseph Carnaby.

“He patted it smartly, and said, ‘Lug it out; break it.’”

Sir Thomas.

“These four poor children! who shall feed them?”

Sir Silas.

“Sir! in God’s name have you forgotten that Jeremiah is gone to Nuneaton to see his father, and that the murdered man is the buck?”

Sir Thomas.

“They killed the buck likewise.  But what, ye cowardly varlets! have ye been deceiving me all this time?  And thou, youngster! couldst thou say nothing to clear up the case?  Thou shalt smart for it.  Methought I had lost by a violent death the best servant ever man had — righteous, if there be no blame in saying it, as the prophet whose name he beareth, and brave as the lion of Judah.”

William Shakspeare.

“Sir, if these men could deceive your worship for a moment, they might deceive me for ever.  I could not guess what their story aimed at, except my ruin.  I am inclined to lean for once toward the opinion of Master Silas, and to believe it was really the stolen buck on which this William (if indeed there is any truth at all in the story) was sitting.”

Sir Thomas.

“What more hast thou for me that is not enigma or parable?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“I did not see the carcass, man’s or beast’s, may it please your worship, and I have recited and can recite that only which I saw and heard.  After the words of lugging out and breaking it, knives were drawn accordingly.  It was no time to loiter or linger.  We crope back under the shadow of the alders and hazels on the high bank that bordereth Mickle Meadow, and, making straight for the public road, hastened homeward.”

Sir Thomas.

“Hearing this deposition, dost thou affirm the like upon thy oath, Master Euseby Treen, or dost thou vary in aught essential?”

Euseby Treen.

“Upon my oath I do depose and affirm the like, and truly the identical same; and I will never more vary upon aught essential.”

Sir Thomas.

“I do now further demand of thee whether thou knowest anything more appertaining unto this business.”

Euseby Treen.

“Ay, verily; that your worship may never hold me for timorsome and superstitious, I do furthermore add that some other than deer-stealers was abroad.  In sign whereof, although it was the dryest and clearest night of the season, my jerkin was damp inside and outside when I reached my house-door.”

William Shakspeare.

“I warrant thee, Euseby, the damp began not at the outside.  A word in thy ear — Lucifer was thy tapster, I trow.”

Sir Thomas.

“Irreverent swine! hast no awe nor shame.  Thou hast aggravated thy offence, William Shakspeare, by thy foul-mouthedness.”

Sir Silas.

“I must remind your worship that he not only has committed this iniquity afore, but hath pawed the puddle he made, and relapsed into it after due caution and reproof.  God forbid that what he spake against me, out of the gall of his proud stomach, should move me.  I defy him, a low, ignorant wretch, a rogue and vagabond, a thief and cut-throat, a — monger and mutton-eater.”

William Shakspeare.

“Your worship doth hear the learned clerk’s testimony in my behalf.  ‘Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings’—”

Sir Thomas.

“Silas, the youth has failings — a madcap; but he is pious.”

William Shakspeare.

“Alas, no, sir!  Would I were!  But Sir Silas, like the prophet, came to curse, and was forced to bless me, even me, a sinner, a mutton-eater!”

Sir Thomas.

“Thou urgedst him.  He beareth no ill-will toward thee.  Thou knewedst, I suspect, that the blackness in his mouth proceeded from a natural cause.”

William Shakspeare.

“The Lord is merciful!  I was brought hither in jeopardy; I shall return in joy.  Whether my innocence be declared or otherwise, my piety and knowledge will be forwarded and increased; for your worship will condescend, even from the judgment-seat, to enlighten the ignorant where a soul shall be saved or lost.  And I, even I, may trespass a moment on your courtesy.  I quail at the words natural cause.  Be there any such?”

Sir Thomas.

“Youth!  I never thought thee so staid.  Thou hast, for these many months, been represented unto me as one dissolute and light, much given unto mummeries and mysteries, wakes and carousals, cudgel-fighters and mountebanks and wanton women.  They do also represent of thee — I hope it may be without foundation — that thou enactest the parts, not simply of foresters and fairies, girls in the green-sickness and friars, lawyers and outlaws, but likewise, having small reverence for station, of kings and queens, knights and privy-counsellors, in all their glory.  It hath been whispered, moreover, and the testimony of these two witnesses doth appear in some measure to countenance and confirm it, that thou hast at divers times this last summer been seen and heard alone, inasmuch as human eye may discover, on the narrow slip of greensward between the Avon and the chancel, distorting thy body like one possessed, and uttering strange language, like unto incantation.  This, however, cometh not before me.  Take heed! take heed unto thy ways; there are graver things in law even than homicide and deer-stealing.”

Sir Silas.

“And strong against him.  Folks have been consumed at the stake for pettier felonies and upon weaker evidence.”

Sir Thomas.

“To that anon.”

William Shakspeare did hold down his head, answering nought.  And Sir Thomas spake again unto him, as one mild and fatherly, if so be that such a word may be spoken of a knight and parliament-man.  And these are the words he spake: — 

“Reason and ruminate with thyself now.  To pass over and pretermit the danger of representing the actions of the others, and mainly of lawyers and churchmen, the former of whom do pardon no offences, and the latter those only against God, having no warrant for more, canst thou believe it innocent to counterfeit kings and queens?  Supposest thou that if the impression of their faces on a farthing be felonious and rope-worthy, the imitation of head and body, voice and bearing, plume and strut, crown and mantle, and everything else that maketh them royal and glorious, be aught less?  Perpend, young man, perpend!  Consider, who among inferior mortals shall imitate them becomingly?  Dreamest thou they talk and act like checkmen at Banbury fair?  How can thy shallow brain suffice for their vast conceptions?  How darest thou say, as they do: ‘Hang this fellow; quarter that; flay; mutilate; stab; shoot; press; hook; torture; burn alive’?  These are royalties.  Who appointed thee to such office?  The Holy Ghost?  He alone can confer it; but when wert thou anointed?”

William was so zealous in storing up these verities that he looked as though he were unconscious that the pouring-out was over.  He started, which he had not done before, at the voice of Master Silas; but soon recovered his complacency, and smiled with much serenity at being called low-minded varlet.

“Low-minded varlet!” cried Master Silas, most contemptuously, “dost thou imagine that king calleth king, like thy chums, filcher and fibber, whirligig and nincompoop?  Instead of this low vulgarity and sordid idleness, ending in nothing, they throw at one another such fellows as thee by the thousand, and when they have cleared the land, render God thanks and make peace.”

Willy did now sigh out his ignorance of these matters; and he sighed, mayhap, too, at the recollection of the peril he had run into, and had ne’er a word on the nail. 

The bowels of Sir Thomas waxed tenderer and tenderer; and he opened his lips in this fashion: — 

“Stripling!  I would now communicate unto thee, on finding thee docile and assentaneous, the instruction thou needest on the signification of the words natural cause, if thy duty toward thy neighbour had been first instilled into thee.”

Whereupon Master Silas did interpose, for the dinner hour was drawing nigh.

“We cannot do all at once,” quoth he.  “Coming out of order, it might harm him.  Malt before hops, the world over, or the beer muddies.”

But Sir Thomas was not to be pricked out of his form even by so shrewd a pricker; and like unto one who heareth not, he continued to look most graciously on the homely vessel that stood ready to receive his wisdom.

“Thy mind,” said he, “being unprepared for higher cogitations, and the groundwork and religious duty not being well rammer-beaten and flinted, I do pass over this supererogatory point, and inform thee rather, that bucks and swans and herons have something in their very names announcing them of knightly appurtenance; and (God forfend that evil do ensue therefrom!) that a goose on the common, or a game-cock on the loft of a cottager or villager, may be seized, bagged, and abducted, with far less offence to the laws.  In a buck there is something so gainly and so grand, he treadeth the earth with such ease and such agility, he abstaineth from all other animals with such punctilious avoidance, one would imagine God created him when he created knighthood.  In the swan there is such purity, such coldness is there in the element he inhabiteth, such solitude of station, that verily he doth remind me of the Virgin Queen herself.  Of the heron I have less to say, not having him about me; but I never heard his lordly croak without the conceit that it resembled a chancellor’s or a primate’s.

“I do perceive, William Shakspeare, thy compunction and contrition.”

William Shakspeare.

“I was thinking, may it please your worship, of the game-cock and the goose, having but small notion of herons.  This doctrine of abduction, please your worship, hath been alway inculcated by the soundest of our judges.  Would they had spoken on other points with the same clearness.  How many unfortunates might thereby have been saved from crossing the Cordilleras!” 

Sir Thomas.

“Ay, ay! they have been fain to fly the country at last, thither or elsewhere.”

And then did Sir Thomas call unto him Master Silas, and say, — 

“Walk we into the bay-window.  And thou mayest come, Ephraim.”

And when we were there together, I, Master Silas, and his worship, did his worship say unto the chaplain, but oftener looking toward me, — 

“I am not ashamed to avouch that it goeth against me to hang this young fellow, richly as the offence in its own nature doth deserve it, he talketh so reasonably; not indeed so reasonably, but so like unto what a reasonable man may listen to and reflect on.  There is so much, too, of compassion for others in hard cases, and something so very near in semblance to innocence itself in that airy swing of lightheartedness about him.  I cannot fix my eyes (as one would say) on the shifting and sudden shade-and-shine, which cometh back to me, do what I will, and mazes me in a manner, and blinks me.”

At this juncture I was ready to fall upon the ground before his worship, and clasp his knees for Willy’s pardon.  But he had so many points about him, that I feared to discompose ‘em, and thus make bad worse.  Besides which, Master Silas left me but scanty space for good resolutions, crying, — 

“He may be committed, to save time.  Afterward he may be sentenced to death, or he may not.”

Sir Thomas.

“‘T were shame upon me were he not; ‘t were indication that I acted unadvisedly in the commitment.”

Sir Silas.

“The penalty of the law may be commuted, if expedient, on application to the fountain of mercy in London.”

Sir Thomas.

“Maybe, Silas, those shall be standing round the fount of mercy who play in idleness and wantonness with its waters, and let them not flow widely, nor take their natural course.  Dutiful gallants may encompass it, and it may linger among the flowers they throw into it, and never reach the parched lip on the wayside.

“These are homely thoughts — thoughts from a-field, thoughts for the study and housekeeper’s room.  But whenever I have given utterance unto them, as my heart hath often prompted me with beatings at the breast, my hearers seemed to bear toward me more true and kindly affection than my richest fancies and choicest phraseologies could purchase.

“‘T were convenient to bethink thee, should any other great man’s park have been robbed this season, no judge upon the bench will back my recommendation for mercy.  And, indeed, how could I expect it?  Things may soon be brought to such a pass that their lordships shall scarcely find three haunches each upon the circuit.”

“Well, Sir!” quoth Master Silas, “you have a right to go on in your own way.  Make him only give up the girl.”

Here Sir Thomas reddened with righteous indignation, and answered, — 

“I cannot think it! such a stripling! poor, penniless; it must be some one else.”  And now Master Silas did redden in his turn, redder than Sir Thomas, and first asked me, — 

“What the devil do you stare at?”  And then asked his worship, — 

“Who should it be if not the rogue?” and his lips turned as blue as a blue-bell.  Then Sir Thomas left the window, and again took his chair, and having stood so long on his legs, groaned upon it to ease him.  His worship scowled with all his might, and looked exceedingly wroth and vengeful at the culprit, and said unto him, — 

“Harkye, knave!  I have been conferring with my learned clerk and chaplain in what manner I may, with the least severity, rid the county (which thou disgracest) of thee.”

William Shakspeare raised up his eyes, modestly and fearfully, and said slowly these few words, which, had they been a better and nobler man’s, would deserve to be written in letters of gold.  I, not having that art nor substance, do therefore write them in my largest and roundest character, and do leave space about ‘em, according to their rank and dignity: — 

“Worshipful sir!”

“A word in the ear is often as good as a halter under it, and saves the groat.”

“Thou discoursest well,” said Sir Thomas, “but others can discourse well likewise.  Thou shalt avoid; I am resolute.”

William Shakspeare.

“I supplicate your honour to impart unto me, in your wisdom, the mode and means whereby I may surcease to be disgraceful to the county.”

Sir Thomas.

“I am not bloody-minded.

“First, thou shalt have the fairest and fullest examination.  Much hath been deposed against thee; something may come forth for thy advantage.  I will not thy death; thou shalt not die.

“The laws have loopholes, like castles, both to shoot from and to let folks down.”

Sir Silas.

“That pointed ear would look the better for paring, and that high forehead can hold many letters.”

Whereupon did William, poor lad! turn deadly pale, but spake not.

Sir Thomas then abated a whit of his severity, and said, staidly, — 

“Testimony doth appear plain and positive against thee; nevertheless am I minded and prompted to aid thee myself, in disclosing and unfolding what thou couldst not of thine own wits, in furtherance of thine own defence.

“One witness is persuaded and assured of the evil spirit having been abroad, and the punt appeared unto him diversely from what it appeared unto the other.”

William Shakspeare.

“If the evil spirit produced one appearance, he might have produced all, with deference to the graver judgment of your worship.

“If what seemed punt was devil, what seemed buck might have been devil too; nay, more easily, the horns being forthcoming.

“Thieves and reprobates do resemble him more nearly still; and it would be hard if he could not make free with their bodies, when he has their souls already.”

Sir Thomas.

“But, then, those voices! and thou thyself, Will Shakspeare!”

William Shakspeare.

“O might I kiss the hand of my deliverer, whose clear-sightedness throweth such manifest and plenary light upon my innocence!”

Sir Thomas.

“How so?  What light, in God’s name, have I thrown upon it as yet?”

William Shakspeare.

“Oh! those voices! those faeries and spirits! whence came they?  None can deal with ‘em but the devil, the parson, and witches.  And does not the devil oftentimes take the very form, features, and habiliments of knights, and bishops, and other good men, to lead them into temptation and destroy them? or to injure their good name, in failure of seduction?

“He is sure of the wicked; he lets them go their ways out of hand.

“I think your worship once delivered some such observation, in more courtly guise, which I would not presume to ape.  If it was not your worship, it was our glorious lady the queen, or the wise Master Walsingham, or the great Lord Cecil.  I may have marred and broken it, as sluts do a pancake, in the turning.”

Sir Thomas.

“Why! ay, indeed, I had occasion once to remark as much.”

William Shakspeare.

“So have I heard in many places; although I was not present when Matthew Atterend fought about it for the honour of Kineton hundred.”

Sir Thomas.

“Fought about it!”

William Shakspeare.

“As your honour recollects.  Not but on other occasions he would have fought no less bravely for the queen.”

Sir Thomas.

“We must get thee through, were it only for thy memory, — the most precious gift among the mental powers that Providence hath bestowed upon us.  I had half forgotten the thing myself.  Thou mayest, in time, take thy satchel for London, and aid good old Master Holingshed.

“We must clear thee, Will!  I am slow to surmise that there is blood upon thy hands!”

His worship’s choler had all gone down again; and he sat as cool and comfortable as a man sitteth to be shaved.  Then called he on Euseby Treen, and said, — 

“Euseby Treen! tell us whether thou observedst anything unnoticed or unsaid by the last witness.”

Euseby Treen.

“One thing only, sir!

“When they had passed the water an owlet hooted after them; and methought, if they had any fear of God before their eyes they would have turned back, he cried so lustily.”

William Shakspeare.

“Sir, I cannot forbear to take the owlet out of your mouth.  He knocks them all on the head like so many mice.  Likely story!  One fellow hears him cry lustily, the other doth not hear him at all!”

Joseph Carnaby.

“Not hear him!  A body might have heard him at Barford or Sherbourne.”

Sir Thomas.

“Why didst not name him?  Canst not answer me?”

Joseph Carnaby.

“He doubted whether punt were punt; I doubted whether owlet were owlet, after Lucifer was away from the roll-call.

“We say, Speak the truth and shame the devil; but shaming him is one thing, your honour, and facing him another!  I have heard owlets, but never owlet like him.”

William Shakspeare.

“The Lord be praised!  All, at last, a-running to my rescue.

“Owlet, indeed!  Your worship may have remembered in an ancient book — indeed, what book is so ancient that your worship doth not remember it? — a book printed by Doctor Faustus—”

Sir Thomas.

“Before he dealt with the devil?”

William Shakspeare.

“Not long before, it being the very book that made the devil think it worth his while to deal with him.”

Sir Thomas.

“What chapter thereof wouldst thou recall unto my recollection?”

William Shakspeare.

“That concerning owls, with the grim print afore it.

“Doctor Faustus, the wise doctor, who knew other than owls and owlets, knew the tempter in that form.  Faustus was not your man for fancies and figments; and he tells us that, to his certain knowledge, it was verily an owl’s face that whispered so much mischief in the ear of our first parent.

“One plainly sees it, quoth Doctor Faustus, under that gravity which in human life we call dignity, but of which we read nothing in the Gospel.  We despise the hangman, we detest the hanged; and yet, saith Duns Scotus, could we turn aside the heavy curtain, or stand high enough a-tiptoe to peep through its chinks and crevices, we should perhaps find these two characters to stand justly among the most innocent in the drama.  He who blinketh the eyes of the poor wretch about to die doeth it out of mercy; those who preceded him, bidding him in the garb of justice to shed the blood of his fellow-man, had less or none.  So they hedge well their own grounds, what care they?  For this do they catch at stakes and thorns, at quick and rotten—”

Here Master Silas interrupted the discourse of the devil’s own doctor, delivered and printed by him before he was the devil’s, to which his worship had listened very attentively and delightedly.  But Master Silas could keep his temper no longer, and cried, fiercely, “Seditious sermonizer! hold thy peace, or thou shalt answer for ‘t before convocation.”

Sir Thomas.

“Silas! thou dost not approve, then, the doctrine of this Doctor Duns?”

Sir Silas.

“Heretical Rabbi!”

William Shakspeare.

“If two of a trade can never agree, yet surely two of a name may.”

Sir Silas.

“Who dares call me heretical? who dares call me rabbi? who dares call me Scotus?  Spider! spider! yea, thou hast one corner left; I espy thee, and my broom shall reach thee yet.”

William Shakspeare.

“I perceive that Master Silas doth verily believe I have been guilty of suborning the witnesses, at least the last, the best man (if any difference) of the two.  No, sir, no.  If my family and friends have united their wits and money for this purpose, be the crime of perverted justice on their heads!  They injure whom they intended to serve.  Improvident men! — if the young may speak thus of the elderly; could they imagine to themselves that your worship was to be hoodwinked and led astray?”

Sir Thomas.

“No man shall ever dare to hoodwink me, to lead me astray, — no, nor lead me anywise.  Powerful defence!  Heyday!  Sit quiet, Master Treen! — Euseby Treen! dost hear me?  Clench thy fist again, sirrah! and I clap thee in the stocks.

“Joseph Carnaby! do not scratch thy breast nor thy pate before me.”

Now Joseph had not only done that in his wrath, but had unbuckled his leathern garter, fit instrument for strife and blood, and peradventure would have smitten, had not the knight, with magisterial authority, interposed.

His worship said unto him, gravely, — 

“Joseph Carnaby!  Joseph Carnaby! hast thou never read the words ‘Put up thy sword’?”

“Subornation! your worship!” cried Master Joe.  “The fellow hath ne’er a shilling in leather or till, and many must go to suborn one like me.”

“I do believe it of thee,” said Sir Thomas; “but patience, man! patience! he rather tended toward exculpating thee.  Ye have far to walk for dinner; ye may depart.”

They went accordingly.

Then did Sir Thomas say, “These are hot men, Silas!”

And Master Silas did reply unto him, — 

“There are brands that would set fire to the bulrushes in the mill-pool.  I know these twain for quiet folks, having coursed with them over Wincott.”

Sir Thomas then said unto William, “It behooveth thee to stand clear of yon Joseph, unless when thou mayest call to thy aid the Matthew Atterend thou speakest of.  He did then fight valiantly, eh?”

William Shakspeare.

“His cause fought valiantly; his fist but seconded it.  He won, — proving the golden words to be no property of our lady’s, although her Highness hath never disclaimed them.”

Sir Thomas.

“What art thou saying?”

William Shakspeare.

“So I heard from a preacher at Oxford, who had preached at Easter in the chapel-royal of Westminster.”

Sir Thomas.

“Thou! why, how could that happen?  Oxford! chapel-royal!”

William Shakspeare.

“And to whom I said (your worship will forgive my forwardness), ‘I have the honour, sir, to live within two measured miles of the very Sir Thomas Lucy who spake that.’  And I vow I said it without any hope or belief that he would invite me, as he did, to dine with him thereupon.”

Sir Thomas.

“There be nigh upon three miles betwixt this house and Stratford bridge-end.”

William Shakspeare.

“I dropt a mile in my pride and exultation, God forgive me!  I would not conceal my fault.”

Sir Thomas.

“Wonderful! that a preacher so learned as to preach before majesty in the chapel-royal should not have caught thee tripping over a whole lawful mile, — a good third of the distance between my house and the cross-roads.  This is incomprehensible in a scholar.”

William Shakspeare.

“God willed that he should become my teacher, and in the bowels of his mercy hid my shame.”

Sir Thomas.

“How camest thou into the converse of such eminent and ghostly men?”

William Shakspeare.

“How, indeed? — everything against me!”

He sighed, and entered into a long discourse, which Master Silas would at sundry times have interrupted, but that Sir Thomas more than once frowned upon him, even as he had frowned heretofore on young Will, who thus began and continued his narration: — 

“Hearing the preacher preach at Saint Mary’s (for being about my father’s business on Saturday, and not choosing to be a-horseback on Sundays, albeit time-pressed, I footed it to Oxford for my edification on the Lord’s day, leaving the sorrel with Master Hal Webster of the Tankard and Unicorn) — hearing him preach, as I was saying, before the University in St. Mary’s Church, and hearing him use moreover the very words that Matthew fought about, I was impatient (God forgive me!) for the end and consummation, and I thought I never should hear those precious words that ease every man’s heart, ‘Now to conclude.’  However, come they did.  I hurried out among the foremost, and thought the congratulations of the other doctors and dons would last for ever.  He walked sharply off, and few cared to keep his pace, — for they are lusty men mostly; and spiteful bad women had breathed  in the faces of some among them, or the gowns had got between their legs.  For my part, I was not to be balked; so, tripping on aside him, I looked in his face askance.  Whether he misgave or how, he turned his eyes downward.  No matter — have him I would.  I licked my lips and smacked them loud and smart, and scarcely venturing to nod, I gave my head such a sort of motion as dace and roach give an angler’s quill when they begin to bite.  And this fairly hooked him.”

“‘Young gentleman!’ said he, ‘where is your gown?’

“‘Reverend sir!’ said I, ‘I am unworthy to wear one.’

“‘A proper youth, nevertheless, and mightily well-spoken!’ he was pleased to say.

“‘Your reverence hath given me heart, which failed me,’ was my reply.  ‘Ah! your reverence! those words about the devil were spicy words; but, under favour, I do know the brook-side they sprang and flowered by.  ‘T is just where it runs into Avon; ‘t is called Hogbrook.’

“‘Right!’ quoth he, putting his hand gently on my shoulder; ‘but if I had thought it needful to say so in my sermon, I should have affronted the seniors of the University, since many claim them, and some peradventure would fain transpose them into higher places, and giving up all right and title to them, would accept in lieu thereof the poor recompense of a mitre.’

“I wished (unworthy wish for a Sunday!) I had Matthew Atterend in the midst of them.  He would have given them skulls mitre-fashioned, if mitres are cloven now as we see them on ancient monuments.  Matt is your milliner for gentles, who think no more harm of purloining rich saws in a mitre than lane-born boys do of embezzling hazel-nuts in a woollen cap.  I did not venture to expound or suggest my thoughts, but feeling my choler rise higher and higher, I craved permission to make my obeisance and depart.

“‘Where dost thou lodge, young man?’ said the preacher.

“‘At the public,’ said I, ‘where my father customarily lodgeth.  There, too, is a mitre of the old fashion, swinging on the sign-post in the middle of the street.’

“‘Respectable tavern enough!’ quoth the reverend doctor; ‘and worthy men do turn in there, even quality, — Master Davenant, Master Powel, Master Whorwood, aged and grave men.  But taverns are Satan’s chapels, and are always well attended on the Lord’s day, to twit him.  Hast thou no friend in such a city as Oxford?’

“‘Only the landlady of the Mitre,’ said I.

“‘A comely woman,’ quoth he, ‘but too young for business by half.

“‘Stay thou with me to-day, and fare frugally, but safely.

“‘What may thy name be, and where is thy abode?’

“‘William Shakspeare, of Stratford-upon-Avon, at your service, sir.’

“‘And welcome,’ said he; ‘thy father ere now hath bought our college wool.  A truly good man we ever found him; and I doubt not he hath educated his son to follow him in his paths.  There is in the blood of man, as in the blood of animals, that which giveth the temper and disposition.  These require nurture and culture.  But what nurture will turn flint-stones into garden mould? or what culture rear cabbages in the quarries of Hedington Hill?  To be well born is the greatest of all God’s primary blessings, young man, and there are many well born among the poor and needy.  Thou art not of the indigent and destitute, who have great temptations; thou art not of the wealthy and affluent, who have greater still.  God hath placed thee, William Shakspeare, in that pleasant island, on one side whereof are the sirens, on the other the harpies, but inhabiting the coasts on the wider continent, and unable to make their talons felt, or their voices heard by thee.  Unite with me in prayer and thanksgiving for the blessings thus vouchsafed.  We must not close the heart when the finger of God would touch it.  Enough, if thou sayest only, My soul, praise thou the Lord!’”

Sir Thomas said, “Amen!”  Master Silas was mute for the moment, but then quoth he, “I can say amen too in the proper place.”

The knight of Charlecote, who appeared to have been much taken with this conversation, then interrogated Willy: — 

“What farther might have been thy discourse with the doctor? or did he discourse at all at trencher-time?  Thou must have been very much abashed to sit down at table with one who weareth a pure lambskin across his shoulder, and moreover a pink hood.”

William Shakspeare.

“Faith! was I, your honour! and could neither utter nor gulp.”

Sir Thomas.

“These are good signs.  Thou hast not lost all grace.”

William Shakspeare.

“With the encouragement of Dr. Glaston—”

Sir Thomas.

“And was it Dr. Glaston?”

William Shakspeare.

“Said I not so?”

Sir Thomas.

“The learnedst clerk in Christendom! a very Friar Bacon!  The Pope offered a hundred marks in Latin to who should eviscerate or evirate him, — poisons very potent, whereat the Italians are handy, — so apostolic and desperate a doctor is Doctor Glaston! so acute in his quiddities, and so resolute in his bearing!  He knows the dark arts, but stands aloof from them.  Prithee, what were his words unto thee?”

William Shakspeare.

“Manna, sir, manna! pure from the desert!”

Sir Thomas.

“Ay, but what spake he? for most sermons are that, and likewise many conversations after dinner.”

William Shakspeare.

“He spake of the various races and qualities of men, as before stated; but chiefly on the elect and reprobate, and how to distinguish and know them.”

Sir Thomas.

“Did he go so far?”

William Shakspeare.

“He told me that by such discussion he should say enough to keep me constantly out of evil company.”

Sir Thomas.

“See there! see there! and yet thou art come before me! — Can nothing warn thee?”

William Shakspeare.

“I dare not dissemble, nor feign, nor hold aught back, although it be to my confusion.  As well may I speak at once the whole truth for your worship could find it out if I abstained.”

Sir Thomas.

“Ay, that I should indeed, and shortly.  But, come now, I am sated of thy follies and roguish tricks, and yearn after the sound doctrine of that pious man.  What expounded the grave Glaston upon signs and tokens whereby ye shall be known?”

William Shakspeare.

“Wonderful things! things beyond belief!  ‘There be certain men,’ quoth he—”

Sir Thomas.

“He began well.  This promises.  But why canst not thou go on?”

William Shakspeare.

“‘There be certain men, who, rubbing one corner of the eye, do see a peacock’s feather at the other, and even fire.  We know, William, what that fire is, and whence it cometh.  Those wicked men, William, all have their marks upon them, be it only a corn, or a wart, or a mole, or a hairy ear, or a toe-nail turned inward.  Sufficient, and more than sufficient!  He knoweth his own by less tokens.  There is not one of them that doth not sweat at some secret sin committed, or some inclination toward it unsnaffled.

“‘Certain men are there, likewise, who venerate so little the glorious works of the Creator that I myself have known them to sneeze at the sun!  Sometimes it was against their will, and they would gladly have checked it had they been able; but they were forced to shew what they are.  In our carnal state we say, What is one against numbers?  In another we shall truly say, What are numbers against one?’”

Sir Thomas did ejaculate, “Amen!  Amen!”  And then his lips moved silently, piously, and quickly; and then said he, audibly and loudly, — 

“And make us at last true Israelites!”

After which he turned to young Willy, and said, anxiously, — 

“Hast thou more, lad? give us it while the Lord strengtheneth.”

“Sir,” answered Willy, “although I thought it no trouble, on my return to the Mitre, to write down every word I could remember, and although few did then escape me, yet at this present I can bring to mind but scanty sentences, and those so stray and out of order that they would only prove my incapacity for sterling wisdom, and my incontinence of spiritual treasure.”

Sir Thomas.

“Even that sentence hath a twang of the doctor in it.  Nothing is so sweet as humility.  The mountains may descend, but the valleys cannot rise.  Every man should know himself.  Come, repeat what thou canst.  I would fain have three or four more heads.”

William Shakspeare.

“I know not whether I can give your worship more than one other.  Let me try.  It was when Doctor Glaston was discoursing on the protection the wise and powerful should afford to the ignorant and weak: — 

“‘In the earlier ages of mankind, your Greek and Latin authors inform you, there went forth sundry worthies, men of might, to deliver, not wandering damsels, albeit for those likewise they had stowage, but low-conditioned men, who fell under the displeasure of the higher, and groaned in thraldom and captivity.  And these mighty ones were believed to have done such services to poor humanity that their memory grew greater than they, as shadows do than substances at day-fall.  And the sons and grandsons of the delivered did laud and magnify those glorious names; and some in gratitude, and some in tribulation, did ascend the hills, which appeared unto them as altars bestrown with flowers and herbage for heaven’s acceptance.  And many did go far into the quiet groves, under lofty trees, looking for whatever was mightiest and most protecting.  And in such places did they cry aloud unto the mighty who had left them, “Return! return! help us! help us! be blessed! for ever blessed!”

“‘Vain men! but had they stayed there, not evil.  Out of gratitude, purest gratitude, rose idolatry.  For the devil sees the fairest, and soils it.

“‘In these our days, methinks, whatever other sins we may fall into, such idolatry is the least dangerous.  For neither on the one side is there much disposition for gratitude, nor on the other much zeal to deliver the innocent and oppressed.  Even this deliverance, although a merit, and a high one, is not the highest.  Forgiveness is beyond it.  Forgive, or ye shall not be forgiven.  This ye may do every day; for if ye find not offences, ye feign them; and surely ye may remove your own work, if ye may re-remove another’s.  To rescue requires more thought and wariness; learn, then, the easier lesson first.  Afterward, when ye rescue any from another’s violence, or from his own (which oftentimes is more dangerous, as the enemies are within not only the penetrals of his house but of his heart), bind up his wounds before ye send him on his way.  Should ye at any time overtake the erring, and resolve to deliver him up, I will tell you whither to conduct him.  Conduct him to his Lord and Master, whose household he hath left.  It is better to consign him to Christ his Saviour than to man his murderer; it is better to bid him live than to bid him die.  The one word our Teacher and Preserver said, the other our enemy and destroyer.  Bring him back again, the stray, the lost one bring him back, not with clubs and cudgels, not with halberts and halters, but generously and gently, and with the linking of the arm.  In this posture shall God above smile upon ye; in this posture of yours he shall recognize again his beloved Son upon earth.  Do ye likewise, and depart in peace.’”

William had ended, and there was silence in the hall for some time after, when Sir Thomas said, — 

“He spake unto somewhat mean persons, who may do it without disparagement.  I look for authority, I look for doctrine, and find none yet.  If he could not have drawn us out a thread or two from the coat of an apostle, he might have given us a smack of Augustin, or a sprig of Basil.  Our older sermons are headier than these, Master Silas! our new beer is the sweeter and clammier, and wants more spice.  The doctor hath seasoned his with pretty wit enough, to do him justice, which in a sermon is never out of place; for if there be the bane, there likewise is the antidote.

“What dost thou think about it, Master Silas?”

Sir Silas.

“I would not give ten farthings for ten folios of such sermons.”

William Shakspeare.

“These words, Master Silas, will oftener be quoted than any others of thine; but rarely (do I suspect) as applicable to Doctor Glaston.  I must stick unto his gown.  I must declare that, to my poor knowledge, many have been raised to the bench of bishops for less wisdom and worse than is contained in the few sentences I have been commanded by authority to recite.  No disparagement to any body I know, Master Silas, and multitudes bear witness, that thou above most art a dead hand at a sermon.”

Sir Silas.

“Touch my sermons, wilt dare?”

William Shakspeare.

“Nay, Master Silas, be not angered; it is courage enough to hear them.”

Sir Thomas.

“Now, Silas, hold thy peace and rest contented.  He hath excused himself unto thee, throwing in a compliment far above his station, and not unworthy of Rome or Florence.  I did not think him so ready.  Our Warwickshire lads are fitter for football than courtesies; and, sooth to say, not only the inferior.”

His worship turned from Master Silas toward William, and said, “Brave Willy, thou hast given us our bitters; we are ready now for any thing solid.  What hast left?”

William Shakspeare.

“Little or nothing, sir.”

Sir Thomas.

“Well, give us that little or nothing.”

William Shakspeare was obedient to the commands of Sir Thomas, who had spoken thus kindly unto him, and had deigned to cast at him from his lordly dish (as the Psalmist hath it) a fragment of facetiousness.

William Shakspeare.

“Alas, sir! may I repeat it without offence, it not being doctrine but admonition, and meant for me only?”

“Speak it the rather for that,” quoth Sir Thomas.

Then did William give utterance to the words of the preacher, not indeed in his sermon at St. Mary’s, but after dinner.

“‘Lust seizeth us in youth, ambition in midlife, avarice in old age; but vanity and pride are the besetting sins that drive the angels from our cradle, pamper us with luscious and most unwholesome food, ride our first stick with us, mount our first horse with us, wake with us in the morning, dream with us in the night, and never at any time abandon us.  In this world, beginning with pride and vanity, we are delivered over from tormentor to tormentor, until the worst tormentor of all taketh absolute possession of us for ever, seizing us at the mouth of the grave, enchaining us in his own dark dungeon, standing at the door, and laughing at our cries.  But the Lord, out of his infinite mercy, hath placed in the hand of every man the helm to steer his course by, pointing it out with his finger, and giving him strength as well as knowledge to pursue it.

“‘William! William! there is in the moral straits a current from right to wrong, but no re-flux from wrong to right; for which destination we must hoist our sails aloft and ply our oars incessantly, or night and the tempest will overtake us, and we shall shriek out in vain from the billows, and irrecoverably sink.’”

“Amen!” cried Sir Thomas most devoutly, sustaining his voice long and loud.

“Open that casement, good Silas! the day is sultry for the season of the year; it approacheth unto noontide.  The room is close, and those blue flies do make a strange hubbub.”

William Shakspeare.

“In troth do they, sir; they come from the kitchen, and do savour woundily of roast goose!  And, methinks—”

Sir Thomas.

“What bethinkest thou?”

William Shakspeare.

“The fancy of a moment, — a light and vain one.”

Sir Thomas.

“Thou relievest me; speak it!”

William Shakspeare.

“How could the creatures cast their coarse rank odour thus far? — even into your presence!  A noble and spacious hall!  Charlecote, in my mind, beats Warwick Castle, and challenges Kenilworth.”

Sir Thomas.

“The hall is well enough; I must say it is a noble hall, — a hall for a queen to sit down in.  And I stuffed an arm-chair with horse-hair on purpose, feathers over it, swan-down over them again, and covered it with scarlet cloth of Bruges, five crowns the short ell.  But her highness came not hither; she was taken short; she had a tongue in her ear.”

William Shakspeare.

“Where all is spring, all is buzz and murmur.”

Sir Thomas.

“Quaint and solid as the best yew hedge.  I marvel at thee.  A knight might have spoken it, under favour.  They stopped her at Warwick — to see what? two old towers that don’t match,  and a portcullis that (people say) opens only upon fast-days.  Charlecote Hall, I could have told her sweet Highness, was built by those Lucys who came over with Julius Cæsar and William the Conqueror, with cross and scallop-shell on breast and beaver.”

“But, honest Willy!?—”

Such were the very words; I wrote them down with two signs in the margent, — one a mark of admiration, as thus (!), the other of interrogation (so we call it) as thus (?).

“But, honest Willy, I would fain hear more,” quoth he, “about the learned Doctor Glaston.  He seemeth to be a man after God’s own heart.”

William Shakspeare.

“Ay is he!  Never doth he sit down to dinner but he readeth first a chapter of the Revelation; and if he tasteth a pound of butter at Carfax, he saith a grace long enough to bring an appetite for a baked bull’s — zle.  If this be not after God’s own heart, I know not what is.”

Sir Thomas.

“I would fain confer with him, but that Oxford lieth afar off, — a matter of thirty miles, I hear.  I might, indeed, write unto him; but our Warwickshire pens are mighty broad-nibbed, and there is a something in this plaguy ink of ours sadly ropy—”

“I fear there is,” quoth Willy.

“And I should scorn,” continued his worship, “to write otherwise than in a fine Italian character to the master of a college, near in dignity to knighthood.”

William Shakspeare.

“Worshipful sir! is there no other way of communicating but by person, or writing, or messages?”

Sir Thomas.

“I will consider and devise.  At present I can think of none so satisfactory.”

And now did the great clock over the gateway strike.  And Bill Shakspeare did move his lips, even as Sir Thomas had moved his erewhile in ejaculating.  And when he had wagged them twice or thrice after the twelve strokes of the clock were over, again he ejaculated with voice also, saying, — 

“Mercy upon us! how the day wears!  Twelve strokes!  Might I retire, please your worship, into the chapel for about three quarters of an hour, and perform the service  as ordained?”

Before Sir Thomas could give him leave or answer, did Sir Silas cry aloud, — 

“He would purloin the chalice, worth forty-eight shillings, and melt it down in the twinkling of an eye, he is so crafty.”

But the knight was more reasonable, and said, reprovingly, — 

“There now, Silas! thou talkest widely, and verily in malice, if there be any in thee.”

“Try him,” answered Master Silas; “I don’t kneel where he does.  Could he have but his wicked will of me he would chop my legs off, as he did the poor buck’s.”

Sir Thomas.

“No, no, no; he hath neither guile nor revenge in him.  We may let him have his way, now that he hath taken the right one.”

Sir Silas.

“Popery! sheer popery! strong as harts-horn!  Your papists keep these outlandish hours for their masses and mummery.  Surely we might let God alone at twelve o’clock!  Have we no bowels?”

William Shakspeare.

“Gracious sir!  I do not urge it; and the time is now past by some minutes.”

Sir Thomas.

“Art thou popishly inclined, William?”

William Shakspeare.

“Sir, I am not popishly inclined; I am not inclined to pay tribute of coin or understanding to those who rush forward with a pistol at my breast, crying, ‘Stand, or you are a dead man.’  I have but one guide in faith, — a powerful, an almighty one.  He will not suffer to waste away and vanish the faith for which he died.  He hath chosen in all countries pure hearts for its depositaries; and I would rather take it from a friend and neighbour, intelligent and righteous, and rejecting lucre, than from some foreigner educated in the pride of cities or in the moroseness of monasteries, who sells me what Christ gave me, — his own flesh and blood.

“I can repeat by heart what I read above a year agone, albeit I cannot bring to mind the title of the book in which I read it.  These are the words, — 

“‘The most venal and sordid of all the superstitions that have swept and darkened our globe may, indeed, like African locusts, have consumed the green corn in very extensive regions, and may return periodically to consume it; but the strong, unwearied labourer who sowed it hath alway sown it in other places less exposed to such devouring pestilences.  Those cunning men who formed to themselves the gorgeous plan of universal dominion were aware that they had a better chance of establishing it than brute ignorance or brute force could supply, and that soldiers and their paymasters were subject to other and powerfuller fears than the transitory ones of war and invasion.  What they found in heaven they seized; what they wanted they forged.

“‘And so long as there is vice and ignorance in the world, so long as fear is a passion, their dominion will prevail; but their dominion is not, and never shall be, universal.  Can we wonder that it is so general?  Can we wonder that anything is wanting to give it authority and effect, when every learned, every prudent, every powerful, every ambitious man in Europe, for above a thousand years, united in the league to consolidate it?

“‘The old dealers in the shambles, where Christ’s body is exposed for sale in convenient marketable slices,  have not covered with blood and filth the whole pavement.  Beautiful usages are remaining still, — kindly affections, radiant hopes, and ardent aspirations!

“‘It is a comfortable thing to reflect, as they do, and as we may do unblamably, that we are uplifting to our Guide and Maker the same incense of the heart, and are uttering the very words, which our dearest friends in all quarters of the earth, nay in heaven itself, are offering to the throne of grace at the same moment.

“‘Thus are we together through the immensity of space.  What are these bodies?  Do they unite us?  No; they keep us apart and asunder even while we touch.  Realms and oceans, worlds and ages, open before two spirits bent on heaven.  What a choir surrounds us when we resolve to live unitedly and harmoniously in Christian faith!’”

Sir Thomas.

“Now, Silas, what sayest thou?”

Sir Silas.

“Ignorant fool!”

William Shakspeare.

“Ignorant fools are bearable, Master Silas! your wise ones are the worst.”

Sir Thomas.

“Prithee no bandying of loggerheads.”

William Shakspeare.

“Or else what mortal man shall say
Whose shins may suffer in the fray?”
 

Sir Thomas.

“Thou reasonest aptly and timest well.  And surely, being now in so rational and religious a frame of mind, thou couldst recall to memory a section or head or two of the sermon holden at St. Mary’s.  It would do thee and us as much good as Lighten our darkness, or Forasmuch as it hath pleased; and somewhat less than three quarters of an hour (maybe less than one quarter) sufficeth.”

Sir Silas.

“Or he hangs without me.  I am for dinner in half the time.”

Sir Thomas.

“Silas!  Silas! he hangeth not with thee or without thee.”

Sir Silas.

“He thinketh himself a clever fellow; but he (look ye) is the cleverest that gets off.”

“I hold quite the contrary,” quoth Will Shakspeare, winking at Master Silas from the comfort and encouragement he had just received touching the hanging.

And Master Silas had his answer ready, and shewed that he was more than a match for poor Willy in wit and poetry.

He answered thus: — 

“If winks are wit,
Who wanteth it?
 

Thou hadst other bolts to kill bucks withal.  In wit, sirrah, thou art a mere child.”

William Shakspeare.

“Little dogs are jealous of children, great ones fondle them.”

Sir Thomas.

“An that were written in the Apocrypha, in the very teeth of Bel and the Dragon, it could not be truer.  I have witnessed it with my own eyes over and over.”

Sir Silas.

“He will take this for wit, likewise, now the arms of Lucy do seal it.”

Sir Thomas.

“Silas, they may stamp wit, they may further wit, they may send wit into good company, but not make it.”

William Shakspeare.

“Behold my wall of defence!”

Sir Silas.

“An thou art for walls, I have one for thee from Oxford, pithy and apposite, sound and solid, and trimmed up becomingly, as a collar of brawn with a crown of rosemary, or a boar’s head with a lemon in the mouth.”

William Shakspeare.

“Egad, Master Silas, those are your walls for lads to climb over, an they were higher than Babel’s.”

Sir Silas.

“Have at thee!”

“Thou art a wall
To make the ball
   Rebound from.
 

“Thou hast a back
For beadle’s crack
   To sound from, to sound from.
 

The foolishest dolts are the ground-plot of the most wit, as the idlest rogues are of the most industry.  Even thou hast brought wit down from Oxford.  And before a thief is hanged, parliament must make laws, attorneys must engross them, printers stamp and publish them, hawkers cry them, judges expound them, juries weigh and measure them with offences, then executioners carry them into effect.  The farmer hath already sown the hemp, the ropemaker hath twisted it; sawyers saw the timber, carpenters tack together the shell, grave-diggers delve the earth.  And all this truly for fellows like unto thee.”

William Shakspeare.

“Whom a God came down from heaven to save.”

Sir Thomas.

“Silas! he hangeth not.  William, I must have the heads of the sermon, six or seven of ‘em; thou hast whetted my appetite keenly.  How! dost duck thy pate into thy hat? nay, nay, that is proper and becoming at church; we need not such solemnity.  Repeat unto us the setting forth at St. Mary’s.”

Whereupon did William Shakspeare entreat of Master Silas that he would help him in his ghostly endeavours, by repeating what he called the preliminary prayer; which prayer I find nowhere in our ritual, and do suppose it to be one of those Latin supplications used in our learned universities now or erewhile.

I am afeard it hath not the approbation of the strictly orthodox, for inasmuch as Master Silas at such entreaty did close his teeth against it, and with teeth thus closed did say, Athanasiuswise, “Go and be damned!”

Bill was not disheartened, but said he hoped better, and began thus: — 

“‘My brethren!’ said the preacher, ‘or rather let me call you my children, such is my age confronted with yours, for the most part, — my children, then, and my brethren (for here are both), believe me, killing is forbidden.’”

Sir Thomas.

“This, not being delivered unto us from the pulpit by the preacher himself, we may look into.  Sensible man! shrewd reasoner!  What a stroke against deer-stealers! how full of truth and ruth!  Excellent discourse!”

William Shakspeare.

“The last part was the best.”

Sir Thomas.

“I always find it so.  The softest of the cheesecake is left in the platter when the crust is eaten.  He kept the best bit for the last, then?  He pushed it under the salt, eh?  He told thee—”

William Shakspeare.

“Exactly so.”

Sir Thomas.

“What was it?”

William Shakspeare.

“‘Ye shall not kill.’”

Sir Thomas.

“How I did he run in a circle like a hare?  One of his mettle should break cover and off across the country like a fox or hart.”

William Shakspeare.

“‘And yet ye kill time when ye can, and are uneasy when ye cannot.’”

Whereupon did Sir Thomas say, aside unto himself, but within my hearing, — 

“Faith and troth! he must have had a head in at the window here one day or other.”

William Shakspeare.

“‘This sin cryeth unto the Lord.’”

Sir Thomas.

“He was wrong there.  It is not one of those that cry; mortal sins cry.  Surely he could not have fallen into such an error! it must be thine; thou misunderstoodest him.”

William Shakspeare.

“Mayhap, sir!  A great heaviness came over me; I was oppressed in spirit, and did feel as one awakening from a dream.”

Sir Thomas.

“Godlier men than thou art do often feel the right hand of the Lord upon their heads in like manner.  It followeth contrition, and precedeth conversion.  Continue.”

William Shakspeare.

“‘My brethren and children,’ said the teacher, ‘whenever ye want to kill time call God to the chase, and bid the angels blow the horn; and thus ye are sure to kill time to your heart’s content.  And ye may feast another day, and another after that—’”

Then said Master Silas unto me, concernedly,

“This is the mischief-fullest of all the devil’s imps, to talk in such wise at a quarter past twelve!”

But William went straight on, not hearing him,

“‘ — upon what ye shall, in such pursuit, have brought home with you.  Whereas, if ye go alone, or two or three together, nay, even if ye go in thick and gallant company, and yet provide not that these be with ye, my word for it, and a powerfuller word than mine, ye shall return to your supper tired and jaded, and rest little when ye want to rest most.’”

“Hast no other head of the Doctor’s?” quoth Sir Thomas.

“Verily none,” replied Willy, “of the morning’s discourse, saving the last words of it, which, with God’s help, I shall always remember.”

“Give us them, give us them,” said Sir Thomas.

“He wants doctrine; he wants authority; his are grains of millet, — grains for unfledged doves; but they are sound, except the crying.

“Deliver unto us the last words; for the last of the preacher, as of the hanged, are usually the best.”

Then did William repeat the concluding words of the discourse, being these: — 

“‘As years are running past us, let us throw something on them which they cannot shake off in the dust and hurry of the world, but must carry with them to that great year of all, whereunto the lesser of this mortal life do tend and are subservient.’”

Sir Thomas, after a pause, and after having bent his knee under the table, as though there had been the church-cushion, said unto us, — 

“Here he spake through a glass, darkly, as blessed Paul hath it.”

Then turning toward Willy, — 

“And nothing more?”

“Nothing but the glory,” quoth Willy, “at which there is always such a clatter of feet upon the floor, and creaking of benches, and rustling of gowns, and bustle of bonnets, and justle of cushions, and dust of mats, and treading of toes, and punching of elbows, from the spitefuller, that one wishes to be fairly out of it, after the scramble for the peace of God is at an end—”

Sir Thomas threw himself back upon his armchair, and exclaimed in wonderment, “How!”

William Shakspeare.

“ — and in the midst of the service again, were it possible.  For nothing is painfuller than to have the pail shaken off the head when it is brim-full of the waters of life, and we are walking staidly under it.”

Sir Thomas.

“Had the learned Doctor preached again in the evening, pursuing the thread of his discourse, he might, peradventure, have made up the deficiencies I find in him.”

William Shakspeare.

“He had not that opportunity.”

Sir Thomas.

“The more’s the pity.”

William Shakspeare.

“The evening admonition, delivered by him unto the household—”

Sir Thomas.

“What! and did he indeed shew wind enough for that?  Prithee out with it, if thou didst put it into thy tablets.”

William Shakspeare.

“Alack, sir! there were so many Latin words, I fear me I should be at fault in such attempt.”

Sir Thomas.

“Fear not; we can help thee out between us, were there a dozen or a score.”

William Shakspeare.

“Bating those latinities, I do verily think I could tie up again most of the points in his doublet.”

Sir Thomas.

“At him then!  What was his bearing?”

William Shakspeare.

“In dividing his matter, he spooned out and apportioned the commons in his discourse, as best suited the quality, capacity, and constitution of his hearers.  To those in priests’ orders he delivered a sort of catechism.”

Sir Silas.

“He catechise grown men!  He catechise men in priests’ orders! — being no bishop, nor bishop’s ordinary!”

William Shakspeare.

“He did so; it may be at his peril.”

Sir Thomas.

“And what else? for catechisms are baby’s pap.”

William Shakspeare.

“He did not catechise, but he admonished the richer gentlemen with gold tassels for their top-knots.”

Sir Silas.

“I thought as much.  It was no better in my time.  Admonitions fell gently upon those gold tassels; and they ripened degrees as glass and sunshine ripen cucumbers.  We priests, forsooth, are catechised!  The worst question to any gold tasseller is, ‘How do you do?’  Old Alma Mater coaxes and would be coaxed.  But let her look sharp, or spectacles may be thrust upon her nose that shall make her eyes water.  Aristotle could make out no royal road to wisdom; but this old woman of ours will shew you one, an you tip her.

“Tilley valley!  catechise priests, indeed!”

Sir Thomas.

“Peradventure he did it discreetly.  Let us examine and judge him.  Repeat thou what he said unto them.”

William Shakspeare.

“‘Many,’ said he, ‘are ingenuous, many are devout, some timidly, some strenuously, but nearly all flinch, and rear, and kick, at the slightest touch, or least inquisitive suspicion of an unsound part in their doctrine.  And yet, my brethren, we ought rather to flinch and feel sore at our own searching touch, our own serious inquisition into ourselves.  Let us preachers, who are sufficiently liberal in bestowing our advice upon others, inquire of ourselves whether the exercise of spiritual authority may not be sometimes too pleasant, tickling our breasts with a plume from Satan’s wing, and turning our heads with that inebriating poison which he hath been seen to instil into the very chalice of our salvation.  Let us ask ourselves in the closet whether, after we have humbled ourselves before God in our prayers, we never rise beyond the due standard in the pulpit; whether our zeal for the truth be never over-heated by internal fires less holy; whether we never grow stiffly and sternly pertinacious, at the very time when we are reproving the obstinacy of others; and whether we have not frequently so acted as if we believed that opposition were to be relaxed and borne away by self-sufficiency and intolerance.  Believe me, the wisest of us have our catechism to learn; and these, my dear friends, are not the only questions contained in it.  No Christian can hate; no Christian can malign.  Nevertheless, do we not often both hate and malign those unhappy men who are insensible to God’s mercies?  And I fear this unchristian spirit swells darkly, with all its venom, in the marble of our hearts, not because our brother is insensible to these mercies, but because he is insensible to our faculty of persuasion, turning a deaf ear unto our claim upon his obedience, or a blind or sleepy eye upon the fountain of light, whereof we deem ourselves the sacred reservoirs.  There is one more question at which ye will tremble when ye ask it in the recesses of your souls; I do tremble at it, yet must utter it.  Whether we do not more warmly and erectly stand up for God’s word because it came from our mouths, than because it came from his?  Learned and ingenious men may indeed find a solution and excuse for all these propositions; but the wise unto salvation will cry, “Forgive me, O my God, if, called by thee to walk in thy way, I have not swept this dust from the sanctuary!”’”

Sir Thomas.

“All this, methinks, is for the behoof of clerks and ministers.”

William Shakspeare.

“He taught them what they who teach others should learn and practise.  Then did he look toward the young gentlemen of large fortune; and lastly his glances fell upon us poorer folk, whom he instructed in the duty we owe to our superiors.”

Sir Thomas.

“Ay, there he had a host.”

William Shakspeare.

“In one part of his admonition he said, — 

“‘Young gentlemen! let not the highest of you who hear me this evening be led into the delusion, for such it is, that the founder of his family was originally a greater or a better man than the lowest here.  He willed it, and became it.  He must have stood low; he must have worked hard, — and with tools, moreover, of his own invention and fashioning.  He waved and whistled off ten thousand strong and importunate temptations; he dashed the dice-box from the jewelled hand of Chance, the cup from Pleasure’s, and trod under foot the sorceries of each; he ascended steadily the precipices of Danger, and looked down with intrepidity from the summit; he overawed Arrogance with Sedateness; he seized by the horn and overleaped low Violence; and he fairly swung Fortune round.

“‘The very high cannot rise much higher; the very low may, — the truly great must have done it.

“‘This is not the doctrine, my friends, of the silkenly and lawnly religious; it wears the coarse texture of the fisherman, and walks uprightly and straightforward under it.  I am speaking now more particularly to you among us upon whom God hath laid the incumbrances of wealth, the sweets whereof bring teazing and poisonous things about you, not easily sent away.  What now are your pretensions under sacks of money? or your enjoyments under the shade of genealogical trees?  Are they rational?  Are they real?  Do they exist at all?  Strange inconsistency! to be proud of having as much gold and silver laid upon you as a mule hath, and yet to carry it less composedly!  The mule is not answerable for the conveyance and discharge of his burden, — you are.  Stranger infatuation still! to be prouder of an excellent thing done by another than by yourselves, supposing any excellent thing to have actually been done; and, after all, to be more elated on his cruelties than his kindnesses, by the blood he hath spilt than by the benefits he had conferred; and to acknowledge less obligation to a well-informed and well-intentioned progenitor than to a lawless and ferocious barbarian.  Would stocks and stumps, if they could utter words, utter such gross stupidity?  Would the apple boast of his crab origin, or the peach of his prune?  Hardly any man is ashamed of being inferior to his ancestors, although it is the very thing at which the great should blush, if, indeed, the great in general descended from the worthy.  I did expect to see the day, and although I shall not see it, it must come at last, when he shall be treated as a madman or an impostor who dares to claim nobility or precedency and cannot shew his family name in the history of his country.  Even he who can shew it, and who cannot write his own under it in the same or as goodly characters, must submit to the imputation of degeneracy, from which the lowly and obscure are exempt.

“‘He alone who maketh you wiser maketh you greater; and it is only by such an implement that Almighty God himself effects it.  When he taketh away a man’s wisdom he taketh away his strength, his power over others and over himself.  What help for him then?  He may sit idly and swell his spleen, saying, — Who is this? who is that? and at the question’s end the spirit of inquiry dies away in him.  It would not have been so if, in happier hour, he had said within himself, Who am I? what am I? and had prosecuted the search in good earnest.

“‘When we ask who this man is, or who that man is, we do not expect or hope for a plain answer; we should be disappointed at a direct, or a rational, or a kind one.  We desire to hear that he was of low origin, or had committed some crime, or been subjected to some calamity.  Whoever he be, in general we disregard or despise him, unless we discover that he possesseth by nature many qualities of mind and body which he never brings into use, and many accessories of situation and fortune which he brings into abuse every day.  According to the arithmetic in practice, he who makes the most idlers and the most ingrates is the most worshipful.  But wiser ones than the scorers in this school will tell you how riches and power were bestowed by Providence that generosity and mercy should be exercised; for, if every gift of the Almighty were distributed in equal portions to every creature, less of such virtues would be called into the field; consequently there would be less of gratitude, less of submission, less of devotion, less of hope, and, in the total, less of content.’”

Here he ceased, and Sir Thomas nodded, and said, — 

“Reasonable enough! nay, almost too reasonable!”

“But where are the apostles?  Where are the disciples?  Where are the saints?  Where is hell-fire?”

“Well! patience! we may come to it yet.  Go on, Will!”

With such encouragement before him, did Will Shakspeare take breath and continue: — 

“‘We mortals are too much accustomed to behold our superiors in rank and station as we behold the leaves in the forest.  While we stand under these leaves, our protection and refuge from heat and labour, we see only the rougher side of them, and the gloominess of the branches on which they hang.  In the midst of their benefits we are insensible to their utility and their beauty, and appear to be ignorant that if they were placed less high above us we should derive from them less advantage.’”

Sir Thomas.

“Ay; envy of superiority made the angels kick and run restive.”

William Shakspeare.

“May it please your worship! with all my faults, I have ever borne due submission and reverence toward my superiors.”

Sir Thomas.

“Very right! very scriptural!  But most folks do that.  Our duty is not fulfilled unless we bear absolute veneration; unless we are ready to lay down our lives and fortunes at the foot of the throne, and every thing else at the foot of those who administer the laws under virgin majesty.”

William Shakspeare.

“Honoured sir!  I am quite ready to lay down my life and fortune, and all the rest of me, before that great virgin.”

Sir Silas.

“Thy life and fortune, to wit!

“What are they worth?  A June cob-nut, maggot and all.”

Sir Thomas.

“Silas, we will not repudiate nor rebuff his Magdalen, that bringeth a pot of ointment.  Rather let us teach and tutor than twit.  It is a tractable and conducible youth, being in good company.”

Sir Silas.

“Teach and tutor!  Hold hard, sir!  These base varlets ought to be taught but two things: to bow as beseemeth them to their betters, and to hang perpendicular.  We have authority for it, that no man can add an inch to his stature; but by aid of the sheriff I engage to find a chap who shall add two or three to this whoreson’s.” 

Sir Thomas.

“Nay, nay, now, Silas! the lad’s mother was always held to be an honest woman.”

Sir Silas.

“His mother may be an honest woman for me.”

William Shakspeare.

“No small privilege, by my faith! for any woman in the next parish to thee, Master Silas!”

Sir Silas.

“There again! out comes the filthy runlet from the quagmire, that but now lay so quiet with all its own in it.”

William Shakspeare.

“Until it was trodden on by the ass that could not leap over it.  These, I think, are the words of the fable.”

Sir Thomas.

“They are so.”

Sir Silas.

“What fable?”

Sir Thomas.

“Tush! don’t press him too hard; he wants not wit, but learning.”

Sir Silas.

“He wants a rope’s-end; and a rope’s-end is not enough for him, unless we throw in the other.”

Sir Thomas.

“Peradventure he may be an instrument, a potter’s clay, a type, a token.

“I have seen many young men, and none like unto him.  He is shallow but clear; he is simple, but ingenuous.”

Sir Silas.

“Drag the ford again, then.  In my mind he is as deep as the big tankard; and a mouthful of rough burrage will be the beginning and end of it.”

Sir Thomas.

“No fear of that.  Neither, if rightly reported by the youngster, is there so much doctrine in the doctor as we expected.  He doth not dwell upon the main; he is worldly; he is wise in his generation, — he says things out of his own head.

“Silas, that can’t hold!  We want props — fulcrums, I think you called ‘em to the farmers; or was it stimulums?”

Sir Silas.

“Both very good words.”

Sir Thomas.

“I should be mightily pleased to hear thee dispute with that great don.”

Sir Silas.

“I hate disputations.  Saint Paul warns us against them.  If one wants to be thirsty, the tail of a stockfish is as good for it as the head of a logician.

“The doctor there, at Oxford, is in flesh and mettle; but let him be sleek and gingered as he may, clap me in St. Mary’s pulpit, cassock me, lamb-skin me, give me pink for my colours, glove me to the elbow, heel-piece me half an ell high, cushion me before and behind, bring me a mug of mild ale and a rasher of bacon, only just to con over the text withal; then allow me fair play, and as much of my own way as he had, and the devil take the hindermost.  I am his man at any time.”

Sir Thomas.

“I am fain to believe it.  Verily, I do think, Silas, thou hast as much stuff in thee as most men.  Our beef and mutton at Charlecote rear other than babes and sucklings.

“I like words taken, like thine, from black-letter books.  They look stiff and sterling, and as though a man might dig about ‘em for a week, and never loosen the lightest.

“Thou hast alway at hand either saint or devil, as occasion needeth, according to the quality of the sinner, and they never come uncalled for.  Moreover, Master Silas, I have observed that thy hell-fire is generally lighted up in the pulpit about the dog-days.”

Then turned the worthy knight unto the youth, saying, — 

“‘T were well for thee, William Shakspeare, if the learned doctor had kept thee longer in his house, and had shewn unto thee the danger of idleness, which hath often led unto deer-stealing and poetry.  In thee we already know the one, although the distemper hath eaten but skin-deep for the present; and we have the testimony of two burgesses on the other.  The pursuit of poetry, as likewise of game, is unforbidden to persons of condition.”

William Shakspeare.

“Sir, that of game is the more likely to keep them in it.”

Sir Thomas.

“It is the more knightly of the two; but poetry hath also her pursuers among us.  I myself, in my youth, had some experience that way; and I am fain to blush at the reputation I obtained.  His honour, my father, took me to London at the age of twenty; and, sparing no expense in my education, gave fifty shillings to one Monsieur Dubois to teach me fencing and poetry, in twenty lessons.  In vacant hours he taught us also the laws of honour, which are different from ours.

“In France you are unpolite unless you solicit a judge or his wife to favour your cause; and you inevitably lose it.  In France there is no want of honour where there is no want of courage; you may lie, but you must not hear that you lie.  I asked him what he thought then of lying; and he replied, — 

“‘C’est selon.’

“‘And suppose you should overhear the whisper?’

“‘Ah, parbleu!  Cela m’irrite; cela me pousse au bout.’

“I was going on to remark that a real man of honour could less bear to lie than to hear it; when he cried, at the words real man of honour, — 

“‘Le voilà, Monsieur! le voilà!’ and gave himself such a blow on the breast as convinced me the French are a brave people.

“He told us that nothing but his honour was left him, but that it supplied the place of all he had lost.  It was discovered some time afterward that M. Dubois had been guilty of perjury, had been a spy, and had lost nothing but a dozen or two of tin patty-pans, hereditary in his family, his father having been a cook on his own account.

“William, it is well at thy time of life that thou shouldst know the customs of far countries, particularly if it should be the will of God to place thee in a company of players.  Of all nations in the world, the French best understand the stage.  If thou shouldst ever write for it, which God forbid, copy them very carefully.  Murders on their stage are quite decorous and cleanly.  Few gentlemen and ladies die by violence who would not have died by exhaustion.  ‘For they rant and rave until their voice fails them, one after another; and those who do not die of it die consumptive.  They cannot bear to see cruelty; they would rather see any image than their own.’  These are not my observations, but were made by Sir Everard Starkeye, who likewise did remark to Monsieur Dubois, that ‘cats, if you hold them up to the looking-glass, will scratch you terribly; and that the same fierce animal, as if proud of its cleanly coat and velvety paw, doth carefully put aside what other animals of more estimation take no trouble to conceal.’

“‘Our people,’ said Sir Everard, ‘must see upon the stage what they never could have imagined; so the best men in the world would earnestly take a peep of hell through a chink, whereas the worser would skulk away.’

“Do not thou be their caterer, William!  Avoid the writing of comedies and tragedies.  To make people laugh is uncivil, and to make people cry is unkind.  And what, after all, are these comedies and these tragedies?  They are what, for the benefit of all future generations, I have myself described them, — 

‘The whimsies of wantons and stories of dread,
That make the stout-hearted look under the bed.’
 

Furthermore, let me warn thee against the same on account of the vast charges thou must stand at.  We Englishmen cannot find it in our hearts to murder a man without much difficulty, hesitation, and delay.  We have little or no invention for pains and penalties; it is only our acutest lawyers who have wit enough to frame them.  Therefore it behooveth your tragedy-man to provide a rich assortment of them, in order to strike the auditor with awe and wonder.  And a tragedy-man, in our country, who cannot afford a fair dozen of stabbed males, and a trifle under that mark of poisoned females, and chains enow to moor a whole navy in dock, is but a scurvy fellow at the best.  Thou wilt find trouble in purveying these necessaries; and then must come the gim-cracks for the second course, — gods, goddesses, fates, furies, battles, marriages, music, and the maypole.  Hast thou within thee wherewithal?”

“Sir!” replied Billy, with great modesty, “I am most grateful for these ripe fruits of your experience.  To admit delightful visions into my own twilight chamber is not dangerous nor forbidden.  Believe me, sir, he who indulges in them will abstain from injuring his neighbour; he will see no glory in peril, and no delight in strife.

“The world shall never be troubled by any battles and marriages of mine, and I desire no other music and no other maypole than have lightened my heart at Stratford.”

Sir Thomas, finding him well-conditioned and manageable, proceeded: — 

“Although I have admonished thee of sundry and insurmountable impediments, yet more are lying in the pathway.  We have no verse for tragedy.  One in his hurry hath dropped rhyme, and walketh like unto the man who wanteth the left-leg stocking.  Others can give us rhyme indeed, but can hold no longer after the tenth or eleventh syllable.  Now Sir Everard Starkeye, who is a pretty poet, did confess to Monsieur Dubois the potency of the French tragic verse, which thou never canst hope to bring over.

“‘I wonder, Monsieur Dubois!’ said Sir Everard, ‘that your countrymen should have thought it necessary to transport their heavy artillery into Italy.  No Italian could stand a volley of your heroic verses from the best and biggest pieces.  With these brought into action, you never could have lost the battle of Pavia.’

“Now my friend Sir Everard is not quite so good a historian as he is a poet; and Monsieur Dubois took advantage of him.

“‘Pardon!  Monsieur Sir Everard!’ said Monsieur Dubois, smiling at my friend’s slip, ‘We did not lose the battle of Pavia.  We had the misfortune to lose our king, who delivered himself up, as our kings always do, for the good and glory of his country.’

“‘How was this?’ said Sir Everard, in surprise.

“‘I will tell you, Monsieur Sir Everard!’ said Monsieur Dubois.  ‘I had it from my own father, who fought in the battle, and told my mother, word for word.

“‘The king seeing his household troops, being only one thousand strong, surrounded by twelve regiments, the best Spanish troops, amounting to eighteen thousand four hundred and forty-two, although he doubted not of victory, yet thought he might lose many brave men before the close of the day, and rode up instantly to King Charles, and said, — 

“‘“My brother!  I am loath to lose so many of those brave men yonder.  Whistle off your Spanish pointers, and I agree to ride home with you.”

“‘And so he did.  But what did King Charles?  Abusing French loyalty, he made our Francis his prisoner, would you believe it? and treated him worse than ever badger was treated at the bottom of any paltry stable-yard, putting upon his table beer and Rhenish wine and wild boar.’

“I have digressed with thee, young man,” continued the knight, much to the improvement of my knowledge, I do reverentially confess, as it was of the lad’s.  “We will now,” said he, “endeavour our best to sober thee, finding that Doctor Glaston hath omitted it.”

“Not entirely omitted it,” said William, gratefully; “he did after dinner all that could be done at such a time toward it.  The doctor could, however, speak only of the Greeks and Romans, and certainly what he said of them gave me but little encouragement.”

Sir Thomas.

“What said he?”

William Shakspeare.

“He said, ‘The Greeks conveyed all their wisdom into their theatre, — their stages were churches and parliament-houses; but what was false prevailed over what was true.  They had their own wisdom, the wisdom of the foolish.  Who is Sophocles, if compared to Doctor Hammersley of Oriel? or Euripides, if compared to Doctor Prichard of Jesus?  Without the Gospel, light is darkness; and with it, children are giants.

“‘William, I need not expatiate on Greek with thee, since thou knowest it not, but some crumbs of Latin are picked up by the callowest beaks.  The Romans had, as thou findest, and have still, more taste for murder than morality, and, as they could not find heroes among them, looked for gladiators.  Their only very high poet employed his elevation and strength to dethrone and debase the Deity.  They had several others, who polished their language and pitched their instruments with admirable skill; several who glued over their thin and flimsy gaberdines many bright feathers from the widespread downs of Ionia, and the richly cultivated rocks of Attica.

“‘Some of them have spoken from inspiration; for thou art not to suppose that from the heathen were withheld all the manifestations of the Lord.  We do agree at Oxford that the Pollio of Virgil is our Saviour.  True, it is the dullest and poorest poem that a nation not very poetical hath bequeathed unto us; and even the versification, in which this master excelled, is wanting in fluency and sweetness.  I can only account for it from the weight of the subject.  Two verses, which are fairly worth two hundred such poems, are from another pagan; he was forced to sigh for the church without knowing her.  He saith, — 

“May I gaze upon thee when my latest hour is come!
May I hold thy hand when mine faileth me!”
 

This, if adumbrating the church, is the most beautiful thought that ever issued from the heart of man; but if addressed to a wanton, as some do opine, is filth from the sink, nauseating and insufferable.

“‘William! that which moveth the heart most is the best poetry; it comes nearest unto God, the source of all power.’”

Sir Thomas.

“Yea; and he appeareth unto me to know more of poetry than of divinity.  Those ancients have little flesh upon the body poetical, and lack the savour that sufficeth.  The Song of Solomon drowns all their voices: they seem but whistlers and guitar-players compared to a full-cheeked trumpeter; they standing under the eaves in some dark lane, he upon a well-caparisoned stallion, tossing his mane and all his ribbons to the sun.  I doubt the doctor spake too fondly of the Greeks; they were giddy creatures.  William, I am loath to be hard on them; but they please me not.  There are those now living who could make them bite their nails to the quick, and turn green as grass with envy.”

William Shakspeare.

“Sir, one of those Greeks, methinks, thrown into the pickle-pot, would be a treasure to the housewife’s young jerkins.”

Sir Thomas.

“Simpleton! simpleton! but thou valuest them justly.  Now attend.  If ever thou shouldst hear, at Oxford or London, the verses I am about to repeat, prithee do not communicate them to that fiery spirit Mat Atterend.  It might not be the battle of two hundreds, but two counties; a sort of York and Lancaster war, whereof I would wash my hands.  Listen!”

And now did Sir Thomas clear his voice, always high and sonorous, and did repeat from the stores of his memory these rich and proud verses, — 

“‘Chloe! mean men must ever make mean loves;
They deal in dog-roses, but I in cloves.
They are just scorch’d enough to blow their fingers;
I am a phœnix downright burnt to cinders.’”

 

At which noble conceits, so far above what poor Bill had ever imagined, he lifted up his eyes to heaven, and exclaimed, — 

“The world itself must be reduced to that condition before such glorious verses die!  Chloe and Clove!  Why, sir! Chloe wants but a V toward the tail to become the very thing!  Never tell me that such matters can come about of themselves.  And how truly is it said that we mean men deal in dog-roses.

“Sir, if it were permitted me to swear on that holy Bible, I would swear I never until this day heard that dog-roses were our provender; and yet did I, no longer ago than last summer, write, not indeed upon a dog-rose, but upon a sweet-briar, what would only serve to rinse the mouth withal after the clove.”

Sir Thomas.

“Repeat the same, youth.  We may haply give thee our counsel thereupon.”

Willy took heart, and lowering his voice, which hath much natural mellowness, repeated these from memory: — 

  “My briar that smelledst sweet
   When gentle spring’s first heat
      Ran through thy quiet veins, — 
   Thou that wouldst injure none,
   But wouldst be left alone, — 
Alone thou leavest me, and nought of thine remains.
 

  “What! hath no poet’s lyre
   O’er thee, sweet-breathing briar,
      Hung fondly, ill or well?
   And yet methinks with thee
   A poet’s sympathy,
Whether in weal or woe, in life or death, might dwell.
 

  “Hard usage both must bear,
   Few hands your youth will rear,
      Few bosoms cherish you;
   Your tender prime must bleed
   Ere you are sweet, but freed
From life, you then are prized; thus prized are poets too.”
 

Sir Thomas said, with kind encouragement, “He who beginneth so discreetly with a dog-rose, may hope to encompass a damask-rose ere he die.”

Willy did now breathe freely.  The commendation of a knight and magistrate worked powerfully within him; and Sir Thomas said furthermore, — 

“These short matters do not suit me.  Thou mightest have added some moral about life and beauty, — poets never handle roses without one; but thou art young, and mayest get into the train.”

Willy made the best excuse he could; and no bad one it was, the knight acknowledged; namely, that the sweet-briar was not really dead, although left for dead.

“Then,” said Sir Thomas, “as life and beauty would not serve thy turn, thou mightest have had full enjoyment of the beggar, the wayside, the thieves, and the good Samaritan, — enough to tapestry the bridal chamber of an empress.”

William bowed respectfully, and sighed.

“Ha! thou hast lost them, sure enough, and it may not be quite so fair to smile at thy quandary,” quoth Sir Thomas.

“I did my best the first time,” said Willy, “and fell short the second.”

“That, indeed, thou must have done,” said Sir Thomas.  “It is a grievous disappointment, in the midst of our lamentations for the dead, to find ourselves balked.  I am curious to see how thou couldst help thyself.  Don’t be abashed; I am ready for even worse than the last.”

Bill hesitated, but obeyed: — 

  “And art thou yet alive?
   And shall the happy hive
      Send out her youth to cull
   Thy sweets of leaf and flower,
   And spend the sunny hour
With thee, and thy faint heart with murmuring music lull?
 

  “Tell me what tender care,
   Tell me what pious prayer,
      Bade thee arise and live.
   The fondest-favoured bee
   Shall whisper nought to thee
More loving than the song my grateful muse shall give.”
 

Sir Thomas looked somewhat less pleased at the conclusion of these verses than at the conclusion of the former, and said, gravely, — 

“Young man! methinks it is betimes that thou talkest of having a muse to thyself; or even in common with others.  It is only great poets who have muses; I mean to say who have the right to talk in that fashion.  The French, I hear, Phœbus it and muse-me it right and left; and boggle not to throw all nine, together with mother and master, into the compass of a dozen lines or thereabout.  And your Italian can hardly do without ‘em in the multiplication-table.  We Englishmen do let them in quietly, shut the door, and say nothing of what passes.  I have read a whole book of comedies, and ne’er a muse to help the lamest.”

William Shakspeare.

“Wonderful forbearance!  I marvel how the poet could get through.”

Sir Thomas.

“By God’s help.  And I think we did as well without ‘em; for it must be an unabashable man that ever shook his sides in their company.  They lay heavy restraint both upon laughing and crying.  In the great master Virgil of Rome, they tell me they come in to count the ships, and having cast up the sum total, and proved it, make off again.  Sure token of two things, — first, that he held ‘em dog-cheap; secondly, that he had made but little progress (for a Lombard born) in book-keeping at double entry.

“He, and every other great genius, began with small subject-matters, gnats and the like.  I myself, similar unto him, wrote upon fruit.  I would give thee some copies for thy copying, if I thought thou wouldst use them temperately, and not render them common, as hath befallen the poetry of some among the brightest geniuses.  I could shew thee how to say new things, and how to time the same.  Before my day, nearly all the flowers and fruits had been gathered by poets, old and young, from the cedar of Lebanon to the hyssop on the wall; roses went up to Solomon, apples to Adam, and so forth.

“Willy! my brave lad!  I was the first that ever handled a quince, I’ll be sworn.

“Hearken!

“Chloe!  I would not have thee wince
That I unto thee send a quince.
I would not have thee say unto ‘t
Begone! and trample ‘t underfoot,
For, trust me, ‘t is no fulsome fruit.
It came not out of mine own garden,
But all the way from Henly in Arden, — 
Of an uncommon fine old tree,
Belonging to John Asbury.
And if that of it thou shalt eat,
‘Twill make thy breath e’en yet more sweet;
As a translation here doth shew,
On fruit-trees, by Jean Mirabeau.
The frontispiece is printed so.
But eat it with some wine and cake,
Or it may give the belly-ache. 
This doth my worthy clerk indite,
I sign,
 

Sir Thomas Lucy, Knight.”

“Now, Willy, there is not one poet or lover in twenty who careth for consequences.  Many hint to the lady what to do, few what not to do although it would oftentimes, as in this case, go to one’s heart to see the upshot.”

“Ah, sir,” said Bill, in all humility, “I would make bold to put the parings of that quince under my pillow, for sweet dreams and insights, if Doctor Glaston had given me encouragement to continue the pursuit of poetry.  Of a surety it would bless me with a bedful of churches and crucifixions, duly adumbrated.”

Whereat Sir Thomas, shaking his head, did inform him, — 

“It was in the golden age of the world, as pagans call it, that poets of condition sent fruits and flowers to their beloved, with posies fairly penned.  We, in our days, have done the like.  But manners of late are much corrupted on the one side, if not on both.

“Willy! it hath been whispered that there be those who would rather have a piece of brocade or velvet for a stomacher than the touchingest copy of verses, with a bleeding heart at the bottom.”

William Shakspeare.

“Incredible!”

Sir Thomas.

“‘T is even so!”

William Shakspeare.

“They must surely be rotten fragments of the world before the flood, — saved out of it by the devil.”

Sir Thomas.

“I am not of that mind.

“Their eyes, mayhap, fell upon some of the bravery cast ashore from the Spanish Armada.  In ancienter days, a few pages of good poetry outvalued a whole ell of the finest Genoa.”

William Shakspeare.

“When will such days return?”

Sir Thomas.

“It is only within these few years that corruption and avarice have made such ghastly strides.  They always did exist, but were gentler.

“My youth is waning, and has been nigh upon these seven years, I being now in my forty-eighth.”

William Shakspeare.

“I have understood that the god of poetry is in the enjoyment of eternal youth; I was ignorant that his sons were.”

Sir Thomas.

“No, child! we are hale and comely, but must go the way of all flesh.”

William Shakspeare.

“Must it, can it, be?”

Sir Thomas.

“Time was, my smallest gifts were acceptable, as thus recorded: — 

“From my fair hand, O will ye, will ye
Deign humbly to accept a gilly-
   Flower for thy bosom, sugared maid!
 

“Scarce had I said it ere she took it,
And in a twinkling, faith! had stuck it,
   Where e’en proud knighthood might have laid.”
 

William was now quite unable to contain himself, and seemed utterly to have forgotten the grievous charge against him; to such a pitch did his joy o’erleap his jeopardy.

Master Silas in the meantime was much disquieted; and first did he strip away all the white feather from every pen in the inkpot, and then did he mend them, one and all, and then did he slit them with his thumb-nail, and then did he pare and slash away at them again and then did he cut off the tops, until at last he left upon them neither nib nor plume, nor enough of the middle to serve as quill to a virginal.  It went to my heart to see such a power of pens so wasted; there could not be fewer than five.  Sir Thomas was less wary than usual, being overjoyed.  For great poets do mightly affect to have little poets under them; and little poets do forget themselves in great company, as fiddlers do, who hail fellow well met even with lords.

Sir Thomas did not interrupt our Bill’s wild gladness.  I never thought so worshipful a personage could bear so much.  At last he said unto the lad, — 

“I do bethink me, if thou hearest much more of my poetry, and the success attendant thereon, good Doctor Glaston would tear thy skirt off ere he could drag thee back from the occupation.”

William Shakspeare.

“I fear me, for once, all his wisdom would sluice out in vain.”

Sir Thomas.

“It was reported to me that when our virgin queen’s highness (her Dear Dread’s  ear not being then poisoned) heard these verses, she said before her courtiers, to the sore travail of some, and heart’s content of others, — 

“‘We need not envy our young cousin James of Scotland his ass’s bite of a thistle, having such flowers as these gillyflowers on the chimney-stacks of Charlecote.’

“I could have told her highness that all this poetry, from beginning to end, was real matter of fact, well and truly spoken by mine own self.  I had only to harness the rhymes thereunto, at my leisure.”

William Shakspeare.

“None could ever doubt it.  Greeks and Trojans may fight for the quince; neither shall have it

While a Warwickshire lad
Is on earth to be had,
With a wand to wag
On a trusty nag,
He shall keep the lists
With cudgel or fists.
And black shall be whose eye
Looks evil on Lucy.”
 

Sir Thomas.

“Nay, nay, nay! do not trespass too soon upon heroics.  Thou seest thou canst not hold thy wind beyond eight lines.  What wouldst thou do under the heavy mettle that should have wrought such wonders at Pavia, if thou findest these petards so troublesome in discharging?  Surely, the good doctor, had he entered at large on the subject, would have been very particular in urging this expostulation.”

William Shakspeare.

“Sir, to my mortification I must confess that I took to myself the counsel he was giving to another; a young gentleman who, from his pale face, his abstinence at table, his cough, his taciturnity, and his gentleness, seemed already more than half poet.  To him did Doctor Glaston urge, with all his zeal and judgment, many arguments against the vocation; telling him that, even in college, he had few applauders, being the first, and not the second or third, who always are more fortunate; reminding him that he must solicit and obtain much interest with men of rank and quality, before he could expect their favour; and that without it the vein chilled, the nerve relaxed, and the poet was left at next door to the bellman.  ‘In the coldness of the world,’ said he, ‘in the absence of ready friends and adherents, to light thee upstairs to the richly tapestried chamber of the muses, thy spirits will abandon thee, thy heart will sicken and swell within thee; overladen, thou wilt make, O Ethelbert! a slow and painful progress, and ere the door open, sink.  Praise giveth weight unto the wanting, and happiness giveth elasticity unto the heavy.  As the mightiest streams of the unexplored world, America, run languidly in the night,  and await the sun on high to contend with him in strength and grandeur, so doth genius halt and pause in the thraldom of outspread darkness, and move onward with all his vigour then only when creative light and jubilant warmth surround him.’

“Ethelbert coughed faintly; a tinge of red, the size of a rose-bud, coloured the middle of his cheek; and yet he seemed not to be pained by the reproof.  He looked fondly and affectionately at his teacher, who thus proceeded:

“‘My dear youth, do not carry the stone of Sisyphus on thy shoulder to pave the way to disappointment.  If thou writest but indifferent poetry none will envy thee, and some will praise thee; but nature, in her malignity, hath denied unto thee a capacity for the enjoyment of such praise.  In this she hath been kinder to most others than to thee; we know wherein she hath been kinder to thee than to most others.  If thou writest good poetry many will call it flat, many will call it obscure, many will call it inharmonious; and some of these will speak as they think; for, as in giving a feast to great numbers, it is easier to possess the wine than to procure the cups, so happens it in poetry; thou hast the beverage of thy own growth, but canst not find the recipients.  What is simple and elegant to thee and me, to many an honest man is flat and sterile; what to us is an innocently sly allusion, to as worthy a one as either of us is dull obscurity; and that moreover which swims upon our brain, and which throbs against our temples, and which we delight in sounding to ourselves when the voice has done with it, touches their ear, and awakens no harmony in any cell of it.  Rivals will run up to thee and call thee a plagiary, and, rather than that proof should be wanting, similar words to some of thine will be thrown in thy teeth out of Leviticus and Deuteronomy.

“‘Do you desire calm studies?  Do you desire high thoughts?  Penetrate into theology.  What is nobler than to dissect and discern the opinions of the gravest men upon the subtlest matters?  And what glorious victories are those over Infidelity and Scepticism!  How much loftier, how much more lasting in their effects, than such as ye are invited unto by what this ingenious youth hath contemptuously and truly called

“The swaggering drum, and trumpet hoarse with rage.”

And what a delightful and edifying sight it is, to see hundreds of the most able doctors, all stripped for the combat, each closing with his antagonist, and tugging and tearing, tooth and nail, to lay down and establish truths which have been floating in the air for ages, and which the lower order of mortals are forbidden to see, and commanded to embrace.  And then the shouts of victory!  And then the crowns of amaranth held over their heads by the applauding angels!  Besides, these combats have other great and distinct advantages.  Whereas, in the carnal, the longer ye contend the more blows do ye receive; in these against Satan, the more fiercely and pertinaciously ye drive at him, the slacker do ye find him; every good hit makes him redden and rave with anger, but diminishes its effect.

“‘My dear friends, who would not enter a service in which he may give blows to his mortal enemy, and receive none; and in which not only the eternal gain is incalculable, but also the temporal, at four-and-twenty, may be far above the emolument of generals, who, before the priest was born, had bled profusely for their country, established her security, brightened her glory, and augmented her dominions?’”

At this pause did Sir Thomas turn unto Sir Silas, and asked, — 

“What sayest thou, Silas?”

Whereupon did Sir Silas make answer, — 

“I say it is so, and was so, and should be so, and shall be so.  If the queen’s brother had not sopped the priests and bishops out of the Catholic cup, they could have held the Catholic cup in their own hands, instead of yielding it into his.  They earned their money; if they sold their consciences for it, the business is theirs, not ours.  I call this facing the devil with a vengeance.  We have their coats; no matter who made ‘em, — we have ‘em, I say, and we will wear ‘em; and not a button, tag, or tassel, shall any man tear away.”

Sir Thomas then turned to Willy, and requested him to proceed with the doctor’s discourse, who thereupon continued: — 

“‘Within your own recollections, how many good, quiet, inoffensive men, unendowed with any extraordinary abilities, have been enabled, by means of divinity, to enjoy a long life in tranquillity and affluence?’

“Whereupon did one of the young gentlemen smile, and, on small encouragement from Doctor Glaston to enounce the cause thereof, he repeated these verses, which he gave afterward unto me: — 

  “‘In the names on our books
   Was standing Tom Flooke’s,
Who took in due time his degrees;
   Which when he had taken,
   Like Ascham or Bacon,
By night he could snore and by day he could sneeze.
 

  “‘Calm, pithy, pragmatical, 
   Tom Flooke he could at a call
Rise up like a hound from his sleep;
   And if many a quarto
   He gave not his heart to,
If pellucid in lore, in his cups he was deep.
 

  “‘He never did harm,
   And his heart might be warm,
For his doublet most certainly was so;
   And now has Torn Flooke
   A quieter nook
Than ever had Spenser or Tasso.
 

  “‘He lives in his house,
   As still as a mouse,
Until he has eaten his dinner;
   But then doth his nose
   Outroar all the woes
That encompass the death of a sinner.
 

  “‘And there oft has been seen
   No less than a dean
To tarry a week in the parish,
   In October and March,
   When deans are less starch,
And days are less gleamy and garish.
 

  “‘That Sunday Tom’s eyes
   Look’d always more wise,
He repeated more often his text;
   Two leaves stuck together,
   (The fault of the weather)
And . . . the rest ye shall hear in my next.
 

  “‘At mess he lost quite
   His small appetite,
By losing his friend the good dean;
   The cook’s sight must fail her!
   The eggs sure are staler!
The beef, too! — why, what can it mean?
 

  “‘He turned off the butcher,
   To the cook could he clutch her,
What his choler had done there’s no saying — 
   ‘T is verily said
   He smote low the cock’s head,
And took other pullets for laying.’
 

“On this being concluded, Doctor Glaston said he shrewdly suspected an indigestion on the part of Mr. Thomas Flooke, caused by sitting up late and studying hard with Mr. Dean; and he protested that theology itself should not carry us into the rawness of the morning air, particularly in such critical months as March and October, in one of which the sap rises, in the other sinks, and there are many stars very sinister.”

Sir Thomas shook his head, and declared he would not be uncharitable to rector, or dean, or doctor, but that certain surmises swam uppermost.  He then winked at Master Silas, who said, incontinently, — 

“You have it, Sir Thomas!  The blind buzzards! with their stars and saps!”

“Well, but Silas! you yourself have told us over and over again, in church, that there are arcana.”

“So there are, — I uphold it,” replied Master Silas; “but a fig for the greater part, and a fig-leaf for the rest.  As for these signs, they are as plain as any page in the Revelation.”

Sir Thomas, after short pondering, said, scoffingly, — 

“In regard to the rawness of the air having any effect whatsoever on those who discourse orthodoxically on theology, it is quite as absurd as to imagine that a man ever caught cold in a Protestant church.  I am rather of opinion that it was a judgment on the rector for his evil-mindedness toward the cook, the Lord foreknowing that he was about to be wilful and vengeful in that quarter.  It was, however, more advisedly that he took other pullets, on his own view of the case, although it might be that the same pullets would suit him again as well as ever, when his appetite should return; for it doth not appear that they were loath to lay, but laid somewhat unsatisfactorily.

“Now, youth,” continued his worship, “if in our clemency we should spare thy life, study this higher elegiacal strain which thou hast carried with thee from Oxford; it containeth, over and above an unusual store of biography, much sound moral doctrine, for those who are heedful in the weighing of it.  And what can be more affecting than — 

  ‘At mess he lost quite
   His small appetite,
By losing his friend the good dean’?
 

And what an insight into character!  Store it up; store it up!  Small appetite, particular; good dean, generick.”

Hereupon did Master Silas jerk me with his indicative joint, the elbow to wit, and did say in my ear, — 

“He means deanery.  Give me one of those bones so full of marrow, and let my lord bishop have all the meat over it, and welcome.  If a dean is not on his stilts, he is not on his stumps; he stands on his own ground; he is a noli-metangeretarian.”

“What art thou saying of those sectaries, good Master Silas?” quoth Sir Thomas, not hearing him distinctly.

“I was talking of the dean,” replied Master Silas.  “He was the very dean who wrote and sang that song called the Two Jacks.”

“Hast it?” asked he.

Master Silas shook his head, and, trying in vain to recollect it, said at last, — 

“After dinner it sometimes pops out of a filbert-shell in a crack; and I have known it float on the first glass of Herefordshire cider; it also hath some affinity with very stiff and old bottled beer; but in a morning it seemeth unto me like a remnant of over-night.”

“Our memory waneth, Master Silas!” quoth Sir Thomas, looking seriously.  “If thou couldst repeat it, without the grimace of singing, it were not ill.”

Master Silas struck the table with his fist, and repeated the first stave angrily; but in the second he forgot the admonition of Sir Thomas, and did sing outright, — 

  “Jack Calvin and Jack Cade,
   Two gentles of one trade,
      Two tinkers,
   Very gladly would pull down
   Mother Church and Father Crown,
   And would starve or would drown
      Right thinkers.
 

  “Honest man! honest man!
   Fill the can, fill the can,
They are coming! they are coming! they are coming!
   If any drop be left,
   It might tempt ‘em to a theft — 
Zooks! it was only the ale that was humming.”
 

“In the first stave, gramercy! there is an awful verity,” quoth Sir Thomas; “but I wonder that a dean should let his skewer slip out, and his fat catch fire so wofully, in the second.  Light stuff, Silas, fit only for ale-houses.”

Master Silas was nettled in the nose, and answered, — 

“Let me see the man in Warwickshire, and in all the counties round, who can run at such a rate with so light a feather in the palm of his hand.  I am no poet, thank God! but I know what folks can do, and what folks cannot do.”

“Well, Silas,” replied Sir Thomas, “after thy thanksgiving for being no poet, let us have the rest of the piece.”

“The rest!” quoth Master Silas.  “When the ale hath done with its humming, it is time, methinks, to dismiss it.  Sir, there never was any more; you might as well ask for more after Amen or the see of Canterbury.”

Sir Thomas was dissatisfied, and turned off the discourse; and peradventure he grew more inclined to be gracious unto Willy from the slight rub his chaplain had given him, were it only for the contrariety.  When he had collected his thoughts he was determined to assert his supremacy on the score of poetry.

“Deans, I perceive, like other quality,” said he, “cannot run on long together.  My friend, Sir Everard Starkeye, could never overleap four bars.  I remember but one composition of his, on a young lady who mocked at his inconsistency, in calling her sometimes his Grace and at other times his Muse.

‘My Grace shall Fanny Carew be,
   While here she deigns to stay;
And (ah, how sad the change for me!)
   My Muse when far away!’
 

And when we laughed at him for turning his back upon her after the fourth verse, all he could say for himself was, that he would rather a game at all fours with Fanny, than ombre and picquet with the finest furbelows in Christendom.  Men of condition do usually want a belt in the course.”

Whereunto said Master Silas, — 

“Men out of condition are quite as liable to lack it, methinks.”

“Silas!  Silas!” replied the knight, impatiently, “prithee keep to thy divinity, thy strong hold upon Zion; thence none that faces thee can draw thee without being bitten to the bone.  Leave poetry to me.”

“With all my heart,” quoth Master Silas, “I will never ask a belt from her, until I see she can afford to give a shirt.  She has promised a belt, indeed, — not one, however, that doth much improve the wind, — to this lad here, and will keep her word; but she was forced to borrow the pattern from a Carthusian friar, and somehow it slips above the shoulder.”

“I am by no means sure of that,” quoth Sir Thomas.  “He shall have fair play.  He carrieth in his mind many valuable things, whereof it hath pleased Providence to ordain him the depository.  He hath laid before us certain sprigs of poetry from Oxford, trim as pennyroyal, and larger leaves of household divinity, the most mildly-savoured, — pleasant in health and wholesome in sickness.”

“I relish not such mutton-broth divinity,” said Master Silas.  “It makes me sick in order to settle my stomach.”

“We may improve it,” said the knight, “but first let us hear more.”

Then did William Shakspeare resume Dr. Glaston’s discourse.

“‘Ethelbert!  I think thou walkest but little; otherwise I should take thee with me, some fine fresh morning, as far as unto the first hamlet on the Cherwell.  There lies young Wellerby, who, the year before, was wont to pass many hours of the day poetising amid the ruins of Godstow nunnery.  It is said that he bore a fondness toward a young maiden in that place, formerly a village, now containing but two old farm-houses.  In my memory there were still extant several dormitories.  Some love-sick girl had recollected an ancient name, and had engraven on a stone with a garden-nail, which lay in rust near it, — 

“POORE ROSAMUND.”

I entered these precincts, and beheld a youth of manly form and countenance, washing and wiping a stone with a handful of wet grass; and on my going up to him, and asking what he had found, he shewed it to me.  The next time I saw him was near the banks of the Cherwell.  He had tried, it appears, to forget or overcome his foolish passion, and had applied his whole mind unto study.  He was foiled by his competitor; and now he sought consolation in poetry.  Whether this opened the wounds that had closed in his youthful breast, and malignant Love, in his revenge, poisoned it; or whether the disappointment he had experienced in finding others preferred to him, first in the paths of fortune, then in those of the muses, — he was thought to have died broken-hearted.

“‘About half a mile from St. John’s College is the termination of a natural terrace, with the Cherwell close under it, in some places bright with yellow and red flowers glancing and glowing through the stream, and suddenly in others dark with the shadows of many different trees, in broad, overbending thickets, and with rushes spear-high, and party-coloured flags.

“‘After a walk in Midsummer, the emersion of our hands into the cool and closing grass is surely not the least among our animal delights.  I was just seated, and the first sensation of rest vibrated in me gently, as though it were music to the limbs, when I discovered by a hollow in the herbage that another was near.  The long meadow-sweet and blooming burnet half concealed from me him whom the earth was about to hide totally and for ever.

“‘Master Batchelor,’ said I, ‘it is ill-sleeping by the water-side.’

“‘No answer was returned.  I arose, went to the place, and recognised poor Wellerby.  His brow was moist, his cheek was warm.  A few moments earlier, and that dismal lake whereunto and wherefrom the waters of life, the buoyant blood, ran no longer, might have received one vivifying ray reflected from my poor casement.  I might not indeed have comforted — I have often failed; but there is one who never has; and the strengthener of the bruised reed should have been with us.

“‘Remembering that his mother did abide one mile further on, I walked forward to the mansion, and asked her what tidings she lately had received of her son.  She replied that, having given up his mind to light studies, the fellows of the college would not elect him.  The master had warned him beforehand to abandon his selfish poetry, take up manfully the quarterstaff of logic, and wield it for St. John’s, come who would into the ring.  “‘We want our man,’” said he to me, “‘and your son hath failed us in the hour of need.  Madam, he hath been foully beaten in the schools by one he might have swallowed, with due exercise.’”

“‘“I rated him, told him I was poor, and he knew it.  He was stung, and threw himself upon my neck, and wept.  Twelve days have passed since, and only three rainy ones.  I hear he has been seen upon the knoll yonder; but hither he hath not come.  I trust he knows at last the value of time, and I shall be heartily glad to see him after this accession of knowledge.  Twelve days, it is true, are rather a chink than a gap in time; yet, O gentle sir, they are that chink which makes the vase quite valueless.  There are light words which may never be shaken off the mind they fall on.  My child, who was hurt by me, will not let me see the marks.”

“‘“Lady,” said I, “none are left upon him.  Be comforted! thou shalt see him this hour.  All that thy God hath not taken is yet thine.”  She looked at me earnestly, and would have then asked something, but her voice failed her.  There was no agony, no motion, save in the lips and cheeks.  Being the widow of one who fought under Hawkins, she remembered his courage and sustained the shock, saying calmly, “God’s will be done!  I pray that he find me as worthy as he findeth me willing to join them.”

“‘Now, in her unearthly thoughts she had led her only son to the bosom of her husband; and in her spirit (which often is permitted to pass the gates of death with holy love) she left them both with their Creator.

“‘The curate of the village sent those who should bring home the body; and some days afterward he came unto me, beseeching me to write the epitaph.  Being no friend to stonecutters’ charges, I entered not into biography, but wrote these few words: — 

JOANNES WELLERBY,
LITERARUM QUÆSIVIT GLORIAM,
VIDET DEI.’”
 

“Poor tack! poor tack!” sourly quoth Master Silas.  “If your wise doctor could say nothing more about the fool, who died like a rotten sheep among the darnels, his Latin might have held out for the father, and might have told people he was as cool as a cucumber at home, and as hot as pepper in battle.  Could he not find room enough on the whinstone, to tell the folks of the village how he played the devil among the dons, burning their fingers when they would put thumbscrews upon us, punching them in the weasand as a blacksmith punches a horse-shoe, and throwing them overboard like bilgewater?

“Has Oxford lost all her Latin?  Here is no capitani filius; no more mention of family than a Welchman would have allowed him; no hîc jacet; and, worse than all, the devil a tittle of spe redemptionis, or anno Domini.”

“Willy!” quoth Sir Thomas, “I shrewdly do suspect there was more, and that thou hast forgotten it.”

“Sir!” answered Willy, “I wrote not down the words, fearing to mis-spell them, and begged them of the doctor, when I took my leave of him on the morrow; and verily he wrote down all he had repeated.  I keep them always in the tin-box in my waistcoat-pocket, among the eel-hooks, on a scrap of paper a finger’s length and breadth, folded in the middle to fit.  And when the eels are running, I often take it out and read it before I am aware.  I could as soon forget my own epitaph as this.”

“Simpleton!” said Sir Thomas, with his gentle, compassionate smile; “but thou hast cleared thyself.”

Sir Silas.

“I think the doctor gave one idle chap as much solid pudding as he could digest, with a slice to spare for another.”

William Shakspeare.

“And yet after this pudding the doctor gave him a spoonful of custard, flavoured with a little bitter, which was mostly left at the bottom for the other idle chap.”

Sir Thomas not only did endure this very goodnaturedly, but deigned even to take in good part the smile upon my countenance, as though he were a smile collector, and as though his estate were so humble that he could hold his laced bonnet (in all his bravery) for bear and fiddle.

He then said unto Willy,

“Place likewise this custard before us.”

“There is but little of it; the platter is shallow,” replied he; “‘t was suited to Master Ethelbert’s appetite.  The contents were these:

“‘The things whereon thy whole soul brooded in its innermost recesses, and with all its warmth and energy, will pass unprized and unregarded, not only throughout thy lifetime but long after.  For the higher beauties of poetry are beyond the capacity, beyond the vision of almost all.  Once perhaps in half a century a single star is discovered, then named and registered, then mentioned by five studious men to five more; at last some twenty say, or repeat in writing, what they have heard about it.  Other stars await other discoveries.  Few and solitary and wide asunder are those who calculate their relative distances, their mysterious influences, their glorious magnitude, and their stupendous height.  ‘T is so, believe me, and ever was so, with the truest and best poetry.  Homer, they say, was blind; he might have been ere he died, — that he sat among the blind, we are sure.

“‘Happy they who, like this young lad from Stratford, write poetry on the saddle-bow when their geldings are jaded, and keep the desk for better purposes.’

“The young gentlemen, like the elderly, all turned their faces toward me, to my confusion, so much did I remark of sneer and scoff at my cost.  Master Ethelbert was the only one who spared me.  He smiled and said, — 

“‘Be patient!  From the higher heavens of poetry, it is long before the radiance of the brightest star can reach the world below.  We hear that one man finds out one beauty, another man finds out another, placing his observatory and instruments on the poet’s grave.  The worms must have eaten us before it is rightly known what we are.  It is only when we are skeletons that we are boxed and ticketed, and prized and shewn.  Be it so!  I shall not be tired of waiting.’”

“Reasonable youth!” said Sir Thomas; “yet both he and Glaston walk rather a-straddle, methinks.  They might have stepped up to thee more straightforwardly, and told thee the trade ill suiteth thee, having little fire, little fantasy, and little learning.  Furthermore, that one poet, as one bull, sufficeth for two parishes, and that where they are stuck too close together they are apt to fire, like haystacks.  I have known it myself; I have had my malignants and scoffers.”

William Shakspeare.

“I never could have thought it!”

Sir Thomas.

“There again!  Another proof of thy inexperience.”

William Shakspeare.

“Mat Atterend!  Mat Atterend! where wert thou sleeping?”

Sir Thomas.

“I shall now from my own stores impart unto thee what will avail to tame thee, shewing the utter hopelessness of standing on that golden weathercock which supporteth but one at a time.

“The passion for poetry wherewith Monsieur Dubois would have inspired me, as he was bound to do, being paid beforehand, had cold water thrown upon it by that unlucky one, Sir Everard.  He ridiculed the idea of male and female rhymes, and the necessity of trying them as rigidly by the eye as by the ear, — saying to Monsieur Dubois that the palate, in which the French excel all mortals, ought also to be consulted in their acceptance or rejection.  Monsieur Dubois told us that if we did not wish to be taught French verse, he would teach us English.  Sir Everard preferred the Greek; but Monsieur Dubois would not engage to teach the mysteries of that poetry in fewer than thirty lessons, — having (since his misfortunes) forgotten the letters and some other necessaries.

“The first poem I ever wrote was in the character of a shepherd, to Mistress Anne Nanfan, daughter of Squire Fulke Nanfan, of Worcestershire, at that time on a visit to the worshipful family of Compton at Long Compton.

“We were young creatures, — I but twenty-four and seven months (for it was written on the 14th of May), and she well-nigh upon a twelve-month younger.  My own verses, the first, are neither here nor there; indeed, they were imbedded in solid prose, like lampreys and ram’s-horns  in our limestone, and would be hard to get out whole.  What they are may be seen by her answer, all in verse: — 

“‘Faithful shepherd! dearest Tommy!
I have received the letter from ye,
   And mightily delight therein.
But mother, she says, “Nanny!  Nanny!
How, being staid and prudent, can ye
   Think of a man and not of sin?”
 

“‘Sir shepherd!  I held down my head,
And “Mother! fie, for shame!” I said;
   All I could say would not content her;
Mother she would for ever harp on’t,
“A man’s no better than a sarpent,
   And not a crumb more innocenter.”’
 

“I know not how it happeneth; but a poet doth open before a poet, albeit of baser sort.  It is not that I hold my poetry to be better than some other in time past, it is because I would shew thee that I was virtuous and wooed virtuously, that I repeat it.  Furthermore, I wished to leave a deep impression on the mother’s mind that she was exceedingly wrong in doubting my innocence.”

William Shakspeare.

“Gracious Heaven! and was this too doubted?”

Sir Thomas.

“Maybe not; but the whole race of men, the whole male sex, wanted and found in me a protector.  I shewed her what I was ready to do.”

William Shakspeare.

“Perhaps, sir, it was for that very thing that she put the daughter back and herself forward.”

Sir Thomas.

“I say not so; but thou mayest know as much as befitteth, by what follows: — 

“‘Worshipful lady! honoured madam!
I at this present truly glad am
   To have so fair an opportunity
Of saying I would be the man
To bind in wedlock Mistress Anne,
   Living with her in holy unity.
 

“‘And for a jointure I will gi’e her
A good two hundred pounds a year
   Accruing from my landed rents,
Whereof see t’other paper, telling
Lands, copses, and grown woods for felling,
   Capons, and cottage tenements.
 

“‘And who must come at sound of horn,
And who pays but a barley-corn,
   And who is bound to keep a whelp,
And what is brought me for the pound,
And copyholders, which are sound,
   And which do need the leech’s help.
 

“‘And you may see in these two pages
Exact their illnesses and ages,
   Enough (God willing) to content ye;
Who looks full red, who looks full yellow,
Who plies the mullen, who the mallow,
   Who fails at fifty, who at twenty.
 

“‘Jim Yates must go; he’s one day very hot,
And one day ice; I take a heriot;
   And poorly, poorly’s Jacob Burgess.
The doctor tells me he has pour’d
Into his stomach half his hoard
   Of anthelminticals and purges.
 

“‘Judith, the wife of Ebenezer
Fillpots, won’t have him long to tease her;
   Fillpots blows hot and cold like Jim,
And, sleepless lest the boys should plunder
His orchard, he must soon knock under;
   Death has been looking out for him.
 

“‘He blusters; but his good yard land
Under the church, his ale-house, and
   His Bible, which he cut in spite,
Must all fall in; he stamps and swears
And sets his neighbours by the ears — 
   Fillpots, thy saddle sits not tight!’
 

“The epitaph is ready: — 

        “‘Here
Lies one whom all his friends did fear
   More than they ever feared the Lord;
In peace he was at times a Christian;
In strife, what stubborner Philistine!
   Sing, sing his psalm with one accord.
 

“‘And he who lent my lord his wife
Has but a very ticklish life;
   Although she won him many a hundred,
‘T won’t do; none comes with briefs and wills,
And all her gainings are gilt pills
   From the sick madman that she plundered.
 

“‘And the brave lad who sent the bluff
Olive-faced Frenchman (sure enough)
   Screaming and scouring like a plover,
Must follow — him I mean who dash’d
Into the water and then thrash’d
   The cullion past the town of Dover.
 

“‘But first there goes the blear old dame
Who nurs’d me; you have heard her name,
   No doubt, at Compton, Sarah Salways;
There are twelve groats at once, beside
The frying-pan in which she fried
   Her pancakes.
 

Madam, I am always, etc.,

Sir Thomas Lucy, Knight.’

“I did believe that such a clear and conscientious exposure of my affairs would have brought me a like return.  My letter was sent back to me with small courtesy.  It may be there was no paper in the house, or none equalling mine in whiteness.  No notice was taken of the rent-roll; but between the second and third stanza these four lines were written, in a very fine hand: — 

“‘Most honour’d knight, Sir Thomas! two
For merry Nan will never do;
Now under favour let me say ‘t,
She will bring more herself than that.’
 

I have reason to believe that the worthy lady did neither write nor countenance the same, perhaps did not ever know of them.  She always had at her elbow one who jogged it when he listed, and although he could not overrule the daughter, he took especial care that none other should remove her from his tutelage, even when she had fairly grown up to woman’s estate.

“Now, after all this condescension and confidence, promise me, good lad, promise that thou wilt not edge and elbow me.  Never let it be said, when people say, Sir Thomas was a poet when he will edit, — So is Bill Shakspeare!  It beseemeth not that our names do go together cheek by jowl in this familiar fashion, like an old beagle and a whelp, in couples, where if the one would, the other would not.”

Sir Silas.

“Sir, while these thoughts are passing in your mind, remember there is another pair of couples out of which it would be as well to keep the cur’s neck.”

Sir Thomas.

“Young man! dost thou understand Master Silas?”

William Shakspeare.

“But too well.  Not those couples in which it might be apprehended that your worship and my unworthiness should appear too close together; but those sorrowfuller which peradventure might unite Master Silas and me in our road to Warwick and upwards.  But I resign all right and title unto these as willingly as I did unto the other, and am as ready to let him go alone.”

Sir Silas.

“If we keep wheeling and wheeling, like a flock of pigeons, and rising again when we are within a foot of the ground, we shall never fill the craw.”

Sir Thomas.

“Do thou then question him, Silas.”

Sir Silas.

“I am none of the quorum; the business is none of mine.”

Then Sir Thomas took Master Silas again into the bay window, and said softly, — 

“Silas, he hath no inkling of thy meaning.  The business is a ticklish one.  I like not overmuch to meddle and make therein.”

Master Silas stood dissatisfied awhile, and then answered, — 

“The girl’s mother, sir, was housemaid and sempstress in your own family, time back, and you thereby have a right over her unto the third and fourth generation.”

“I may have, Silas,” said his worship, “but it was no longer than four or five years agone that folks were fain to speak maliciously of me for only finding my horse in her hovel.”

Sir Silas looked red and shiny as a ripe strawberry on a Snitterfield tile, and answered somewhat peevishly, — 

“The same folks, I misgive me, may find the rogue’s there any night in the week.”

Whereunto replied Sir Thomas, mortifiedly,

“I cannot think it, Silas!  I cannot think it.”

And after some hesitation and disquiet, — 

“Nay, I am resolved I will not think it; no man, friend or enemy, shall push it into me.”

“Worshipful sir,” answered Master Silas, “I am as resolute as any one in what I would think and what I would not think, and never was known to fight dunghill in either cockpit.

“Were he only out of the way, she might do duty, but what doth she now?

“She points his young beard for him; persuading him it grows thicker and thicker, blacker and blacker; she washes his ruff, stiffens it, plaits it, tries it upon his neck, removes the hair from under it, pinches it with thumb and fore-finger, pretending that he hath moiled it, puts her hand all the way round it, setting it to rights, as she calleth it — 

“Ah, Sir Thomas! a louder whistle than that will never call her back again when she is off with him.”

Sir Thomas was angered, and cried tartly, — 

“Who whistled?  I would know.”

Master Silas said submissively, — 

“Your honour, as wrongfully I fancied.”

“Wrongfully, indeed, and to my no small disparagement and discomfort,” said the knight, verily believing that he had not whistled; for deep and dubious were his cogitations.

“I protest,” went he on to say, “I protest it was the wind of the casement; and if I live another year I will put a better in the place of it.  Whistle indeed — for what?  I care no more about her than about an unfledged cygnet, — a child,  a chicken, a mere kitten, a crab-blossom in the hedge.”

The dignity of his worship was wounded by Master Silas unaware, and his wrath again turned suddenly upon poor William.

“Hark-ye, knave! hark-ye again, ill-looking stripling, lanky from vicious courses!  I will reclaim thee from them; I will do what thy own father would, and cannot.  Thou shalt follow his business.”

“I cannot do better, may it please your worship!” said the lad.

“It shall lead thee unto wealth and respectability,” said the knight, somewhat appeased by his ready compliancy and low, gentle voice. “Yea, but not here, — no witches, no wantons (this word fell gravely and at full-length upon the ear), no spells hereabout.

“Gloucestershire is within a measured mile of thy dwelling.  There is one at Bristol, formerly a parish-boy, or little better, who now writeth himself gentleman in large, round letters, and hath been elected, I hear, to serve as burgess in parliament for his native city; just as though he had eaten a capon or turkey-poult in his youth, and had actually been at grammar school and college.  When he began, he had not credit for a goat-skin; and now, behold ye! this very coat upon my back did cost me eight shillings the dearer for him, he bought up wool so largely.”

William Shakspeare.

“May it please your worship! if my father so ordereth, I go cheerfully.”

Sir Thomas.

“Thou art grown discreet and dutiful.  I am fain to command thy release, taking thy promise on oath, and some reasonable security, that thou wilt abstain and withhold in future from that idle and silly slut, that sly and scoffing giggler, Hannah Hathaway, with whom, to the heartache of thy poor, worthy father, thou wantonly keepest company.”

Then did Sir Thomas ask Master Silas Gough for the Book of Life, bidding him deliver it into the right hand of Billy, with an eye upon him that he touch it with both lips, — it being taught by the Jesuits, and caught too greedily out of their society and communion, that whoso toucheth it with one lip only, and thereafter sweareth falsely, cannot be called a perjurer, since perjury is breaking an oath.  But breaking half an oath, as he doth who toucheth the Bible or crucifix with one lip only, is no more perjury than breaking an eggshell is breaking an egg, the shell being a part, and the egg being an integral.

William did take the Holy Book with all due reverence the instant it was offered to his hand.  His stature seemed to rise therefrom as from a pulpit, and Sir Thomas was quite edified.

“Obedient and conducible youth!” said he.  “See there, Master Silas! what hast thou now to say against him?  Who sees farthest?”

“The man from the gallows is the most likely, bating his nightcap and blinker,” said Master Silas, peevishly.  “He hath not outwitted me yet.”

“He seized upon the Anchor of Faith like a martyr,” said Sir Thomas, “and even now his face burns red as elder-wine before the gossips.”

William Shakspeare.

“I await the further orders of your worship from the chair.”

Sir Thomas.

“I return and seat myself.”

And then did Sir Thomas say with great complacency and satisfaction in the ear of Master Silas, — 

“What civility, and deference, and sedateness of mind, Silas!”

But Master Silas answered not.

William Shakspeare.

“Must I swear, sirs?”

Sir Thomas.

“Yea, swear; be of good courage.  I protest to thee by my honour and knighthood, no ill shall come unto thee therefrom.  Thou shalt not be circumvented in thy simpleness and inexperience.”

Willy, having taken the Book of Life, did kiss it piously, and did press it unto his breast, saying,

“Tenderest love is the growth of my heart, as the grass is of Alvescote mead.

“May I lose my life or my friends, or my memory, or my reason; may I be viler in my own eyes than those men are—”

Here he was interrupted, most lovingly, by Sir Thomas, who said unto him, — 

“Nay, nay, nay! poor youth! do not tell me so! they are not such very bad men, since thou appealest unto Cæsar, — that is, unto the judgment-seat.”

Now his worship did mean the two witnesses, Joseph and Euseby; and, sooth to say there be many worse.  But William had them not in his eye; his thoughts were elsewhere, as will be evident, for he went on thus: — 

“ — if ever I forget or desert thee, or ever cease to worship  and cherish thee, my Hannah!”

Sir Silas.

“The madman! the audacious, desperate, outrageous villain!  Look-ye, sir! where he flung the Holy Gospel!  Behold it on the holly and box boughs in the chimney-place, spreaden all abroad, like a lad about to be whipped!”

Sir Thomas.

“Miscreant knave!  I will send after him forthwith!

“Ho, there! is the caitiff at hand, or running off?”

Jonas Greenfield the butler did budge forward after a while, and say, on being questioned, — 

“Surely, that was he!  Was his nag tied to the iron gate at the lodge, Master Silas?”

Sir Silas.

“What should I know about a thief’s nag, Jonas Greenfield?”

“And didst thou let him go, Jonas, — even thou?” said Sir Thomas.  “What! are none found faithful?”

“Lord love your worship,” said Jonas Greenfield; “a man of threescore and two may miss catching a kite upon wing.  Fleetness doth not make folks the faithfuller, or that youth yonder beats us all in faithfulness.

“Look! he darts on like a greyhound whelp after a leveret.  He, sure enough, it was!  I now remember the sorrel mare his father bought of John Kinderley last Lammas, swift as he threaded the trees along the park.  He must have reached Wellesbourne ere now at that gallop, and pretty nigh Walton-hill.”

Sir Thomas.

“Merciful Christ! grant the country be rid of him for ever!  What dishonour upon his friends and native town!  A reputable wool-stapler’s son turned gipsy and poet for life.”

Sir Silas.

“A Beelzebub; he spake as bigly and fiercely as a soaken yeoman at an election feast, — this obedient and conducible youth!”

Sir Thomas.

“It was so written.  Hold thy peace, Silas!”

LAUS DEO.

E. B.
  


POST-SCRIPTUM BY ME, EPHRAIM BARNETT.
 

Twelve days are over and gone since William Shakspeare did leave our parts.  And the spinster, Hannah Hathaway, is in sad doleful plight about him; forasmuch as Master Silas Cough went yesterday unto her, in her mother’s house at Shottery, and did desire both her and her mother to take heed and be admonished, that if ever she, Hannah, threw away one thought after the runagate William Shakspeare, he should swing.

The girl could do nothing but weep; while as the mother did give her solemn promise that her daughter should never more think about him all her natural life, reckoning from the moment of this her promise.

And the maiden, now growing more reasonable, did promise the same.  But Master Silas said,

“I doubt you will, though.”

“No,” said the mother, “I answer for her she shall not think of him, even if she see his ghost.”

Hannah screamed, and swooned, the better to forget him.  And Master Silas went home easier and contenteder.  For now all the worst of his hard duty was accomplished, — he having been, on the Wednesday of last week, at the speech of Master John Shakspeare, Will’s father, to inquire whether the sorrel mare was his.  To which question the said Master John Shakspeare did answer, “Yea.”

“Enough said!” rejoined Master Silas.

“Horse-stealing is capital.  We shall bind thee over to appear against the culprit, as prosecutor, at the next assizes.”

May the Lord in his mercy give the lad a good deliverance, if so be it be no sin to wish it!

October 1, A.D. 1582.

LAUS DEO.
  


A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER, A GENTLEMAN OF NOTE, WITH THE EARL OF ESSEX, TOUCHING THE STATE OF IRELAND. ANNO DOM. 1598.
 
  


PREFACE.
 

To the same worthy man who preserved the Examination of Shakspeare, we are indebted for what he entitles on the cover, A Conference of Master Edmund Spenser, etc., with the Earl of Essex.  It must be confessed that this Conference throws little light upon the great rebellion of Ireland.  Nevertheless, there are some curious minds, which perhaps may take an interest in the conversation of two illustrious men, one distinguished by his genius, the other by the favour of his sovereign.  The Editor, it will be perceived, is but little practised in the ways of literature; much less is he gifted with that prophetic spirit which can anticipate the judgment of the public.  It may be that he is too idle or too apathetic to think anxiously or much about the matter; and yet he has been amused, in his earlier days, at watching the first appearance of such few books as he believed to be the production of some powerful intellect.  He has seen people slowly rise up to them, like carp in a pond when food is thrown among them; some of which carp snatch suddenly at a morsel, and swallow it; others touch it gently with their barbe, pass deliberately by, and leave it; others wriggle and rub against it more disdainfully; others, in sober truth, know not what to make of it, swim round and round it, eye it on the sunny side, eye it on the shady, approach it, question it, shoulder it, flap it with the tail, turn it over, look askance at it, take a pea-shell or a worm instead of it, and plunge again their contented heads into the comfortable mud; after some seasons the same food will suit their stomachs better.

The Editor has seen all this, and been an actor in it, whether at Chantilly or Fontainebleau is indifferent to the reader; and it has occurred to him that Shakspeare and Spenser were thrown among such carp, and began to be relished (the worst, of course, first) after many years.  He is certain that these two publications can interest only the antiquary and biographer; enough if even such find their account in them.

 

It happened by mere accident that so obscure a man as Ephraim Barnett, with no peculiar zeal for genius, and with no other scope or intention than a lesson for his descendants, has preserved an authentic memorial of the principal event both in the life of Shakspeare and of Spenser; the one event was very near the cause of terminating Shakspeare’s, the other did terminate Spenser’s.  He accounts for his knowledge of the facts naturally enough, as those will readily admit who have the patience to read his paper on the subject.  It would be inhumane in the Editor to ask any of it for himself, when it is about to undergo such an exertion.
  


ESSEX AND SPENSER.
 

Essex.

“Instantly on hearing of thy arrival from Ireland I sent a message to thee, good Edmund, that I might learn from one so judicious and dispassionate as thou art, the real state of things in that distracted country, — it having pleased the queen’s majesty to think of appointing me her deputy, in order to bring the rebellious to submission.”

Spenser.

“Wisely and well considered; but more worthily of her judgment than her affection.  May your lordship overcome, as you have ever done, the difficulties and dangers you foresee.”

Essex.

“We grow weak by striking at random; and knowing that I must strike, and strike heavily, I would fain see exactly where the stroke shall fall.

“Some attribute to the Irish all sorts of excesses; others tell us that these are old stories; that there is not a more inoffensive race of merry creatures under heaven, and that their crimes are all hatched for them here in England, by the incubation of printers’ boys, and are brought to market at times of distressing dearth in news.  From all that I myself have seen of them, I can only say that the civilized (I mean the richer and titled) are as susceptible of heat as iron, and as impenetrable to light as granite.  The half-barbarous are probably worse; the utterly barbarous may be somewhat better.  Like game-cocks, they must spur when they meet.  One fights because he fights an Englishman; another because the fellow he quarrels with comes from a distant county; a third because the next parish is an eyesore to him, and his fist-mate is from it.  The only thing in which they all agree as proper law is the tooth-for-tooth act.  Luckily we have a bishop who is a native, and we called him before the queen.  He represented to her majesty that every thing in Old Ireland tended to re-produce its kind, — crimes among others; and he declared, frankly, that if an honest man is murdered, or what is dearer to an honest man, if his honour is wounded in the person of his wife, it must be expected that he will retaliate.  Her Majesty delivered it as her opinion that the latter case of vindictiveness was more likely to take effect than the former.  But the bishop replied that in his conscience he could not answer for either if the man was up.  The dean of the same diocese gave us a more favorable report.  Being a justice of the peace, he averred most solemnly that no man ever had complained to him of murder, excepting one who had lost so many fore-teeth by a cudgel that his deposition could not be taken exactly, — added to which, his head was a little clouded with drunkenness; furthermore, that extremely few women had adduced sufficiently clear proofs of violence, excepting those who were wilful and resisted with tooth and nail.  In all which cases it was difficult, nay impossible, to ascertain which violence began first and lasted longest.

“There is not a nation upon earth that pretends to be so superlatively generous and high-minded; and there is not one (I speak from experience) so utterly base and venal.  I have positive proof that the nobility, in a mass, are agreed to sell, for a stipulated sum, all their rights and privileges, so much per man; and the queen is inclined thereunto.  But would our parliament consent to pay money for a cargo of rotten pilchards?  And would not our captains be readier to swamp than to import them?  The noisiest rogues in that kingdom, if not quieted by a halter, may be quieted by making them brief-collectors, and by allowing them first to encourage the incendiary, then to denounce and hang him, and lastly to collect all the money they can, running up and down with the whining ferocity of half-starved hyenas, under pretence of repairing the damages their exhausted country hath sustained.  Others ask modestly a few thousands a year, and no more, from those whom they represent to us as naked and famished; and prove clearly to every dispassionate man who hath a single drop of free blood in his veins that at least this pittance is due to them for abandoning their liberal and lucrative professions, and for endangering their valuable lives on the tempestuous seas, in order that the voice of Truth may sound for once upon the shores of England, and Humanity cast her shadow on the council-chamber.

“I gave a dinner to a party of these fellows a few weeks ago.  I know not how many kings and princes were amongst them, nor how many poets, and prophets, and legislators, and sages.  When they were half-drunk, they coaxed and threatened; when they had gone somewhat deeper, they joked, and croaked, and hiccoughed, and wept over sweet Ireland; and when they could neither stand nor sit any longer, they fell upon their knees and their noddles, and swore that limbs, life, liberty, Ireland, and God himself, were all at the queen’s service.  It was only their holy religion, the religion of their forefathers — Here sobs interrupted some, howls others, execrations more, and the liquor they had ingulfed, the rest.  I looked down on them with stupor and astonishment, seeing faces, forms, dresses, much like ours, and recollecting their ignorance, levity, and ferocity.  My pages drew them gently by the heels down the steps; my grooms set them upright (inasmuch as might be) on their horses; and the people in the streets, shouting and pelting, sent forward the beasts to their straw.

“Various plans have been laid before us for civilising or coercing them.  Among the pacific, it was proposed to make an offer to five-hundred of the richer Jews in the Hanse-towns and in Poland, who should be raised to the dignity of the Irish peerage, and endowed with four thousand acres of good forfeited land, on condition of each paying two thousand pounds, and of keeping up ten horsemen and twenty foot, Germans or Poles, in readiness for service.

“The Catholics bear no where such ill-will toward Jews as toward Protestants.  Brooks make even worse neighbours than oceans do.

“I myself saw no objection to the measure; but our gracious queen declared she had an insuperable one — they stank!  We all acknowledged the strength of the argument, and took out our handkerchiefs.  Lord Burleigh almost fainted; and Raleigh wondered how the Emperor Titus could bring up his men against Jerusalem.

“‘Ah!’ said he, looking reverentially at her Majesty, ‘the star of Berenice shone above him! and what evil influence could that star not quell? what malignancy could it not annihilate?’

“Hereupon he touched the earth with his brow, until the queen said, — 

“‘Sir Walter! lift me up those laurels.’

“At which manifestation of princely goodwill he was advancing to kiss her Majesty’s hand, but she waved it, and said, sharply, — 

“‘Stand there, dog!’

“Now what tale have you for us?”

Spenser.

“Interrogate me, my lord, that I may answer each question distinctly, my mind being in sad confusion at what I have seen and undergone.”

Essex.

“Give me thy account and opinion of these very affairs as thou leftest them; for I would rather know one part well than all imperfectly; and the violences of which I have heard within the day surpass belief.

“Why weepest thou, my gentle Spenser?  Have the rebels sacked thy house?”

Spenser.

“They have plundered and utterly destroyed it.”

Essex.

“I grieve for thee, and will see thee righted.”

Spenser.

“In this they have little harmed me.”

Essex.

“Howl I have heard it reported that thy grounds are fertile and thy mansion  large and pleasant.”

Spenser.

“If river, and lake, and meadow-ground, and mountain, could render any place the abode of pleasantness, pleasant was mine, indeed!

“On the lovely banks of Mulla I found deep contentment.  Under the dark alders did I muse and meditate.  Innocent hopes were my gravest cares, and my playfullest fancy was with kindly wishes.  Ah! surely, of all cruelties the worst is to extinguish our kindness.  Mine is gone: I love the people and the land no longer.  My lord, ask me not about them; I may speak injuriously.”

Essex.

“Think rather, then, of thy happier hours and busier occupations; these likewise may instruct me.”

Spenser.

“The first seeds I sowed in the garden, ere the old castle was made habitable for my lovely bride, were acorns from Penshurst.  I planted a little oak before my mansion at the birth of each child.  ‘My sons,’ I said to myself, ‘shall often play in the shade of them when I am gone, and every year shall they take the measure of their growth, as fondly as I take theirs.’”

Essex.

“Well, well; but let not this thought make thee weep so bitterly.”

Spenser.

“Poison may ooze from beautiful plants; deadly grief from dearest reminiscences.

“I must grieve, I must weep; it seems the law of God, and the only one that men are not disposed to contravene.  In the performance of this alone do they effectually aid one another.”

Essex.

“Spenser!  I wish I had at hand any arguments or persuasions of force sufficient to remove thy sorrow; but really I am not in the habit of seeing men grieve at any thing except the loss of favour at court, or of a hawk, or of a buck-hound.  And were I to swear out my condolences to a man of thy discernment, in the same round, roll-call phrases we employ with one another upon these occasions, I should be guilty, not of insincerity, but of insolence.  True grief hath ever something sacred in it, and when it visiteth a wise man and a brave one, is most holy.

“Nay, kiss not my hand; he whom God smiteth hath God with him.  In his presence what am I?”

Spenser.

“Never so great, my lord, as at this hour, when you see aright who is greater.  May He guide your counsels, and preserve your life and glory!”

Essex.

“Where are thy friends?  Are they with thee?”

Spenser.

“Ah, where indeed?  Generous, true-hearted Philip! where art thou? whose presence was unto me peace and safety, whose smile was contentment, and whose praise renown.  My lord! I cannot but think of him among still heavier losses; he was my earliest friend, and would have taught me wisdom.”

Essex.

“Pastoral poetry, my dear Spenser, doth not require tears and lamentations.  Dry thine eyes; rebuild thine house.  The queen and council, I venture to promise thee, will make ample amends for every evil thou hast sustained.  What! does that enforce thee to wail yet louder?”

Spenser.

“Pardon me, bear with me, most noble heart!  I have lost what no council, no queen, no Essex can restore.”

Essex.

“We will see that!  There are other swords, and other arms to wield them, besides a Leicester’s and a Raleigh’s.  Others can crush their enemies and serve their friends.”

Spenser.

“O my sweet child!  And of many so powerful, many so wise and so beneficent, was there none to save thee?  None! none!”

Essex.

“I now perceive that thou lamentest what almost every father is destined to lament.  Happiness must be bought, although the payment may be delayed.  Consider; the same calamity might have befallen thee here in London.  Neither the houses of ambassadors, nor the palaces of kings, nor the altars of God himself, are asylums against death.  How do I know but under this very roof there may sleep some latent calamity, that in an instant shall cover with gloom every inmate of the house, and every far dependent?”

Spenser.

“God avert it!”

Essex.

“Every day, every hour of the year, do hundreds mourn what thou mournest.”

Spenser.

“Oh, no, no, no!  Calamities there are around us; calamities there are all over the earth; calamities there are in all seasons; but none in any season, none in any place, like mine.”

Essex.

“So say all fathers, so say all husbands.  Look at any old mansion-house, and let the sun shine as gloriously as it may on the golden vanes, or the arms recently quartered over the gateway, or the embayed window, and on the happy pair that haply is toying at it; nevertheless, thou mayest say that of a certainty the same fabric hath seen much sorrow within its chambers, and heard many wailings; and each time this was the heaviest stroke of all.  Funerals have passed along through the stout-hearted knights upon the wainscot, and amidst the laughing nymphs upon the arras.  Old servants have shaken their heads, as if somebody had deceived them, when they found that beauty and nobility could perish.

“Edmund! the things that are too true pass by us as if they were not true at all; and when they have singled us out, then only do they strike us.  Thou and I must go too.  Perhaps the next year may blow us away with its fallen leaves.” 

Spenser.

“For you, my lord, many years (I trust) are waiting; I never shall see those fallen leaves.  No leaf, no bud will spring upon the earth before I sink into her breast for ever.”

Essex.

“Thou, who art wiser than most men, shouldst bear with patience, equanimity, and courage, what is common to all.”

Spenser.

“Enough! enough! enough!  Have all men seen their infant burnt to ashes before their eyes?”
  


MEMORANDUM BY EPHRAIM BARNETT.
 

WRITTEN UPON THE INNER COVER.

Studying the benefit and advantage of such as by God’s blessing may come after me, and willing to shew them the highways of Providence from the narrow by-lane in the which it hath been his pleasure to station me, and being now advanced full-nigh unto the close and consummation of my earthly pilgrimage, methinks I cannot do better, at this juncture, than preserve the looser and lesser records of those who have gone before me in the same, with higher heel-piece to their shoe and more polished scallop to their beaver.  And here, beforehand, let us think gravely and religiously on what the pagans, in their blindness, did call fortune, making a goddess of her, and saying, — 

“One body she lifts up so high
And suddenly, she makes him cry
And scream as any wench might do
That you should play the rogue unto.
And the same Lady Light sees good
To drop another in the mud,
Against all hope and likelihood.” 
 

My kinsman, Jacob Eldridge, having been taught by me, among other useful things, to write a fair and laudable hand, was recommended and introduced by our worthy townsman, Master Thomas Greene, unto the Earl of Essex, to keep his accounts, and to write down sundry matters from his dictation, even letters occasionally.  For although our nobility, very unlike the French, not only can read and write, but often do, yet some from generosity, and some from dignity, keep in their employment what those who are illiterate, and would not appear so, call an amanuensis, thereby meaning secretary or scribe.  Now it happened that our gracious queen’s highness was desirous of knowing all that could be known about the Rebellion in Ireland; and hearing but little truth from her nobility in that country, even the fathers in God inclining more unto court favour than will be readily believed of spiritual lords, and moulding their ductile depositions on the pasteboard of their temporal mistress, until she was angry at seeing the lawn-sleeves so besmirched from wrist to elbow, she herself did say unto the Earl of Essex, — 

“Essex! these fellows lie!  I am inclined to unfrock and scourge them sorely for their leasings.  Of that anon.  Find out, if you can, somebody who hath his wit and his honesty about him at the same time.  I know that when one of these paniers is full the other is apt to be empty, and that men walk crookedly for want of balance.  No matter — we must search and find.  Persuade — thou canst persuade, Essex! — say any thing, do any thing.  We must talk gold and give — iron.  Dost understand me?”

The earl did kiss the jewels upon the dread fingers, for only the last joint of each is visible; and surely no mortal was ever so foolhardy as to take such a monstrous liberty as touching it, except in spirit!  On the next day there did arrive many fugitives from Ireland; and among the rest was Master Edmund Spenser, known even in those parts for his rich vein of poetry, in which he is declared by our best judges to excel the noblest of the ancients, and to leave all the moderns at his feet.  Whether he notified his arrival unto the earl, or whether fame brought the notice thereof unto his lordship, Jacob knoweth not.  But early in the morrow did the earl send for Jacob, and say unto him, — 

“Eldridge! thou must write fairly and clearly out, and in somewhat large letters, and in lines somewhat wide apart, all that thou hearest of the conversation I shall hold with a gentleman from Ireland.  Take this gilt and illumined vellum, and albeit the civet make thee sick fifty times, write upon it all that passes!  Come not out of the closet until the gentleman hath gone homeward.  The queen requireth much exactness; and this is equally a man of genius, a man of business, and a man of worth.  I expect from him not only what is true, but what is the most important and necessary to understand rightly and completely; and nobody in existence is more capable of giving me both information and advice.  Perhaps if he thought another were within hearing he would be offended or over-cautious.  His delicacy and mine are warranted safe and sound by the observance of those commands which I am delivering unto thee.”

It happened that no information was given in this conference relating to the movements or designs of the rebels.  So that Master Jacob Eldridge was left possessor of the costly vellum, which, now Master Spenser is departed this life, I keep as a memorial of him, albeit oftener than once I have taken pounce box and penknife in hand, in order to make it a fit and proper vehicle for my own very best writing.  But I pretermitted it, finding that my hand is no longer the hand it was, or rather that the breed of geese is very much degenerated, and that their quills, like men’s manners, are grown softer and flaccider.  Where it will end God only knows; I shall not live to see it.

Alas, poor Jacob Eldridge! he little thought that within twelve months his glorious master, and the scarcely less glorious poet, would be no more!  In the third week of the following year was Master Edmund buried at the charges of the earl; and within these few days hath this lofty nobleman bowed his head under the axe of God’s displeasure, — such being our gracious queen’s.  My kinsman Jacob sent unto me by the Alcester drover, old Clem Fisher, this, among other papers, fearing the wrath of that offended highness which allowed not her own sweet disposition to question or thwart the will divine.  Jacob did likewise tell me in his letter that he was sure I should be happy to hear the success of William Shakspeare, our townsman.  And in truth right glad was I to hear of it, being a principal in bringing it about, as those several sheets will shew which have the broken tile laid upon them to keep them down compactly.

Jacob’s words are these: — 

“Now I speak of poets, you will be in a maze at hearing that our townsman hath written a power of matter for the playhouse.  Neither he nor the booksellers think it quite good enough to print; but I do assure you, on the faith of a Christian, it is not bad; and there is rare fun in the last thing of his about Venus, where a Jew, one Shiloh, is choused out of his money and his revenge.  However, the best critics and the greatest lords find fault, and very justly, in the words, — 

“‘Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions? fed with the same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the same diseases, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer, as a Christian is?’

“Surely, this is very unchristianlike.  Nay, for supposition sake, suppose it to be true, was it his business to tell the people so?  Was it his duty to ring the crier’s bell and cry to them, The sorry Jews are quite as much men as you are?  The impudentest thing (excepting some bauderies) that ever came from the stage!  The church, luckily, has let him alone for the present; and the queen winks upon it.  The best defence he can make for himself is that it comes from the mouth of a Jew, who says many other things as abominable.  Master Greene may overrate him; but Master Greene declares that if William goes on improving and taking his advice, it will be desperate hard work in another seven years to find so many as half a dozen chaps equal to him within the liberties.  Master Greene and myself took him with us to see the burial of Master Edmund Spenser in Westminster Abbey, on the 19th of January last.  The halberdmen pushed us back as having no business there.  Master Greene told them he belonged to the queen’s company of players.  William Shakspeare could have said the same, but did not.  And I, fearing that Master Greene and he might be halberded back into the crowd, shewed the badge of the Earl of Essex.  Whereupon did the serjeant ground his halberd, and say unto me, — 

“‘That badge commands admittance everywhere; your folk likewise may come in.’

“Master Greene was red-hot angry, and told me he would bring him before the council.

“William smiled, and Master Greene said, — 

“‘Why! would not you, if you were in my place?’

“He replied, — 

“‘I am an half inclined to do worse, — to bring him before the audience some spare hour.’

“At the close of the burial-service all the poets of the age threw their pens into the grave, together with the pieces they had composed in praise or lamentation of the deceased.  William Shakspeare was the only poet who abstained from throwing in either pen or poem, — at which no one marvelled, he being of low estate, and the others not having yet taken him by the hand.  Yet many authors recognised him, not indeed as author, but as player; and one, civiller than the rest, came up unto him triumphantly, his eyes sparkling with glee and satisfaction, and said, consolatorily, — 

“‘In due time, my honest friend, you may be admitted to do as much for one of us.’

“‘After such encouragement,’ replied our townsman, ‘I am bound in duty to give you the preference, should I indeed be worthy.’

“‘This was the only smart thing he uttered all the remainder of the day; during the whole of it he appeared to be half-lost, I know not whether in melancholy or in meditation, and soon left us.”

Here endeth all that my kinsman Jacob wrote about William Shakspeare, saving and excepting his excuse for having written so much.  The rest of his letter was on a matter of wider and weightier import, namely, on the price of Cotteswolde cheese at Evesham fair.  And yet, although ingenious men be not among the necessaries of life, there is something in them that makes us curious in regard to their goings and doings.  It were to be wished that some of them had attempted to be better accountants; and others do appear to have laid aside the copybook full early in the day.  Nevertheless, they have their uses and their merits.  Master Eldridge’s letter is the wrapper of much wholesome food for contemplation.  Although the decease (within so brief a period) of such a poet as Master Spenser, and such a patron as the earl, be unto us appalling, we laud and magnify the great Disposer of events, no less for his goodness in raising the humble than for his power in extinguishing the great.  And peradventure ye, my heirs and descendants, who shall read with due attention what my pen now writeth, will say, with the royal Psalmist, that it inditeth of a good matter, when it sheweth unto you that, whereas it pleased the queen’s highness to send a great lord before the judgment-seat of Heaven, having fitted him by means of such earthly instruments as princes in like cases do usually employ, and deeming (no doubt) in her princely heart that by such shrewd tonsure his head would be best fitted for a crown of glory, and thus doing all that she did out of the purest and most considerate love for him, — it likewise hath pleased her highness to use her right hand as freely as her left, and to raise up a second burgess of our town to be one of her company of players.  And ye, also, by industry and loyalty, may cheerfully hope for promotion in your callings, and come up (some of you) as nearly to him in the presence of royalty, as he cometh up (far off, indeed, at present) to the great and wonderful poet who lies dead among more spices than any phœnix, and more quills than any porcupine.  If this thought may not prick and incitate you, little is to be hoped from any gentle admonition, or any earnest expostulation, of

Your loving friend and kinsman,

E. B.

 

ANNO ÆT. SUÆ 74, DOM. 1599,

DECEMB. 16;

GLORIA DP. DF. ET DSS.

AMOR VERSUS VIRGINEM REGINAM!

PROTESTANTICE LOQUOR ET HONESTO SENSU:

OBTESTOR CONSCIENTIAM MEAM!
 
  


The Biography
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Inner courtyard of Palazzo Medici-Riccardi, Florence, Italy — in 1821 Landor settled in apartments in the Medici Palace
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Walter Savage Landor by William Fisher, c. 1846
  


WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR by Leslie Stephen 
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WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR (1775–1864), author of ‘Imaginary Conversations’ born on 30 Jan. 1775, was the eldest son of Walter Landor, by his second wife, Elizbeth, daughter of Charles Savage. The Landors had been settled for some generations at Rugeley, Staffordshire. Their descendant’s fancy ennobled his ancestry, and he believed, gratuitously as it seems, that one of his mother’s ancestors was Arnold Savage, speaker of the House of Commons in the reign of Henry VII. The elder Landor was a physician, but after coming to his inheritance, resigned his practice, living partly at Warwick, and partly at Ipsley Court, his second wife’s property. By his first wife he had one daughter, married to her cousin, Humphry Arden, who inherited her mother’s property. His own estates in Staffordshire were entailed upon his eldest son. His second wife was coheiress with her three sisters of their father, Charles Savage, who had only a small estate; but after her marriage she inherited from two great-uncles, wealthy London merchants, the Warwickshire estates of Ipsley Court and Tachbrook, which had formerly belonged to the Savages. These estates were also entailed upon the eldest son. The other children of the marriage were Elizabeth Savage (1776-1854), Charles Savage (1777-1849), who held the family living of Colton, Staffordshire, Mary Anne (1778-1818), Henry Eyres (1780-1866), a solicitor, Robert Eyres (1781-1869), rector of Birlingham, Worcestershire, and Ellen (1783-1835) (see Burke, History of the Commoners, 1838). They depended for their fortunes upon their mother, and had an interest in the estate of Hughenden Manor, which had been left to her and her three sisters. The daughters all died unmarried.

Walter Savage Landor was sent to a school at Knowle, ten miles from Warwick, when under five years of age. At the age of ten he was transferred to Rugby, then under Dr. James. He was a sturdy, though not specially athletic lad, and famous for his skill in throwing a net, in which he once enveloped a farmer who objected to his fishing. He was, however, more given to study, and soon became renowned for his skill in Latin verse. He refused to compete for a prize, in spite of the entreaties of his tutor, John Sleath, afterwards prebendary of St. Paul’s, to whom he refers affectionately in later years (Works, iv. 400). His perversities of temper soon showed themselves. He took offence because James, when selecting for approval some of his Latin verses, chose as Landor thought, the worst. Landor resented this by adding some insulting remarks in a fair copy, and after another similar offence James requested that he might be removed in order to avoid the necessity of expulsion. He was placed accordingly about 1791, under Mr. Langley, vicar of Ashbourne, Derbyshire, whose amiable simplicity he has commemorated in the dialogue between Isaak Walton, Cotton, and Oldways. Here he improved his Greek, and practised English and Latin verse-writing, though his tutor’s scholarship was scarcely superior to his own. In 1793 he entered Trinity College, Oxford, as a commoner. He still declined to compete for prizes, though his Latin Verses were by his own account the best in the university. He maintained his intimacy with an old school friend, Walter Birch, afterwards a country clergyman, and always an affectionate friend, and made a favourable impression upon his tutor, William Benwell [q. v.] He pronounced himself a republican, wrote satires and an ode to Washington, went to hall with his hair unpowdered, and was regarded as a ‘mad Jacobin.’ In the Autumn of 1794 he fired a gun at the windows of an obnoxious tory, who was moreover giving a party of ‘ servitors and other raffs.’ The shutters of the windows were closed, and no harm was done; but Landor refused to give any explanations, and was consequently rusticated for a year. The authorities respected his abilities, and desired his return. The affair, however, led to an angry dispute with his father. Landor went off to London, declaring that be had left his father’s house ‘for ever.’ He consoled himself by bringing out a volume of English and Latin poems.

Meanwhile his friends tried to make peace. Dorothea, a niece of Philip Lyttelton of Studley Castle, Warwickshire, where she lived with two rich uncles, was admired by all the Landor brothers, and carried on a correspondence which was sisterly, if not more than sisterly,with Walter, her junior by a year or two. She persuaded him to give up a plan for retiring to Italy, and finally induced him to accept the mediation of her uncle with his father. As Walter had no taste for a profession, it was decided that be should receive an allowance of 160l. a year, with leave to live as much as he pleased at his father’s house. It seems that be might have had 400l., a year if he would have studied law (see Madden, Lady Blessington, ii. 346). A proposal was made a little later that he should take a commission in the militia; but the other officers objected to the offer, on the ground of his violent opinions. The needs of the younger brothers and sisters account for the small amount of his allowance.

Landor left London for Wales, and for the next three years spent his time, when away from home, at Tenby and Swansea. Here he made friends with the family of Lord Aylmer. Rose Aylmer, commemorated in the most popular of his short poems, lent him a story by Clara Reeve, which suggested to him the composition of ‘Gebir.’ The style shows traces of the study of Pindar and Milton, to which he had devoted himself in Wales. ‘Gebir,’ published in 1798, had a fate characteristic of Lander’s work. It was little read, but attracted the warm admiration of some of the best judges. Southey became an enthusiastic admirer, and praised it in the ‘Critical Review’ for September 1799. Coleridge, to whom Southey showed it, shared Southey’s opinion. Henry Francis Cary [q. v.], the translator of Dante and a schoolfellow of Landor, was an early admirer. Heber, Dean Shipley, Frere, Canning, and Bolus Smith are also claimed as admirers by Landor; and Shelley, when at Oxford in 1811, bored Hogg by his absorption in it. Landor had thus some grounds for refuting De Quincey’s statement that he and Southey had been for years the sole purchasers of ‘Gebir.’ Still, De Quincey’s exaggeration was pardonable (Forster, p-62, and Archdeacon Hare and Landor in Imaginary Conversations). Landor led an unsettled life for some years. He formed a friendship with Dr. Parr, who had been resident at Hatton, near Warwick, since 1783, and was one of the few persons qualified to appreciate his latinity. In spite of Parr’s vanity and warmth of temper, he never quarrelled with Landor, left his after-dinner pipe and company to visit his young friend, and maintained with him a correspondence, which began during Landor’s stay at Oxford, and continued till Parr’s death in 1825. Parr introduced Landor to Sir Robert Adair [q. v.], the friend of Fox, who took great pains, and with some success, to enlist Landor as a writer in the press sgainst the ministry. Other friends were Isaac Mocatta, who persuaded him to suppress a reply (Forster publishes some interesting extracts from the manuscript, p-72) to an attack upon ‘Gebir’ in the ‘Monthly Review,’ and Sergeant Hough, who had published an imitation of ‘Gebir,’ called ‘The Conspiracy of Gowrie.’ Mocatta died in 1801, and Rough had a quarrel with Landor at Parr’s house, which ended their intimacy. In 1802 Landor took advantage of the peace to visit Paris, and came back with prejudices, never afterwards softened, against the French and their ruler. On returning Landor visited Oxford, where his brother was superintending the publication of a new edition of ‘Gebir,’ with ‘arguments’ to each book to explain its obscurity, and of a Latin version, ‘Gebirus.’ He continued to write poetry, lived in Bath, Bristol, and Wales, with occasional visits to London, and managing to anticipate his income. His father had lo sell property in order to meet the son’s debts, who undertook in return to present his brother Charles to the family living of Colton when it should become vacant.

The father died at the end of 1805; and Landor set up at Bath, spending money liberally, with a ‘fine carriage, three horses, and two men-servants.’ He had various love-affairs, commemorated in poems addressed to lone, poetical for Miss Jones, and Ianthe, otherwise Sophia Jane Swift, an Irish lady, afterwards Countess de Molande. In the spring of 1808 Southey met him at Bristol. Each was delighted with his admirer. Southey spoke of his intended series of mythological poems in continuation of Thalaba.’ Landor immediately offered to pay for printing them. Southey refused, but submitted to Landor his ‘Kehama’ and ‘Roderick,’ as they were composed; and Landor sent a cheque for a large number of copies of ‘Kehama’ upon its publication. The friendship was very cordial, and never interrupted, in spite of much divergence of opinion. Each saw in the other an appreciative and almost solitary anticipator of the certain verdict of posterity; and they had seldom to risk the friction of personal intercourse.’

The rising in Spain against the French caused an outburst of enthusiasm in England; and in August 1808 Landor sailed from Falmouth to join the Spaniards at Corunna. He gave ten thousand reals for the inhabitants of a town burnt by the French, and raised some volunteers, with whom he joined Blake’s army in Gallicia. He took offence on misunderstanding something said by an English envoy at Corunna, and at once published an angry letter in Spanish and English. Landor could hardly have been of much use in a military capacity. He was at Bilbao, which was occupied alternately by the French and the Spaniards, towards the end of September, and ran some risk of being taken prisoner. Blake’s army, after some fighting, was finally crushed by the French in the beginning of November, and by the end of that month Landor was in England. The supreme junta thanked him for his services, and the minister, Cevallos, sent him an honorary commission as colonel in the service of Ferdinand. When Ferdinand afterwards restored the Jesuits, Landor marked his indignation by returning the commission to Cavallos. Upon his return to England he joined Wordsworth and Southey in denouncing the convention of Cintra (signed 30 Aug.), which had excited general indignation. The chief result, however, of his Spanish expedition was the tragedy of ‘Count Julian,’ composed in the winter of 1810-11. Southey undertook to arrange for its publication. The Longmans refused to print it, even at the author’s expense; and Landor showed his anger by burning another tragedy, ‘Ferranti and Giulio,’ and resolving to burn all future verses. Two scenes from the destroyed tragedy were afterwards published as ‘Ippolito di Este’ in the ‘Imaginary Conversations.’ Southey, however, got ‘Count Julian’ published by the Longmans. Although showing fully Landor’s distinction of style, it is not strong dramatically, and the plot is barely intelligible unless the story is previously known. Naturally it made little impression. A comedy called ‘The Charitable Dowager.’ written about 1803, has disappeared (Forster, p-7).

Landor had meanwhile resolved to establish himself on a new estate. The land inherited from his father was worth under 1,000l. a year; but he bought the estate of Llanthony Abbey, estimated al some 3,000l. a year, in the vale of Ewyas, Monmouthshire. To enable him to do this his mother sold for 20,000l. the estate of Tachbrook (entailed upon him), he in return settling upon her for life 450l. a year and surrendering the advowson of Colton to his brother Charles. An act of parliament, passed in 1809, was obtained to give effect to the new arrangements. Landor set about improving his property. His predecessor had erected some buildings in the ruins of the ancient abbey. Landor began to pull these down and construct a house, never finished, though he managed to live at the place. He planted trees, imported sheep from Spain, improved the roads, and intended to become a model country gentleman. In the spring of 1811 he went to a ball in Bath, and seeing a pretty girl, remarked to a friend, ‘ That’s the nicest girl in the room, and I’ll marry her.’ The lady, named Julia Thuillier, was daughter of a banker of Swiss descent, who had been unsuccessful in business at Banbury and gone to Spain, leaving his family at Bath. ‘She had no pretensions of any kind,’ as Landor wrote to his mother, ‘and her want of fortune was the very thing which determined me to marry her.’ She had refused for him two gentlemen of rank and fortune (ib. ). The marriage took place by the end of May 1811. The Southeys visited them at Llanthony in the following August. Landor was already getting into troubles upon his estate. He had offered to the Bishop of St. Davids to restore the old church. The bishop not answering, Landor wrote another letter saying that ‘God alone is great enough for me to ask anything of twice.’ The bishop then wrote approving the plan, but saying that an act of parliament would be necessary. Landor intimated dryly that he had had enough of applying to parliament. Meanwhile he found that his neighbours — as was always the case with Landor’s neighbours — were utterly deaf to the voice of reason. The Welsh were idle and drunken, and though he had spent 8,000l. upon labour in three years, treated him as their ‘worst enemy.’ In the summer of 1812 he took the formal charge of the judge to the grand jury literally, and presented him with a charge of felony against an attorney of ill-repute. The judge declined to take any notice of this. Landor next applied to be made a magistrate, and his application was briefly rejected by the lord-lieutenant, the Duke of Beaufort. He applied to the lord chancellor, Eldon, who was equally obdurate, and Landor revenged himself in a letter composed in his stateliest style, pointing out that none of the greatest thinkers from Demosthenes to Locke would have been appointed magistrates. His next unlucky perfomance was letting his largest farm to one Betham, who claimed acquaintance with Southey. Betham knew nothing of farming, spent his wife’s fortune in extravagant living, brought three or four brothers to poach the land, and paid no rent. Landor was worried by knavish attorneys and hostile magistrates. When a man against whom he had to swear the peace drank himself to death, he was accused of causing the catastrophe. His trees were uprooted and his timber stolen. When he prosecuted a man for theft, he was insulted by the defendent’s counsel, whom, however, he ‘chastised in his Latin poetry now in the press.’ An action brought by Landor against Betham was finally successful in the court of exchequer; but he was overwhelmed with expenses and worries, and resolved to leave England. His personal property was sold for the benefit of his creditors. His mother, however, as the first creditor under the act of parliament, was entitled to manage Llanthony, and under her care the property improved. She was able to allow Landor 600l. a year and to provide sufficiently for the younger children. In the summer of 1814 Landor went to Jersey, where he was soon joined by his wife. An angry dispute took place betneen them in regard to his plans for settling in France. Landor rose at four, sailed to France without his wife, and by October was in Tours. His wife, as her sister wrote to tell him, was both grieved and seriously ill. Landor meanwhile found his usual consolation in the composition of a Latin poem on the death of Ulysses, and so calmed his temper. His wife joined him at Tours whither he was also followed by his brother Robert, who was intending a visit to Italy. Landor was soon in high spirits, made himself popular in Tours, and always fancied that he had there seen Napoleon on his flight after Waterloo. He soon became dissatisfied with the place, and started in September 1815 with his wife and brother for Italy, after ‘ tremendous conflicts ‘ with his landlady. The brother reported that during this journey the wife was amiable and only too submissive under Landor’s explosions of boisterous though transitory wrath. He had money enough lor his wants and lived comfortably. The pair finally settled at Como for three years. Here he was a neighbour of the Princess of Wales, of whose questionable proceedings he made some mention in a letter to Southey. Sir Charles Wolseley declared in 1820 (in a letter to Lord Castlereagh published in the Times) that he could obtain important information from a ‘ Mr. Walter Landor’ upon this subject. Landor refused with proper indignation to have anything to do with the matter. Southey visited him at Como in 1817. In March 1818 his first child, Arnold Savage, was born at Como. In the same year he insulted the authorities in a Latin poem primarily directed against an Italian poet who had denounced England. Landor was ordered to leave the place, and in September 1818 he went to Pisa. He stayed there, excepting a summer at Pistola in 1819, till in 1821 he moved to Florence, where he settled in the Palazzo Medici. Shelley was at Pisa during Landor’s stay. Landor, to his subsequent regret, avoided a meeting on account of the scandals then current in regard to Shelley’s character. Byron was not at Pisa till Landor had left it. In the course of his controversy with Southey Byron incidentally noticed Landor, and in the 13th canto of ‘Don Juan’ called him the ‘deep-mouthed Boeotian Savage Landor,’ who has ‘taken for a swan rogue Southey’s gander,’ Landor retorted in the imaginary conversation between Burnet and Hardcastle. In his second edition he inserted some qualifying praise in consequence of Byron’s efforts for Greece; but he could not be blind to the lower parts of Byron’s character.

The period of Landor’s life which followed his removal to Florence was probably the happiest and certainly the most fruitful in literary achievement. In 1820 Southey had spoken in a letter of his intended ‘ Colloquies,’ and this seems to have suggested to Landor a scheme for the composition of ‘ Imaginary Conversations,’ or rather to have confirmed a project already entertained, “Count Julian, indeed, was really an anticipation of his later plan. Landor soon threw himself with ardour into the composition of his prose conversations. The first part of his manuscript was sent by him to the Longmans in April 1832. It was declined by them and by several other publishers. Landor committed the care of it to Julius Charles Hare [q. v.], to whom he was not as yet personally known. He had become acquainted with Hare’s elder brother, Francis, at Tours ; they were intimate at Florence, had many animated discussions with no quarrel, and remained intimate till Hare’s death. Julius Hare at last induced John Taylor, proprietor of the ‘London Magazine,’ to publish the first two volumes. The dialogue between Southey and Porson was published by anticipation in the London Magazine ‘ for July 1823 ; and the two volumes appeared in the beginning of 1824. Hare endeavoured to obviate hostile criticism by an ingenious paper in the ‘ London Magazine,’ ironically anticipating the obvious topics of censure. It caused the suspension of a hostile review in the ‘ Quarterly,’ in order that the remarks thus anticipated might be removed. Hazlitt reviewed the book in the ‘ Edinburgh ‘ in an article of mixed praise and blame, touched up to some extent by Jeffrey. Taylor had insisted upon omissions of certain passages, and Hare had reluctantly consented. Landor was of course angry, and exploded with wrath upon some trifling disputes about a second edition and the proposed succeeding volumes. He threw a number of conversations into the fire, swore that be would never write again, and that his children should be ‘ carefully warned against literature,’ and learn nothing except French, swimming, and fencing. The second edition, handed over to Colburn for publication, appeared in 1826. A third volume, after various delays and difficulties, appeared in 1828, end a fourth and fifth were at last published by Duncan in 1829. A sixth had been finished,but remained long unpublished. Landor in 1834 entrusted his five volumes, ‘ interleaved and enlarged,’ together with this sixth volume, to N. P. Willis, for publication in America. Willis sent them to New York, but did not follow them, and Landor had considerable difliculty in recovering them. They were finally restored in 1837.

Landor had acquired a high though not a widely spread literary reputation. He was visited at Florence oy Hazlitt and Leigh Hunt, and was on intimate terms with Charles Armitage Brown [q. v.], Kirkup, llie English consul, and others. He had of course various disputes with the authorities, and was once expelled from Florence. The grand duke took the matter good-naturedly, and no notice was taken of Landor’s declaration that, as the authorities disliked his residence, be should reside there permanently. He had a desperate quarrel with a M, Antoir about certain rights to water, which led to a lawsuit and a challenge, though Kirkup succeeded in arranging the point of honour satisfactorily. This water-dispute concerned the Villa Gherardisca in Fiesole. Landor had been enabled to buy it for 2,000l., by the generosity of Mr. Ablett of Llanbedr Hall, Denbigbshire who had become known to him in 1827, and who in the beginning of 1829 advanced the necessary sum, declining to receive interest. It was a fine house, with several acres of ground, where he planted his gardens, kept pets, and played with his four children. The death of his mother, in October 1829, made no difference to his affairs. Tbey had always corresponded affectionately, and she had managed his estates with admirable care and judgment. In 1832 Ablett persuaded him to pay a visit to England. He arrived in London in May, saw Charles Lamb at Enfield, Coleridge at Highgate, and Julius Hare (for the first time) at Cambridge, visited Ablett in Wales, and with him went to the Lakes and saw Soutbey and Coleridge. He travelled back to Italy with Julius Hare, passing through the Tyrol, and there inquiring into the history of Hofer, one of his favourite heroes. At Florence Landor set about the conversations which soon afterwards formed the volumes upon ‘ Shakespeare’s Examination for Deer-stealing,’ ‘ Pericles and Aspasia,’ and the’ Pentameron,’ and contained some of his most characteristic writing.

In March 1836 Landor quarrelled with his wife. Armitage Brown, who was present at the scene, wrote on account of it to Landor. Mrs. Landor appears to have denounced Landor to his friend and in presence of his children. Landor, he says, behaved with perfect calmness. He adds that through eleven years of intimacy he had always seen Landor behave with perfect courtesy to Mrs. Landor, who had the entire management of the house. Brown admits a loss of temper with ‘ Italians.’ Unfortunately, Landor acted with more than his usual impulsiveness. He left his house for Florence in April 1835, not to return for many years. He reached England in the autumn, and stayed with Ablett at Llanbedr, to whom he returned in the spring of 1838, after a winter at Clifton. It is idle to discuss the rights and wrongs of this unfortunate business. Mrs. Landor was clearly unable to manage a man of irrepressible temper. His friends thought that his real amiability had his tender attachment to his children might have led to happier results: but his friends could escape from his explosions. Landor had been receiving about 600l. a year from his English properties, the remainder of the rents being absorbed by mortgages and a reserve fund. On leaving Italy he made over 400l. of his own share to his wife, and transferred absolutely to his son the villa and farm at Fiesole. His income was thus 200l. a year, which was afterwards doubled at the cost of the reserve fund (Forster, ).

Landor was again at Clifton in the winter of 1836-7, and had a friendly meeting with Southey. After some rambling be settled at Bath in the spring of 1838, and lived there till his final departure from England. His ‘Shakespeare’ had been published in 1834; the ‘Pericles and Aspasia’ came out with such ill sucess that Landor returned to his publishers 100l., which they had paid for it, an action only paralleled in the case of Collins. A similar result seems to have followed the publication of the ‘Pentameron’ in 1837 (ib. p,384,403). He next set about his three plays, the ‘Andrea of Hungary,’ ‘Giovanna of Naples,’ and ‘Fra Rupert,’ the last of which showed a curious resemblance, due probably to unconscious recollection, to the plot of a play called ‘The Earl of Brecon,’ published by his brother Robert in 1824. Little as those plays, or ‘conversations in verse,’ succeeded with the public, Landor gained warm admirers, many of whom were his personal friends. At Bath he was intimate with Sir William Napier; during his first years there he visited Armilage Brown at Plymouth, and John Kenyon, down to his death in 1856, was a specially warm friend. Southey’s mind was giving way when he wrote a last letter to his friend in 1839, but he continued to repeat Landor’s name when generally incapable of mentioning any one. Julius Hare, whom he frequently visited at Hurstmonceaux sent during his last illness (in 1854) for Landor, and spoke of him affectionately till the end. Landor occasionally visited town to see Lady Blessington. Forster’s review of the ‘Shakespeare’ had led to a friendship, and Forster was in the habit of going with Dickens to Bath, in order to celebrate on the same day Landor’s birth and Charles I’s execution. Landor greatly admired Dickens’s works, and was especially moved by ‘Little Nell.’ Dickens drew a portrait of some at least of Landor’s external peculiarities in his Boythorne in ‘Bleak House.’ Forster had helped Landor in the publication of his plays, and was especially useful in the colection of his works, which appeared in 1846, Forster harvng objected to the insertion into this of his Latin poetry. Landor yielded, and published his ‘Poemata et Inscriptiones’ separately in 1847. In the same year he published the ‘ Hellenics,’ including the poems published under that title in the collected works, together with English translations of the Latin idyls. The collected works also included the conversations regained from N. P. Willis, Some additional poems, conversations, and miscellaneous writings were published in 1863 as ‘Last Fruit off an Old Tree.’ It contained also some letters originally written to the ‘Examiner,’ then edited by Forster, on behalf of Southey’s family, which had led, to Landor’s pleasure, to the bestowal of one of the chancellor’s livings upon Cuthbert, the son of his old friend

In the beginning of 1857 Landor’s mind was evidently weakened. He unfortunately got himself mixed up in a miserable quarrel, in which two ladies of his acquaintance were concerned. He gave to one of them a legacy of 100l. received from his friend Kenyon. She, without his knowledge, transferred half of it to the other. They then quarrelled, and the second lady accused the first of having obtained the money from Landor for discreditable reasons. Landor in his fury committed himself to a libel, for which he was persuaded to apologise. Unluckily he had resolved, in spite of Forster’s remonstrances, to publish a book called ‘Dry Sticks fagoted by W. S. Landor,’ containing, among much that was unworthy of him. a scandalous lampoon suggested by the quarrel. Landor had desired that the book should be described as by ‘the late W. S. Landor,’ and he had ceased in fact to be fully his old self. Unluckily he was still legally responsible. At the end of March 1858 he was found insensible in his bed, was unconscious for twenty-four hours, and for some time in a precarious state. An action for libel soon followed. He was advised to assign away his property, to sell his pictures, and retire to Italy. He accordingly left England for France on 14 July, went to Genoa, and thence to his old home at Florence.

Landor, before leaving, transferred the whole of the English estates to his son, His wife’s income, which in 1842 had been raised to 500l. a year, was now secured upon the Llanthony estate. The younger children had received from various legacies enough for their support. Landor had himself only a few books, pictures, or plate, and 150l. in cash. Damages for 1,000l. were given against him in the libel case (23 Aug. 1858; reported in ‘ Times’ 24 Aug.), and by an order of the court of chancery this sum was paid from the Llanthony rents, and deducted from the sum reserved for Landor’s use. He was thus entirely dependent, at the age of eighty-three, upon the family who received the whole income from his property. He spent ten months at his villa, but three times left it for Florence, only to be brought back. In July 1859 he took refuge again at an hotel in Florence, with ‘ eighteenpence in his pocket.’ His family appear to have refused to help him unless he would return. Fortunately the poet Browning was then resident at Florence. Upon his application Forster obtained an allowance of 200l. a year from Landor’s brothers, with a reserve of 50l., which was applied for Landor’s use under Browning’s direction. Browning first found him a cottage at Siena, where the American sculptor, Mr. W. W. Story, was then living. He stayed for some time in Story’s house, and was perfectly courteous and manageable. At the end of 1859 Browning settled him in an apartment in the Via Nunsiatina at Florence, where be passed the rest of his days. Miss Kate Field, an American lady then resident in Florence, described him as he appeared at this time in three papers in the ‘Atlantic Monthly’ for 1866. Landor was still charming, venerable, and courteous, and full of literary interests. He gave Latin lessons to Miss Field, repeated poetry, and composed some last conversations. Browning left Florence after his wife’s death in 1861, and Landor afterwards seldom left the house. He published some imaginary conversations in the ‘Athenæum’ in 1861-2, and in 1863 appeared his last book, the ‘Heroic Idyls,’ brought to England by Mr, Edward Twisleton, who had been introduced to him by Browning. Five scenes in verse, written after these, are published in his life by Forster. His friendship with Forster had been interrupted by Forster’s refusal to publish more about the libel case; but their correspondence was renewed before his death. Kirkup and his younger son helped to soothe him, and in the last year of his life Mr. Swinburne visited Florence expressly to become known to him, and dedicated to him the ‘Atalanta in Calydon.’ He died quietly on 17 Sept. 1864.

Landor left four children: Arnold Savage (b. 1818, d. 2 April 1871), Julia Elizabeth Savage, Walter who succeeded his brother Arnold in the property), and Charles. A portrait by Boxall,engraved as a frontispiece to Forster’s life, is said by Lord Houghton and Dickens to be unsatisfactorily represented in the engraving. A drawing by Robert Faulkner is engraved in Lord Houghton’s ‘Monograph.’ A portrait by Fisher, painted in 1839, became the property of Crabb Robinson, and was given by him to the National Portrait Gallery. A bust, of which some copies were made in marble, was executed for Ablett by John Gibson in 1858. An engraving after a drawing by D’Orsay is prefixed to Ablett’s’ Literary Tours’ (see below). Landor’s character is sufficiently marked by his life. Throughout his career he invariably showed nobility of sentiment and great powers of tenderness and sympathy, at the mercy of an ungovernable temper. He showed exquisite courtesy to women; he loved children passionately, if not discreetly; he treated his dogs (especially ‘Pomero’ at Bath) as if they had been human beings, and loved flowers as if they had been alive. His tremendous explosions of laughter and wrath were often passing storms in a serene sky, though his intense pride made some of his quarrels irreconcilable. He was for nearly ninety years a typical English public school-boy, full of humours, obstinacy, and Latin verses, and equally full of generous impulses, chivalrous sentiment, and power of enjoyment. In calmer moods he was a refined epicurean; he liked to dine alone and delicately; he was fond of pictures, and unfortunately mistook himself for a connoisseur. He wasted large sums upon worthless daubs, though he appears to have had a genuine appreciation of the earlier Italian masters when they were still generally undervalued. He gave away both pictures and books almost as rapidly as he bought them. He was generous even to excess in all money matters. Intellectually he was no sustained reasoner, and it is a mistake to criticise his opinions seriously. They were simply the prejudices of his class. In politics he was an aristocratic republican, after the pattern of his great idol Milton, He resented the claims of superiors, and advocated tyrannicide, but he equally despised the mob and shuddered at all vulgarity. His religion was that of the eighteenth-century noble, implying much tolerance and liberality of sentiment, with an intense aversion for priestcraft. Even in literature his criticisms, though often admirably perceptive, are too often wayward and unsatisfactory, because at the mercy of his prejudices. He idolised Milton, but the medievalism of Dante dimmed his perception of Dante’s great qualities. Almost alone among poets he always found Spenser a bore. As a thorough-going classical enthusiast, he was out of sympathy with the romantic movement of his time, and offended by Wordsworth’s lapses into prose, though the so-called classicism of the school of Pope was too unpoetical for his taste, He thus took a unique position in literature. As a poet he was scarcely at his ease, though he has left many exquisite fragments, and he seems to be too much dominated by his classical models. But the peculiar merits of his prose are recognised as unsurpassable by all the best judges. ‘I shall dine late,’ he said, ‘but the dining-room will be well lighted, the guests few and select; I neither am nor ever shall be popular’ (Forster, ). Whether even the greatest men can safely repudiate all sympathy with popular feeling may be doubted. Landor’s defiance of the common sentiment perhaps led him into errors, even in the judgement of the select. But the aim of his ambition has been fairly won. After making all deductions, he has written a mass of English prose which in sustained precision and delicacy of expression, and in the full expression of certain veins of sentiment, has been rarely approached, and which will always entitle him to a unique position in English literature.

Robert Eyres Landor (1781–1869), Landor’s youngest brother, was scholar and fellow of Worcester College, Oxford, was instituted to the rectory of Nafford with Birlingham, Worcestershire, in 1829, and was never absent from his parish for a Sunday until his death, 26 Jan. 1869. The church was restored with money left by him. He had always spent upon his parish more than he received, and was singularly independent and modest. One of the poems in ‘Last Fruits off an Old Tree’ is addressed to him. He was the author of ‘Count Aruzii,’ a tragedy, 1823, which, as he says (Forster, ), had some success on being taken for Byron’s. On discovering this he acknowledged the authorship, and the sale ceased. He also published in 1841 three tragiedies ‘The Earl of Brecon,’ ‘Faith’s Fraud,’ and ‘The Ferryman;’ the ‘Fawn of Sertorius,’ 1846: and the ‘Fountain of Arethusa,’ 1848. The ‘Fawn of Sertorius’ was taken for his brother’s until he published his own name. He gave much information used in Forster’s life of his brother.

Some of Landor’s works are now very rare, and several are not in the British Museum. Some of the rarer, marked F. in the following list are in the Forster collection at the South Kensington Museum. 1. ‘Poems of Walter Savage Landor,’ 1795, F.: ‘The Birth of Poesy,’ ‘Abelard to Heloise,’ and ‘Short Poems in English;’ ‘Hendecasyllables’ and a ‘Latine Scribendi Defensio’ in Latin. 2. ‘Moral Epistle respectfully dedicated to Earl Stanhope,’ 1796. F. (see Forster, p-4). 3. ‘Gebir,’ 1798 (anonymous). A second edition, with notes and a Latin version called ‘Gebirus,’ was published at Oxford in 1803. A fragment of another edition, printed at Warwick, including a postscript to ‘Gebir,’ is in the Forster collection. 4. ‘Poetry by the Author of “Gebir”’ (includes the ‘Phoceans’ and ‘Chrysaor’). 1802, F. 5. ‘Simonides,’ English and Latin poems; the first including ‘Gunlang and Helga,’ 1806, F. (a unique copy). 6. ‘Three Letters written in Spain to D. Francisco Riquelime,’ 1809. F. 7. ‘Count Julian, a Tragedy,’ 1812 (anon.) 8. ‘Observations on Trotter’s “Life of Fox,”’ 1813 (the only known copy belongs to Lord Houghton). 9. ‘Idyllia ‘Heroica,’ 1814 (five Latin idyls). 10. ‘Idyllia Heroica decem. Librum phaleuciorum unum partim jam primo, partim iterum atque tertio edit Savagius Landor. Accedit quaestiuncula cur poetae Latini recentiores minus legantur,’ F., Pisa, 1820 (includes the preceding). 11 .’Poche osservazioni sullo stato attuale di que’ popoli che vogliono governarsi per mezzo delle raporesentanze,’ Naples, 1821, British Museum. 12. ‘Imaginary Conversations,’ vols. i, and ii. 1824; second edit., enlarged, 1826; vols. iii. and iv. 1828; vol. v. 1829. 13. ‘Gebir, Count Julian, and other Poems,’ F., 1831. 14. ‘Citation and Examination of William Shakespeare … touching Deer-stealing, to which is added a Conference of Master Edmund Spenser with the Earl of Essex …,’ 1834 (anon.) 15. ‘Letters of a Conservative, in which are shown the only means of saving what is left of the English Church; addrest to Lord Melbourne,’ 1836. 16. ‘Terry Hogan … edited by Phelim Octavius Quarll (a course squib against Irish priests, attributed to Landor), 1836, F. 17. ‘Pericles and Aspasia,’ 1336 (anon.) 18. ‘Satire upon Satirists and Admonition to Detractors,’ 1836 (attack upon Wordsworlh for depreciating Southey). 19, ‘The Pentameron [Conversations of Petrarca and Boccaccio, edited by “Pievano D. Grigi”] and Pentelogia [five conversations in verse, with dedication signed “W.S.L.,”’ 1837. 20. ‘Andrea of Hungary and Giovanna of Naples,’1839. 21. ‘Fra Rupert, the last part of a Trilogy,’ 1840. 22.’Collected Works,’ in two vols. 8vo, 1846 (the first volume gives the old ‘imaginary conversations,’ the second new ‘imaginary conversations,’ ‘Gebir,’ ‘Hellenics,’ ‘Shakespeare,’ ‘Pericles and Aspasia,’and the ‘Pentameron,’ the three preceding plays, the Siege of Ancona,’ and miscellaneous pieces). 23. ‘The Hellenics of Walter Savage Landor, enlarged and completed,’ 1847 (see above, republished with alterations in 1859), 24. ‘Poemata et Inscriptionea: notis auxit Savagius Landor,’ 1847. Also the Latin ‘questio’ from the ‘Idyllia Heroica’ of 1820. 25, ‘Imaginary Conversation of King Carlo Alberto and the Duchess Belgicioso on the Affairs of Italy …’ 1848. 26. ‘Italics’ (English verse, printed 1848). 27. ‘Popery, British and, Foreign,’ 1851. 28. ‘The Last Fruit off an Old Tree,’ 1863, includes eighteen new ‘imaginary conversations,’ Popery, British and Foreign, ‘Ten letters to Cardinal Wiseman,’ letters to Brougham upon Southey from the ‘Examiner,’ and ‘five scenes in verse’ upon Beatrice Cenci. 29. ‘Letters of an American, mainly on Russia and Revolution,’ edited (written) by W. S. Landor, 1854. 30. ‘Letter from W. S. Landor to R. W. Emerson,’ 1856 (upon Emerson’s ‘English Tracts’). 31. ‘Antony and Octavius, Scenes for the Study.’ 1856. 32. ‘Dry Sticks fagoted by W. S. Landor,’ 1858. 33. ‘Savonarola et il Priore di San Marco,’ 1860. 34.’Heroic Idyls, with additional Poems,’ 1863.

Landor published some pamphlets now not discoverable (see Forster, p, 128), and contributed some letters on ‘High and Low Life in Italy’ to Leigh Hunt’s ‘Monthly Repository’ (December 1837 and succeeding numbers). Six ‘imaginary conversations’ and other selections are in J. Ablett’s privately printed volume, ‘Literary Hours by various Friends,’ 1837, F. A poem on the ‘Bath Subscription Ball,’ conjecturally assigned to him in the Forster collection, cannot be his. A selection from his writings was published by G. S. Hillard in Boston, Massachusetts, in 1806, and another by Mr. Sidney Colvin in 1882, in the ‘Golden Treasury Series.’ An edition of his English works in eight vols. 8vo, the first volume of which contains the life by Forster (first published in 1969), appeared in 1876. The ‘Conversations, Greeks and Romans,’ were separately published in 1853, and a new edition of the ‘Imaginary Conversations,’ edited by Charles G. Crump, in six vols. 8vo, in 1891- 1892. Mr. Crump has also edited the ‘Pericles and Aspasia’ for the ‘Temple Library’ (1890).

[Life by John Forster. 1859, and first vol. of Works, I875; references above to the 1876 edit. R. H. Horne’s New Spirit of the Age, 1844, i. 153-76 (article by Mrs. Browning); Madden’s Life. &c. of Lady Blessington, 1855, i. 114. ii. 346-429 (correspondence of Landor and Lady Blessington); Lady Blessington’s Idler in Italy, ii. 310-13; Lord Houghton’s Monographs (from Edinburgh Review of July 1869); C. Dickens in All the Year Round, 24 July 1869; Kate Field in Atlantic Monthly for April, May, and June 1866 (Landor’s last years in Italy); Mrs. Lynn Linton in Fraser’s Mag. July 1870): Mrs. Crosse in Temple Bar for June 1891; H. Crabb Robinson’s Diaries, ii. 481-4, 500, 520. iii. 42, 59, 105-8. 115; Southey’s Life and Select letters, for a few letters from Southey to Landor, and incidental references; Sidney Colvin’s Landor in Morley’s Men of Letters]
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The English Cemetery in Florence, Italy — Landor’s final resting place
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Landor’s grave, near the tomb of his friend, Elizabeth Barrett Browning
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