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THE BISHOP ORDERS HIS TOMB AT ST.
PRAXED’S CHURCH.
[ROME, 15—.]
saith the preacher, vanity!
‘Igl;;;vT;[éund my bgd: is Anselm keeping back?
s—sons mine . . .
Iggzh;vgn would have to be your mother‘ once,
Old Gandolf envied me, so fair she was!
What's done is done, and she 1s dead beside,
Dead long ago, and I am bishop since,
And as she died so must we die oursel\ces,
And thence ye may perceive the world’s a dream.
Life, how and what 1sit? As here I lie
In this state-chamber, dying by degrees, "
Hours and long hours in the dead night, I as 3
“Po I live, am I dead?” Peace, peace se?ms all.
St. Praxed’s ever was the church for peace;
And so, about this tomb of mine. 1 fought .
‘With tooth and nail to save my niche, ye kr}ow 3
—Old Gandolf cozened me, despite my care; :
Shrewd was that snatch from out the corner bmlu: 1
He graced his carrion with, God curse the same:
Vet still my niche is not so cyampqd but thence
One sees the pulpit o’ the.eplstle-sm.le,
And somewhat of the choir, those silent seats,
And up into the aery dome where live .
The angels, and a sunbeam’s sure to lurk:
And I shall fill my slab olf Eals{alt t;xe;rees a
‘neath my tabernacle take m 5
%/'nigh I‘é}iac‘)se nize columns round me, two and .two,
The odd one at my feet where Anselm stands:
Peach-blossom marble all, the rare, the ripe
As fresh-poured red wine of a mighty pulse
" 01d Gandolf with his paltry onlon-stone, g
Pyt me where T may look at him! “frue pt‘aac p
Rosy and flawless: how I earned the prize i
Draw close: that conflagration of my churc

b . o nl;‘:,- W
—_What then? So much was saved if aught were miist !

e would not be my death? Go dig
¥gesw?vrlllsiicg-grape vineyard where the oil-press stood,
Drop water gently till the surface sinks,

ah God, I know not! Well—
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And if ye find . . . Ah, God I know not, I!. .,
Bedded in store of rotton figleaves soft,
And corded up in a tight olive-frail,
Some lump, ah God, of lapis lazuli,
Big as a Jew’s head cut off at the nape,
Blue as a vein o’er the Madonna’s breast . . .
Sons, all have I bequeathed you, villas, all,
That brave Frascati villa with its bath,
So, let the blue lump poise between my knees,
Like God the Father’s globe on both his hands
Ye worship in the Jesu Church so gay,
For Gandolf shall not choose but see and burst!
Swift as a weaver’s shuttle fleet our years:
Man goeth to the grave, and where is he?
Did I say basalt for my slab, sons? Black—
*Twas ever antique-black I meant! How else
Shall ye contrast my frieze to come beneath?
The bas-relief in bronze ye promised me,
Those Pans and Nymphs ye wot of, and perchance
Some tripod, thyrsus, with a vase or so,
The Saviour at his sermon on the mount,
St. Praxed in a glory, and one Pan
Ready to twitch the Nymph's last garment off,
And Moses with the tables . . . but I know
Ye mark me not! What do they whisper thee,
Child of my bowels, Anselm? Ah, ye hope
To revel down my villas while I gasp
Bricked o’er with beggar’s mouldy travertine
Which Gandolf from his tomb-top chuckles at!
Nay, boys, ye love me—all of jasper, then!
"Tis jasper ye stand pledged to, lest I grieve
My bath must needs be left behind, alas!
One block, pure green as a pistachio-nut,
There’s plenty jasper somewhere in the world—
And have I not St. Praxed’s ear to pray
Horses for ye, and brown Greek manuscripts,
And mistresses with great smooth marbly imbs?
—That’s if ye carve my epitaph aright,
Choice Latin, picked phrase, Tully’s every word,
No gaudy ware like Gandolf’s second line—
Tully, my masters? Ulpian serves his need!
And then how I shall lie through centuries,
And hear the blessed mutter of the mass,
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And see God made and eaten all day long,

And feel the steady candle-flame, and taste
Good strong thick stupifying incense-smoke !

For as I lie here, hours of the dead night,

Dying in state and by such slow degrees,

I fold my arms as if they clasped a crook,

And stretch my feet forth straight as stone can point,
And let the bedclothes for a mortcloth drop

Into great laps and folds of sculptor’s-work:

And as yon tapers dwindle, and strange thoughts
Grow, with a certain humming in my ears,
About the life before I lived this life,

And this life too, Popes, Cardinals and Priests,
St. Praxed at his sermon on the mount,

Your tall pale mother with her talking eyes,

And new-found agate urns as fresh as day,

And marble’s language, Latin pure, discreet,
—Aha, ELUCESCEBAT quoth our friend?

No Tully, said I, Ulpian at the best!

Evil and brief hath been my pilgrimage.

All lapis, all, sons! Else I give the Pope

My villas: will ye ever eat my heart?

Ever your eyes were as a lizard’s quick,

They glitter like your mother’s for my soul,

Or ye would heighten my impoverished frieze,
Piece out its starved design, and fill my vase
With grapes, and add a vizor and a Term,

And to the tripod ye would tie a lynx

That in his struggle throws the thyrsus down,

To comfort me on my entablature

Whereon I am to lie till I must ask

“Do Ilive,am I dead?” There, leave me, there!
For ye have stabbed me with ingratitude

To death—ye wish it—God, ye wish it! Stone—
Gritstone, a-crumble! Clammy squares which sweal
As if the corpse they keep were oozing through—
And no more lapis to delight the world!

Well, go! I bless ye. Fewer tapers there,

But in a row: and, going, turn your backs

—Ay, like departing altar-ministrants,

And leave me in my church, the church for peace,
That I may watch at leisure if he leers—

0Old Gandolf, at me, from his onion-stone,

As still he envied me, so fair she was!

¥

Garden-Fancies

GARDEN-FANCIES.
I.—THE FLOWER’S NAME.

I1urE’s the garden she walked across,
Arm in my arm, such a short while since:
I1urk, now I push its wicket, the moss
Hinders the hinges and makes them wince!

“hi must have reached this shrub ere she turned,

As back with that murmur the wicket swung;
I'or she laid the poor snail, my chance foot spurned,
To feed and forget it the leaves among.

bown this side of the gravel-walk

She went while her robe’s edge brushed the box:
\n here she paused in her gracious talk

‘I'o point me a moth on the milk-white flox.
I{15es, ranged in valiant row,

I will never think that she passed you by!
e loves you noble roses, I know;

iiut yonder, see, where the rock-plants lie!

| i1 flower she stopped at, finger on lip,
“tooped over, in doubt, as settling its claim;

14l she gave me, with pride to make no slip,

Its soft meandering Spanish name.
Wit a name! was it love, or praise?

=peech half-asleep, or song half-awake ?
I minst learn Spanish, one of these days,

Dnly for that slow sweet name’s sake.

Itoses, 1f 1 live and do well,
I may bring her, one of these days,
o iix you fast with as fine a spell,
I'i1. you each with his Spanish phrase!
il do not detain me now; for she lingers
1here, like sunshine over the ground,
Anid ever T see her soft white fingers
searching after the bud she found.

I'lwer, you Spaniard, look that you grow not,
Stay as you are and be loved for ever!
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Bud, if T kiss you ’tis that you blow not,
Mind, the shut pink mouth opens never!

For while thus it pouts, her fingers wrestle,
Twinkling the audacious leaves between,

Till round they turn and down they nestle—
Is not the dear mark still to be seen?

. Where I find her not, beauties vanish;
Whither I follow her, beauties flee;
Is there no method to tell her in Spanish
June’s twice June since she breathed it with mi
Come, bud, show me the least of her traces,
Treasure my lady’s lightest foot-fall
-—Ah, you may flout and turn up your faces—
Roses, you are not so fair after all!

11I.,—SIBRANDUS SCHAFNABURGENSIS

. Plague take all your pedants, say 1!
He who wrote what I hold in my hand,
Centuries back was so good as to die,
Leaving this rubbish to cumber the land;
This, that was a book in its time,
Printed on paper and bound in leather,
Last month in the white of a matin-prime
Just when the birds sang all together.

. Into the garden T brought it to read,
And under the arbute and laurustine
Read it, so help me grace in my need,
From title-page to closing line.
Chapter on chapter did I count,
As a curious traveller counts Stonehenge;
Added up the mortal amount;
And then proceeded to my revenge.

. Yonder’s a plum-tree, with a crevice

An owl would build in, were he but sage;
For a lap of moss, like a fine pont-levis

In a castle of the middle age,
Joins to a lip of gum, pure amber;

When he’d be private, there might he spend
Hours alone in his lady’s chamber:

Into this crevice I dropped our friend.
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ilil, went he, as under he ducked,
| knew at the bottom rain drippings stagnate;

50t i hundful of blossoms I plucked .

I'0 bury him with, my bookshelf’s magnate;
i 1 went in-doors, brought out a loaf,

|111i o cheese, and a bottle of Chablis;
| iy on the grass and forgot the oaf

(Iver a jolly chapter of Rabelais.

0w this morning, betwixt the moss

Aued gum that locked our friend in limbo,
A pidder had spun his web across,

Anid sate in the midst with arms a-kimbo:
S| ook pity, for learning’s sake,

\iul, de profundis, accentibus letis,
{ untute I quoth I, as I got a rake,

\n<d up I fished his delectable treatise.

Iere vou have it, dry in the sun,
With all the binding all of a blister,
Andl great blue spots where the ink has run,
\ 1l reddish streaks that wink and glister
)01 the page so beautifully yellow-—
(1, well have the droppings played their tricks!
1l be guess how toadstools grow, this fellow?
Iliie’s one stuck in his chapter six !

[{iw did he like it when the live creatures
il led and toused and browsed him all over,
Al worm, slug, eft, with serious features,
{ Wimne in, each one, for his right of trover;
Wlien the water-beetle with great blind deaf face
\lise of her eggs the stately deposit,
Aud the newt borrowed just so much of the preface
L tided in the top of his black wife’s closet.

\U1 that life, and fun, and romping,
A that frisking, and twisting, and coupling,
While slowly our poor friend’s leaves were swamping,
A clasps were cracking, and covers suppling!
A+ il vou had carried sour John Knox
|+ the play-house at Paris, Vienna, or Munich,
Instoned him into a front-row box,
And danced off the Ballet with trousers and tunic.
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The Laboratory

1x. Come, old Martyr! What, torment enough is it?

Back to my room shall you take your sweet self!
Good-bye, mother-beetle ; husband-eft, sufficit /
See the snug niche I have made on my shelf:
A.s book shall prop vou up, B.’s shall cover you,
Here’s C. to be grave with, or D. to be gay,
And with E. on each side, and F. right over you,
Dry-rot at ease till the Judgment-day!

THE LABORATORY.

[ANCIEN REGIME.]

. Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly,

May gaze thro’ these faint smokes curling whitely,
As thou pliest thy trade in this devil’s-smithy—
Which is the poison to poison her, prithee?

. He is with her; and they know that I know

Where they are, what they do: they believe my teiis
flow

While they laugh, laugh at me, at me fled to the dity

Empty church, to pray God in, for them !—I am lieir.

. Grind away, moisten and mash up thy paste,

Pound at thy powder,—I am not in haste!
Better sit thus, and observe thy strange things,
Than go where men wait me and dance at the King &

. That in the mortar—you call it a gam?

Ah, the brave tree whence such gold oozings conic|
And yonder soft phial, the exquisite blue,
Sure to taste sweetly,—is that poison too?

. Had I but all of them, thee and thy treasures,

What a wild crowd of invisible pleasures!
To carry pure death in an earring, a casket,
A signet, a fan-mount, a fillagree-basket!

. Soon, at the King’s, a mere lozenge to give

And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to live!

But to light a pastile, and Elise, with her head,

And her breast, and her arms, and her hands, shoul
drop dead!
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{1k is it finished? The colour’s too grim!
Wl nat soft like the phial’s, enticing and dim?
|00 11 brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir,
Vil by it and taste, ere she fix and prefer!

Wit o ddrop!  She’s not little, no minion like me—
I'1in1 s why she ensnared him: this never will free
Il woul from those strong, great eyes,—say, “no!”
I 1ot pulse’s magnificent come-and-go.

| enly last night, as they whispered, I brought

My owa eyes to bear on her so, that I thought

L il § keep them one half minute fixed, she would fall,
“hiivelled; she fell not; yet this does it all!

Mot that I bid you spare her the pain!
I 1 ddenth be felt and the proof remain;
I, burn up, bite into its grace—
Ile 14 sure to remember her dying face!

I dene? Take my mask off! Nay, be not morose,
I1 L1l her, and this prevents seeing it close:

|l iivlicate droplet, my whole fortune’s fee—

141 fhrts her, beside, can it ever hurt me?

W, take all my jewels, gorge gold to your fill,

\ o inay kiss me, old man, on my mouth if you willl
11t brush this dust off me, lest horror it brings

I'i¢ | know it—next moment I dance at the King’s!

THE CONFESSIONAL,
[spaIn.]

i It is a lie—their Priests, their Pope,
T'heir Saints, their . . . all they fear or hope
Are lies, and lies—there! thro’ my door
And ceiling, there! and walls and floor,
‘I'here, lies, they lie, shall still be hurled,
1ill spite of them I reach the world!
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. You think Priests just and holy men!
Before they put me in this den,

I was a human creature too,

With flesh and blood like one of you,
A girl that laughed in beauty’s pride
Like lilies in your world outside.

. I had a lover—shame avaunt!

This poor wrenched body, grim and gaunt,
Was kissed all over till it burned,

By lips the tfuest, love €’er turned

His heart’s own tint: one night they kissed
My soul out in a burning mist.

. So, next day when the accustomed train
Of things grew round my sense again,
“That is a sin,” I said—and slow

With downcast eyes to church I go,
And pass to the confession-chair,

And tell the old mild father there.

. But when I faulter Beltran’s name,

“ Ha? ” quoth the father; “ much I blame
““The sin; yet wherefore idly grieve?

¢ Despair not,—strenuously retrieve !

“ Nay, I will turn this love of thine

“ To lawful love, almost divine.

. ““ For he is young, and led astray,
“ This Beltran, and he schemes, men say,
“To change the laws of church and state;
““ So, thine shall be an angel’s fate,
“ Who, ere the thunder breaks, should roll
““ Its cloud away and save his soul.

. “ For, when he lies upon thy breast,
‘ Thou mayst demand and be possessed
“ Of all his plans, and next day steal
“To me, and all those plans reveal,
“ That I and every priest, to purge
“ His soul, may fast and use the scourge.”

. That father’s beard was long and white,
With love and truth his brow seemed bright,

The Confessional

I went back, all on fire with joy,

A, that same evening, bade the boy,
Il e, as lovers should, heart-free,
something to prove his love of me.

liv Lold me what he would not tell

o hope of heaven or fear of Hell;
Aind I'lay listening in such pride,

Asld, soon as he had left my side,
I'ripped to the church by morning-light
e save his soul in his despite.

I told the father all his schemes,

\\ ho were his comrades, what their dreams;
" And now make haste,” I said, “ to pray

" I'he one spot from his soul away;

" To-night he comes, but not the same

" Will look!”” At night he never came.

Wor next night: on the after-morn,

I went forth with a strength new-born:
Ihe church was empty; something drew
Wiy steps into the street; T knew

It led me to the market-place—

Where, lo,—on high—the father’s face!

T'hiast horrible black scaffold drest—

I hie stapled block . . . God sink the rest!
It head strapped back, that blinding vest,
1 hose knotted hands and naked breast—
1l near one busy hangman pressed—
And-—on the neck these arms caressed. . . .

No part in aught they hope or fear!

Mo [leaven with them, no Hell,—and here,
Mo Ilarth, not so much space as pens

My hody mn their worst of deng

tiut shall bear God and Man my cry—
Lics—lies, again—and still, they lie!
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THE FLIGHT OF THE DUCHESS.

. YoU’RE my friend:

I was the man the Duke spoke to;

I helped the Duchess to cast off his yoke, too;
So, here’s the tale from beginning to end,

My friend!

. Ours is a great wild country:

1f you climb to our castle’s top,

I don’t see where your eye can stop;

For when you’ve passed the corn-field country,
Where vineyards leave off, flocks are packed,
And sheep-range leads to cattle-tract,

And cattle-tract to open-chase,

And open-chase to the very base

Of the mountain, where, at a funeral pace,
Round about, solemn and slow,

One by one, row after row,

Up and up the pine-trees go,

So, like black priests up, and so

Down the other side again

To another greater, wilder country,

That’s one vast red drear burnt-up plain,
Branched thro’ and thro’ with many a vein
Whence iron’s dug, and copper’s dealt;
Look right, look left, look straight before,—
Beneath they mine, above they smelt,
Copper-ore and iron-ore,

And forge and furnace mould and melt,
And so on, more and ever more,

Till, at the last, for a bounding belt,

Comes the salt sand hoar of the great sea shore,

— And the whole is our Duke’s country!

. T was born the day this present Duke was—
(And O, says the song, ere I was old!)
In the castle where the other Duke was—
(When I was hopeful and young, not old!)
I in the Kennel, he in the Bower:
We are of like age to an hour.
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My fiiher was Huntsman in that day;
Wi s not heard my father say
11, when a boar was brought to bay,
Alee dimes, four times out of five,
Wil his huntspear he’d contrive
I et the killing-place transfixed,
Al sin him true, both eyes betwixt ?
Al ihat’s why the old Duke had rather
v lost a salt-pit than my father,
Al loved to have him ever in call;
[ why my father stood in the hall
Whin ihe old Duke brought his infant out
L how the people, and while they passed
Ahe wondrous bantling round about,
Wi hest to start at the outside blast
A the Kaiser’s courier blew his horn,
ltu Il month after the babe was born.
A, quoth the Kaiser’s courier, “ since
~ Il Duke has got an Heir, our Prince
Huvids the Duke’s self at his side:
e ke looked down and seemed to wince,
Uit l thought of wars o’er the world wide,
I iles adfire, men on their march,
I 1ppling tower, the crashing arch;
A1 i he looked, and awhile he eyed
Hhe 1ow of crests and shields and banners,
Ul il chievements after all manners,
Al -y, said the Duke with a surly pride.
i e was his comfort when he died
Al next year’s end, in a velvet suit,
With o gilt glove on his hand, and his foot
li i tilken shoe for a leather boot,
Hilticoated like a herald,
1 0 dhaunber next to an ante-room,
e he breathed the breath of page and groom
What he called stink, and they, perfume: ’
Iy whould have set him on red Berold,
Mad with pride, like fire to manage!
iy should have got his cheek fresh tannage
Ul day as to-day in the merry sunshine!
Il shiey stuck on his fist a rough-foot merlin!
Iurk, the wind’s on the heath at its game!
U fur i noble falcon-lanner
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To flap each broad wing like a banner,

And turn in the wind, and dance like flame!)

Had they broached a cask of white beer from Berlin!
—Or if you incline to prescribe mere wine—

Put to his lips when they saw him pine,

A cup of our own Moldavia fine,

Cotnar, for instance, green as May sorrel,

And ropy with sweet,—we shall not quarrel.

. So, at home, the sick tall yellow Duchess

Was left with the infant in her clutches,

She being the daughter of God knows who:
And now was the time to revisit her tribe,

So, abroad and afar they went, the two,

And let our people rail and gibe

At the empty Hall and extinguished fire,

As loud as we liked, but ever in vain,

Till after long years we had our desire,

And back came the Duke and his mother again.

v. And he came back the pertest little ape

That ever affronted human shape;

Full of his travel, struck at himself—

You'd say, he despised our bluff old ways

—Not he! For in Paris they told the elf

That our rough North land was the Land of Layy,

The one good thing left in evil days;

Since the Mid-Age was the Heroic Time,

And only in wild nooks like ours

Could you taste of it yet as in its prime,

And see true castles, with proper towers,

Young-hearted women, old-minded men,

And manners now as manners were then.

So, all that the old Dukes had been, without knowii

This Duke would fain know he was, without beli |

"Twas not for the joy’s self, but the joy of his <l
ing it,

Nor for the pride’s self, but the pride of our seerlifl |

He revived all usages thoroughly worn-out,

The souls of them fumed-forth, the hearts of |l
torn-out:

And chief in the chase his neck he perilled,

On a lathy horse, all legs and length,
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Wil hiload for bone, all speed, no strength !
Iiey should have set him on red Berold

Wil the red eye slow consuming in fire §

Al the thin stiff ear like an abbey spire’:!

Wl wich as he was, he must marry, we heard:
Sl out of a convent, at the word, i .
L e the Lady, in time of spring.
U, okl thoughts they cling, they cling!
Fhal oy, I know, with a dozen oaths
Il myself in thick hunting-clothes
L1l lor the chase of urox or buffle
i winter-time when you need to muffle;
11 the Duke had a mind we should cut a figure
Al w0 we saw the Lady arrive: :
M lniend, T have seen a white crane bigger!
i wae the smallest lady alive, ‘
Auide, o piece of Nature’s madness,
Lui o], almost, for the life and gladness
hnt over-illed her, as some hive
SIE ol the bears’ reach on the high trees
1 Giowded with its safe merry bees:
L Luth, she was not hard to please!
:‘p il Sooked, down she looked, round at the mead
it at the castle, that’s best indeed ’
L Lok wi trom outside the walls:
A0l i styled the “ serfs and thralls,”
"l i tch thanked me as if she had said it
Wik lier eyes, do you understand ?) ‘
Hisuse 1 patted her horse while T led it;
Al Mix, who rode on her other hand ’
Sl to bird flew past but she enquire’d
AVIL s true name was, nor ever seemed tired—
I 1ht was an eagle she saw hover,—
{1 i ieen and grey bird on the field was the plover
Whin suddenly appeared the Duke, .
Al clown she sprung, the small foot pointed
{0 Loy hand,—as with a rebuke,
| I,‘lml. Ws il his backbone were not jointed,
I Duke stepped rather aside than forward
Al witcomed her with his grandest smile; ’
Wil sand you, his mother all the while ’
Aillecdin the rear, like a wind to Nor'ward;
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And up, like a weary yawn, with its pullies H0 liundd the Duke, and his mother like him,—
Went, in a shriek, the rusty portcullis; i W Lily bardly got a rebuff— ’
And, like a glad sky the north-wind sullies, Il il not been contemptuous enough

The Lady’s face stopped its play, S s cursed smirk, as he nodded appl,ause
As if her first hair had grown grey— Al ket off the old mother-cat’s claws. }

hi s i ! :
For such things must begin some one day I. 4. (e litle Lady grew silent and thin,

Fuling and ever paling,
A0 the way is with a hid chagrin;

Aud she Duke perceived that she was ailing
A0 sl in his heart, “ *Tis done to spite mec’
i | shall find in my power to right me! o
Hin'l swear, friend—the Old One, many a year
L0 Hell, and the Duke’s self . . . you shall héar.

. In a day or two she was well again;
As who should say, “ You labour in vain!
“ This is all a jest against God, who meant
¢« T should ever be, as I am, content
“ And glad in his sight; therefore, glad I will be!™
So, smiling as at first went she.

She was active, stirring, all fire— © Wl curly in autumn, at first winter-warnin

Could not rest, could not tire— Whin the stag had to break with his foot, of agf;lornin
To a stone she had given life! A dimkng-hole out of the fresh tender iée Es
(I myself loved once, in my day,) 11l covered the pond till the sun, in a trice

__For a Shepherd’s, Miner’s, Huntsman’s wife, Liiiening it, let out a ripple of gofd ’

(I had a wife, I know what I say,) A wnether and another, and faster, and faster
Never in all the world such an one! UL ipling to blindness, the wide water rolleéi~
And here was plenty to be done, Ui it <o chanced that the Duke our master '
And she that could do it, great or small, A b Bimself what were the pleasures in season

She was to do nothing at all. S Lo, since the calendar bade him be hear{ 7
There was already this man in his post, 1 bl do the Middle Age no treason i
This in his station, and that in his office, W iciolving on a hunting-party.

And the Duke’s plan admitted a wife, at most, Al provided, old books showed the way of it!
To meet his eye, with the other trophies, Wit ueiat old poets by their strictures ? y )
Now outside the Hall, now in it, il whei old poets had said their say of it

To sit thus. stand thus, see and be seen, {4 Liuzbt old painters in their pictures? ,

At the proper place in the proper minute, Wil revert to the proper channels .

And die away the life between. Hilings intapestry, paintings on pan’nels

And it was amusing enough, each infraction Wl pulher up Woodcraft’s authentic tradiéions-

Of rule (but for after-sadness that came) Hite wis food for our various ambitions [

To hear the consummate self-satisfaction i ench case, exactly stated 1

With which the young Duke and the old Dame - L0 eneourage your dog, now ,the properest chirru
Would let her advise, and criticise, ul Dl pryer to St. Hubert on 1’nounting your stirru I-)—,—
And, being a fool, instruct the wise, ' 0l e household took thought and debated d
And, child-like, parcel out praise or blame: Wil was he whose back ached with the jerkin
They bore it all in complacent guise, H e was wont to do forest-work in ]

As tho’ an artificer, after contriving Hiieder he who nobly sunk ¢ ohs }

A wheel-work image as if it were living Al e 7 while he tugeed on hi ire’
Should find with delight it could motioil to strike il hose ; Eeepsnt lesand syl upks
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What signified hats if they had no rims on,

Each slouching before and behind like the scallop,
And able to serve at sea for a shallop,

Loaded with lacquer and looped with crimson?

So that the deer now, to make a short thyme on'i,
What with our Venerers, Prickers, and Verdereis,

Might hope for real hunters at length,and notmurdis
And oh, the Duke’s tailor—he had a hot time on't©

. Now you must know, that when the first dizzines

Of flap-hats and buff-coats and jackboots subsicul
The Duke put this question, * The Duke’s part provi
“ Had not the Duchess some share in the busines: ©
For out of the mouth of two or three witnesses,
Did he establish all fit-or-unfitnesses:

And, after much laying of heads together,
Somebody’s cap got a notable feather

By the announcement with proper unction

That he had discovered the lady’s function;

Since ancient authors held this tenet,

“ When horns wind a mort and the deer is at siojs
¢ Let the dame of the Castle prick forth on her jui
¢ And with water to wash the hands of her liene
“In a clean ewer with a fair toweling,

¢ Iet her preside at the disemboweling.”

Now, my friend, if you had so little religion

As to catch a hawk, some falcon-lanner,

And thrust her broad wings like a banner

Into a coop for a vulgar pigeon;

And if day by day, and week by week,

You cut her claws, and sealed her eyes,

And clipped her wings, and tied her beak,

Would it cause you any great surprise

If when you decided to give her an airing

You found she needed a little preparing?

—1I say, should you be such a curmudgeon,

if she clung to the perch, as to take it in dudioil
Yet when the Duke to his lady signified,

Just a day before, as he judged most dignified,

In what a pleasure she was to participate,~-

And, instead of leaping wide in flashes,

Her eyes just lifted their long lashes,

As if pressed by fatigue even he could not dissipit

i
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Al duly acknowledged the Duke’s forethought,
Wt ke of her health, if her health were worth aught,
LI e weldht by day and the watch by night,

Al mch wrong now that used to be right,

. hieking him, declined the hunting,—

W conduct ever more affronting ?

Wil wll the ceremony settled—

W the towel ready, and the sewer

S 0lihings up his oldest ewer,

Al ihe ennet pitched upon, a piebald,

Bl Barred, cream-coated and pink eye-ball’d,—
S0 wuseder if the Duke was nettled !

Sl whien she persisted nevertheless,—

Wl | snppose here’s the time to confess

Ll thore ran half round our Lady’s chamber

A Ll cny none of the hardest to clamber;

Al that Jacynth the tire-woman, ready in waiting,

ol eall outside, what need of relating?

Al e Jacynth was like a June rose, why, a fervent
S ot [acynth, of course, was your servant;

rml Il “he had the habit to peep through the casement,
fw vould L keep at any vast distance?

Sl o s Lsay, on the Lady’s persistence,

Hie ke, dumb stricken with amazement,

Sl 1 awhile in a sultry smother,

Al then. with a smile that partook of the awful,

'I‘ it e over to his yellow mother

i o what was decorous and lawful;

A0l e nother smelt blood with a cat-like instinct,

4 her cheek quick whitened thro’ all its quince-tinct—

Lt ithe Lady heard the whole truth at once!

Wl meant she>—Who was she?>—Her duty and

o,
L windom of age and the folly of youth, at once,
Wlivent regard and its fitting relation—
i bl my friend, set all the devils in hell free
Al Lura them out to carouse in a beliry,

il et the priests to a fifty-part canon,

Al then vou may guess how that tongue of hers
fiun on !

All soschow or other it ended at last
Al licking her whiskers, out she passed;

Al ulier her,—making (he hoped) a face




8o

The Flight of the Duchess

Like Emperor Nero or Sultan Saladin,
Stalked the Duke’s self with the austere grace
Of ancient hero or modern paladin,—

From door to staircase—oh, such a solemn
Unbending of the vertebral column!

. However, at sunrise our company mustered,

And here was the huntsman bidding unkennel,
And there 'neath his bonnet the pricker blustered,
With feather dank as a bough of wet fennel;

For the court-yard’s four walls were filled with fog
You might cut as an axe chops a log.

Like so much wool for colour and bulkiness;

And out rode the Duke in a perfect sulkiness,
Since before breakfast, a man feels but queasily,
And a sinking at the lower abdomen

Begins the day with indifferent omen:

And lo, as he looked around uneasily,

The sun ploughed the fog up and drove it asundor
This way and that from the valley under;

And, looking thro’ the court-yard arch,

Down in the valley, what should meet him

But a troop of Gypsies on their march,

No doubt with the annual gifts to greet him.

Now, in your land, Gypsies reach you, only

After reaching all lands beside;

North they go, south they go, trooping or lonely,
And still, as they travel far and wide,

Catch they and keep now a trace here, a trace thie
That puts you in mind of a place here, a place thi
But with us, I believe they rise out of the ground;
And nowhere else, I take it, are found

With the earth-tint yet so freshly embrowned .
Born, no doubt, like insects which breed on

The very fruit they are meant to feed on:

For the earth—not a use to which they don’t tuan il
The ore that grows in the mountain’s womb,

Or the sand in the pits like a honeycomb,

They sift and soften it, bake it and burn 1t—
Whether they weld you, for instance, a snaffle
With side-bars never a brute can baffle;

Or a lock that’s a puzzle of wards within wards]
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UL vor colt’s fore-foot inclines to curve inwards
Hinueshioes they’ll hammer which turn on a swivel )
Al won't allow the hoof to shrivel;

1 i they cast bells like the shell of the winkle

Lt keep a stout heart in the ram with their tinkle:
1t the sand—they pinch and pound it like otters;
Lanid me to Gypsy glass-makers and potters! ’
Ll they’ll blow you, crystal-clear,

Whiie qust a faint cloud of rose shall appear

A0 il pure water you dropped and let die ’

A liieed black-blooded mulberry;

Al that other sort, their crowning pride

Wil deng white, threads distinct inside :

|ike il luke-flower’s fibrous roots which dangle

L auch a length and never tangle,

Wl the bold sword-lily cuts the clear waters

A0l the cup-lily couches with all the white dau)ghters-
" hoe the works they put their hand to .
Al the uses they turn and twist iron and sand to
Al these made the troop which our Duke saw saliy
LWirds his castle from out of the valley

Mo and women, like new-hatched spider;

L 4e ot with the morning to greet our ri’ders!

A0 g they wound till they reached the ditch
Whiroar all stopped save one, a witch, ’

1t | knew, as she hobbled from the group

10 Loi pait, directly, and her stoop, i

| Whoin Jacynth was used to importune

19 1ot tiuut same witch tell us our fortune.

L wlideat Gypsy then above ground;;

Al sure as the autumn season came round
Mo paid as a visit for profit or pastime j

Al every time, as she swore, for the last time.

Al presently she was seen to sidle

Uit i Duke till she touched his bridle
S0l e horse of a sudden reared up ’

A ey its nose the old witch peered up
Wil ey worn-out eyes, or rather eye-holes

U0 e now but to gather brine,

Al Liepan a kind of level whine

Sl s ihey used to sing to their viols
When their ditties they go grinding
Ui down with nobody minding:
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And, then as of old, at the end of the humming
Her usual presents were forthcoming
—A dog-whistle blowing the fiercest of trebles,

(Just as a sea-shore stone holding a dozen fine pebiles

Or a porcelain mouth-piece to screw on a pipe-eil;
And so she awaited her annual stipend.

But this time, the Duke would scarcely vouchsait
A word in reply; and in vain she felt

With twitching fingers at her belt

For the purse of sleekpine-martin pelt,

Ready to put what he gave in her pouch safe,—
Till, either to quicken his apprehension,

Or possibly with an after-intention,

She was come, she said, to pay her duty

To the new Duchess, the youthful beauty.

No sooner had she named his Lady,

Than a shine lit up the face so shady,

And its smirk returned with a novel meaning—
For it struck him, the babe just wanted weaning
If one gave her a taste of what life was and sorriw
She, foolish to-day, would be wiser to-morrow;
And who so fit a teacher of trouble

As this sordid crone bent well nigh double?

So, glancing at her wolf-skin vesture,

(If such it was, for they grow so hirsute

That their own fleece serves for natural fur suit)
He was contrasting, “twas plain from his gesture,
The life of the lady so flower-like and delicate
With the loathsome squalor of this helicat.

1, in brief, was the man the Duke beckoned
From out of the throng, and while I drew near
He told the crone, as I since have reckoned

By the way he bent and spoke into her ear

With circumspection and mystery,

The main of the Lady’s history,

Her frowardness and ingratitude;

And for all the crone’s submissive attitude

T could see round her mouth the loose plaits tighteil
And her brow with assenting intelligence brightul
As tho’ she engaged with hearty good will
Whatever he now might enjoin to fulfil,

And promised the lady a thorough frightening.
And so, just giving her a glimpse
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Ll i purse, with the air of a man who imps
e wing of the hawk that shall fetch the hernshaw.
e Lude e take the gypsy mother
il ot her telling some story or other
L or dlale, oak-wood or fernshaw,
10 whitle away a weary hour
Pt the Lady left alone in her bower,
Y liowe mind and body craved exertion
Al yet shrank from all better diversion.

~ Llin cliupping heel to his horse, the mere curvetter,

It 1ade the Duke, and after his hollo
L0 and hounds swept, huntsman and servitor,
- i bk | turned and bade the crone follow.
Al whiit makes me confident what’s to be told you
Ll wll along been of this crone’s devising,
1 it o looking round sharply, behold you,
e wis o novelty quick as surprising:
i it she had shot up a full head in stature,
il lior siep kept pace with mine nor faultered,
A il e had foregone its usurpature,
Al the senoble mien was wholly altered,
Al the fuce Tooked quite of another nature,
Al ihe change reached too, whatever the change
meitnt,
} 10 iy wolf-skin cloak’s arrangement,
Ui whieie its tatters hung loose like sedges,
Wl coins were glittering on the edges,
Ao e band-roll strung with tomans
Wil proves the veil a Persian woman’s:
Wil Under her brow, like a snail’s horns newly
Rl it as after the rain he paces,
Wi uinistakeable eye-points duly
vl wiil aware looked out of their places.
W We weitt and found Jacynth at the entry
I e Lidy's chamber standing sentry;
4 Ll the command and produced my companion,
Al Jucynih rejoiced to admit any one,
Wi ninie last night, by the same token,
Ul igle word had the Lady spoken:
i 1wy went in both to the presence together,
While I in the balcony watched the weather.
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xv. And now, what took place at the very first of all;
I cannot tell, as I never could learn it:
TJacynth constantly wished a curse to fall
On that little head of hers and burn it,

Tf she knew how she came to drop so soundly
Asleep of a sudden and there continue

The whole time sleeping as profoundly

As one of the boars my father would pin you
"Twixt the eyes where the life holds garrison,
—Jacynth forgive me the comparison!

But where I begin my own narration

Is a little after 1 took my station

To breathe the fresh air from the balcony,
And, having in those days a falcon eye,

To follow the hunt thro’ the open country,
From where the bushes thinlier crested

The hillocks, to a plain where’s not one tree:-
When, in a moment, my ear was arrested
By—was it singing, or was it saying,

Or a strange musical instrument playing

In the chamber >—and to be certain

I pushed the lattice, pulled the curtain,

And there lay Jacynth asleep,

Vet as if a watch she tried to keep,

In a rosy sleep along the floor

With her head against the door;

While in the midst, on the seat of state,

Like a queen the Gypsy woman sate,

With head and face downbent

On the Lady’s head and face intent,

For, coiled at her feet like a child at ease,
The lady sate between her knees

And o’er them the Lady’s clasped hands met.
And on those hands her chin was set,

And her upturned face met the face of the crong
Wherein the eyes had grown and grown

As if she could double and quadruple

At pleasure the play of either pupil

—Very like by her hands slow fanning,

As up and down like a gor-crow’s flappers
They moved to measure like bell clappers
—1 said, is it blessing, is it banning,

Do they applaud you or burlesque you?
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I bands and fingers with no flesh on?

When just as I thought to spring in to the rescue

Al unce | was stopped by the Lady’s expression:,
001 was life her eyes were drinking

I'iiun the crone’s wide pair above unwinking,

Liles jrure fire received without shrinking,

10t the heart and breast whose heaving

Lilil vou no single drop they were leaving—

LU, 1l filling her, past redundant

{ii Ler very hair, back swerving

{ivir cach shoulder, loose and abundant,

A% her hiead thrown back showed the white throat

onrving,

Al thie very tresses shared in the pleasure
Aaving to the mystic measure, :
g as the bosom bounded.

! Wluppid short, more and more confounded
A0 0l Tier cheeks burned and eyes glisteneci
A dhe Dstened and she listened,— .
Wi ali at once a hand detained me,

Al the selfsame contagion gained me

A0l | kept time to the wondrous chim’e.
Miking out words and prose and rhyme,

Ll it cemed that the music furled

5 wings like a task fulfilled, and dropped
Fiom amder the words it first had propped
Al it them midway in the world, ;
Al word took word as hand takes hand
! tould hear at last, and understand, '
Al when I held the unbroken thread
Pl Oy sy g 1

~ And so at last we find my tribe,

Al e 1 set thee in the midst,

Al L one and all of them describe

Whitt thou saidst and what thou didst

Lhr tong and terrible journey thro’ a

Al wll thou art ready to say and do

1 the triuls that remain:

| Liiie them the vein and the other vein

L1l meet on thy brow and part again

Miling our rapid mystic mark; i
| :ml I bl my people prove and probe

AR L
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Each eye’s profound and glorious globe
Till they detect the kindred spark

In those depths so dear and dark,

Like the spots that snap, and burst, and flee,
Circling over the midnight sea.

And on that young round cheek of thine

I make them recognise the tinge,

As when of the costly scarlet wine

They drip so much as will impinge

And spread in a thinnest scale afloat

One thick gold drop from the olive’s coat
Over a silver plate whose sheen

Still thro’ the mixture shall be seen.

For, so I prove thee, to one and all,

Fit, when my people ope their breast,

To see the sign, and hear the call,

And take the vow, and stand the test
Which adds one more child to the rest—
When the breast is bare and the arms are wide,
And the world is left outside.

For there is probation to decree,

And many and long must the trials be
Thou shalt victoriously endure,

1f that brow is true and those eyes are sure:
Like a jewel-finder’s fierce assay

Of the prize he dug from its mountain tomb,—
Let once the vindicating ray

Leap out amid the anxious gloom,

And steel and fire have done their part
And the prize falls on its finder’s heart;

So, trial after trial past,

Wilt thou fall at the very last

Breathless, half in trance

With the thrill of the great deliverance,
Into our arms for evermore;

And thou shalt know, those arms once curled
About thee, what we knew before,

How love is the only good in the world.
Henceforth be loved as heart can love,

Or brain devise, or hand approve!

Stand up, look below,

Tt is our life at thy feet we throw

To step with into light and joy;
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il u power of life but we’ll employ

Lo niisfy thy nature’s want;

A1 thou the tree that props the plant,

() ihie climbing plant that seeks the tree—
I Wit thou help us, must we help thee?

Il iy two creatures grew into one,

I lioy would do more than the world has done;
Il each apart were never so weak,

V01 vainly thro’ the world should ye seek
Ior e knowledge and the might

Wlieh in such union grew their right:

S, 1o approach, at least, that end,

Anil blend,—as much as may be, blend
Uher with us or us with thee,

A\ ¢limbing-plant or propping-tree,

"Ll some one deck thee, over and down,
I'jp und about, with blossoms and leaves?
I'ix s heart’s fruit for thy garland crown,
i [y with his soul as the gourd-vine cleaves,
13 o thy boughs and disappear

Winle not a leaf of thine is sere?

111 10 the other fate in store,

Al art thou fitted to adore,

I tive thy wondrous self away,

Al iake a stronger nature’s sway ?

| luresee and I could foretell

I'liy future portion, sure and well—

15t r_'lmse passionate eyes speak true, speak true,
At et them say what thou shalt do!
tindy, be sure thy daily life,

I1 115 peace, or in its strife,

over shall be unobserved ;

W pursue thy whole career,

A hope for it, or doubt, or fear,—

I hast thou kept thy path or swerved,
Wi aie beside thee, in all thy ways,

\With our blame, with our praise,
Ll shame to feel, our pride to show,
Uil sorry—but indifferent, no!

Whether it is thy lot to go,

I'0r the good of us all, where the haters meet
Il the crowded city’s horrible street;
{0l Lhou step alone thro’ the morass
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Where never sound yet was

Save the dry quick clap of the stork’s bill,
For the air is still, and the water still,
When the blue breast of the dipping coot
Dives under, and all again is mute.

So at the last shall come old age,
Decrepit as befits that stage;

How else wouldst thou retire apart

With the hoarded memories of thy heart
And gather all to the very least

Of the fragments of life’s earlier feast,
Let fall through eagerness to find

The crowning dainties yet behind ?
Ponder on the entire past

Laid together thus at last,

When the twilight helps to fuse

The first fresh, with the faded hues,

And the outline of the whole,

As round eve’s shades their framework roll,
Grandly fronts for once thy soul:

And then as, ‘mid the dark, a gleam

Of yet another morning breaks,

And like the hand which ends a dream,

Death, with the might of his sunbeam
Touches the flesh and the soul awakes,
Then---"

Ay, then, indeed, something would happti
But what? For here her voice changed like a bird «
There grew more of the music and less of the woidi,
Had Jacynth only been by me to clap pen
To paper and put you down every syllable,
With those clever clerkly fingers,
All that I’ve forgotten as well as what lingers
In this old brain of mine that’s but ill able
To give you even this poor version
Of the speech I spoil, as it were, with stammering
—More fault of those who had the hammering
Of prosody into me and syntax,
And did it, not with hobnails but tintacks!
But to return from this excursion,—
Just, do you mark, when the song was sweetest,
The peace most deep and the charm completest,
There came, shall I say, a snap—
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Auil the charm vanished!

Al nry sense returned, so strangely banished,

Al starting as from a nap,

I Liow the crone was bewitching my lady,

With Jacynth asleep; and but one spring made I,

Hiwi (rom the casement, round to the portal,

\inther minute and I had entered,

Whon the door opened, and more than mortal

“lundd, with a face where to my mind centred

All heouties I ever saw or shall see, b

I achess—I stopped as if struck by palsy,

“he was so different, happy and beautiful,

I lolt it once that all was best,

Al ihiat T had nothing to do, for the rest,

1l wait her commands, obey and be dutiful.

Nl Lhat, in fact, there was any commanding,
I suw the glory of her eve,

And the brow’s height and the breast’s expanding,

\iil | was hers to live or to die.

A0 lor imding what she wanted,

Vo know God Almighty granted

Sl it tte signs should serve his wild creatures

I 1eil one another all their desires,

"0 thit each knows what its friend requires,

Al does its bidding without teachers,

! picceded her; the crone

Iollowed silent and alone;

! jwke to her, but she merely jabbered

I the old style; both her eyes had slunk

Huck to their pits; her stature shrunk;

L “hiori, the soul in its body sunk

Like it blade sent home to its scabbard.

W tlescended, I preceding;

{vonseil the court with nobody heeding;

All e world was at the chase,

e court-yard like a desert-place,

e stable emptied of its small fry;

I unddled myself the very palfrey

I remember patting while it carried her,

1l dny she arrived, and the Duke married her.

A, do you know, though its easy deceiving

Llieselt in such matters, I can’t help believing

e lady had not forgotten it either,
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And knew the poor Devil so much beneath her i\u-l whit was the pitch of his mother’s yellowness,
Would have been only too glad for her service 1 uhie turned as a shark to snap the spare-rib

To dance on hot ploughshares like a Turk dervise, 4 L ufl, sailors say, from a pearl-driving Carib,

But unable to pay proper duty where owing it Wien the heard, what she called, the fight of the

foloness—

Was reduced to that pitiful method of showing it:
For though the moment I began setting W0 11 s such child’s play

His saddle on my own nag of Berold’s begetting, Wit ey said and did with the lady away!

(Not that T meant to be obtrusive) ‘ Al Lo dance on, when we’ve lost the music,

She stopped me, while his rug was shifting, Ay made me—and no doubt makes you—sick.

By a single rapid finger’s lifting, i\, 10 iy mind, the world’s face looked so stern

And; with a gesture kind but conclusive, A thint sweet form disappeared thro’ the postern,

And a little shake of the head, refused me,— "l thit leept it in constant good humour,

I say, although she never used me, 1 pht o have stopped; there seemed nothing to do more.
Vet when she was mounted, the gypsy behind her, W0t e world thought otherwise and went on,

And I ventured to remind her, A0l iy head’s one that its spite was spent on:

I suppose with a voice of less steadiness lhul y vears are fled since that morning,

Than usual, for my feelings exceeded me, il with them all my head’s adorning.

—Something to the effect that I was in readiness “ i il the old Duchess die outright,

Whenever God should please she needed me,— A Lui expect, of suppressed spite,

Then, do you know, her face looked down on me 1 natural end of every adder

With a look that placed a crown on me, Ul ullered to empty its poison-bladder:

And she felt in her bosom,—mark, her bosom— Ilul ihie ind her son agreed, I take it,

And, as a flower-tree drops its blossom, 1t 1o one should touch on the story to wake it,
Dropped me—ah, had it been a purse ' 1l wound in the Duke’s pride rankled fiery,

Of silver, my friend, or gold that’s worse, "l insude no search and small inquiry—

Why, you see, as soon as I found myself A when fresh gypsies have paid us a visit, I’ve

So understood,—that a true heart so may gain i 1he couple were never inquisitive,

Such a reward,—I should have gone home again, L4 tulid them they’re folks the Duke don’t want here,
Kissed Jacynth, and soberly drowned myself! Sl L them make haste and cross the frontier.

It was a little plait of hair hlh-{ the Duchess was gone and the Duke was glad of it
Such as friends in a convent make Sl the ol one was in the young one’s stead,

To wear, cach for the other’s sake,— Sl tonle, in her place, the household’s head,

This, see, which at my breast I wear, Al o Bivssed time the household had of it!

Ever did (rather to Jacynth’s grudgment), il were | not, as a man may say, cautious
And ever shall, till the Day of Judgment. “ o | tyench, more than needs, on the nauseous,
And then,—and then,—to cut short,—this is idle, tuuld Tivour you with sundry touches

These ate feelings it is not good to foster,-- e punt-smutches with which the Duchess

I pushed the gate wide, she shook the bridle, \ %l-ii:hlrln'{l the mellowness of her cheek’s yellowness
And the palfrey bounded,—and so we lost her! L et on faster) until at last her
Jek 1w to be one master-plaster
. When the liquor’s out, why clink the cannakin? W e and fucus from mere use of ceruse

1 did think to describe you the panic in* - Al L short she grew from scalp to udder
The redoubtable breast of our master the mannikin Wil the object to make you shudder!
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xvil. You’re my friend—
What a thing friendship is, world without end!
How it gives the heart and soul a stir-up,
As if somebody broached you a glorious runlet,
And poured out all lovelily, sparkling, and sunlit,
Our green Moldavia, the streaky syrup,
Cotnar as old as the time of the Druids—
Friendship’s as good as that monarch of fluids
To supple a dry brain, fill you its ins-and-outs,—
Gives your Life’s hour-glass a shake when the thin

doubts

Whether to run on or stop short, and guarantees
Age is not all made of stark sloth and arrant ease|
I have seen my little Lady once more,
Jacynth, the Gypsy, Berold, and the rest of it,
For to me spoke the Duke, as I told you before;
I always wanted to make a clean breast of it,

And now it is made-—why, my heart’s-blood, that i :'

trickle,
Trickle, but anon, in such muddy dribblets,
Is pumped up brisk now, thro’ the main ventricie,
And genially floats me about the giblets!
T’11 tell you what I intend to do:
I must see this fellow his sad life thro’
—He is our Duke after all,
And I, as he says, but a serf and thrall;
My father was born here and I inherit
His fame, a chain he bound his son with,—
Could I pay in a lump I should prefer it,
But there’s no mine to blow up and get done witl,
So I must stay till the end of the chapter:
For, as to our middle-age-manners-adapter,
Be it a thing to be glad on or sorry on,
One day or other, his head in a morion,
And breast in a hauberk, his heels he’ll kick up
Slain by some onslaught fierce of hiccup.

And then, when red doth the sword of our Duke rig

And its leathern sheath lies o’ergrown with a blu: (1)
Then, I shall scrape together my earnings;

For, you see, in the Churchyard Jacynth reposes,
And our children all went the way of the roses

It’s a long lane that knows no turnings—

One needs but little tackle to travel in,
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", JuL one stout cloak shall I indue,

Anil for o staff, what beats the javelin

Wil which his boars my father pinned you?

Al thin, for a purpose you shall hear presently,
Il some Cotnar, a tight plump skinfull,

! dhull 2o journeying, who but I, pleasantly ?
“ulow s vain and despondency sinful.

Whit's .« man’s age? He must hurry more, that’s all;
{1 i a day, what his youth took a year to hold;
AWl we mind labour, then only, we’re too old—
Wit e had Methusalem when he begat Saul?
Al it last, as its haven some buffeted ship sees,
(Ui ! all the way from the north-parts with sperm

Ly

Il et safely out of the turmoil

Al uriive one day at the land of the gypsies

Al find my lady, or hear the last news of her
I some old thief and son of Lucifer,

s luiehead chapletted green with wreathy hop,
Suntivined all over like an Athiop:

Al when my Cotnar begins to operate

Al e tongue of the rogue torun at a proper rate,
A0l o wine-skin, tight once, shows each flaccid dent,
! luli drop in with—as if by accident-— “
"\ un never knew then, how it all ended,

~ Whai fortunes good or bad attended

1 liitle lady your Queen befriended ?

- A when that’s told me, what’s remaining ?
HIE woidds too hard for my explaining—
A e wise judge of matters equine
o skl preferred some slim four-year-old
A4 the big-boned stock of mighty Berold,

Al Lo strong Cotnar drank Frénch weak wine,

H¢ iiio must be such a lady’s scorner !
S0tk Jacob still robs homely Esau,

Huw 4, now down, the world’s one see-saw!
S0, | shall find out some snug corner
Liiles i hedge, like Orson the wood-knight,

It syself round and bid the world good night;
Al deep a sound sleep till the trumpet’s blowing
Wikes e (unless priests cheat us laymen)
14 i world where’s to be no further throwing

Fonils before swine that can’t value them. Amen!
He*na




Song The Boy and the Angel

EARTH’S IMMORTALITIES.
FAME. TIlE BOY AND THE ANGEL,

SEE, as the prettiest graves will do in time, Mo, evening, noon, and night
Our poet’s wants the freshness of its prime; W hyuise God san,g Theocrite >
Spite of the sexton’s browsing horse, the sods ’ ’

Have struggled thro’ its binding osier-rods; {11011 to his poor trade he turned
Headstone and half-sunk footstone lean awry, Iy which the daily meal was e
Wanting the brick-work promised by and by; g
How the minute grey lichens, plate o’er plate, 140l e laboured, long and well;
Have softened down the crisp-cut name and date! 1001 s work the boy’s curls fell

LOVE. 1t ever, at each period,

So, the year’s done with! 1o lopped and sang, ¢ Praise God.”

(Love me for ever I)
All March begun with,
April’s endeavour;
May-wreaths that bound me
June needs must sever!
Now snows fall round me,
Quenching June’s fever—
(Love me for ever I)

1l buck again his curls he threw,
Al cheerful turned to work anew.

il Bilaise, the listening monk, “ Well done;
| luubl not thou art heard, my son:

. A¢ well as if thy voice to-day
Woie praising God, the Pope’s great way.

"Il Easter Day, the Pope at Rome
SONG. " I'tiises God from Peter’s dome.”
Sl Iheocrite, ¢ Would God that I

1. Nav but you, who do not love her ; y
YO, ’ " Mgk praise Him, that great way, and die!”

Is she not pure gold, my mistress?
Holds earth aught—speak truth—above her?
Aught like this tress, see, and this tress,
And this last fairest tress of all,
So fair, see, ere I let it fall!

Sl passed, day shone,
Al Theocrite was gone.

Witk o a day endures alway,

11. Because, you spend your lives in praising; A Iliisand years are but a day.

To praise, you search the wide world over;
So, why not witness, calmly gazing,

1f earth holds aught—speak truth—above her
Above this tress, and this I touch
But cannot praise, I love so much!

Ll s in Heaven, ““ Nor day nor night
' Wuw brings the voice of my delight.”

1l Cabriel, like a rainbow’s birth,
Spnendl his wings and sank to earth,




96

The Boy and the Angel

Entered in flesh, the empty cell,
Lived there, and played the craftsman well:

And morning, evening, noon, and night,
Praised God 1 place of Theocrite.

And from a boy, to youth he grew;
The man put off the stripling’s hue:

The man matured and fell away
Into the season of decay:

And ever o’er the trade he bent,
And ever lived on earth content.

(He did God’s will; to him, all one
If on the earth or in the sun.)

God said, ““ A praise is in mine ear;
“ There is no doubt in it, no fear:
£

“ So sing old worlds, and so
*“ New worlds that from my footstool go,

““ Clearer loves sound other ways:
* I miss my little human praise.”

Then forth sprang Gabriel’s wings, off fell
The flesh disguise, remained the cell.

*Twas Easter Day: he flew to Rome,
And paused above Saint Peter’s dome,

In the tiring-room close by
The great outer gallery,

With his holy vestments dight,
Stood the new Pope, Theocrite:

And all his past career
Came back upon him clear,

Since when, a boy, he plied his trade,
Till on his lite the sickness weighed:

Meeting at Night

At his cell, when death drew near,
A ungel in a dream brought cheer:

At rising from the sickness drear
I yrew a priest, and now stood here,

10 the Last with praise he turned,
And on his sight the angel burned.

- | Lore thee from thy craftsman’s cell,
Al set thee here; I did not well.

* Vuinly I left my angel’s-sphere,
~ Vi was thy dream of many a year.

" Thy voice’s praise seemed weak; it dropped—
[ reation’s chorus stopped !

~ {10 back and praise again
- Ihe carly way—while I remain.

~ With that weak voice of our disdain,
' lukie np Creation’s pausing strain.

~ 1Hicle to the cell and poor employ:
- lecome the craftsman and the boy! ”

Ihicocrite grew old at home;
A new Pope dwelt in Peter’s Dome,

‘e vanished as the other died:
vy sought God side by side.

MEETING AT NIGHT.

I i grey sea and the long black land;
Aridd the yellow half-moon large and low 3
And the startled little waves that leap
In fiery ringlets from their sleep,

A | gain the cove with pushing prow,
And quench its speed in the slushy sand,




98

Saul

11. Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach;
Three fields to cross till a farm appears;
A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch
And blue spurt of a lighted match,

And a voice less loud, thro’ its joys and fears,

Than the two hearts beating each to each!

PARTING AT MORNING.

Rounp the cape of a sudden came the sea,
And the sun looked over the mountain’s rim--
And straight was a path of gold for him,

And the need of a world of men for me.

SAUL.

Sarp Abner, ¢ At last thou art come!
“ Ere I tell, ere thou speak,—

“ Kiss my cheek, wish me well!” Then I wished it

And did kiss his cheek:
And he, ¢ Since the King, oh my friend,
‘ For thy countenance sent,
Nor drunken nor eaten have we;
Nor, until from his tent
Thou return with the joyful assurance
The king liveth yet,
Shall our lip with the honey be brightened,
—The water, be wet.

“ For out of the black mid-tent’s silence,
A space of three days,

No sound hath escaped to thy servants,
Of prayer nor of praise,

To betoken that Saul and the Spirit
Have ended their strife,

And that faint in his triamph the monarch
Sinks back upon life.

“ Yet now my heart leaps, O beloved!
God’s child, with his dew

On thy gracious gold hair, and those lilies
Still living and blue

Saul

. {loy brak’st them to twine round thy harp-strings,

As il oo Wlld heat

W ie taing to torture the desert!”
Al 1, as was meet,

4 ill down to the God of my fathers,
Al sone on my feet,

A0l 1 o’er the sand burnt to powder.
I'lie tent was unlooped;

| jullidd up the spear that obstructed,
Al under T stooped;

il und knees o’er the slippery grass-patch—
All wiihered and gone—

Ll leads to the second enclosure,
| preped my way on,

4l | le1t where the foldskirts fly open;
I lien once more I prayed,

Al opiened the foldskirts and entered,
Al was not afraid;

Al wpehe, « Here is David, thy servant!”
Al e voice replied; 1

Al st 1 saw naught but the blackness;
gt veon I descried

A umeihing more black than the blackness

Il vast, the upright

Ml o which sustains the pavilion,—
Al slow into sight

0w o digure, gigantic, against it,
Al blackest of all ;—

i i sunbeam, that burst thro’ the tent-roof,
Hliowed Saul.

e w1coid as erect as that tent-prop;
Ity arms stretched out wide

Ui Ll sreat cross-support in the centre
Thnd sots to each side:

14l bent not a muscle, but hung there
As, tntght in his pangs

Al waiiing his change, the king-serpent
All heayily hangs,

}'u iwiy from his kind, in the pine,
1l deliverance come

With (he Spring-time,—so agonised Saul,
[1eur and stark, blind and dumb.




Saul

Then I tuned my harp,—took off the lilies
We twine round its chords

Lest they snap ’neath the stress of the noontide
—Those sunbeams like swords!

And I first played the tune all our sheep know,
As, one after one,

So docile they come to the pen-door
Till folding be done;

—They are white and untorn by the bushes,
For lo, they have fed

Where the long grasses stifle the water
Within the stream’s bed:

IHow one after one seeks its lodging,
As star follows star

Into eve and the blue far above us,
—So blue and so far!

Then the tune for which quails on the cornland
Will leave each his mate

To follow the player; then, what makes
The crickets elate,

Till for boldness they fight one another:
And then, what has weight

To set the quick jerboa a-musing
Outside his sand house

—There are none such as he for a wonder—
Half bird and half mouse!

~—God made all the creatures and gave them
Our love and our fear,

To show, we and they are his children,
One family here.

"Then T played the help-tune of our reapers,
Their wine-song, when hand

Grasps hand, eye lights eye in good friendship,
And great hearts expand,

And grow one in the sense of this world’s life;
And then, the low song

When the dead man is praised on his journey-—
‘ Bear, bear him along

“ With his few faults shut up like dead flowrets;
‘“ Are balm-seeds not here

‘*“To console us? The land is left none such
““ As he on the bier—

Saul

4 Wuuld we might keep thee, my brother!
Wi the glad chaunt
U e, ~first go the young maidens,
I e whom we vaunt
W Lty the pride of our dwelling:
Wl the great march
U s to man to assist him,
8 Litiess an arch
u tn break . .. who shall harm them, our friends?
o e chorus intoned
Sl o up to the altar
W et hroned—
| Lpped here—for here, in the darkness,
Wl gronned.

| jiiedd held my breath in such silence!
{ Wilened apart; .
¢ lent shook, for mighty Saul shuddered,—
S kdes ran dart
W ewels that woke in his turban NIRMALA COLLEGE

e with a start LIBRARY

Willy male-sapphires, and rubies I | ' I
2729

WY 0l heart '
L Ll bt the body still moved not,
W there erect.
Lnl onee again to my playing,
1t anchecked,
4 " Oh, our manhood’s prime vigour!
UL deels waste,
W le s siopped in its playing,
Hew anbraced ;—
AW Wil oys of living ! The leaping
ok ap to rock—
i heir boughs from the palm-trees,—
il itver shock
e in the pool’s living water—
Wt i the bear,
siliriness showing the lion
Schied in his lair:

W enl - the rich dates—yellowed over
i .ltllfl st divine,
AL,

st s-flesh steeped in the pitcher,

{ul dright of wine,
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And the sleep in the dried river channel
Where tall rushes tell

The water was wont to go warbling
So softly and well,—

How good is man’s life here, mere living!
How fit to employ

The heart and the soul and the senses
For ever in joy!

Hast thou loved the white locks of thy father
Whose sword thou didst guard

When he trusted thee forth to the wolf hunt
For glorious reward?

Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother
Held up, as men sung

The song of the nearly-departed,
And heard her faint tongue

Joining in while it could to the witness
¢ Let one more attest,

¢ T have lived, seen God’s hand thro’ that life-tivwe,
¢ And all was for best . . ./

Then they sung thro’ their tears, in strong triumply,
Not much,—but the rest!

And thy brothers—the help and the contest,
The working whence grew

Such result, as from seething grape-bundles
The spirit so true:

And the friends of thy boyhood—that boyhood
With wonder and hope,

Present promise, and wealth in the future,—
The eye’s eagle scope,—

Till lo, thou art grown to a monarch,
A people is thine!

Oh all gifts the world offers singly,
On one head combine,

On one head the joy and the pride,
Even rage like the throe

That opes the rock, helps its glad labour,
And let’s the gold go—

And ambition that sees a sun lead it—
Oh, all of these—all

Combine to unite in one creature
~—Saul!”

END OF PART THE FIRST.

Time’s Revenges

TIME’S REVENGES.

I V1 n Kriend, over the sea;
I Like bim, but he loves me;
i1 ull grew out of the books I write;
Iiey find such favour in his sight
1 hint he slaughters you with savage looks
IHunnse you don’t admire my books:
¢ does himself though,—and if some vein
Were to snap to-night in this heavy brain,
I morrow month 1f T lived to try,
Ionid should T just turn quietly,
Uil of the bedclothes stretch my hand
1111 1 Tound him, come from his foreign land
I\ tw iny nurse in this poor place,
Anil miuke me broth, and wash my face,
Al light my fire, and, all the while,
e with his old good-humoured smile
Ihut | told him “ Better have kept away
" Ilhun come and kill me, night and day,
Wil worse than fever’s throbs and shoots,
" At the creaking of his clumsy boots.”
! Wi as sure that this he would do,
A0 that Saint Paul’s is striking Two:
Al | think T had rather . . . woe is me!
Ve, rather see him than not see,
Il niiing a hand would seat him there
Huiore me in the empty chair
I0anght, when my head aches indeed,
Anid | can neither think, nor read,
Al these blue fingers will not hold
he e ; this garret’s freezing cold!

Anddl I've a Lady—There he wakes,

111 Jaughing fiend and prince of snakes
Wil me, at her name, to pray

I'ite send some creature in the way

Ul iuy love for her, to be down-torn
Upihirust and onward borne

Hi | might prove myself that sea

Ul passion which I needs must be!




The Glove

Call my thoughts false and my fancies quaint,
And my style infirm, and its figures faint,
All the critics say, and more blame yet,
And not one angry word you get!

But, please you, wonder I would put

My cheek beneath that Lady’s foot
Rather than trample under mine

The laurels of the Florentine,

And you shall see how the Devil spends
A fire God gave for other ends!

I tell you, I stride up and down

This garret, crowned with love’s best crown,
And feasted with love’s perfect feast,

To think I kill for her, at least,

Body and soul and peace and fame,
Alike youth’s end and manhood’s aim,
—So is my spirit, as flesh with sin,

Filled full, eaten out and in

With the face of her, the eyes of her,

The lips and little chin, the stir

Of shadow round her mouth; and she
~—T’11 tell you,—calmly would decree
That T should roast at a slow fire,

If that would compass her desire

And make her one whom they invite

To the famous ball to-morrow night.

There may be Heaven; there must be Hell;
Meantime, there is our Earth here—well!

THE GLOVE.

(PETER RONSARD loguitur.)

“ Hricno,” yawned one day King Francis,
“ Distance all value enhances!

‘“ When a man’s busy, why, leisure

¢ Strikes him as wonderful pleasure,—.

¢ ’Faith, and at leisure once is he?

¢ Straightway he wants to be busy.

“ Here we’ve got peace; and aghast I'm

¢ Caught thinking war the true pastime!

The Glove

"I\ there a reason in metre?

* (e us your speech, master Peter!”

I who, +f mortal dare say so,

10 01 um at loss with my Naso,

" Ui, 1 replied, ¢ joys prove cloudlets:
~ Men sre the merest Ixions ’—

Hie the King whistled aloud, ¢ Let’s

" Heigho . . . go look at our lions
“u i ure the sorrowful chances

1 you talk fine to King Francis.

l"

Al 5e, 1o the courtyard proceeding,

Wi company, Francis was leading,

Liiewsed by new followers tenfold

Hiline he arrived at the penfold;

Loy, ladies, like clouds which bedizen

Al Juneet the western horizon,

Al 5ir De Lorge pressed ‘mid the foremost

Wit the dame he professed to adore most—

Ul whnt a face! One by fits eyed

100r, wnd the horrible pitside;

L the penfold surrounded a hollow

Whicl: led where the eye scarce dared follow,

Anil ihelved to the chamber secluded

Wiheie Bloebeard, the great lion, brooded.

Ahie Ling hailed his keeper, an Arab

¢ plossy and black as a scarab.

Al Bpdde him make sport and at once stir

L s out of his den the old monster.

Aty apened a hole in the wirework

At i1, and dropped there a firework,

Anil fled s one’s heart’s beating redoubled;

A piise, while the pit’s mouth was troubled,

1l blackness and silence so utter,

1y the hirework’s slow sparkling and sputter;

{hen earth in a sudden contortion

Ll ol Lo our gaze her abortion |

Sl w brute! Were I friend Clement Marot

{Who's experience of nature’s but narrow,

Al whose faculties move in no small mist
Wl hie versifies David the Psalmist)

| Wiwuldt study that brute to describe you

Wi Juda Leonem de Tribu !
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One’s whole blood grew curdling and creepy

To sec the black mane, vast and heapy,

The tail in the air stiff and straining,

The wide eyes, nor waxing nor waning,

As over the barrier which bounded

His platform, and us who surrounded

The barrier, they reached and they rested

On the space that might stand him in best stead:
For who knew, he thought, what the amazement,
The eruption of clatter and blaze meant,

And if, in this minute of wonder,

No outlet, ‘mid lightning and thunder,

Lay broad, and, his shackles all shivered.

The lion at last was delivered?

Ay, that was the open sky o’erhead!

And you saw by the flash on his forehead,

By the hope in those eyes wide and steady,

He was leagues in the desert already,

Driving the flocks up the mountain,

Or catlike couched hard by the fountain

To waylay the date-gathering negress:

So guarded be entrance or egress.

« How he stands!” quoth the King: “we may well swisg
“ No novice, we’ve won our spurs elsewhere,

“ And so can afford the confession,

“ We exercise wholesome discretion

“ In keeping aloof from his threshold;

« Once hold you, those jaws want no fresh hold,
¢ Their first would too pleasantly purloin

¢ The visitor’s brisket or sirloin;

¢ But who’s he would prove so fool-hardy?

“ Not the best man of Marignan, pardie? ”

The sentence no sooner was uttered,
Than over the rails a glove fluttered,
Fell close to the lion, and rested:

The dame ’twas, who flung it and jested
With life so, De Lorge had been wooing
For months past; he sate there pursuing
His suit, weighing out with nonchalance
Fine speeches like gold from a balance.

Sound the trumpet, no true knight’s a tarrier!
De Lorge made one leap at the barrier,

| The Glove

Sl traight to the glove,—while the lion
0 moved, kept his far-reaching eye on
b tiee-edged desert-spring’s sapphire,
Ll e sasky oiled skin of the Kaffir,—
Wil it up, and as calmly retreated,
Wil Lk where the lady was seated,
4 Ll i the face of its owner
| B e glove—
"\ our heart’s queen, you dethrone her?
okl 1 "—cried the King— ’twas mere vanity
W4 luve, set that task to humanity!” )
0 il lindies alike turned with loathing
Wi el o proved wolf in sheep’s clothing.

0 4, | dor T caught an expression
40 Lot liew's undisturbed self-possession
S e Court’s scoffing and merriment,—
* Il lruin no pleasing experiment
L, veiof pain not much heedful
Uiy we the process was needful—
il bl tried in a crucible,
St speeches like gold 7 were reducible,
! Ll the finest prove copper,
141 the wimoke in her face was but proper;
© Lo whiat she had not to trust to,

N ot all the ashes, and dust too.

Sint sut ’mid hooting and laughter;

St Maiot stayed; I followed after,

S ik, as a grace, what it all meant—
) wrhed not the rash deed’s recalment?
lnl I o I spoke—“am a Poet:

y Wi ature,—behoves that I know it!”

. Llil e, *“ Too long had I heard

U the dieed proved alone by the word:

10 iy love—what De Lorge would not dare!
il 1y scorn—what De Lorge could compare!
Wil the endless descriptions of death

I8 Wit brave when my lip formed a breath,
Wl reckon as braved, or, of course,
Uil L word—and moreover, perforce,

W ks zifts as no lady could spurn,
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“ Must offer my love in return,

“ When I looked on your lion, it brought

<« All the dangers at once to my thought,

¢ Encountered by all sorts of men,

“ Before he was lodged in his den,—

“ From the poor slave whose club or bare hands
“ Dug the trap, set the snare on the sands,

“ With no King and no Court to applaud,

“ By no shame, should he shrink, overawed,

“ Vet to capture the creature made shift,

“ That his rude boys might laugh at the gift,
“To the page who last leaped o’er the fence

« Of the pit, on no greater pretence

“ Than to get back the bonnet he dropped,

““ Lest his pay for a week should be stopped—
“ So, wiser I judged it to make

“ One trial what ‘ death for my sake’

“ Really meant, while the power was yet mine,
“Than to wait until time should define

“ Such a phase not so simply as I,

“ Who took it to mean just ‘ to die.’

“The blow a glove gives is but weak—

“ Does the mark yet discolour my cheek ?

“ But when the heart suffers a blow,

“ Will the pain pass so soon, do you know? ”

I looked, as away she was sweeping,

And saw a youth eagerly keeping

As close as he dared to the doorway:

No doubt that a noble should more weigh

His life than befits a plebeian;

And yet, had our brute been Nemean—

(I judge by a certain calm fervor

The youth stepped with, forward to serve her)
—_He’d have scarce thought you did him the worsi Ii
If you whispered ¢ Friend, what you’d get, first earn|
And when, shortly after, she carried

Her shame from the Court, and they married,

To that marriage some happiness, maugre

The voice of the Court, I dared augur.

For De Lorge, he made women with men vie,
YThose in wonder and praise, these in envy;
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Al i short stood so plain a head taller
it e wooed and won . . . How do you call her?
o Liiiy, that rose in the sequel
1l lig’s love, who loved her a week well;
sl twas noticed he never would honour
1% Ll ¢who looked daggers upon her)
"l e casy commission of stretching
« Ly on the service, and fetching
{ wile, drom her chamber, those straying
Ll lnves she was always mislaying,
Wl the King took the closet to chat in,—
U0 0l vourse this adventure came pat in;
L Wil nover the King told the story,
W Lnipeing a glove brought such glory,
U1 e wile smiled—*“ His nerves are grown firmer—
M bie birings now and utters no murmur! ”’

Wenlt occurrite morbo [
Wl which moral I drop my theorbo.
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I DEDICATE
THIS LAST ATTEMPT FOR THE PRESENT AT DRAMAY
POETRY
TO A GREAT DRAMATIC POET;
‘“ WISHING WHAT I WRITE MAY BE READ BY HIS LIl
—-IF A PHRASE ORIGINALLY ADDRESSED, BY NOI 1
LEAST WORTHY OF HIS CONTEMPORARIES,
TO SHAKESPEARE,
MAY BE APPLIED HERE, BY ONE WHOSE SOLE PRIV

IS IN A GRATEFUL ADMIRATION,

TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.

LURIA

PERSONS.

& Moot Commander of the Florentine Forces.

Muor, his friend.
i alil Ilorentine Commander, now Luria’s Chief:

i
I Luminissary of the Republic of Florence.

i.-n 1), his Secretary.
S0 Lonimander of the Pisans.
i 4 nuble Florentine Lady.

TiME, 14—.
W Luwia’s Camp between Florence and Pisa.
ACT 1.

MORNING,

| W liclating to his Secretary; Pucclo standing by.
W U] Then, you join battle in an hour?

N Not I;
s Uiiptain.
’h i e Sec.] “In an hour, the battle.”
|, let your eye run o’er this loose digest
very iuch of your report
 wwiy through my civilian phrase,
) lslrict the Signory aright
0 lands with army?
i the paper.] All seems here:
A, seizing with our City’s force
Sl poiits of vantage, hill and plain,
anle drom help on every side,
Wi the Lacchese arrived too late,
L b e he delivers now,
' L Lrsops and first of chiefs.
So sure?
W i Consummate captain too!
113
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Puc. Luria holds Pisa’s fortune in his hand.

Brac.[to the Sec.] ¢ The Signory hold Pisa in their b

Your own proved soldiership’s our warrant, sir:

So, while my secretary ends his task,

Have out two horsemen, by the open roads,

To post with it to Florence!
Puc. [returning the paper.] All seems here;

Unless . . . Ser Braccio, 'tis my last report!

Since Pisa’s outbreak, and my overthrow,

And Luria’s hastening at the city’s call

To save her, as he only could, no doubt;

Till now that she is saved or sure to be,—

Whatever you tell Florence, I tell you:

Each day’s note you, her Commissary, make

Of Luria’s movements, I myself supply.

No youngster am I longer, to my cost; !

Therefore while Florence gloried in her choice

And vaunted Luria, whom but Luria, still,

As if zeal, courage, prudence, conduct, faith,

Had never met in any man before,

[ saw no pressing need to swell the cry.

But now, this last report and I have done—

So, ere to-night comes with its roar of praise,

"Twere not amiss if some one old i’ the trade

Subscribed with, ¢ True, for once rash counsel’s hest:

“ This Moor of the bad faith and doubtful race,

“This boy to whose untried sagacity,

“ Raw valour, Florence trusts without reserve

“The charge to save her, justifies her choice;

“In no point has this stranger failed his friends;

“Now praise;” I say this, and it is not here.
Brac. [to the Sec.] Write, “ Puccio, supersedi

charge

¢ By Luria, bears full witness to his worth,

“ And no reward our Signory can give

“ Their champion but he’ll back it cheerfully.”

Aught more? Five minutes hence, both messen; il

[Puict
Brac. [after a pause, and while he slowly tears the pi
shreds.)

I think . . . pray God, I hold in fit contempt

This warfare’s noble art and ordering,

And,—once the brace of prizers fairly matched,

Luria

© with poleaxe, knife with knife as good,—
2y ut what men term their skill . . .
& L hiek our fighter has the odds;
L lsength diminished thus and thus,
#Jlm« i vantage in our hands and such,
AL ot the stage, too,—all’s assured:
it win this battle. Write the Court,
L Ll end and sentence pass!
l':t! ron';
t Aye, Lapo?

If you trip, I fall;

‘III e rest T speak—'

|.i ~ NaYJ na’y}
~lool ihe mark, my Lapo! Nay!
Al Ly pare love’s impossible ?
~ i luly write those red cheeks thin,
} rm vuing brow with what concerns it least,
i we vistt Florence, let you pace
1 Ly iy side as if we talked,
i old acquaintances may see:
|"|' i1 sue, Tshould not be surprised!
!
] it look about and love yourself!
A0 L ihe Signory and you
+ 00 Ul ahis tremendous point’s to pass;
| Lok, pass not, ere you ask yourself,
i Lo cteadily such draughts of fire,
| ||gl.- It may not prove the pride
1 eeiel Trial you dared plan,
SRR vo solitary here, .
1w ',.;u y headed toothless fools at home,
WL heinselves your lords, they are such slaves?
| [uhonnce this sentence as you bid,
& e brewson, claim its penalty,—
i onl of all the blaze of life,
“l nonte of his brightest day,
f‘ Wil J‘;u;_; army at his back,
e joyous crowds before his face,
Ak vou beckon Luria . . .
: Then—
L, when the fighting-people vaunt
W wther eraft and myst ’
ystery,
Wik nide demure, the danger past?
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Sec. Sir, no; no, no,—the danger, and your spirit
At watch and ward? Where’s danger on your part,
With that thin flitting instantaneous steel,
’Gainst the blind bull-front of a brute-force world?
If Luria, that’s to perish sure as fate,
Should have been really guiltless after all?

Brac. Ah, you have thought that;

Sec. Here T sit, your s8

And in and out goes Luria, days and nights;

This Puccio comes; the Moor his other friend,

Husain; they talk—all that’s feigned easily;

He speaks (I would not listen if I could),

Reads, orders, counsels;—but he rests sometimes,~-

I see him stand and eat, sleep stretched an hour

On the lynx-skins, yonder; hold his bared black ariis

Into the sun from the tent-opening; laugh

When his horse drops the forage from his teeth

And neighs to hear him hum his Moorish songs,

That man believes in Florence, as the Saint

Tied to the wheel believes in God!

Brac. How strange—

You too have thought that!

Sec. Do but you think ton,

And all is saved! I only have to “write,

The man seemed false awhile, proves true at last:

Bury it . . . so I write to the Signory . . .

Bury this Trial in your breasts for ever,

Blot it from things or done or dreamed about,

So Luria shall receive his meed to-day

With no suspicion what reverse was near,—

As if no meteoric finger hushed

The doom-word just on the destroyer’s lip.

Motioned him off, and let life’s sun fall straight. :
Brac. [looks to the wall of the tent.] Did he draw that
Sec. With charcoal, when (e 8

Made the report at midnight; Lady Domizia

Spoke of the unifinished Duomo, you remember;

That is his fancy how a Moorish front

Might join to, and complete, the body,—a sketch,

And again where the cloak hangs, yonder in the st
Brac. He loves that woman.

Sec. She is sent the spy

Of Florence,—spies on you as you on him:

Luria

1+l ealy for Domizia’s sake,
I\ wule. What shall T write?
I see—
i trenk, nor of such il design!
. Wi one thing plain and positive;

Lol hi own good at the whole world’s cost.
Il Lo Jead our troops, stand forth our chiefs,
Wl date, and see us at their beck,

i g the charge when peace returned,
i pesved too much for Florentines,
0 L the best and bravest of ourselves—
W tiieeele when the soldier’s sword
i ik ik point before the statist’s pen,
10 calizs head replace the violent hand,
S i viniae still have fallen away

+ wnlintion with unvarying fate,
e self at last in bitterness
2000l o own such falls the natural end,
* iy durther to expose her sons

“ i nlrite and profitless disgrace,

W e Koreigner, one not my child,

! it eiorth lead my troops, reach height by height
Pl then descend into the shame;

SLall pebellion be less guilt in him,
punitiiment. the easier task for me.”

' r" e Lest of us this brand she set,

SUppose an utter alien here,
Liitin, sur inevitable foe,
“oid i snercenary and a Moor,

oo (i any ties that bind the rest

Sl daith in Heaven or hope on Earth,
! with us, no Future,—such a Spirit

| Lilil the path from which our staunchest broke,

! i where every famed precursor fell?
{0, | will frankly say, these proofs

W ot of the man’s intent,

l' the deting fools at home, not me;
s bere, they may be true or false,
Wil b wet down?  Errors and oversights,
Aliying: anterchange of courtesies

I 1 General —all that, hour by hour,
100 pule discontent has furnished us,
Wulint Speeches, inconsiderate acts,

R 1
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Now overhazard, overcaution now; | i, Laria, what of Luria now?

Even that he loves this Lady who believes 4 A, you so close, Sir? Lady Domizia too?

She outwits Florence, and whom Florence posted W1 needs must be a busy moment

By my procurement here, to spy on me, " e like you—that you were now i’ the thick

Lest I one minute lose her from my sight— | dluties, doubtless, while we idlers sate . . .

She who remembering her whole House’s fall, 1 N o-n that paper,—it was in that paper

That nest of traitors strangled in the birth, Bl vou were saying !

Now labours to make Luria . . . poor device i Oh—my day’s dispatch!

As plain . . . the instrument of her revenge! Wi you to Florence: will you see?

—That she is ever at his ear to prompt ' oo your dispatch, your last, for the first time?

Inordinate conceptions of his worth, 1l | should, now?  For in truth, Domizia,

Exorbitant belief in its reward, Julil e forced to set about another,

And after, when sure disappointment follows, 1y wial way, the true Florentine,

Proportionable rage at such a wrong— " itien that important circumstance;

Why, all these reasons, while I urge them most, il L wrote T should gain time, such time!

Weigh with me less than least; as nothing weigh! S et this!

Upon that broad Man’s heart of his, T go! Hrvi And wherefore?

On what I know must be, yet while I live L These Lucchese

Will never be, because I live and know! © 1 urtived—they never will arrive!

Brute-force shall not rule Florence! Intellect ! | it hght to-day, arrived or not;

May rule her, bad or good as chance supplies,— A | illl beat Tiburzio, that is sure:

But Intellect it shall be, pure if bad, |l will be arriving my Lucchese,

And Intellect’s tradition so kept up L Jiu b oh so slowly, just in time

Till the good comes—#was Intellect that ruled, 1k upon my battle from the hills,

Not Brute-force bringing from the battle-field o Lt moon, of use to nobody!

The attributes of wisdom, foresight’s graces 1 | it break my battle up, send forth,

We lent it there to lure its grossness on; i o this side, hold in check on that—

All which it took for earnest and kept safe | LUines Lo-morrow, we negotiate,

To show against us in our market-place, U Wlie e send for fresh instructions home,

Just as the plumes and tags and swordsman’s gear L lipicieness, incompleteness !

(Fetched from the camp where at their foolish best M Ah, we scribes!

When all was done they frightened nobody) | L registered that very point,

Perk in our faces in the street, forsooth, L ppearance of our foes” ally,

With our own warrant and allowance. No!- Wit happy fortune; both at once

The whole procedure’s overcharged,—its end L Lnmndable—singly faced, each falls.

In too strict keeping with the bad first step. L o no great battle for my Florentines!

To conquer Pisa was sheer inspiration? Lwnine deed, decisive and complete,

Well then, to perish for a single fault, Ul ol the, the simple as the wise,

Let that be simple justice —There, my Lapo! L g, atlike, that do not understand

A Moorish front ill suits our Duomo’s body— | Wioatineae pedantic art of war,

Blot it out—and bid Luria’s sentence come' il we prove retreat may be success,

[Luria who, with Domizia, has entered unobservid il 40 luit speed,—half loss, at times,—whole gain:

close of the last phrase, now advancing. o Wit results—as if it were their fault!
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And you, with warmest wish to be my friend,
Will not be able now to simply say
«your servant has performed his task—enough!
“ You ordered, he has executed: good!
« Now walk the streets in holiday attire,
“ Congratulate your friends, till noon strikes fierce,
“ Then form bright groups beneath the Duomo’s shade
No! you will have to argue and explain,
Persuade them all is not so ill in the end,
Tease, tire them out! Arrive, arrive, Lucchese!
Dom. Well, you will triumph for the Past enough,
Whatever be the Present’s chance—no service
Falls to the ground with Florence; she awaits
Her saviour, will receive him fittingly.
Lur. Ah, Braccio, you know Florence . .
think you,
Receive one . . . what means  fittingly receive? 2
—Receive compatriots, doubtless—I am none:
And yet Domizia promises so much!
Brac. Kind women still give men a woman’s prize.
I know not o’er which gate most boughs will arch,
Nor if the Square will wave red flags or blue—
1 should have judged, the fullest of rewards
Our State gave Luria, when she made him chief
Of her whole force, in her best Captain’s place.
Lur. That my reward? Florence on my account
Relieved Ser Puccio?—mark you, my reward!
And Puccio’s having all the fight’s true joy—
Goes here and there, directs, may fight himself,
While I must order, stand aloof, o’ersee!
That was my calling—there was my true place!
1 should have felt, in some one Over me,
TFlorence impersonate, my visible Head,
As I am over Puccio,—taking life
Directly from her eye !—They give me you!
But do you cross me, set me half to work?
1 enjoy nothing—but I will, for once!
Decide, shall we join battle? may I wait?
Brac. Let us compound the matter; wait till noon;
Then, no arrival,—
Lur. Ah, noon comes too fast!
1 wonder, do you guess why I delay
Involuntarily the final blow

I"

. will she,
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As long as possible? Peace follows it!
I'lorence at peace, and the calm studious heads
Uome out again, the penetrating eyes;
As if a spell broke, all’s resumed, each art
V'ou boast, more vivid that it slept awhile!
‘Gainst the glad heaven, o’er the white palace-front
Ihe interrupted scaffold climbs anew;
I'e walls are peopled by the Painter’s brush;
e Statue to its niche ascends to dwell;
Ihe Present’s noise and trouble have retired
And left the eternal Past to rule once more..—
‘._ ou speak its speech and read its records plain,
lircece lives with you, each Roman breathes your friend
- But Luria—where will then be Luria’s place? i
~ Dom. Highest in honour, for that Past’s own sake
U which his actions, sealing up the sum )
Iy saving all that went before from wreck,
Will range as part, with which he worshipped too.
Jur. Then I may walk and watch you n your streets
[.mul_lng the life my rough life helps no more,
1 (lifferent, so new, so beautiful—
Nur fear that you will tire to see parade
Ilie club that slew the lion, now that crooks
And shepherd-pipes come into use again?
I'ur very lone and silent seems my Fast
I its drear vastness—still it spreads, and still
Wi liraccios, no Domizias anywhere—
Nl aver more l—Well, well, to-day is ours!
()i, [to Brac.] Should he not have been one of us?
L ur, Oh, no!
il oite of you, and so escape the thrill !
Ol oming into you, and changing thus,—
Juling a soul grow on me that restricts
e boundless unrest of the savage heart!
1l 2 heaves up, hangs loaded o’er the land,
ivnks there and buries its tumultuous strength ;
ilios, and silence, and a pause awhile;
10, inland glides the gulf-stream, miles away,
Il {upstare of assent, subdued and still,
Hiuth those strange banks, those unimagined skies!
Vil 'tis not sure the quiet lasts for ever!
i placid heads still find our hands new work ;
Wi minutes’ chance—there comes the need of ine—
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And you, with warmest wish to be my friend,

Will not be able now to simply say

“Vour servant has performed his task—enough!

““You ordered, he has executed: good!

« Now walk the streets in holiday attire,

“ Congratulate your friends, till noon strikes fierce,
“Then form bright groups beneath the Duomo’s shade!”
No! you will have to argue and explain,

Persuade them all is not so ill in the end,

Tease, tire them out! Arrive, arrive, Lucchese!

Dom. Well, you will triumph for the Past enough,
Whatever be the Present’s chance—no service
Falls to the ground with Florence; she awaits
Her saviour, will receive him fittingly.

Lur. Ah, Braccio, you know Florence . .

think you,
Receive one . . . what means “ fittingly receive? L
— Receive compatriots, doubtless—I am none:
And yet Domizia promises so much!

Brac. Kind women still give men a woman’s prize.
I know not o’er which gate most boughs will arch,
Nor if the Square will wave red flags or blue—

1 should have judged, the fullest of rewards
Our State gave Luria, when she made him chief
Of her whole force, in her best Captain’s place.
Lur. That my reward? Florence on my account
Relieved Ser Puccio?—mark you, my reward!
And Puccio’s having all the fight’s true joy—
Goes here and there, directs, may fight himself,
While I must order, stand aloof, o’ersee!
That was my calling—there was my true place!
I should have felt, in some one over me,
Florence impersonate, my visible Head,
As I am over Puccio,—taking life
Directly from her eye!—They give me you!
But do you cross me, set me half to work?
T enjoy nothing—but I will, for once !
Decide, shall we join battle? may I wait?
Brac. Let us compound the matter; wait till noon;
Then, no arrival,—

Lur. Ah, noon comes too fast!
1 wonder, do you guess why I delay
Involuntarily the final blow

. will she,

T

Luria 121

As long as possible? Peace follows it |

Florence at peace, and the calm studious heads
(‘ome out again, the penetrating eyes;
As if a spell broke, all’s resumed, each art
V'ou boast, more vivid that it slept awhile!
'(ainst the glad heaven, o’er the white palace-front
| lheinterrupted scaffold climbs anew;

I'he walls are peopled by the Painter’s brush;

‘Ihe Statue to its niche ascends to dwell;

1he Present’s noise and trouble have retired

And left the eternal Past to rule once more.—

_‘r'nu speak its speech and read its records plain,
lireece lives with you, each Roman breathes your friend

- BBut Luria—where will then be Luria’s place? )

Dom. Highest in honour, for that Past’s own sake
)i which his actions, sealing up the sum ’

lly saving all that went before from wreck,
Wil range as part, with which he worshipped too.
Lur. Then I may walk and watch you in your streets
ltuding the life my rough life helps no more,
1 (ifferent, so new, so beautiful—
Hor fear that you will tire to see parade
e club that slew the lion, now that crooks
Al shepherd-pipes come into use again?
I'ur very lone and silent seems my last
i its drear vastness—still it spreads, and still
H Liraccios, no Domizias anywhere—
Nol ever more —Well, well, to-day is ours!

o [to BrAC.] Should he not have been one of us?
L, Oh, no!
N0t cue of you, and so escape the thrill
f (oming into you, and changing thus,—

Ieling a soul grow on me that restricts

Il houndless unrest of the savage heart!

Ui sea heaves up, hangs loaded o’er the land,

i uks there and buries its tumultuous strength
i, and silence, and a pause awhile;

1 inlind glides the gulf-stream, miles away,

A tapire of assent, subdued and still,

il those strange banks, those unimagined skies!
Wil “tis not sure the quiet lasts for ever!

L 0ur placid heads still find our hands new work ;
i minutes’ chance—there comes the need of mine—













