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Or the Pulcinello-trumpet breaks up the market bl il
At the post-office such a scene-picture—the new pliy |
hot!

And a notice how, only this morning, three liheral 1hike

were shot.

Above it, behold the archbishop’s most fatherly o robil
And beneath, with his crown and his lion, some Little mes

of the Duke’s!

Or a sonnet with flowery marge, to the Reveren:| [
and-so

Who is Dante, Boccaccio, Petrarca, Saint Jerome:, il L

« And moreover,” (the sonnet goes rhyming,) “ the (b8
St. Paul has reached,

Having preached us those six Lent-lectures maose WIS
than ever he preached.”

Noon strikes,—here sweeps the procession! our Lady s
smiling and smart

With a pink gauze gown all spangles, and seven syl i
in her heart!

Bang, whang, whang, goes the drum, tootle-te-tovile

No keeping one’s haunches still; it’s the greatest plisis
life.

X.

But bless you, it’s dear—it’s dear! fowls, wine, at HoulE
rate.

They have clapped a new tax upon salt, and wiinl i
passing the gate

1t’s a horror to think of. Andso, the villa for me, ol 18

Beggars can scarcely be choosers—but still-—al, e
the pity!

Look, two and two go the priests, then the monks ki
and sandals,

And the penitents dressed in white shirts, a il
yellow candles. _

One, he carries a flag up straight, and another & (IS
handles,

And the Duke’s guard brings up the rear, lui tha &
prevention of scandals.

Bang, whang, whang, goes the drum, tootle-te-tonile I8

Oh, a day in the city-square, there is no such pleasiig

A Woman’s Last Word

A WOMAN’S LAST WORD.

1. LET’s contend no more, Love,
Strive nor weep—
All be as before, Love,
—Only sleep!

11, What so wild as words are?
—1I and thou
In debate, as birds are,
Hawk on bough!

111. See the creature stalking
While we speak—
Hush and hide the talking,
Cheek on cheek!

1v. What so false as truth is,
False to thee?
Where the serpent’s tooth is,
Shun the tree—

v. Where the apple reddens
Never pry—
Lest we lose our Edens,
Eve and 1!

vi. Be a god and hold me
With a charm—

Be a man and fold me
With thine arm!

vil. Teach me, only teach, Love!
~ As I ought
1 will speak thy speech, Love,
Think thy thought—

viil, Meet, if thou require it,
Both demands,
Laying flesh and spirit
In thy hands!
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Dlnauu.' imure beside, lads! more beside!)
. That shall be to-morrow WS Cume square again,  I'd like his face—

Not to-night: “lwing oo his comrade in the door
I must bury sorrow i pile and lantern,—for the slave that holds
Out of sight.  Bapliit's head a-dangle by the hair

& e hwad (“ look you, now,” as who should say)
. —Must a little weep, Love, Ll wenpon in the other, yet unwiped !
—Foolish me! L vuur chance to have a bit of chalk,
And so fall asleep, Love, Lol o the like? or you should see!

Loved by thee. i the painter, since you style me so.
' liuthier Lippo’s doings, up and down,
sui them and they take you? like enough!
W proper twinkle in your eye—
FRA LIPPO LIPPI 0 | liked your looks at very first.
Wil set things straight now, hip to haunch.
T au poor brother Lippo, by your leave! " iy come, and the nights one makes up bands
You need not clap your torches to my face. i Lhe town and sing out carnival,
Zooks, what’s to blame? you think you see a monl | W8 bicr: three weeks shut within my mew,
What, it’s past midnight, and you go the rounds, L (or the great man, saints and saints
And here you catch me at an alley’send S ugan. T could not paint all night—
Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar. BB out of window for fresh air.
The Carmine’s my cloister: hunt it up, Luiie o huarry of feet and little feet,
Do,—harry out, if you must show your zeal, | ol luie-strings, laughs, and whifts of song,—
Whatever rat, there, haps on his wrong hole, L e Broom,
And nip each softling of a wee white mouse, : iy Lo, and our earth is a tomb |
Weke, weke, that’s crept to keep him company BN lhe Guince,
Aha, you know your betters? Then, you 1 take U 0. and what goods in life since ?
Your hand away that’s fiddling on my throat, W 0 (he thyme—and so on. Round they went.
And please to know me likewise. Who am I? ¢ Il tiey turned the corner when a titter,
Why, one, sir, who is lodging with a friend , . e W lipping of rabbits by moonlight,—three slim
Three streets offi—he’s a certain . . . how d’ye alli s
Master—a . . . Cosimo of the Medicl, , 8 lue that looked up . . . zooks, sir, flesh and blood,
In the house that caps the corner. Boh! you wile Liahd] : Wl I'm made of ! Into shreds it went,
Remember and tell me, the day you’re hanged, M 4l counterpane and coverlet,
How you affected such a gullet’s-gripe Wil furniture—a dozen knots,
But you, sir, it concerns you @hat your knaves Sk lndder! dov‘{n I let myself,
Pick up 2 manner nor discredit you. : § Wil feet, scrambling somehow, and so dropped,
Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the stieuts B them. 1 came up with the fan
And count fair prize what comes into their net. \ U1 Luaurence, hail fellow, well met,—
He’s Judas to a tittle, that man is! ¥ lhe vose
Just such a face! why, sir, you make amends. Soin merry, what matter who knows ?
Lord, I'm not angry! Bid your hangdogs go 0 | was stealing back again
Drink out this quarter florin to the health 11 hod and have a bit of sleep
Of the munificent House that harbours me
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Ere I rise up to-morrow and go work W ol hall-stripped grape-bunch he desires,
On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast ’I “ I will curse or kick him for his pains—
With his great round stone to subdue the flesh, ) Il i tieman processional and fine,

You snap me of the sudden. Ah, I see! Mg » ¢ undle to the Sacrament

Though your eye twinkles still, you shake your hea! S0k ind let him lift a plate and catch
Mine’s shaved —a monk, you say—the sting’s in that| I ppises of the wax to sell again,

1f Master Cosimo announced himself, Wi 11 the Eight and have him whipped,—
Mum’s the word naturally; but a monk! o\ |/ nay, which dog bites, which lets drop
Come, what am I a beast for? tell us, now! Iie [ the heap of offal in the street!

T was a baby when my mother died ¢ toul und sense of him grow sharp alike,
And father died and left me in the street. L the look of things, and none the less

I starved there, God knows how, a year or two W iioniiions from the hunger-pinch.

On fig-skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks, 1 lore o’ such remarks, be sure,

Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day {0 wlier 1 found leisure, turned to use:

My stomach being empty as your hat, W0 en's faces on my copy-books,

The wind doubled me up and down I went. “ Il thiem within the antiphonary’s marge,

Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand, il i ind arms to the long music-notes,

(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew) Sl i and eyes and chin for A.s and Bs,

And so along the wall, over the bridge, pinile o string of pictures of the world

By the straight cut to the convent. Six words, there ! the ins and outs of verb and noun,

While I stood munching my first bread that monifi i wall, the bench, the door. The monks looked black.
“So, boy, you'’re minded,” quoth the good fat fathil ¢ {uuth the Prior, “ turn him out, d’ye say?
Wiping his own mouth, *twas refection-time,— W wiie. lose a crow and catch a lark.

“To quit this very miserable world? ! ] Ll lnst we get our man of parts,

Will you renounce”’ . . . The mouthful of bread this L Wi bites, like those Camaldolese

By no means! Brief, they made a monk of me, Wi hing Friars, to do our church up fine

I did renounce the world, its pride and greed, ] ,un (l:e front on it that ought to be!”

Palace, farm, villa, shop and banking-house, Wieupon they bade me daub away.

Trash, such as these poor devils of Medici _ yout my head being crammed, their walls a blank,
Have given their hearts to—all at eight years olil. L w0 wich prompt disemburdening.

Well, sir, I found in time, you may be sure, _ivery sort of monk, the black and white,

"Twas not for nothing—the good bellyful, ; # henn, fat and lean: then, folks at church,

The warm serge and the rope that goes all rouni, gl ald gossips waiting to confess

And day-long blessed idleness beside! (il ¢ barrel-droppings, candle-ends,—
« Let’s see what the urchin’s fit for ”—that came nEsE 0 lirenihless fellow at the altar-foot,

Not overmuch their way, I must confess. 0 Loy hus murder, safe and sitting there
Such a to-do! they tried me with their books. & e litile children round him in a row

Lord, they’d have taught me Latin in pure wasic | liliition, half for his beard and half
Flower o’ the clove, 'l"lil Winte anger of his victim’s son

All the Latin I construe is,  amo,” I love ! lltu i Giet at him with one fierce arm,

But, mind you, when a boy starves in' the strevis S hnself with the other because of Christ
Eight years together, as my fortune was, ! Wil Face on the cross sees only this
Watching folk’s faces to know who will fling 0 Ul pission of a thousand years)
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Till some poor girl, her apron o’er her head S diure worse!  Thus, yellow does for white
Which the intense eyes looked through, came at cve W lint you put for yellow’s simply black,

On tip-toe, said a word, dropped in a loaf, W4 wrt of meaning looks intense

Her pair of ear-rings and a bunch of flowers WA Lesde itself means and looks nought.,
The brute took growling, prayed, and then was gy, LWL painter lift each foot in turn,

I painted all, then cried “ ’tis ask and have— L1l right foot, go a double step,

Choose, for more’s ready! ’—laid the ladder flat, Uis llesis liker and his soul more like,

And showed my covered bit of cloister-wall. 80 thoir order?  Take the prettiest face,

The monks closed in a circle and praised loud W sece . . . patron-saint—is it so pretty
Till checked, (taught what to see and not to see, S diseaver if it means hope, fear,

Being simple bodies)  that’s the very man! (8 1 oy # won’t beauty go with these?

Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog! 0 | ve nade her eyes all right and blue,
That woman’s like the Prior’s niece who comes ! Lukie breath and try to add life’s flash

To care about his asthma: it’s the life!” S00n Wi soul and heighten them threefold ?
But there my triumph’s straw-fire flared and funlal Hhiie's beauty with no soul at all—

Their betters took their turn to see and say: 01 W at—put the case the same—)

The Prior and the learned pulled a face Wt wimple beauty and nought else,

And stopped all that in no time. “ How? what's hitk ' i1 whent the best thing God invents,—

Quite from the mark of painting, bless us all! & Jmewhat.  And you'll find the soul you have missed,

Faces, arms, legs and bodies like the true W Lourself when you return Him thanks!
As much as pea and pea! it’s devil’s game! WUl ot well, well, there’s my life, in short,
Your business is not to catch men with show, S0 the thang has gone on ever since.

With homage to the perishable clay, Wi man no doubt, I’ve broken bounds—
But lift them over it, ignore it all, Wil ot take a fellow eight years old

Make them forget there’s such a thing as flesh. Wake lim swear to never kiss the girls—
Your business is to paint the souls of men— 0 Un o master, paint now as I please—
Man’s soul, and it’s a fire, smoke . . . noit’smst . - r I l1:end, you see, in the Corner-house!

Tt’s vapour done up like a new-born babe— 1 lust holding by the rings in front—

(In that shape when you die it leaves your mouil) AR il fings serve more purposes than just
It’s . . . well, what matters talking, it’s the soul! 1l 0 Dag 1n, or tie up a horse!

Give us no more of body than shows soul. 01 Ihe 6ld schooling sticks—the old grave eyes
Here’s Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God! NN o'er my shoulder as I work,

That sets you praising,—why not stop with hiiil Sl ihake still— i.t’s Art’s decline, my son!
Why put all thoughts of praise out of our heads ! ot ¢l the true painters, great and old:
With wonder at lines, colours, and what not? W Angelico’s the man, you'll find:

Paint the soul, never mind the legs and arms! i1 Lorenzo stands his single peer.

Rub all out, try at it a second time. Wt llesh, you’ll never make the thirdi”

Oh, that white smallish female with the breasts, V' the pine,

She’s just my niece . . . Herodias, I would say, ) your mistr . . . manmers, and LIl stick to mine !
Who went and danced and got men’s heads cui ofl UL the third, then: bless us, they must know!
Have it all out!” Now, is this sense, I ask? 1 i think they’re the likeliest to know,

A fine way to paint soul, by painting body With their Latin? so I swallow my rage,

So ill, the eye can’t stop there, must go further Ly teeth, suck my lips in tight, and paint
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{10 Inir town’s face, yonder river’s line,

To please them—sometimes do, and sometimes Ao ey :
For, doing most, there’s pretty sure to come B, % a;ln r(f)_lund it and the sky above,
A turn—some warm eve finds me at my saints e 1? BUIEs ;’f man, woman, child,
A laugh, a cry, the business of the world— R | o lle AL to? What’s it all about?
(Flower o the peach, uml oy >° er, despised? or dwelt upon,
Death for us all, and his own life for each ) ' “_Illll ‘f 'Lt il oh, this last of course, you say.
And my whole soul revolves, the cup runs o’er, Bt o ' i 5 0 as well as say,—paint these
The world and life’s too big to pass for a drean, B 4 are, careless what comes of 1t?
‘And I do these wild things in sheer despite, & 1t 1l bt}? pla_,lnt any one, and count it crime
And play the fooleries you catch me at, A '"‘""_ 'fl'_‘ 3 ip. Don’t object, “ His works
Tn pure rage! the old mill-horse, out at grass e B e eireiiomiic
After hard years, throws up his stiff heels so, B :'_ iy dreproduc'e her—(which you can’t)
Although the miller does not preach to him l : ¥ 'm'.“ advantage! you must beat her, then.”

The only good of grass is to make chaff. Bis) '.:.I ',I‘ you mark, we're made so that we love

What would men have? Do they like grass or oM | A .I.“1 we gee them painted, things we have passed

May they or mayn’t they? all T want’s the thing |' !’ 3 ;t g red times nor cared to see;

Settled for ever one way: as it is, ] 'In.l 1 ';'ly are better, painted—better to us,

You tell too many lies and hurt yourself. | S !‘etsa.}rln? thing. Art was given for that—

Vou don’t like what you only like too much, i 0, gp each other so, )

You do like what, if given you at your word, B o ”:'” ,m;ln s out. Have you noticed, now,

You find abundantly detestable. A Rt o Sb anging face? A bit of chalk,

For me, I think I speak as I was taught— Y e '\Il:n'(l?h utﬁfou should, though! How much more,
T always see the Garden and God there R e R erkt ings with the same truth!
A-making man’s wife—and, my lesson learnedl, 1 ¢ 4 dta G iche Prior’s pulpit-place,

The value and significance of flesh, ' ""h” i toda 1of you! oh, oh,
I can’t unlearn ten minutes afterward. Ewe |--“:L paaCito i what men ,shall do

You understand me: I'm a beast, T know. o l-l-m‘:: ".ltr graves! This world’s no blot for us,
But see, now—why, I see as certainly it it means intensely, and means good:
As that the morning-star’s about to shine, B | '__’“eaé“njo’ is my meat and drink.
What will hap some day. We've a youngsiss Lis jh.. hf ,'VgouP o t' o instigate to prayer,”
Comes to our convent, studies what I do, . p e ?0?1 when your meaning’s plain
Slouches and stares and lets no atom drop m“'d"; Sa}; 2 OlkequIeiEIHeTRER UL oyl
His name is Guidi—he’ll not mind the motil: : m_w‘l‘:uf ast nexlt PFrlday. Why, for this
They call him Hulking Tom, he lets them tafk R kits of ; t'all; at.la 17 A skull and bones,

He picks my practice up—he’'ll paint apact. 1)) s "3 t}:l ailed cross-wise, or, what’s best,

T hope so-though I never live so long, e éfcleL e hour with, does as well.

I know what's sure to follow. You be judge ! o - lash %urence six months since

You speak no Latin more than I, belike— R l'lt’ ?rsl ed the fresco in fine style.

However, you're my man, you’ve seen the worlid 1 ]:l___‘t‘l . Y E"aﬁltmg; IOW, the scaffold’s down? ”

__The beauty and the wonder and the pow:: (T noltrc; hl}gely, he returns—

The shapes of things, their colours, lights and sl B ik Dne phiz of your three slaves

Changes, surprises,—and God made it all! i Sy cacon off his toasted side,

'y wrntched and prodded to our heart’s content,

__For what? do you feel thankful, ay or 1o,
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%1; pious people have s0 eased their own _ hi you und devised you, after all
en coming to say prayers there in a rage. i none of 1 q
We get on fast to see the bricks beneath. i R e make }1,1(;15; pz(;i(r)llﬁg %ii‘xlllt hI}? R
Expect another job this time next year, i 1o birother Lippo for all gtha,t ;
For pity and religion grow i’ the crowd— il opus 1 So, all smile— i
Your painting serves its purpose!” Hang the fonlsl Ailewiys with n’ly blushing face
__That is—you’ll not mistake an idle word ¢ 1l tover of a hundred wings
Spoke in a huff by a poor monk, God wot, S ke o spread of kirtles when you're gay
Tasting the air this spicy night which turns 0 ol cockles, all the doors being shut
The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine! (v unespected, in there pops 1
Oh, the church knows! don’t misreport me, now ! Wl Lisband! - Thus T scuttle off
Tt’s natural a poor monk out of bounds i Wile bench behind, not letting go
Should have his apt word to excuse himself: i of lier, the little lily thing
‘And hearken how I plot to make amends. thio ""_' ;',({Od word for me in the nick
I have bethought me: I shall paint a piece W s niece . . . Saint Lucy, I e R s
. There’s for you! Give me six months, then | - WIS wived for me, and for the éhurch i
\ picture gained.  Go, six. months hence!

Something in Sant’ Ambrogio’s . . . (bless the nuns

They want a cast of my office) I shall paint il wir, and good-bye: no lights, no lights!

God in the midst, Madonna and her babe, 200 hoshed, and I know my own way back—
Wit el There’s the grey beginning, Zooks!

Ringed by a bowery, flowery angel-brood,
Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet
As puff on puff of grated orris-root

When ladies crowd to church at midsummer. A TOCCATA ,

And then in the front, of course a saint or two 3 OF GALUPPLS,

Saint John, because he saves the Florentines, ' ! I

Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and white 'I HI'Ili". italdassaro, this is very sad to find!

The convent’s friends and gives them a long dity WLy nasconceive you; it would :

And Job, I must have him there past mistake, o i s A
The man of Uz, (and Us without the z, Wil | give you credit, ’tis with such a heavy mind!

Painters who need his patience). Well, all these

Secured at their devotions, up shall come . II.

Out of a corner when you least expect, il fome with your old music, and here’s all the good

As one by a dark stair into a great light, m“'f’-i: . g
I8y lived once thus at Venice, where the merchants

Music and talking, who but Lippo! I!— B8 e 1
Mazed, motionless and moon-struck—I’m the muil 't Rl- MRES,

Back 1 shrink—what is this I see and hear? 1 :f‘:"' 1s, where the Doges used to wed the sea
I, caught up with my monk’s things by misiake, i tings

My old serge gown and rope that goes all Toniil, R, III.

1,’in this presence, this pure company! Lo Lhe sea’s the street there; and ’ti

Where’s a hole, where’s a corner for escaper’ _ ‘yl“ 'I'*f'l {Opdcall g is arched by
Then steps a sweet angelic slip of 2 thing Bilck’s bridge with houses on it, wh

Forward, puts out a soft palm—* Not s0 farsi i firnivall » where they kept
\_Addresses the celestial presence, “ nay- 1 out of England—it’s as if T saw it all!
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IV.
X.
Did young people take their pleasure when the by loft v i K
e 2l | m‘u‘h t you for their pleasure: till in due time, one
Balls and masks begun at midnight, burning ever Lo ik Iy lives that came to nothing, some with deed
! eeds as

When they made up fresh adventures for the Mo L inlone
A :
you say? Juine tucitly and took them where they never see

V. LT

Was a lady such a lady, cheeks so round and lips 40
On her neck the small face buoyant, like a bell-flnwis

bed, '
Bl ©'er a secret wrung from nature’s close reserve
2

O’er the breast’s superb abundance where a mail i il
his head? Wit with your cold music, till T creep thro’ every
W, '

VI. .
XII.

Well (and it was graceful of them) they’d break talli® :
afford i, like a ghostly cricket, creaking where a house
—She, to bite her mask’s black velvet, he to ling B hurned—
sword, Wil nshes, dead and done with, Venice spent what
While you sat and played Toccatas, stately at the ol il corned!
I duubiless, is immortal—where a soul can be dis-
VIL ol
What? Those lesser thirds so plaintive, sixths (I R | e,
sigh on sigh, Wi instance, you know physics, something ol
Told them something? Those suspensions, thost & iy, )
¢ Must we die? ” | .“' | are your pastime; souls shall rise in their
Those commiserating sevenths— Life might Justl ¥ ' L i
Wi iy dread extinction,—you’ll not die, it cannot

but try!”

XI.

I | it dlown to reason,—think to take my stand nor
\r

VIIL.
XIV.
“ Were you happy? "— Yes.’—“ And are yull  Venice and its people, merely born to bloom and

happy? ”-——“. YCS——And yOU? E U]
¢« Then more kisses ’—* Did I stop them, wihiol i puith they bore their fruitage, mirth and folly were
; .

seemed so few? ” o
— i ) istence, till it must i 4 ¥ 2
Hark—the dominant’s persistence, & bl wis left, T wonder, when the kissing had to stop?

tol
XV

IX.
Wl ashies!” So you creak it, and I want the heart

So an octave struck the answer. Oh, they prafahd il
dare say! ! 'I y i i

« Brave Galuppi! that was music! good alike al | ) ." l‘“l"“"‘n: with such hair, too—what’s become of all
gay! o : i

I can always leave off talking, when I hear & i by ' Illluu'lhl R o L e T, ebily and
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A turn, and we stand in the heart of things;
Il woods are round us, heaped and dim;
Fom dlab to slab how it slips and springs
BY THE FIRE-SIDE. Ahe thread of water single and slim, 1
= b e el o' the ravage some torrent brings!
. How we ; : ’
i %thvn the long dark Autumn evenings (i L it feed the little lake below?
And where, my soul, is thy pleasant hue ! Iini speck of white just on its marge
With the music of all thy voices, duiih I ks see, in the evening glow
In life’s November too! I1ow sharp the silver spear-heads charge

d by the fire, suppose When Alp meets Heaven in snow.
e fire
. 1 nglelrl' gegfzg? Wisz book as beseemetl: e {0 our other side is the straight-up rock;
While the shutters flap as the cross-winil I And a path is kept ‘twixt the gorge and it
And T turn the page, and I turn the [ Iy hiulder-stones where lichens mock
Not verse now, only prose! (i marks on a moth, and small ferns fit

\n ks | 1huir iceth to the polished block.

. nger on lijy,

. Till %ﬁez’g}ﬁ%go::sitw dfg;)eliﬁ Glgeek_ 1 Ul the sense of the yellow mountain flowers,
ol

: And the thorny balls, each three in one
out we sli " y 4 - 2
NOTW o 1r:1 ‘z;,s;i ?ﬁznl’lazuels by tkﬁa crech e chestnuts throw on our path in showers,
i o cu o ir i Ior the drop of the woodland fruit’s begun
mainmas Ahese early November hours—

1v. I shall be at it indeed, my friends! 1hil crimson the creeper’s leaf across
b ] s S it ori per’s leaf across
Gﬁeelépurfsha_gz?i}}gé}f lzge;.o;lgemh-mlg _ ."'L"" a splash of blood, Intense, abrupt,
Such a branch-wor o Ve & shield, else gold from rim to boss,
To a vista openﬁng 3:6 i : A lay it for show on the fairy-cupped
And I pass out where 1 . Pl icedled mat of moss,
v. The outside-frame like your hazel-tt_‘u_"v - I Ily the rose-flesh mushrooms, undivulged
But the inSIde-arChWEY tnagl‘g’s Fast, ‘ Last evening—nay, in to-day’s first dew
And a rarer sort succeeds to s \nn‘ls-'.udden coral nipple bulged
And we slope to Italy at last Wiicre a freaked, fawn-coloured, flaky crew
And youth, by green degrees. - Ul taad-stools peep indulged.

v1. T follow wherever I am led, _ And vonder, at foot of the fronting ridge
Knowing so well the leader’s hasii I'Tiat takes the turn to a range beyond, )
Oh, woman-country, wooed, not we, 14 the chapel reached by the one-arched bridge
Loved all the more by earth’s mudi Ly Where the water is stopped in a stagnant pond
Laid 10 their hearts instead! Dinced over by the midge.

~ Ihe chapel and bridge are of stone alike,
Hlackish grey and mostly wet;

LUt hemp-stalks steep in the narrow dyke.
Hee here again, how the lichens fret

Aud the roots of the ivy strike!

vir. Look at the ruined chapel again
Half way up in the Alpine gorge.
Is that a tower, I point you plain,
Or is it a mill or an iron forge
Breaks solitude in vain?



Men and Women By the Fire-Side 275

. Poor little place, where its one priest comui
On a festa-day, if he comes at all,

To the dozen folk from their scattered homes,
Gathered within that precinct small

By the dozen ways one roams

When, if T think but deep enough,

Vi are wont to answer, prompt as rhyme;
Al voua, too, find without a rebuff

| e response your soul seeks many a time
oy its fine flesh-stuff—

. To drop from the charcoal-burners’ huts, M
Or climb from the hemp-dressers’ low shul,
Leave the grange where the woodman storos Wil

Or the wattled cote where the fowlers sproid
Their gear on the rock’s bare juts.

v owit, confirm me! If I tread
14 path back, is it not in pride
I think how little T dreamed it led
1 an age so blest that by its side
Vouih seems the waste instead!
. It has some pretension too, this front, '
With its bit of fresco half-moon-wise
Set over the porch, art’s early wont—
"Tis John in the Desert, I surmise,
But has borne the weather’s brunt—

. Not from the fault of the builder, though,
For a pent-house properly projects
Where three carved beams make a certa: (hiss
Dating—good thought of our architects
"Five, six, nine, he lets you know.

My i, see where the years conduct!
A first, 'twas something our two souls
“leuld mix as mists do: each is sucked
liio each now; on, the new stream rolls,
Whitever rocks obstruct.

Iink, when our one soul understands
I'te great Word which makes all things new—
Wiien earth breaks up and Heaven expands—
How will the change strike me and you
I the House not made with hands?

. And all day long a bird sings there, BT st fecl your brain prompt mine,

Y ut heart anticipate my heart,
Yo must be just before, in fine,

St und make me see, for your part,
Now depths of the Divine!

it who could have expected this,
When we two drew together first
Jusi for the obvious human bliss,
I'» satisfy life’s daily thirst
e i : . With o thing men seldom miss?
. For it leads to a crag’s sheer edge with Tl Lume back with me to th
Youth, flowery all the way, there st I.et us lean and love 'ict (:)fer:g.g?fxiar;l—l’—
Not they; age threatens and they conitnin, 101 us now forget and then recall
Till they reach the gulf wherein youth iy liveak the rosary in a pearl =it
One inch from our life’s safe hem! BBE wither what we let ?all' oy
. With me, youth led—I will speak now,
No longer watch you as you sit
Reading by fire-light, that great brow
And the spirit-small hand propping il
Mutely—my heart knows how—

And a stray sheep drinks at the ponsd 4t Hi
The place is silent and aware;

It has had its scenes, its joys and criines,
But that is its own affair.

. My perfect wife, my Leonor,
Oh, heart my own, oh, eyes, mine too,
Whom else could I dare look backwari lor,
With whom beside should I dare puisin
The path grey heads abhor?

Wini did T say ?—that a small bird sings

All day long, save when a brown pair

Ol bawks from the wood float with wide wings
Sirained to a bell: ’gainst the noon-day glare
Vou count the streaks and rings.
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xxx11. But at afternoon or almost eve
*Tis better; then the silence grows
To that degree, you half believe
It must get rid of what it knows,
Its bosom does so heave.

xxxmi. Hither we walked, then, side by side,
Arm in arm and cheek to cheek,
And still T questioned or replied,
While my heart, convulsed to really sy
Lay choking in its pride.

Silent the crumbling bridge we cross,
And pity and praise the chapel sweet,
And care about the fresco’s loss,
And wish for our souls a like retreat,
And wonder at the moss.

Stoop and kneel on the settle under-

Look through the window’s grated squiis
Nothing to see! for fear of plunder,

The cross is down and the altar bare,
As if thieves don’t fear thunder.

., We stoop and look in through the grale,
See the little porch and rustic door,
Read duly the dead builder’s date,
Then cross the bridge we crossed beluie,
Take the path again—but wait!

xxxvi. Oh moment, one and infinite!
The water slips o’er stock and stone;
The west is tender, hardly bright.
How grey at once is the evening prawi
One star, the chrysolite!

xxxvii. We two stood there with never a thiid,
But each by each, as each knew well.
The sights we saw and the sounds we heanl
The lights and the shades made ufz 4 |.|a4-l'
Till the trouble grew and stirred.

. Oh, the little more, and how much it i1
And the little less, and what worlds nwii
How a sound shall quicken content Lo 1l
Or a breath suspend the blood’s hest pli
And life be a proof of this!
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81 1l she willed it, still had stood the screen
ho slight, so sure, ’twixt my love and her.

| tould fix her face with a guard between,
‘nd find her soul as when friends confer

I'viends—lovers that might have been. i

01 I'ei ny heart had a touch of the woodland time
iVanting to sleep now over its best. ’
Hliike the whole tree in the summer-prime
Bat bring to the last leaf no such test. i
"' Hold the last fast!” says the rhyme.

I & chance to make your little much,

I'n gain a lover and lose a friend,
Vientuare the tree and a myriad such,

\When nothing you mar but the year can mend!
Iirt a last leaf—fear to touch.

v vi should it unfasten itself and fall
lddying down till it find your face
At some slight wind—(best chance of all!)
Bt your heart henceforth its dwelling-place
Vi:u trembled to forestal!

Worth how well, those dark grey eyes,
~That hair so dark and dear, how worth
Ihit a man should strive and agonise,
And taste a very hell on earth
I'er the hope of such a prize!

U, you might have turned and tried a man,
vt him a space to weary and wear, ,
Atisl prove which suited more your plan
His best of hope or his worst despair i
Vi end as he began. )

It you spared me this, like the heart you are
And filled my empty heart at a word. ,
11 vou join two lives, there is oft a scar,
I'hey are one and one, with a shadowy third;
(e niear one is too far. '

i A moment after, and hands unseen

Were hanging the night around us fast.
i we knew that a bar was broken between
L.ife and life; we were mixed at last
In spite of the mortal screen.
URL
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xrviin The forests had done it; there they stoorl Wl | have but to be by thee, and thy hand
We caught for a second the powers al pleyl Would never let mine go, thy heart withstand
They had mingled us so, for once and for |.'m|(|f T'he beating of my heart to reach its place.
Their work was done—we might go of Sty Wien should I look for thee and feel thee gone?
They relapsed to their ancient mood. Wiien cry for the old comfort and find none?

How the world is made for each of us! Never, I know! Thy soul is in thy face.

How all we perceive and know in it

U, 1 should fade—'tis willed so! might I save
Tends to some moment’s product thus, S g ;

: : {ilielly T would, whatever beauty gave
i o declg.res'lt?ielf——'to i Joy to thy Sénse, for that was precious too.
Byl houinRLCacs Il 15 not to be granted. But the soul
t fruit or Love that fruit Wiicnce the love comes, all ravage leaves that whole;
g BeIF gﬁ‘iv:l:’a(‘ls :ﬁle General Deed of M’an, Viunly the flesh fades—soul makes all things new.
And each of the Many helps to recruit
The life of the race by a general plan,
Each living his own, to boot.

. Anid "twould not be because my eye grew dim
Thou could’st not find the love there, thanks to Him
Who never is dishonoured in the spark
T am named and known by that hour’s [Eat) Ie pave us from his fire of fires, and bade
There took my station and degree. lemember whence it sprang nor be afraid
So grew my own small life complete While that burns on, though all the rest grow dark.

tained her best of me— .
OnAesbr(l)a;;ng i)(;bVe you, sweet! S0, how thou would’st be perfect, white and clean
Z 3 !

) Outside as inside, soul and soul’s demesne
. And to watch you sink by the fire-sidi: nOW Alike, this body given to show it by!
Back again, as you mutely sit Ul), three-parts through the worst of life’s abyss,
Musing by fire-light, that great brow Wit plaudits from the next world after this,
And the spirit-small harll1d proppln;-t i ("ould’st thou repeat a stroke and gain the sky!
' rt knows how!
b g Ans 15 it not the bitterer to think

So the earth has gained by one man matd, - That, disengage our hands and thou wilt sink
And the gain of earth must be Heaven i il Although thy love was love in very deed?

And the whole is well worth thinking 0’64 | kinow that nature! Pass a festive day
When the autumn comes: which 1 mean 8 Iheu dost not throw its relic-flower away

One day, as I said before, Nor bid its music’s loitering echo speed.

3 i Thco let’st the stranger’s glove lie where it fell
ANY WIFE TO ANY HUSBAN1), 11 ¢zl things remain old things all is well,

Ior thou art grateful as becomes man best:
1. Mv love, this is the bitterest, tha{t th()l.u.. o At hadst thou only heard me play one tune,
Who art all truth and who dost love me U viewed me from a window, not so soon

As thine eyes say, as thy voice breaks 10 Sl
Should’st love so truly and could’st love i S
A whole long life through, had but love (14 WIlli- i | neem to see! we meet and part: ’tis brief:

Would death that leads me from thee lirouk I'lhe book T opened keeps a folded leaf,

With thee would such things fade as with the rest.
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IX.

X.

1. Is it so helpful to thee? canst thou take

X1
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The very chair I sat on breaks the rank; Is
That is a portrait of me on the wall— ’ 0 ,_I nggz;cstgfts};eui’iiytthefts from me—
Three lines, my face comes at s0 slight a call; I'liv purity of heart I at made me proud,
And for all this, one little hour’s to thank. [y ma}rlf s trsih I vlvgzeg ?(iogldl’;)'d .
' old to bid God see!

o luie so, then, if th i i
y ou wilt! Give all thou
A way .t(_) the new faces—disentranced— i
(nay it and think it) obdurate no more,

But now, because the hour through years was (Ixi
Because our inmost beings met and mixed,

Because thou once hast loved me—wilt thow (i A2
Say to thy soul and Who may list beside, 1|l i 1ssue looks and words from the old mint—
« Therefore she is immortally my bride, i them afresh, no matter whose the print

! Iinage and superscription once they bore!

Chance cannot change that love, nor time T
1 e voin thyself and give it them to spend,—

« §o, what if in the dusk of life that’s left, I all ¢ )
1, a tired traveller, of my sun bereft, &t “:: ﬁ?;::;gf jfa?: Sl’llr?g at the end,
Look from my path when, mimicking the s Fwithful or faithless, seali e art, and mine shalt be,
The fire-fly glimpses past me, come and gone: U Lwish of my treasure n‘éﬁ P thieTsum
— Where was it till the sunset? where anon Izack to the heart’s Pla,tce ﬁgrlemilslz COH}e h
eep for thee!

It will be at the sunrise! what’s to blamer () '
Y1) “-]ril-.l . why shc,)ulq it be with stain at all?
1y must I{ twixt the leaves of coronal
The mimic up, nor, for the true thing’s sake, \ i e 0 S o |
o mimic e s Vliv need the other women know so n;uch
Al talk together, ¢ Such the look and such

1s the remainder of the way so long W t
Thou need’st the little solace, thou the strow - I smile he used to love with, then as now!”

Watch out thy watch, let weak ones doze sl I S0 Mighi I die last and shew thee! Should I fi
. i hardship i ! Should I find

. “_Ah, but the fresher faces! Isit true,” I} free tj) tlgkl;‘ ;:g {:ev;/l ty ears left behind,

Thow’lt ask, * some eyes are beautiful and new s Lo thiv tomb. and sh gt thmy lamp, and go

Some hair—how can one choose but g floeing thy P tho;le fouerds(i)ccl)r anfd.SIt
wealth? i'he hett es of 1t
And if a man would press his lips to lips B er that they are so blank, I know!
. :y, time was what I wanted, to turn o’er

Fresh as the wilding hedge-rose-cup there =l

The dew-drop out of, must it be by stealth ! Within my mind each look, get more and more

Ity heart each word, to
v he , too much to lea
Ana join thee all the fitter for the pausi:n i

<1 “ It cannot change the love kept still for 1, Neil
Niiih the low door-way’s lintel. That were cause

XIv.

Much more than, such a picture to prefer For 12 ¢
Passing a day with, to a room’s bare sirl or lingering, though thou calledst, if T durst!

The painted form takes nothing she possciieil * A vet thou art th
'y .o,. H e
Vet while the Titian’s Venus lies at rest Whit dare I dream Ofnzgfgfhf u cans
‘A man looks. Once more, what is there Lo oliing (nistripping my ten small St?;;)gan‘st‘iln()t g
e ; S with o 1
: 1l sy then, here’s a trial and a task— gl
1 o bear P—if easy, I'll not ask—
I'hough love fail, I can trust on in thy pride

So must I see, from where 1 sit and watclh,
My own self sell myself, my hand attach
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xx1. Pride?—when those eyes forestal the life behindd Lust ol my blood inflamed his yellow balls:
The death I have to go through !-—when I find, ! (e und threw my staff and he was gone.
Now that T want thy help most, all of thee ! 10 e have the robbers stripped and beaten me,
What did I fear? Thy love shall hold me [t Al once a town declared me for a SpY,
Until the little minute’s sleep is past Uit it the end, I reach Jerusalem,
And I wake saved.—And yet, it will not L ! “lie this poor covert where I pass the night,
1k lethany, lies scarce the distance thence
A (e with plague-sores at the third degree
1100 4l he drops down dead* Thou laughest here!
AN EPISTLE il it elates me, thus reposed and safe,
S v the stuffing of my travel-scrip
. STRAN;EA;T;: Iggtsféiimr " Al share with the%a whatever Jewry yields.
KARSEISE o ) A Vi choler is observable
I tertians, T was nearly bold to say,

¢ I“."" [iling-sickness hath a happier cure
(This man’s-flesh He hath admirably made, i our school wots of: there’s a spider here

Blown like a bubble, kneaded like a paste, Wiies no web, watches on the ledge of tombs,

To coop up and keep down on earth a space “priikied with mottles on an ash-grey back; “ur
That puff of vapour from his mouth, man’s soul) I|*"||”. v and drop them . . . but who knows his mind,
——To Abib, all-sagacious in our art, P Syrian run-a-gate I trust this to?

Breeder in me of what poor skill I boast, Wis wervice payeth me a sublimate

Like me inquisitive how pricks and cracks A aip his nose to help the ailing eye.

Befall the flesh through too much stress and Straii Wl wint: Lreach Jerusalem at morn,

Whereby the wily vapour fain would slip Alere sot in order my experiences.,

Back and rejoin 1ts source before the term, Hilher what most deserves and give thee all—

And aptest in contrivance, under God, i 1 might add, Judea’s gum-tragacanth )

To baffle it by deftly stopping such:— SWiles off in purer flakes, shines clearer-grained,

The vagrant Scholar to his Sage at home 1'1 ok ‘twixt the pestle and the porphyry,

Sends greeting (health and knowledge, fame with 3 Il fie exceeds our produce. Scalp-disease

Three samples of true snake-stone—rarer still, L uloninds me, crossing so with leprosy—

One of the other sort, the melon-shaped, _ Vo hadst admired one sort I gained at Zoar—

(But fitter, pounded fine, for charms than diuyi Wil ven) outruns discretion. Here I end.

And writeth now the twenty-second time.

KARSHISH, the picker-up of learning’s crumbs,
The not-incurious in God’s handiwork

- Vet stay: my Syrian blinketh gratefully,

My journeyings were brought to Jericho, Piitesicih his devotion is my price—

Thus I resume. Who studious in our art Suppose 1 write what harms not, though he steal?
Shall count a little labour unrepaid? Ll resolve to tell thee, yet I blush,

I have shed sweat enough, left flesh and bone it set me off a-writing first of all,
On many a flinty furlong of this land. I 1ich 1 had, a sting to write, a tang!
Also the country-side is all on fire W1, he it this town’s barrenness—or else

With rumours of a marching hitherward- -
Some say Vespasian cometh, some, his son.
A black lynx snarled and pricked a tufted ear;

1o Main had something in the look of him—
118 Cuse has struck me far more than ’tis worth.
s purslon if—(lest presently I lose
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In the great press of novelty at hand S0l Lt e the wearied soul and worried flesh
3

The care and pains this somehow stole from 1) W bring it clear and fai |
I bid thee take the thing while fresh in mind, ! ';u-u- . has the m:n(}c}fill?a]]a;z ?ﬁ;iebd?‘y}f sleep!
Almost in sight—for, wilt thou bave the truth/ I iowin man eyes the world now lilig tenlf. all?
The very man is gone from me but now, B Kilciirs of his tribe, 1 should pre e a child.
Whose ailment is the subject of discourse. i their friend, obelient as a Sheg;lse;

2

Thus then, and let thy better wit help all, s iy inquisition.  While they spoke
0 i ply, now with sorrow,—told the cz’xse,——

"Tis but a case of mania—subinduced W o ot except I spoke to him,

By epilepsy, at the turning-point B (oo Lis two
Of trance prolonged unduly some three days, A the flies t}ﬁiﬁdguizsdl?ta?gm ia‘lk’
When by the exhibition of some drug Wl 11 = a sample how his ye:ars myet no fool.
Or spell, exorcisation, stroke of art B, i fixed middle-Tife ust go.
Unknown to me and which twere well to Kuuw, Sl Il a treasure, can he use th,e
The evil thing out-breaking all at once W it ightened haba e tastsan}ce
Left the man whole and sound of body indeni, 10! Lulie at once to his impoverished gs 2 arved small,
But, flinging, so to speak, life’s gates too wide, . lden element that changes thin ain
Making a clear house of it too suddenly, Bt the undreamed-of %a — gs€ bis b
The first conceit that entered pleased to wril Wl it the cheap old joy in thz scsried 115 :‘?d,
I 1ot wuch an one as moves to mirth— s

Whatever it was minded on the wall

So plainly at that vantage, as it were, Jly rsimonious, when’s no need,

(First come, first served) that nothing subwci i R e drunkenness atunduertimes
Attaineth to erase the fancy-scrawls L dent counsel as to what befits 54
stablished “oul " juliden waean, is lost on such an one.

Which the returned and new-e

Hath gotten now so thoroughly by heart i s fantastic will is the man’s law

That henceforth she will read or these oOr il Sl we'll call the tr
And first—the man’s own firm conviction rils e beyond the ﬂe:}?}iuf;i‘]jﬁg’viledge} -
Wi opened to a soul while yet on earth,

That he was dead (in fact they buried hit)
That he was dead and then restored to lils

By a Nazarene physician of his tribe:
—Sayeth, the same bade «Rise,” and he il 18 1 ko in proportion of all things
)

« guch cases are diurnal,” thou wilt cry. I liether it be little or be much

Not so this figment—not, that such a fume, Wi to him of prodigious iy

Instead of giving way to time and health, mbledl to besiege his city now Ipents

Should eat itself into the life of life, W0l e passing of a e e

'As saffron tingeth flesh, blood, bones and atl Bie! Then take it on the o thegx?lsli des—_
2

For see, how he takes up the after-life. Wik ol sorne trifling fact—he will gaze rapt
Il Wlupor at its very littleness— :

Wi lorced on a soul’s use while seeing Heaven.
0 b o witless of the size, the sum
2

The man—it is one Lazarus a Jew,

Sanguine, proportioned, fifty years of agt, 40 1 tee) as if in that indeed

The body’s habit whelly laudable, I il prodigious import, whole results;

As much, indeed, beyond the common il o wsll turn to us the by)stander S

As he were made and put aside to show. Wir L same stupor (note this posint)
Ll W Loo see not with his opened eyes!

Think, could we penetrate by any drug
[



286 Men and Women An Epistle 287

Uiliisedly the faultier that he knows

Wonder and doubt come wrongly into play,
L)' '.|'4-|-et, while he holds the thread of life.

Preposterously, at Cross purposes.

Should his child sicken unto death,—why, leok Wiloed the : .
For scarce abatement of his cheerfulness, 18 prone ,~;ul§rsr?i§§3llrfclg‘ I:cllcllél%of the man
Or pretermission of his daily craft— , S it whot it is, and wh eavenly will—
While a word, gesture, glance, from that same i BRSoth. Tie will wait patie tytlt 1s.

At play or in the school or laid asleep, B ikt same death \E)Vhicl?wii)l the last
Will start him to an agony of fear, 14 vuilibrium, body loosenin, res‘iore his being
Exasperation, just as like! demand B Orec cven now i rernatg So‘fl :

The reason why— " ’tis but a word,” object 1 will tive, nay, it plegseth hl'lre ‘111_ growth:

« A gesture »__he regards thee as our lord B lony 6: God piease ond u inill to live

Who lived there in the pyr:amid alone, B ivon seeketh not o e ;Ses o ?:IW God please.
Looked at us, dost thou mind, when being young \\\ lich meaneth Otherv}r)ise) th 0d more

We both would unadvisedly recite bnce 1 uerceive, fotshaatest an as God please.
Some charm’s beginning, from that book of Ly, IR =1 inc of his sect wh‘:ff 2 to preach

Able to bid the sun throb wide and burst B posclytes as madmen :h(ierrs}cttge;
el Hw can he give his neighbour the reang.ground

t4

All into stars, as suns grown old
Thou and the child have each a veil alike Bl 0wn conviction ? ardent as he is

Thrown o’er your heads from under which ye hotl Pl his great truth a i ;
Stretch your blind hands and trifle with a mall © et as God I;)lleasi }}er,e‘;,vs}glrs ttlg fll'le e
Over a mine of Greek fire, did ye know! Bitolicd the sore as thy disci leeh ll(rin

He holds on firmly to some thread of life C o, beast,?said 1, ¢ this }:t ls' do‘u )

(It is the life to lead perforcedly) ot h ee,, when Rome is 0:’1 Le;irlglrecs;ness

Which runs across some vast distracting oil) B atan i i
. . : niap out like a1
Of glory on either side that meagre thread, Ay Liibe, thy crazy :Ctatll: :I}:grﬁlzg};sown, R}
_ : once
i eiely looked with his large eyes on me

Which, conscious of, he must not enter yel

The spiritual life around the earthly life!
The law of that is known to him as this- Liiitsiriwise he loves both old and you
ng,

His heart and brain move there, his feet sty T BB ool weak  affects the Y
So is the man perplext with impulses B bircis—how say 12 ﬂowVeryf rutes
Sudden to start off crosswise, not straighi on, B s < Orkmon recooni ers o 1the field—
Proclaiming what is Right and Wrong acriis 1 i tiister’s worksho o . tO%S
And not along—this black thread through thvo Il BB s the man as haIPI,nlevmg waat they make.
« Tt should be » palked by “here it cannol i " Dl “:"'['?L‘.i(‘,nt let him dosi_asbd lamb:
And oft the man’s soul springs into his i BB St 1o ond Carelessne LS Zst,.
Ac if he saw again and heard again Bl dignation which is rofﬁ a.ri sin—
His sage that bade him ¢« Rise ” and be dio 14 A0 when i certain iravell)s I 1Pt Y R
Something—a word, a tick of the blood witlin B s ionoramus in our ;ava feigned
‘Admonishes—then back he sinks at once Biborcting: to some precone tgized o
To ashes, that was very fire before, A hiviped to hear the land’s esign,
In sedulous recurrence to his trade Wi peih i conceit sublimed b practitioners
Whereby he earneth him the daily breac! Ih... tle fantastically on dise Yy ignorance,
And studiously the humbler for that pride, B Pnbss and cure-—and 1 11?321’; e NI
E eace!

, i 4
LI i is apathetic, you deduce?
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Thou wilt object—why have I not ere this ?
Sought out the sage himself, the Nazarene
Who wrought this cure, enquiring at the soui,
Conferring with the frankness that befits?
Alas! it grieveth me, the learned leech
Perished in a tumult many years ago,
Accused,—our learning’s fate,—of wizardry.
Rebellion, to the setting up rule

o L mvaelf discern in what is writ
Sl dise for the peculiar interest
wil wwe indeed this man has touched me with
Ui the journey’s end, the weariness .
i wi Iil!}{h!: upon me first. I met him thus—
il o ridge of short sharp broken hills

A an old lion’s cheek-teeth.  Qut there came

I‘FMHHI dwelt on, prolixly set forth.
}

And creed prodigious as described to me. Wi made lik i :

His death which happened when the earthouuls B8 Miliilormn, manifglg f:ﬁg VIVIi’;}rll;quta}n RPats

(Prefiguring, as soon appeared, the loss S i wind rose behind me Sl(?g.

To occult learning in our lord the sage 1 i ol sleepy town at uriawar(:ve i

That lived there in the pyramid alone) BT e0d T T send thee what is wri

Was wrought by the mad people—that’s their Wi il it as a chance, a matter risklzdwnt.
s ambiguous Syrian—he may lose,

On vain recourse, as I conjecture it,

To his tried virtue, for miraculous help—
How could he stop the earthquake? That's the
The other imputations must be lies:

But take one—though I loathe to give it theo
In mere respect to any good man’s fame!

(And after all our patient Lazarus

Is stark mad-—should we count on what he Gy

i el or give it thee with equal good
Snilem’s repose shall make amends '
0 L this letter wastes, thy time and mine
Il whiess, once more thy pardon and farewell 1

e veTy God! think, Abib; dost thou think?
i I \ the All-Great, were the All-Loving too— .
* ltoseh the thunder comes a human voice

Perhaps not—though in writing to a leech : Y

"Tis well to keep back nothing of a case.) e O heart I made, a heart beats here!

This man so cured regards the curer then. r' . I“-I Y hands fashioned, see it in myself.

As— God forgive me—who but God himsell, | l"l": RO POYET ngp, may’st conceive of mine

Creater and Sustainer of the world, Wl luve | gave thee, with Myself to love &
Sl Lhen must love me who have died fo,r thee! >

That came and dwelt in flesh on it awhile!
—Sayeth that such an One was born and Tl
Taught, healed the sick, broke bread at bt owi
Then died, with Lazarus by, for ought 1 Lisiiw,
And yet was . . . what T said nor choose Al MESMERISM
And must have so avouched himself, in fu i _ i
In hearing of this very Lazarus I AL I believed is true!
Who saith—but why all this of what he suth? I am able yet

All T want to get

0 mdiman saith He said so: it is strange

Why write of trivial matters, things of pime
Calling at every moment for remark?

I noticed on the margin of a pool
Blue-flowering borage, the Aleppo sort,

‘Aboundeth, very nitrous. It is strange:!

Thy pardon for this long and tedious +05¢,

woem

Which, now that I review it, needs muist

I*y a method as strange as new:
Inwre T trust the same to you?

Ii nt night, when the doors are shut
And the wood-worm picks, ’
And the death-watch ticks

And the bar has a flag of smut,

And a cat’s in the water-butt—
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. And the socket floats and flares,
And the house-beams groan,
And a foot unknown

Is surmised on the garret-stairs,

And the locks slip unawares—

. And the spider, to serve his ends,
By a sudden thread,
Arms and legs outspread,
On the table’s midst descends,
Comes to find, God knows what friendil

. If since eve drew in, I say,
I have sate and brought
(So to speak) my thought
To bear on the woman away,
Till I felt my hair turn grey—

. Till I seemed to have and hold

In the vacancy

*Twixt the wall and me,
From the hair-plait’s chestnut gold
To the foot in its muslin fold—

711, Have and hold, then and there,

Her, from head to foot,
Breathing and mute,

Passive and yet aware,

In the grasp of my steady stare--

. Hold and have, there and then,
All her body and soul
That completes my Whole,
All that women add to men,
In the clutch of my steady ken—

. Having and holding, till

I imprint her fast

On the void at last
As the sun does whom he will
By the calotypist’s skill—

. Then,—if my heart’s strength serve,
And through all and each
Of the veils I reach
To her soul and never swerve,
Knitting an iron nerve—

X1.

Xi11.

XIIL.

XIV.

XVI.

XVIIL.

XV,
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Commanding that to advance
And inform the shape
Which has made escape

And before my countenance

Answers me glance for glance—

I, still with a gesture fit

Of my hands that best

Do my soul’s behest,
Pointing the power from it,
While myself do steadfast sit—

Steadfast and still the same
On my object bent
While the hands give vent
To my ardour and my aim
And break into very flame—

Then, I reach, I must believe,
Not her soul in vain,
For to me again

It reaches, and past retrieve

Is wound in the toils I weave—

/. And must follow as I require

As befits a thrall,

Bringing flesh and all,
Essence and earth-attire,
To the source of the tractile fire—

Till the house called hers, not mine,
With a growing weight
Seems to suffocate

If she break not its leaden line

And escape from its close confine—

Out of doors into the night!
On to the maze
Of the wild wood-ways,
Not turning to left or right
From the pathway, blind with sight—

Making thro’ rain and wind
Q’er the broken shrubs,
*Twixt the stems and stubs,
With a still composed strong mind,
Not a care for the world behind—
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X1x. Swifter and still more swift,
As the crowding peace
Doth to joy increase
In the wide blind eyes uplift,
Thro’ the darkness and the drift!

xx. While I—to the shape, I too
Teel my soul dilate
Nor a whit abate
And relax not a gesture due
As I see my belief come true—

xx1. For there! have I drawn or no
Life to that lip?
Do my fingers dip
In a flame which again they throw
On the cheek that breaks a-glow?

xxi1, Ha! was the hair so first?
What, unfilleted,
Made alive and spread
Through the void with a rich outburst,

Chestnut gold-interspersed !

xxr11. Like the doors of & gasket-shrine,
See, on either side,
Her two arms divide ‘
Till the heart betwixt makes sign,
Take me, for [ am thine!

xx1v. Now—now—the door is heard
Hark! the stairs and near—
Nearer—and here——'
Now! and at call the third
She enters without a word.

xxv. On doth she march and on
To the fancied shape—
Tt is past escape .
Herself, now—the dream is done
And the shadow and she are one.

xxv1. First I will pray. Do Thou
That ownest the soul,
Vet wilt grant controul
To another nor disallow
For a time, restrain me now!

A Serenade at the Villa 293

xxvii. I admonish me while I may,

II.

1.

1v,

VI.

Not to squander guilt,
Since require Thou wilt
At my hand its price one day!
What'the price is, who can say?

A SERENADE AT THE VILLA.

. Tuat was I, you heard last night

When there rose no moon at all,
Nor, to pierce the strained and tight
Tent of heaven, a planet small:

Life was dead, and so was light.

Not a twinkle from the fly,
Not a glimmer from the worm.
When the crickets stopped their cry,
When the owls forbore a term,
You heard music; that was I.

Earth turned in her sleep with pain,
Sultrily suspired for proof:

In at heaven, and out again,
Lightning !—where it broke the roof,

Bloodlike, some few drops of rain.

What they could my words expressed,
O my love, my all, my one!
Singing helped the verses best,
And when singing’s best was done,
To my lute I left the rest.

. So wore night; the east was grey,

White the broad-faced hemlock flowers;
Soon would come another day;

Ere its first of heavy hours
Found me, I had past away.

What became of all the hopes,
Words and song and lute as well?
Say, this struck you—* When life gropes
Feebly for the path where fell
Light last on the evening slopes,
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vir. “ One friend in that path shall be
To secure my steps from wrong;
One to count night day for me,
Patient through the watches long,
Serving most with none to see.”

Never say—as something bodes—
“ o the worst has yet a worse!
When life halts ‘neath double loads,
Better the task-master’s curse
Than such music on the roads!
. ¢ When no moon succeeds the sun,
Nor can pierce the midnight’s tent
Any star, the smallest one,

While some drops, where lightning went,

Show the final storm begun—

. “ When the fire-fly hides its spot,
When the garden-voices fail
In the darkness thick and hot,—
Shall another voice avail,
That shape be where those are not?
1. “ Has some plague a longer lease
Proffering its help uncouth?
Can’t one even die in peace?
As one shuts one’s eyes on youth,
Is that face the last one sees? ”

. Oh, how dark your villa was,

Windows fast and obdurate!
How the garden grudged me grass
Where I stood—the iron gate

Ground its teeth to let me pass!

MY STAR.

Arr that I know
Of a certain star,
Is, it can throw
(Like the angled spar)
Now a dart of red,
Now a dart of blue,
Till my friends have said
They would fain see, too,

Instans Tyrannus 295

My Aliur that dartles the red and the blue!
101l siaps like a bird,—like a flower, hangs furled;

Iw‘l Ly must solace themselves with the Saturn above it.
WL aiter to me if their star is a world ?
Ml biss opened its soul to me; therefore I love it.

INSTANS TYRANNUS.

I Oy the million or two, more or less
I rule and possess, A
{Ine man, for some cause undefined
Was least to my mind. i

I struck him, he grovelled of course—

I'or, what was his force?

| pinned him to earth with my weight

A\ persistence of hate—

\1id he lay, would not moan, would not curse
\+ 1f lots might be worse. ’

' Were the object less mean, would he stand
\i the swing of my hand!

I'or abscurity helps him and blots

| ii hole where he squats.”

6 | set my five wits on the stretch

I+ inveigle the wretch.

Al in vain! gold and jewels I threw,

54l he couched there perdue. ?

I tempted his blood and his flesh

I11d in roses my mesh, L

{ hoicest cates and the flagon’ ilth—

S0 he kept to his filth! S

I1ad he kith now or kin, were access
I'G s heart, if I press—

|15l a son or a mother to seize—
N such booty as these!

Wn;re it simply a friend to pursue
Mid my million or two,

Who could pay me in person or pelf
Wit he owes me himself.

No! I could not but smile th
I'ur the fellow lay safe e
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As his mates do, the midge and the nit,
—Through minuteness, to wit.

Then a humour more great took its place
At the thought of his face,

The droop, the low cares of the mouth,
The trouble uncouth

. *Twixt the brows, all that air one is fain
To put out of its pain—

And, no, I admonished myself,

“ Ts one mocked by an elf,

Is one baffled by toad or by rat?

The gravamen’s in that!

How the lion, who crouches to suit

His back to my foot,

Would admire that I stand in debate!
But the Small is the Great

If it vexes you,—that is the thing!
Toad or rat vex the King?

Though I waste half my realm to uneartl
Toad or rat, ’tis well worth!”

. So I soberly laid my last plan

To extinguish the man.

Round his creep-hole,—with never a breai
Ran my fires for his sake;

Over-head, did my thunders combine
With my under-ground mine:

Till I looked from my labour content

To enjoy the event.

. When sudden . . . how think ye, the e’
Did I say “ without friend?

Say rather, from marge to blue marge

The whole sky grew his targe

With the sun’s self for visible boss,

While an Arm ran across

Which the earth heaved beneath like a breu
Where the wretch was safe prest!

Do you see? just my vengeance completc,
The man sprang to his feet,

Stood erect, caught at God’s skirts and proyed!
—So, I was afraid!

A Pretty Woman

A PRETTY WOMAN,

FnaT fawn-skin-dappled hair of hers,
And the blue eye
Dear and dewy,

And that infantine fresh air of hers!

. 1o think men cannot take you, Sweet,

And enfold you,
Ay, and hold you,
And so keep you what they make you, Sweet!

Y ou like us for a glance, you know—
For a word’s sake,
Or a sword’s sake,
All’s the same, whate’er the chance, you know.

And in turn we make you ours, we say—
You and youth too,
Eyes and mouth too,

All the face composed of flowers, we say.

All’s our own, to make the most of, Sweet—
Sing and say for,

~ Watch and pray for,

Ieep a secret or go boast of, Sweet.

. Hut for loving, why, you would not, Sweet,

Though we prayed you,
Paid you, brayed you
I & mortar—for you could not, Sweet.

i, we leave the sweet face fondly there—
Be its beauty
Tts sole duty!

It all hope of grace beyond, lie there!

Ainl while the face lies quiet there,
Who shall wonder
‘That I ponder

A vonclusion? I will try it there,




XI.

XII.

XII1.

X1V,

XV.

XVI.

XVII.
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. As,—why must one, for the love forgone,

Scout mere liking ?
Thunder-striking

Earth,—the heaven, we looked above for, gl

. Why with beauty, needs there money b

Love with liking?
Crush the fly-king
In his gauze, because no honey bee?

May not liking be so simple-sweet,
If love grew there
*Twould undo there
All that breaks the cheek to dimples sweel |

Is the creature too imperfect, say?
Would you mend it
And so end it?

Since not all addition perfects aye!

Or is it of its kind, perhaps,
Just perfection—
Whence, rejection
Of a grace not to its mind, perhaps?

Shall we burn up, tread that face at oo
Into tinder,
And so hinder

Sparks from kindling all the place at onci?

Or else kiss away one’s soul on her?
Your love-fancies !—
A sick man sees

Truer, when his hot eyes roll on her!

Thus the craftsman thinks to grace the s =

Plucks a mould-flower
For his gold flower,
Uses fine things that efface the rose.

Rosy rubies make its cup more rosc,
Precious metals
Ape the petals,—

Last, some old king locks it up, morosc!

Childe Roland 299

S0ii I'hen, how grace a rose? I know a way!
Leave it rather.
Must you gather?

Sinell, kiss, wear it—at last, throw away!

IO ROLAND TO THE DARK TOWER CAME.”
(See Edgar’s Song in “ LEAR.”)

I
% Lt thought was, he lied in every word,
1t lioary cripple, with malicious eye
Ailiunee to watch the working of his lie
iine, and mouth scarce able to afford
ippieanion of the glee that pursed and scored
14 ¢lge at one more victim gained thereby.

1.
{ ¢lse should he be set for, with his staff?
L, save to waylay with his lies, ensnare
Al trvellers that might find him posted there,
Wl ik the road? I guessed what skull-like laugh
8ould break, what crutch ’gin write my epitaph
it pustime in the dusty thoroughfare,
| 1.
4ot his counsel T should turn aside
]m_n thiat ominous tract which, all agree,

Wilen the Dark Tower.  Yet acquiescingly
Ul turn as he pointed; neither pride
W hope rekindling at the end descried,
S nuch as gladness that some end should be.
_ S s

I, what with my whole world-wide wandering,
Wit with my search drawn out thro’ years, my hope
iWindled into a ghost not fit to cope
YUl thut obstreperous joy success would bring,—
lzndlx tiied now to rebuke the spring

y lieart made, finding failure in its scope.

V.

A wlien a sick man very near to death
‘#m-m-a dead indeed, and {eels begin and end

o toars and takes the farewell of each friend,
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And hears one bid the other go, draw breath
Freelier outside, (“ since all is o’er,” he saith,

¢ And the blow fall’'n no grieving can amend )
VI.

While some discuss if near the other graves
Be room enough for this, and when a day
Suits best for carrying the corpse away,
With care about the banners, scarves and stives,
And still the man hears all, and only craves
He may not shame such tender love and stay.

VII.

Thus, T had so long suffered in this quest,
Heard failure prophesied so oft, been writ
So many times among “ The Band ”—to wil,

The knights who to the Dark Tower’s search a:lilis

Their steps—that just to fail as they, seemeit bl
And all the doubt was now—should I be [it,

VIII.

So, quiet as despair, I turned from him,
That hateful cripple, out of his highway
Into the path he pointed. All the day

Had been a dreary one at best, and dim

Was settling to its close, yet shot one grim

Red leer to see the plain catch its estray.

IX.

For mark! no sooner was I fairly found
Pledged to the plain, after a pace or two,
Than pausing to throw backward a last view

To the safe road, ‘twas gone! grey plain all suunitl

Nothing but plain to the horizon’s bound.
T might go on; nought else remained to 0.

X.

So on I went. I think I never saw
Such starved ignoble nature; nothing thriye
For flowers—as well expect a cedar grove!

But cockle, spurge, according to their law

Might propagate their kind, with none to aw ¢,
You’d think: a burr had been a treasure [ove
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XI.

R .
X \nury, inertness, and grimace,

! | e strange sort, were the land’s portion.  “ See
I it vour eyes —said Nature peevishly—

it hang skills: T cannot help my case:
0 ludiment’s fire alone can cure this place
Suliine its clods and set my prisoners free »
XII.

S pushed any ragged thistle-stalk
!m\'( !t mates, the head was chopped—the bents
(T .llf)us else. What made those holes and rents
h e il ks harsh swarth leaves—bruised as to baulk
. Lluqn ol greenness? ’tis a brute must walk

il their life out, with a brute’s intents.

XII1.
TR grass, it grew as scant as hair
w lpioay—thin dry blades pricked the mud
il underneath looked kneaded up with blood
Whitbhind horse, his every bone a-stare ’
" ilipified, however he came there—
FI0st out past service from the devil’s stud!
XIV.
0 Ie might be dead for all T know
LUl that red gaunt and colloped neck a-strain
Al it eyes underneath the rusty mane. {

. Ji went such grotesqueness with such woe:
{00 diw a brate T hated so—
¢ HIEE be wicked to deserve such pain.

XV,

WE Iy cyes and turned them on my heart
* i calls for wine before he fights '
Wilad ome draught of earlier, happier éights
ﬁ' Uiy I vould hope to play my part.

Al st fight afterwards——the soldier’s art:
S Lt of the old times sets all to rights r

XVI.
N il | fancied Cuthbert’s reddening face

Wenth its garniture of curly gol
. 1 its ga y gold,
Y [cilcow, 51 T almost felt him old
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An arm in mine to fix me to the place, -

That way he used. Alas! one night’s disgrace ! | wis T wh '
Out went my heart’s new fire and left it cold. " I when I reached the other bank.
U lor a better country. Vain presage!

b ‘Vln.; were the strugglers, what war did they wage
Giles, then, the soul of honour—there he stand: E '|""' ‘v age trample thus could pad the dank
110 plash? toads in a poisoned tank,

Frank as ten years ago when knighted first.

What honest men should dare (he said) he durit
Good—but the scene shifts—faugh! what hanzman’s XXTIL.
Pin to his breast a parchment? his own bands A0l imust so have seemed in tha i

. : : : ! .

Read it. Poor traitor, spit upon and curst! N It kept them there, with all the plﬁailrll ig(}:ﬁz.ose ?

XVIIL. ! i"' ":"l' l;r'l'?t leading to that horrid mews, '
L OUL o1 1t

Better this present than a past like that— Bk, no ?jfb};)r?i\ivigeaifbt to1 Wf)rk

Back therefore to my darkening path again. U (or his pastime ,Chris%i ey-slaves the Turk

No sound, no sight as far as eye could strain ’ ans against Jews.
Will the night send a howlet or a bat? "
T asked: when something on the dismal flat e than that—a furlong on—

Came to arrest my thoughts and change their LAl hit bad use was that engi%e0 rflor,vgxlgj‘é 31}?221!,
g ,I'I T II_L.' , ‘IlOt Wheel.—that l}arrow fit to reel

. B hodies out like silk? with all the air

A sudden little river crossed my path Lupliet’s tool, on earth left unaware

As unexpected as a serpent comes. W bironght to sharpen its rusty teeth of steel

No sluggish tide congenial to the glooms ’
This, as it frothed by, might have been a batli o O
Yor the fiend’s glowing hoof—to see the wrath "" SR = bit of stubbed ground, once a wood,

Of its black eddy bespate with flakes and spuries; ; ! 1t marsh, it would seem, and now mere earth

s peraie and done with; (so a fool finds mirth
XX. Wi Ihing and then mars it, till his mood ’

So petty yet so spiteful! all along, e wand off he goes!) within a rood

Low scrubby alders kneeled down over it: W, luy and rubble, sand and stark black dearth

Drenched willows flung them headlong in < if e, )
Of mute despair, a suicidal throng: utches g X :
The river which had done them all the wrong. ] II::,' I't-"‘f‘f;e;avﬁﬁiﬁegéggg?ésgngeasy afndhgr im,

Whate'er that was, rolled by, deterred no whit | rni.:- ito moss or substances likseoboglse; it
i "1"’f' some palsied oak, a cleft in him
Which, while I forded,—good saints, how I icarud 1 u"";.'_-'-l-':f tled IlrlIOUth that splits its rim

To set my foot upon a dead man’s check, Jii0j: it death, and dies while it recoils.

Each step, or feel the spear I thrust to s j XXVIl.
For hollows, tangled in his hair or beard! i st s far as ever from the end!
—It may have been a water-rat I speared, Sphit in the distance bu o

But, ugh; it sounded like a baby’s shrick A0 paint my footstep furtlfe‘;};e GX’S I&I:agt,tl?ootfgg}?tt

U wild cats in a red-hot iron cage—

XXIV.

XXI.
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A great black bird, Apollyon’s bosom-friend, .
Sailed past, nor beat his wide wing dragon-peniicd L0 ! when noise was eve;ywhere > it tolled

That brushed my cap—perchance the guide | 100 Wiy Tike a bell.  Names in my ears
] ) L lost >
R e
For looking up, aware I somehow grew, bl wits fortunate, yeic e 1vcxl’a.s old,
"Spite of the dusk, the plain had given place _ BRI ¢ moment knelled the woe of yeats

All round to mountains—with such name 14 T |
Mere ugly heights and heaps now stol’n in vin - 2O .
How thus they had surprised me,—solve it, yuiil E I.M _;mod, ranged along the hill-sides—met
How to get from them was no plainer cast Hliw the last of me, a living frame
Ik more picture; in a sheet of flame
' them and I knew them all.  And yet
Vet half T seemed to recognise some trick . ": ‘ '|1"' §}ug-hom to my lips I set
Of mischief happened to me, God knows whene i Childe Roland to the Dark Tower came.”
In a bad dream perhaps. Here ended, thei,
Progress this way. When, in the very nick
Of giving up, one time more, came 2 click RESPECTABILITY.
As when a trap shuts—you’re inside the den!

XXIX.

1 llian, had the world in its caprice

o Iicigned to proclaim “ I know you both,
<. live recognised your plighted troth

A sponsor for you—live in peace ! nl

n the v How inany precious months and years

n il 01 vouth had passed, that speed so fast,

While to the leit, tall scalped mountain (I Miviore we found it out at last
Fool, to be dozing at the very nonce, e world, and what it fears? (

After a life spent training for the sight! B . .

¢ How inuch of priceless life were spent

\Wiih men that every virtue decks,
What in the midst lay but the Tower itscll * N fitid women models of their sex,

The round squat turret, blind as the fool sl ,.”' LA true ornament,—

Built of brown stone, without a counterpit! "]‘ I“ ¢ dared wander, nights like this,
In the whole world. The tempest’s mocking | I _\_""_“ ,Wmd and rain, and watch the Seine,
Points to the shipman thus the unseen sheti T i1l leel the Boulevart break again

He strikes on, only when the timbers stail. ¢ wirmth and light and bliss?

Burningly it came on me all at once,
This was the place! those two hills o
Crouched like two bulls locked horn in hain |

XXXI.

XXXII. i | "{Tl"w! the vgorld proscribes not love;
J) Allws m )]

Not see? because of night perhapsP—Why duy = Iip’sy Corrllgcg:l;c(;lclzrgss .

Came back again for that! before it leli, Wovided it supply o glove owniness,

The dying sunset kindled through a cleti: Ahe warld’s good WOI‘% I—the Institute!
The hills, like giants at a hunting, lay- ST recsives Montalembert ! !
Chin upon hand, to see the game at bay, ) RS v the court three lampions fi

« Now stab and end the creature—to the Ll i B8 focward your best foot! pions flare—
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Al dliv ~—she lies in my hand as tame
A0 1 pear hung basking over a wall;
A LIGHT WOMAN. [0l 1 iouch to try and off it came;
111 mine Tleti P
1. So far as our story approaches the end, et
Which do you pity the most of us thee = Witli o mind to eat it, that’s the worst!

My friend, or the mistress of my frienst ‘ Ware st thrown in the road, would the case assist?
With her wanton eyes, or me? "W quenching a dozen blue-flies’ thirst
When | gave its stalk a twist.

1. My friend was already too good to lost, A
And seemed in the way of improvemil yi8 1,
When she crossed his path with her husnthi &
And over him drew her net.

: what I seem to my friend, you see—
Whit 1 soon shall seem to his love, you guess.
Wit | seem to myself, do you ask of me?

N bero, T confess.

111. When I saw him tangled in her toils, L . ;
A shame, said T, if she adds just hin | Al i
To her nine-and-ninety other fPOllS: V1 tlink of my friend, and the burning coals
The hundredth, for a whim! I1¢ played with for bits of stone!

1v. And before my friend be wholly hers, Ui lilies to show the truth for the truth:
How easy to prove to him, I said, At the woman was light is very true:
An eagle’s the game her pride prefers, Hil Luppose she says,—never mind that izouth.-
Though she snaps at the wren insicid! Wit wrong have I done to you?

v. So I gave her eyes my own eyes to tak, . Wil sty how, here the story stays,

My hand sought her as in earnest el o | B AL least as I understand;
And round she turned for my noble sk, Aiiil, [tubert Browning, you writer of plays,
And gave me herself indeed. Hiie's a subject made to your hand!

v1. The eagle am I, with my fame in the wo 1ily
The wren is he, with his maiden fact .
—You look away and your lip is curled? I, STATUE AND THE BUST.

Patience, a moment’s space! , ‘
W80 pulace in Florence, the world knows well,

vir. For see—my friend goes shaking and whiti] W0 ditiie watches it from the square,
He eyes me as the basilisk: Wik stary of both do the townsmen tell.
1 have turned, it appears, his day to nighk

Eclipsing his sun’s disc. Qi i lidy there,

Sl Inrihest window facing the east

vir, And I did it, he thinks, as a very thicl " Who rides by with the royal air?

“ Though I love her—that he comp eIt W brlides naids’ prattle arou
] | . il nd her ceased;-
One should master one’s passions, (love, TES B laned forth, oIr)xe on either hand; &
And be loyal to one’s friends! W0 liw how the blush of the bride’increaséd—




308 Men and Women

i They felt by its beats her heart expand
As one at each ear and both in a breath ”
Whispered, ¢ The Great-Duke Ferdinan:.

Fuie to face the lovers stood
A “nple minute and no more,
Wihile the bridegroom bent as a man subdued—

e il his bonnet brushed the floor—

That selfsame instant, underneath,
Pt the Duke on the lady a kiss conferred,

The Duke rode past in his idle way,

I'he Statue and the Bust 309 \
|
|

Empty and fine like a swordless sheath. A4 the courtly custom was of yore,
Gay he rode, with a friend as gay, . i minute can lovers exchange a word? |
} Till he threw his head back— Who 1s she "i' !l word did pass, which I do not think,
II __¢ A Bride the Riccardi brings home to iy = 1ly one out of the thousand heard,
Hair in heaps laid heavily It was the bridegroom. At day’s brink
Over a pale brow spirit-pure— 1 wnid his bride were alone at last
{1 Carved like the heart of the coal-black tree, I & hed-chamber by a taper’s blink.
| Crisped like a war-steed’s encolure— Lalinly he said that her lot was cast, |
Which vainly sought to dissemble her ¢vis Ht the door she had passed was shut on her
Of the blackest black our eyes endure. Il the final catafalk repassed. i
And lo, a blade for a knight’s emprise ho world meanwhile, its noise and stir,
Filled the fine empty sheath of a man, il a certain ‘window facing the east
The Duke grew straightway brave and wiss, Wl iht watch like a convent’s chronicler.,
He looked at her, as a lover can; Sl passing the door might lead to a feast,
[ She looked at him, as one who awakes. A1 Jeast might lead to so much beside,
| The past was a sleep, and her life begai. i, ol many evils, chose the least.
| As love so ordered for both their sakes, - I'iecty L choose too,” said the bride—

~ Vour window and its world suffice.”

A feast was held that selfsame night :
0 tephied the tongue, while the heart replied—

In the pile which the mighty shadow ik,

N “pend the night with that devil twice,
May Lis window serve as my loop of hell I
Whence i damned soul looks on Paradise!

| (For Via Larga is three-parts light,
| But the Palace overshadows one,
| Because of a crime which may God requite]

] To Florence and God the wrong was i,
Through the first republic’s murder there
By Cosimo and his cursed son.)

® 1y 1o the Duke who loves me well,
Wiy his side and laugh at sorrow
e | count another ave-bell,

The Duke (with the statue’s face i the S
Turned in the midst of his multitude
At the bright approach of the bridal juii!

S enly the coat of a page to borrow,
Al e ry hair in a horse-boy’s trim,

- Wil | ave my soul—but not to-morrow -
0w
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€ ota
(She checked herself and her eye grew dim) - . . tue and the Bust 311
“ My father tarries to bless my state: Anil then to himself—* Which ni ]
11y bride to her lover’s embracrég,ﬂ;z:]}_l.a;u bring

I must keep it one day more for him. |
It | am the fool, and thou art his king!
« Is one day more so long to wait? &
Moreover the Duke rides past, I know—
We shall see each other, sure as fate.”

||‘.\r .1 Imy passion must wait a night, nor cool—
i yw_: .-r‘nght the Envoy arrives from France
ose heart I unlock with thyself, my tool ’

She turned on her side and slept. Just sol
So we resolve on a thing and sleep.
So did the lady, ages ago.

" | need thee still and mi i
reed ight miss
‘I\n ._'3.1 y 15 not wholly lost,g beside Bl o
itk its hope of my lady’s count,enance——

That night the Duke said, * Dear or cheap s L
or [ ride—what should I do but ride?

As the cost of this cup of bliss may prove And !
To body or soul, I will drain it deep.” i passing her palace, if I 1i
v ;) St,

Mivy slance at its window—well betide! *

And on the morrow, bold with love,
He beckoned the bridegroom (close on call,
As his duty bade, by the Duke’s alcove)

o snid, so done: nor the ] i
pio : ady missed
'h:.la ‘I m?r that broke from the Zrdentebrow
« curl of the lips where the spirit kissed

And smiled ¢ ’Twas a very funeral
Vour lady will think, this feast of ours,
A shame to efface, whate’er befall !

11_-- Hare tha:c each renewed the vow
‘» :mvrrow s sun should arise and s,et
Auih leave them then as it left them flow

« What if we break from the Arno boweit, But td

And let Petraja, cool and green |l next day passed, and next da

Cure last night’; fault with this mornins + 1% ;'\ W _’“Uu fresh cause to wait one r};gfre: :
re tach leaped over the parapet.

The bridegroom, not a thought to be seeis Al op

On bis steady brow an d quict Touth: ‘ y Tv' itill, as love’s brief morning wore

Said, “ Too much favour for me so men ! " il !« gentle start, half smile, half si h
10y lound love not as it seen,led bef(;gre,

« Alas! my lady leaves the south.
Fach wind that comes from the Apeniiie
Is a menace to her tender youth.

Iliey thought it would i
tho ] work infallib
Il'tl- :‘t :-r in despite of heaven and éagl’l—-
ruse would blow when the storm passed by

«“ No way exists, the wise opine,
1f she quits her palace twice this year,
To avert the flower of life’s decline.”

Meantiine they it 1

ll:.- 1‘:: tI‘L’Lhey ‘could profit in winter’s dearth

B ‘--“ ,(l,r s fruits that supplant the rose:
vorld and its ways have a certain worth!

Quoth the Duke, « A sage and a kindly 100t Auid ¢ )
Moreover Petraja is cold this spring “! ! tu press a point while these oppose
Be our feast to-nisht as usual here! 5 A 1 @ simple policy—best wait

il lose no friends and gain no Foes
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! Meanwhile, worse fates than a lover’s fate,
Who daily may ride and lean and look
Where his lady watches behind the grate!

Holding one picture and only one,

‘ And she—she watched the square like a book
Which daily to find she undertook.

And she turned from it all night to scheme

I“ When the picture was reached the book wis dung
Of tearing it out for herself next sun.

The glory dropped from youth and love,

| y : Weeks grew months, years—gleam by gleain
| And both perceived they had dreamed a drean,

Which hovered as dreams do, still above, -
' But who can take a dream for truth?

Oh, hide our eyes from the next remove!
| I ' One day as the lady saw her youth
Depart, and the silver thread that streaked
Her hair, and, worn by the serpent’s tootl,

|f| The brow so puckered, the chin so peaked
I And wondered who the woman was,
So hollow-eyed and haggard-cheeked,

i Fronting her silent in the glass—

¢ Summon here,” she suddenly said,
.‘ « Before the rest of my old self pass,
I
.‘

“ Him, the Carver, a hand to aid,
Who moulds the clay no love will changs,
i And fixes a beauty never to fade.

¢« Tet Robbia’s craft so apt and strange
|' I| Arrest the remains of young and fair,
And rivet them while the seasons range.

A “« ake me a face on the window there
Waiting as ever, mute the while,
My love to pass below in the square!

The Statue and the Bust

" Anid let me think that it mav beoui

i eguil
4] vury days which the dead m};st %;;rfd
Hiwn in their darkness under the aisle—

 I'0 say,— What matters at the end?
I (il o more while my heart was warm
Il does that image, my pale-faced friend.

.I. Where is the use of the lip’s red charm,
\I---_ heaven of hair, the pride of the brow
Al the blood that blues the inside arm—.

~ linless we turn, as th

urn, e soul knows how
Ihie curthly gift to an end divine? .
A ludy of clay is as good, I trow.”

1101 long ere Robbia’s cornice, fine
:\_u h flowers and fruits which leaves enlace
Y14 set where now is the empty shrine— ;

(ﬂ"\"r h, leaning out of a bright blue space
As L‘;hqst might from a chink of sky ,
Ihe passionate pale lady’s face— ’

f‘- ) ll.i:-i;; '(3‘1/{61' with earnest eye

il quick-turned neck at its breathl

: e

Wi one who ever passes by—) R EREy

'I |u;‘ Duke sig‘f‘led like the simplest wretch
‘;t_l.- lorence, ““ So, my dream escapes!
11 1ls record stay? ”  And he bade them fetch

f‘:‘”"“' subtle fashioner of shapes—
. Can the soul, the will, die out of a man
iv his body find the grave that gapes?

~ Juhin of Douay shall work my pl

. an
Mouid me on horseback here al}(’)fl?‘. k
Aive (the subtle artisan 1)} "

n I
0 e
- !'.u.‘ very square I cross so oft!
§ il inen may admire, when future suns
il touch the eyes to a purpose soft

313
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¢ While the mouth and the brow are brave in L 1 .
. . you choose to play—is my princi
Admire and say, ¢ When he was alive, : l.0i & man conter?d t}; the u&:gﬂréﬁfslf <!
How he would take his pleasure once! I'o7 his life’s set prize, be what it willl

¢ And it shall go hard but I contrive e counter our lovers staked was lost
To listen meanwhile and laugh in my tomb A+ surely as if it were lawful coin:
At indolence which aspires to strive.” And the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost

\\' as, the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin,
I'iough the end in sight was a crime 1 say.
Vo1 of the virtue (we issue join)

How strive you? De fe, fabula!

So! while these wait the trump of doom,
How do their spirits pass, I wonder,
Nights and days in the narrow room?

Still, I suppose, they sit and ponder

What a gift life was, ages ago,
Six steps out of the chapel yonder. LOVE IN A LIFE.

HUM diter Toom
Surely they see not God, I know, Jii11 ihe house through
Nor all that chivalry of His, 1 inhubit together .
The soldier-saints who, row on row, firt, fear no%hin for, h
 fo g, for, heart, thou shalt find her,
Wit tiime, hersel.f !—not the trouble behind her
1L the curtain, the couch’s perfume!
e brushed it, the cornice-wreath blossomed anew,—
W lonkomg-glass gleamed at the wave of her feather.

T hear your reproach—* But delay was best, Rl

- e p 9 9 o AT 4|,Ly wears

For their end was a crime!”’—Oh, a crime will 44 B < ,

As well, I reply, to serve for a test Qbor succeeds door;
SRAke SRR e 1 the fresh fortune—

: Saiie ihe wide house fro i
As a virtue golden through and through, | B ho socnc chance! ls‘h:lgi)hez Vgllllégazolt;ft::ntre,

Sufficient to vindicate itself BN 71y whole dav i

And prove its worth at a moment’s view. A et e the quest,—who cares? |
i 15 twilight, you see,—with such suites to explore,

Sl elosets to search, such alcoves to importune !

Burn upward each to his point of bliss—
Since, the end of life being manifest,
He had cut his way thro’ the world to this.

Must a game be played for the sake of pelt?
Where a button goes, twere an epigram
To offer the stamp of the very Guelph.
LIFE
The true has no value beyond the sham. IN\ e
As well the counter as coin, I submit, ESCAPE me?
When your table’s a hat, and your prize, & (e Never—
) Beloved!
While T am I, and you are you,
o long as the world contains us both,
Me the loving and you the loth,
While the one eludes, must the other pursue.

Stake your counter as boldly every whil,
Venture as truly, use the same skill,
Do your best, whether winning or losing 1,




Men and Women Ilow it Strikes a Contemporary Sz

iy ] _ 110 i who slices lemons into drink,

My life is a fault a‘z}}?ﬂzlaf?::e indeed! A ofice-roaster’s brazier, and the boys
ficeEmEpLaapT best I shall scarce succeil 110l velunteer to help him turn its winch,
Though I do ryiy ¢ fﬁ urpose here? It ilineed o’er books on stalls with half an eye,

But what if 1 ! tg ngr\yz)es at strain, Al i1y deaf ballads on the vendor’s string,

It is but to ke’zep N d laugh at a fall, il liad-edge bold-print posters by the wall,
To dry one’s eyes ta(‘)nbe ingagain,—— 1o ool such cognisance of men and things,

Ansd ﬁmiﬁﬁigﬁes up gne’s life, that’s all. Ly beat a horse, you felt he saw 5
h91 Ie k but once from your farthest Lo, ' I Ay cursed a woman, he took note;

While, loo deen in the dust and dark, 11 dired at nobody,—they stared at him,

At me so eeI{d hope drops to ground Wl T, less to their pleasure than surprise,

No sooner the o gai ht to the self-sam ,,,..,,h. Y ed to know them and expect as much.
Than a new one, straig " lexl time that a neighbour’s tongue was loosed,

I shape me— AL iiled the shameful and notorious fact,
Ever i * il among us, not so much a spy,
Removed! * \ 1tcording chief-inquisitor,

0 lown's true master if the town but knew!

AL 0 ieiely kept a Governor for form,

HOW IT STRIKES A CONTEMPORAKY, While 0his r.na,Ir)l walked about and took account

LY Ll theught, said, and acted, then went home,

1 oNLY knew one E}?ii‘ l?ike}i’t i way. B wrote it fully to our Lord the King

And this, or something > S Ls an itch to know things, He knows why,
You saw go up and down Valladolid, S0 reuds them in His bed-room of a night.

A man of mark, to know nex11: tilr;le you saw. A ';"“ ;"' ight smeillle L tthj: r‘;ﬁntﬁ)ﬁ otezst:uch,

1 2 able suit of blac . RN 0T L well, it w wholly
His very S‘frV‘Ciibai d conscientious still, | ik vito your mind the man’s look came—
Was courtly 9“1 t have worn it, though none i Sk o years a little,—such a brow
e mankytllrlngclsomewhat shone and shewed tin (il M8 G had to live under !—clear as flint
fieios eaanld the ruff, significance. I it side the formidable nose
= pllllngs nd ta ped the pavement with Tus ciung, S0l cot, and coloured, like an eagle’s claw.
Sebncs ethz worI(]iD looking it full in face, Wl i ddo with A.’s surprising fate?
Scentlcil(gi bald ax’l 4 blin (lijish, at his heels. SO Wiogether old B. disappeared
An old dog, ow, the alley by the church, W ol C, got his mistress,—was’t our friend,
T o ither; now, they breathed el I lil1cs 1o the King, that did it all
’(I)‘ha:hl: in;ilrllopromenaéle just at the wrong tun ! Wil the bloodless man for so much pains?

n : e W Lond the King has favourites manifold

s tinising hat as lavourites m

You‘_d come ugeoélslﬁgdsecﬁacker ghan 2 self Al s minbistry some once a month;
Making ahpeiin le window spared some hou 1y iets new Governors at whiles,—
?%aatlgf ty:;‘c iVithgits mouldered Moorish work, il :""-' ' word or sign, that I could hear,

n A S Wil 15 this man about the streets

] of his stick i man abou
Or else Sﬁrprlzitgrl?s fg;fper ‘tween the chinli: o Ll s approval of those letters conned
gymr%;c neevrvIl shop a-building, French and fine. Wil iing duly at the dead of night.
SO 1

He stood and watched the cobbler at his tead, d :l:: imin love his office? frowned our Lord,
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fixhorti hen none heard « Beseech me not! In his old u
| coat, and up to his knees in mud
2 eople,——-beneath Me! Smoked like a )herring :icinir:z o S "y
s n a crust,

Too far above my P
I set the watch,—how should the Pe.°ple-kno‘f:? Mo et :
Lo the it b, now = g}e n}org o flfl“n %! ? No further showyo‘rmr"lsf‘:ev(Vioél e A
e Al e it the Two You are sure, for one thingr' th];jlte Sacem
! ss us, all the while

Was some such un/
How
sprucely we are dressed out, you and I!

cuth in one report at least— A second
» and the angels al
ter that.

1 found no t | :
ked him to his home, down lanes Well, I could never write a v
erse,—could you?

|
II1 1 That if you trac R

Bevond the Jewry, anc as clean to pace,  Let’

4 Yo}\; found h]e a.tey his supper in & rolc))m t’s to the Prado and make the most of ti
Blazing with lights, four Titians on the wall, time.

f And twenty naked girls to change his plate! T
' Poor man, he lived mnother kind of life HE LAST RIDE TOGETHE
ed, third house by the bridge, 1. T satp—Then, dearest. sin R.
? , since ’tis so,

\' TFresh-painted, rather smart than otherwise! Since no
P ook him as he sat, Since nogl &tglgllllggl nily fate I know,
Leg crossing leg, one foot on the fiog’s.back, Since all my life se y love avails,
Playing a decent cribbage with his maid Rince wemed meant for, fails
| acynth, you're sure her name was) 0’er the cheese My whole heart o1 r)ltten and needs must be—
And {ruit, three red halves of starved winter-pears, Yol prriZisgsanug El(; blﬁss
i ankfulness !

i}
|I| Or treat of radishes in April! nine— Take back the ho
Ten, struck the church clock, straight 10 bed went he. Only a memory OFih};ou e,
S y of the same,
nd this beside, if you will not blame
£

Your le
ave for one
more last ride wi
e with me

II. ;Ii\ill‘ilolxéiiltr(:ss bent that brow of hers
Lo ietep dark cyes where pride d,enu 5
e E] c}; vlv)?‘eﬂ(til be softening through ki
d me athing-while ’
With life or dea & i
cath in t i
%‘{helblood replenished ms‘;;aailr?{lce_mght!
. gn (?st thought was at least not vai
er, breath i
So V(:]rie dkay more am I deeiﬁaeled o
10 knows but the world may end to-night ?

like the man of sense he was,
| Would point him out to me a dozen times;
s Gt—St,”” he’d whisper, « the Corregidor!”
1 had been used to think that personage
Was one with lacquered breeches, lustrous belt,
And feathers like 2 forest in his hat,
Who blew a trumpet and proclaimed the news,
' Announced the bull-fights, gave each church its torm
il And memorized the miracle in vogue!
| He had a great observance from us boys—
1 was in error; that was not the man.

14 like now, yet had haply been afraid, :
To have just looked, when this man came t0 die,
And seen who lined the clean gay garret’s sides
And stood about the neat low truckle-bed,

With the heavenly manner of relieving guard.
Here had been, mark, the general-in-chief, |
aign of the world’s life and de

Thro’ a whole camp A
Doing the King's work all the dim day long,

My father,

I, Hush! i
! if you saw
Sy some western cloud
I billowy-bosomed, over-b e
By many benedicti : i
s y benedictions—-sun’s
oon’s and evening star’s
And so, you, looki a S
e o ooking and loving best
us grew, your passi ;
Cloud, sunset et
. , moontise, star-shine too
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Down on you, near and yet more near,

Till flesh must fade for heaven was here!—

Thus leant she and lingered—joy and fear!
Thus lay she a moment on my breast.

1v. Then we began to ride. My soul
Smoothed itself out, & long-cramped scroll
Freshening and fluttering in the wind.
Past hopes already lay behind.
What need to strive with a life awry?
Had I said that, had I done this,
So might I gain, s0 might I miss.
Might she have loved me? just as well
She might have hated,—who can tell?
Where had I been now if the worst befell ?
And here we are riding, she and I.

v. Fail I alone, in words and deeds?
Why, all men strive and who succeeds?
We rode; it seemed my spirit flew,
Saw other regions, cities new,
As the world rushed by on either side.
T thought, All labour, yet no less
Bear up beneath their unsuccess.
Look at the end of work, contrast
The petty Done, the Undone vast,

This present of theirs with the hopeful past!
T hoped she would love me. FHere we ride.

vi, What hand and brain went ever paired?
What heart alike conceived and dared?

What act proved all its thought had been?

What will but felt the fleshly screen?
We ride and I see her bosom heave.

“There’s many a crown for who can reach.

Ten lines, a statesman’s life in each!
The flag stuck on a heap of bones,
A soldier’s doing! what atones?

They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones.

My riding is better, by their leave.

vir. What does it all mean, poet? well,
Your brain’s beat into rhythm—you tell
What we felt only; you expressed

The Last Ride Together

Y‘Xln}édi things bgautiful the best
o n}:e t(,ie. them in rhyme 50, sidé by sid
Haveor ung, nay ’tis much—but then 1
o yo}; o yourself what’s best for men?
R poor, sick, old ere your time-—
Than o I e Loz

Sing, riding’s a joy !a V%‘glrlrrlrlxzd iarrigzme?

b A

viri. And you
» great sculptor—so
0
j&xnsdcgcf (g}f years to art, her sl};,vl:: b
at’s your Venus—wh, ’
4 —whence we
Toyyonder girl that fords the btfrrvlv 'L i
Wi agcu I2.103‘qu1efsce and shall T repine‘?
_ n of music :
e 5 you, grow
! 1;:}1111 notes and nothing eis%rto ;lagrey
L S }Ifour- sole praise from a frie}r’;d
i ;:ral.t nzf his opera’s strains intend.
Pk 111;1(, we know how fashions end!”
Yy youth—but we ride, in fine.

1X. Who knows what’

) t’s fit § ? :
ﬁ_r;%(:s_ed bl}llss here shoglrdu:ﬁblirlrf:ifate
My being; had I signed th ‘

Still one must lead g o

- lead some l_1fe beyond
e fo:)‘;e a bliss to dic with, <1i}17n-(;<')scried
once planted on the goal i
¢ sI glory-garland round my soul -
; (;1_1 l(i I descry such? Try and té,st'
Ea,;I;h Egicri{gsshuddeging from the que'st

0 good, would He &
Now, Heaven and she are be;gsg ii?;n ril()i?t?

X. VAvllli tyg:ftEshe has not spoke so long!
ik l‘i ; i # eaven be, that, fair and gtr
i ﬁesr I.G;St, \glth our eyes upturnedong
ither life’s flower is first dig

W}\:Ve,_ﬁxed 50, ever should so gj)rige(?’;
e at if we still ride on, we two 4
Ch1th life for ever old yét new,

anged not in kind but in de’gree

2

321

- ﬁr
Xﬁg %stant made eternity,— g\’ A \ g\ X
eaven just prove th SRS
| ; at I and'sh ol
Ride, ride together, for ever rir(li?a‘:.:he
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THE PATRIOT.

AN OLD STORY.

es, roses, all the way, .
. ITVv\;?':hrxorfyride mi;ced 151 m)}rl pa;;cixagie ;;:(;
A med to hea
Th’?‘t&ogtsxi:co}?-fssp?::s flamed, such flags they had,

A year ago on this very day!

i i mist with bells, )
¢ The}?lro?éojv{:lll? gzcai{ed with the c1:owds all'ls(if:rles.
H:;l GI: said, « Good folks, mere no:is:rrslgzs‘ ¢
i n from yon ! Y
Tt?uth%:i, Ztrlr;sv}e?(:ir, s‘?And afterward, what else?
ey
he sun,
it was I who leaped at t
= Al'ai‘c(}{ ’ :::rewlt my loving friends to keeg(.me
Nougﬁt man could do, have I lefltIu;:‘ el )
And you see my harvest, what I reay
‘I'his very day, now a year 1s run.

[ b on the house-tops now'-m__
i rhe{xits ; %ba,cl)gz’d few at the wmdﬁws set-
For the best of the sight 1s, all allow, ol
oAt the Shambles’ Gate—or, better yet,
By the very scaffold’s foot, I trow.

i han needs,
in the rain, and, more t ¢
TS gK ;r(;;e Zuts both my lwrlstsf(t)):élﬁzsé e 5ot}
1 he feel, my ¢
And T think, by t iy RIcasy
they fling whoever’ 128
Stgr?és at }r’ne for, my year's misdeeds.

: T ool
v1. Thus I entered Brescia, and thus 1 go

i ople have droppe !
o %rlll:tlll c;a&gu‘;r}lypxé %‘;ogd,——what dost thou owe

Me? ? God might have questioned: but now Il

"Tis God shall requite! T am safer so.

d down deal

Master Hugues of Saxe-Gotha 323

MASTER HUGUES OF SAXE-GOTHA.
AN UNKNOWN MUSICIAN.

1. Hisr, but a word, fair and soft!

Forth and be judged, Master Hugues!
Answer the question I’ve put you so oft—

What do you mean by your mountainous fugues?

See, we're alone in the loft,

11. I, the poor organist here,
Hugues, the composer of note—
Dead, though, and done with, this many a year-—
Let’s have a colloquy, something to quote,
Make the world prick up its ear!
L. See, the church empties a-pace.
Fast they extinguish the lights—
Hallo, there, sacristan! five minutes’ grace!
Here’s a crank pedal wants setting to rights,
Baulks one of holding the base.
v. See, our huge house of the sounds
Hushing 1ts hundreds at once,
Bids the last loiterer back to his bounds
—Oh, you may challenge them, not 4 response
Get the church saints on their rounds!
v. (Saints go their rounds, who shall doubt?
—March, with the moon to admire,
Up nave, down chancel, turn transept about,
Supervise all betwixt pavement and spire,
Put rats and mice to the rout—
v1. Aloys and Jurien and Just—
Order things back to their place,
Have a sharp eye lest the candlesticks rust,

Rub the church plate, darn the sacrament lace,
Clear the desk velvet of dust.)

vit. Here’s your book, younger folks shelve |

Played I not off-hand and runningly,
Just now, your masterpiece, hard number twelve?
Here’s what should strike,—could one handle it
cunningly.
Help the axe, give it a helve!
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vir. Page aft

ix. Sure ¥

X. Sure y
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er page as 1 played,

ne wipes
Every bar’s rest where 0 P

’
Sweat from one’s brow,

laviers, yon
O’er my three ¢ 45 the shade.

Whence you still peep

You, with brow.ruk‘ad
Yes, and eyes buried n
Like two great br

I looked up and surveyed

forest of pipes

ou were wishful to speak,

like a score,
pits on each cheek.

eves as they wrote them of yore

i 1
Each side that bar, your straight beak!

Know what procur

i otes!
ou said— Good, the mere n

] ke my intent,
Still, couldst tho‘édt?‘ne ou¥ Company’s votes—

T ——
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Now there’s a truce, all’s subdued, self-restrain-

ing—
Five, though, stands out all the stiffer hence.
XVL One is incisive, corrosive- -

‘Two retorts, nettled, curt, crepitant—
Three makes rejoinder, expansive, explosive—

Four overbears them all, strident and Strepitant—

Five ... 0 Danaides, O Sieve!

xvil. Now, they ply axes and crowbars—
Now, they prick pins at a tissue
Fine as a skein of the casuist Escobar’s
Worked on the bone of a lie. To what issue?
Where is our gain at the Two-bars?

Masters being lauded and sciollis",cs shent,
Parted the sheep from the goats:
inch!
x1. Well then, speak up, never ﬂmcf?.
| e aTo Canglis iss?llétermost inch—
— t, do you seer
]I?‘lll)tlliéve ir}lr you, but that’s not enough.

S - '
Give my conviction a clinch!

x11. First you deliver your phrase

XViiL. Est fuga, volvitur rota |
On we drift.

Show it us, Hugues of Saxe-Gotha !

X1x. What with affirming, denying,
Holding, risposting, subjoining,
All’s like . . . it’s like . .
trying

-—Nothing propoun
Fit in itself for much
Answered no less,

d, that I see, =
blame or much prame-l: '
where no answer needs be:

There!
Under tho

See our roof, its gilt moulding
se spider-webs lying |

Where looms the dim port?
One, Two, Three, Four, Five, contribute their quota——
Something is gained, if one caught but the

. for an instance I’m

and groining

import-—

i {
Off start the Two on their ways:

xur. Straight must a Third interpose,

XX. So your fugue broadens an

d thickens,

Greatens and dee

pens and lengthens,

Volunteer needlessly

help—

Till one exclaims— But where’s music, the dickens ?

In strikes a Fourth, a Fifth thrusts in his nose,

Blot ye the gold,
Blacked to the sto

while your spider-web stren

gthens,

utest of tickens?

So the cry’s open, the kennel’s a-yelp,

Argument’s hot to the close!
i tes, he is candid—

- Or’ll?m(ricisrsrirlg gis,cept,——h_as dlstlngmshed(!ﬁd.

Three helps the couple, if ever yet man did:

Four protests, Five make

wished—
Back to One, goes the
xv. One says his say with a

re of expounding,
Alllwr(x)ow is wrangle, abuse, and v

case bandied!

difference—
explaining!
ociferance—

s a dart at the thi

xx1. I for man’s effort am zealous.
Prove me such censure’s unfounded !

Seems it surprising a lover grows jealous—
Hopes "twas for something his organ-pipes sounded,

Tiring three boys at the bellows ?

sxi1. Is it your moral of Life?
Such a web, simple and subtle,

Weave we on earth here in impotent strife,

Backward and forward each throwing
Death ending all with a knife ?

his shuttle,
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. Over our heads Truth and Nature—
L o Still our life’s zigzags and ?Oleei,ure
ts weaving a new legislature—
Inaiggis (géld just shigning its last where that lodges,
Palled beneath Man’s usurpature!

xx1v. So we o’ershroud stars and roses,
Cherub and trophy and garland. ]
Nothings grow something which quietly ¢ osesh v
Heaven’s earnest eye,—not a glimpse of the fal
land
Gets through our comments and glozes.

iti i tions
xxv. Ah, but traditions, Inventions,
(’Say we and make up a v1_sage) g il
i enti
o many men with such various n -
: Dowr? the past ages must know more than this agel
Leave the web all its dimensions!

xxv1. Who thinks Hugues wrote for the dea;fP
Proved a mere mountain in la.t,Jour. ol
Better submit—try again—what’s the clc{ !
"Faith, it’s no trifle for pipe and for tabor-—
Tour flats—the minor in ¥.

i our fugue taxes the finger.
- Fr;fer:lag"n?ng it ogce, who would lose it?
Vet all the while a misgiving will linger— y
Truth’s golden o’er us although we 1;e fuse it—
Nature, thro’ dust-clouds we fling her!

{1 advise med pend
S H‘(légzilterpoint glares like a Qorgon) '
Bid One, Two, Three, Four, Five, clear thia grena.
Say the word, straight I unstop the Full-Organ,
Blare out the mode Palestrina.

ile i if I’'m right there—
. VS nif)hircr)?l?ft,he wick i%l the socket!
Hf;.ll.o,. you, sacristan, show us a light there!
Down it dips, gone like a rocket!
What, you want, do you, to come unawares, g
Sweeping the church up for first morning-prayers,
And find a poor devil at end of his carqsd o1 st
At the foot of your rottqn-planked rat;rl ed stairis
Do I carry the moon 1n my pocket:
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BISHOP BLOUGRAM’S APOLOGY.

No more wine? Then we’ll push back chairs and talk.
A final glass for me, tho’; cool, i’faith!
We ought to have our Abbey back, you see.
It’s different, preaching in basilicas,
And doing duty in some masterpiece
Like this of brother Pugin’s, bless his heart!
I doubt if they’re half baked, those chalk rosettes,
Ciphers and stucco-twiddlings everywhere;
It’s just like breathing in a lime-kiln: eh?
These hot long ceremonies of our church
Cost us a little—oh, they pay the price,
You take me—amply pay it! Now, we’ll talk,

So, you despise me, Mr. Gigadibs.

No deprecation,—nay, [ beg you, sir!

Beside ’tis vur engagement: don’t you know,

I promised, if you’d watch a dinner out,

We'd see truth dawn together P—truth that peeps
Over the glass’s edge when dinner’s done,

And body gets its sop and holds its noise

And leaves soul free a little, Now’s the time-—
"Tis break of day! You do despise me then.

And if T say, “ despise me,”—never fear—

I know you do not in a certain sense—

Not in my arm-chair for example: here,

I well imagine you respect my place

(Status, entourage, worldly circumstance)

Quite to its value—very much indeed

—Are up to the protesting eyes of you -

[n pride at being seated here for once—

You’ll turn it to such capital account!

When somebody, through years and years to come,
ITints of the bishop,~names me—that’s enough-—
*“ Blougram? I knew him ”—(into it you slide)
*“ Dined with him once, a Corpus Christi Day,
All alone, we two—he’s a clever man—
And after dinner,—why, the wine you know,-—
Oh, there was wine, and good !—what with the wine . , ,
'Iaith, we began upon all sorts of talk!




