Dramatic Lyrics

By Robert Browni ng

CAVALI ER TUNES.

. MARCHI NG ALONG

Kentish Sir Byng stood for his King,

Bi ddi ng t he crop-headed Parlianent sw ng:

And, pressing a troop unable to stoop

And see the rogues flourish and honest fol k droop,
Marched them al ong, fifty-score strong,

G eat-hearted gentl enen, singing this song.

God for King Charles! Pymand such carles

To the Devil that pronpts 'emtheir treasonous parl es!
Cavaliers, up! Lips fromthe cup,

Hands fromthe pasty, nor bite take nor sup

Till you're---

CHORUS. - - - Marchi ng al ong, fifty-score strong,

Great-hearted gentlenen, singing this song.

Hanpden to hell, and his obsequi es' knell

Serve Hazelrig, Fiennes, and young Harry as well!



Engl and, good cheer! Rupert is near

Kentish and loyalists, keep we not here

CHORUS. - - - Marchi ng along, fifty-score strong,

Great-hearted gentlenen, singing this song?

Then, God for King Charles! Pymand his snarls
To the Devil that pricks on such pestilent carl es!
Hold by the right, you doubl e your m ght;

So, onward to Nottingham fresh for the fight,

CHORUS. ---March we along, fifty-score strong,

G eat-hearted gentl enen, singing this song!

I'l. G VE A ROUSE

King Charles, and who'll do himright now?
King Charles, and who's ripe for fight now?
Gve a rouse: here's, in hell's despite now,

Ki ng Charl es!

Who gave nme the goods that went since?
Wio raised me the house that sank once?
Who hel ped ne to gold I spent since?

Who found nme in wi ne you drank once?



CHORUS. ---King Charles, and who'll do himright now?
King Charles, and who's ripe for fight now?
G ve a rouse: here's, in hell's despite now,

Ki ng Charl es!

To whom used ny boy CGeorge quaff el se
By the old fool's side that begot hinf
For whom did he cheer and | augh el se,

While Noll's damed troopers shot hinf

CHORUS. ---King Charles, and who'll do himright now?
King Charles, and who's ripe for fight now?
G ve a rouse: here's, in hell's despite now,

Ki ng Charl es!

I11. BOOT AND SADDLE

Boot, saddle, to horse, and away!
Rescue ny castle before the hot day

Brightens to blue fromits silvery grey,

CHCORUS. - - - Boot, saddle, to horse, and away!

Ri de past the suburbs, asleep as you'd say;
Many's the friend there, will listen and pray

""God's luck to gallants that strike up the lay---



CHORUS. --- " "Boot, saddle, to horse, and away!'

Forty mles off, like a roebuck at bay,
Fl outs Castle Brancepeth the Roundheads' array:

Who | aughs, “~“Good fellows ere this, by ny fay,

CHORUS. ---""Boot, saddle, to horse, and away!'

Wo? MW wife Gertrude; that, honest and gay,
Laughs when you talk of surrendering, °~ Nay!

““1've better counsellors; what counsel they?

CHORUS. ---""Boot, saddle, to horse, and away!'

THE LOST LEADER

Just for a handful of silver he |eft us,
Just for a riband to stick in his coat---

Found the one gift of which fortune bereft us,
Lost all the others she lets us devote;

They, with the gold to give, doled himout silver
So nuch was theirs who so little allowed

How al | our copper had gone for his service!
Rags---were they purple, his heart had been proud!

We that had | oved himso, followed him honoured him



Lived in his nild and rmagnificent eye,
Learned his great |anguage, caught his clear accents,

Made hi mour pattern to live and to die!
Shakespeare was of us, MIlton was for us,

Burns, Shelley, were with us,---they watch fromtheir graves!
He al one breaks fromthe van and the free-nen,

---He alone sinks to the rear and the sl aves!

We shall march prospering,---not thro' his presence;
Songs may inspirit us,---not fromhis lyre;

Deeds will be done,---while he boasts his quiescence,
Still bidding crouch whomthe rest bade aspire:

Bl ot out his nane, then, record one |ost soul nore,
One task nore declined, one nore foot-path untrod,

One nore devils'-triunmph and sorrow for angels,
One wong nore to man, one nore insult to God!

Life's night begins: let himnever conme back to us!
There woul d be doubt, hesitation and pain,

Forced praise on our part---the glimer of twlight,
Never gl ad confident norning again!

Best fight on well, for we taught him--strike gallantly,
Menace our heart ere we master his own;

Then l et himreceive the new knowl edge and wait us,

Pardoned in heaven, the first by the throne!

" HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS FROM GHENT TO Al X. '

[16---.]



| sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he;

| galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three;

“Good speed!'' cried the watch, as the gate-bolts undrew
“Speed!'"' echoed the wall to us galloping through

Behi nd shut the postern, the lights sank to rest,

And into the m dni ght we gall oped abreast.

Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace

Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our place;
I turned in ny saddle and nade its girths tight,

Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique right,
Rebuckl ed the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit,

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.

' Twas noonset at starting; but while we drew near
Lokeren, the cocks crew and tw |ight dawned cl ear;

At Boom a great yellow star came out to see;

At D<u:>ffeld,'twas norning as plain as could be;

And from Mechel n church-steeple we heard the hal f-chine,

So, Joris broke silence with, ““Yet there is tinme!"''

At Aershot, up |leaped of a sudden the sun

And against himthe cattle stood bl ack every one,
To stare thro' the mist at us galloping past,

And | saw ny stout gall oper Roland at |ast,

Wth resol ute shoul ders, each hutting away



The haze, as sonme bluff river headland its spray:

And his | ow head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back
For ny voice, and the other pricked out on his track

And one eye's black intelligence,---ever that gl ance
er its white edge at nme, his own master, askance

And the thick heavy spune-flakes which aye and anon

H's fierce Iips shook upwards in galloping on

VI .

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned; and cried Joris, "~ Stay spur
““Your Roos gal |l oped bravely, the fault's not in her
"We'll remenber at Aix''---for one heard the quick wheeze
O her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggering knees,
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank

VI,

So, we were |left galloping, Joris and I

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky;

The broad sun above | aughed a pitiless |augh

‘"Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble Iike chaff;
Till over by Dal hem a done-spire sprang white,

And ““Gallop,'"' gasped Joris, “~“for Aix is in sight!'

VI,

"“How they'll greet us!''---and all in a nonment his roan
Rol I ed neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone;

And there was ny Roland to bear the whol e wei ght



O the news which alone could save Aix fromher fate,
Wth his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim

And with circles of red for his eye-sockets' rim

Then | cast | oose ny buffcoat, each holster let fall,

Shook of f both ny jack-boots, let go belt and all

Stood up in the stirrup, |eaned, patted his ear

Call ed ny Roland his pet-nane, ny horse w thout peer

Cl apped nmy hands, |aughed and sang, any noise, bad or good,

Till at length into Ai x Roland gall oped and stood.

And all | remenber is---friends flocking round

As | sat with his head 'tw xt my knees on the ground;
And no voi ce but was praising this Roland of nine,

As | poured down his throat our |ast neasure of w ne,
Whi ch (the burgesses voted by conmobn consent)

Was no nore than his due who brought good news from Ghent.

THROUGH THE METI DJA TO ABD- EL- KADR.

[ Abd- el - Kadr was an Arab Chief of Algiers who resisted the French in 1833.]

As | ride, as | ride
Wth a full heart for my guide

So its tide rocks ny side



As | ride, as | ride

That, as | were doubl e-eyed,
He, in whom our Tribes confide,
I s descried, ways untried

As | ride, as | ride

As | ride, as | ride

To our Chief and his Allied,

Who dares chide ny heart's pride
As | ride, as | ride?

O are wi tnesses denied---
Through the desert waste and wi de
Do I glide unespied

As | ride, as | ride?

As | ride, as | ride

When an inner voice has cried,
The sands slide, nor abide

(As | ride, as | ride)

O er each visioned honicide

That came vaunting (has he |ied?)
To reside---where he died,

As | ride, as | ride

As | ride, as | ride
Ne' er has spur ny swift horse plied,

Yet his hide, streaked and pi ed,



As | ride, as | ride

Shows where sweat has sprung and dried,
---Zebra-footed, ostrich-thighed---
How has vied stride with stride

As | ride, as | ride

As | ride, as | ride

Could | | oose what Fate has tied,
Ere | pried, she should hide

(As | ride, as | ride)

Al that's nmeant ne---satisfied
When the Prophet and the Bride
Stop veins |'d have subside

As | ride, as | ride

NATI ONALI TY I N DRI NKS

My heart sank with our daret-flask,
Just now, beneath the heavy sedges

That serve this Pond's black face for mask
And still at yonder broken edges

O the hole, where up the bubbles glisten

After ny heart | | ook and listen

Qur laughing little flask, conpelled

Thro' depth to depth nore bl eak and shady;



As when, both arms beside her held,
Feet straightened out, sonme gay French | ady
I's caught up fromlife's light and notion,

And dropped into death's silent ocean!

Up junped Tokay on our table,

Li ke a pygny castl| e-warder,

Dwarfish to see, but stout and able,

Arms and accoutrenents all in order;

And fierce he | ooked North, then, wheeling South,
Blew with his bugle a challenge to Drouth,

Cocked his flap-hat with the tosspot-feather,

Twi sted his thunb in his red noustache,

Jingl ed his huge brass spurs together,

Ti ghtened his waist with its Buda sash,

And then, with an inpudence nought coul d abash,
Shrugged his hunp-shoul der, to tell the behol der,
For twenty such knaves he should | augh but the bol der:
And so, with his sword-hilt gallantly jutting,
And dext er-hand on his haunch abutti ng,

Vent the little man, Sir Ausbruch, strutting!

Here's to Nel son's nenory!

"Tis the second tinme that |, at sea,
Ri ght of f Cape Trafal gar here,

Have drunk it deep in British Beer.
Nel son for ever---any time

Am | his to command in prose or rhyne!

G ve ne of Nelson only a touch,



And | save it, be it little or much:

Here's one our Captain gives, and so

Down at the word, by George, shall it go

He says that at Greenwi ch they point the behol der
To Nelson's coat, "~“still with tar on the shoul der
"“For he used to lean with one shoul der digging,
*Jigging, as it were, and zig-zag-zigging

" Up against the m zen-rigging!'

GARDEN FANCI ES

I. THE FLOAER S NAME

Here's the garden she wal ked across,
Armin nmy arm such a short while since:
Hark, now | push its w cket, the nobss
H nders the hinges and makes t hem wi nce!
She nust have reached this shrub ere she turned,
As back with that murnur the wi cket swung;
For she laid the poor snail, ny chance foot spurned,

To feed and forget it the | eaves anong.

Down this side ofthe gravel -wal k

She went while her rope's edge brushed the box:
And here she paused in her gracious talk

To point me a noth on the m | k-white phlox.
Roses, ranged in valiant row,

I will never think that she passed you by!
She | oves you nobl e roses, | know,

But yonder, see, where the rock-plants |ie!



This flower she stopped at, finger on lip,
St ooped over, in doubt, as settling its claim
Till she gave ne, with pride to nake no slip,
Its soft neandering Spani sh nane:
What a nane! Was it |ove or praise?
Speech hal f-asl eep or song hal f - awake?
I nust |earn Spanish, one of these days,

Only for that slow sweet name's sake.

Roses, if | live and do well,
I may bring her, one of these days,
To fix you fast with as fine a spell
Fit you each with his Spanish phrase
But do not detain ne now, for she lingers
There, like sunshine over the ground,
And ever | see her soft white fingers

Searching after the bud she found.

Fl ower, you Spani ard, |ook that you grow not,
Stay as you are and be |oved for ever!

Bud, if | kiss you '"tis that you bl ow not:
M nd, the shut pink nmouth opens never

For while it pouts, her fingers westle,
Twi nkl i ng the audaci ous | eaves between,

Till round they turn and down they nestle---

Is not the dear mark still to be seen?



VI .

Wiere | find her not, beauties vanish
Whither | follow ber, beauties flee;
Is there no nethod to tell her in Spanish
June's twi ce June since she breathed it wth nme?
Come, bud, show ne the |east of her traces,
Treasure nmy lady's lightest footfall!
---Ah, you may flout and turn up your faces---

Roses, you are not so fair after all!

I'1. SI BRANDUS SCHAFNABURGENSI S

Pl ague take all your pedants, say |

He who wote what | hold in ny hand,
Centuries back was so good as to die,

Leaving this rubbish to cunber the |and;
This, that was a book in its tinme,

Printed on paper and bound in |eather,
Last nonth in the white of a matin-prine

Just when the birds sang all together

Into the garden | brought it to read,
And under the arbute and | aurustine
Read it, so help nme grace in ny need,
Fromtitle-page to closing line.
Chapter on chapter did | count,
As a curious traveller counts Stonehenge;
Added up the nortal anount;

And then proceeded to ny revenge.



Yonder's a plumtree with a crevice

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

In a castle of the Mddl e Age,
Joins to a lip of gum pure anber;

When he'd be private, there m ght he spend
Hours alone in his | ady's chanber:

Into this crevice | dropped our friend.

Spl ash, went he, as under he ducked,
---At the bottom | knew, rain-drippings stagnate:
Next, a handful of blossons | plucked
To bury himw th, nmy bookshelf's magnate;
Then | went in-doors, brought out a |oaf,
Hal f a cheese, and a bottle of Chablis;
Lay on the grass and forgot the oaf

Over a jolly chapter of Rabelais.

Now, this norning, betw xt the noss

And gumthat |ocked our friend in |inbo,
A spider had spun his web across,

And sat in the midst with arnms akinbo
So, | took pity, for learning s sake,

And, _de profundis, accentibus |<ae>tis,
Cantate! _quoth I, as | got a rake;

And up | fished his delectable treatise



VI .

Here you have it, dry in the sun
Wth all the binding all of a blister,
And great blue spots where the ink has run
And reddi sh streaks that wi nk and glister
O er the page so beautifully yell ow
Oh, well have the droppings played their tricks!
Did he guess how toadstools grow, this fell ow?

Here's one stuck in his chapter six!

VI,

How did he like it when the live creatures
Ti ckl ed and toused and browsed himall over,
And worm slug, eft, with serious features,
Cane in, each one, for his right of trover?
---VWhen the water-beetle with great blind deaf face
Made of her eggs the stately deposit,
And the newt borrowed just so nmuch of the preface

As tiled in the top of his black wife's cl oset?

VI,

Al that life and fun and ronping,
Al'l that frisking and tw sting and coupli ng,
While slowy our poor friend s | eaves were swanpi ng
And cl asps were cracking and covers suppling!
As if you bad carried sour John Knox
To the play-house at Paris, Vienna or Minich
Fastened himinto a front-row box,

And danced off the ballet with trousers and tunic.



Come, old martyr! What, tornent enough is it?
Back to ny roomshall you take your sweet self.
Good- bye, nother-beetle; husband-eft, _sufficit!_
See the snug niche |I have made on ny shel f!
A.'s book shall prop you up, B.'s shall cover you,
Here's C. to be grave with, or D. to be gay,
And with E. on each side, and F. right over you,

Dry-rot at ease till the Judgnent-day!

SCLI LOQUY OF THE SPANI SH CLO STER.

G-r-r---there go, ny heart's abhorrence!
Wat er your damed fl ower-pots, do!

If hate killed men, Brother Law ence,
God's bl ood, would not mine kill youl

What ? your nyrtle-bush wants trinm ng?
Ch, that rose has prior clains---

Needs its | eaden vase filled brinm ng?

Hell dry you up with its flanes!

At the neal we sit together:
_Salve tibi! | nust hear

Wse talk of the kind of weather,
Sort of season, tine of year:

_Not a plenteous cork-crop: scarcely



Dare we hope oak-galls, | doubt:
What's the Latin nane for " “parsley' '?_

Wiat's the Geek name for Swi ne's Snout?

VWhew! W'l have our platter burnished,
Laid with care on our own shel f!
Wth a fire-new spoon we're furnished,
And a goblet for ourself,
Ri nsed |i ke sonet hing sacrificial
Ere "tis fit to touch our chaps---
Marked with L. for our initiall

(He-he! There his lily snaps!)

_Saint_, forsooth! Wile brown Dol ores
Squat s outside the Convent bank

Wth Sanchicha, telling stories,
St eepi ng tresses in the tank,

Bl ue- bl ack, lustrous, thick |ike horsehairs,
---Can't | see his dead eye gl ow,

Bright as 'twere a Barbary corsair's?

(That is, if he'd let it show)

When he finishes refection,
Kni fe and fork he never |ays
Cross-wi se, to ny recollection,
As do I, in Jesu's praise.

I the Trinity illustrate,



Dri nki ng wat ered orange- pul p---
In three sips the Arian frustrate,;

Wil e he drains his at one gulp.

VI .

Oh, those nelons? If he's able
We're to have a feast! so nice
One goes to the Abbot's table,
Al'l of us get each a slice.
How go on your flowers? None doubl e
Not one fruit-sort can you spy?
Strange!---And |, too, at such trouble,

Keep them cl ose-ni pped on the sly!

VI,

There's a great text in Gl atians,
Once you trip on it, entails
Twent y- ni ne di stinct damati ons,
One sure, if another fails:
If I trip himjust a-dying,
Sure of heaven as sure can be,
Spin himround and send him flying

Of to hell, a Manichee?

VI,

O, ny scroful ous French nove
On grey paper with blunt type!
Sinply glance at it, you grove
Hand and foot in Belial's gripe:
If | double down its pages

At the woeful sixteenth print,



When he gat hers his greengages,

Ope a sieve and slip it int?

O, there's Satan!---one night venture
Pl edge one's soul to him yet |eave
Such a flaw in the indenture
As he'd miss till, past retrieve,
Bl asted | ay that rose-acacia
We're so proud of! _Hy, Zy, Hne ..._
"St, there's Vespers! _Plena grati<a”*>

Ave, Virgo! G-r-r---you sw ne!

THE LABORATORY

ANCI EN R<E' >G ME.

Now that |, tying thy glass mask tightly,
May gaze thro' these faint snokes curling whitely,
As thou pliest thy trade in this devil's-smthy---

Which is the poison to poison her, prithee?

He is with her, and they know that | know
Where they are, what they do: they believe ny tears flow
Wil e they laugh, laugh at ne, at ne fled to the drear

Enmpty church, to pray God in, for them ---1 am here.



Gind away, noisten and rmash up thy paste
Pound at thy powder,---1 amnot in haste!
Better sit thus, and observe thy strange things,

Than go where nmen wait nme and dance at the King's.

That in the nortar---you call it a gunf
Ah, the brave tree whence such gold o0o0zings cone!
And yonder soft phial, the exquisite blue,

Sure to taste sweetly,---is that poison too?

Had | but all of them thee and thy treasures,
VWhat a wild crowd of invisible pleasures!
To carry pure death in an earring, a casket,

A signet, a fan-mount, a filigree basket!

VI .

Soon, at the King's, a nere |ozenge to give,
And Paul i ne should have just thirty mnutes to |ive!
But to light a pastile, and Elise, with her head

And her breast and her arms and her hands, should drop dead!

VI,

Quick---is it finished? The colour's too grim
Why not soft like the phial's, enticing and dinf
Let it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir,

And try it and taste, ere she fix and prefer



VI,

VWhat a drop! She's not little, no mnion like ne!
That's why she ensnared him this never will free
The soul fromthose masculine eyes,---Say, "~ “no!'

To that pul se's nmagnificent come-and-go

For only last night, as they whispered, | brought
My own eyes to bear on her so, that | thought
Could | keep themone half minute fixed, she would fal

Shrivell ed; she fell not; yet this does it all

Not that | bid you spare her the pain;
Let death be felt and the proof renain:
Brand, burn up, bite into its grace---

He is sure to remenber her dying face!

Xl

Is it done? Take ny mask off! Nay, be not norose;
It kills her, and this prevents seeing it close;
The delicate droplet, nmy whole fortune's fee!

If it hurts her, beside, can it ever hurt nme?

X,

Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to your fill,
You nay kiss ne, old man, on nmy nouth if you will!

But brush this dust off ne, lest horror it brings



Ere | know it---next nonent | dance at the King's!

THE CONFESSI ONAL.

[ SPAI N. ]

It is alie---their Priests, their Pope,
Their Saints, their ... all they fear or hope
Are lies, and lies---there! through ny door
And ceiling, there! and walls and fl oor
There, lies, they lie---shall still be hurled

Till spite of them | reach the world!

You think Priests just and holy nen!
Before they put ne in this den

I was a human creature too

Wth flesh and blood |ike one of you
A girl that laughed in beauty's pride

Like lilies in your world outside.

I had a | over---shanme avaunt!

This poor wenched body, grimand gaunt,
Was kissed all over till it burned,

By lips the truest, |love e er turned

H's heart's own tint: one night they kissed

My soul out in a burning mst.



So, next day when the accustomed train
O things grew round ny sense again,
““That is a sin,'' | said: and slow
Wth downcast eyes to church I go

And pass to the confession-chair,

And tell the old mld father there.

But when | falter Beltran's nane,
"Ha?'' quoth the father; ““nuch | blane
"The sin; yet wherefore idly grieve?
"Despair not---strenuously retrieve!
"Nay, | will turn this Iove of thine

"To | awful |ove, al nobst divine;

Vi,

“For he is young, and | ed astray,

"This Beltran, and he schenes, nen say,
"To change the laws of church and state
"So, thine shall be an angel's fate,
"Who, ere the thunder breaks, should rol

“Its cloud away and save his soul

VI,

“For, when he lies upon thy breast,
"Thou rmayst demand and be possessed

O all his plans, and next day stea



"“To me, and all those plans reveal,
"“That | and every priest, to purge

""His soul, may fast and use the scourge.'

VI,

That father's beard was |ong and white,
Wth love and truth his brow seened bright;
I went back, all on fire with joy,

And, that same evening, bade the boy

Tell me, as lovers should, heart-free,

Sonething to prove his love of ne.

He told ne what he would not tel

For hope of heaven or fear of hell

And | lay listening in such pride!
And, soon as he had left my side,
Tripped to the church by norning-1ight

To save his soul in his despite.

| told the father all his schenes,

Who were his conrades, what their dreans;
“And now neke haste,'' | said, "~ "to pray
“The one spot from his soul away;

"To-ni ght he cones, but not the sane

"WII look!"" At night he never cane.

Xl

Nor next night: on the after-norn,



I went forth with a strength new- born.
The church was enpty; sonething drew
My steps into the street; | knew

It led me to the market-pl ace:

Where, 1o, on high, the father's face!

X,

That horrible black scaffold dressed,

That stapled block ... God sink the rest!
That head strapped back, that blinding vest,
Those knotted hands and naked breast,
Till near one busy hangnan pressed,

And, on the neck these arns caressed ..

Xl

No part in aught they hope or fear

No heaven with them no hell!---and here,
No earth, not so nuch space as pens

My body in their worst of dens

But shall bear God and man ny cry,

Lies---lies, again---and still, they lie!

CRI STI NA

She shoul d never have | ooked at ne
If she neant | should not |ove her
There are plenty ... nen, you call such

| suppose ... she may discover



Al'l her soul to, if she pleases,
And yet | eave nmuch as she found t hem
But I'mnot so, and she knew it

When she fixed ne, glancing round them

What? To fix ne thus neant not hing?
But | can't tell (there's ny weakness)
What her | ook said!---no vile cant, sure,
About " “need to strew the bl eakness
"OF sone lone shore with its pearl -seed.
"“That the sea feels''---no strange yearning
"That such soul s have, npbst to |avish

"“Where there's chance of |east returning.'

Oh, we're sunk enough here, God knows!
But not quite so sunk that nonents,
Sure tho' seldom are denied us,
When the spirit's true endowrents
Stand out plainly fromits fal se ones,
And apprise it if pursuing
O the right way or the wong way,

To its triunph or undoing.

There are flashes struck from m dni ghts,
There are fire-flanmes noondays ki ndl e,
Wher eby pil ed-up honours perish

Wher eby swol | en anbitions dw ndl e,



While just this or that poor inpulse,
Whi ch for once had play unstifled,
Seens the sole work of a life-tine

That away the rest have trifled.

Doubt you if, in some such nonent,

As she fixed ne, she felt clearly,
Ages past the soul existed,

Here an age 'tis resting nerely,
And hence fleets again for ages,

Wil e the true end, sole and single,
It stops here for is, this |ove-way,

Wth some other soul to mingle?

VI .

Else it loses what it lived for
And eternally nust lose it;
Better ends may be in prospect,
Deeper blisses (if you choose it),
But this life's end and this |ove-bliss
Have been | ost here. Doubt you whether
This she felt as, |ooking at ne,

M ne and her souls rushed together?

VI,

OCh, observe! O course, next nonent,
The worl d's honours, in derision,

Tranpl ed out the light for ever:
Never fear but there's provision

O the devil's to quench know edge



Lest we walk the earth in rapture!
---Maki ng those who catch God's secret

Just so nuch nore prize their capture!

VI,

Such am1: the secret's mne now
She has lost nme, | have gai ned her

Her soul's mine: and thus, grown perfect,
| shall pass ny life's renmi nder.

Life will just hold out the proving
Bot h our powers, alone and bl ended:

And then, cone next life quickly!

This world's use will have been ended.

THE LOST M STRESS

All's over, then: does truth sound bitter
As one at first believes?
Hark, 'tis the sparrows' good-night twtter

About your cottage eaves!

And the | eaf-buds on the vine are woollvy,
I noticed that, to-day;
One day nore bursts themopen fully

---You know the red turns grey.



To-norrow we neet the sane then, dearest?
May | take your hand in nine?
Mere friends are we,---well, friends the nerest

Keep much that | resign:

For each gl ance of the eye so bright and bl ack
Though | keep with heart's endeavour, ---
Your voi ce, when you w sh the snowdrops back,

Though it stay in ny soul for ever!---

Yet | will but say what nere friends say,
O only a thought stronger
I will hold your hand but as long as all may,

O so very little |onger

EARTH S | MMORTALI TI ES

FAME

See, as the prettiest graves will do in tine,
Qur poet's wants the freshness of its prineg;
Spite of the sexton's browsing horse, the sods
Have struggl ed through its binding osier rods;
Headst one and hal f-sunk footstone | ean awy,
Wanting the brick-work prom sed by-and- by;

How the minute grey lichens, plate o' er plate,



Have softened down the crisp-cut name and date!

LOVE.

So, the year's done with
(_Love ne for ever!_ )

Al'l March begun with,
April's endeavour

May- w eat hs that bound ne
June needs nust sever

Now snows fall round ne,
Quenching June's fever---

(_Love ne for ever! )

MEETI NG AT NI GHT.

The grey sea and the |ong bl ack | and;
And the yellow hal f-nmoon | arge and | ow
And the startled little waves that |eap
In fiery ringlets fromtheir sleep

As | gain the cove with pushing prow,

And quench its speed i' the slushy sand.

Then a nile of warm sea-scented beach;
Three fields to cross till a farm appears;
A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch
And bl ue spurt of a lighted nmatch,

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



Than the two hearts beating each to each

PARTI NG AT MORNI NG

Round the cape of a sudden cane the sea,
And the sun | ooked over the nountain's rim
And straight was a path of gold for him

And the need of a world of nmen for ne.

SONG.

Nay but you, who do not |ove her
I's she not pure gold, ny mstress?
Hol ds earth aught---speak truth---above her?
Aught like this tress, see, and this tress,
And this last fairest tress of all

So fair, see, ere |l let it fall?

Because, you spend your lives in praising;

To praise, you search the wide world over
Then why not witness, calnmly gazing,

If earth hol ds aught---speak truth---above her?
Above this tress, and this, | touch

But cannot praise, | love so nuch!



A WOVAN S LAST WORD.

Let's contend no nore, Love,
Strive nor weep:
All be as before, Love,

---Only sleep

What so wild as words are?
| and thou
In debate, as birds are,

Hawk on bough

See the creature stalking
Whi | e we speak!
Hush and hi de the tal king,

Cheek on cheek!

What so false as truth is,
Fal se to t hee?
Where the serpent's tooth is

Shun the tree---

Where t he appl e reddens



Never pry---
Lest we | ose our Edens,

Eve and I|.

Vi,

Be a god and hold ne
Wth a charnl
Be a man and fold ne

Wth thine arm

VI,

Teach ne, only teach, Love
As | ought
I will speak thy speech, Love,

Thi nk thy thought---

VI,

Meet, if thou require it,
Bot h demands,
Layi ng flesh and spirit

In thy hands.

That shall be to-norrow
Not to-night:
I nmust bury sorrow

Qut of sight:



---Must a little weep, Love,
(Fool i sh ne!)
And so fall asleep, Love,

Loved by thee.

EVELYN HOPE.

Beauti ful Evelyn Hope is dead!
Sit and watch by her side an hour
That is her book-shelf, this her bed;
She plucked that piece of geraniumflower,
Beginning to die too, in the glass;
Little has yet been changed, | think
The shutters are shut, no light may pass

Save two long rays thro' the hinge's chink

Si xt een years ol d, when she died!

Per haps she had scarcely heard ny nane;
It was not her time to |ove; beside,

Her life had nany a hope and aim
Duties enough and little cares,

And now was qui et, now astir,
Till God's hand beckoned unawares, ---

And the sweet white browis all of her.

Is it too |late then, Evel yn Hope?



What, your soul was pure and true,
The good stars met in your horoscope,

Made you of spirit, fire and dew--
And, just because | was thrice as old

And our paths in the world diverged so w de
Each was nought to each, nmust | be tol d?

We were fellow nortals, nought beside?

No, indeed! for God above

Is great to grant, as mighty to make
And creates the love to reward the | ove:

I claimyou still, for ny own |ove's sake!
Del ayed it may be for nore lives yet,

Through worlds | shall traverse, not a few
Much is to learn, nuch to forget

Ere the tine be cone for taking you

But the time will cone,---at last it will,
When, Evel yn Hope, what neant (I shall say)
In the lower earth, in the years long still,
That body and soul so pure and gay?
Why your hair was anber, | shall divine
And your nouth of your own geranium s red---
And what you would do with nme, in fine,

In the newlife cone in the old one's stead.

A/

I have lived (I shall say) so nmuch since then



G ven up nyself so many tines,

Gai ned ne the gains of various nen,
Ransacked the ages, spoiled the clines;
Yet one thing, one, in nmy soul's full scope,

Either | nissed or itself missed ne:
And | want and find you, Evelyn Hope!

What is the issue? |let us see!

VI,

I loved you, Evelyn, all the while.
My heart seened full as it could hol d?
There was place and to spare for the frank young snil e,
And the red young nmouth, and the hair's young gol d.
So, hush,---1 will give you this |leaf to keep
See, | shut it inside the sweet cold hand!
There, that is our secret: go to sleep!

You wi |l wake, and renenber, and under st and.

LOVE AMONG THE RUI NS.

Where the quiet-col oured end of evening smles,
Mles and nmles

On the solitary pastures where our sheep
Hal f - asl eep

Ti nkl e homeward thro' the twilight, stray or stop
As they crop---

Was the site once of a city great and gay,
(So they say)

O our country's very capital, its prince



Ages since
Held his court in, gathered councils, welding far

Peace or war.

Now, ---the country does not even boast a tree,
As you see

To di stinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills
Fromthe hills

Intersect and give a nanme to, (else they run
Into one)

Where the doned and daring pal ace shot its spires
Up like fires

O er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall
Boundi ng al I,

Made of marble, men might nmarch on nor be pressed,

Twel ve abreast.

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass
Never was!

Such a carpet as, this sunmmer-tinme, o'erspreads
And enbeds

Every vestige of the city, guessed al one,
St ock or stone---

Where a nultitude of nen breathed joy and woe
Long ago;

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of shane
Struck themtaneg;

And that glory and that shane alike, the gold

Bought and sol d.



Now, ---the single little turret that remains
On the plains,

By the caper overrooted, by the gourd
Overscor ed,

Whi | e the patching housel eek' s head of bl ossom wi nks
Thr ough the chi nks---

Mar ks the basenent whence a tower in ancient tine
Sprang subl i ne,

And a burning ring, all round, the chariots traced
As they raced,

And the nonarch and his mnions and his danes

Vi ewed t he ganes.

And | know, while thus the quiet-col oured eve
Smiles to | eave

To their folding, all our many-tinkling fleece
In such peace

And the slopes and rills in undistinguished grey
Melt away- - -

That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair
Waits me there

In the turret whence the charioteers caught sou
For the goal

When the king | ooked, where she | ooks now, breathless,

Till 1 cone.

Vi,

But he | ooked upon the city, every side,

dunb



Far and wi de,

Al'l the nountains topped with tenples, all the gl ades
Col onnades,

Al'l the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,---and then,
Al the nen!

When | do cone, she will speak not, she will stand,
Ei t her hand

On ny shoul der, give her eyes the first enbrace
O ny face,

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech

Each on each.

VI,

In one year they sent a mllion fighters forth
South and North,

And they built their gods a brazen pillar high
As the sky,

Yet reserved a thousand chariots in full force---
Gol d, of course.

Oh heart! oh blood that freezes, blood that burns!
Earth's returns

For whole centuries of folly, noise and sin!
Shut themin

Wth their triunphs and their glories and the rest!

Love is best.

A LOVERS QUARREL.



Oh, what a dawn of day!
How t he March sun feels |ike May!
Al'l is blue again

After last night's rain,

And the South dries the hawt horn-spray.

Only, ny Love's away!

I'd as lief that the blue were grey,

Runnel's, which rillets swell,

Must be danci ng down the dell,
Wth a foam ng head
On the beryl bed

Paven snmooth as a hernmit's cell;
Each with a tale to tell,

Could ny Love but attend as well.

Dearest, three nonths ago!

When we |ived bl ocked-up with snow, ---
When the wi nd woul d edge
In and in his wedge,

In, as far as the point could go---
Not to our ingle, though,

Where we | oved each the other so!

Laughs with so little cause!
We devi sed ganes out of straws.
We would try and trace

One another's face



In the ash, as an artist draws;
Free on each other's fl aws,

How we chattered |like two church daws!

What's in the "Times''?---a scold
At the Enperor deep and col d;
He has taken a bride
To his gruesone side,
That's as fair as hinmself is bold:
There they sit erm ne-stol ed,

And she powders her hair with gold.

Vi,

Fancy the Panpas' sheen

Mles and mles of gold and green
Where the sunfl owers bl ow
In a solid glow,

And---to break now and then the screen---
Bl ack neck and eyebal | s keen

Up a wild horse | eaps between!

VI,

Try, will our table turn?

Lay your hands there light, and yearn
Till the yearning slips
Thro' the finger-tips

In a fire which a few di scern
And a very few feel burn,

And the rest, they nay live and | earn



VI,

Then we woul d up and pace,

For a change, about the place,
Each with arm o' er neck:
"Tis our quarter-deck

We are seanen in woeful case
Hel p in the ocean-space!

O, if no help, we'll enbrace.

See, how she | ooks now, dressed
In a sl edging-cap and vest!
"Tis a huge fur cloak---
Li ke a reindeer's yoke
Falls the | appet along the breast:
Sl eeves for her arms to rest,

O to hang, as my Love likes best.

Teach me to flirt a fan

As the Spanish |adies can
O | tint your lip
Wth a burnt stick's tip

And you turn into such a nan!
Just the two spots that span

Hal f the bill of the young nal e swan.

Xl

Dearest, three nonths ago



When the nesnerizer Snow

Wth his hand's first sweep

Put the earth to sleep
"Twas a tinme when the heart could show
Al ---how was earth to know,

"Neath the nmute hand's to-and-fro?

X,

Dearest, three nonths ago

Wien we | oved each other so
Li ved and | oved the sane
Till an eveni ng cane

When a shaft fromthe devil's bow
Pierced to our ingle-glow,

And the friends were friend and foe!

Xl

Not fromthe heart beneath---

' Twas a bubbl e born of breath,
Nei t her sneer nor vaunt,
Nor reproach nor taunt.

See a word, how it severeth!
OCh, power of life and death

In the tongue, as the Preacher saith!

XI'V.

Wrman, and will you cast
For a word, quite off at |ast
Me, your own, your You,---

Since, as truth is true,



I was You all the happy past---
Me do you | eave aghast

Wth the nenories W anassed?

Love, if you knew the light

That your soul casts in ny sight,
How | 1 ook to you
For the pure and true

And the beauteous and the right,---
Bear with a nmonment's spite

Wien a nere note threats the whitel

What of a hasty word?

Is the fleshly heart not stirred
By a wormis pin-prick
Where its roots are quick?

See the eye, by a fly's foot blurred---
Ear, when a straw is heard

Scratch the brain's coat of curd!

Foul be the world or fair

More or |ess, how can | care?
"Tis the world the sane
For ny praise or blane,

And endurance is easy there.
Wong in the one thing rare---

Ch, it is hard to bear



XVILT.

Here's the spring back or close,
When the al nond- bl ossom bl ows:
We shall have the word
In a mnor third
There is none but the cuckoo knows:
Heaps of the guel der-rose!

I nmust bear with it, | suppose.

XI'X.

Coul d but Novenber core,

Were the noisy birds struck dumb
At the warning slash
O his driver's-1lash---

I would laugh like the valiant Thunb
Faci ng the castle glum

And the giant's fee-faw fum

Then, were the world well stripped

O the gear wherein equi pped
We can stand apart,
Heart di spense with heart

In the sun, with the flowers unnipped, ---
Oh, the world's hangi ngs ri pped,

W were both in a bare-walled crypt!

Each in the crypt would cry



“But one freezes here! and why?
"“When a heart, as chill,
"TAt nmy owmn would thril

"Back to life, and its fires out-fly?
"“Heart, shall we live or die?

"The rest. . . . settle by-and-by!’

XX .

So, she'd efface the score,
And forgive ne as before.
It is twelve o' clock:
I shall hear her knock
In the worst of a storms uproar
I shall pull her through the door

| shall have her for evernore

UP AT A VILLA---DOVWN IN THE CITY.

(AS DI STI NGUI SHED BY AN | TALI AN PERSON OF QUALITY.)

Had | but plenty of noney, noney enough and to spare,
The house for ne, no doubt, were a house in the city-square;

Ah, such a life, such alife, as one |eads at the wi ndow t here!

Sonething to see, by Bacchus, sonething to hear, at |east!
There, the whole day long, one's life is a perfect feast;

VWhile up at a villa one lives, | maintain it, no nore than a beast.



Well now, look at our villa! stuck like the horn of a bul
Just on a nountain-edge as bare as the creature's skull
Save a nere shag of a bush with hardly a | eaf to pull

---1 scratch ny own, sonetines, to see if the hair's turned wool.

But the city, oh the city---the square with the houses! Wy?

They are stone-faced, white as a curd, there's sonmething to take the eye!
Houses in four straight lines, not a single front awy;

You wat ch who crosses and gossi ps, who saunters, who hurries by;

Geen blinds, as a matter of course, to draw when the sun gets high

And the shops with fanciful signs which are painted properly.

What of a villa? Though wi nter be over in March by rights,
"Tis May perhaps ere the snow shall have withered well off the heights:
You' ve the brown pl oughed | and before, where the oxen steam and wheeze,

And the hills over-snoked behind by the faint grey olive-trees.

A/

Is it better in May, | ask you? You ve sunmmer all at once;

In a day he |l eaps conplete with a few strong April suns.

"Md the sharp short enerald wheat, scarce risen three fingers well,
The wild tulip, at end of its tube, blows out its great red bel

Like a thin clear bubble of blood, for the children to pick and sell.

VI,



Is it ever hot in the square? There's a fountain to spout and spl ash
In the shade it sings and springs; in the shine such foambows flash
On the horses with curling fish-tails, that prance and paddl e and pash
Round the lady atop in her conch---fifty gazers do not abash

Though all that she wears is sonme weeds round her waist in a sort of sash

VI,

Al'l the year at the villa, nothing to see though you |inger,

Except yon cypress that points like a death's lean lifted forefinger.

Some think fireflies pretty, when they mix i' the corn and ningle,

O thrid the stinking henp till the stalks of it seem a-tingle.

Late August or early Septenber, the stunning cicala is shrill,

And the bees keep their tiresome whine round the resinous firs on the hill.

Enough of the seasons,---1 spare you the nonths of the fever and chill.

Ere you open your eyes in the city, the bl essed church-bells begin:

No sooner the bells leave off than the diligence rattles in:

You get the pick of the news, and it costs you never a pin.

By-and-by there's the travelling doctor gives pills, lets blood, draws teeth;
O the Pulcinello-trunpet breaks up the narket beneath.

At the post-office such a scene-picture---the new play, piping hot!

And a notice how, only this norning, three |liberal thieves were shot.

Above it, behold the Archbishop's nost fatherly of rebukes,

And beneath, with his crown and his lion, sone little new | aw of the Duke's!
O a sonnet with flowery nmarge, to the Reverend Don So-and-so

Who is Dante, Boccaccio, Petrarca, Saint Jerone and Cicero,

T And noreover,
reached,

(the sonnet goes rhyming,) "~ “the skirts of Saint Paul has

" “Having preached us those six Lent-lectures nore unctuous than ever he
preached."

Noon strikes, ---here sweeps the procession! our Lady borne smling and snart



Wth a pink gauze gown all spangles, and seven swords stuck in her heart!

_Bang-whang-whang_ goes the drum _tootle-to-tootle_ the fife;

No keeping one's haunches still: it's the greatest pleasure in life.
X.
But bless you, it's dear---it's dear! fows, wine, at double the rate.

They have cl apped a new tax upon salt, and what oil pays passing the gate

It's a horror to think of. And so, the villa for ne, not the city!

Beggars can scarcely be choosers: but still---ah, the pity, the pity!

Look, two and two go the priests, then the nonks with cow s and sandal s,

And the penitents dressed in white shirts, a-holding the yell ow candl es;

One' he carries a flag up straight, and another a cross w th handl es,

And the Duke's guard brings up the rear, for the better prevention of scandal s:
_Bang- whang-whang_ goes the drum _tootle-te-tootle_the fife.

Oh, a day in the city-square, there is no such pleasure in |ife!

A TOCCATA<*1> OF GALUPPI' S.

[ Gal uppi was a fanous Italian conposer of
the eighteenth century. He was in London

from 1741 to 1744.]

Oh Gal uppi, Bal dassaro, this is very sad to find!
I can hardly m sconceive you; it would prove ne deaf and blind;

But al though |I take your neaning, 'tis with such a heavy m nd!

Here you conme with all your nusic, and here's all the good it brings.

What, they lived once thus at Venice where the nmerchants were the kings,



Where Saint Mark's is, where the Doges used to wed the sea with rings?

Ay, because the sea's the street there; and 'tis arched by ... what you cal
Shyl ock's bridge with houses on it, where they kept the carnival

I was never out of England---it's as if | saw it all

Di d young peopl e take their pleasure when the sea was warmin Muy?
Bal I s and nasks begun at midnight, burning ever to md-day,

When they made up fresh adventures for the norrow, do you say?

Was a lady such a lady, cheeks so round and lips so red,---
On her neck the small face buoyant, like a bell-flower on its bed,

O er the breast's superb abundance where a nman ni ght base his head?

Vi,

Well, and it was graceful of them--they'd break talk off and afford
---She, to bite her mask's bl ack velvet---he, to finger on his sword

Wil e you sat and played Toccatas, stately at the clavichord?

VI,

What ? Those | esser thirds so plaintive, sixths dimnished, sigh on sigh
Tol d them sonet hi ng? Those suspensi ons, those solutions---""Mst we die?

Those conmi serating sevenths---""Life might last! we can but try!'

VI,



"“Were you happy?' '---""Yes.''---""And are you still as happy?' '---""Yes. And
you?''

---""Then, nore kisses!''---""Did _|I _stop them when a mllion seened so few?"'
Hark, the dominant's persistence till it nust be answered to!

I X.
So, an octave struck the answer. Ch, they praised you, | dare say!

““Brave Galuppi! that was nusic! good alike at grave and gay!

"1 can always | eave off tal king when | hear a master play!'

Then they left you for their pleasure: till in due tine, one by one
Sone with lives that cane to nothing, some with deeds as well undone,

Death stepped tacitly and took them where they never see the sun

Xl

But when | sit down to reason, think to take nmy stand nor swerve,
VWiile | triunmph o' er a secret wung fromnature's cl ose reserve

In you come with your cold nmusic till | creep thro' every nerve

X,

Yes, you, like a ghostly cricket, creaking where a house was burned:
“Dust and ashes, dead and done with, Venice spent what Venice earned.

“The soul, doubtless, is imortal---where a soul can be discerned.

Xl

“Yours for instance: you know physics, sonething of geol ogy,

“Mathematics are your pastine; souls shall rise in their degree;



"Butterflies may dread extinction,---you'll not die, it cannot be!

XI'V.

“As for Venice and her people, nerely born to bl oom and drop

"Here on earth they bore their fruitage, mrth and folly were the crop

“What of soul was left, | wonder, when the kissing had to stop?
XV.
"“Dust and ashes!'' So you creak it, and | want the heart to scold.

Dear dead wonen, with such hair, too---what's becone of all the gold

Used to hang and brush their bosoms? | feel chilly and grown ol d.

* 1. An overture---a touch piece.

CLD PI CTURES | N FLORENCE.

The morn when first it thunders in March

The eel in the pond gives a | eap, they say:
As | leaned and | ooked over the al oed arch

O the villa-gate this warm March day,
No flash snapped, no dunb thunder rolled

In the valley beneath where, white and wi de
And washed by the norning water-gold,

Fl orence lay out on the nountain-side.

Ri ver and bridge and street and square



Lay mine, as nuch at ny beck and call,
Through the live translucent bath of air,
As the sights in a magic crystal ball

And of all | saw and of all | praised,
The nmost to praise and the best to see
Was the startling bell-tower Gotto raised

But why did it nore than startle ne?

Gotto, how, with that soul of yours,

Coul d you play ne fal se who | oved you so?
Sone slights if a certain heart endures

Yet it feels, | would have your fell ows know
I' faith, | perceive not why | should care

To break a silence that suits them best,
But the thing grows sonewhat hard to bear

Wen | find a Gotto join the rest.

On the arch where olives overhead
Print the blue sky with twig and | eaf,
(That sharp-curled | eaf which they never shed)
"Twi xt the aloes, | used to lean in chief,
And mark through the wi nter afternoons,
By a gift God grants ne now and then,
In the mild decline of those suns |ike noons,

Wio wal ked in Fl orence, besides her men.

They might chirp and chaffer, cone and go

For pleasure or profit, her nen alive---



My business was hardly with them | trow,
But with enpty cells of the human hive;
---Wth the chapter-room the cl oister-porch,
The church's apsis, aisle or nave,
Its crypt, one fingers along with a torch,

Its face set full for the sun to shave.

Vi,

Wherever a fresco peels and drops,
Wher ever an outline weakens and wanes
Till the latest life in the painting stops,
St ands One whom each fainter pul se-tick pains:
One, wi shful each scrap should clutch the brick,
Each tinge not wholly escape the plaster,
---Alion who dies of an ass's ki ck,

The wonged great soul of an ancient Master.

VI,

For oh, this world and the wong it does
They are safe in heaven with their backs to it,
The M chaels and Rafaels, you hum and buzz
Round the works of, you of the little wt!
Do their eyes contract to the earth's old scope,
Now that they see God face to face,
And have all attained to be poets, | hope?

"Tis their holiday now, in any case.

VI,

Much they reck of your praise and you!

But the wronged great souls---can they be quit



O a world where their work is all to do,
Where you style them you of the little wt,
A d Master This and Early the O her,
Not dreanming that O d and New are fell ows:
A younger succeeds to an el der brother

Da Vincis derive in good time from Dell os

And here where your praise might yield returns,
And a handsone word or two give help,

Here, after your kind, the mastiff girns
And the puppy pack of poodl es yelp.

What, not a word for Stefano there,
O brow once prom nent and starry,

Called Nature's Ape and the world's despair

For his peerless painting? (See Vasari.)

There stands the Master. Study, ny friends,
What a man's work comes to! So he plans it,
Performs it, perfects it, nakes anmends
For the toiling and moiling, and then, _sic transit! _
Happier the thrifty blind-folk | abour,
Wth upturned eye while the hand is busy,
Not sidling a glance at the coin of their nei ghbour

"Tis | ooking downward that rmakes one dizzy.

Xl

““If you knew their work you woul d deal your dole.'
May | take upon nme to instruct you?

When Greek Art ran and reached the goal



Thus rmuch had the world to boast _in fructu ---
The Truth of Man, as by God first spoken

Whi ch the actual generations garble,
Was re-uttered, and Soul (which Linbs betoken)

And Linbs (Soul inforns) made new in marble.

X,

So, you saw yourself as you wi shed you were
As you might have been, as you cannot be;
Earth here, rebuked by d ynpus there:
And grew content in your poor degree
Wth your little power, by those statues' godhead,
And your little scope, by their eyes' full sway,
And your little grace, by their grace enbodied,

And your little date, by their forns that stay.

Xl

You would fain be kinglier, say, than | anf
Even so, you will not sit |ike Theseus.
You woul d prove a nodel ? The Son of Priam
Has yet the advantage in arns' and knees' use.
You're woth---can you slay your snake like Apollo?
You're grieved---still N obe's the grander
You live---there's the Racers' frieze to follow

You die---there's the dying Al exander

XI'V.

So, testing your weakness by their strength,
Your meagre charnms by their rounded beauty,

Measured by Art in your breadth and | ength,



You | earned---to subnmit is a nortal's duty.

---Wien | say “you'' 'tis the conmmon soul
The collective, | nmean: the race of Mn
That receives life in parts to live in a whole,

And grow here according to God's clear plan.

G owm h came when, |ooking your last on themall,
You turned your eyes inwardly one fine day

And cried with a start---Wat if we so small
Be greater and grander the while than they?

Are they perfect of l|ineanment, perfect of stature?
In both, of such |ower types are we

Preci sely because of our w der nature;

For time, theirs---ours, for eternity.

To-day's brief passion limts their range;
It seethes with the morrow for us and nore.

They are perfect---how el se? they shall never change:
We are faulty---why not? we have tine in store.

The Artificer's hand is not arrested
Wth us; we are rough-hewn, now se polished:

They stand for our copy, and, once invested

Wth all they can teach, we shall see them abolished

XV .

"Tis alife-long toil till our lunp be | eaven---
The better! What's cone to perfection perishes.
Things | earned on earth, we shall practise in heaven

Works done | east rapidly, Art nost cheri shes.



Thysel f shalt afford the exanple, G otto!
Thy one work, not to decrease or dimnish,
Done at a stroke, was just (was it not?) ~~QO"'

Thy great Canpanile is still to finish.

XVILT.

it true that we are now, and shall be hereafter,
But what and where depend on life's m nute?
Hai |l s heavenly cheer or infernal |aughter
Qur first step out of the gulf or init?
Shall Man, such step within his endeavour,
Man's face, have no nore play and action
Than joy which is crystallized for ever,

O grief, an eternal petrifaction?

XI'X.

On which | conclude, that the early painters,
To cries of ~"Greek Art and what nore wi sh you?''---
Replied, " To becone now sel f-acquainters,
" And paint man nan, whatever the issue!
" " Make new hopes shine through the flesh they fray,
"“New fears aggrandi ze the rags and tatters:
""To bring the invisible full into play!

"“Let the visible go to the dogs---what matters?'’

G ve these, | exhort you, their guerdon and glory
For daring so nuch, before they well didit.
The first of the new, in our race's story,
Beats the last of the old; 'tis no idle quiddit.

The worthi es began a revol ution,



Which if on earth you intend to acknow edge,
Why, honour them now (ends ny allocution)

Nor confer your degree when the fol k | eave coll ege.

There's a fancy sone |lean to and others hate---
That, when this life is ended, begins
New work for the soul in another state,
Where it strives and gets weary, |oses and wi ns:
Where the strong and the weak, this world' s congeries,
Repeat in |arge what they practised in small,
Through life after life in unlimted series;

Only the scale's to be changed, that's all

XX .

Yet | hardly know. When a soul has seen
By the nmeans of Evil that Good is best,

And, through earth and its noise, what is heaven's serene,---
When our faith in the same has stood the test---

Why, the child grown nman, you burn the rod
The uses of |abour are surely done;

There remaineth a rest for the people of Cod:

And | have had troubl es enough, for one.

XX,

But at any rate | have | oved the season
O Art's spring-birth so dimand dewy;
My scul ptor is Nicolo<*1> the Pisan,
My painter---who but C mabue?

Nor ever was man of them all indeed,



From these to CGhiberti<*2> and Ghirl andai o, <*3>
Coul d say that he missed ny critic-need.

So, now to ny special grievance---heigh ho!

XXI V.

Their ghosts still stand, as | said before,

Wat chi ng each fresco flaked and rasped,
Bl ocked up, knocked out, or whitewashed o'er

---No getting again what the church has grasped!
The works on the wall must take their chance;

" “Works never conceded to England's thick cline!"’
(I hope they prefer their inheritance

O a bucketful of Italian quick-line.)

When they go at length, with such a shaking
O heads o' er the old delusion, sadly
Each master his way through the black streets taking,
Where nany a | ost work breat hes though badly---
Wiy don't they bethink them of who has nerited?
Way not reveal, while their pictures dree
Such doom how a captive m ght be out-ferreted?

Wiy is it they never renenber me?

XXVI .

Not that | expect the great Bigordi
Nor Sandro to hear me, chivalric, bellicose;
Nor the wronged Lippino;<*4> and not a word |
Say of a scrap of Fr<a > Angelico's:
But are you too fine, Taddeo Gaddi, <*5>

To grant nme a taste of your intonaco, <*6>



Some Jerome that seeks the heaven with a sad eye?

Not a churlish saint, Lorenzo Monaco?

XXVI I .

Coul d not the ghost with the close red cap

My Pollajolo,<*7> the twice a craftsnan,
Save ne a sanple, give ne the hap

O a muscul ar Christ that shows the draughtsman?
No Virgin by himthe sonewhat petty,

O finical touch and tenpera<*8> crunbly---
Coul d not Al esso Bal dovi netti

Contribute so rmuch, | ask himhunbly?

XXVI L.

Mar gheritone of Arezzo, <*9>
Wth the grave-clothes garb and swaddl i ng barret
(Why purse up nmouth and beak in a pet so,
You bal d ol d saturnine poll-clawed parrot?)
Not a poor glimering Crucifixion
Where in the foreground kneels the donor?
If such remain, as is nmy conviction

The hoarding it does you but little honour

XX X.

They pass; for themthe panels may thrill,

The tenpera grow alive and tinglish;
Their pictures are left to the nmercies stil

O dealers and stealers, Jews and the English
Who, seeing nmere nmoney's worth in their prize,

WIl sell it to sonebody cal mas Zeno



At naked High Art, and in ecstasies

Bef ore sonme clay-cold vile Carlino!

No matter for these! But Gotto, you
Have you all owed, as the town-tongues babble it,---
Oh, never! it shall not be counted true---
That a certain precious little tablet
VWi ch Buonarroti eyed like a |over,---
Was buried so long in oblivion's wonb
And, left for another than | to discover

Turns up at last! and to whon®---to whon?

XXXl .

I, that have haunted the dim San Spirito,
(O was it rather the QOgni ssanti<*10>?)
Patient on altar-step planting a weary toe!
Nay, | shall have it yet! _Detur amanti! _

My Koh-i-noor-or (if that's a platitude)
Jewel of G amschid, the Persian Sofi's eye
So, in anticipative gratitude,

What if | take up ny hope and prophesy?

XXX

When the hour grows ripe, and a certain dotard
I's pitched, no parcel that needs invoicing,

To the worse side of the Mont Saint Cothard,
We shall begin by way of rejoicing;

None of that shooting the sky (blank cartridge),
Nor a civic guard, all plunes and | acquer

Hunting Radetzky's soul |ike a partridge



Over Morello with squib and cracker

XXX

This time we'll shoot better game and bag 'em hot---
No nmere display at the stone of Dante,

But a kind of sober Wtanagenot
(Ex: "“Casa @uidi,'' _quod videas ante )

Shal | ponder, once Freedomrestored to Florence,
How Art nmay return that departed with her

Go, hated house, go each trace of the Loraine's,

And bring us the days of Orgagna<*11> hither

XXX V.

How we shal |l prol ogi ze, how we shall perorate,
Uter fit things upon art and history,

Feel truth at bl ood-heat and fal sehood at zero rate,
Make of the want of the age no nystery;

Contrast the fructuous and sterile eras,
Show- - - nonarchy ever its uncouth cub licks

Qut of the bear's shape into Chinxae>ra's,

While Pure Art's birth is still the republic's.

Then one shall propose in a speech (curt Tuscan
Expurgate and sober, with scarcely an *" _issinp, '")
To end now our half-told tale of Canbuscan, <*12>
And turn the bell-tower's _alt_ to _altissino_:
And fine as the beak of a young beccacci a<*13>
The Canpanile, the Duomp's fit ally,

Shall soar up in gold full fifty braccia,



Conpl eting Florence, as Florence Italy.

XXXVI .

Shall | be alive that norning the scaffold
I s broken away, and the | ong-pent fire,

Li ke the gol den hope of the world, unbaffled
Springs fromits sleep, and up goes the spire
Wiile " CGod and the People'' plain for its notto,

Thence the new tricol our flaps at the sky?
At least to foresee that glory of Gotto

And Fl orence together, the first aml!

* 1 A sculptor, died 1278.

* 2 Died 1455. Designed the bronze gates of the Baptistry at Fl orence.
* 3 A painter, died 1498.

* 4 The son of Fr<a > Lippo Lippi. Wonged, because sone of his
* pi ctures have been attributed to others.

* 5 Died 1366. One of Gotto's pupils and assi stants.

* 6 Rough cast.

* 7 Painter, sculptor, and goldsmth.

* 8 Distenper---mxture of water and egg yol k.

* 9 Scul ptor and architect, died 1313-

*10 Al Saints.

*11 A Florentine painter, died 1576

*12 Tartar King.

*13 A woodcock

" DE GUSTI BUS- - -

Your ghost will walk, you lover of trees,



(I'f our |oves remain)
In an English |ane,
By a cornfield-side a-flutter with poppies.
Hark, those two in the hazel coppice---
A boy and a girl, if the good fates pl ease,
Maki ng | ove, say, ---
The happi er they!
Draw yourself up fromthe |light of the noon,
And | et them pass, as they will too soon
Wth the bean-flowers' boon
And the bl ackbird' s tune,

And May, and June!

What | love best in all the world

Is a castle, precipice-encurled,

In a gash of the w nd-grieved Apennine

O look for ne, old fellow of m ne,

(If 1 get nmy head fromout the nouth

O the grave, and loose ny spirit's bands,
And cone again to the Iand of |ands)---

In a sea-side house to the farther South,
Where the baked cicala dies of drouth,

And one sharp tree---'tis a cypress---stands,
By the many hundred years red-rusted,
Rough iron-spiked, ripe fruit-o'ercrusted,
My sentinel to guard the sands

To the water's edge. For, what expands

Bef ore the house, but the great opaque

Bl ue breadth of sea without a break?
Wiile, in the house, for ever crunbles

Sone fragment of the frescoed walls,



From blisters where a scorpion spraw s.
A girl bare-footed brings, and tunbles
Down on the pavenent, green-flesh nel ons,
And says there's news to-day---the king
Was shot at, touched in the liver-w ng,
Goes with his Bourbon armin a sling:
---She hopes they have not caught the felons.
Italy, nmy Italy!
Queen Mary's saying serves for ne---
(When fortune's malice
Lost her---Calais)---
Open ny heart and you will see
Graved inside of it, ““ltaly."'
Such lovers old are | and she:

So it always was, so shall ever be!

HOME- THOUGHTS, FROM ABROAD.

Ch, to be in England

Now that April's there,

And whoever wakes in Engl and

Sees, sone norning, unaware,

That the | owest boughs and the brushwood sheaf
Round the elmtree bole are in tiny |eaf,

Whil e the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough

I n Engl and- - - now! !



And after April, when May foll ows,

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swall ows!
Hark, where ny bl ossoned pear-tree in the hedge
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover

Bl ossonms and dewdrops---at the bent spray's edge---
That's the wi se thrush; he sings each song tw ce over
Lest you shoul d think he never could recapture

The first fine carel ess rapture!

And though the fields | ook rough with hoary dew,

Al will be gay when noontide wakes anew

The buttercups, the little children's dower

---Far brighter than this gaudy nelon-fl ower!

HOVE- THOUGHTS, FROM THE SEA

Nobly, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the North-west died away;

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into Cadiz Bay;

Bluish "mid the burning water, full in face Trafal gar |ay;

In the di mest North-east distance dawned G braltar grand and gray;
"“Here and here did England help ne: how can | hel p Engl and?' ' ---say,
Whoso turns as |, this evening, turn to God to praise and pray,

Wil e Jove's planet rises yonder, silent over Africa.

SAUL.

Said Abner, “"At last thou art cone! Ere | tell, ere thou speak
""Kiss ny cheek, wish ne well!'' Then | wished it, and did kiss his cheek

And he, " "Since the King, Ony friend, for thy countenance sent,



“Nei ther drunken nor eaten have we; nor until fromhis tent

“Thou return with the joyful assurance the King liveth yet,

“Shall our lip with the honey be bright, with the water be wet.
"For out of the black md-tent's silence, a space of three days,
"Not a sound hath escaped to thy servants, of prayer nor of praise,
"To betoken that Saul and the Spirit have ended their strife,

“And that, faint in his triunph, the nonarch sinks back upon life.

“Yet now ny heart |eaps, O beloved! God's child with his dew
"On thy gracious gold hair, and those lilies still living and bl ue
“Just broken to twine round thy harp-strings, as if no wild beat

"Were now raging to torture the desert!"’

Then |, as was neet,
Knelt down to the God of ny fathers, and rose on ny feet,
And ran o' er the sand burnt to powder. The tent was unl ooped;
| pulled up the spear that obstructed, and under | stooped
Hands and knees on the slippery grass-patch, all w thered and gone,
That extends to the second encl osure, | groped ny way on
Till | felt where the foldskirts fly open. Then once nore | prayed,
And opened the foldskirts and entered, and was not afraid
But spoke, "“Here is David, thy servant!'' And no voice replied.
At the first | saw nought but the bl ackness but soon | descried
A somet hing nmore bl ack than the bl ackness---the vast, the upright
Mai n prop which sustains the pavilion: and slow into sight
Gew a figure against it, gigantic and bl ackest of all

Then a sunbeam that burst thro' the tent-roof, showed Saul



He stood as erect as that tent-prop, both arns stretched out w de
On the great cross-support in the centre, that goes to each side;
He rel axed not a nuscle, but hung there as, caught in his pangs
And waiting his change, the king-serpent all heavily hangs,

Far away fromhis kind, in the pine, till deliverance cone

Wth the spring-tinme,---so agoni zed Saul, drear and stark, blind and dunb.

Then | tuned ny harp,---took off the lilies we twine round its chords

Lest they snap 'neath the stress of the noon-tide---those sunbeans |ike swords!
And | first played the tune all our sheep know, as, one after one,

So docile they cone to the pen-door till folding be done.

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

Where the long grasses stifle the water within the stream s bed;

And now one after one seeks its lodging, as star follows star

Into eve and the blue far above us,---so blue and so far

A/

---Then the tune, for which quails on the cornland will each | eave his mate
To fly after the player; then, what nakes the crickets elate

Till for boldness they fight one another: and then, what has wei ght

To set the quick jerboa<*1> anusing outside his sand house---

There are none such as he for a wonder, half bird and hal f nouse!

God made all the creatures and gave them our |ove and our fear

To give sign, we and they are his children, one famly here.

VI,

Then | played the hel p-tune of our reapers, their w ne-song, when hand

G asps at hand, eye lights eye in good friendship, and great hearts expand



And grow one in the sense of this world' s life.---And then, the |last song

Wien the dead man is praised on his journey---""Bear, bear himal ong

""Wth his few faults shut up like dead flowerets! Are bal mseeds not here
"“To consol e us? The |l and has none | eft such as he on the bier

T Ch, would we mght keep thee, ny brother!''---And then, the glad chaunt

O the marriage,---first go the young nai dens, next, she whom we vaunt

As the beauty, the pride of our dwelling.---And then, the great march

Wherein man runs to man to assist himand buttress an arch

Nought can break; who shall harmthem our friends?---Then, the chorus intoned
As the Levites go up to the altar in glory enthroned.

But | stopped here: for here in the darkness Saul groaned.

VI,

And | paused, held ny breath in such silence, and |istened apart;

And the tent shook, for nmighty Saul shuddered: and sparkles 'gan dart
Fromthe jewels that woke in his turban, at once with a start,

Al its lordly mal e-sapphires, and rubi es courageous at heart.

So the head: but the body still noved not, still hung there erect.
And | bent once again to my playing, pursued it unchecked,

As | sang, ---

“Ch, our manhood's prime vigour! No spirit feels waste,
"Not a nuscle is stopped in its playing nor sinew unbraced.
"Ch, the wild joys of living! the leaping fromrock up to rock
"The strong rendi ng of boughs fromthe fir-tree, the cool silver shock
"Cf the plunge in a pool's living water, the hunt of the bear
"And the sultriness showing the lion is couched in his lair.
"And the neal, the rich dates yell owed over with gold dust divine,
“And the locust-flesh steeped in the pitcher, the full draught of w ne,

"And the sleep in the dried river-channel where bul rushes tel



"That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and well.

"How good is man's life, the nere living! how fit to enpl oy

"All the heart and the soul and the senses for ever in joy!

"Hast thou loved the white | ocks of thy father, whose sword thou didst guard
"When he trusted thee forth with the armies, for glorious reward?

"Didst thou see the thin hands of thy nother, held up as nmen sung

"The | ow song of the nearly-departed, and bear her faint tongue

“Joining in while it could to the witness, “Let one nore attest,

"1 have lived, seen God's hand thro' a lifetinme, and all was for best'?
"Then they sung thro' their tears in strong triunph, not nuch, but the rest.
"And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the worki ng whence grew
"Such result as, from seething grape-bundles, the spirit strained true
“And the friends of thy boyhood---that boyhood of wonder and hope,

"Present pronise and wealth of the future beyond the eye's scope, ---
"Till lo, thou art grown to a nonarch; a people is thine;

“And all gifts, which the world offers singly, on one head conbi ne!

"On one head, all the beauty and strength, love and rage (like the throe
"That, a-work in the rock, helps its |labour and lets the gold go)

"High anbition and deeds which surpass it, fanme crowning them---al

"Brought to blaze on the head of one creature---King Saul!'

And o, with that leap of ny spirit,---heart, hand, harp and voice,
Each lifting Saul's nanme out of sorrow, each bidding rejoice

Saul's fanme in the light it was nade for---as when, dare | say,

The Lord's arny, in rapture of service, strains through its array,
And up soareth the cherubimchariot---""Saul!'' cried |, and stopped,
And waited the thing that should follow. Then Saul, who hung propped
By the tent's cross-support in the centre, was struck by his nane.
Have ye seen when Spring's arrowy sunmons goes right to the aim

And sone nountain, the last to withstand her, that held (he al one,

Wil e the vale laughed in freedomand flowers) on a broad bust of stone



A year's snow bound about for a breastplate,---1eaves grasp of the sheet?
Fold on fold all at once it crowds thunderously down to his feet,

And there fronts you, stark, black, but alive yet, your mountain of old,
Wth his rents, the successive bequeathi ngs of ages untold---

Yea, each harmgot in fighting your battles, each furrow and scar

O his head thrust 'tw xt you and the tenpest---all hail, there they are!l
---Now again to be softened with verdure, again hold the nest

O the dove, tenpt the goat and its young to the green on his crest

For their food in the ardours of summer. One | ong shudder thrilled

Al the tent till the very air tingled, then sank and was stilled

At the King's self left standing before nme, rel eased and aware.

What was gone, what remained? Al to traverse, 'tw xt hope and despair;
Death was past, life not cone: so he waited. Awhile his right hand

Hel d the brow, hel ped the eyes left too vacant forthwith to renmand

To their place what new objects should enter: 'twas Saul as before.

| looked up and dared gaze at those eyes, nor was hurt any nore

Than by slow pallid sunsets in autumm, ye watch fromthe shore,

At their sad | evel gaze o'er the ocean---a sun's slow decline

Over hills which, resolved in stern silence, o' erlap and entw ne

Base with base to knit strength nore intensely: so, armfolded arm

O er the chest whose sl ow heavi ngs subsi ded.

Xl

What spell or what charm
(For, awhile there was trouble within ne) what next should | urge
To sustain himwhere song had restored hinP---Song filled to the verge
Hs cup with the wine of this life, pressing all that it yields
O nmere fruitage, the strength and the beauty: beyond, on what fields,
G ean a vintage nore potent and perfect to brighten the eye
And bring blood to the lip, and comrend themthe cup they put by?
He saith, "It is good;'' still he drinks not: he lets ne praise life,

G ves assent, yet would die for his own part.



X,

Then fancies grewrife
Whi ch had cone | ong ago on the pasture, when round nme the sheep
Fed in silence---above, the one eagle wheeled slow as in sleep
And | lay in ny hollow and nused on the world that mght lie
‘"Neath his ken, though | saw but the strip "twixt the hill and the sky:
And | | aughed---""Since ny days are ordained to be passed with my fl ocks,
“Let nme people at least, with my fancies, the plains and the rocks,
"Dreamthe life | amnever to mx with, and i nmage the show
"OF mankind as they live in those fashions | hardly shall know
“Schenmes of life, its best rules and right uses, the courage that gains,

“And the prudence that keeps what nmen strive for.'' And now these old trains
O vague thought cane again; | grew surer; so, once nore the string

O ny harp made response to ny spirit, as thus---

Xl
"“Yea, ny King,'
| began---""thou dost well in rejecting nere conforts that spring
"Fromthe nmere nortal life held in common by nman and by brute:

“In our flesh grows the branch of this life, in our soul it bears fruit.
"Thou hast marked the slow rise of the tree,---how its stemtrenbled first
"Till it passed the kid's lip, the stag's antler then safely outburst

“The fan-branches all round; and thou mi ndest when these too, in turn

"Broke a-bloom and the pal mtree seened perfect: yet nore was to learn

"E'en the good that comes in with the palmfruit. Qur dates shall we slight,
“When their juice brings a cure for all sorrow? or care for the plight

"COf the palms self whose slow growth produced then? Not so! stem and branch
“Shall decay, nor be known in their place, while the pal mw ne shall staunch
“Every wound of man's spirit in winter. | pour thee such w ne.

“Leave the flesh to the fate it was fit for! the spirit be thine!

"By the spirit, when age shall o' ercome thee, thou still shalt enjoy



"More indeed, than at first when inconscious, the life of a boy.

"Crush that life, and behold its wine running! Each deed thou hast done
"Dies, revives, goes to work in the world; until e'en as the sun
“Looki ng down on the earth, though clouds spoil him though tenpests efface,
“Can find nothing his own deed produced not, nust everywhere trace

"The results of his past summer-prine' ---so, each ray of thy wll,
"Every flash of thy passion and prowess, |ong over, shall thril

"Thy whol e people, the countless, with ardour, till they too give forth
"Alike cheer to their sons, who in turn, fill the South and the North
"Wth the radiance thy deed was the germof. Carouse in the past!

"But the license of age has its limt; thou diest at |ast:

“As the lion when age dins his eyeball, the rose at her height

"So with man---so his power and his beauty for ever take flight.

"No! Again a long draught of ny soul-w ne! Look forth o'er the years!
“Thou hast done now with eyes for the actual; begin with the seer's!

“Is Saul dead? In the depth of the vale nake his tonb---bid arise

A grey nountain of marble heaped four-square, till, built to the skies
“Let it mark where the great First King slunbers: whose fane woul d ye know?
“Up above see the rock's naked face, where the record shall go

“In great characters cut by the scribe,---Such was Saul, so he did;
"Wth the sages directing the work, by the popul ace chid,---

“For not half, they'Il affirm is conprised there! Wiich fault to anend,
“In the grove with his kind grows the cedar, whereon they shall spend
"(See, in tablets "tis level before then) their praise, and record

"Wth the gold of the graver, Saul's story,---the statesman's great word
"Side by side with the poet's sweet coment. The river's a-wave

"Wth snooth paper-reeds grazing each other when prophet-w nds rave:

"So the pen gives unborn generations their due and their part

“In thy being! Then, first of the mighty, thank God that thou art!"’

XI'V.

And behold while | sang ... but O Thou who didst grant ne that day,



And before it not seldom hast granted thy help to essay,

Carry on and conpl ete an adventure,---ny shield and nmy sword

In that act where ny soul was thy servant, thy word was ny word, ---

Still be with me, who then at the summit of human endeavour

And scaling the highest, man's thought coul d, gazed hopel ess as ever

On the new stretch of heaven above ne---till, nighty to save

Just one lift of thy hand cleared that distance---God' s throne fromnman's grave!
Let me tell out ny tale to its ending---my voice to ny heart

Whi ch can scarce dare believe in what nmarvels last night | took part,

As this norning | gather the fragnments, alone with my sheep

And still fear lest the terrible glory evanish |ike sleep

For | wake in the grey dewy covert, while Hebron<*2> upheaves

The dawn struggling with night on his shoulder, and Kidron<*3> retrieves

Sl ow t he danmage of yesterday's sunshi ne.

| say then,---my song
Wil e | sang thus, assuring the nonarch, and ever nore strong
Made a proffer of good to console him--he slowy resuned
H s old notions and habitudes kingly. The right-hand repl uned
Hi s black locks to their wonted conposure, adjusted the swat hes
O his turban, and see---the huge sweat that his countenance bat hes,
He wipes off with the robe; and he girds now his |oins as of yore,
And feels slow for the armets of price, with the clasp set before.
He is Saul, ye remenber in glory,---ere error had bent
The broad brow fromthe daily conmunion; and still, though nmuch spent
Be the life and the bearing that front you, the sane, God did choose,
To receive what a man nmay waste, desecrate, never quite |ose
So sank he along by the tent-prop till, stayed by the pile
O his arnour and war-cl oak and garnents, he | eaned there awhile,
And sat out my singing,---one armround the tent-prop, to raise

H s bent head, and the other hung slack---till | touched on the praise



| foresaw fromall men in all time, to the man patient there
And thus ended, the harp falling forward. Then first | was 'ware
That he sat, as | say, with ny head just above his vast knees
Whi ch were thrust out on each side around ne, |ike oak-roots which pl ease
To encircle a lanb when it slunmbers. | |ooked up to know
If the best | could do had brought sol ace: he spoke not, but slow
Lifted up the hand slack at his side, till he laid it with care
Soft and grave, but in mld settled will, on nmy brow thro ny hair
The | arge fingers were pushed, and he bent back ny bead, wi th kind power---
Al ny face back, intent to peruse it, as nmen do a flower.
Thus held he ne there with his great eyes that scrutinized mne---
And oh, all ny heart how it loved him but where was the sign?
| yearned---""Could | help thee, ny father, inventing a bliss,
"I would add, to that life of the past, both the future and this;
"I would give thee new |life altogether, as good, ages hence,

""As this nmonent,---had love but the warrant, love's heart to dispense!’

Then the truth came upon nme. No harp nore---no song nore! outbroke---

XVI .

“1 have gone the whole round of creation: | saw and | spoke:

I, awrk of God's hand for that purpose, received in ny brain
“And pronounced on the rest of his hand-work---returned himagain
"His creation's approval or censure: | spoke as | saw

"l report, as a man may of God's work---all's love, yet all's |aw
"Now | |ay down the judgeship he lent ne. Each faculty tasked

"To perceive him has gai ned an abyss, where a dewdrop was asked.
“Have | know edge? confounded it shrivels at Wsdomlaid bare.
“Have | forethought? how purblind, how blank, to the Infinite Care!

"Do | task any faculty highest, to i nage success?



"l but open ny eyes,---and perfection, no nore and no | ess,

“In the kind | inmagined, full-fronts me, and God is seen God

“In the star, in the stone, in the flesh, in the soul and the cl od.
“And thus looking within and around ne, | ever renew

"(Wth that stoop of the soul which in bending upraises it too)
"The submi ssion of man's nothing-perfect to God's all-conplete,

"As by each new obeisance in spirit, | clinb to his feet.

"Yet with all this abounding experience, this deity known,

"l shall dare to discover some province, sone gift of ny own.

"There's a faculty pleasant to exercise, hard to hoodw nk,

"l amfain to keep still in abeyance, (I laugh as | think)
“Lest, insisting to claimand parade init, wt ye, | worst
"E'en the Gver in one gift.---Behold, | could Iove if | durst!

"But | sink the pretension as fearing a man may o' ertake

"CGod's own speed in the one way of love: | abstain for |ove's sake.
“---What, ny soul? see thus far and no farther? when doors great and snall,
"N ne-and-ninety flew ope at our touch, should the hundredth appal ?

“In the least things have faith, yet distrust in the greatest of all?

"Do | find love so full in ny nature, God's ultinmate gift,

"That | doubt his own | ove can conpete with it? Here, the parts shift?
“Here, the creature surpass the Creator,---the end, what Began?

"Would | fain in ny inpotent yearning do all for this man,

“And dare doubt he al one shall not help him who yet al one can?

"Would it ever have entered ny mind, the bare will, much | ess power,

"To bestow on this Saul what | sang of, the narvell ous dower

"Of the life he was gifted and filled with? to nake such a soul

“Such a body, and then such an earth for insphering the whol e?

"And doth it not enter ny mind (as ny warmtears attest)

"These good things being given, to go on, and give one nore, the best?

Ay, to save and redeem and restore him nmintain at the height

"This perfection,---succeed with |ife's day-spring, death's mnute of night?
“Interpose at the difficult mnute, snatch Saul the m stake,

"Saul the failure, the ruin he seens now, ---and bid hi m anake



"Fromthe dream the probation, the prelude, to find hinself set
"Clear and safe in new light and new life,---a new harnony yet

"To be run, and continued, and ended---who knows?---or endure!
"The man taught enough, by life's dream of the rest to nake sure;
"By the pain-throb, triunphantly winning intensified bliss,

"And the next world's reward and repose, by the struggles in this.

XVILIT.

"l believe it! 'Tis thou, God, that givest, '"tis | who receive

“In the first is the last, inthy will is nmy power to believe.

"All's one gift: thou canst grant it noreover, as pronpt to ny prayer
"As | breathe out this breath, as | open these arns to the air.
"Fromthy will, streamthe worlds, life and nature, thy dread Sabaot h:
I _will?---the nere atons despise nme! Wy am| not loth

"To look that, even that in the face too? Wiy is it | dare

“Think but lightly of such inpuissance? What stops ny despair?
"This;---"tis not what man Does which exalts him but what man Wul d do!
"See the King---1 would help himbut cannot, the w shes fall through
"Could | westle to raise himfromsorrow, grow poor to enrich

"To fill up his life, starve ny own out, | woul d---know ng which

"I know that ny service is perfect. Oh, speak through ne now

"Wuld | suffer for himthat | |ove? So woul dst thou---so wilt thou
"So shall crown thee the topnost, ineffablest, utternpst crown---

"And thy love fill infinitude wholly, nor |eave up nor down

“One spot for the creature to stand in! It is by no breath,

“Turn of eye, wave of hand, that salvation joins issue with death!

"As thy Love is discovered al mghty, almghty be proved

"Thy power, that exists with and for it, of being Bel oved!

"He who did nost, shall bear npbst; the strongest shall stand the npbst weak.
"'"Tis the weakness in strength, that | cry for! my flesh, that | seek
“In the Godhead! | seek and | find it. O Saul, it shall be

A Face like my face that receives thee; a Man like to ne,



"“Thou shalt | ove and be |oved by, for ever: a Hand |like this hand

"“Shall throw open the gates of newlife to thee! See the Christ stand!'

XI'X.

I know not too well how | found my way hone in the night.

There were wi tnesses, cohorts about nme, to left and to right,
Angel s, powers, the unuttered, unseen, the alive, the aware:

| repressed, | got through themas hardly, as strugglingly there,

As a runner beset by the popul ace fam shed for news---

Life or death. The whol e earth was awakened, hell |oosed with her crews;
And the stars of night beat with enotion, and tingled and shot

Qut in fire the strong pain of pent know edge: but | fainted not,
For the Hand still inpelled ne at once and supported, suppressed

Al'l the tumult, and quenched it with quiet, and holy behest,

Till the rapture was shut in itself, and the earth sank to rest.
Anon at the dawn, all that trouble had withered fromearth---

Not so much, but | sawit die out in the day's tender birth;

In the gathered intensity brought to the grey of the hills;

In the shuddering forests' held breath; in the sudden wind-thrills;
In the startled wild beasts that bore off, each with eye sidling stil
Though averted with wonder and dread; in the birds stiff and chil
That rose heavily, as | approached them nade stupid with awe:

E' en the serpent that slid away silent,---he felt the new | aw

The sane stared in the white humid faces upturned by the flowers;
The same worked in the heart of the cedar and noved the vine-bowers:
And the little brooks w tnessing nurnured, persistent and | ow,

Wth their obstinate, all but hushed voices---""E en so, it is so!’

* 1 The junping hare.
* 2 One of the three cities of Refuge.

* 3 A brook in Jerusal em



MY STAR.

All, that | know
O a certain star
Is, it can throw
(Li ke the angl ed spar)
Now a dart of red
Now a dart of blue
Till nmy friends have said
They woul d fain see, too,
My star that dartles the red and the bl ue!
Then it stops like a bird; like a flower, hangs furled:
They must sol ace thensel ves with the Saturn above it.
What matter to nme if their star is a world?

M ne has opened its soul to ne; therefore | love it.

BY THE FI RE- SI DE

How well | know what | nean to do
When the | ong dark autum-eveni ngs cone:
And where, ny soul, is thy pleasant hue?
Wth the nmusic of all thy voices, dunmb

In life's Novenber too!

I shall be found by the fire, suppose,
O er a great wi se book as beseeneth age,

Wil e the shutters flap as the cross-w nd bl ows



And | turn the page, and | turn the page,

Not verse now, only prose!

Till the young ones whisper, finger on lip,
"“There he is at it, deep in G eek:
"Now t hen, or never, out we slip
""To cut fromthe hazels by the creek

A mai nmast for our ship!''

| shall be at it indeed, ny friends:
Greek puts already on either side

Such a branch-work forth as soon extends
To a vista opening far and wi de,

And | pass out where it ends.

The outside-frane, |ike your hazel -trees:
But the inside-archway w dens fast,
And a rarer sort succeeds to these,
And we slope to Italy at |ast

And youth, by green degrees.

VI .

I foll ow wherever | am| ed,
Knowi ng so well the | eader's hand:
Oh wonman-country, wooed not wed,

Loved all the nore by earth's nal e-1ands,



Laid to their hearts instead!

VI,

Look at the ruined chapel again
Hal f-way up in the Al pine gorge!
Is that a tower, | point you plain,
O isit amll, or an iron-forge

Breaks solitude in vain?

VI,

A turn, and we stand in the heart of things:
The woods are round us, heaped and dim
Fromslab to slab how it slips and springs,

The thread of water single and slim

Through the ravage sone torrent brings!

Does it feed the little | ake bel ow?

That speck of white just on its narge
Is Pella; see, in the evening-gl ow,

How sharp the silver spear-heads charge

When Al p neets heaven in snow

On our other side is the straight-up rock
And a path is kept 'twi xt the gorge and it
By boul der-stones where |ichens nock
The marks on a noth, and small ferns fit

Their teeth to the polished bl ock.



Xl

Oh the sense of the yell ow nountain-fl owers,
And thorny balls, each three in one,

The chestnuts throw on our path in showers!
For the drop of the woodland fruit's begun

These early Novenber hours,

X,

That crinson the creeper's |eaf across
Li ke a splash of blood, intense, abrupt,
Oer a shield else gold fromrimto boss,
And lay it for show on the fairy-cupped

El f - needl ed mat of noss,

Xl

By the rose-flesh nushroons, undivul ged
Last evening---nay, in to-day's first dew
Yon sudden coral nipple bul ged,
Where a freaked fawn-col oured flaky crew

O toadstool s peep indul ged.

XI'V.

And yonder, at foot of the fronting ridge
That takes the turn to a range beyond,

I's the chapel reached by the one-arched bridge
Where the water is stopped in a stagnant pond

Danced over by the m dge.



The chapel and bridge are of stone alike,
Bl acki sh-grey and nostly wet;

Cut henp-stal ks steep in the narrow dyke.
See here again, how the lichens fret

And the roots of the ivy strike!

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

To the dozen folk fromtheir scattered hones,
Gat hered within that precinct snall

By the dozen ways one roans---

XVI .

To drop fromthe charcoal - burners' huts,
O clinb fromthe henp-dressers' |ow shed,

Leave the grange where the woodnan stores his nuts,
O the wattled cote where the fow ers spread

Their gear on the rock's bare juts.

XVILT.

It has sonme pretension too, this front,
Wth its bit of fresco hal f-noon-w se

Set over the porch, Art's early wont:
"Tis John in the Desert, | surm se,

But has borne the weather's brunt---

XX

Not fromthe fault of the builder, though,



For a pent-house properly projects
Where three carved beans make a certain show,
Dati ng---good thought of our architect's---

"Five, six, nine, he lets you know.

And all day long a bird sings there,

And a stray sheep drinks at the pond at tines;
The place is silent and aware;

It has had its scenes, its joys and crines,

But that is its own affair.

My perfect wife, ny Leonor,
Oh heart, ny own, oh eyes, mne too,
Whom el se could | dare | ook backward for,
Wth whom besi de should | dare pursue

The path grey heads abhor?

XX .

For it leads to a crag's sheer edge with them
Youth, flowery all the way, there stops---
Not they; age threatens and they contemn,
Till they reach the gulf wherein youth drops,

One inch fromlife's safe hem

XX

Wth me, youth led ... | will speak now,

No | onger watch you as you sit



Reading by fire-light, that great brow
And the spirit-snmall hand propping it,

Mutely, ny heart knows how --

XXI V.

When, if | think but deep enough

You are wont to answer, pronpt as rhyne;
And you, too, find without rebuff

Response your soul seeks many a tine

Piercing its fine flesh-stuff.

My own, confirmne! If | tread
This path back, is it not in pride
To think how little | dreanmed it |ed
To an age so blest that, by its side,

Yout h seens the waste instead?

XXVI .

My own, see where the years conduct!

At first, 'twas sonething our two souls
Should mi x as mists do; each is sucked

In each now. on, the new streamrolls

What ever rocks obstruct.

XXVI I .

Thi nk, when our one soul understands
The great Word which nmakes all things new,
When earth breaks up and heaven expands,

How wi Il the change strike nme and you



In the house not made wi th hands?

XXV

Oh | nust feel your brain pronpt mne,
Your heart anticipate ny heart,

You nust be just before, in fine,
See and make nme see, for your part,

New dept hs of the divine!

XXI X.

But who coul d have expected this
When we two drew together first
Just for the obvious human bliss,
To satisfy life's daily thirst

Wth a thing nmen sel dom m ss?

Conme back with ne to the first of all,
Let us lean and love it over again,

Let us now forget and now recall,
Break the rosary in a pearly rain,

And gat her what we let fall!

XXXI .

What did | say?---that a small bird sings
Al'l day |ong, save when a brown pair

O hawks fromthe wood float with w de w ngs
Strained to a bell: 'gainst noon-day glare

You count the streaks and rings.



XXX

But at afternoon or al nost 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.

XXX

H t her we wal ked then, side by side,
Armin arm and cheek to cheek,
And still | questioned or replied,
Wil e ny heart, convul sed to really speak,

Lay choking in its pride.

XXX V.

Silent the crunbling bridge we cross,
And pity and praise the chapel sweet,
And care about the fresco's |oss,
And wi sh for our souls a like retreat,

And wonder at the nopss.

St oop and kneel on the settle under,

Look through the wi ndow s grated square:
Not hing to see! For fear of plunder,

The cross is down and the altar bare,

As if thieves don't fear thunder.

XXXVI .



We stoop and |l ook in through the grate,
See the little porch and rustic door
Read duly the dead buil der's date;
Then cross the bridge that we crossed before,

Take the path again---but wait!

XXXVI | .

Oh nonment, one and infinite!

The water slips o' er stock and stone;
The West is tender, hardly bright:

How grey at once is the evening grown---

One star, its chrysolite!

XXXVI .

W two stood there with never a third,
But each by each, as each knew wel | :

The sights we saw and the sounds we heard,
The lights and the shades nmade up a spel

Till the trouble grew and stirred.

XXX X.

Ch, the little nmore, and how nuch it is!
And the little less, and what worlds away!
How a sound shall quicken content to bliss,
O a breath suspend the blood' s best play,

And life be a proof of this!

XL.

Had she willed it, still had stood the screen



So slight, so sure, '"twixt nmy |ove and her
I could fix her face with a guard between
And find her soul as when friends confer

Friends---lovers that might have been

XLI.

For ny heart had a touch of the woodl and-ti ne,
Wanting to sleep now over its best.

Shake the whole tree in the sunmmer-prine,
But bring to the last |leaf no such test!

""Hold the last fast!'' runs the rhyme.

XL

For a chance to make your little nuch,
To gain a lover and lose a friend,
Venture the tree and a nyriad such

When not hing you mar but the year can mend:
But a last leaf---fear to touch!

XLILr.

Yet should it unfasten itself and fal
Eddying down till it find your face
At sone slight w nd---best chance of all
Be your heart henceforth its dwelling-place

You trenbled to forestall!

XLI'V.

Wrth how well, those dark grey eyes,
That hair so dark and dear, how worth

That a man should strive and agoni ze,



And taste a veriest hell on earth

For the hope of such a prize!

X1V,

You might have turned and tried a man,
Set hima space to weary and wear,

And prove which suited nore your plan,
H s best of hope or his worst despair,

Yet end as he began.

XLVI .

But you spared ne this, like the heart you are,
And filled ny enpty heart at a word.

If two lives join, there is oft a scar
They are one and one, with a shadowy third;

One near one is too far

XLVI I .

A norment after, and hands unseen
Wer e hangi ng the night around us fast
But we knew that a bar was broken between
Life and Iife: we were mixed at |ast

In spite of the nortal screen

XLV T L.

The forests had done it; there they stood;
We caught for a nonent the powers at play:
They had mingled us so, for once and good,

Their work was done---we might go or stay,



They rel apsed to their ancient nood.

XLI X

How the world is made for each of us!
How al |l we perceive and knowin it

Tends to sone nonent's product thus,
Wien a soul declares itself---to wit,

By its fruit, the thing it does

Be hate that fruit or love that fruit,
It forwards the general deed of man,
And each of the Many helps to recruit
The life of the race by a general plan;

Each living his own, to boot.

LI.

I am nanmed and known by that nonent's feat;
There took ny station and degree;

So grew my own small life conplete,
As nature obtained her best of ne---

One born to | ove you, sweet!

L.

And to watch you sink by the fire-side now
Back again, as you nutely sit

Musing by fire-light, that great brow
And the spirit-snmall hand propping it,

Yonder, mny heart knows how



LITT.

So, earth has gai ned by one nan the nore,

And the gain of earth nust be heaven's gain too;
And the whole is well worth thinking o'er

When autumm conmes: which | nmean to do

One day, as | said before.

ANY W FE TO ANY HUSBAND

My love, this is the bitterest, that thou---
Wio art all truth, and who dost |ove ne now
As thine eyes say, as thy voice breaks to say---
Shoul dst |l ove so truly, and couldst |ove ne stil
A whole long life through, had but love its will,

Wul d death that | eads nme fromthee brook del ay.

I have but to be by thee, and thy hand

W1l never let mne go, nor heart withstand
The beating of nmy heart to reach its place.

When shall | look for thee and feel thee gone?

When cry for the old confort and find none?

Never, | knowl Thy soul is in thy face.

Oh, | should fade---"tis willed so! Mght | save,

G adly I woul d, whatever beauty gave



Joy to thy sense, for that was precious too.
It is not to be granted. But the sou
Whence the | ove cones, all ravage | eaves that whol e;

Vainly the flesh fades; soul nmkes all things new.

It woul d not be because ny eye grew dim

Thou coul dst not find the love there, thanks to H m
Who never is dishonoured in the spark

He gave us fromhis fire of fires, and bade

Renenber whence it sprang, nor be afraid

Whil e that burns on, though all the rest grow dark.

So, how thou woul dst be perfect, white and cl ean
Qutside as inside, soul and soul's denesne

Alike, this body given to show it by!
Oh, three-parts through the worst of life's abyss,
What plaudits fromthe next world after this,

Coul dst thou repeat a stroke and gain the sky!

A/

And is it not the bitterer to think

That, di sengage our hands and thou wilt sink
Al though thy love was love in very deed?

I know that nature! Pass a festive day,

Thou dost not throwits relic-flower away

Nor bid its nmusic's loitering echo speed.

VI,



Thou let'st the stranger's glove lie where it fell
If old things remain old things all is well,
For thou art grateful as becones man best
And hadst thou only heard ne play one tune,
O viewed me froma wi ndow, not so soon

Wth thee would such things fade as with the rest.

VI,

| seemto see! W neet and part; 'tis brief;
The book | opened keeps a fol ded |eaf,

The very chair | sat on, breaks the rank
That is a portrait of me on the wall---
Three lines, ny face conmes at so slight a call

And for all this, one little hour to thank

But now, because the hour through years was fixed,
Because our innpbst beings net and nixed,

Because thou once hast |oved me---wilt thou dare
Say to thy soul and Who nmay |ist beside,
"“Therefore she is imortally my bride;

" Chance cannot change ny love, nor time inpair.

"So, what if in the dusk of life that's left,
I, atired traveller of ny sun bereft,

Look frommy path when, nminmicking the sane,
"The fire-fly glinpses past nme, come and gone?
“---Where was it till the sunset? where anon

It will be at the sunrise! What's to bl ane?'



Xl

Is it so helpful to thee? Canst thou take

The minmic up, nor, for the true thing s sake,
Put gently by such efforts at a beanf

I's the renmi nder of the way so | ong,

Thou need'st the little solace, thou the strong

Watch out thy watch, |let weak ones doze and drean

X1,
---Ah, but the fresher faces! "“Is it true,’
Thou' It ask, "~ “some eyes are beautiful and new?
"“Sone hair,---how can one choose but grasp such weal t h?

"And if a man would press his lips to lips
"Fresh as the wilding hedge-rose-cup there slips

" The dewdrop out of, nust it be by stealth?

Xl

"It cannot change the love still kept for Her

"More than if such a picture | prefer

"“Passing a day with, to a room s bare side:
The painted formtakes nothing she possessed,
Yet, while the Titian's Venus lies at rest,

A man | ooks. Once nore, what is there to chide?

XI'V.

So nust | see, fromwhere | sit and watch,
My own self sell nyself, ny hand attach

Its warrant to the very thefts from ne---



Thy singl eness of soul that nmade ne proud,
Thy purity of heart | |oved al oud,

Thy man's-truth I was bold to bid God see

Love so, then, if thou wilt! Gve all thou canst
Away to the new faces---di sentranced,
(Say it and think it) obdurate no nore:
Re-i ssue | ooks and words fromthe old mnt,
Pass them afresh, no matter whose the print

| mmge and superscription once they bore

Re-coin thyself and give it themto spend,---
It all comes to the same thing at the end,
Since mine thou wast, mine art and m ne shalt be,
Fait hful or faithless, scaling up the sum
O lavish of ny treasure, thou must cone

Back to the heart's place here | keep for thee!

XV .

Only, why should it be with stain at all?
Way must |, '"twixt the | eaves of coronal
Put any kiss of pardon on thy brow?
Why need the ot her wonen know so nuch,
And tal k together, " Such the |Iook and such

"“The smle he used to love with, then as now'

XVILT.

Mght | die last and show thee! Should I find



Such hardship in the few years |l eft behind,
If free to take and light ny lanp, and go

Into thy tonb, and shut the door and sit,

Seeing thy face on those four sides of it

The better that they are so blank, | know

XI'X.

Way, tinme was what | wanted, to turn o'er
Wthin nmy mnd each | ook, get nore and nore

By heart each word, too nuch to learn at first;
And join thee all the fitter for the pause
‘"Neath the | ow doorway's lintel. That were cause

For lingering, though thou calledst, if | durst!

And yet thou art the nobler of us two

What dare | dream of, that thou canst not do
Qutstripping ny ten snmall steps with one stride?

I"lIl say then, here's a trial and a task---

Is it to bear?---if easy, I'll not ask:

Though love fail, | can trust on in thy pride.

Pri de?---when those eyes forestall the |life behind
The death | have to go through!---when | find,
Now that | want thy help nost, all of thee!l
What did | fear? Thy love shall hold ne fast
Until the little mnute's sleep is past

And | wake saved.---And yet it will not bel



TWO | N THE CAMPAGNA

I wonder do you feel to-day
As | have felt since, hand in hand,
We sat down on the grass, to stray
In spirit better through the |and,

This morn of Rome and May?

For me, | touched a thought, | know,
Has tantalized nme nany tines,

(Li ke turns of thread the spiders throw
Mocki ng across our path) for rhynes

To catch at and | et go.

Help ne to hold it! First it left
The yell owing fennel,<*1> run to seed
There, branching fromthe brickwork's cleft,
Sone old tonb's ruin: yonder weed

Took up the floating wet,

Where one snall orange cup amassed
Five beetles,---blind and green they grope
Anong t he honey-neal : and | ast,

Everywhere on the grassy sl ope



| traced it. Hold it fast!

The chanpaign with its endl ess fleece
O feathery grasses everywhere!

Si | ence and passion, joy and peace,
An everlasting wash of air---

Rome' s ghost since her decease.

VI .

Such life here, through such |engths of
Such miracles perforned in play,

Such primal naked fornms of flowers,
Such letting nature have her way

Whil e heaven | ooks fromits towers

VI,

How say you? Let us, O ny dove,
Let us be unashaned of soul

As earth lies bare to heaven above!
How is it under our contro

To | ove or not to | ove?

VI,

I would that you were all to ne,
You that are just so rmuch, no nore

Nor yours nor mine, nor slave nor free!

hour s,

Where does the fault |ie? Wiat the core

O the wound, since wound nust be?



| would I could adopt your wll,
See with your eyes, and set ny heart

Beating by yours, and drink ny fill

At your soul's springs,---your part mny part

Inlife, for good and ill.

X.
No. | yearn upward, touch you cl ose
Then stand away. | kiss your cheek,
Catch your soul's warnth,---1 pluck the rose

And love it nore than tongue can speak---

Then the good ni nute goes.

Xl

Al ready how am | so far
Qut of that minute? Must | go
Still like the thistle-ball, no bar
Onwar d, whenever |ight w nds bl ow,

Fixed by no friendly star?

X,

Just when | seened about to learn
Where is the thread now? O f again!

The old trick! Only | discern---
Infinite passion, and the pain

O finite hearts that yearn.

* 1 Herb with yellow fl owers and seeds

supposed



* to be nedicinal.

M SCONCEPTI ONS.

This is a spray the Bird clung to,
Making it bl ossomw th pl easure,
Ere the high tree-top she sprang to,
Fit for her nest and her treasure.
Oh, what a hope beyond neasure
Was the poor spray's, which the flying feet hung to,---

So to be singled out, built in, and sung to!

This is a heart the Queen | eant on,
Thrilled in a mnute erratic,
Ere the true bosom she bent on,
Meet for love's regal dalmtic.<*1>
Oh, what a fancy ecstatic
Was the poor heart's, ere the wanderer went on---

Love to be saved for it, proffered to, spent on!

* 1 A vestnent used by ecclesiastics, and fornerly

* by senators and persons of high rank.

A SERENADE AT THE VI LLA



That was |, you heard | ast night,
When there rose no noon at all

Nor, to pierce the strained and tight
Tent of heaven, a planet snall:

Life was dead and so was light.

Not a twinkle fromthe fly,
Not a glimer fromthe worm

When the crickets stopped their cry,
When the owls forbore a term

You heard nusic; that was |I.

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

In at heaven and out again,
Li ghtni ng! ---where it broke the roof,

Bl oodl i ke, sone few drops of rain.

What they could ny words expressed,
Omy love, nmy all, ny one!

Si ngi ng hel ped the verses best,
And when singing's best was done,

To ny lute |I left the rest.



So wore night; the East was gray,

Wiite the broad-faced hem ock-fl owers
There woul d be anot her day;

Ere its first of heavy hours

Found me, | had passed away.

VI .

What became of all the hopes,
Words and song and lute as well?

Say, this struck you---""Wen life gropes
"“Feebly for the path where fell

"Light last on the evening sl opes,

VI,

"One friend in that path shall be,
"“To secure ny step from w ong;
“One to count night day for ne,

" Patient through the watches | ong,

“Serving nost with none to see.'

VI,

Never say---as sonething bodes---
"So, the worst has yet a worse
"“When life halts 'neath doubl e | oads,
""Better the taskmaster's curse

*“Than such nusic on the roads!

" “When no npbon succeeds the sun,



"“Nor can pierce the mdnight's tent
“Any star, the snallest one,
Wil e sonme drops, where lightning rent,

" Show the final storm begun---

"When the fire-fly hides its spot,
" “When the garden-voices fai
“In the darkness thick and hot, ---
" Shal | another voice avail,

"That shape be where these are not?

Xl

"Has sonme plague a | onger |ease,
““Proffering its help uncouth?
“Can't one even die in peace?

" As one shuts one's eyes on youth,

“Is that face the | ast one sees?

X,

OCh how dark your villa was,
W ndows fast and obdur at e!
How t he garden grudged ne grass
Where | stood---the iron gate

Gound its teeth to |l et ne pass!

ONE WAY OF LOVE.



Al June | bound the rose in sheaves.
Now, rose by rose, | strip the |eaves
And strew t hem where Paul i ne may pass.
She will not turn aside? Al as!

Let themlie. Suppose they die?

The chance was they m ght take her eye.

How many a nonth | strove to suit
These stubborn fingers to the lute!
To-day | venture all | know.

She will not hear ny nusic? So!
Break the string; fold nusic's w ng:

Suppose Paul i ne had bade ne sing!

My whole life long | learned to |ove.
This hour ny utnost art | prove

And speak mny passi on---heaven or hell?
She will not give nme heaven? 'Tis well!
Lose who may---1 still can say,

Those who wi n heaven, blest are they!

ANOTHER WAY OF LOVE

June was not over



Though past the fall,
And the best of her roses
Had yet to bl ow,
When a man | know
(But shall not discover,
Since ears are dull,
And tine discloses)
Turned himand said with a man's true air,
Hal f sighing a smle in a yawn, as '"twere,---

“If I tire of your June, will she greatly care?

Wel |, dear, in-doors with you
True! serene deadness
Tries a man's tenper.
Wiat's in the bl ossom
June wears on her boson?
Can it clear scores with you?
Sweet ness and redness.
_Eadem senper! _
Go, let me care for it greatly or slightly!
I f June nend her bower now, your hand |left unsightly

By plucking the roses,---ny June will do rightly.

And after, for pastine,
I f June be reful gent

Wth flowers in conpleteness,
Al'l petals, no prickles,
Delicious as trickles

O wine poured at nmass-tine,---

And choose One indul gent



To redness and sweet ness:
O if, with experience of nan and of spider
June use ny June-lightning, the strong insect-ridder

And stop the fresh filmwork, ---why, June will consider

A PRETTY WOVAN

That fawn-ski n-dappl ed hair of hers,
And the bl ue eye
Dear and dewy,

And that infantine fresh air of hers!

To think men cannot take you, Sweet,
And enfol d you,
Ay, and hold you,

And so keep you what they nmake you, Sweet!

You like us for a glance, you know --
For a word's sake
O a sword's sake,

All's the same, whate'er the chance, you know.

And in turn we rmake you ours, we say---

You and youth too,



Eyes and nout h too,

Al'l the face conposed of flowers, we say.

All's our own, to nake the nost of, Sweet---
Sing and say for,
Watch and pray for,

Keep a secret or go boast of, Sweet!

VI .

But for |oving, why, you would not, Sweet,
Though we prayed you,
Pai d you, brayed you

in anortar---for you could not, Sweet!

VI,

So, we | eave the sweet face fondly there:
Be its beauty
Its sole duty!

Let all hope of grace beyond, lie there!

VI,

And while the face lies quiet there,
Wio shall wonder
That | ponder

A conclusion? I will try it there.

As, ---why nust one, for the |ove foregone,



Scout mere |iking?
Thunder - st ri ki ng

Eart h, ---the heaven, we | ooked above for, gone!

Why, with beauty, needs there noney be,
Love with liking?
Crush the fly-king

In his gauze, because no honey-bee?

Xl

May not |iking be so sinple-sweet,
If love grew there
" Twoul d undo there

Al'l that breaks the cheek to dinples sweet?

X,

Is the creature too inperfect,
Woul d you mend it
And so end it?

Since not all addition perfects aye!

Xl

O is it of its kind, perhaps,
Just perfection---
Whence, rejection

O a grace not to its mind, perhaps?

XI'V.



Shall we burn up, tread that face at once
Into tinder,
And so hi nder

Sparks fromkindling all the place at once?

O else kiss away one's soul on her?
Your | ove-f anci es!
---A sick man sees

Truer, when his hot eyes roll on her!

Thus the craftsman thinks to grace the rose,---
Pl ucks a noul d-fl ower
For his gold flower,

Uses fine things that efface the rose:

XVI .

Rosy rubies nake its cup nore rose,
Preci ous netal s
Ape the petals,---

Last, sone old king locks it up, norose!

XVILT.

Then how grace a rose? | know a way!
Leave it, rather.
Must you gat her?

Smell, Kkiss, wear it---at last, throw away!



RESPECTABI LI TY

Dear, had the world in its caprice

Dei gned to proclaim ™ | know you both,

" “Have recogni zed your plighted troth,
Am sponsor for you: live in peace!''---
How many precious nonths and years

O youth had passed, that speed so fast,

Before we found it out at |ast,

The world, and what it fears?

How nuch of priceless life were spent
Wth nmen that every virtue decks,
And women nodel s of their sex

Soci ety's true ornanent, ---

Ere we dared wander, nights like this,
Thro' wind and rain, and watch the Seine,
And feel the Boul evart break again

To warnth and |ight and bliss?

I know! the world proscribes not |ove;
Allows ny finger to caress
Your |ips' contour and downi ness,
Provided it supply a gl ove.
The worl d's good word!---the Institute!

Gui zot recei ves Mont al enbert!



Eh? Down the court three |anpions flare:

Put forward your best foot!

LOVE IN A LI FE

Room after room

I hunt the house through

W inhabit together.

Heart, fear nothing, for, heart, thou shalt find her---
Next time, herself!---not the trouble behind her

Left in the curtain, the couch's perfune!

As she brushed it, the cornice-weath bl ossonmed anew

Yon | ooki ng-gl ass gl eaned at the wave of her feather

Yet the day wears,

And door succeeds door

| try the fresh fortune---

Range the wi de house fromthe wing to the centre.

Still the sane chance! She goes out as | enter

Spend ny whol e day in the quest,---who cares?

But "tis twilight, you see,---with such suites to explore

Such closets to search, such alcoves to inportune

LIFE IN A LOVE.



Escape ne?
Never - - -
Bel oved!
While | aml, and you are you
So long as the world contains us both,
Me the loving and you the loth
Whi |l e the one el udes, nust the other pursue.
My lifeis a fault at last, | fear:
It seems too nuch like a fate, indeed!
Though | do ny best | shall scarce succeed.
But what if |I fail of my purpose here?
It is but to keep the nerves at strain,
To dry one's eyes and laugh at a fall,
And, baffled, get up and begin again,---

So the chace takes up one's life that's all
Whil e, |1ook but once fromyour farthest bound

At ne so deep in the dust and dark
No sooner the old hope goes to ground

Than a new one, straight to the self-sanme nark,
| shape ne---

Ever

Renoved!

I N THREE DAYS

So, | shall see her in three days

And just one night, but nights are short,
Then two | ong hours, and that is norn.
See how | come, unchanged, unworn!

Feel, where ny life broke off fromthine,



How fresh the splinters keep and fine,---

Only a touch and we conbi ne!

Too long, this time of year, the days!

But nights, at |least the nights are short.
As ni ght shows where ger one noon is,

A hand' s-breadth of pure light and bliss,
So life's night gives ny lady birth

And mmy eyes hold her! What is worth

The rest of heaven, the rest of earth?

O | oaded curls, rel ease your store

O warnth and scent, as once before

The tingling hair did, lights and darks
Qut breaking into fairy sparks,

When under curl and curl | pried

After the warnth and scent inside,

Thro' lights and dar ks how mani f ol d- - -
The dark inspired, the light controlled

As early Art enmbrowns the gold

What great fear, should one say, "~ Three days
"“That change the world might change as wel |
"“Your fortune; and if joy del ays,

" " Be happy that no worse befell!l’

What small fear, if another says,

"“Three days and one short night beside



“May throw no shadow on your ways;

"But years nust teemw th change untried,
"Wth chance not easily defied,

"Wth an end sonewhere undescried."'’

No fear!---or if a fear be born

This mnute, it dies out in scorn.

Fear? | shall see her in three days

And one night, now the nights are short,

Then just two hours, and that is norn.

IN A YEAR

Never any nore,
VWiile | live,

Need | hope to see his face
As before.

Once his love grown chill,
M ne may strive:

Bitterly we re-enbrace,

Single still.

Was it sonet hing said,
Sonet hi ng done,

Vexed hinfP was it touch of hand,
Turn of head?

Strange! that very way

Love begun:



| as little understand

Love' s decay.

When | sewed or drew,
| recall

How he | ooked as if | sung,
---Sweetly too.

If | spoke a word,
First of all

Up his cheek the col our sprang,

Then he heard.

Sitting by ny side,
At ny feet,

So he breathed but air | breathed,
Sati sfi ed!

I, too, at love's brim
Touched the sweet:

I would die if death bequeat hed

Sweet to him

“Speak, | love thee best!’
He excl ai ned:

“Let thy love ny own foretell!"'
| confessed:

“Clasp ny heart on thine

" Now unbl aned,



" Since upon thy soul as well

" “Hangeth m ne!'

VI .

Was it wong to own,
Being truth?

Why should all the giving prove
Hi s al one?

I had weal th and ease,
Beauty, youth:

Since ny | over gave me |ove

| gave these

VI,

That was all | neant,
---To be just,

And the passion | had raised
To content.

Since he chose to change
Gol d for dust,

If I gave himwhat he praised

Was it strange?

VI,

Wul d he | oved ne yet,
On and on,

VWhile | found sone way undreaned
---Paid ny debt!

Gave nore |ife and nore,
Till, all gone,

He should smle ~ She never seened



"“M ne before.

“What, she felt the while,
T Must | think?
““Love's so different with us nen!"’
He should snmil e:
"“Dying for ny sake---
““Wite and pink!
""Can't we touch these bubbles then

" But they break?

Dear, the pang is brief,
Do thy part,

Have thy pl easure! How perpl exed
G ows belief!

Well, this cold clay clod
Was man's heart:

Crunble it, and what cones next?

Is it God?

WOVEN AND ROSES.

| dream of a red-rose tree
And which of its roses three

Is the dearest rose to ne?



Round and round, |ike a dance of snow

In a dazzling drift, as its guardi ans, go

Fl oati ng the wonen faded for ages,

Scul ptured in stone, on the poet's pages.

Then foll ow wonen fresh and gay,

Living and I oving and | oved to-day.

Last, in the rear, flee the multitude of maidens,
Beauties yet unborn. And all, to one cadence,

They circle their rose on ny rose tree.

Dear rose, thy termis reached,
Thy | eaf hangs | oose and bl eached:

Bees pass it uni npeached.

Stay then, stoop, since | cannot clinb,

You, great shapes of the antique tine!

How shall | fix you, fire you, freeze you

Break my heart at your feet to please you?

Oh, to possess and be possessed!

Hearts that beat 'neath each pallid breast!

Once but of love, the poesy, the passion

Drink but once and die!---1n vain, the same fashion

They circle their rose on ny rose tree.



Dear rose, thy joy's undi med,
Thy cup is ruby-rinmed,

Thy cup's heart nectar-brimed.

VI .

Deep, as drops froma statue's plinth

The bee sucked in by the hyacinth,

So will | bury ne while burning,

Quench like himat a plunge my yearning,

Eyes in your eyes, lips on your I|ips!

Fold ne fast where the cincture slips,

Prison all my soul in eternities of pleasure,
Grdle ne for once! But no---the old measure,

They circle their rose on ny rose tree.

VI,

Dear rose without a thorn,
Thy bud's the babe unborn:

First streak of a new norn.

VI,

Wngs, lend wings for the cold, the clear!

What is far conquers what is near.

Roses wi || bl oom nor want behol ders,

Sprung fromthe dust where our flesh noul ders.
What shall arrive with the cycle's change?

A novel grace and a beauty strange.

I will make an Eve, be the artist that began her,
Shaped her to his nind!---Alas! in |like manner

They circle their rose on ny rose tree.



BEFORE.

Let themfight it out, friend! things have gone too far
God nust judge the couple: |leave themas they are
---VWhichever one's the guiltless, to his glory,

And whi chever one the guilt's with, to ny story!

Why, you would not bid men, sunk in such a sl ough
Strike no armout further, stick and stink as now,
Leaving right and wong to settle the enbroil nent,

Heaven with snaky hell, in torture and entoil nent?

Wio's the culprit of then? How nust he conceive
CGod- --the queen he caps to, laughing in his sleeve,
"Tis but decent to profess oneself beneath her

"TStill, one must not be too nuch in earnest, either!’

Better sin the whole sin, sure that God observes
Then go live his life out! Life will try his nerves,
When the sky, which noticed all, nmakes no discl osure,

And the earth keeps up her terrible composure.



Let him pace at pleasure, past the walls of rose,
Pluck their fruits when grape-trees graze himas he goes!
For he 'gins to guess the purpose of the garden

Wth the sly nute thing, beside there, for a warden.

Vi,

What's the | eopard-dog-thing, constant at his side,
Aleer and lie in every eye of its obsequi ous hide?
When will come an end to all the nmock obei sance,

And the price appear that pays for the m sfeasance?

VI,

So nmuch for the culprit. Wwo's the martyred nman?
Let him bear one stroke nore, for be sure he can
He that strove thus evil's lunp with good to | eaven

Let himgive his blood at |ast and get his heaven!

VI,

Al'l or nothing, stake it! Trust she God or no?
Thus far and no farther? farther? be it so!
Now, enough of your chicane of prudent pauses,

Sage provi sos, sub-intents and savi ng-cl auses!

Ah, ““forgive'' you bid hinP Wile God's chanpion |ives
Wong shall be resisted: dead, why, he forgives.
But you nust not end ny friend ere you begin him

Evil stands not crowned on earth, while breath is in him



Once nore---WII the wonger, at this last of all

Dare to say, "I did wong, rising in his fall?
No?---Let go then! Both the fighters to their places!

While | count three, step you back as many paces!

AFTER

Take the cloak fromhis face, and at first

Let the corpse do its worst!

How he lies in his rights of a nman!
Death has done all death can

And, absorbed in the new life he |eads,
He recks not, he heeds

Nor his wrong nor ny vengeance; both strike
On his senses alike,

And are lost in the solenm and strange
Surprise of the change

Ha, what avails death to erase
Hi s of fence, ny disgrace?

I would we were boys as of old
In the field, by the fold:

Hi s outrage, God's patience, nan's scorn

Were so easily borne!

| stand here now, he lies in his place:

Cover the facel!



THE GUARDI AN- ANGEL.

A PI CTURE AT FANO

Dear and great Angel, wouldst thou only | eave
That child, when thou hast done with him for ne!
Let ne sit all the day here, that when eve
Shall find performed thy special ministry,
And tinme cone for departure, thou, suspending
Thy flight, mayst see another child for tending,

Another still, to quiet and retrieve.

Then | shall feel thee step one step, no nore,

From where thou standest now, to where | gaze
---And suddenly ny head is covered o'er

Wth those wi ngs, white above the child who prays
Now on that tomb---and | shall feel thee guarding
Me, out of all the world; for ne, discarding

Yon heaven thy home, that waits and opes its door

I would not | ook up thither past thy head
Because the door opes, like that child, | know,
For | should have thy gracious face instead,
Thou bird of God! And wilt thou bend ne | ow
Like him and lay, like his, ny hands together
And Iift themup to pray, and gently tether

Me, as thy lanb there, with thy garment's spread?



If this was ever granted, | would rest
My bead beneath thine, while thy healing hands
Cl ose-covered both ny eyes beside thy breast,
Pressing the brain, which too nuch thought expands,
Back to its proper size again, and snoot hing
Distortion down till every nerve had soothing,

And all lay quiet, happy and suppressed.

How soon all worldly wong woul d be repaired!
| think how | should view the earth and skies
And sea, when once again nmy brow was bared
After thy healing, with such different eyes.
Oworld, as God has nmade it! Al is beauty:
And knowing this, is love, and love is duty.

What further may be sought for or decl ared?

A/

Quercino drew this angel | saw teach

(Al fred, dear friend!)---that little child to pray,
Hol ding the little hands up, each to each

Pressed gently,---with his own head turned away
Over the earth where so nuch |lay before him
O work to do, though heaven was opening o' er him

And he was |left at Fano by the beach.

VI,

W were at Fano, and three tinmes we went



To sit and see himin his chapel there,
And drink his beauty to our soul's content

---My angel with ne too: and since | care
For dear Guercino's fame (to which in power
And glory comes this picture for a dower,

Fraught with a pathos so magnificent)---

VI,

And since he did not work thus earnestly

At all times, and has el se endured sone wrong---
I took one thought his picture struck from ne,

And spread it out, translating it to song.
My love is here. Wiere are you, dear old friend?
How rolls the Wairoa at your world's far end?

This is Ancona, yonder is the sea

MEMORABI LI A.

Ah, did you once see Shelley plain,
And did he stop and speak to you
And did you speak to himagain?

How strange it seens and new

But you were living before that,
And al so you are living after
And the nenory | started at---

My starting noves your |aughter.



| crossed a nbor, with a nane of its own
And a certain use in the world no doubt,
Yet a hand' s-breadth of it shines al one

"Md the blank mles round about:

For there | picked up on the heather
And there | put inside ny breast

A noul ted feather, an eagl e-feather!

Well, | forget the rest.
POPULARI TY.
l.
Stand still, true poet that you are!

| know you; let ne try and draw you.
Sone night you'll fail us: when afar
You rise, renenber one nman saw you,

Knew you, and naned a star!

My star, God's glowworm Wy extend

That | oving hand of his which | eads you
Yet | ocks you safe fromend to end

O this dark world, unless he needs you,

just saves your light to spend?



Hi s cl enched hand shall unclose at | ast,
I know, and let out all the beauty:

My poet holds the future fast,
Accepts the conming ages' duty,

Their present for this past.

That day, the earth's feast-master's brow
Shall clear, to God the chalice raising
"“Others give best at first, but thou
" Forever set'st our table praising,

" " Keep'st the good wine till now '’

Meantime, I'Il draw you as you stand,
Wth few or none to watch and wonder:
"Il say---a fisher, on the sand
By Tyre the old, wth ocean-pl under,

A netful, brought to I|and.

Vi,

Who has not heard how Tyrian shells
Encl osed the blue, that dye of dyes
\Wher eof one drop worked mracles,
And coloured like Astarte' s<*1> eyes

Raw sil k the nerchant sells?

VI,



And each bystander of them al
Could criticize, and quote tradition
How dept hs of bl ue sublined sone pal
---To get which, pricked a king's anbition

Worth sceptre, crown and ball.

VI,

Yet there's the dye, in that rough nesh,
The sea has only just o' erwhispered!

Li ve whel ks, each lip's beard dripping fresh
As if they still the water's |lisp heard

Through foam the rock-weeds thresh.

Enough to furni sh Sol onon
Such hangi ngs for his cedar-house,
That, when gol d-robed he took the throne
In that abyss of blue, the Spouse

M ght swear his presence shone

Most |ike the centre-spi ke of gold

Whi ch burns deep in the blue-bell's wonb,
What tinme, with ardours nmanifold,

The bee goes singing to her groom

Drunken and over bol d.

Xl



Mere conchs! not fit for warp or woof!
Till cunning come to pound and squeeze
And clarify,---refine to proof
The liquor filtered by degrees,

While the world stands al oof.

X,

And there's the extract, flasked and fine,
And priced and sal eable at | ast!

And Hobbs, Nobbs, Stokes and Nokes conbi ne
To paint the future fromthe past,

Put blue into their |ine.

Xl

Hobbs hints blue,---Straight he turtle eats:
Nobbs prints blue,---claret crowns his cup

Nokes outdares Stokes in azure feats,---
Bot h gorge. Who fished the nmurex<*2> up?

What porridge had John Keats?

* 1 The Syrian Venus.
* 2 Mlluscs fromwhich the fanous Tyrian

* purpl e dye was obt ai ned.

MASTER HUGUES OF SAXE- GOTHA

[ An i magi nary conposer. ]



Hi st, but a word, fair and soft!
Forth and be judged, Master Hugues!
Answer the question |'ve put you so oft:
What do you nean by your nountai nous fugues?<*1>

See, we're alone in the loft,---

|, the poor organi st 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!

See, the church enpties apace:
Fast they extinguish the lights.

Hall o there, sacristan! Five mnutes' grace!
Here's a crank pedal wants setting to rights,

Baul ks one of hol ding the base.

See, our huge house of the sounds,
Hushing its hundreds at once,

Bids the last loiterer back to his bounds!
O you may chal l enge them not a response

Get the church-saints on their rounds!

(Saints go their rounds, who shall doubt?

---March, with the noon to admre,



Up nave, down chancel, turn transept about,
Supervi se all betw xt pavenent and spire,

Put rats and mice to the rout---

Vi,

Al oys and Jurien and Just---
Order things back to their place,

Have a sharp eye |l est the candl esticks rust,
Rub the church-plate, darn the sacranment-I|ace

Cl ear the desk-velvet of dust.)

VI,

Here's your book, younger fol ks shel ve!
Played | not off-hand and runningly,
Just now, your nasterpiece, hard nunber twelve?
Here's what should strike, could one handle it cunningly:

Help the axe, give it a helve!

VI,

Page after page as | played,
Every bar's rest, where one wi pes

Sweat fromone's brow, | |ooked up and surveyed,
Oer ny three claviers<*2> yon forest of pipes

Whence you still peeped in the shade.

Sure you were wi shful to speak?
You, with browruled like a score,

Yes, and eyes buried in pits on each cheek



Li ke two great breves,<*3> as they wote them of

Each side that bar, your straight beak!

Sure you said---""Cood, the nere notes!
"TStill, couldst thou take ny intent,

" Know what procured nme our Conpany's votes---
""A master were |auded and sciolists shent,

"“Parted the sheep fromthe goats!'

Xl

Wel | then, speak up, never flinch
Quick, ere ny candle's a snuff

---Burnt, do you see? to its utternost inch---
_|I_ believe in you, but that's not enough

G ve ny conviction a clinch!

X,

First you deliver your phrase
---Not hi ng propound, that | see,

Fit initself for nuch blane or much praise---
Answered no | ess, where no answer needs be:

Of start the Two on their ways.

Xl

Straight nmust a Third interpose,
Vol unt eer needl essly hel p;

In strikes a Fourth, a Fifth thrusts in his nose,
So the cry's open, the kennel's a-yelp,

Argument's hot to the close

yore,



XI'V.

One dissertates, he is candid;
Two must di scept, --has distingui shed;
Three hel ps the couple, if ever yet man did;
Four protests; Five makes a dart at the thing w shed:

Back to One, goes the case bandi ed.

One says his say with a difference
More of expoundi ng, expl ai ni ng!
Al'l nowis wangle, abuse, and vociferance;
Now there's a truce, all's subdued, self-restraining:

Fi ve, though, stands out all the stiffer hence.

One is incisive, corrosive:
Two retorts, nettled, curt, crepitant;

Three nakes rejoi nder, expansive, explosive;

Four overbears themall, strident and strepitant,
Five ... O Danaides, <*4> O Si eve!
XVII.

Now, they ply axes and crowbars;
Now, they prick pins at a tissue

Fine as a skein of the casuist Escobar's<*5>
Worked on the bone of a lie. To what issue?

Where is our gain at the Two-bars?

XVIIT.



_Est fuga, volvitur rota._
On we drift: where |oons the dimport?

One, Two, Three, Four, Five, contribute their quota;
Sonething is gained, if one caught but the inport---

Show it us, Hugues of Saxe- Gotha!

XX

What with affirm ng, denying,

Hol di ng, risposting, <*6> subj oi ni ng,

All's like ... it's like ... for an instance I'"'mtrying ..

There! See our roof, its gilt noul ding and groining

Under those spider-webs |ying!

So your fugue broadens and thickens,

G eatens and deepens and | engt hens

Till we exclaim--""But where's nusic, the dickens?
"Blot ye the gold, while your spider-web strengthens

---Blacked to the stoutest of tickens? '<*7>

I for man's effort am zeal ous:
Prove me such censure unfounded!
Seenms it surprising a lover grows jeal ous---
Hopes 'twas for sonething, his organ-pipes sounded,

Tiring three boys at the bellows?

XX .



Is it your noral of Life?
Such a web, sinple and subtle,

Weave we on earth here in inpotent strife

Backward and forward each throwi ng his shuttle,

Death ending all with a knife?

XX

Over our heads truth and nature---
Still our life's zigzags and dodges,

Ins and outs, weaving a new | egislature---
God's gold just shining its |ast where that

Pal | ed beneath man's usurpature.

XXI'V.

So we o' ershroud stars and roses,
Cherub and trophy and garl and;

Not hi ngs grow sonet hi ng which quietly cl oses

| odges,

Heaven's earnest eye: not a glinpse of the far |and

Gets through our comments and gl ozes.

Ah but traditions, inventions,
(Say we and nake up a visage)

So many men with such various intentions,

Down the past ages, nmust know nore than this age!

Leave we the web its di nensions!

XXVI .

Who t hi nks Hugues wrote for the deaf,

Proved a nere nountain in | abour?



Better subnmit; try again; what's the clef?
"Faith, '"tis no trifle for pipe and for tabor---

Four flats, the mnor in F.

XXVI .

Friend, your fugue taxes the finger
Learning it once, who would lose it?

Yet all the while a msgiving will |inger,
Truth's golden o' er us although we refuse it---

Nature, thro' cobwebs we string her

XXVI L.

Hugues! | advise _Me<a"> P<ae>n<a™>_
(Counterpoint glares |Iike a Gorgon)

Bid One, Two, Three, Four, Five, clear the arenal
Say the word, straight | unstop the full-organ

Blare out the node Palestrina._ <*8>

XXI X.

VWhile in the roof, if I'"'mright there,
Lo you, the wick in the socket!
Hal l o, you sacristan, show us a |ight there!
Down it dips, gone |like a rocket.
What, you want, do you, to cone unawares
Sweepi ng the church up for first norning-prayers,
And find a poor devil has ended his cares
At the foot of your rotten-runged rat-riddled stairs?

Do | carry the noon in ny pocket?

* 1 A fugue is a short nel ody.



* 2 Keyboard of organ.

* 3 A note in nusic.

* 4 The daughters of Danaus, condemmed to pour water
* into a sieve.

* 5 The Spani sh casuist, so severely maul ed by Pascal
* 6 A quick return in fencing.

* 7 A closely woven fabric.

* 8 _Govanni P. da Palestrina_, celebrated nusician (1524-1594).

[ End. ]



