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THE POETICAL WORKS OF

HENRY WADSWORTH
LONGFELLOW

EARLY POEMS

[WRITTEN FOR THE MOST PART DURING MY COLLEGE
LIFE, AND ALL OF THEM BEFORE THE AGE OF
NINETEEN.]

AN APRIL DAY

WHEN the warm sun, that brings
Seed-time and harvest, has returned again,
Tis sweet to visit the still wood, where springs

Thefirst flower of the plain.

| love the season well,
When forest glades are teeming with bright forms,
Nor dark and many-folded clouds foretell

The coming-on of storms.

From the earth's loosened mould
The sapling draws its sustenance, and thrives;
Though stricken to the heart with Winter's cold,
The drooping tree revives.

The softly-warbled song
Comes from the pleasant woods, and coloured wings
Glance quick in the bright sun, that moves along
The forest openings.
VoL, .



2 EARLY POEMS

When the bright sunszt fills
The slver woods with light, the green dope throws
Its shadows in the hollows of the hills,

And wide the upland glows.

And, when the eve isborn,
In the blue lake the sky, o'er-reaching far,
I's hollowed out, and the moon dips her horn,
And twinkles many a dar.

Inverted in thetide,
Stand thegrey rocks, and trembling shadows thr ow;
And the fair trees look over, Sde by dde,

And see themsdves below.

Swedt April '—many a thought

Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed;

Nor shall they fail, till, to itsautumn brought,
Life's golden fruit is shed.

AUTUMN

WITH what a glory comes and goes the year !
The buds of spring, those beautiful harbingers
Of sunny skies and doudless times, enjoy
Lifés newness and earth's garniture soread out
And when the slvery habit of the douds
Comes down upon the autumn sun, and with

A ba gladness the old year takes up
Hisbright inheritance of golden fruits,

A pomp and pageant fill the splendid scene

Thereisabeautiful spirit breathing now
Its melow richness on the clustered trees,
And, from a beaker full of richest dyes,
Pouring new glory on the autumn woods,
And dipping in warm light the pillared douds
M orn on themountain, like asummer bird,
Liftsup her purple wing, and in the vales
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The gentle wind, a swest and passonate wooer,
Kisses the blushing leaf, and irs up life
Within the solemn woods of ash degp-crimsoned,
And dlver beech, and maple ydlow-leaved,
Wher e autumn, like a faint old man, dts down
By the waysde a-weary. Through the trees
Tne golden robin moves  The purple finch,
That on wild cherry and red cedar feads,

A winter bird, comes with its plaintive whistle,
And pecks by the witch-hazel, whilst aloud
From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird sngs,
And merrily, with oft-repeated stroke,

Sounds from the threshing-floor the busy flail.

O what a glory doth thisworld put on
For him who, with a fervent heart, goes forth
Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks
On duties well performed, and days well spent!
For him the wind, ay, and the yelow leaves,
Shall haveavoaice, and give him doquent teachings.
He shall o hear the solemn hymn, that Death
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go
To his long regting-place without a tear.

SUNRISE ON THE HILLS

| STOOD upon the hills, when heaven's wide arch
Was glorious with the sun's returning march,

And woods wer e brightened, and soft gales

Went forth to kiss the sun-dlad vales

The douds were far beneath me ;—bathed in light,
They gathered mid-way round the wooded height,
And, in their fading glory, shone

Like hodsin battle overthrown,

As many a pinnacle, with shifting glance,
Through thegrey mist thrust up itsshattered lance,
And rocking on the cliff wasleft

The dark pine blagted, bare, and cleft,
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Theveil of doud waslifted, and bdow
Glowed therich valley, and theriver's flow
Was darkened by the fores's shade,

Or gligened in the white cascade ;
Wher e upward, in the mdlow blush of day,
The naoisy bittern wheded his spiral way.

| heard the distant waters dash,

| saw thecurrent whirl and flash,—

And richly, by the blue lake's silver beach,

The woods wer e bending with a sllent reach.

Then oe the vale, with gentle swell,

The mudc of the village beli

Came sweetly to the echo-giving hills ;

And the wild horn, whose voice the woodland fills,

Wasringing tothe merry shout,

That faint and far the glen sent out,

Wher e, answering to the sudden shot, thin amoke,

Through thick-leaved branches, from the dingle
broke.

If thou art worn and hard best
With sorrows that thou wouldst for get,
If thou wouldst read a lesson, that will keep
Thy heart from fainting and thy soul from deep,
Go to the woods and hills —No tears
Dim the sweet look that Nature wears

WOODS IN WINTER

WHEN Winter winds are piercing chill,

And through the hawthorn blowsthe gale,
With solemn feet | tread the hill

That overbrows the lonely vale.

O'er thebare upland, and away
Through the long reach of desert woods,
The embracing sunbeams chastdy play,
And gladden these desp solitudes.



HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN NUNS

Wher e, twisted round the barren oak,
The summer vine in beauty clung,
And summer winds the stillness broke,

The crystal icicle is hung.

Where, from their frozen urns, mute springs
Pour out the river's gradual tide,

Shrilly the skaters iron rings,
And voicss fill the woodland side.

Alas! how changed from the fair scene,
When birds sang out their mellow lay,
And winds were soft, and woods were green,

And the song ceasad not with the day.

But still wild music is abroad,
Pale, desert woods 1 within your crowd;
And gathering winds, in hoarse accord,
Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud.

Chill airsand wintry winds! my ear
Has grown familiar with your song;
| hear it in the opening year,—
| listen, and it cheers me long.

HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN NUNS OF
BETHLEHEM

AT THE CONSECRATION OF PULASKI'S BANNER

WHEN the dying flame of day

Through the chancel shot its ray,

Far the glimmering tapers shed

Faint light on the cowléd head;

And the censr burning swung,
Where, before the altar, hung

The blood-red banner, that with prayer
Had been consecrated there

5



6 EARLY POEMS

And the nun's sweet hymn was heard the while.
Sung low in the dim, mysterious aide.

"Takethy banner I May it wave
Proudly oer the good and brave;
When the battle's distant wail
Breaks the sabbath of our vale,

When the clarion's music thrills

To the hearts of these lone hills,
When the gpear in conflict shakes,
And the strong lance shivering breaks.

" Takethy banner ! and, beneath
The battle-cloud's encircling wreath,
Guardit!—till our homesarefree!
Guard it!'—God will proger thee!
Inthedark and trying hour,

In the breaking forth of power,
In therush of gesds and men,
Hisright hand will shield thee then.

"Takethy banner ! But, when night
Closss round the ghastly fight,
I the vanquished warrior bow,
Spare him '—By our holy vow,
By our prayersand many tears,
By the mercy that endears,
Spare him '—he our love hath shared !
Spare him —as thou-wouldst be gpared !

" Take thy banner '—and if €er
Thou shouldst press the soldier's bier,
And the muffled drums should beat
To thetread of mournful feet,
Then this crimson flag shall be
Martial cloak and shroud for thee"

Thewarrior took that banner proud,
And it was his martial cloak and shroud !



BURIAL OF THE MINNISINK

BURIAL OF THE MINNISINK

ON sunny slope and beechen swell,

The shadowed light of evening fell;
And, where the maple's | eaf was brown,
W ith soft and silent lapse came down
The glory, that the wood receives,

At sunset, in its brazen leaves.

Far upward in the mellow light
Rose the blue hills. One cloud of white,
Around afar uplifted cone,
In the warm blush of evening shone ;
An image of the silver lakes,
By which the Indian's soul awakes.

But soon a funeral hymn was heard
Where the soft breath of evening stirred
Thetall, grey forest; and a band
Of stern in heart, and strong in hand,
Came winding down beside the wave,
To lay the red chief in his grave.

They sang, that by his native bowers
He stood in the last moon of flowers,
And thirty snows had not yet shed
Their glory on the warrior s head ;
But, as the summer fruit decays,

So died he in those naked days.

A dark cloak of the roebuck's skin
Covered the warrior, and within
Its heavy folds the weapons, made
For the hard toils of war were laid ;
The cuirass, wove*h of plaited reeds,
And the broad belt of shells and beads.

7
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Before, adark-haired virgintrain
Chanted the death-dirge of the dain ;
Behind, the long processon came
Of hoary men ana chiefs of fame,
With heavy hearts, and eyes of grief,
Leading the war-horse of their chief.

Stripped of his proud and martial dress,
Uncuroed, unreined, and riderless,
With darting eye, and nostril soread,
And heavy and impatient tread,
He came; and oft that eye so proud
Asked for hisrider in the crowd.

They buried the dark chief—they freed
Beside the grave his battle seed ;

And swift an arrow deaved its way

To hisstern heart! One piercing neigh
Arose—and, on the dead man's plain,
The rider grasps his steed again.

THE SPIRIT OF POETRY

THERE isa quiet spirit in these woods

That dwells where er the gentle south wind blows;
Wher e, underneath the white-thorn, in the glade,
The wild-flowers bloom, or, kissing the soft air,
The leaves above their sunny palms outspread.
With what atender and impassoned voice

It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought,
When the fagt-ushering star of M orning comes
O'er-riding the grey hills with golden scarf;

Or when the cowled and dusky-sandaled Eve,

In mourning weeds, from out the western gate,
Departswith silent pace! That spirit moves

In the green valley, where the silver brook,

From its full laver, poursthe white camde
And, babbling low amid the tangled woods,
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Slips down through moss-grown stones with endless
laughter.

And frequent, on the everlasting hills,

Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself

In all the dark embroidery of the storm,

And shoutsthe stern, strongwind. And here, amid

The silent majesty of these deep woods,

Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth,

As to the sunshine and the pure, bright air

Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted
bards

Have ever loved the calm and quiet shades.

For them there was an eloquent voice in all

The sylvan pomp of woods, the golden sun,

Theflowers, the leaves, the river on its way,

Blue skies, and silver clouds, and gentle winds,—

The swelling upland, where the sidelong sun

Aslant the wooded dope, at evening, goes—

Groves, through whose broken roof the sky looksin,

Mountain, and shattered cliff, and sunny vale,

The distant lake, fountains, and mighty trees,

In many alazy syllable, repeating

Their old poetic legends to the wind.

And this is the sweet spirit, that doth fill

The world; and, in these wayward days of youth,

My busy fancy oft embodiesiit,

As a bright image of the Ii?]ht and beauty

That dwell in nature,—of the heavenly forms

We worship in our dreams, and the soft hues

That stain the wild bird's wing, and flush the
clouds

When the sun sets.  Within her eye

The heaven of April, with its changing light,

And when it wears the blue of May, is hung,

And on her lip therich, red rose.  Her hair

Is like the summer tresses of the trees,

When twilight makes them brown, and on her
chesk !

Blushes the richness of an autumn sky,
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With ever-shifting beauty. Then her breath,—

It is so like the gentle air of Spring,

As, from the morning's dewy flowers, it comes

Full of their fragrance, that it is ajoy

To have it round us—and her silver voice

Is the rich musc of a summer bird,

Heard in the still night, with its passonate
cadence.



VOICES OF THE NIGHT
1839

Ilérma, xérma wif,

Crrodbreipn Tir wohvwbror Sporiv,
'Epefiter 10 pbhe pbia xardwrepor
*Arynpeprbrior dxt Sbpor

Urd ytp dhyéwr, trd re cuppopds
oy bued®, olxbpefa, —EURIPIDES.

PRELUDE

PLEASANT it was, when woods were green,
And winds were soft and low,

To lie amid some sylvan scene,

Where, the long droopin% houghs between,

Shadows dark and sunlight sheen
Alternate come and go ;

Or, where the denser grove receives
No sunlight from above,

But the dark foliage interweaves

In one unbroken roof of leaves,

Underneath whose sloping eaves
The shadows hardly move.

Beneath some patriarchal tree,
I lay upon the ground ;
His hoary arms uplifted he,
And all the broad leases over me
Clapped their little hands in glee,

With one continuous sound ;—
IX
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A slumberous sound,—a sound that brings
The feelings of a dream,—

As of innumerable wings;

As, when a bell no longer swings,

Faint the hollow murmur rings
O'er meadow, lake, and stream.

And dreams of that which cannot die,
Bright visions, came to me,

As lapped in thought | used to lie,

And gaze into the summer sky,

Where the sailing clouds went by,
Like ships upon the sea ;

Dreams that the soul of youth engage
Ere fancy has been quelled ;
Old legends of the monkish page,
Traditions of the saint and sage,
Tales that have the rime of age,
And chronicles of eld.

And, loving still these quaint old themes,
Even in the city's throng
| feel the freshness of the streams,
That, crossed by shades and sunny gleams,
Water the green land of dreams,
The holy land of song.

Therefore, at Pentecost, which brings
The Spring, clothed like a bride,
When nestling buds unfold their wings,
And bishopVcaps have golden rings,
Musing upon many things,
| sought the woodlands wide.

The green trees whispered low and mild ;
It was a sound of joy !
They were my playmates when a child,

. And rocked mein their arms so wild !

Still they looked at me and smiled,
As if | were a boy;
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And ever whispered, mild and low,

" Come, be a child once more ! ™
And waved their long arms to and fro,
And beckoned solemnly and slow;
Oh, | could not choose but go

Into the woodlands hoar ;

Into the blithe and breathing air,
Into the solemn wood,
Solemn and silent everywhere !
Nature with folded hands seemed there,
Kneeling at her evening prayer !
Like one in prayer | stood.

Before me rose an avenue

Of tall and sombrous pines ;
Abroad their fan-like branches grew,
And, where the sunshine darted through,
Spread a vapour soft and blue,

In long and sloping lines.

And, falling on my weary brain

Like afast-falling shower,
The dreams of youth came back again,
Low lispiugs of the summer rain,
Dropping on the ripened grain,

As once upon the flower.

Visions of childhood ! Stay, oh stay !
Ye were so sweet and wild !
And distant voices seemed to say,
“®It cannot be ! They pass away !
Other themes demand thy lay ;
Thou art no more a child !

" The land of song within thee lies,
Watered by living springs;
The lids of Fancy's sleepless eyes
Are gates unto that Paradise,
Holy thoughts, like stars, arise,
Its clouds are angels' wings.
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" Learn, that henceforth thy song shall be,
Not mountains capped with snow,

Nor forests sounding like the s,

Nor rivers flowing ceasdedy,

Wher e the woodlands bend to see
The bending heavens below.

% Thereisa forest where the din
Of iron branches sounds !

A mighty river roars between,

And whosoever looks therein,

Sess the heavens all black with sin,—
Seesnot itsdepths nor bounds.

" Athwart the swinging branches cad,
Soft rays of sunshine pour ;
Then comes the fearful wintry blast;
Our hopes, like withered leaves, fall fast;
Pallid lips say, ' It is past!
We can return no more !

" Look, then, into thine heart, and write!
Yes, into Life's deep stream !

All forms of sorrow and delight,

All solemn Voices of the Night,

That can soothe thee, or affright—
Be these henceforth thy theme."

HYMN TO THE NIGHT
‘Aowacly, rol\Moros,

| HEARD the trailing garments of the Night
Sweep through her marble halls !

| saw her sahle skirts all fringed with light
From the celestial walls.



A PSALM OF LIFE

| felt her presence, by its spdl of might,
Stoop o'er me from above;

The calm, majestic presence of the Night,
As of the one 1 love.

| heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,
The manifold, soft chimes,

That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,
li ke some old poet's rhymes.

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air
My spirit drank repose ;

The fountain of perpetual pesce flows there,—
From those deep cisterns flows.

O holy Night! from thee | learn to bear
What man has borne before :

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,
And they complain no more.

15

Peece ! Peace! Orestes-like | breathe this prayer ;

Descend with broad-winged flight,

The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,

The best beloved Night!

A PSALM OF LIFE

WHAT THE HEART OF THE YOUNG MAN SAID TO

THE PSALMIST

TELL me not, in mournful numbers,
"Lifeis but an empty dream !"

For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.
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Lifeisreal! Lifeis earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;

" Dust thou art, to dust returnest/’
Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;
But to act, that each to-morrow
Find us farther than to-day.

Artislong, and Timeisfleeting,
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle !
Be a hero in the strife !

Trust no Future, howeer pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead !

Act—act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o'erhead !

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time ;—

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o'er life's solemn main,
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate ;

Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labour and to walit.



FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS

FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS

WHEN the hours of Day are numbered,
And the voices of the Night"

Wakethe better soul, that sumbered,
To a holy, calm delight;

Erethe evening lamps are lighted,
And, like phantomsgrim and tall,

Shadows from the fitful fire-liffht
Dance upon the parlour wall;

Then the forms of the departed
Enter at the open door ;

The beloved, the true-hearted,
Come to visit me once more;

He, the young and strong, who cherished
Noble longings for the strife,

By the road-side fell and perished,
Weary with the march of life!

They, the holy ones and weakly,
Who the cross of suffering bore,

Folded their pale hands so meekly,
Spake with us on earth no more!

And with them the Being Beauteous,
Who unto my youth was given,
Morethan all things d<e to love me,

And isnow a saint in heaven.

With a dow and noisdess footstep
Comes that messenger divine,
Takes the vacant chair besde me,
Lays her gentle hand in mine.
VOL. l.
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And she stsand gazes at me
With those degp and tender eyes,
Likethe gars, so still and saint-like,
L ooking downward from the skies

Uttered not, yet comprehended,
Is the spirit's voicdess prayer,
Soft rebukes, in blessngs ended,
Breathing from her lipsof air.

0, though oft depressed and lonely,
All my fearsarelaid adde,

If 1 but remember only
Such as these have lived and died !

THE REAPER AND THE FLONERS

THERE is a Reaper, whose name is Death,
And, with his sickle keen,

Hereaps the bearded grain at a breath,
And theflowersthat grow between.

" Shall | have nought that isfair," saith he;
" Have nought but the bearded grain?
Though thebreath of theseflower sisswest tome,
I will givethem all back again."

He gazed at theflowerswith tearful eyes,
He kissed their drooping leaves;

It was for the Lord of Paradise
He bound them in his sheaves

" My Lord has nead of these flowerets gay,"
The Reaper said, and amiled ;

" Dear tokens of the earth arethey,
Where He was once a child.



THE LIGHT OF STARS

" They shall all bloom in fieldsof light,
Transplanted by my. care,

And saints, upon their garments white,
These sacred blossoms wear."

And the mother gave, in tears and pain,
The flowers she most did love ;

She knew she should find them all again
In the fields of light above.

Oh, not in cruelty, not in wrath,
The Reaper came that day ;

Twas an angel visited the green earth,
And took the flowers away.

THE LIGHT OF STARS

T H E night is come, but not too soon ;
And sinking silently,

All silently, the little moon
Drops down behind the sky.

Thereisno light in earth or heaven,
But the cold light of stars;

And the first watch of night is given
Tothered planet Mars.

Isit the tender star of love?
The star of love and dreams?
Oh, no! from that blue tent above
A hero's armour gleams.

And earnest thoughts within merise,
When | behold afar,

Suspended in the evening skies,
The shield of that red star.

19



20 VOICES OF THE NIGHT

O sar of strength ! | see thee stand
And smile upon my pain ;

Thou beckonest with thy mailed hand,
And | am strong again.

Within my breast thereisnolight,
But the cold light of stars;

| give the first watch of the night
Tothered planet Mars.

The star of the unconquered will,
Herisesin my breast,

Serene, and resolute, and still,
And calm, and sdf-possessed.

And thou, too, whoso€er thou art,
That readest this brief psalm,

As one by one thy hopes depart,
Be resolute and calm.

Oh, fear not in aworld like this,
And thou shalt know ere long,

Know how sublime a thing it is
To auffer and be strong.

FLOWERS

SPAKE full well, in language quaint and olden,
One who dwelleth by the castled Rhine,

When he called the flowers, so blue and golden,
Stars, that in earth's firmament do shine.

Starsthey are, wherein weread our history,
Asastrologersand seersof eld ;

Y et not wrapped about with awful mystery,
Liketheburning stars, which they beheld.
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Wondroustruths, and manifold aswondrous,
God hath written in those garsabove;

But not lessin the bright flowerets under us
Sandsthereveation of Hislove.

Bright and gloriousisthat revelation,

Written all over thisgreat world of ours;
Making evident our own creation,

In these star s of earth,—those golden flowers.

And the Poet, faithful and far-seeing,
Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a part
Of the =f-same universal being
Which isthrobbing in his brain and heart.

Gorgeousfloweretsin the sunlight shining,
Blossoms flaunting in the eye of day,

Tremulous leaves with soft and silver lining,
Buds that open only to decay;

Brilliant hopes, all woven in gorgeous tissues,
Flaunting gaily in the golden light ;

Large dedres, with mogt uncertain issues,
Tender wishes, blossoming at night!

Thexein flowers and men are more than seeming;
Workings are they of the sdf-same powers,
Which the Pogt, in noidle dreaming,
Seeth in himsdlf and in the flowers.

Everywher e about us arethey glowing,
Somelike gars, totell us Springisborn;
Others, their blue eyes with tears o'erflowing,

Stand like Ruth amid the golden corn;

Not alonein Spring'sarmorial bearing,
And in Summer's green emblazoned field,

But in armsof brave old Autumn'swearing,
In the centre of his brazen shield;
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Not alone in meadows and green alleys,
On the mountain-top, and by the brink

Of sequestered pools in woodland valleys,
Wher e the daves of Nature soop to drink;

Not alone in her vast dome of glory,

Not on graves of bird and beast alone,
But in old cathedrals, high and hoary,

On the tombs of heroes, carved in stone;

In the cottage of the rudest peasant,

In ancestral homes, whose crumbling towers,
Speaking of the Pagt unto the Present,

Tell us of the ancient Games of Flowers;;

In all places, then, and in all seasons

Flowers expand their light and soul-like wings,
Teaching us, by most persuasive reasons,

How akin they are to human things.

And with childlike, credulous affection
We behold their tender buds expand ;

Emblems of our own great resurrection,
Emblems of the bright and better land.

THE BELEAGUERED CITY

| HAVE read, in some old marvellous tale,
Some legend strange and vague,

That a midnight host of spectres pale
Bdeaguered the walls of Prague.

Beside the Moldau's rushing stream,
With thewan moon over head,

Theresood, asin an awful dream,
The army of the dead.
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White as a sea-fog, landward bound,
The spectral camp was seen,

And, with a sorrowful, deep sound,
Theriver flowed between.

No other voice nor sound was there,
No drum,. nor sentry's pace;

The mist-like banners clasped the air
As clouds with clouds embrace.

But, when the old cathedral beli
Proclaimed the morning prayer,

The white pavilions rose and fell
On thealarméd air.

Down the broad valley fast and far
Thetroubled army fled;

Up rose the glorious morning star,
The ghastly host was dead.

I have read, in the marvellous heart of man,
That strange and mystic scroll,

That an army of phantoms vast and wan
Beleaguer the human soul.

Encamped beside Life's rushing stream,
In Fancy's misty light,

Gigantic shapes and shadows gleam
Portentous through the night.

Upon its midnight battle-ground
The spectral camp is seen,

And, with a sorrowful, deep sound,
Flows the River of Life between.

No other voice nor sound is there,
In the army of ~ie grave;

No other challenge breaks the air,
But the rushing of Life's wave.
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And, when the solemn and deep church-bell
Entreatsthe soul to pray,

The midnight phantoms feel the spell,
The shadows svep away.

Down the broad Vale of Tearsafar
The spectral camp is fled;

Faith shineth asamorning star,
Our ghastly fears are dead.

MIDNIGHT MASS FOR THE DYING YEAR

YES, the Year isgrowing old,
And hiseyeis pale and bleared !
Death, with frosty hand and cold,
Plucks the old man by the beard,
Sorely,—sorely!

Theleaves arefalling, falling,
Solemnly and dow;
Caw ! caw ! therooksare calling,
It isa sound of woe,
A sound of woe !

Through woods and mountain-passes
Thewinds, like anthems, roll;
They are chanting solemn masss
Singing, " Pray for this poor soul,
Pray,—pray !"

And the hooded clouds, like friars,

Tell their beadsin dropsof rain,

And patter their doleful prayers,—

But their prayersareall invain,
All in vain!
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There he stands in the foul weather,
Thefoolish, fond Old Y ear,
Crowned with wild flowers and with heather,
Like weak, despised Lear,
A king,—aking! -

Then comes the summer-like day,
Bids the old man rejoice !
Hisjoy ! hislast! Oh, the old man grey
Loveth that ever-soft voice,
Gentle and low.

To the crimson woods he saith,
To the voice gentle and low
Of the soft air, like a daughter's breath,
" Pre% do not mock me so !
o not laugh at me !"

And now the sweet day is dead !
Cold in hisarmsiit lies;
No stain from its breath is spread
Over t}ie glassy skies,
No mist or stain !

Then, too, the Old Year dieth,
And the forests utter a moan,
Like the voice of one who crieth
In the wilderness alone,
" Vex not his ghost!"

Then comes, with an awful roar,
Gathering and sounding on,
The storm-wind from Labrador,
The wind Euroclydon,

Thestorm-wind!

Howl! howl! and from the forest
Sweep the red leaves away !
Would the sins that thou abhorrest,
O Soul! could thus decay,
And be swept away !
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For there shall come a mightier blagt,
Thereshall beadarker day;
And the gtars, from heaven down-cad,
Like red leaves be swept away !
Kyrie, eleyson!
Christe, eleyson!

L'ENVOI

Y E voices, that arose
After the Evening's dose,
And whispered to my restless heart repose 1

Go, breathe it in the ear
Of all who doubt and fear,
And say to them, " Be of good cheer !"

Ye sounds, o low and calm,
That in the groves of balm
Seemed to me like an angd'spsaim !

Go, mingle yet once more
With the perpetual roar
Of the pine forest, dark and hoar !

Tongues of the dead, not lost,
But speaking from death's frost,
Like fiery tongues at Pentecost!

Glimmer, asfuneral lamps,
Amid the chills and damps
Of the vag plain where Death encamps'!



BALLADS
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THE SKELETON IN ARMOUR

PREFATORY NOTE

THE following Ballad was suggested to me while riding on

the ssashore at Newport.” A year or two previous a
skeleton had been dug up at Fall River, clad in broken
and corroded armour; and the idea occurred to me of
connecting it with the Round Tower at Newport, gene-
rally known hitherto as the Old Windmill, though now
claimed b& the Danes as a work of ther early ancesors
Professor Rafn, in the Mimoaires de |a Societe Royale des
Antiquairesdu Nord, for 1838-39, sys:—

" Thereisno migtaking in thisingancethe stylein which
the more ancient stone edifices of the North were con-
gructed, the style which beongs to the Roman or Ante-
Gothic architecture, and which, espedally after thetime
of Charlemagne, diffused itsdf from Italy over thewhole
of the West and North of Europe, wheré it continued to
predominate until the dose of the twelfth century; that
syle which some authors have, from one of ifs most
striking characterigics, called the round-arch style, the
same which in England is denominated Saxon and some-

times Nor man architecture.

" On the ancient gructure in Newport there are no
ornaments remaining which might possbly have served
to guide us in assgning the probable date of its erection.
That no vestige whatever is found of the pointed arch,
nor any approximation to it, is indicative of an earlier
rather than of a later period. From such characterigtics
asremain, however, we can scarcdy form any other in-
ference than one in which | am persuaded that all who
arefamiliar with Old Northern architecturewill concur,
THAT THIS BUILDING WAS ERECTED AT A PERIOD
DECIDEDLY NOT LATER THAN THE TWELFTH CENTURY.

27
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This remark applies, of course, to the original building
only, and not to the alterations that it subsequently
received; for there are severd such alterations in the
upper Eart of the building which cannot be mistaken,
and which were most likely occasioned by its being
adapted in modern times to various uses, for example,
as the substructure of awindmill, and latterly as a hay
magazine. To the same times may be referred the
windows, the fireplace, and the apertures made above
the columns. That this building could not have been
g_ected for a windmill is what an architect will easly
iscern.”

| will not enter into adiscussion of the point. It is
sufficiently well established for the purpose of aballad,
though doubtless many an honest citizen of Newport,
who has passed his days within sight of the Round
Tower, will be ready fo exclam with Sancho, "God
blessme 1 did I not warn you to have a care of what you
were doing, for that it was nothing but awindmill ?and

nol could mistake it but one who had the likein his
bead

" SPEAK ! speak ! thou fearful guest |
Who, with thy hollow breast
Still in rude armour drest,
Comes to daunt me !
Wrapt not in Eastern balms,
Butwiththyfleshlesspalms
Stretched, as if asking alms,
Why dost thou haunt me?"

Then, from those cavernous eyes
Pale flashes seemed to rise,
Aswhen the Northern skies
Gleam in December;
And, like the water's flow
Under December's snow,
Came a dull voice of woe
From the heart's chamber.

"1 was a Viking old !
My deeds, thoygh manifold,
No Skald in song has told,
No Saga taught thee !
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Take heed, that in thy verse

Thou dost the tale rehear se,

Else dread a dead man's curse !
For this | sought thee.

" Far in the Northern Land, ~
By the wild Baltic's strand,
I, with my childish hand,
Tamed the ger-falcon;
And, with my skates fast-bound,
Skimmed the half-frozen Sound,
That the poor whimpering hound
Trembled to walk on.

" Oft to his frozen lair
Tracked | the grisly bear,
While from my path the hare
Fled like a shadow ;
Oft through the forest dark
Followed the were-wolf sbark,
Until the soaring lark
Sang from the meadow.

" But when | older grew,
Joining a corsair's crew,
O'er the dark sea | flew

With the marauders.
Wild with the life we led ;
Many the souls that sped,
Many the hearts that bled,

By our stern orders.

" Many a wassail-bout

Wore thelong Winter out;

Often our midnight shout
Set the cocks crowing,

As we the Berserk's tale

Measured in cups of ale,

Draining the oaken pail,
Filled to o'erflowing.
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"Once, as | told in glee

Tales of the stormy seq,

.Soft eyes did gaze on me,
Burning, yet tender;

And as the white stars shine

On the dark Norway pine,

On that dark heart of mine
Fell their soft splendour.

"1 wooed the blue-eyed maid,
Yielding, yet half afraid,
Andin the forest's shade

Our vows were plighted.
Under its loosened vest
Fluttered her little breast,
Like birds within their nest

By the hawk frighted.

"Bright in her father's hall
Shields gleamed upon the wall,
Loud sang the minstrels all,

Chanting his glory;
When of old Hildebrand
| asked his daughter's hand,
Mute did the minstrel stand
To hear my story.

" While the brown ae he quaffed,
Loud then the champion Taughed,
And as the wind-gusts waft

The seafoam brightly,
So the loud laugh of scorn,
Out of those lips unshorn,
From the deep drinking-horn

Blew trie foam lightly.

" She was a Prince's child,
| but a Viking wild,
And thoughtshe blushed and smiled,
| was discarded !
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Should not the dove so white
Follow the sea-mew's flight,
Why did they leave that night

Her nest unguarded?
Scarce had | put to seq, -
Bearing the maid with me,—
Fairest of all was she

Among the Norsemen !—
When on the white-sea strand,
Waving his arméd hand,
Saw we old Hildebrand,

With twenty horsemen.

Then launched they to the blast,
Bent like a reed each magt,
Y et we were gaining fast,

When the wind failed us;,
And with a sudden flaw
Came round the gusty Skaw,
So that our foe we saw

Laugh as he hailed us.

And as to catch the gale

Round veered the flapping sail,

Death ! was the helmsman's hail,
Death without quarter '

Mid-ships with iron-keel

Struck we her ribs of steel;

Down her black hulk did reel
Through the black water.

As with his wings aslant,
Sails the fierce cormorant,
Seeking some rocky haunt,
ith his prey laden :
So toward the open main,
Beating the sea again,
Through the wild hurricane,
Bore | the maiden.
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" Three weeks we westward bore,
And when the storm was O'er,
Cloud-like we saw the shore

Stretching to leeward;
There for my lady's bower
Built | the lofty tower,
Which, to this very hour,

Stands looking seaward.

" There lived we many years;
Time dried the maidens tears;
She had forgot her fears,

She was a mother ;
Death closed her mild blue eyes,
Under that tower she lies;
Neer shall the sun arise

On such another !

CCstill grew my bosom then,
Still as a stagnant fen !
Hateful to me were men,

The sunlight hateful!
In the vast forest here,
Clad in my warlike gear,
Fell | upon my spear,

Oh, death was grateful!

" Thus, ssamed with many scars,
Bursting these prison bars,
Up to its native stars
My soul ascended !
There from the flowing bowl
Degp drinks the warrior's soul,
Skoal! to the Northland ! Skoal! " *
—Thus the tale ended.

! In Scandinavia this is the customary salutation when
drinking a health. | have slightly changed the orthography
of the word, in order to preserve the correct pronunciation.



THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS 33

THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS

I T was the schooner Hesperus,
That sailed the wintry sea ;

And the skipper had taken his little daughter,
To bear him company.

Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,
Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds,
That ope in the month of May.

The skipper he stood beside the helm,
His pipe was in his mouth,

And he watched how the veering flaw did blow
The smoke now West, now South.

Then up and spake an old Sailbr,
Had sailed the Spanish Main,

" | pray thee, put into yonder port,
For 1 fear a hurricane. :

" Last night the moon had a golden ring,
And to-night no moon we see !"

The skipper he blew a whiff from his pipe,
And a scornful laugh laughed he.

Colder and louder blew the wind,
A gale from the North-east;

The snow fell hissing in the brine,
And the billows frothed like yeast.

Down came the storm, and smote amain
Thevessel initsstrength;

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed,
Then leaped her cable's length.

VOL. | Cc
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" Comenhither! comehither ! my littl e daughter,
And do not tremble so;

For | can weather the roughest gale
That ever wind did blow."

He wrapped her warm in his ssaman's coat,
Against the stinging blast;

He cut a rope from a broken spar,
And bound her to the mast.

" O father ! | hear the church-bells ring,
O sy what may it be ?'

"'Tis afog-bell on arock-bound coast!"—
And he steered for the open sea

" O father ! | hear the sound of guns,
O say, what may it be?"

" Some ship in distress, that cannot live
In such an angry seal"

" O father, | sse agleaming light,
O sy, what may it be?"

But the father answered never a word,
A frozen corpse was he.

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,
With his face turned to the skies,

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow
On his fixed and glassy eyes

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed
That savéd she might be;

And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave,
On the Lake of Galilee.

And fast through the midnight dark and drear,
Through the whistling sleet and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost the vessd swept
Towards the reef of Norman's Woe.
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And ever the fitful gusts between

A sound came from the land ;
It was the sound of the trampling surf,
On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.

The breakers were right beneath her bows,
She drifted a dreary wreck,

And awhooping billow swept the crew
Likeicicles from her deck.

She struck where the white and fleecy waves
Look soft as carded wool,

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side
Like the horns of an angry bull.

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,
With the masts went by the board ;

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank,
Ho! ho! the breakers roared !

At daybreak, on a bleak sea-beach,
A fisherman stood aghast,

To e the form of a maiden fair,
Lashed close to a drifting mast

The salt sea was frozen on her breast,
The salt tears in her eyes ;

And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed,
On the billows fall and rise.

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,
In the midnight and the snow ;
Christ save us all from a death like this,
On the reef of Norman's Woe !
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[Thefollowing Poems with one exception, werewritten at
g, in thelatter part of October 1842. | had not then
heard of Dr. Channing's death. Since that event, the
poem addressed to him isno longer appropriate. | have
decided, however, to let it remain as it waswritten, in
testimony of my admiration for a great and good man.]

TO WILLIAM E. CHANNING

THE pages of thy book | read,
And as | dosad each one,

My heart, responding, ever said,
" Servant of God ! well done!"

Well done! Thy wordsaregreat and bold ;
At times they ssem to me

Like Luther's, in the days of old,
Half-battlesfor thefree.

Go on, until thisland revokes
Theold and chartered Lie,

The feudal curse, whose whips and yokes
Insult humanity.

A voice is ever at thy sde,
Speaking in tone of might,
Likethe prophetic voice, that cried
ToJohn in Patmos, "' Write!"
36
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WriteJ and tell out this bloody tale;
Record this dire eclipse,

This Day of Wrath, this Endless Wail,
This dread Apocalypse !

THE SLAVE'S DREAM

BESIDE the ungathered rice he lay,
His sickle in his hand;

His breast was bare, his matted hair
Was buried in the sand.

Again, in the mist and shadow of deep,
He saw his Native Land.

Wide through the landscape of his dreams
The lordly Niger flowed ;

Beneath the palm-trees on the plain
Once more a king he strode ;

And heard the tinkling caravans
Descend the mountain-road.

He saw once more his dark-eyed queen
Among her children stand ;

They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks,
They held him by the hand !|—

A tear burst from the deeper's lids,
And fell into the sand.

And then at furious speed he rode
Along the Niger's bank ;

His bridle-reins were golden chains,
And, with amartial clank,

At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel
Smiting his stallion's flank.
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Before him,' likeablood-red flag,
The bright flamingoes flew;

From morn till night hefollowed their flight,
O'er plains where the tamarind grew,

Till he saw the roofs of Caffre huts,
And the ocean rose to view.

At night he heard thelion roar,
And the hyaena scream

And theriver-horse as he crushed the reeds
Besde some hidden stream ;

And it pased, like a glorious roll of drums,
Through thetriumph of his dream.

The forests, with their myriad tongues,
Shouted of liberty ;

And the Blast of the Desert cried aloud,
With avoice sowild and free,

That he started in his degp and smiled
At their tempestuous glee.

He did not fed the driver's whip,
Nor the burning heat of day;

For death had illumined the Land of Sleep,
And his lifdess body lay

A worn-out fetter, that the soul
Had broken and thrown away !

THE SLAVE IN THE DISMAL SWAMP

IN dark fens of the Dismal Swvamp
The hunted Negro lay ;

He saw the Are of the midnight camp,

And heard at times a horsgs tramp,
And a bloodhound's distant bay.



THE GOOD PART 39

Wher ewill-0'-the-wisps and glow-wonns shine,
In bulrush and in brake ;

Where waving mosses shroud the pine,

And the cedar grows, and the poisonous vine
I's spotted like the snake;

Where hardly a human foot could pass,
Or a human heart would dare,
On the quaking turf of the green morass
He crouched in the rank and tangled grass,
Like a wild beast in his lair.

A poor old slave, infirm and lame ;
Great scars deformed his face ;
On his forehead he bore the brand of shame,
And the rags, that hid his mangled frame,
Were the livery of disgrace.

A li things above were bright and fair,
Al things were glad and free ;

Lithe squirrels darted here and there,

And wild birds filled the echoing air
With songs of Liberty !

On him alone was the doom of pain,
From the morning of hisbirth;

On him alone the curse of Cain

Fell, like aflail on the garnered grain,
And struck him to the earth !

THE GOOD PART THAT SHALL NOT BE
TAKEN AWAY

SHE dwells by great Kenhawa's side,
In valleys green and cool;

And all her hope and all her pride
Arein the village school.
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Her soul, likethetransparent air
That robes the hills above,

Though not of earth, encirclesthere
All thingswith arms of love.

And thus she walks among her girls
W ith praise and mild rebukes ;
Subduing even rude village churls

By her angelic looks.

She reads to them at eventide
Of One who came to save ;

To cast the captive's chains aside,
And liberate the slave.

And oft the blessed time foretells
When all men shall be free;

And musical, assilver bells,
Their falling chains shall be.

And following her beloved Lord,
In decent poverty,

She makes her life one sweet record
And deed of charity.

For shewas rich and gave up all
To break theiron bands

Of those who waited in her hall,
And laboured in her lands.

L ong since beyond the Southern Sea
Their outbound sails have sped,
While she, in meek humility,
Now earns her daily bread.

It istheir prayers, which never cease,
That clothe her with such grace;

Their blessing is the light of peace
That shines upon her face.
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THE QUADROON GIRL

T H E Slaver in the broad lagoon
Lay moored with idle sail;
He waited for the rising moon,
And for the evening gale.

Under the shore his boat was tied,
And all her listless crew

Watched the gray alligator slide
Into the still bayou.

Odours of orange-flowers, and spice,
Reached them from time to time,
Like airs that breathe from Paradise

Upon a world of crime.

The Planter, under his roof of thatch,
Smoked thoughtfully and slow ;
The Slaver's thumb was on the latch,

He seemed in haste to go.

He said, " My ship at anchor rides
In yonder broad lagoon ;

I only wait the evening tides,
And the rising of the moon."

Before them, with her face upraised,
Intimid attitude,

Like one half curious, half amazed,
A Quadroon maiden stood.

Her eyes were large, and full of light,
Her arms and neck were bare ;

No garment she wore, save a kirtle bright,
And her own long, raven hair.
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And on her lips there played a smile
As holy, meek, and faint,

As lights in some cathedral aide
The features of a saint.

" The soil is barren,—the farm isold ;"
Thethoughtful Planter said ;

Then looked upon the Saver's gold,
And then upon the maid.

Hisheart within him was at strife
With such accursed gains;

For he knew whose pasions gave her life,
Whose blood ran in her vens.

But the voice of nature was too wesk ;
Hetook the glittering gold !

Then pale as death grew the maiden's cheek,
Her hands as icy cold.

The Slaver led her from the door,
Heled her by the hand,

To be his dave and paramour
In astrange and distant land !

THE WITNESSES

I N Ocean'swide domains,
Half buried in the sands,
Lie skeletons iu chains,
With shackled feet and hands.

Beyond the fall of dews,
Deeper than* plummet lies,
Float ships with all their crews,

No more to sink nor rise
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There the black Slave-ship swims,
Freighted with human forms,
Whose fettered, fleshless limbs
Are not the sport of storms.
These are the bones of Slaves ;
They gleam from the abyss;
They cry from yawning waves,
" We are the Witnesses !"

Within Earth's wide domains
Are markets for men's lives;

Their necks are galled with chains,
Their wrists are cramped with gyves.

Dead bodies, that the kite

In deserts makes its prey;
Murders, that with affright

Scare schoolboys from their play !

All evil thoughts and deeds;
Anger, and lust, and pride ;
The foulest, rankest weeds,
That choke Life's groaning tide !

These are the woes of Slaves;
They glare from the abyss ;
They cry from unknown graves
"W e are the Witnesses !"

THE WARNING

BEWARE! The Israelite of old, who tore
The lion in his path,—when, poor and blind,
He saw the blessed light of heaven no more,
Shorn of his noble strength and forced to grind
In prison, and at last led forth to be
A pander to Philistine revelry,—
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Upon the pillars of the temple laid
His desperate hands, and in its overthrow
Destroyed himself, and with him those who made
A cruel mockery of his sightless woe ;
The poor, blind Save, the scoff and jest of all,
Expired, and thousands perished in the fall!

There is a poor, blind Samson in this land,
ShoreneI of his strength, and bound in bonds of
st
Who may, in some grim revel, raise his hand,
And shake the pillars of this Commonwed,
Till the vast Temple of our liberties
A shapdess mass of wreck and rubbish lies.

THE SLAVE SINGING AT MIDNIGHT

LOUD he sang the Psam of David !
He, a Negro, and endaved,

Sang of Israel's victory,

Sang of Zion, bright and free.

In that hour, when night is camest,
Sang he from the Hebrew Psamist,
In a voice so sweet and clear

That | could not choose but hear.

Songs of triumph, and ascriptions,
Such as reached the swart Egyptians,
When upon the Red Sea coast
Perished Pharaoh and his host.

And the voice of his devotion

Filled my soul with strange emotion ;
For its tones by turns were glad,
Sweetly solemn, wildly sad.
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Paul and Silas, in their prison,

Sang of Christ, the Lora arisen,

And an earthquake's arm of might
Broke their dungeon-gates at night.

But, alas! what holy angel

Brings the dave this glad evangel ?
And what earthquake's arm of might
Breaks his dungeon-gates at night ?
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IT IS NOT ALWAYS MAY

NO HAY PAJAROS EN LOS NIDOS DE ANTARO
—Spanish  Proverb,

THE sun is bright, the air is clear, .
The darting Swalows soar and sing,

And from the stately eims | hear.
The blue-bird prophesying Spring.

So blue yon winding river flows
It seems an outlet from the sky,
Where, waiting till the west wind blows,
The freighted clouds at anchor lie.

A |l things are new ;—the buds, the leaves,
That gild the elm-tree's nodding crest,

And even the nest beneath the eaves ;—
There are no birds in last year's nest!

All things rejoice in youth and love,
The fulness of their first delight !
And learn from the soft heavens above
The melting tenderness of night.

Maiden, that read'st this ssimple rhyme,
Enjo¥ th¥ youth,, it will not stay;
En||:oy he fragrance of thy prime,
or O! itisnot dways May !
46
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Enjoy the Spring of Love and Y outh,
To some good angel leave the rest;
For time will teach thee soon the truth,

There are no birds in last year's nest.

THE RAINY DAY

THE day iscold, and dark, and dreary;
It rains, and the wind is never weary;
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,
But at every gust the dead leaves fall,
And the day is dark and dreary.

My lifeis cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past,

But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,
And the days are dark and dreary.

Be still, sad heart! and cease repining;
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;
Thy fate is the common fate of all,
Into each life some rain must fall,

Some days must be dark and dreary.

THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH

UNDER a spreading chestnut-tree
The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he,
With large and sinewy hands ;
And the muscles of his brawny arms

Are strong as iron bands.
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"His hair is crisp, and black, and long,

Hisfaceis like the tau ;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,
He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,
You can hear his belows blow ;

You can hear him swing his heavy dedge,
With measured beat and dow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell,
When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from schoal
Look in at the open door;

They love to see the fiaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparksthat fly
Like chaff from a threshing-floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,
And sitsamong hisboys;

He hears the parson pray and preach,
He hears his daughter's voice,

Singing in the village choir,
And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother's voice,
Singing in Paradise !

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies ;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes
A tear out of his eyes.

Toiling—r €j 0icing—sor rowing,
Onward through life he goes ;

Each morning sees some task begin,
Each evening sesit dose;

Something attempted, something done,
Has earned a night's repose.
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Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,
For the lesson thou hast taught f

Thus at the flaming forge of life
Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped
Each burning deed and thought

ENDYMION

T H Erising moon has hid the stars;

Her level rays, like golden bars,
Lies on the landscape green,
With shadows brown between.

And silver white the river gleams,
Asif Dianain her dreams,
Had dropt her silver bow
Upon the meadows low.

On such a tranquil night as this,
She woke Endymion with a kiss,
W hen sleeping in the grove,
He dreamed not of her love.

Like Dian's kiss, unasked, unsought,
Love gives itself, but is not bought;
Nor voice nor sound betrays
Its deep, impassioned gaze.

It comes—the beautiful, the free,
The crown of all humanity—

In silence and alone

To seek the elected one.

It lifts the boughs, whose shadows deep
Are life's oblivion, the soul's sleep,
And kissesthe closed eyes
Of him who slumbering lies.
l. D
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O, weary hearts! O, dumbering eyed

O, drooping soulswhose detinies
Arefraught with fear and pain,
Ye shall be loved again !

No one is s0 accursed by fate,

No one so0 utterly desolate,
But some heart, though unknown,
Regponds unto his own.

Regponds—as if with unsen wings

An angel touched its quivering strings;
And whispers, initssong,
" Wher e hast thou sayed solong ? "

GOD'S-ACRE

I LIKE that ancient Saxon phrase, which calls
Theburial-ground God'sAcre! Itisjust;

It consecrates each grave within its walls,
And breathes a benison e the degping dust

God'sAcre! Yes, that blessed name imparts
Comfort to those who in the grave have sown
The seed, that they had garnered in their hearts,
Their bread of life—alas! no moretheir own.

Intoitsfurrows shall we all be cas,
Inthe sure faith that we shall rise again

At the great harvest, when the archangd's blast
Shall winnow, like a fan, the chaff and grain.

Then shall the good gand in immortal bloom,
In thefair gardens of that ssoond birth ;
And each bright blossom mingle its perfume
Withﬂghat of flower's, which never bloomed on
eartn.
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W iththy rudeploughshare, Death, turnup the sod,
And spread the furrow for the ssed we sow;

This is the field and Acre of our God,
This is the place where human harvests grow.

TO THE RIVER CHARLES

RIVER! that in silence windest
Through the meadows bright and free,
Till at length thy rest thou findest
In the bosom of the sea !

Four long years of mingled feeling,
Half in rest, and half in strife,

| have seen thy waters stealin?
Onward, like the stream of life.

Thou hast taught me, Silent River !
Many alesson, degp and long;
Thou hast been a generous giver;
I can give thee but a song.

Oft in sadness and in illness,
| have watched thy current glide,
Till the beauty of its stillness
Overflowed me, like a tide.

And in better hours and brighter,
When | sawv thy waters gleam,

1 have felt my heart beat lighter,
And leap onward with thy stream.

Not for thisaone | love theg,
Nor because thy waves of blue

From celestial sess above thee
Taketheir own celestial hue.
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Wher e yon shadowy woodlands hide thee,
And thy waters disappear,

Friends | love have dwelt besde thee,
And have made thy margin dear.

Morethan this;—thy name reminds me
Of threefriends, all trueand tried ;

And that name, like magic, binds me
Closer, closer to thy sde.

Friends my soul with joy remembers!
How like quivering flames they start,
When | fan the living embers
On the hearthstone of my heart!

'Tisfor this, thou Silent River !
That my spirit leans to thee;
Thou hast been a generous giver,
Takethisidle song from me.

BLIND BARTIMEUS

BUND Bartimeus at the gates

Of Jericho in darkness waits ;

He hears the crowd ;—he hears a breath
Say," | tisChrist of Nazareth ! "

And calls in tones of agony,

Tnwol, énénoor ue /

The thronging multitudesincrease;
Blind Bartimeus, hold thy peace !
But still, above the noisy crowd,
The beggar'scry is shrill and loud ;
Until they say, '""He calleth thee !"
Qdpre, Eyapa, purel oe !
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Then saith the Christ, as silent stands

The crowd, ' What wilt thou at my hands?"
And he replies, " O give me light!

Rabbi, restore the blind man's sight!"
AndJesusanSNers “Parcye

‘H wlorit vov ofowxé oo/

Ye that have eyes, yet cannot see,
In darkness and in misery,

Recall those mighty Voices three,
Ineel, Erénodr ue !

Bdpoe, Eyapas, “Twavye!

"H wieris gov aéowné oe /

THE GOBLET OF LIFE

FILLED is Life's goblet to the brim ;
And though my eyeswith tears are dim,
1 s its sparkling bubbles swim,
And chant a melancholy hymn

With solemn voice and dow.

No purple flowers,—no garlands green,

Conceal the goblet's shade or sheen,

Nor maddening draughts of Hippocrene,

Like gleams of sunshine, flash between
Thick leaves of mistletoe.

This goblet, wrought with curious art,
Is filled with waters, that upstart,
When the deep fountains of the heart,
By strong convulsions rent apart,
Arerunning all to waste.

And as it mantling passs round,

With fennel is it wreathed and crowned,

Whose seed and foliage sun-imbrowned

Arein its waters steeped and drowned,
And give a bitter taste.
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Above the [owly plants it towers,

The fennel, with its yellow flowers,

And in an earlier age than ours

Was gifted with the wondrous powers,
Lost vision to restore.

It gave new strength, and fearless mood;
And ?Iadiators, fierce and rude,
Mingled it in their daily food ;
And he who battled and subdued,
A wreath of fennel wore.

Then in Life's goblet freely press
The leaves that give it bitterness,
Nor prize the coloured waters less,
For in thy darkness and distress
New light and strength they give !

And he who has not learned to know

How false its sparkling bubbles show,

How bitter are the drops of woe,

With which its brim may overflow,
He has not learned to live.

The prayer of Ajax was for light;
Tlirough all that dark and desperate fight,
The blackness of that noonday night,
He asked but the return of sight,

To see his foeman's face.

Let our unceasing, earnest prayer
Be, too, for light,—for strength to bear
Our portion of the weight of care,
That crushes into dumb despair
One half the human race.

O suffering, sad humanity !

O ye afflicted ones who lie

Steeped to the lipsIn misery,

Longing, and yet afraid to die,
Patient, though sorely tried !
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Wherefloa

The Battle

The alarm,~— s ove wpgers vom reee o

Then sleep we side by side.

THE SEA-DIVER

MY way is on the bright blue sea,
My sleep upon the rocky tide ;

And many an eye has followed me,
Where billows clasp the worn sea-side.

My plumage bears the crimson blush,
When ocean by the sun is kissed !
When fades the evening's purple flush,

My dark wing cleaves the silver mist.

Full many a fathom down beneath
The bright arch of the splendid deep,
My ear has heard the sea-shell breathe
O'er living myriads in their sleep.

They rested by the coral throne,
And by the pearly diadem,

Where trie pale sea-grape had overgrown
The glorious dwelling made for them.

At night, upon my storm-drenched wing,
| poised above a helm less bark,

And soon | saw the shattered thing
Had passed away and left no mark.

And when the wind and storm had done,
A ship, that had node out the gale,
Sunk down without a signal-gun.
And none was left to tell the tale.
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| saw the pomp of day depart—
The cloud resign its golden crown,
When to the ocean's beating heart
The sailor's wasted corse went down.

Peace be to those whose graves are made
Beneath the bright and silver sa !

Peace that their relicsthere were laid,
With novain prideand pageantry.

THE BELFRY OF BRUGES
CARILLON. 1845

IN the ancient town of Bruges,

In the quaint old Flemish city,
Asthe evening shades descended,
Low and loud and sweetly blended,
Low at times and loud at times,
And changing like a poet's rhymes,
Rang the beautiful wild chimes,
From the Belfry in the market

Of the ancient town of Bruges.

Then, with degp sonorous clangour
Calmly answering their sweet anger,
When the wrangling bells had ended,
Slowly struck the clock eleven,
And, from out the silent heaven,
Silence on the town descended.
Silence, slence everywhere,

On the earth and in theair,

Save that footsteps here and there
Of some burgher home returning,
By the street lamps faintly burning,
For a moment woke the echoes

Of the ancient town of Bruges.
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But amid my broken slumbers
Still | heard those magic numbers,
As they loud proclaimed the flight
And stolen marches of the night;
Till their chimes in sweet collision
Mingled with each wandering vision,
Mingled with the fortune-telling
Giﬁsy-bands of dreams and fancies,
Which amid the waste expanses
Of the silent land of trances

Have their solitary dwelling.

Al | else seemed asleep in Bruges,
In the quaint old Flemish city.

And | thought how like these chimes
Are the poet's airy rhymes,

A1l his rhymes and roundelays,

His conceits, and songs, and ditties,
From the belfry of his brain,
Scattered downward, though in vain,
On the roofs and stones of cities !
For by night the drowsy ear

Under its curtains cannot hear,

And by day men go their ways,
Hearing the music as they pass,

But deeming it no more, aas !

Than the hollow sound of brass.

Y et perchance a sleepless wight,
Lodging at some humble inn

In the narrow lanes of life,

When the dusk and hush of night
Shut out the incessant din

Of daP/Iight and its toil and strife,
May listen with a calm delight
To the poet's melodies,

Till he hears, or dreams he hears,
Intermingled with the song,
Thoughts that he has cherished long;
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Hears amid the chime and singing

The bells of hisown village ringing,

And wakes, and finds his slumberous eyes
Wet with most delicious tears.

Thus dreamed |, as by night | lay

In Bruges, at the Fleur-de-BIé,
Listening with a wild delight

To the chimes that, through the night,
Rang their changes from the Belfry
Of that quaint old Flemish city.

THE BELFRY OF BRUGES

IN the market-place of Bruges stands the belfry old
and brown;

Thrice consumed and thrice rebuilded, still it
watches o'er the town.

As the summer morn was breaking, on that lofty
tower | stood,

And the world threw off the darkness, like the
weeds of widowhood.

Thick with towns and hamlets studded, and with
streams and vapours grey, .

Like a shield embossed with silver, round and vast
the landscape lay.

At my feet the city slumbered. From itschimneys,
here and there,

Wreaths of snow-white smoke, ascending, vanished,
ghost-like, into air.

Not a sound rose from the city at that early morn-
ing hour,

But | heard a heart of iron beating in the ancient
tower.
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From their ness beneath the rafters sang the swal-
lows wild and high,

And the world, beneath me deeping, ssemed more
digant than the sky. -

Then most musical and solemn, bringing back the
olden times,

With their strange, unearthly changes rang the
melancholy chimes.

Like the pslms from some old cloisger, when the
nuns sing in the choir ;

And the great bell tolled among them, like the
chanting of a friar.

Visgons of the days departed, shadowy phantoms
filled my brain;

They who live in higory only ssemed to walk the
earth again;

All the Foresters of Flanders—mighty Baldwin
Bras de Fer 2

Lyderick du Bucg® and Cressy, Philip, Guy de
Dampierre*

1 behdd the pageants splendid, that adorned those
days of old;

Stately dames like quemns attended, knights who
bore the Flesce of Gold ;

Lombard and Venetian merchants with deep-laden
argosies,

Minigers from twenty nations, more than royal
pomp and eax=

Fl 'Iz‘qhek.titletd;'thgeiesd Flmdast;"(%,/vasgva% by the
T ingsto govenarswham nted.
ZenWho Q%e the dalghter of Charles the%)z?g fram the
French court, and married her at Bruges )
Lyderick du Buay westhefirg governar of Flandersin
the reign of (Satare | I'. ]
Sioosding Foreters who took thetitle of Cournt.
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1 behdd proud Maximilian,* knegling humbly on
the ground ;

| behdd the gentle Mary,” hunting with her hawk
and hound;

And her lighted bridal chamber, where a duke dept
with the queen,

And the armed guard around them, and the sword
unsheathed between .’

| behdd the Flemish weavers with Namur and
Juliers bold,

Marching homeward from the bloody battle of the
Spurs of Gold ; #

Saw the fight at Minnewater ® saw the White Hoods
moving West,

Saw great Artevelde victorious scale the Golden
Dragon's nest;®

And again thewhiskered Spaniard all the land with
terror smote;

And again the wild alarum sounded from the
tocdn's throat;

5 Archduke of Austria '
The daughter of Charles the Bold, who sucoeeded him
as_Duchess of Burgundy and Countess of Flanders, 1471.

3 S long notes in Appendix.

4 Fought, nth of July 1302, between the French and
Flemings. The flower of the French nobility perished in it;
and it was named from the number of golden spurs found
on thefidd of battle. Seven hundred were hung up in the
church of Notre-Damedu Courtray.

® The battle at Minnewater was fought with the ditizens
of Ghent, who wished to prevent the Flemings from openinc};
a canal there. The White Hoods were a military body of

Ghent.
® The Golden Dr?on was taken from Bruges to Antwer
g?/ Philip von Artevelot. It came originally from the Chur
St. Sophia in Congantinople.
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Till the bell of Ghent responded o'er lagoon and
dike of sand,

"1 am Roland ! | am Roland!* there is victory in
the land!"

Then the sound of drums aroused me. The awak-
ened city's roar

Chased the phantoms 1 had summoned back into
their graves once more.

Hours had passed away like minutes; and, before
| was aware,

Lo! the shadow of the belfry crossed the sun-
illumined square.

MAIDENHOOD

MAIDEN ! with the meek, brown eyes,
In whose orbs a shadow lies,
Like the dusk in evening skies !

Thou whose locks outshine the sun,
Golden tresses, wreathed in one,
As the braided streamlets run !

Standing, with reluctant feet,
Where the brook and river me<t,
Womanhood and childhood fleet!

Gazing, with atimid glance,
On the brooklet's swift advance,
On the river's broad expanse !

' On the aarm-bell of Bruges is inscribed: "My name
is Roland; when | toll, there isfire; when | ring, there is
victory in theland.”



62

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

Deep and still, that gliding stream
Beautiful to thee must seem,
As the river of a dream.

Then why pause with indecision,
When bright angelsin thy vision
Beckon thee to fields Elysian ?

Seest thou shadows sailing by,
Asthe dove, with startled eye,
Sees the falcon's shadow fly?

Hearest thou voices on the shore,
That our ears perceive no more,
Deafened by the cataract's roar?

O thou child of many prayers !
Life hath quicksands,—Life hath snares!
Care and age come unawares !

Like the swell of some sweet tune,
Morningrisesinto noon,
May glides onward into June.

Childhood is the bough, where slumbered
Birds and blossoms many-numbered;—
Age, that bough with snows encumbered.

Gather, then, each flower that grows,
When the young heart overflows,
To embam that tent of snows.

Bear alily in thy hand ;
Gates of brass cannot withstand
One touch of that magic wand.

Bear through sorrow, wrong, and ruth,
In thy heart the dew of youth,
On thy lips the smile of truth.
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O, that dew, like balm, shall stedl
Into wounds that cannot heal,
Even as degp our eyes doth seal;

And that smile, like sunshine, dart-
Into many a sunless heart,
For a gmile of God thou art

THE ARSENAL AT SPRINGFIELD

THIS isthe Arsenal. From floor to ceiling,
Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms;

But from their silent pipes no anthem pealing
Startles the villages with srange alarms.

Ah'! what a sound will rise, how wild and dreary,
When the death-angd touches those swift keys |
What loud lament and dismal Miserere
W ill minglewith their awful symphonies!

| hear even now the infinite fierce chorus,
The cries of agony, the endless groan,

Which, through the ages that have gone before us
In long reverberations reach our own.

On hedm and harness rings the Saxon hammer,
Through Cimbric fores roarsthe Norseman's song,
And loud, amid the universal damour,
O'er distant deserts sounds the Tartar gong.

| hear the Florentine, who from his palace
Wheds out his battle-bell with dreadful din,
And Aztec priess upon their teocallis
Beat the wild war-drums made of serpent's skin;

The tumult of each sacked and burning village;
The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns,
The soldier's revels in the midst of pillage;
The walil of famine in beeaguered towns;
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The burgting shell, the gateway wrenched asunder,
Therattling musketry, the clashing blade;

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder,
The diapason of the cannonade.

Isit, O man, with such discordant noises,
With such accurssd instruments as these,
Thou drownest Nature's sveet and kindly voices,
And jarrest the celestial harmonies ?

Wer ehalf the power that fillstheworld with terror,
Were half the wealth betowed on camps and
courts,
Given to redeem the human mind from error,
There were no need of arsenals nor forts:

Thewarrior'snamewould be a nameabhorréd !
And every nation that should lift again

Its hand againg a brother, on its forehead
Would wear for evermore the curse of Cain !

Down the dark future, through long generations,
The echoing sounds grow fainter, and then cease;
And like a bell, with solemn, swet vibrations,
| hear once morethevoice of Christ say, " Peace!"

Peace ! and no longer from its brazen portals

The blast of War's great organ shakes the skies!
But beautiful as songs of the immortals,

The holy meodies of love arise.

A GLEAM OF SUNSHINE

THIS isthe place Stand still, my steed,
L et mereview the sceneg,

And summon frortl the shadowy Past
The forms that once have been.
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The Past and Present here unite
Beneath Time's flowing tide,

Like footprints hidden by a brook,
But seen on either side.

Here runs the highway to the town ;
There the green lane descends,

Through which | walked to church with thee,
O gentlest of my friends !

The shadow of the linden-trees
Lay moving on the grass ;

Between them and the moving boughs,
A shadow, thou didst pass.

Thy dress was like the lilies,
And thy heart as pure as they :

One of God's holy messengers
Did walk with me that day.

| saw the branches of the trees
Bend down thy touch to meet,

T he clover-blossoms iu the grass
Rise up to kiss thy feet.

" Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares,
Of earth and folly born !"

Solemnly sang the village choir
On that sweet Sabbath morn.

Through the closed blinds the golden sun
Poured in a dusty beam,

Like the celestial ladder seen
By Jacob in his dream.

And ever and anon the wind,
Sweet-scented with the hay,
Turned o'er the hymn-hook's fluttering leaves
That on the window lay.
vol l. E
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Long was the good man's sermon,
Y et it s|emed not sotome;

For he gpake of Ruth the beautiful.
And still 1 thought of thee.

Long was the prayer he uttered,
Y et it ssemed not sotome;

For in my heart 1 prayed with him,
And still | thought of thee.

But now, alas! the place ssamschanged ;
Thou art no longer here:

Part of the sunshine of the scene
With thee did disappear.

Though thoughts, desp-rooted in my heart,
Like pine-trees, dark and high,

Subdue the light of noon, and breathe
A low and ceasdes s'gh ;

This memory brightens der the pad,
As when the sun, concedled

Behind some cloud that near us hangs,
Shines on a digant field.

NUREMBERG

IN the valley of the Pegnitz, where across broad
meadow-lands

Rise the blue Franconian mountains, Nuremberg
the ancient gands

Quaint old town of toil and traffic, quaint old town
of art and song,

Memories haunt thy pointed gables, like the rooks
that round them throng :
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Memories of the Middle Ages, when the emperors,
rough and bold,

Had their dwelling in thy castle, time-defying,
centuries old;

And thy brave and thrifty burghers boasted, in
their uncouth rhyme,

That their great imperial city stretched its hand
through every clime.?

In the court-yard of the castle, bound with many an
iron band,

Stands the mighty linden planted by Queen Cuni-
gunde's hand;

On the square the oriel window, where in old heroic
days

Sat the poet Melchior? singing Kaiser Maximilian's
praise.

Everywhere | see around me rise the wondrous
world of Art:

Fountains wrought with richest sculpture standing
in the common mart;

And above cathedral doorways saints and bishops
carved in stone,

By a former age commissioned as apostles to our
own.

1 An ancient proverb of the town ran thus :—

" Nornberg's Hand
Geht durch ale Land."

Nuremberg's hand
Goes through every land.

a Melchior Pfinzing, one of the celebrated German poets
of the sixteenth century. The hero of his Tenerdank was
the reigning Emperor” MaximiliAi (Mary of Burgundy's
former "hu and%; the poem was to the Germans of that
age what the Orlando Furioso was to the Italians.
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In the church of sainted Sebald deeps enshrined his
holy dust,’

And in bronze the Twelve Apostles guard from age
to age their trust;

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pix of
sculpturerare,

Like the foamy sheaf of fountains, rising through
the painted air.

Here, when Art was still religion, with a simple,
reverent heart,

Lived and laboured Albrecht Durer, the Evangelist
of Art;

Hence in silence and in sorrow, toiling still with
busy hand,

Like an emigrant he wandered, seeking for the
Better Land.

Emigravit is the inscription on the tombstone where
he lies;

Dead he is not,—but departed,—for the artist never
dies.

Fairer seems the ancient city, and the sunshine
seems more fair,

That he once hastrod its pavement, that he once
has breathed its air !

Through these streets so broad and stately, these
obscure and dismal lanes,

Walked of yore the Master-singers, chanting rude
poetic strains.

From remote and sunless suburbs, came they to the
friendly guild,

Building nests in Fame's great temple, as in spouts
the swallows build.

! The tomb of S, Sebald in this church is one of the
riches works of art in Nuremberg. It was cagt in bronze
by Peter Vischer and 'nis song who laboured on it for
thirteen years It is adorned with nearly a hundred figures,
among which are the Twelve Aposiles
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As the weaver plied the shuttle, wove he too the
mystic rhyme,

And the smith his iron measures hammeéred to the
anvil's chime;

Thanking God, whose boundless wisdom makes the
flowers of poesy bloom

In the forge's dust and cinders, in the tissues of the
loom.

Here Hans Sachs,' the cobbler-poet, laureate of the
gentle craft,

Wisest of the Twelve Wise Masters, in huge folios
sang and laughed.

But his house is now an ale-house, with a nicely
sanded floor,

And a garland in the window, and his face above
the door;

Painted by some humble artist, as in Adam Pusch-
man's song,?

As "the old man grey and dove-like," with his
great beard white and long.

! He flourished in the sixteenth century, and left behind
him 208 plays, 1700 comic taes, and four or five thousand
lyric poems.” The Twelve Wise Masters wes thetitle of the
origina corporation of the Master-singers. Hans Sachs,
the cobbler of Nuremberg, thou egh not one of the original
Twelve, was the most renowned of the Master-singers, as
well as the most voluminous. He left thirty-four folio
volumes of manuscript containing the above number of
plays tales, and lyric poetry.

#'Adam Puschman, in his poem on the death of Hans
Sachs, describes him as he appeared in avision :—

"An old man,
Grey and white, and dofe-like,
Who had, in sooth, a great beard,;
Andrend in afair great book,
Beautiful with golden clasps."
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And at night the swart mechanic comes to drown
his cark and care,

Quaffing ale from pewter tankards, in the master's
antique chair.

Vanished isthe ancient splendour, and before my
dreamy eye

Wave these mingling shapes and figures, like a
faded tapestry.

Not thy Councils, not thy Kaisers, win for theethe
world'sregard ;

But thy painter, Albrecht DUrer, and Hans Sachs
thy cobbler-bard.

Thus, O Nuremberg, a wanderer from a region far

away,
As he pacad thy dreets and court-yards, sang in
thought his cardess lay:

Gathering from the pavement'screvice, as a floweret
of the sail,
The nobility of labour ,—the long pedigree of tail.

THE INDIAN HUNTER

WHEN the summer harvest was gathered in,

And the shesf of the gleaner grew white and thin,
And the ploughshare was in its furrow left,
Wher e the subble land had been lately cleft,

An Indian hunter, with unstrung bow,

Looked down where the valley lay stretched below.

He was a granger there, and that day

Had been out on the hills, a perilous way,

But the foot of the d*e was far and flest,
And the wolf kept aloof from the hunter's feet,
And bitter fedings passd oer him then,

As he good by the populous haunts of men.
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The winds of autumn came over the woods,

As the sun stole out from their solitudes;

The moss was white on the mapléstrunk,

And dead from itsarmsthe pale vine shrunk,
And ripened the mdlow fruit hung, and red
Wherethetress withered leaves around it shed*

The foot of the reaper moved dow on the lawn,
And the sickle cut down the ydlow corn;

The mower sang loud by the meadow sde,
Wher e the mids of evening were soreading wide;
And the voice of the herdsman came up the lea,
And the dance went round by the greenwood tree.

Then the hunter turned away from that scene,
Wher e the home of his fathers once had been,
And heard, by the digant and measured stroke,
That the woodman hewed down the giant oak—
And bur ning thoughtsflashed over his mind,
Of the white man's faith, and love unkind.

The moon of the harvest grew high and bright,
As her golden horn pierced the dloud of white—
A footstep was heard in the rustling brake,
Wher e the besch overshadowed the misty lake,
A mourning voice, and a plunge from shore,
And the hunter was ssm on the hills no more.

When years had passd on, by that still lake Sde,

The fisher looked down through the siver tide,

And there, on the amooth yellow sand displayed,

A skeleton wagsted and white was laid,

And 'twas seen, as the waters moved degp and
dow,

That the hand was still grasping a hunter's bow.
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THE NORMAN BARON

[Dans les moments de la vie ol la reflexion devient plus
calme e plus profonde, oil I'interet et I'avarice parlent
moins haut que la raison, dans les ingants de chagrin
domegtique, de maladie, e de peril de mort, les nobles
e repentirent de possder des serfs, comme d'une chose
peu agréable & Dieu, qui avait a¢' tous les hommes a
N image]

THIERRY, Conquite de/ Angleterre.

IN his chamber, weak and dying,

Was the Norman baron lying ;

Loud, without, the tempest thundered,
And the castle-turret shook.

In this fight was Death the gainer,

Spite of vassal and retainer,

And the lands his sires had plundered,
Written in the Doomsday Book.

By his bed a monk was seated,

Who in a humble voice repeated

Many a prayer and pater-noater,
From the missal on his knee;

And, amid the tempest pealing,

Sounds of bells came faintly stealing,

Bells that, from the neighbouring kloster,
Rang for the Nativity.

In the hall, the serf and vassal
Held, that night, their Christmas wassail;
Many a carol, old and saintly,

Sang the minstrels and the waits.

And so loud these Saxon gleemen

Sang to saves th& songs of freemen.

That the storm was heard but faintly,
Knocking at the castle-gates.
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Till at length the lays they chanted

Reached the chamber terror-haunted,

Where the monk, with accents holy,
Whispered at the baron's ear. "

Tears upon his eyelids glistened,

As he paused awhile and listened,

And the dying baron slowly
Turned his weary head to hear.

€ Wassail for the kingly stranger

Born and cradled in a manger !

King, like David, priest, like Aaron,
Christ is born to set us free !"

And the lightning showed the sainted

Figures on the casement painted,

And exclaimed the shuddering baron,
*“Miserere, Domine! "

In that hour of deep contrition,

He beheld, with clearer vision,

Through all outward show and fashion,
Justice, the Avenger, rise.

All the pomp of earth had vanished,

Falsehood and deceit were banished,

Reason spake more loud than passion,
And the truth wore no disguise.

Every vassal of his banner,

Every serf born to his manor,

All those wronged and wretched creatures,
By his hand were freed again.

And, ason the sacred missal
He recorded their dismissal,
Death relaxed his iron features,
And the monk replied, "Amen !"
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M any centuries have been numbered

Since in death the baron slumbered

By the convent's sculptured portal,
Mingling with the common dust:

But the good deed, through the ages

Living in historic pages,

Brighter grows and gleamsimmortal,
Unconsumed by moth or rust.

TO A CHILD

DEAR child ! how radiant on thy mother's knee,
With merry-making eyes and jocund smiles,
Thou gazest at the painted tiles,

Whose figures grace,

With many a grotesque form and face,

The ancient chimney of thy nursery !

The lady with the gay macaw,

The dancing girl, the brave bashaw

With bearded lip and chin;

And, leaning idly o'er his gate,

Beneath the imperial fan of state,

The Chinese mandarin.

With what a look of proud command
Thou shakest in thy little hand

The coral rattle with its silver bells,
Makingamerry tune!

Thousands of years in Indian seas
That coral grew, by sow degrees,
Until some deadly and wild monsoon
Dashed it on Coromandel's sand !
Those silver bells

Reposed of yore,

Asshapelessore,

Far down in the deep sunken wells
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Of darksome mines,

In some obscure and sunless place,
Beneath huge Chimborazo's )
Or Potosi's 0'erhanging pines !

Ar?d thuhsfor thee,dOIittIecglild,

Through many a danger and escape,
The tall ships passed the stormy cape;
For thee in foreign lands remote,
Beneath the burning, tropic clime,

The Indian peasant, chasing the wild goat,
Himself as swift and wild,

In falling, clutched the frail arbute,
The fibres of whose shallow root,
Uplifted from the soil, betrayed

The silver veins beneath it laid,

The buried treasures of the miser, Time.

But, lo! thy door is left gjar!

Thou hearest footsteps from afar !
And, at the sound,

Thou turnest round

With quick and questioning eyes,
Like one who, in a foreign land,
Beholds on every hand

Some source of wonder and surprise !
And, restlessly, impatiently,

Thou strivest, strugglest, to be free.
The four walls of thy nursery
Arenow like prison wallsto thee.
No more thy mother's smiles,

No more the painted tiles,

Delight thee, nor the playthings on the floor

That won thy little, heating heart before;
Thou strugglest for the open door.

Through these once solitary halls
Thy pattering footstep falls.

The sound of thy merry voice
Makesthe old walls

Jubilant, and-they rejoice

75
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With thejoy of thy young heart,

O'er the light of whose gladness

No shadows of sadness

From the sombre background of memory start.

Once, ah, once, within these walls,
One whom memory oft recalls,
The Father of hisCountry, dwelt
And yonder meadows broad and damp
The fires of the besieging camp
Encircled with a burning belt.

Up and down these echoing stairs,
Heavy with the weight of cares,
Sounded his majestic tread ;

Y es, within thisvery room

Sat he in those hours of gloom,
Weary both in heart and head.

But what are these grave thoughts to thee ?
Out, out! into the open air !

Thy only dreamisliberty,

Thou carest little how or where.

| se thee eager at thy play,

Now shouting to the apples on the tree,
With cheeks as round and red as they;
And now among the yellow stalks,
Among the flowering shrubs and plants,
Asrestless as the bee.

Along the garden walks,

The tracks of thy small carriage-wheels | trace;
And s at every turn how they efface
Whole villages of sand-roofed tents,
That rise like golden domes

Above the cavernous and secret homes
Of wandering and nomadic tribes of ants.
Ah, cruel little Tamerlane,

Who, with thy dreadful reign,

Dost persecute and overwhelm

These hapless Troglodytes of thy realm !
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What! tired aready ! with those suppliant:looks,
And voice more beautiful than a poet's books,

Or murmuring sound of water as it flows,

Thou comest back to parley with repose 4

This rustic seat in the old apple-tree,

With its o'erhanging golden canog?/

Of leavesilluminate with autumnal hues,

And shining with the argent light of dews,

Shall for a seeson be our place of rest.

Beneath us, like an oriolé s pendent nest,

From which the laughing birds have taken wing,
By thee abandoned, hangs thy vacant swing.
Dream-like the waters of the river gleam ;

A 6ailless vessdl drops adown the stream,

And likeit, to asea as wide and deep,

Thou driftest gently down the tides of deep.

O child! O new-born denizen

Of life's great city ! on thy head
The glory of the morn is shed,
Like acelestial benison!

Here at the portal thou dost stand,
And with thy little hand

Thou openest the mysterious gate
Into the future's undiscovered land.
1 ¢ its valves expand,

As at the touch of Fate !

Into those realms of love and hate,
Into that darkness blank and drear,
By some prophetic feeling taught,

| Taunch the bold, adventurous thought,
Freighted with hope and fear;

As upon subterranean streams,

In caverns unexplored and dark,
Men sometimes launch a fragile bark,
Laden with flickering fire,

And watch its swift-receding beams,
Until at length they disapPear,
And in the distant dark expire.
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By what astrology of fear or hope
Dare | to cast thy horoscope !

Like the new moon thy life appears;
A little strip of silver light,

And widening outward into night
The shadowy disk of future years;
And yet upon its outer rim,

A luminous circle, faint and dim,
And scarcely visible to us here,
Rounds and completes the perfect sphere ;
A prophecy and intimation,

A pale and feeble adumbration,

Of the great world of light, that lies
Behind all human destinies.

Ah ! if thy fate, with anguish fraught,
Should be to wet the dusty soil

W ith the hot tears and sweat of toil,—
To struggle with imperious thought,
Until the overburdened brain,

Weary with labour, faint with pain,
Likeajarred pendulum, retain

Only its motion, not its power,—
Remember, in that perilous hour,
When most afflicted and oppressed,
From labour there shall come forth rest.

And if a more auspicious fate

On thy advancing steps await,

Still let it ever be thy pride

To linger by the labourer's sde ;
With words of sympathy or song

To cheer the dreary march along

Of the great army of the poor,

O'er desert sand, o'er dangerous maoor.
Nor to thyself the task shall be
Without reward ; for thou shalt learn
The wisdom early to discern
Truebeauty in utility;
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As great Pythagoras of yore,

Standing beside the blacksmith's door,
And hearing the hammers, as they smote
The anvils with a different note,

Stole from the varying tones, that hung
Vibrant on every iron tongue,

The secret of the sounding wire,

And formed the seven-chorded lyre.

Enough ! | will not play the Seer;

I will no longer strive to ope

The mystic volume, where appear
The herald Hope, forerunning Fear,
And Fear, the pursuivant of Hope.
Thy destiny remains untold

For, like Acestes shaft of old,

The swift thought kindles as it flies,
And burnsto ashesin the skies.

THE OCCULTATION OF ORION

| SAW, asin adream sublime,

The balance in the hand of Time.

O'er East and West its beam impended ;
And day, with all its hours of light,
Was dowly sinking out of sight,
While, opposite, the scale of night
Silently with the stars ascended.

Like the astrologers of eld,

In that bright vision | beheld
Greater and deeper mysteries.

| saw, with its celestial keys,

Its chords of air, its frets of fire,
The Samian's great -/Aolian lyre,
Rising through all its sevenfold bars,
From earth unto thefixed stars.
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And through the dewy atmosphere,

Not only could | see, but hear,

Its wondrous and harmonious strings,

Its sweet vibration, sphere by sphere,

From Dian's circle light and near,

Onward to vaster and wider rings,

Wher e, chanting through his beard of snows,
Majestic, mournful, Saturn goes,

And down the sunless realms of space
Reverberates the thunder of his bass

Beneath the sky's triumphal arch
This music sounded like a march,
And with its chorus seemed to be
Preluding some great tragedy.
Sirius was rising in the east;
And, slow ascending one by one,
The kindling constellations shone.
Begirt with many a blazing star,
Stood the great giant Algebar,-
Orion, hunter of the beast!

His sword hung gleaming by his side.
And, on hisarm, the lion's hide
Scattered across the midnight air
The golden radiance of its hair.

The moon was pallid, but not faint,

And beautiful as some fair saint,
Serenely moving on her way

In hours of trial and dismay.

As if she heard the voice of God,
Unharmed with naked feet she trod
Upon the hot and burning stars,

As on the glowing coals and bars

That were to prove her strength, and try
Her holiness and her purity.

Thus moving on with silent pace,
And triumph in her sweet, paie face,
She reached the station of Orion.
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Aghast he stood in strange alarm !
And suddenly from its outstretched arm
Down fell the red skin of the lion
Into the river at his feet.

His mighty club no longer beat

The forehead of the bull; but he
Reeled as of yore beside the sea,
When, blinded by CEnopion,

He sought the blacksmith at his forge.
And, climbing up the mountain gorge,
Fixed his blank eyes upon the sun.

Then, through the silence overhead,
An angel with atrumpet said,

" For evermore, for evermore,

The reign of violence is o'er !"

And likean instrument that flings

Its music on another's strings,

The trumpet of the angel cast

Upon the heavenly lyre its blast,

And on from sphere to sphere the words
Re-echoed down the burning chords,—
" For evermore, for evermore,

The reign of violence is o'er !"

RAIN IN SUMMER

How beautiful istherain!
After the dust and heat,

In the broad and fiery street,
In the narrow lane,

How beautiful istherain!

How it clatters along the roof's,
Like the tramp of hoofs !
How it gushes and struggles out
| From the throat of the overflowing spout!
vol.i. F
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Across the window pane

It poursand pours;

And swift and wide,

With amuddy tide,

Likeariver down the gutter roars
Therain, the welcomerain !

The sick man from his chamber looks
At the twisted brooks ;

He can feel the cool

Breath of each little pool;

His fevered brain

Grows calm again,

And he breathes a blessing on the rain.

From the neighbouring school
Come the boys,

With more than their wonted noise
And commotion ;

And down the wet streets

Sail their mimic fleets,

Till the treacherous pool

Engulfs them in its whirling

And turbulent ocean.

In the country, on every sde

Where far and wide,

Like a leopard's tawny and spotted hide,
Stretches the plain,

Tothedry grass and the drier grain
How welcome isthe rain !

In the furrowed land

The toilsome and patient oxen stand ;
Lifting the yoke-encumbered head,
W ith their dilated nostrils spread,
They silently inhale

The clover-scented gale,
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And the vapoursthat arise

From the well-watered and smoking soil.
For thisrest in the furrow after toil
Their large and lustrous eyes

Seem to thank the Lord,

M or ethan man's spoken word.

Near at hand,

From under the sheltering trees,
The farmer sees

His pastures, and his fields of grain,
Asthey bend their tops

To the numberless beating drops
Of the incessant rain.

He counts it as no sin

That he seestherein

Only his own thrift and gain.

These, and far more than these,
ThePoet sees!

He can behold

Aquariusold

Walking the fenceless fields of air,
And from each ample fold

Of the clouds about him rolled
Scatteringeverywhere
Theshowery rain,

Asthe farmer scatters hisgrain.

He can behold

Thingsmanifold

That have not yet been wholly told,
Have not been wholly sung or said.

For his thought, that never stops,
Follows the water-drops

Down to the graves of the dead,

Down through chasms and gulfs profound,
To thedreary fountain-head

Of lakes and rivers underground ;
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And ssesthem, when therain is done,
On the bridge of colours sven
Climbing up once more to heaven,
Opposite the setting sun.

Thus the Seer,

With vison clear,

Sees forms appear and disappesr,

In the perpetual round of srange,
Mysterious change

From birth to death, from death to birth,
From earth to heaven, from heaven to earth ;
Till glimpses more sublime

Of things, unseen before,

Unto his wondering eyes reveal

The Universe, as an immeasur able whesl
Turningfor evermore

Intherapid and rushing river of Time.

THE BRIDGE

| STOOD on the bridge at midnight,
Asthe docks were striking the hour,

And the moon rose e the city,
Behind the dark church-tower.

| saw her bright reflection
In the waters under me,

Like a golden goblet falling
And sinking into the sa.

And far in the hazy disance
Of that lovely night in June,
The blaze of the flaming furnace
Gleamed redder than the moon.
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Among the long, black rafters
The wavering shadows lay,

And the current that came from the ocean
Seemed to lift and bear them away;

As, sweeping and eddying through them,
Rose the belated tide,

And, streaming into the moonlight,
The sea-weed floated wide.

And like those waters rushing
Among the wooden piers,

A flood of thoughts came o'er me
That filled my eyes with tears.

How often, oh, how often,
In the days that had gone by,

| had stood on that bridge at midnight,
And gazed on that wave and sky |

How often, oh, how often,
| had wished that the ebbing tide
Would bear me away on its bosom
O'er the ocean wild and wide !

For my heart was hot and restless,
And my life was full of care,

And theburden laid upon me
Seemed greater than | could bear.

But now it has fallen from me,
It is buried in the sea;

And only the sorrow of others
Throws its shadow over me.

Y et whenever | cross theriver,
On its bridge with wdoden piers,
Like the odour of brine from the ocean
Comes the thought of other years.
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And | think how many thousands
Of care-encumbered men,

Each bearing his burden of sorrow,
Have crosed the bridge since then!

| see the long processon
Still passing to and fro,

The young heart hot and restless,
And the old subdued and sow.

And for ever and for ever,
Aslong astheriver flows,

As long as the heart has passons,
As long as life has woes;

The moon and its broken reflection
And its shadows shall appear,

As the symbol of love in heaven,
And its wavering image here.

EXCELSIOR

T H E shades of night werefalling fagt,

Asthrough an Alpine village passd

A youth, who bore, 'mid show and ice,

A banner, with the strange device,
Excelsior !

His brow was sad ; his eye beneath

Flashed like a falchion from its sheath,

And likea silver clarion rung

The accents of that unknown tongue,
Excelsior !

In happy homes he saw the light

Of household fires gleam warm and bright’,

Above, the spectral glaciers shone,

And from his lips excaped a groan,
Excelsior !



EXCELSIOR

" Try not the Pass I" the old man said;

" Dark lowers the tempest overhead,

Theroaringtorrent isdeep and wide-!"

And loud that clarion voice replied,
Excelsior!

" O stay/' the maiden said, " and rest

Thy weary head upon this breast!"

A tear good in his bright blue eye,

But still he answered, with a sigh,
Excelsior!

" Beware the pine-tree's withered branch !

Bewarethe awful avalanche!"

This was the peasant's last Good-night,

A voice replied, far up the height,
Excelsior!

At break of day, as heavenward

T he pious monks of Saint Bernard

Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,

A voice cried through the startled air,
Excelsior !

A traveller, by the faithful hound,

Half-buried in the show was found,

Still grasping in his hand of ice

That banner with the strange device,
Excelsior!

Therein thetwilight cold and grey,

Lifeless, but beautiful, helay,

And from the sky, serene and far,

A voice fell, like a falling star,
Excelsior!
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TO THE DRIVING CLOUD

GLOOMY and dark art thou, O chief of the mighty
Omahas,

Gloomy and dark, as the driving cloud, whose
name thou hag taken!

Wrapt in thy scarlet blanket, | se thee stalk
through the city's

Narrow and populous dreets as once by the
margin of rivers

Stalked those birds unknown, that have left us
only their footprints.

What, in a few short years will remain of thy
race but the footprints?

How cang thou walk these dreets who hag trod
the green turf of the prairies?

How cang thou breathe this air, who hast breathed
the sweet air of the mountains ?

Ah ! 'tis in vain that with lordly looks of disdain
thou dogt challenge

Looks of disdain in return, and question these
walls and these pavements,

Claiming the soil for thy hunting-grounds, while
down-trodden millions

Sarve in the garrets of Europe, and cry from its
caverns that they, too,

Have been crested hers of the earth, and claim
its division!

Back, then, back to thy woods in the regions west
of the Wabash !

There as a monarch thou reignest. In autumn
the leaves of the maple

Pave the floors of thy palace-halls with gold, and
in summer

Pine-trees waft through its chambers the odorous
breath of their branches
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There thou art srong and great, a hero, a tamer
of horsed

There thou chases the stately sag on the hanks
of the Elk-horn,

Or by the roar of the Running-Water, or where
the Omawhaw

Calls thee, and leaps through the wild ravine like
a brave of the Blackfeet!

Hark ! what murmurs arise from the heart of those
mountainous deserts?

Is it the cry of the Foxes and Crows, or the mighty
Behemoth,

Who, unharmed, on his tusks once caught the
bdlts of the thunder,

And now lurks in his lair to destroy the race of
the red man ?

Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the
Crows and the Foxes,

Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the
tread of Behemoth,

Lo ! the big thunder-canoe, that steadily breasts
the Misouri's

Merciless current ! and yonder, afar on the
prairies, the camp-fires

Gleam through the night; and the doud of dug
in the grey of the daybreak

Marks not the buffalds track, nor the Mandan's
dexterous horserace;

It is a caravan, whitening the desert where dwells
the Camanches !

Hal! how the breath of these Saxons and Cdts,
like the blast of the east-wind,

Drifts evermore to the west the scanty smokes
of thy wigwamsl
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CURFEW

X

SOLEMNLY, mournfully,
Dealing its dole,
The Curféw Bell
I's beginning to toll.

Cover the embers,
Arid put out the light;
Toil comes with the morning,
And rest with the night.

Dark grow the windows,
And quenched is the fire,

Sound fades into silence,—
All footsteps retire.

No voice in the chambers,
No sound in the hall!
Segp and oblivion
Reign over all.

The book is completed,
And closed, liketheday;
And the hand that has written it
Lays it away.

Dim grow its fancies,
_Forgottep they lie;
Like cods’in the ashes,

They darken and die.
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Song sinks into silence,
The story istold,

Thewindows are darkened,
The hearth-stone is cold.

Darker and darker
Theblack shadowsfall;
Sleep and oblivion
Reign over all
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TO AN OLD DANISH SONG-BOOK

WELCOME, my old friend,
Welcome to a foreign fireside,
While the sullen gales of autumn
Shake the windows.

The ungrateful world

Has, it seems, dealt harshly with thee,
Since, beneath the skies of Denmark,
First | met thee.

There are marks of age,

There are thumb-marks on thy margin,
Made by hands that clasped thee rudely
At the alehouse.

Soiled and dull thou art;
Yellow are thy time-worn pages,
As the russet, rain-molested
Leaves of autumn.

Thou art stained with wine
Scattered from hilarious goblets,
As the leaves with the libations
Of Olympus.

Y et dost thou recall
Days departed, half-forgotten,
When in dreamy youth | wandered
By the Baltic—

R
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When | paused to hear

The old ballad of King Christian
Shouted from suburban taverns
In the twilight.

Thou recallest bards,

Who, in solitary chambers,

And with hearts by passion wasted,
Wrote thy pages.

Thou recallest homes

Where thy songs of love and friendship
Made the gloomy Northern winter
Bright as summer.

Once some ancient Scald,

In his bleak, ancestral Iceland,
Chanted staves of these old ballads
To the Vikings.

Oncein Elsinore,
At the court of old King Hamlet,
Y orick and his boon companions
Sang these ditties.

Once Prince Frederick's Guard

Sang them in their smoky barracks ;—
Suddenly the English cannon

Joined the chorus!

Peasants in the field,

Sailors on the roaring ocean,
Students, tradesmen, pale mechanics,
Al have sung them.

Thou hast been their friend ;

They, alas, have left thee friendless;
Y et at least by one warm fireside
Artthou welcome.
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And, as swallows build

In these wide, old-fashioned chimneys,
So thy twittering songs shall nestle

In my bosom,—

Quiet, close, and warm,
Sheltered from all molestation,
And recalling by their voices
Youth and travel.

THE ARROW AND THE SONG

| SHOT an arrow into theair,

It fell to earth, | knew not where;
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight
Could not follow it iu its flight.

| breathed a song into the air,

It fell to earth, | knew not where;
For who has sight so keen and strong,
That it can follow the flight of song ?

Long, long afterward, in an oak

| found the arrow, still unbroke;
And the song, from beginning to end,
| found again in the heart of a friend.

WALTER VON DER VOGELWEID"!

VOGELWEIO the Minnesinger,

When he left this world of ours,
Laid his body in the cloister,

Under Wiirtzburg's minster towers.

1 Walter von der Vogelweid, or Bird-meadow, wasone of
the pringiét)al Minnesngers of the thirteenth century. He
triumphed over Heinrich.von Ofterdingen in that poetic
contest at Wartburg Castle known in literary higory asthe
" War of Wartburg."
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And he gave the monks his treasures,
Gave them all with this behest :

They should feed the birds at noontide
Daily on his place of rest;

Saying, " From these wandering minstrels
I have learned the art of song;

L et me now repay the lessons
They have taught so well and long."

Thus the bard of love departed ;
And, fulfilling his desire,

On his tomb the birds were feasted
By the children of the choir.

Day by day, o'er tower and turret,
In foul weather and in fair,

Day by day, in vaster numbers,
Flocked the poets of the air.

On the tree whose heavy branches
Overshadowed all the place,

On the pavement, on the tombstone,
On the poet's sculptured face,

On the cross-bars of each window,
On the lintel of each door,

They renewed the War of Wartburg,
Which the bard had fought before.

There they sang their merry carols,
Sang their lauds on every side;

And the name their voices uttered
Was the name of Vogelweid.

Till at length the portly abbot
Murmured, " Why this waste of food?

Be it changed to loaves henceforward
For our fasting brotherhood."
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Then in vain, o'er tower and turret,
From the walls and woodland nests,

When the minster bell rang noontide,
Gathered the unwelcome guests.

Then in vain, with cries discordant,
Clamorous round the Gothic spire,

Screamed the feathered Minnesingers
For the children of the choir.

Time has long effaced the inscriptions
On the cloigter's funeral stones,
And tradition only tells us
Wher e repose the poet's bones.

But around the vast cathedral,
By sweet echoes multiplied,
Still the birds repeat the legend,
And the name of Vogelweid.

THE DAY IS DONE

T H E day isdone, and the darkness
Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather is wafted downward
From an eagle in his flight.

| se the lights of the village
Gleam through the rain and the mist,
And afeeling of sadness comes o'er me,
That my soul cannot resist:

A feeling of sadness and longing,
That is not akin to pain,

And resembled sorrow only
As the mist resembles the rain.
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THE DAY IS DONE

Come, read to me gome poem,
Some simple and heartfelt lay,
That shall soothe this restless feeling,
And banish the thoughts of day.

Not from the grand old masters,
Not from the bards sublime,

Whose distant footsteps echo
Through the corridors of Time.

For, like strains of martial music,
Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life's endless toil and endeavour ;
And to-night | long for rest.

Read from some humbler poet,
Whose songs gushed from his heart,
As showers from the clouds of summer,
Or tears from the eyelids start;

Who, through long days of labour,
And nights devoid of ease,

Still heard in his soul the music
Of wonderful melodies.

Such songs have power to quiet
The restless pulse of care,
And come like the benediction
That follows after prayer.

Then read from the treasured volume
The poem of thy choice,

And lend to the rhyme of the poet
The beauty of thy voice.

And the night shall befilled with music,
And the cares that infest the day,
Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,
And as silently steal away.
l. (]
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SEA-WEED

WHEN descends on the Atlantic
The gigantic
Storm-wind of the equinox,
Landward in his wrath he scourges
The toiling surges,
Laden with sea-weed from the rocks :

From Bermuda's reefs; from edges
Of sunken ledges,

In some far-off, bright Azore;

From Bahama, and the dashing,
Silver-flashing

Surges of San Salvador ;

From the tumbling surf, that buries
TheOrkneyan skerries,
Answering the hoarse Hebrides;

And from wrecks of ships, and drifting

Spars, uplifting
On the desolate, rainy seas ;—

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting
On the shifting

Currents of the restless main ;

Till in sheltered coves, and reaches
Of sandy beaches,

All have found repose again.

So when storms of wild emotion
Strike the ocean

Of the poet's soul, ere long

From each cavo and rocky fastness,
In its vastness,

Floats some fragment of a song :
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From the far-off isles enchanted,
Heaven has planted

With the golden fruit of Truth ;

From the flashing surf, whose vision
Gleams Elysian

In the tropic clime of Youth;

From the strong Will and the Endeavour
That for ever

Wrestle with the tides of Fate;

From the wreck of Hopes far scattered,
Tempest-shattered,

Floating waste and desolate ;—

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting
On the shifting

Currents of the restless heart;

Till at length in hooks recorded,
They, like hoarded

Household words, no more depart.

DRINKING SONG
INSCRIPTION FO It AN ANTIQUE PITCHER

COME, old friend ! sit down and listen !
From the pitcher placed between us,
How the waters hiugh and glisten
In the head of old Silenus !

Old Silenus, bloated, drunken,
Led by his inebriate Satyrs ;
On his breast his head is sunken,

Vacantly he leers and chatters.

Faunswith youthful Bacchus follow ;
Ivy crowns that brow«upernal

As the forehead of Apollo,
And possessing youth eternal.
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Round about him, fair Bacchantes,
Bearing cymbals, flutes, and thyrses,

Wild from Naxian groves, or Zante's
Vineyards, sing delirious verses.

Thus he won, through all the nations,
Bloodless victories, and the farmer
Bore, as trophies and oblations,
Vines for banners, ploughs for armour.

Judged by no o'er-zealous rigour,
Much this mystic throng expresses :
Bacchus was the type of vigour,
And Silenusof exceses

These are ancient ethnic revels,
Of a faith long snce forsaken ;
Now the Satyrs, changed to devils,
Frighten mortals wine-o'ertaken.

Now to rivulets from the mountains
Point the rods of fortune-tellers;;
Youth perpetual dwelsin fountains—
Not in flasks, and casks and cellars.

Claudius, though he sang of flagons

And huge tankardsfilled with Rhenish,
From that fiery blood of dragons

Never would his own replenish.

Even Redi, though he chanted
Bacchus in the Tuscan valleys,

Never drank the wine he vaunted
In his dithyrambic sallies.

Then with water fill the pitcher
Wreathed about with dassc fables;
Ne'er Falernian threw aricher
Light upon Lucullus tables.
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Come, old friend, sit down and listen !
As it passs thus between us,
How its wavdets laugh and glisten
In the head of old Silenus!

THE OLD CLOCK ON THE STAIRS

[L'eéernite et une pandule dont le bdande dit e redit
NS = s daux mats seulemeant, dans le slence des
tombeaux: " Toujours! jamaid Jamas| toujours 1" —
JACQUES BRIDAINE.]

SOMEWHAT back from the village street
Stands the old-fashioned country-seat;
Acrossits antique portico
Tall poplar treestheir shadowsthrow,
And from itsgtation in the hall
An ancient timepiece systo all,

" For ever—never!

Never—for ever "

Halfway up the gairsit gands,
And points and bedkons with its hands
From its case of massve oak,
Likeamonk, who, under hiscloak,
Croses himsdf, and dghs, alas!
With sorrowful voiceto all who pass—

" For ever—never !

Never—for ever !"

By day itsvoiceis low and light;
But in the slent dead of night,
Distinct as a pasing footgep's fall,
It echoes along the vacant hall,
Along the celling, alongthe floor,
And ssamsto say at each chamber-door,—
" For ever—never !
Never—for ever !"
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Through daysof sorrow and of mirth,
Through days of death and days of birth,
Through every swift vicisstude
Of changeful time, unchanged it has sood,
And as If, like God, it all things saw,
It calmly repeats those words of awe—

" For ever—never !

Never—for ever !"

In that manson used to be
Free-hearted Hospitality ;
Hisgreat firesup the chimney roared ;
The stranger feasted at his board ;
But, like the skeleton at the fead,
That warning timepiece never ceased—

" For ever—never !

Never—for ever 1"

Theregroupsof merry children played,
There youths and maidens dreaming strayed ;
O precious hours! O golden prime,
And affluence of love and time !
Even as a miser counts his gold,
Those hoursthe ancient timepiecetold, —

" For ever —never !

Never—for ever 1"

From that chamber, clothed in white,
The bride came forth on her wedding night:
There, in that silent room below,
The dead lay in his shroud of show ;
And in the hush that followed the prayer,
Was heard the old clock on the stalr,—

" For ever—never !

Never—for ever 1"

All are scattered now and fled,
Somearemarried, somearedead ;

And when | ask, with throbs of pain,

" Ah! when shall they all meet again ?"



AFTERNOON IN FEBRUARY

As in the days long since gone by,
The ancient timepiece makes reply,—
" For ever—never ! -
Never—for ever I"

Never here, for ever there,
Whereall parting, pain, and care,
And death and time shall disappear,—
For ever there, but never here !
The horologe of Eternity
Sayeth this incessantly,—

" For ever—never !

Never—for ever !"

AFTERNOON IN FEBRUARY

T H E day isending,

The night is descending ;

The marsh is frozen,
Theriver dead.

Through clouds like ashes
The red sun flashes
On village windows

That glimmer red.

The snow recommences ;
The buried fences
Mark no longer

Theroad o'er the plain;

Whilethrough the meadows,
Like fearful shadows,
Slowly passs

A funeral train.
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The bell ispealing,

And every feeling

Within me responds
To the dismal knell;

Shadows are trailing,

My heart is bewailing

And tolling within
Likea funeral bell.
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G|p5|es Musclans &c.

ACT |

SCENE |.—The COUNT OF LARA'S Chambers. Night,
The COUNT in his dressing-gown, smoking and
conversing with DON CARLOS.

Lara. You werenot at theplay to-night, Don Carlos;
How happened it ?

Carlos. | had engagements elsewhere.
Pray who was there?
Lara. Why, all thetown and court.

The house was crowded ; and the busy fans
Among the gaily dressed and perfumed ladies
105
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Fluttered like butterfliesamong the flower s,

There was the Countess of Medina Celi;

TheGoblin Lady with her Phantom L over,

Her Lindo Don Diego ; Doha Sol,

And Doha Serafina, and her cousns
Carlos. What wasthe play ?

Lara. It was a dull affair;

One of those comedies in which you s

As Lope says the history of the world

Brought down from Genessto the Day of Judgment.

There were three duds fought in thefirst act,

Three gentlemen receiving deadly wounds,

Laying their hands upon their hearts, and saying,

"0, | am dead !" alover in a dosd, .

An old hidalgo, and a gay Don Juan,

A Dona Inez with a black mantilla,

Followed at twilight by an unknown lover,

Who looks intently where he knows she is not!
Carlos. Of course the Preciosa danced to-night?
Lara. And never better. Every footstep fell

As lightly as a sunbeam on the water.

| think the girl extremely beautiful.

Carlos. Almost beyond the privilege of woman !

| saw her in the Prado yeserday.

Her sep was roya—queen-like—and her face

As beautiful as a saint's in Paradise
Lara. May not asaint fall from her Paradise,

And benomoreasaint ?

Carlos. Why do you ak ?
Lara. Becauss| have heard it said thisange fell,

And, though sheisavirgin outwardly,

Within she isa sinner; like those pands

Of doors and altar-pieces the old monks

Painted in convents, with the Virgin Mary

On the outsde, and on the indde Venus'!

Carlos. You do her wrong; indeed, you do her
wrong!

Sheisas virtuous as she is fair.

Lafra. Ic-jlow credulousyou are! Why, look you,
riend,
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Ther€e'snot a virtuous woman in Madrid,

In thiswhole city !  And would you persuade me
That a mere dancing-girl, who shows her sdIf
Nightly, half-naked, on the stage, for mc())r(;?/,
And with voluptuous mationsfiresthe bl

Of inconsider ate youth, isto be held

A modd for her virtue.

Carlos, You forget
Sheisa Gipsy girl.

Lara. And thereforewon
The easer.

Carlos.  Nay, not to bewon at all !
The only virtue that a Gipsy prizes
Is chagtity. Thisis her only virtue.
Dearer than life she holdsit. | remember
A Gipsy woman, a vile, shamdess bawd,
Whose craft was to betray the young and fair;
And yet this woman was above all bribes
And when a noble lord, touched by her beauty,
Thewild and wizard beauty of her race,
Offered her gold to be what she made others,
She turned upon him, with alook of scorn,
And snate him in the face !

Lara. And doesthat prove
That Preciosa is above sugpicion ?

Carlos. It proves a nobleman may be repulsed
When he thinks conquest easy. | beieve
That woman, in her degpest degradation,

Holds something sacred, something undefiled,
Some pledge and kegpsake of her higher nature,
And, like the diamond in the dark, retains
Some quenchless gleam of the cdegtial light!

Lara. Yet Precosa would have taken the gold.

Carlos|rising]. | donot think so.

Lara. | am sure of it
But why this hage? Stay yet alittle longer,
And fight the battles of your Dulcinea.

Carlos. Tislate. | mug begone, for if | say
You will not be persuaded.

Lara. Yes; persuade me
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Carlos. No one 20 deaf as he who will not hear!
Lara. No one so blind as he who will not s !
Garks. And so good night. | wish you pleasant

dreams.
And greater faith in woman. . [Exit
Lara. Greater faith!
| have the greatest faith ; for | believe
Victorian is her lover. | believe
That | shall be to-morrow; and thereafter
Another, and another, and another,
Chasing each other through her zodiac,
As Taurus cheses Aries.

[Enter FRANCISCO with a casket.]

Well, Francisco,

What speed with Preciosa?

Fran. None, my lord.
She sends your jewels back, and bids me tell you
She is not to be purchased by your gold.

Lara. Then| will try some other way to win her.
Pray, dost thou know Victorian ?

Fran. Yes, my lord,
| saw him at the jeweller's to-day.

Lara. What was he doing there?

Fran. | sav him buy
A golden ring that had aruby in it.
Lara. Was there another like it?
- Fran. One so like it
| could not choose between them.
Lara. It is well.

To-morrow morning bring that ring to me.
Do not forget. Now light me to my bed. [Exeunt.

SCENE |L—A Street in Madrid. Enter CHISPA,
FOL L owed by musicians, with a bagpi pe, guitars, and
other instruments.

Chis. Abernuncio Setanas! and a plague on all
lovers who ramble about at night, drinking the
elements, instead of sleeping quietly in their beds.
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Every dead man to his cemetery, say |; and every
friar to his monastery. Now, heréds my mader,
Victorian, yesterday a cowv keeper, and to-day a
?entleman yesterday a sudent, and today a
over; and | mus be up later than thenightingale,
for as the abbot sngs 0 must the sacristan respond.
God grant he may soon be married, for then shall
all this sxenading cee2 Ay, marry! marry!
marry! Mother, what doess marry mean? It
means to pin, to bear children, and to weep, my
daughter!  And, of a truth, there is something
morein maIrlmony than the weddlng ring. [To the
musicians] And now, gentlemen, Pax vabiscum !
as the as said to the cabbages Pray, walk this
way; and don't hangdown your heads It is no dis
([;raceto have an old father and a ragged shirt. Now,
ook you, you are gentlemen who lead the life of
crickets, you enjoy hunger by day and noise by
night. Yet, 1 besscth you, for this once be not
loud, but pathetic; for it isa serenade to a damsd
in bed, and not to the Man in the Moon. Your
object is not to arouse and terrify, but to soothe and
bring lulling dreams Therefore, each shall not
play upon his instrument as if it were the only one
In the universe, but gently, and with a certain
modesty, according with the others. Pray, how
may | call thy name, friend ?

First Mus. Gerbnimo Gil, at your service

Chis. Every tub andls of the wine that is in it
Pray, Geronimo, is not Saturday an unpleasant day
with thee?

FirstMus.Why so?

Ghis. Because | have heard it said that Saturday
isan unpleasant day with those who have but one
shirt. Moreover, | have ssn thee at the tavern,
and if thou cang run as fas asthou cang drink, |
should like to hunt hares with thee.  What instru-
ment is that?

First Mus, An Aragonesef) ipe

Chis. Pray, art thou related to the bagpiper of
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Bujalance, who asked a maravedi for playing, and
ten for leaving off?

First Mus. No, your honour.

Chis. 1 am glad of it. What other instruments
have we ?

Second and Third Mus. We play the bandurria.

Chis. A pleasing instrument. And thou?

Fourth Mus. The fife.

Chis. | like it; it has a cheerful, soul-stirring
sound, that soars up to my lady's window like the
song of a swallow. And you others?

Other Mus. We are the singers, please your honour.

Chis. You are too many. Do you think we are
going to sing mass in the cathedral of Cobrdova?
Four men can make but little use of one shoe, and
| see not how you can all sing in one song. But
follow me along the garden wall. That is the way
my master climbs to the lady's window. It is by
the Vicar's skirts that the devil climbs into the
belfry. Come, follow me, and make no noise.

[Exeunt.

SCENE |1I.—PRECIOSA'S Chamber. She stands at the
open  window.

Pre. Flow slowly through the lilac-scented air
Descends the tranquil moon ! Like thistle-down
The vapoury clouds float in the peaceful sky;

And sweetly from yon hollow vaults of shade

The nightingales breathe out their souls in song.

And hark ! what songs of love, what soul-like
sounds,

Answer them from below !

SERENADE

Stars of the summer night!
~ Far in yon azure deeps,
Hide, hideyour golden light!
She steeps!

My lady Seeps!
Sleeps!
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Moon of the summer night!
Far down yon western steeps,
Sink, sink in 5|Iver light 1

eeps!
My lady sleeps!
Sleeps!
Wind of the summer night!
Where %/onder woodbine creeps,
Fold foldt yp|n|0ns||ghtI
My Iady sleeps
Sleeps!
Dreams of the summer nlghtI
Tell her, her lover ki esf)s
Watch ! Whlleln slumbers light

My Iadﬁ/ eePsl

[Enter VICTORIAN by the balcony.]

Vict. Poor little dove! Thou tremblest like a
| eaf!
Pre. | am so frightened! 'Tis for thee |
tremble !
| hate to have thee climb that wall by night!
Did no one see thee?

Vict. None, my love, but thou.
Pre. 'Tis very dangerous; and when thou art
gone,

| chide myself for letting thee come here
Thus stealthily by night. Where hast thou been ?
Since yesterday 1 have no news from thee.

Vict. Since yesterday |'ve been in Alcala.
Ere long the time will come, sweet Preciosa,
When that dull distance shall no more divide us,
And | no more shall scale thy wall by night
To steal a kiss from thee, as | do now.

Pre. An honest thief to steal but what thou

givest.
Vict And we shall sit together unmolested,



112 THE SPANISH STUDENT

And words of true love pass from tongue to tongue,
Assinging birds from one bough to ancther.
Pre. That were a life indesd to make time

envious!
| knew that thou wouldst visit me to-night.
| saw thee at the play.
Vict Swedt child of air !

Never did | behold thee so attired
And garmented in beauty asto-night!
What hast thou doneto maketheelook sofair ?
Pre. Am not | alwaysfair ?
Vict. Ay, and sofair
That | am jealous of all evesthat sethee,
And wish that they wereblind.

Pre. | heed them not;
When thou art present, | s none but thee! .
Vict. Therésnothing fair nor beautiful, but takes

Something from thee, that makesit beautiful.
Pre. And yet thou leavet me for those dusty
books.
Vict. Thou comes between me and those books
too often !
1 sethy facein everything | s=!
The paintings in the chapd wear thy looks,
The canticdles are changed to sarabands,
And with the learned doctors of the schodls
| see thee dance cachuchas
Pre. In good sooth,
| dance with learned doctors of the schods
To-morrow morning.
Vict. And with whom, | pray ?
Pre. A grave and reverend Cardinal, and his Grace
The Archbishop of Toledo.
Vict. What mad jest
Isthis?
Pre. Itisnojest; indeed it isnot
Vict Prithee, explain thysdf.
Pre. Why, smply thus.
Thou knowes the T'ope has sent hereinto Spain
Toput astop to danceson the sage.
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Vict. | have heard it whispered.

Pre. Now the Cardjnal
Whofor this purpose comes, would fain behold"
W ith hisown eyesthese dances ; and the Archbishop
Hassent for me——

Vict. That thou mayst dance before them !
Now viva la cachucha! It will breathe
Thelire of youth into these grey old men !
Twill bethy proudest conquest!

Pre. Saving one.
And yet | fear these dances will be stopped,
And Treciosa be once more a beggar.

Vict. The sweetest beggar that €er asked for alms;
W ith such beseeching eyes, that when | saw thee
| gave my heart away !

Pre. Dost thou remember
When first we met ?
Vict. It was at Cdrdova,

In the cathedral garden. Thou wast sitting
Under the orange-trees, beside a fountain.
Pre. Twas Easter-Sunday. The full blossomed
trees
Filled all the air with fragrance and with joy.
The priests were singing, and the organ sounded,
And then anon the great cathedral bell.
It was the elevation of the Host.
We both of us fell down upon our knees,
Under the orange boughs, and prayed together.
| never had been happy till that moment
Vict. Thou blessed angel!
Pre. And when thou wast gone
| felt an aching here. | did not speak
To any one that day. But from that day
Bartolomé grew hateful unto me.
Vict. Remember him no more. Let not his
shadow
Come between thee and me. Sweet Preciosa !
| loved thee even then, though | was silent!
Pre. | thought | ne'er should see thy face again.
Thy farewell had a sound of sorrow in it
VOL. I . H
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Vict That was thefirst sound in the song of love!
Scarce more than silence is, and yet a sound.
Hands of invisible spirits touch the strings
Of that mysterious instrument, the soul,

And play the prelude of our fae. We hear
The voice prophetic, and are not alone.

Pre. That is my faith. Dost thou believe these

warnings?

Vict. So far as this. Our feelings and our

thoughts
Tend ever on, and rest not in the Present.
Asdrops of rain fall into some dark well,
And from below comes a scarce audible sound,
So fall our thoughts into the dark Hereafter,
And their mysterious echo reaches us.

Pre. | havefeltit so, but found no wordsto sayi t!
| cannot reason; 1 can only feel!

But thou hast language for all thoughts and feelings.
Thou art a scholar; and sometimes | think

We cannot walk together in this world !

The distance that divides us is too great!
Henceforth thy pathway lies among the stars;

I must not hold thee back.

Vict Thou little sceptic !
Dost thou still doubt ? What 1 most prize in woman
I's her affections, not her intellect!

Theintellect isfinite; but the affections
Areinfinite, and cannot be exhausted.
Compare me with the great men of the earth ;
Whatam | ? Why, apigmy among giants!
But if thou lovest,—mark me! | sy lovest,
The greatest of thy sex excds thee not!

The world of the affections is thy world,

Not that of man's ambition. In that stillness
Which most becomes a woman, calm and holy,
Thou sittest by thefireside of the heart,
Feeding its flame. The element of fire

Is pure. It cannot cfcange nor hide its nature,
But burns as brla?htly in‘aGipsy camp
Asinapaace hall. "Artthou convinced ?
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Pre. Yes, that | love thee, as the good Iove
heaven;
But not that | am worthy of that heaven.
How shall | more dessrve it ?
Vict. Loving more.
Pre. | cannot love thee more ; my heart is full.
Vict. Then let it overflow, and | will drink it,
As in the summer time the thirsty sands
Drink the swift waters of the Manzanares,
And still dothirst for more. .
A Watchman [in thestreet]. AveMaria
Purissima! 'Tis midnight and srene!
Vict. Hear'st thou that cry ?

Pre. It is a hateful sound,
To scare thee from me !
Vict. As the hunter's horn

Doth scare the timid gtag, or bark of hounds
The moor-fowl from his mate.
Pre. Pray, donot go |
Vid. | mugt away to Alcala to-night
Think of mewhen | am away.
Pre. Fear not!
I have no thoughts that do not think of thee
Vict {Igiving her a ring]. And to remind thee of
my love, take this;
A srpent, emblem of Eternity ;
A ruby,—say, a drop of my heart's blood.
Pre. It is an ancient saying, that the ruhy
Brings gladness to the wearer, and preserves
The heart pure, and, if laid beneath the pillow,
Drives away evil dreams  But then, aladl
It was a serpent tempted Eve to sn.
Vict. What convent of barefooted Carmelites
Taught thee s much theologK
Pre. [1Ia ing her handu ismouth]. Hush! Hush!
Good night! and may all holy angds guard thee!
Vict. Good night! good night! Thou art my
guardian angel!
| have no other saint than thou to pray to !
[Hedescendsby thebal cony]
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Prg‘.af Tr?ke care, and do not hurt thee. Art thou
€7
Vict, [from the garden]. Sdfe as my love for thee !
But art thou sfe?
Others can climb a balcony by moonlight
Aswell as 1. Pray shut thy window close;
| am#'ealous of the perfumed air of night
That from this garden climbs to kiss thy lips.
Pre. {throwing down her handkerchief]. Thou silly
child ; take this to bind thine eyes.
It is my benison !
Vict. And brings to me
Sweet fragrance from thy lips, as the soft wind
Wafts to the out-bound mariner the breath
Of the belovéd land he leaves behind.
Pre Make not thy voyage long.
Vict. To-morrow night
Shall g me sfe returned. Thou art the star
To guide me to an anchorage.  Good night!
My beauteous star | My star of love, good night!
Pre. Good night!
Watchman [at a distance]. Ave Maria Purissma !

SCENE |1V.—An inn on the road to Alcald. BALTASAR
asleep on a bench. Enter CHISPA.

Ghis. And here we are, half-way to Alcala, be-
tween cocks and midnight. Body of me ! what an
inn this is! The lights out, and the landlord
adeep. Hola! ancient Baltasar !

Bait, [waking]. Here | am.

Ghis. Yes, there you are, like a one-eyed Alcalde
in atown without inhabitants. Bring a light, and
| et me have supper.

Bait. Where Is your master ?

Ghis. Do not trouble yourself about him. We
have stopped amoment to breathe our horses; and,
if he choosss to walk-up and down in the open air,
looking into the sky as one who hears it ram, that
does not satisfy my hunger, you know. But be
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quick, for I am in ahurry, and every man stretches
his legs according to the length of his coverlet.
What havewehere? )

Bait, [setting alight on thetable]. Stewed rabbit.

Ghis. [eating]. Consdence of Portalegre! Stewed
kitten, you mean !

Bait. And a pitcher of Pedro Ximenes, with a
roasted pear in it.

Ghis. [drinking]. Ancient Baltasar, amigo! You
know how to cry wine and sdll vinegar. 1 tell you
thisis nothing but Vino Tinto of La Mancha, with
a tang of the swine-skin.

Bait. | swear to you by Saint Smon and Judas,
itisall as| sy.

Ghis. And | swear to you by Saint Peter and
Saint Paul, that it is no such thing. Moreover,
your supper is like the hidalgo's dinner, very little
meat, and a great deal of table-cloth.

Bait. Ha! ha! ha!

Ghis. And more noise than nuts.

Bait. Ha! ha! ha! You mus have your joke,
Master Chispa. But shall | not ask Don Victorian
in, to take a draught of the Pedro Ximenes ?

Chis No; you might as well say, " Dont-you-
want-some?" to a dead man.

Bait. Why does he go so often to Madrid ?

Ghis. For the same reason that he eats no
supper. Heis in love. Were you ever in love,
Baltasar ?

Balt. | wes never out of it, good Chispa. It has
been the torment of my life.

Ghis. What! are you on fire, too, old haystack?
Why, we shall never be able to put you out.

Vict, [without]. Chigpa!

Ghis. Go to bed, Pero Grullo, for the cocks are
crowing. _

Vict. Ea! Chigpa! Chispa!

Ghis. Ea! Senor. Come <with me, ancient Bal-
tasar, and bring water for the horses | will pay
for the supper, to-morrow. [Exeunt.
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SCENE V.—VICTOBIAN'S Chambers at Alcald. HY PO-
LITO asleep in an arm-chair. He aumkes slowly.

Hyp, | must have been adegp ! ay, sound adeep !
And it wes all adream. O deep, sweet deep !
Whatever form thou takest, thou art fair,
Holding unto our lipsthy goblet filled
Out of Oblivion's well, a healing draught!
The candles have burned low ; it must belate,
Where can Victorian be? Like Fray Carillo,!
The only place in which one cannot find him
Ishisown cell. Herée's his guitar, that seldom
Feels the caressss of its master's hand.

Open thy silent lips, sweet instrument!
And make dull midnight merry with a song.

[Heplaysand sings,]

Padre Francisco!
Padre Francisco !
What do you want of Padre Francisco ?
Hereisa pretty young maiden
Who wantsto confessher sns
Open the door and let her comein,
I will shrire her from every sin.

[Enter VICTORIAN.]

Vict Padre Hypolito! Padre Hypolito !
Hyp. What do you want of Padre Hypolito?
Vict. Come, shrive me straight; for, f love be a
sin,
| am the greatest sinner that doth live.
| will ess the sweetest of all crimes,
A maiden wooed and won.
Hyp. The same old tale
Of the old woman in the chimney corner,
Whﬁ.,la/vhile the pot boils, says, "Come here, my
child,
I'I1 tell thee astory of my wedding-day."

! Thedlusion is to a Spenish epigram.  See Appendix.
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Vict. Nay, listen, for my heart isfull; so full
That | must speak.
Hyp. Alas ! that heart of-thine
Islike a scene in the old play; the curtain
Rises to solemn music, and lo ! enter
The eleven thousand virgins of Cologne !
Vict. Nay, like the Sibyl's volumes, thou shouldst
say;
Those that remained, after the six were burned,
Being held more precious than the nine together.
But listen to my tale. Dost thou remember
The gipsy girl we saw at Cérdova
Dance the Komalis in the market-place ?
Hyp. Thou meanest Preciosa ?
Vict. Ay, the same.
Thou knowest how her image haunted me
Long after we returned to Alcaléa.
She'sin Madrid.
Hyp. I know it.
Vict. And | am in love.
flyp. Andthereforein Madrid when thou shouldst
be
In Alcala.
Vict. O pardon me, my friend,
If I so long have kept this secret from thee ;
But silenceisthe charm that guards such treasures,
And, if a word be spoken ere the time,
They sink again, they were not meant for us.
Hyp. Alas! alas! | seethou artin love.
Love keeps the cold out better than a cloak,
It serves for food and raiment. Give a Spaniard
His mass, his olla, and his Doria Luisa,—
Thou knowest the proverb. But pray tell me,
lover,
How speedsthy wooing? Isthe maiden coy?
Write her a song, beginning with aniw;
Sing as the monk sang to the Virgin Mary,
Avel cujus calccm ctore.

Nec centenni commendare
Sciret Seraph studio.
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Vict. Pray, do notjest! Thisisno time for it
| am in earnest!

Hyp. Serioudly enamoured ?
What, ho! The Primus of great Alcala
Enamoured of a Gipsy ! Tell me frankly,
How meanest thou r

Vict. | mean it honestly.
Hyp. Surely thou wilt not marry her |
Vict. Why not?

Hyp. She was betrothed to one Bartolomé,
If | remember rightly, a young Gipsy
Who danced with her at Cordova
e Vict. They quarrelled,
And so the matter ended.

Hyp. But in truth
Thou wilt not marry her ?

Vict. In truth 1 will.

The angels sang in heaven when she was born !
Sheisa ﬂreuous jewel | have found

Among the filth and rubbish of the world.

I'I'l stoop for it; but when | wear it here,

Set on my forehead like the morning star,

The world may wonder, but it will not laugh.

Hylp. Ifthou wear'stnothingelseupon thy forehead,
Twill beindeed a wonder.

Vict. Out upon thee,

With thy unsessonable jests ! Pray, tell me,
Is there no virtue in the world ?

Hyp. Not much.
What, think'st thou, is she doing at this moment;
Now, while we speak of her ?

Vict. She lies adeep,
And, from her parted lips, her gentle breath
Comes like the ragrance from the lips of flowers.
Her tender limbs are still, and, on her breast,

The cross she prayed to, ere she fell adeep
Rises and falls with the soft tide of dreams,
L|ke alight barge sfe moored.
Hyp. Which means, in prose,
She's sleeping with her mouth a little open !
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Vict. O, would | had the old magician's glass
To e her as she lies in childlike deegp !
Hyp. And wouidst thou venture?
Vict. Ay, indeed | would !
Hyp. Thou art courageous. Hast thou €er reflected
How much lies hidden in that one word, nowt
Vict. Yes, all the awful mystery of Life !
| oft have thought, my dear Hypolito,
That could we, by some spell ofmagic, change
The world and its inhabitants to stone,
In the same attitudes they now are in,
What fearful glances downward might we cast
Into the hollow chaams of human life !
What groups should we behold about the death-bed,
Putting to shame the group of Niobe !
What joyful welcomes, and what sad farewells !
What stony tears in those congealed !
What visible joy or anguish in those cheeks !
What bridal po mPs and what funereal shows !
What foes, like gladiators, fierce and struggling |
What lovers with their marble lips together !
Hyp. Ay, thereitis! and, if | werein love,
That is the very point | mog should dread.
This magic glass, these magic Is of thine,
Might tell a tale were better left untold.
For instance, they might show us thy fair cousin,
The Lady Violante, bathed in tears
Of love and anger, like the maid of Colchis,
Whom thou, another faithless Argonaut,
Having won that golden fleece, a woman's love,
Desertest for this Glauce.
Vict. Hold thy peace!
She cares not for me.  She may wed another,
Or go into a convent, and, thus dying,
Marry Achillesin the Elysan Fields.
Hyp. [rlsng] And 0, good night | Good morn-

ing, | Y.
[ "Clock strikesthree.']
Hark ! hew thl oud and ponderous mece of Time
Knocks at the golden portals of the day !
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Arlld aéonoe more, good night! We'll peak more

argely

Of Preciosa when we meet again.

Get thee to bed, and the magician, Seep,

Shall show her to thee, in his magic gass

In all her lovdiness Good night! [Eant.
Vict, Good night!

But not to bed; for | mus read awhile.

[Throws himself into the arm-chair which
HYPOLITO has left, and lays a large book
open upon hisknees.

Must read, or St in reverie and watch

The changing colour of the waves that break

Upon the idle ssa-shore of the mind !

Visons of Fame! that oncedid vist me,
Makingnight gloriouswith your smile, whereareye?
0, who shall give me, now that ye are gone,

Juices of those immortal plants that bloom

Upon Olympus, making usimmortal ?

Or teach me where that wondrous mandrake grows
Whose magic roat, torn from the earth with groans,
At midnight hour, can scare the fiends away,

And make the mind prdlific in its fancies ?

| have the wish, but want the will, to act!

Souls of great men departed ! Ye whose words
Have come to light from the swift river of Time,
Like Roman swords found in the Tagus bed,
Wher eis the strength to wield the arms ye bore ?
From the barred visor of Antiquity

Reflected shines the eternal light of Truth,
Asfrom amirror ! All the means of action—
The shapdess massess—the materials—

Lie everywhere about us  What we nead

Is the celegtial fireto change the flint

Into transparent crystal, bright and clear.

That fireis geniusf The rude pessant sts

At evening in his smoky cot, and draws

With charcoal uncouth figureson the wall.

The sn of genius comes footsore with travel,

And begs a shdter from the inclement night



THE SPANISH STUDENT 123

He takes the charcoal from the peasant's hand,

And, by the magic of his touch at once

Trandfigured, all its hidden virtues shine,

And, in the eyes of the astonished clown,

It gleamsa diamond ! Even thus transformed,

Rude popular traditionsand old tales

Shine asimmortal poems, at the touch

Of some poor, housdess, homeess, wandering bard,

Who had but a night's lodgings for his pains

But there are brighter dreams than those of Fame,

Which arethe dreams of Love! Out of the heart

Rises the bright ideal of these dreams,

As from some woodland fount a spirit rises

And gnks again into its silent degps,

Ere this enamoured knight can touch her robe !

'Tisthisideal that the soul of man,

Likethe enamoured knight besde the fountain,

Waitsfor upon the margin of Lifésstream ;

Waits to behold her rise from the dark waters,

Clad in amortal shape! Alas! how many

Must wait in vain! The stream flowsevermore,

But from its silent degps no spirit rises !

Yet |, born under a propitious sar,

Have found the bright ideal of my dreams

Yes! sheisever with me | can fed,

Here, as| st at midnight and alone,

Her gentle breathing! on my breast can fed

The pressure of her head ! God's benison

Rest ever onit! Closethose beauteous eyes,

Sweet Seep ! and all the flowersthat bloom at night

With balmy lips breathe in her ears my name!
|Gradually sinksasleep.]

ACT 11
SCENE |.—PBECIOSA'S Chamber. Morning. PRECIOSA
and ANGELICA.
Pre. Why will you go so soon ? Stay yet awhile.

The poor too often turn away Unheard
From hearts that shut againg them with a sound



124 THE SPANISH STUDENT

That will be heard in heaven. Pray, tell memore
Of your adversities. Keep nothing from me.
What is your landlord's name ?
Ang. The Count of Lara.
Pre, The Count of Lara? O, beware that man !
Mistrust his pity,—hold no parley with him !
And rather die an outcast in the streets
Than touch hisgold.
Ang. Y ou know him, then!
Pre. Asmuch
As any woman may, and yet be pure.
Asyou would keep your name without a blemish,
Beware of him!
Ang. Alas! whatcan|l do?
| cannot choose my friends. Each word of kindness,
Come from whence it may, is welcome to the poor.
Pr?._ Make me your friend. A girl so young and
ar
Should have no friends but those of her own sex.
What is your name ?
Ang. Angelica
Pre. That name
Was given you, that you might be an angel
To her who boreyou ! When your infant smile
Made her home Paradise, you were her angel.
O, be an angel still! She neads that smile.
So long as you are innocent, fear nothing.
No one can harm you ! | am a poor girl,
Whom chance has taken from the public streets.
| have no other shield than mine own virtue,
That is the charm which hes protected me !
Amid athousand perils, | have worn it
Here on my heart! Itismy guardian angel.
Ang. [rising], | thank you for this counsel,
earest lady.
Pre. Thank meby followingit.
Ang. Indeed | will.
Pre. Pray, do not go. | have much moreto say.
Ang, My mother isdone. | dare not leave her.
Pre. Some other time, then, when we meet again.
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Y ou must not go away with words alone.
[Givesher apurse]
Takethis. Would it weremore.
Ang. | thank you, lady.
Pre. No thanks. To-morrow cometo me again.
| dance to-night,—perhaps for the last time.
But what | gain, | promise shall be yours,
If that can save you from the Count of Lara.
Ang. O, my dear lady ! how shall | be grateful
For so much kindness ?

Pre. | deserve no thanks.
Thank Heaven, not me.

Ang. Both Heaven and you.

Pre. Farewdll.

Remember that you come again to-morrow.
Ang. | will. And may the blessed Virgin guard

you,

And aII good angds. [Exit,
May they guard thee too,

And aII the poor; for they have nead of angels

Now bring me, dear Dolores, my Basquina,

My richest maja dress—my dancing dress

And my mog preciousjewels! Make me look

Fairer than night éer saw me! I'veaprize

To win this day, worthy of Preciosa!

[Enter BELTRAN CRUZADO]

Cruz. Ave Maria!

Pre. O God ! my evil genius!
What seekest thou hereto-day ?

Cruz Thyself,—my child.

Pre. What is thy will with me?

Cruz Gold ! gold!

Pre. | gavetheeyesterday; | have no more.

Cruz. Thegold of the Busne,*—give me hisgold !

Pre. 1 gavethelag in char|ty to-day.

Cruz. That isafoolish lie.

! Bumeisthe name gven by the Gipdesto all who are
nat of thar race
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Pre. It is the truth.
Crur>]<.|dCurss upon thee! Thou art not my
child!
Hast thou given gold away, and not to me?
Not to thy father ? To whom then ?

Pre. To one
Who needs it more.
Cruz. No one can need it more.
Pre. Thou art not poor.
Cruz What, |, who lurk ahout

In dismal suburbs and unwholesome lanes ;
I, who am housed worse than the galley slave;
I, who am fed worse than the kennelled hound;
I, who am clothed in rags,—Beltran Cruzado,—
Not poor !
Pre. Thou hast a stout heart and strong hands.
Thou cangt supply thy wants; what wouldst thou
more?
Cruz.| d‘l’he gold of the Busn€! give me his
gold!
Pre. Beltran Cruzado! hear me once for all.
| spek the truth. Solong as| had gold,
| gave it to thee freely, at all times,
Never denied thee ; never had a wish
But to fulfil thine own. Now go in pesce!
Be merciful, he patient, and, ere long,
Thou shalt have more.

Cruz. And if | haveit not,
Tho% shalt no longer dwell here in rich cham-
ers,

Wear silken dresses, feed on dainty food,
And live in idleness; but go with me,
Dance the Ilomalis in the public streets,
And wander wild again o'er field and fell;
For here we stay not long.

Pre. What! march again ?
Cruz. Ay, with all speed. | hate the crowded
town !

| cannot breathe shut up within its gates !
Air,—I wantair, and sunshine, and blue sky,
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The feeling of the hreeze upon my face,
The feeling of the tur f beneath my feet,
And no walls hut the far-off mountain-tops.
Then | am free and strong,—once more myself,
Beltran Cruzado, Count of the Calés !*
Pre. God speed thee on thy march ! — | cannot

go-
Cruz. Remember who | am, and who thou
art.
Be silent and obey ! Yet one thing more.
Bartolome' Roman——
Pre. [with emotion]. O, | beseech thee!
If my obedience and blameless life,
If my humility and meek submission
In all things hitherto, can move in thee
One feeling of compassion ; if thou art
Indeed my father, and canst trace in me
One look of her who bore me, or onetone
That doth remind thee of her, let it plead
In my behalf, who am a feeble girl,
Too feeble to resist, and do not force me
To wed that man ! | am afraid of him !
| do not love him ! On my knees | beg thee
To use no violence, nor do in haste
W hat cannot be undone !
Cruz. O child, child, child !
Thou hast betrayed thy secret, asa bird
Betrays her nest, by striving to conceal it.
1 will not leave thee here in the great city
To be a grandee's mistress. M ake thee ready
Togowith us; and until then remember
A watchful eye is on thee. [Exit
Pre. Woeisme!
| have a strange misgiving in my heart!
But that one deed of charity | will do,
Befall what may; they cannot take that fronE me.
Exit.
! The Gipsescall themsdves Cates See Borrow's valu-

able and extremely interesting work, The Zincali; or, An
Account of theGipsiesin Spain.



128 THE SPANISH STUDENT

SCENE | | .—A room in the ARCHBISHOP'S palace. The
ARCHBISHOP and a CARDINAL seated.

Arch, Knowing how near it touched the public
morals,
And that our ageis grown corrupt and rotten
By quch excessss, we have sent to Rome,
Beseeching that his Holiness would aid
In curing the gross surfeit of the time,
By ssasonable sop put here in Spain
To bull-fights and lewd dances on the stage
All thisyou know.
Card, Know and approve
Arch. And further,
That, by a mandate from his Holiness,
The first have been suppressd.

Card, | trust for ever;
It was a crue sport.
Arch. A barbarous pagime,

Disgraceful to the land that calls itself
Mogt Catholic and Christian.

Card. Yet the people
Murmur at this; and, if the public dances
Should be condemned upon too dight occasion,
Worse ills might follow than the ills we cure.
AsPanemet Circemeswasthecry
Among the Roman populace of old,

So Pany Torosisthe cry in Spain.

Hence 1 would act advisedly herein;

And therefore have induced your grace to s
These national dances ere we interdict them.

[Enter a Servant.]

Ser. The dancing-girl, and with her the musiciang
Your grace was pleased to order, wait without.
Arch. Bid them come in. Now shall your eyes
behold
In what angdlic yet voluptuous shape
The Devil came to tempt Saint Anthony.
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[Enter PRECIOSA, WIth a mantle thrown ovevher head.
Sheadvances slowly, in a modest, half-timid atti-
tude.]

Card, [asidg]. O, what a fair and ministering
angel
Was lost to Heaven when this sweet woman fell !
Pre. [kneeling before the Archbishop]. | have
obeyed the order of your grace.
If | intrude upon your better hours,
| proffer this excuse, and here beseech
Your holy benediction.
Arch. May God bless thee,
And lead thee to a better life. Arise.
Card, [aside]. Her acts are modest, and her
words discreet!
| did not look for this! Come hither, child.
Is thy name Preciosa?
Pre. Thus | am called.
Card. That isaGipsy name. Who isthy father ?
Pre. Beltran Cruzado, Count of the (“alé&s
Arch. | have a dim remembrance of that man.
He was a bold and reckless character,
A sun-burnt Ishmael !

Card, Dost thou remember
Thy earlier days?
Pre. Yes; by the Darro's side

My childhood passed. | can remember still
The river, and the mountains capped with snow ;
The villages, where, yet a little child,
| told the traveller's fortune in the street;
The smuggler's horse, the brigand, and the shep-
herd,
The march across the moor ; the halt at noon;
The red fire of the evening camp, that lighted
The forest where we slept; and, further back,
Asin a dream or in some former life,
Gardens and palace walls.
Arch. Tisthe Alhambra,
VOL. I. |
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Under whose towers the Gipsy camp was pitched.
But the time wears; and we would see the dance.
Pre. Y our grace shall he obeyed.
[She lays aside her mantilla.  The music of the
cachuca is played, and the dance begins.
The ARCHBISHOP and the CARDINAL look
on with gravity and an occasional frown;
then make signs to each other; and, as the
dance continues, become more and more
pleased and excited; and at length rise
from their seats, throw their caps in the
air, and applaud vehemently as the scene
closes]

SCENE I11.—The Prado. A long avenue of trees lead-
ing to the gate of Atocha. On the right the dome
and spires of a convent. A fountain.  Evening.
DON CARLOS and HYPOLITO meeting.

Carlos. Hola! Good evening, Don Hypolito.
Hyp. And a good evening to my friend, Don
Carlos.
Some lucky star has led my steps this way.
| was in search of you.
Carlos. Command me always.
Hyp. Do you remember, in Quevedo's Dreams,
The miser who, upon the Day of Judgment,
Asks if his money-bags would rise?

Carlos. | do;
But what of that ?
Hyp. | am that wretched man.
Carlos. You mean to tell me yours have risen
empty ?

Hyp. And amen ! said my Cid Campeador.

Carlos. Pray, how much need you ?

Hyp. Some half-dozen ounces,
Which, with due interest——

Carlos [giving his purse]. What, am | a Jew,

1 A line from the ancient Poemadel Cid.
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To put my moneys out at usury ?
Here is my purse.

Hyp, Thank you. A pretty purse,
Made by the hand of some fair Madrilena;
Perhaps a keepsake ?

Carlos. No, 'tis at your service.
Hyp. Thank you again. Lie there, good Chry-
sostom,

And with thy golden mouth remind me often,
| am the debtor of my friend.

Carlos. But tell me,
Come you to-day from Alcala?
Hyp. This moment.

Carlos. And pray, how fares the brave Victorian?
Hyp. Indifferent well; thatisto say, not well.

A damsel has ensnared him with the glances

Of her dark, roving eyes, as herdsmen catch

A steer of Andalusia with a lazo.

Heis in love.
Carlos. Andisitfaringill
To be in love?
Hyp. Inhiscaseveryill.
Carlos. Why so?
Hyp. For many reasons. First and foremost,

'‘Because he is in love with an ideal;
A creature of his own imagination ;
A child of air; an echo of his heart;
And, like alily on a river floating,
She floats upon the river of his thoughts !'
Carlos. A common thing with poets. But who is
This floating lily? For, in fine, some woman,
Some living woman—not a mere ideal—
Must wear the outward semblance of his thought.
Who is it? Tell me.
Hyp. Well, it is awoman !
But, look you, from the coffer of his heart
He brings forth precious jewels to adorn her,
As pious priests adorn some favourite saint
With gems and gold, until at length she gleams
! The expression is from Dante.  See Appendix.
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One tilaze of glory. Without these, you know,
And the priest's benediction, 'tis a doll.
Carlos. Well, well! who isthis doll?

Hyp. Why, who do you think ?
Carlos. His cousin Violante.
Hyp. Guess again.

To ease his labouring heart, in the last storm
He threw her overboard, with all her ingots.
Carlos. | cannot guess; so tell me who it is.
Hyp. Not I .
Carlos. Why not ?
Hyp. [mysteriously]. Why? Because Mari Franca
Was married four leagues out of Salamanca ! *
Carlos. Jesting aside, who is it?
Hyp. Preciosa.
Carlos. Impossible !  The Count of Lara tells me
She is not virtuous.
Hyp. Did | say she was?
The Roman Emperor Claudius had a wife
Whose name was Messalina, as | think ;
Valeria Messalina was her name.

But hist! | see him yonder through the trees,
Walking as in a dream.
Carlos. He comes this way.
Hyp. It has been truly said by some wise
man,

That money, grief, and love cannot be hidden.

[Enter VICTOHIAN in front]

Vict. Where'er thy step has passed is holy
ground !

These groves are sacred ! | behold thee walking
Under these shadowy trees, where we have walked
At evening, and | feel thy presence now ;
Feel that the place has taken a charm from thee,
And is for ever hallowed.

Hyp. Mark him well!
See how he strides away with lordly air,

A common Spanish proverb, used to turn aside a question
one does not wish to answer.
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Like that odd guest of stone, that grim Com-

mander
Who comes to sup with Juan in the play.

Carlos. Whatho! Victorian !

Hyp. Wilt thou sup with us?

Vict. Hola! amigos ! Faith, | did not se you.
How faresDon Carlos ?

Carlos. At your sarvice ever.

Vict. How is that young and green-eyed Gaditana
That you both wot of?

Carlos. Ay, soft, emerald eyes'!
Sha hes gone back to Cadiz. |

mi!

Ay de
V|g[ kYou are much to blame for letting her go
ac
A pretty girl; and in her tender eyes
Just that soft shede of green’* we sometimes s
In evening skies.

Hyﬁ. But, speaking of green eyes,
Are thine green ?

Vict. Not a whit. Why so ?

Hyp. | think
The dlightest shade of green would be becoming,
For thou art jealous.

Vict. No, | am not jealous.

Hyp. Thou shouldst be.

Vict. Why?

H(}/p. Because thou art in love,
And they who are in love are aways jealous.
Therefore thou shouldst be.

Vict. Marry, isthat all ?
Farewell; | am in haste. Farewel Don Carlos.
Thou gayeﬂ | should be jealous ?

Hyp. Ay, intruth
| fear there is reason.  Be upon thy guard.
| hear it whispered that the Count of Lara
Lays sege to the same citadel.

Vict. , Indeed !

Then he will have his labour for his pains.

! S Appendix.
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Hyp. Hedoes not think so, and Don Carlostellsme
H e boasts of his success.
Vict. How's this, Don Carlos?
Carlos. Some hints of it | heard from his own lips.
H e spoke but lightly of the lady's virtue,
As a gay man might speak.
Vict. Death and damnation !
"1l cut his lying tongue out of his mouth,
And throw itto my dog! But no, no, no!
This cannot be. Youjest, indeed you jest.
Trifle with me no more.  For otherwise
We are no longer friends. And so, farewell! [Exit.
Hyp. Now what a coil is here! The Avenging
Child
Hunting the traitor Quadros to his death,*
And the great Moor Calaynos, when he rode
To Paris for the ears of Oliver,
Were nothingto him! O hot-headed youth !
But come ; we will not follow. Let usjoin
The crowd that pours into the Prado. There
We shall find merrier company ; | see
The Marialonzos and the Almavivas,
And fifty fans, that beckon me already. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1V.—PRECIOSA'S Chamber.  She is ditting, with
a book in her handy near a table, on which are
flowers. A bird singing in its cage.  The COUNT
OF LARA enters behind unperceived.

" Pre. [reads].

All are slegping, w heart!
Thou, thoelJe%nFy ég/% art!
Heigho ! | wish Victorian were here.
| know not what it is makes me so restless !
[The bird sings]
Thou little prisoner with thy motley coat,
That from thy vault(ed, wiry dungeon singest,

! S the ancient Ballads of El Infante Venjador and
Calaynos.
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Likethee| am a captive, and, like thee,
| have a gentle gaoler. Lack- -a-day !

All are sleeping, w heart!
Thou, thou only deepless art!
All this throbbing, all this aching,
Evermore shall keep thee waking,
For a heart in sorrow breaking
Thinketh ever of its smart.

Thou speskest truly, poet! and methinks
More hearts are breaking in this world of ours
Than one would say. In distant villages
And solitudes remote, where winds have wafted
The barbed seeds of love, or birds of passage
Scattered them in their fllght do they take root
And g?]ow in silence, and in silence perish.
Who earsthefallmg of the forest leaf?
Or who takes note of every flower that dies ?
Heigho! | wish Victorian would come.
Dolores!

[Turnsto lay down her book, and perceives

Hal the COUNT.]
al

Lara. Sehora, pardon me!

Pre. How'sthis? Dolores!

Lara. Pardon me——

Pre. Dolores!

Lara. Henot alarmed ; | found no onein waiting.
If | have been too bold——

PrgoI [turning her back upon him]. You are too

Retire! retire, and leave me!

Lara. My dear lady,
First hear me! | beseech you, let me spesk.
"Tisfor your good | come.

Pre. [yurnlng toward him with indignation].

gone ! Begone!
Y ou are the Count of Lara, but your desds
Would make the statues of your ancestors

Blush on their tombs! Isit Castilian honour,
Ta it Castilian pride to steal in here
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Upon afriendless girl, to do her wrong?

O shame! shame! shame! that you, anobleman,
Should be so little noble in your thoughts

As to send jewels here to win my love,

Aud think to buy my honour with your gold!

1 have no words to tell you how 1 scorn you !
Begone! The sight of you is hateful to me!
Begone, | say!

Lara. Be calm; | will not harm you.
Pre. Because you dare not.
Lara. | dare anything!

Therefore beware ! You are deceived in me.
In this fase world, we do not aways know
Who are our friends and who our enemies.
We all have enemies, and all need friends.
Even you, fair Preciosa, here at court

Have foes who seek to wrong you.

Pre. If to this
| owe the honour of the present visit,

Y ou might have spared the coming.  Having spoken,
Once more | beg you, leave me to mysdlf.

Lara. | thought it but a friendly part to tell you
What strange reports are current here in town.
For my own sdif, | do not credit them ;

But there are many who, not knowing you,
Will lend a readier ear.

Pre. There was no need
That you should take upon yourself the duty
Of teiling me these tales.

Lara. Malicious tongues
Are ever busy with your name.
Pre, Alas!

I've no protectors. | am a poor girl,
Exposed to insults and unfeeling jests.
They wound me, yet | cannot shield myself.
| give no cause for these reports. 1 live
Retired, and visited by none.
Lara. By none?
O, then, indeed, you are much wronged !
Pre. How mean you ?
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Lara. Nay, nay; | will not wound your gentle
soul
By the report of idle tales.
Pre. Speak out! ~
What are these idle tales? You need not spare me.
Lara. | will deal frankly with you. Pardon me;
This window, as | think, looks towards the street,
And this into the Prado, does it not?
In yon high house, beyond the garden wall,—
You see the roof there just above the trees,—
There lives a friend, who told me yesterday,
That on a certain night,—be not offended
If 1 too plainly speak,—he saw a man
Climb to your chamber window. You are silent!
| would not blame you, being young and fair——
[Hetriesto embrace her. She starts back, and
draws a dagger from her bosom.]
Pre. Beware ! beware! | am a Gipsy girl !
Lay not your hand upon me. One step nearer
And | will strike! :

Lara. Pray you, put up that dagger.
Fear not.

Pre. | do not fear. | have a heart
In whose strength | can trust.

Lara. Listen to me.

| come here as your friend,—1 am your friend,—
And by a single word can put a stop

To all those idle tales, and make your name
Spotless as lilies are.  Here on my knees,

Fair Preciosa ! on my knees 1 swear

| love you even to madness, and that love

Has driven me to break the rules of custom,
And force myself unasked into your presence.

[VICTORIAN enters behind.]

Pre. Rise, Count of Lara! Thisis not the place
For such asyou are. It becomesyou not
To kneel before me. | am strangely moved
To see one of your rank thus low and humbled ;
For your sake | will put aside all anger,



138 THE SPANISH STUDENT

All unkind feeling, all dislike, and speak

In gentleness, as most becomes a woman,

And as my heart now prompts me. | no more
Will hate you, for all hate is painful to me.
But if, without offending modesty

And that reserve which is a woman's glory,

| may speak freely, | will teach my heart

To love you.

Lara. O sweet angel !

Pre. Ay, intruth,
Far better than you love yourself or me.

Lara. Give me some sign of this,—the slightest

token.
Let me but kiss your hand !

Pre. Nay, come no nearer.
The words | utter are its sign and token.
Misunderstand me not ! Be not deceived !

The love wherewith | love you is not such

As you would offer me. For you come here

To take from me the only thing | have,

My honour.  You are wealthy, you have friends
And kindred, and a thousand pleasant hopes
That fill your heart with happiness ; hut |

Am poor and friendless, having hut one treasure,
And you would take that from me, and for what ?
To flatter your own vanity, and make me

What you would most despise. O sir, such love,
That seeks to harm me, cannot be true love,
Indeed it cannot. But my love for you

Is of a different kind. It seeks your good.

Itis aholier feeling. It rebukes

Your earthly passion, your unchaste desires,
And bids you look into your heart and see

How you do wrong that better nature in you,
And grieve your soul with sin.

Lara. | swear to you,
| would not harm you ; | would only love you.

I would not take your honour, but restore it,
And in return | ask but some slight mark
Of your affection. If indeed you love me,
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As you confess you do, O let me thus
With this embrace——
Vict, [rushing forward]. Hold ! hold ! This is too

much.
What means this outrage ?
Ixtra. First, what right have you

To question thus a nobleman of Spain?
Vict. | too am noble, and you are no more !
Out of my sight !

Lara. Are you the master here?
VicL Ay, here and elsewhere, when the wrong of
others
Gives me the right!
Pre. [to LARA]. GO ! | beseech you, go !
Vict. | shall have business with you, Count,
anon !
Lara. You cannot come too soon ! [Exit
Pre. Victorian!
0 we have been betrayed !
Vict. Ha'! ba! betrayed !

'Tis | have been betrayed, not we !—not we !

Pre. Dost thou imagine——

Vict. 1 imagine nothing;
| see how 'tis thou wilest the time away
When 1 am gone!

Pre. O speak not in that tone !
It wounds me deeply.
Vid. Twas not meant to flatter.
Pre. Too well thou kuowest the presence of that
man
Is hateful to me!
Vict. Yet | saw thee stand

And listen to him, when he told his love.
Pre. | did not heed his words.

Vict. Indeed thou didst,
And answeredst them with love.

Pre. Hadst thou heard all——

Vict. | heard enough.

Pre. Be not so angry with me,

Vict. | am not angry ; | am very calm.
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Pre. If thou wilt let me speek——
. Vict. Nay, sy no more.
| know too much aready. Thou art fase !
| do not like these Gipsy marriages !
Where is the ring | gave thee ?

Pre. In my casket.
Vict. There let it rest! | would not have thee
wear it;

| thought thee spotless, and thou art polluted.

Pre. | call the Heavens to witness——

Vict. Nay, nay, nay !
Take not the name of Heaven upon thy lips!
They are forsworn !

Pre. Victorian ! dear Victorian !

Vict. | gave up all for thee ; myself, my fame,
My hopes of fortune, ay, my very soul!

And thou hast been my ruin! Now, go on !
Lauc?h at my folly with thy paramour,
And, sitting on the Count of Laras knee,
Say what a poor, fond fool Victorian weas!
[He casts her from himand rushes out.]
Pre. And this from thee !

[ Scenecloses]
SCENE V.—The COUNT OF LARA'S rooms. Enter the
COUNT.
Lara. There's nothing in this world so sweet as

love,
And next to love the sweetest thing is hate !
Pve learned to hate, and therefore am revenged.
A silly girl to play the prude with me !
The fire that | have kindled——

[Enter FRANCISCO. |

Well, Francisco,
What tidings from Don Juan ?
Fran. . Good, my lord.
He will be present.
Lara. And the Duke of Lermos?
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Fran, Was not at home.
Lara, How with the rest ?
Fran, I've found
The men you wanted. They will be all there,
And at the given signal raise a whirlwind
Of such discordant noises, that the dance
Must cease for lack of music.
. Lara. Bravely done.
Ah ! little dost thou dream, sweet Preciosa,
What lies in wait for thee. Sleep shall not close
Thine eyes this night ! Give me my cloak and
sword. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI.—A retired spot beyond the city gates.
Enter VICTORIAN and HYPOLITO.

Vict. O shame! O shame! Why do | walk
abroad

By daylight, when the very sunshine mocks me,
And voices, and familiar sights and sounds,
Cry " Hide thyself I * O what a thin partition
Doth shut out from the curious world the knowledge
Of evil deeds that have been done in darkness !
Disgrace has many tongues. My fears are windows,
Through which all eyes seem gazing. Every face
Expresses some suspicion of my shame,
And in derision seems to smile at me !

Hyp. Did | not caution thee? Did | nottell thee
| was but half-persuaded of her virtue ?

Vict. And yet, Hypolito, we may be wrong,
We may be over-hasty in condemning !
The Count of Larais a cursed villain.

Hyp. And therefore is she cursed, loving him.

Vict. She does not love him! 'Tis for gold |

for gold !

Hyp. Ay, but remember, in the public streets
He shows a golden ring the Gipsy gave him,
A serpent with a ruby in its mouth.

Vict. She had that ring from me! God! she is

false
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But | will be revenged ! The hour is passed.
Where stays the coward ?

Hyp. Nay, he'is no coward ;
A villain, if thou wilt, but not a coward.
I've seen him play with swords; it is his pastime.
And therefore be not over-confident,
He'll task thy skill anon. Look, here he comes.

[Enter LARA,followed by FRANCISCO.]
Lara. Good evening, gentlemen.

Hyp. Good evening, Count

Lara. | trust | have not kept you longin wait-
ing.

Vict. Not long, and yet too long. Are you
prepared ?

Lara. | am.

Hyp. It grieves me much to see this quarrel

Between you, gentlemen. |sthere no way
Left open to accord this difference,
But you must make one with your swords?
Vict. No ! none!
| do entreat thee, dear Hypolito,
Stand not between me and my foe. Too long
Our tongues have spoken. Let these tongues of
steel
End our debate. Upon your guard, Sir Count!
[They fight. VICTORIAN disarms the COUNT.]
Your life is mine; and what shall now withhold
me
From sending your vile soul to its account?
Lara. Strike! strike!
Vict. You are disarmed. | will not kill you.

I will not murder you. Take up your sword.
[FRANCISCO hands the COUNT his sword, and
HYPOLITO interposes.

Hyp. Enough ! Letitend here! The Count of
Lara
Has shown himself a brave man, and Victorian
A generous one, as ever. Now be friends.
Put up your swords; for, to speak frankly to you,
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Y our cause of quarrel istoo slight athing
To move you to extremes.
Lara. | am content.
| sought no quarrel. A few hasty words,
Spoken in the heat of blood, have led to this.
Vict. Nay, something more than that.
Lara. 1 understand you.
Therein | did not mean to cross your path.
To me the door stood open, asto others.
But, had | known the girl belonged to you,
Never would | have sought to win her from you.
Thetruth stands now revealed ; she has been false
To both of us.
Vict. Ay, false as hell itself!
Lara. Intruth | did not seek her ; she sought me;
And told me how to win her, telling me
The hours when she was oftenest left alone.
Vict. Say, can you prove thisto me? O, pluck
out
These awful doubts, that goad me into madness !
Let meknow all! all! all!
Lara. Y ou shall know all.
Here is my page, who was the messenger
Between us. Question him. Was it not so,
Francisco?
Fran. Ay, my lord.
Lara. If further proof
Is needful, | have here a ring she gave me.
Vict. Pray, let meseethatring! Itisthesame.
[Throws it upon the ground, and tramples
upon it.]
Thus may she perish who once wore that ring!
Thusdo | spurn her from me; dothustrample
Her memory in the dust! 0 Count of Lira,
We both have been abused, been much abused !
| thank you for your courtesy and frankness.
Though, like the surgeon's hand, yours gave me
pain,
Y et it has cured my blindness, and | thank you.
| now can see the folly | have done,
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Though 'tis, alas! too late. So fare you well!
To-night | leave this hateful town for ever.
Regard me asyour friend. Once more, farewell !
Hyp. Farewell, Sir Count.
[Exeunt VICTORIAN and HYPOUTO.
Lara. Farewell ! farewell!
Thus have | cleared the field of my worst foe !
| have none else to fear : the fight is done,
Hie citadel is stormed, the victory won !
[Exit with FRANCISCO.

SCENE VII.—A lane in the suburbs. Night. Enter
CRUZADO and BARTOLOME.

Crux. And so, Bartolomé, the expedition failed.
But where wast thou, for the most part?

Bart. In the Guadarrama mountains, near San
I ldefonso.

Cruz. And thou bringest nothing back with
thee! Didst thou rob no one?

Bart. There was no one to rob, save a party of
students from Segovia, who looked as if they
would rob us; and a jolly little friar, who had
nothing in his pockets but a missal and a loaf of
bread.

Cruz. Pray, then, what brings thee back to
Madrid ?

Bart. First tell me what keeps thee here?

Cruz. Preciosa.

Bart. And she brings me back. Hast thou for-
gotten thy promise?

Cruz. The two yearsare not passed yet. Wait
patiently. The girl shall be thine.

Bart. | hear she has a Busné€ lover.

Cruz. That is nothing.

Bart. | do not like it. | hate him,—the son of
a Busné harlot. He goes in and out, and speaks
with her alone, ang | must stand aside and wait
his pleasure.

Cruz. Be patient, | say. Thou shalt have thy
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revenge. When the time comes, thou shalt way-
lay him.

Bart. Meanwhile, show me her house.

Cruz. Come this way. But thou wilt not find
her. She dances at the play tonight

Bart. No matter. Show me the house. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.—The Theatre. The orchestra plays the
cachucha.  Sound of castanets behind the scenes.
The curtain rises, and discovers PRECIOSA in the
attitude of commencing the dance. The cach-
ucha.  Tumult; hisses; cries of " Braval" and
" Afuera! " Shefalters and pauses.  The music
stops.  General confusion.  PRECIOSA faints.

SCENE |X.—The COUNT OP LARA'S Chambers. LARA
and hisfriends at supper.

Lara. So, Caballeros, once more many thanks !
Y ou have stood by me bravely in this matter.
Pray fill your glasses.

Juan. Did you mark, Don Luis,
How pale she looked, when first the noise began,
And then stood still, with her large eyes dilated!
Her nostrils spread ! her lips apart! ter bosom
Tumultuous as the sea !

Luis. | pitied her.

Lara. Her pride ishumbled ; and this very night
| mean to visit her.

Juan. Will you serenade her ?

Lara. No music ! no more music !

Luis. Why not music?
It softens many hearts.

Lara. Not in the humour

She now isin. Music would madden her.
Juan. Try golden cymbals.
Luis. Yes, try Don Dinero;
A mighty wooer is your Don Dinero.
Lara. To tell the truth, then*, | have bribed her
maid.
VOoL. I. K
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But, Caballeros, you dislike thiswine,
A bumper and away; for the night wears.
A health to Preciosa! [They rise and drink.
All. Preciosal
Lara [holding up his glass]. Thou bright and
flaming minister of Love!
Thou wonderful magician ! who hast stolen
My secret from me, and ‘'mid sighs of passon
Caught from my lips, with red and fiery tongue,
Her precious name ! O never more henceforth
Shall mortal lips pressthine ; and never more
A mortal name be whispered in thine ear.
Go ! keep my secret.
Drinks, and dashesthe goblet down.]
Juan. Itel  missaest!
[Scenecloses)

SCENE X.—Sreet and garden wall. Night. Enter
CRUZADO and BARTOLOME.

Cruz Thisisthegardenwall, and aboveit, yonder,
isher house. The window in which thou seest the
light is her window. But we will not go in now.

Bart. Why not?

Crux. Because she is not at home.

Bart. No matter ; we can wait. But how is this ?
The gate is bolted. [Sound of guitars and voices in
a neighbouring street] Hark ! There comes her
lover with his infernal serenade! Hark !

SONG
Good-night!  Good-night, beloved !
| come to watch o'er thee !
To be near thee,—to be near thee,
Alone is peace for me.

Thine eyes are stars of morning,
Thy lips are crimson flowers!

Good night!  Good night, beloved,
While | count the weary hours.

Crux. They are nd' t coming thisway.
Bart. Wait, they begin again.
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SONG [coming nearer]

Ah ! thou moon that shinest
Ardent-clear above!

All nightlong enlighten
My sweet lady love !
Moon that shinest,

All nightlongenlighten!

Bart. Woe be to him if he comes this way !
Cruz. Be quiet, they are passing down the street,

SONG [dying away]
The nuns in the cloister
Sang to each other ;
For so many sisters
Is there not one brother!
Ay, for the partridge, mother! )
The cat has run away with the partridge |
Puss! puss! puss!

Bart. Followthat! Followthat! Come with me.
Puss! puss!

[Exeunt. On the opposite aide enter the COUNT

OP LARA and gentlemen, with FRANCISCO.]

Lara. Thegate is fast. Over thewall, Francisco,
And draw the bolt. There, so, and so, and over.
Now, gentlemen, come in, and help me scale
Yon balcony. How now ? Her light still burns.
Move warily. Make fast the gate, Francisco.

[ Exeunt, lie-enter OIUZADO and BARTOLOME.]

Bart. They went in at the gate. Hark ! | hear
them inthegarden. [Triee thegate] Bolted again !
Vive Christo ! Follow me over the wall.

[They climb the wall.]

SCENE XI.—PRECIOSA'S Bed-chamber.  Midnight.
She is deeping in an armechair, in an undress.
DOLORES watching her.

Dol. She sleeps at | ast!
[Opens the window gnd listens]
All silent in the street,
And in the garden. Hark !
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Pre. [in her dex)| | must go hence !
Give me my cloak f
Dol. He comes ! | hear his footsteps !
Pre. Go tell them that | cannot dance to-
night ;
lamtooill! Look at me! Seethe fever
That burns upon my cheek ! | must go hence,

| am too weak to dance.
[Signal from the garden.]
Dol. [from the window]. Who's there?

Voice [from below]. A friend.

Dol. | will undo the door. Wait till | come.

Pre. | must go hence. | pray you do not
harm me !

Shame ! shame! to treat a feeble woman thus!
Be you but kind,, | will do all things for you.
I'm ready now,—give me my castanets.
WhereisVictorian? Oh, those hateful lamps!
They glare upon me like an evil eye!
| cannot stay. Hark ! how they mock at me!
They hiss at me like serpents! Saveme! saveme!
[Shewakes.]
How lateisit, Dolores?
Dol. It ismidnight.
Pre. Wemust be patient. Smooth this pillow for
me.
[She sleeps again.  Noisefrom the garden, and
voices.]
Voice. Mueral!
Another Voice. O villains! villains!

Lara. So! haveat you !
Voice. Takethat!

Lara. O, | am wounded !

Dol. [shutting the window]. JesuMaria!

! See Appendix.
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ACT 11

SCENE |.—A cross-road through a wood. I n the back-
round a distant village spire. VICTORIAN and
IYPOLITO, astravelling .students, with guitars,

sitting under thetrees. HYPOLITO plays.and singe,

SONG

Ah, Love!
Perjured, fase, treacherous Love!

Enemy

Of all that mankind may not rue'!
Most untrue

To him who keeps most faith with thee,
Woe is me!

The falcon has the eyes of the dove.
Ah! Love!

Perjured, false, treacherous Love !

Vict. Yes, Loveis ever busy with his shuttle,
Isever weaving into lifes dull warp
Bright, gorgeousflowersand scenes Arcadian ;
Hanging our gloomy prison-house about
W ith tapestries, that makeitswallsdilate
In never-ending vidas of delight.

Hyp. Thinking towalk in those Arcadian pastures,
Thou hag run thy noble head againg thewall.

SONG [continued]
Thy deceits

Give us clearly to comprehend,
Whither tend

All thy pleasures, all thy sweets!
They are chests,

Thorns below and flowers above.
Ah, Love!

Perjured, fase, treacherous Love !

Vict A very pretty song. | thank thee for it

Hyp, It suitsthy casa

Vict Indeed, | think it does
What wissman wroteit ?
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Hyp. Lopez Madonado.

Vict. Intruth, apretty song.

Hyp. With much truthinit
| hope thou wilt profit by it; and in earnest
Try to forget this lady of thy love.

Vict. | will forget her!' All dear recollections
Pressed in my heart, likeflowerswithin a book,
Shall be torn out, and scattered to the winds !
| will forget her !' But perhaps hereafter,
When she shall learn how heartless is the world,
A voice within her will repeat my name,
And she will say, " He was indeed my friend !"
O, would | were a soldier, not a scholar,
That the loud march, the deafening beat of drums,
The shattering blast of the brass-throated trumpet,
The din of arms, the ondaught and the storm,
And a swift death, might make me deaf for ever
To the upbraidings of this foolish heart!

Hyp. Then let that foolish heart upbraid no

morel!

To conquer love, one need but will to conquer.

Vict. Yet, good Hypolito, itisiuvain
| throw into Oblivion's sa the sword
That pierces me; for, like Excalibar, .
With gemmed and flashing hilt, it will not sink.
There rises from below a hand that grasps it,

And waves it in the air ; and wailing voices
Are heard aong the shore.

Hyp. And yet at last
Down sank Excalibar to rise no more.

Thisisnot well. Intruth, it vexes me.
Instead of whistling to the steeds of Time,
To make them jog on merrily with life's burden,
Like a dead weight thou hangest on the wheels.
Thou art too young, too full of lusty health
Totalk of dying.

Vict. Yet | fain would die!
To go through life, unioving and unloved,;
To fed that thirst and hunger of the soul
We cannot still; that longing, that wild impulse,
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And struggle after something we have not
And cannot have; the effort to be strong;
And, like the Spartan boy, to smile, and_smile,
While secret wounds do bleed beneath our cloaks ;
All thisthe dead feel not,—the dead alone!
Would | werewith them !
Hyp. We shall all be soon.
Vict. It cannot be too soon ; for | am weary
Of the bewildering masquerade of Life,
Where strangers walk as friends, and friends as
strangers;
W her e whispers overheard betray false hearts;
And through the mazes of the crowd we chase
Some form of loveliness, that smiles, and beckons,
And cheats us with fair words, only to leave us
A mockery and ajest; maddened,—confused,—
Not knowing friend from foe.
Hyp. Why seek to know?
Enjoy the merry shrove-tide of thy youth !
Take each fair mask for what it gives itself,
Nor striveto look beneath it.

Vict. | confess,
That were the wiser part. But hope no longer
Comforts my soul. | am a wretched man,

Much like a poor and shipwrecked mariner,
Who, struggling to climb up into the boat,

Has both his bruised and bleeding hands cut off,
And sinks again into the weltering sea,

Helpless and hopeiess!

Hyp. Y et thou shalt not perish.
The strength of thine own arm isthy salvation.
Above thy head, through rifted clouds, there shines
A glorious star. Be patient. Trust thy star !

[Sound of a village-bell in the distance.]

Vict. Ave Maria! | hear the sacristan
Ringing the chimes from yonder village belfry ;

A solemn sound, that echoes far and wide
Over the red roofs of the cottages,
And bids the labouring hind a-field, the shepherd
Guarding hisflock, the lonely muleteer,
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And all the crowd in village streets, stand still,
And breathe a prayer unto the blessed Virgin !

Hyp. Amen ! amen ! Not half a league from hence
Thevillage lies..

Vict. This path will lead ustoiit,
Over the wheat fields, where the shadows sail
Across the running sea, now green, now blue,
And, like an idle mariner on the main,
Whistles the quail. Come, let us hasten on.

[Exeunt,

SCENE IL—Public square in the village of Guadar-
rama.  The Ave Maria dill tolling. A crowd of
villagers, with their hats in their hands, as if in
prayer. In front, a group of Gipsies. The bell
rings a merrier peal. A Gipsy dance. Enter
PANCHO, followed by PEDRO CRESPO.

Pan. Make room, ye vagabonds and Gipsy thieves!
Make room for the Alcalde and for me!

Ores. Keep silence all! | have an edict here
From our most gracious lord, the King of Spain,
Jerusalem, and the Canary Islands,

Which | shall publish in the market-place.
Open your ears and listen !

[Enter the PADRE CURA at the door of his cottage]

Padre Cura,
Good day ! and, pray you, hear this edict read.

Padre. Good day, and God be with you. Pray,

what is it?

Ores. An act of banishment against the Gipsies !

[Agitation and murmurs in the crowd.]

Pan. Silence !

Ores, [reads]. "I hereby order and command
That the Egyptian and Chaldeau strangers,
Known by the name of Gipsies, shall henceforth
Be banished from the realm, as vagabonds
And beggars; and if, after seventy days,
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Any be found within our kingdom's bounds,
They shall receive a hundred lashes each ;
The second time, shall have their ears cut off;
Thethird, be slaves for life tohim who takes them,
Or burnt as heretics.  Signed, I, the King."'
Vile miscreants and creatures unbaptized !
You hear the law ! Obey and disappear !

Pan. And if in seventy days you are not gone,
Dead or alive | make you all my slaves.
[The Gipsies go out in confusion, showing signs of fear

and discontent. PANCHO follows.]

Padre. A righteous law ! A very righteous law !
Pray you, sit down.

Ores, | thank you heartily.

[They seat themselves on a bench at the PADRE
CUUA'S door.  Sound of guitars heard at a
distance, approaching daring the dialogue
which follows.]

A very righteous judgment, as you say.
Now tell me, Padre (Jura,—you know all things,—
How came these Gipsies into Spain?
Padre. Why, look you;
They came with Hercules from Palestine,
And hence are thieves and vagrants, Sir Alcalde,
As the Simoniacs from Simon Magus.
And, look you, as Fray Jayme Bleda says,
There are a hundred marks to prove a Moor
Is not a Christian, so 'tis with the Gipsies.
They never marry, never go to mass,
Never baptize their children, nor keep Lent,
Nor see the inside of a church,—nor—nor——
Cres. Good reasons, good, substantial reasons, all!
No matter for the other ninety-five.
They should be burnt, | see it plain enough,—
They should be burnt.

[Enter VICTORIAN and HYPOLITO playing.]

Padre. And pray, whom have we here?
Ores. More vagrants! By Saint Lazarus, more
vagrants!
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Hyp. Good evening, gentlemen! Is this Guad-
arrama”?
- Padre. Yes, Guadarrama, and good evening to you.
H p. We sk the Padre Cura of the village ;
, judging from your dress and reverend mien,
You ‘must be he.

Padre. lam. Pray, what's your pleasure?
yE We are poor students travelling in vacation.
Y ou know this mark

[Touching thewooden spooninhishat-band.] -
Padre [joyfully]. Ay, know it, and have worn it.
Cres. Taside]. Soup-egters ! by the mass! The

worst of vagrants !

Andthere's no law against them.  Sir, your se[rvant
Exit
Padre. Your servant, Pedro Crespo.
Hyp. Padre Cura,
From the first moment | beheld your face,
| said within myself, "Thisis the man !"
There is a certain something in your looks,
A certain scholar-like and studious something,—
Y ou understand,—which cannot be mistaken ;
Which marks you as a very learned man,
In fine, as one of us
Vict, [aside]. What impudence !
Hyp. As we approached, | said to my companion,
" That is the Padre Cura; mark my words f"
Meaning your Grace. " The other man," sad I,
#Who sifs so awkwardly upon the bench,
Must be the sacristan.”
Padre. Ah! said you so ?
Why, that wes Pedro Crespo, the acalde !
Hyp. Indeed ! you much astonish me! Hisair
Was not so full of dlé]nlty and grace
As an acade's shoul
Padre. That is true.
He is out of humour with some vagrant Gipsies,
Who have their camp here in the neighbourhood.
There is nothing so undignified as anger.
Hyp. The Padre Cura will excuse our boldness,
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If, from his well-known hospitality,
We crave a lodging for the night.

Padre. | pray you!
Y ou do me honour ! | am but too happy
To have such guests beneath my humble roof.
It is not often that | have occasion
To speak with scholars ; and Emollit mores,
Nee sinit esseferos, Cicero says.

Hyp. 'Tis Ovid, is it not ?

Padre. No, Cicero.
Hyp. Your Grace is right. You are the better
scholar.

Now what a duncewas | to think it Ovid !
But hang me if it is not! {aside).
Padre. Pass this way.
He was a very great man, was Cicero !
Pray you, go in, go in ! no ceremony. [Exeunt,

SCENB I11.—A room in the PADRE CUBA'S house.
Enter the PADRE and HYPOUTO.

Padre. So then, Seiior, you come from Alcala.
| am glad to hear it. It wasthere | studied.

Hyp. And left behind an honoured name, no doubt
How may | call your Grace?

Padre. Geronimo
De Santillana, at your Honour's service.

Hyp. Descended from the Marquis Santillana ?
From the distinguished poet?

Padre. From theMarquis,
Not from the poet.
Hyp. Why, they were the same.

Let me embrace you ! O some lucky star

Has brought me hither ! Yet once morel—once
mor el

Your name is ever green in Alcala ;

And our professor, when we are anruly,

W ill shake his hoary head, and say, "' Alas!

It was not so in Santillana's time !"
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Padre. | did not think my name remembered there.
Hyp. More than remembered ; it is idolized.
Padre. Of what professor spesk you ?
Hyp. Timoneda.
Padre. | don't remember any Timoneda.
K p. A grave and sombre man, whose beetling brow
O'erhangs the rushing current of his
As rocks o'er rivers hang. Have you forgotten ?
Pa(tjdre. Indeed, | have. O those were pleasant
lays—
Those college days ! | ne'er shall s the like !
| had not buried then so many hopes !
| had not buried then so many friends !
I've turned my back on what was then before
me;
And the bright faces of my young companions
Arewrinkled like my own, or are no more.
Do you remember Cueva?
Hyp. Cueva? Cueva?
Padre. Fool that| am ! Hewas before your time.
You're amere boy, and | am an old man.
Hyp. | should not like to try my strength with

you.
Parcljre. Well, well. But | forget; you must be
un

ry.
Martinal Ko! Martina! 'Tismy niece.
[Enter MARTINA.]

XmP You may be proud of such a niece as that.
| wish | had a niece.  Emollit mores. [Aside
He was a very great man, was Cicero !
Y our servant, fair Martina.
Mart. Servant, sir.
Padre. Thisgentleman ishungry. Seethouto it
L et us have supper.
Mart. '"Twill be ready soon.
Padre. And bring a bottle of my Va-de-Penas
Out of the cellar. Stay ; 1'l1 go mysdlf.
Pray you, Senor, excuse me. [Exit
Hyp. Hist! Martina!
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One word with you. Bless me! what handsome
eyes!

To-day there have been Gipsies in the village.

lait not 0 ? -
Mart. There have been Gipsies here.
Hyp. Yes, and they told your fortune.
Mart, [embarrassed]. Told my fortune?
Hyp. Yes, yes; | know they did. Give me your

hand.

"1l tell you what they said. They said,—they said,

The shepherd boy that loved you was a clown,

And him you should not marry. Wasit not?
Mart, [surprised]. How know you that?
Hyp. O, | know more than that

What asoft, littlehand ! And then they said,

A cavalier from court, handsome, and tall,

And rich, should come one day to marry you,

And you should be a lady. Was it not?

He has arrived, the handsome cavalier.

[Tries to kiss her. She runs off. Enter VICTORIAN

with a letter.]
Vict. The muleteer has come.
Hyp. So soon ?
Vict. | found him

Sitting at supper by the tavern door,
And, from a pitcher that he held aloft
His whole arm's length, drinking the blood-red

wine.
Hyp. What news from Court!
Vict. He brought this letter only. [Reads.

O cursed perfidy ! Why did | let
That lying tongue deceive me ! Preciosa,
Sweet Preciosa! how art thou avenged !
Hyp. What news is this, that makes thy cheek
turn pale,
And thy hand tremble?
Vict. O, most infamous !
The Count of Laraisa worthlessvillain !
Hyp. That is no news, forsooth.
Vict. He strove in vain
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To geal from me the jewel of my soul,
The love of Preciosa Not succeeding,
He swore to be revenged ; and set on foot
A plot to ruin her, which has succeeded.
She has been hissed and hooted from the stage,
Her reputation stained by danderous lies
Too foul to gpesk of; and, once more a beggar,
She roams a wanderer over God's green earth,
Hou5| ng with Gipsies!
Hyp. To renew again

The Age of Gold, and make the shepherd swains
Desperate with Iove like Caspar Gil's Diana.
Bedit et Virgo!

Vict. Dear Hypolito,
How have | wronged that meek, confiding heart |
| will go seek for her; and with my tears
Wash out the wrong |'ve done her !

Hyp. O beware!
Act not that folly o'er again.

Vict. Ay, folly,
Delusion, madness, call it what thou wilt,
I will confess my weskness—1 still love her !
Still fondly love her !

[Enter the PADRE CUUA ]

Hyp. Tell us, Padre Cura,
Who are these Gipges in the neighbourhood?
Padre. Beltran Cruzado and his crew.
Vict. Kind Heaven,
| thank thee ! Sheisfound ! isfound atrain !
Hyp. And have they with them a pale, beautiful

il

Callgj Preciosa?

Padre. Ay, apretty girl.
The gentleman seems moved.

Hyp. Yes, moved with hunger,
He is half-famished with this long day'sjourney,’

Padre. Then, pray you, come this way. The

supper waits, ' [Exeunt.
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SCENE |V .—A post-houseon theroad to Segovia, not far
from the village of Guudarrama,  Enter CHISPA,
cracking a whip, and singing the cachucfia.

Chis. Halloo! Don Pulau o! Let us have horses,
and quickly. Alas, poor Chispa! what a dog'slife
dost thou lead ! | thought, when 1 left my old
master Victorian, the student, to serve my new
master, Don Carlos, the gentleman, that 1, too,
should lead the life of a gentleman; should go to
bed early, and get up late. For when the abbot
plays cards, what can you expect of the friars?
But, in running away from the thunder, | haverun
into the lightning. Here 1 am in hot chase after
my master and his Gipsy girl. And a good begin-
ning of the week it is, as he said who was hanged
on Monday morning.

[Enter DON CARLOS)]

Carlos. Are not the horses ready yet ?

Chis. | should think not, for the hostler seems to
be adeep. Ho! within there! Horses! horses!
hor ses!

[He knocks at the gate with his whip, and enter

MOSQUITO, putting on hisjacket.]

Mos. Pray, have a little patience. I'm not a
musket.

Chis, Health and pistareens! |'m glad to see you
come on dancing, padre! Pray, what's the news?

Mos. You cannot have fresh horses ; becausethere
are none.

Chis. Cachiporra! Throw that bone to another
dog. Do | look like your aunt?

Mos. No ; she has a heard.

Chis. Goto! goto!

Mos. Are you from Madrid ?

Chis. Yes; and going to Estramadura. Get us
horses. *

Mos. What'sthe news at Court ?
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Chis. Why, the latest news is, that | am goingto
set up a coach, and | have already bought the whip.
[Strikes him round the legs.]

Mos. Oh! oh! you hurt me!

Carlos. Enough of this folly. Let us have horses.
[Gives money to MOSQUITO.] It isalmost dark ; and
we arein haste. But tell me, has a baud of Gipsies
passed this way of late ?

Mos. Yes; and theyarestill in theneighbourhood.

Carlos. And where?

Mos. Across the fields yonder, in the woods near
Guadarrama. [Exit.

Carlos. Now this is lucky. We will visit the
Gipgy camp.

Chis. Areyou not afraid of the evil eye? Have
you a gtag's horn with you ?

Carlos. Fear not. We will pass the night at the
village.

Chis. And deep likethe Squires of Hernan Daza,
nine under one blanket.

Carlos. | hope we may find the Preciosa among
them.

Chis. Among the Squires?

Carlos. No; among the Gipsies, blockhead !

Chis. | hope we may ; for we are giving ourselves
trouble enough on her account. Don't you think
s0? However, there is no catching trout without
wetting on€strousers. Yonder comethe horses.

[Exeunt.

SCENE V.—The Gipsy camp in the forest. Night.
Gipsies working at aforge. Others playing cards
by the firelight.

GIPSIESJ[attheforgesing]

On thetop of a mountain | stand,

With acrown of red gold in ray hand,

Wild Mooro cometrooping over thelea,

0 how from their fury shall | flee, fleg, flee?
0 how from their fury shall | flee?
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1st Gipsy [playing]. Down with your John-
Dorados," my pigeon. Down with your John-
Dorados, and let us make an end.

GIPSIES[at theforgesing].

Loud sang the ish cavalier,
And thus hisditty ran:

God send the Gipsy lasse here,
And not the Gipsy man.

1st Gipsy [playing]. There youare in your morocco.

2d Gipsy. One more game. The Alcalde's doves
against the Padre Cura's new moon.

1st Gipsy. Have at you, Chirelin.

GIPSIES[at theforgesing].

At midnight when the moon began
To show her silver flame,

There came to him no Gipsy man,
The Gipsy lasse came.

[Enter BELTRAN CIIUZADO.]

Cruz. Come hither, Murcigalleros and Rastilleros;
leavework, leave play ; listen toyour orders for the
night.  [Speaking to the right]  You will get you to
the village, mark you, by the stone cross.

Gipsies. Ay !

Cruz, [totheleft]. And you, by the pole with the
hermit's head upon it.

Gipsies. Ay !

! The Gipsy words in this sere may be thus inter-
preted —

fohn I-dDorados pieces of  Hermit, highway robber.

gold. Planets, candles.
Pigeon, a simpleton. Commandments, thefingers.
Inyour morocco, stripped. Saint Martin asleep, to rob
Doves, sheds. a person adeep.
Moon, a shirt. Lanterns, eyes.
Chirélin, athief. Goblin, police officer.
Murcigalleros, those who Papagavo, aspy. )
ged at nightfall. Vineyards and Dancing
Rastilleros, footpads. fohn, to take flight.

VOL. I . L
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Crux. As so0n as you e the planets are out, in
with you, and be busy with the ten commandments,
under the sly, and Saint Martinadeep. D'ye hear ?

Gipsies. Ay!

Crux. Keep your lanterns open, and, if you se
a goblin or a papagayo, take to your trampers.
" Vineyards and Dancing John" istheword. Am
| comprehended ?

Gipsies. Ay! ay!

Cruz. Away, then!

[Exeunt severally. cRuzaDo walks up the stage and
disappears among the trees. Enter PRECIOSA ]

Pre. How strangely gleams through the gigantic
trees

The red light of the forge!l  Wild, beckoningshadows
Stalk through the forest, ever and anon
Rising and bending with the flickering flame,
Then flitting into darkness! So within me
Strange hopes and fears do beckon to each other,
My brightest hopes giving dark fears a being
Asthelight does the shadow. Woeis me!
How still it is aout me, and how lonely !

[BARTOLOME rushes in.]
Bart. Ho! Preciosa!

Pre. 0, Bartolome'!
Thou here?
Bart. Lo! | am here.
Pre. Whence comest thou I

Bart. From the rough rid?as of the wild Sierra,
From caverns in the rocks, from hunger, thirst,
And fever | Like a wild wolf to the sheepfold,
Come 1 for thee, my lamb.

Pre. 0 touch me not!
The Count of lira'sblood is on thy hands !
The Count of Laras curse is ou thy soul!
Do not come near me ! Pra}v{ begone from here !
Thou art in danger !  They have st a price
Upon thy head !
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Bart. Ay, and I'vewandered long
Among the mountains; and for many days
He;]vedseen no human face, save the rough swine-

erd's. -
Thewind and rain have been my sole companions.
| shouted to them from the rocks thy name,
And the loud echo sent it back to me,
Till I grew mad. | could not stay from thee,
And | am here! Betray me, if thou wilt.

Pre. Betray thee? | betray thee?

Bart. Preciosal
| come for thee! for thee | thus brave death !
Fly with me o'er the borders of this realm !

Fly with me!

Pre. Speek of that no more. | cannot
Jam thine no longer. )
Bart. O, recall the time

When we were children! how we pl alyed tggether,
How we grew up together; how we plight
Our hearts unto each other, even in childhood !
Fulfil thy promise, for the hour has come.
| am hunted from the kingdom, like a wolf!
Fulfil thy promise.
Pre. Twas my father's promise,
Not mine. | never gave my heart to thee,
Nor promised thee my hand !
Bart. False tongue of woman !
And heart more fdse!
Pre. Nay, listen unto me.
I will spesk frankly. 1 have never loved thee;
| cannot love thee.  Thisis not my fault,
Itismy destiny. Thou art aman
Redtless and violent. What wouldst thou with me,
A feeble girl, who have not long to live,
Whose heart is broken ? Sesk another wife,
Better than |, and fairer; and et not
Th%/1 rash and headlong moods estrange her from
thee.
Thou art unhapﬂy in this hopeless passion.
| never sought thy love; never did aught
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To make thee love me. Yet | pity thee,
And most of all | pity thy wild heart,
That hurries thee to crimes and deeds of blood.
Beware, beware of that
Bart. For thy dear sake,
I will be gentle. Thou shalt teach me patience.
Pre. Then take this farewell, and depart in peace.
Thou must not linger here.

Bart. Come, come with me.
Pre. Hark ! | hear footsteps.

Bart. | entreat thee, come!
Pre. Away ! Itisinvain.

Bart. W ilt thou not come?
Pre. Never!

Bart. Then woe, eternal woe, upon thee.

Thou shalt not be another's. Thou shalt die. [Ent,
Pre. All holy angels keep me in this hour !

Spirit of her who bore me, look upon me!

Mother of God, the glorified, protect me!

Christ and the saints, be merciful unto me !

Y et why should | fear death ? What is it to die?

To leave all disappointment, care, and sorrow,

To leave all falsehood, treachery, and unkindness,

Allignominy, suffering, and despair,

And be at rest for ever ! O, dull heart,

Be of good cheer !  When thou shalt cease to beat,

Then shalt thou cease to suffer and complain !

[Enter VICTORIAN and HYPOLITO behind.]

Vict. 'Tisshe! Behold, how beautiful she stands
Under the tent-like trees !

Hyp. A woodland nymph'!
Vict. | pray thee, stand aside. Leave me.
Hyp Be wary.

Do not betray thyself too soon.
Vict, [disguising his voice]. Hist! Gipsy !
Pre. [aside, with emotion]. That voice ! that voice
from heaven ! . O speak again !
Whoisitcalls?
Vict. A friend.
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Pre. [aside]. Tishe! 'Tishe!
| thank thee, Heaven, that thou has heard my
prayer,

And snt me this protector !  Now he strong,
Be strong, my heart! | mus disssmble here.
Falsefriend or true?

Vict. A truefriend tothetrue.
Fear not; comehither. So; canyou tell fortunes?
Pre. Not inthedark. Come nearer tothe fire.

Give me your hand. Itisnot cosed, 1 s
Vict, [putting a piece of goldinto her hand]. There

isthecross
Pre. IStslver ?
Vict, No, 'tis gold.
Pre. Theresa fair lady at the Court, who loves
you, .
And for yourself alone.
Vict. Fie! theold story!

Tell mea better fortune for my money;
Not this old woman's tale !

Pre. You are passonate
And this same passonate humour in your blood
Has marred your fortune. Yes, | seit now ;
Theline of life is arossad by many marks,

Shame! shame! O you have wronged the maid
who loved you !

How could you doit ?
Vict. | never loved a maid;

For she | loved was then a maid no more

Pre. How know you that ?

Vict. A littlebird in theair
Whispered the secret.

Pre. There, take back your gold.
Your hand is cold, like a deceiver's hand !
Thereisno blessng in its charity !

Make her your wife, for you have been abused ;
And you shall mend your fortunes, mending hers.
Vict, [aside]. How like an angd's seaks the
tongue of woman,
When pleading in ancther's cause her own——
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That isa pretty ring upon your finger.
Pray giveitme. [Triesto takethering.]
Pre. No; never from my hand
Shall that be taken !
Vict. Why, 'tis but a ring.
I'll giveitback toyou; or, if | keepit,
Will give you gold to buy you twenty such.
Pre. Why would you have thisring ?
Vict A traveller'sfancy,
A whim, and nothing more. | would fain keep it
As a memento of the Gipsy camp
In Guadarrama, and the fortune-teller
Who sent me back to wed a widowed maid.
Pray, let me have the ring.
Pre. No, never ! never!
I will not part with it, even when | die;
But bid my nurse fold my paefingersthus,
That it may not fall from them. 'Tis a token
Of abeloved friend, who is no more.
Vict. How? dead?
Pre. Yes; dead to me; and worse than dead.
Heisestranged! And yet | keep thisring.
| will rise with it from my grave heresfter, -
To prove to him that | wes never false.
Vict, [aside]. Be still, my swelling heart! one
moment, still!
Why, 'tis the folly of a love-sick girl.
Come, give it me, or 1 will sy 'tis mine,
Andthat you stoleit.

Pre. 0, you will not dare
To utter such afiendishlie!
Vict. Not dare?

Look in my face, and saf/ if there is aught
| have not dared, 1 would not dare for thee !
. [Sherushesintohisarms.]
Pre. 'Tisthou! 'tisthou! Yes; yes; my heart's
elected !
My dearest-dear Victorian! my soul's heaven !
Where hast thou been so long? Why didst thou
leave me?
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Vict Ask me not now, my dearest Preciosa
L et me forget we ever have been parted !
Pre. Hadst thou not come——
Vict | pray thee, do not chide me!
Pre. | should have perished here among these
Gipsies.
Vig}f fForgive me, sweet! for what | made thee
er.
Think'st thou this heart could feel amoment'sjoy,
Thou being absent? O, believe it not!
Indeed, since that sad hour | have not slept,
For thinking of thewrong | did to thee!
Dost thou forgive me? Say, wilt thou forgive me?
Pre. | have forgiven thee. Ere those words of

anger
Wereinthe book of Heaven writ down against thee,
I had forgiven thee.

Vict I'm the veriest fool
That walks the earth, to have believed thee false.
It was the Count of Lara——

Pre. That bad man
Has r\]/vorged me harm enough. Hast thou not
eard——
Vict | hasI/e heard all. And yet ek on,
on!

L et me but hear thy voice, and | am happy ;
For every tone, like some sweet incantation,
Calls up the buried past to plead for me.
Spesk, my beloved, speak into my heart,
Whatever fills and agitates thine own.
Theywalk aside.]

Hyp. All gentle quarrelsin the pastora poets,

Al passionate love soenes in the best romances,
Al chaste embraces on the EUbl iCc stage,
Al soft adventures, which theliberal stars
Have winked at, as the natural course of things,
Have been surpassed here by my friend, the student,
And this sweet Gipsy lass, fair Preciosa!

Pre. Sehor H?/pofitol 1 kiss your hand.

Pray, shall 1 tell your fortune?
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Hyp. Not to-night;

or, should you treat me as you did Victorian,
And send me back to marry maids forlorn,
My wedding-day would last from now till Christmas.

Chispa [within]. What ho! the Gipsies, ho!

Beltran Cruzado !
Halloo ! halloo! halloo! halloo!
[Enters booted, with a whip and lantern.]

Vict .What now ?
W hy such a fearful din? Hast thou been robbed ?

Chis. Ay, robbed and murdered; and good

evening to you,
My worthy masters.
Vict Speak ; what brings thee here?
Chis. [to PRECIOSA]. Good newsfrom Court; good
news ! Beitran Cruzado,
The Count of the Cal€'s, is not your father;
But your true father has returned to Spain
Laden with wealth. You are no more a Gipsy.

Vict. Strange as a Moorish tale!

Chis. And we haveall
Been drinking at the tavern to your health,.
Aswells drink in November, when it rains.

Vict Where is the gentleman ?

Chis. Asthe old song says,

Hia body isin Segovia,
Hissoul iain Madrid.

Pre. Isthisadream? O, ifit beadream,

L et me deep on, and do not wake me yet!
Repeat thy story !  Say |'m not deceived !

Say that | do not dream ! | am awake;
Thisisthe Gipsy camp ; thisis Victorian,

And this his friend, Hypolito! Speak ! speak !
L et me not wake and find it all a dream !

Vict. It isadream, sweet child ! awaking dream,
A blissful certainty, a vision bright
Of that rare happiness, which even on earth
Heaven gives to those it loves. Now art thou

rich,
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As thou wast ever beautiful and good ;
And | am now the beggar.

Pre. [giving him her hand]. | have still
A hand to give.

Chis. [aside]. And | havetwo to take.

I've heard my grandmother say, that Heaven gives
almonds

To those who have no teeth. That's nuts to crack.

Pve teeth to spare, but where shall | find almonds?

Vict. What more of this strange story ?

Chis. Nothing more.
Your friend, Don Carlos, is now at the village
Showing to Pedro Crespo, the Alcalde,

The proofs of what | tell you. The old hag,
Who stole you in her childhood, has confessed ;
And probably they will hang her for the crime,
To make the celebration more complete.

Vict. No ; let it be a day of general joy ;
Fortune comes well to all, that comes not late.
Now let usjoin Don Carlos.

Hyp. So farewell,

The student's wandering life !  Sweet serenades,
Sung under ladies windows in the night,

And all that makes vacation beautiful!

To you, ye cloistered shades of Alcala,

To you, ye radiant visions of romance,

Written in books, but here surpassed by truth,
The Bachelor Hypolito returns,

And leaves the Gipsy with the Spanish Student

SCENE VI.—A pass in the Guadarrama mountains.
Early morning. A muleteer crosses the stage,
sitting sideways on his mule, and lighting a paper
cigar with flint and steel.

SONG.

If thou art deeping, maiden,
Awake and open thy door,
'Tisthebreak of day, and we must away
O'e meadow, and mount, and moor.
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Wait not to find thy shppe’sf
But aome with thy noked

Weshdl haveto thr%légh thedaNy oS
Andwaterswi

[Digappears down the pass. Enter a Monk. A
Shepherd appearsontherocksabove.]

Monk AveMana gratiaplena. Ola! good man!

Moﬁg Isthlsthe road to Segovia?

Shep. Itis, your reverence.

Monk. How far isit?

Shep. | do not know.

Monk. What is that yonder in the valley ?

Shep. San lldefonso.

Monk. A long way to breskfast.

Shep. Ay, marry.

Monk. Are there robbers in these mountains?

Shep. Yes, and worse than that.

Monk. What?

Shep. Wolves.

Monk. SantaMaria! Comewith metoSanlide-
fonso, and thou shalt be well rewarded

Shep What wilt thou give me?

Monk. An Agnus Dei and my benediction.

[They disappear. A mounted Contrabandista.
passes, wrapped in his cloak, and a gun
at hissaddle-bow. He goesdown the pass
tingéng SONG.

Worn with is my good steed,
And | marchspnl?lta;,j hurr| , worried ;
Onward, caballito mio,

With the white star in thy forehead !
Onward, for here comes the Ronda,
And | hear their rifles crack !

Ay, jddo! Ay, ay, jaléo!
Ay,jaleo! TI eycrossour track !

[Song dies away. Enter PRECIOSA, on horse-'
back, attended by VICTORIAN, HYPOLITO, DON
CARLOS, and CHISPA, on foot, and armed]
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Vict. Thisisthehighest point. Herelet usrest.
See, Preciosa, se how all about us
Kneeling, like hooded friars, the misty mountains
Receive the benediction of the sun !
o] glorious sight!

re. Most beautiful indeed !
Hyp. Most wonderful!
Vict. And in the vale below,

Where yonder steeplesflashlike lifted halberds,
San |ldefonso, from its noisy belfries,
Sends up a sautation to the morn,
Asif an army smote their brazen shields,
And shouted victory !
Pre. Andwhichway lies
Segovia?
Vict. At agreat distance yonder.
Dost thou not seeit ?

Pre. No, | do not seit.
\flgé. The merest flaw that dents the horizon's
ge.

There, yonder !
. Tisanotable old town,

Boasting an ancient Roman agueduct,
And an Alcazar, builded by the Moors,
Wherein, you mgy remember, poor Gil Bias
Was fed on Pan del Key. O, many atime
Out of its grated windows have | 1ooked
Hundreds of feet plumb down to the Eresma,
That, like a serpent through the valley creeping,
Glides at its foot.

Pre. O, yes! | seitnow,
Yet rather with my heart than with mine eyes,
Sofaintitis. And, all my thoughts sail thither,
Freighted with prayers and hopes, and forward urged
Against all stress of accident, &s, in
The Eastern Tale, against the wind and tide,
Great shipswere drawn to the Magnetic Mountains,
And there were wrecked and perished in the s !

[She weeps)]
Vict. 0 gentlespirit! Thou didst bear unmoved
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Blagts of adversity and frogts of fate !

But the firgt ray of sunshine that falls on thee

Meltstheetotears! O, let thy weary heart

Lean upon mine! and it shall faint no more,

Nor thirst, nor hunger ; but be comforted

And filled with my affection.

Pre. Say no longer !

My father waits. Methinks | s him there,

Now looking from the window, and now watching

Each sound of wheds or footfall in the street,

And saying, "Hark! shecomed" O father! father!
[They descend the pass. CHISPA remains behind.]
Chis. | have afather, too, but he is a dead one.

Alasand alack-a-day ! Poor was | born, and poor

do | remain. | nether win nor lo;2 Thus | wag

through the world, half the time on foot, and the

other half walking: and always as merry as a

thunder-sorm in the night. And so we plough

along, asthefly said to the ox. Who knows what
may happen ? Patience and shuffle the cards! |
am not yet 0 bald that ?/ou can semy brains; and
perhaps, after all. I shall some day go to Rome, and
come back Saint Peter. Benedicite ! [Exit.

[A pause. Then enter BARTOLOME wildly, asif
in pursuit, with acarbinein hishand.]

Bakr]t. 1!Tslheypaesx.:nlthisway! | hear their horses

ool

Yonder | s=them ! Come, sweat caramillo,

This srenade shall be the Gips/'s last!

[Firesdown thepass. ]

Ha! ha! Well whistled, my sweet caramillo !

Well whigtled ! — | have missd her —O, my God !
[The shot isreturned. BARTOLOME falls]



EVANGELINE

A TALE OF ACADIE
1847

PREFATORY NOTE

THE story of "EVANGELINE" is founded on a painful
occurrence which took place in the early period of
British colonization in the northern part of America.

In the year 1713, Acadia, or, as it is now named,
Nova Scotia, was ceded to Great Britain by the French.
The wishes of the inhabitants seem to have been little
consulted in the change, and they with great difficulty
were induced to take the oaths of allegiance to the
British Government. ~ Some time after this, war having
again broken out between the French and British in
Canada, the Acadians were accused of having assisted
the French, from whom they were descended, and
connected by many ties of friendship, with provisions
and ammunition, at the siege of Beau Stfjour. Whether
the accusation was founded on fact or not, has not been
satisfactorily ascertained ; the result, however, was most
disastrous to the primitive, simple-minded Acadians.
The British Government ordered them to be removed
from their homes, and dispersed throughout the other
colonies, at a distance from their much-loved land.
This resolution was not communicated to the inhabi-
tants till measures had been matured to carry it into
immediate effect; when the Governor of the colony,
having issued a summons calling the whole people to a
meeting, informed them that their lands, tenements,
and cattle of all kinds were forfeited to the British
crown, that he had orders to remove them in vessels to
distant colonies, and they must remain in custody till
their embarkation.

The poem is descriptive of the fate of some of the
persons involved in these calamitous proceedings.
THIS is the forest primeval. The murmuring pines
and the hemlocks,
Bearded with moss and in garments green, in-
digtinct in the twiIing;é
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Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and
prophetic,

Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that rest
on their bosoms.

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced
neighbouring ocean

Spesks, and in accents disconsolate answers the
wail of the forest.

This is the forest primeval; but where are the
hearts that beneath it

Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the wood-
land the voice of the huntsman?

Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of
Acadian farmers—

Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water
the woodlands,

Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an
image of heaven?

Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers
for ever departed,

Scattered like dust and leaves, when the mighty
blasts of October

Saze them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle
them far over the ocean.

Naught but tradition remains of the beautiful
village of Grand-Pré.

Ye who believe in affection that hopes, and
endures, and is patient,
Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of
woman's devotion,
List to the mournful tradition still sung by the
pines of the forest;
ldst to a Tale of Love in Acadie, home of the

happy.
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PART THE FIRST

IN the Acadian land, on the shores of the Basin of
Minas,

Distaént, secluded, still, the little village of Grand-
Pr

Lay in the fruitful valley. Vast meadows stretched
to the easward,

Giving the village its name, and pagure to flocks
without number.

Dikes, that the hands of the farmer had raised with
labour incessant,

Shut out the turbulent tides; but at sated ssasons
theflood-gates

Opened, and wdcomed the sa to wander at will
oer the meadows

West and south there were fidds of flax, and
orchards, and cornfieds

Spreading afar and unfenced o the plain; and
away to the northward

Blomidon rose, and the forests old, and aloft on the
mountains

Seafogs pitched their tents, and migs from the
mighty Atlantic

Looked on the happy valley, but néer from their
dation descended

There, in the midst ofltsfarm reposd the Acadian
village.

Strongly built were the houses with frames of oak
and of chestnut,

Such as the peasants of Normandy built in the
reign of the Henries.

Thatched were the roofs with dormer windows;
and gables projecting

Over the bassment bdow protected and shaded the
door-way.

There in the tranquil evenings of summer, when
brightly the sunsst
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Lighted the village street, and gilded the vaneson
the chimneys,
Matrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and
in Kirtles
Scarlet and blue and green, with digaffs spinning
the golden
Flax for the gosdping looms, whoee noisy shuttles
within doors
Mingled their sound with the whir of the wheds
and the songs of the maidens.
Solemnly down the street came the parish pried,
and the children
Paused in their play to kiss the hand he extended
to bless them.
Reverend walked he among them; and up rose
matrons and maidens,
Hailing hisdow approach with words of affectionate
welcome.
Then came the labourers home from the fidd, and
srendy the sun sank
Down to his rest, and twilight prevailed. Anon
_from the befry
Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs of
the village
Columns of pale blue smoke, like douds of incense
ascending,
Rose from a hundred hearths, the homes of peace
and contentment.
Thus dwelt together in love these smple Acadian
farmers—
Dwelt in the love of God and of man. Alike were
they free from
Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the
vice of republics.
Neither locks had they to their doors nor barsto
their windows,
Bat their dwellingswere open asday and the hearts
of the owners;
There the richest was poor, and the poores lived
ia abundance
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Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer
the Basin of Minas,

Benedict Bellefontaine, the wealthiest farmer of
Grand-Pré,

Dwelt on his goodly acres; and with him, direct-
ing his household,

Gentle Evangeline lived, his child, and the pride
of the village.

Stalworth and stately in form was the man of
seventy winters;

Hearty and hale was he, an oak that is covered
with snow-flakes;

White as the snow were his locks, and his cheeks
as brown as the oak-leaves.

Fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen
summers.

Black were her eyes as the berry that grows ou
the thorn by the wayside,

Black, yet how softly they gleamed beneath the
brown shade of her tresses !

Sweet was her breath as the breath of kine that
feed in the meadows.

When in the harvest heat she bore to the reapers
at noontide

Flagons of home-brewed ale, ah ! fair in sooth was
the maiden.

Fairer was she when, on Sunday morn, while the
bell from its turret

Sprinkled with holy sounds the air, as the priest
with his hyssop

Sprinkles the congregation, and scatters blessings
upon them,

Down the long street she passed with her chaplet
of beads and her missal,

Wearing her Norman cap, and her kirtle of blue,
and the ear-rings,

Brought in the olden times from France, and since,
as an heirloom,

Handed down from mother to child, through long
gener ations.

VOL. I . M
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But a cdegia brightness—a more ethereal
beauty—

Shone on her face and encirded her form, when,
after confesson,

Homeward mrenely she walked with God's bene-
diction upon her.

When che had passd, it ssamed like the ceasing
of exquiste musc.

Firmly builded with rafters of oak; the house of
the farmer

Stood on the dde of a hill commanding the seg;
and a sh

Sycamore grew by the door, with a woodbine
wreathing around it.

Rudely carved wes the porch, with seats benegth ;
and a footpath

Led through an orchard wide, and disappeared in
the meadow.

Under the sycamoretree were hives overhung by a
penthouse,

Such asthe traveller s&ss in regions remote by the
road- sde

BUI]!I oer abox for the poor, or the blesssd image

Fartheralglown on the dope of the hill, was the well
with its mossgroan

Bucket, fagened withiron, and near it atrough for
the horses

Shielding the house from gorms, on the north,
were the barns and the farm-yard.

There good the broad-wheded wains, and the
antique ploughs and the harrows;

There were the folds for the sheep; and there, in
his feathered seraglio,

Strutted the lordly turkey, and crowed the cock,
with the sHfsame

Voice that in ages of old had startled the penitent
Peter.

Burgting with hay were the barns themsdves a
village. In each one
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Far o'er the gable projected a roof of thatch ; and
a darcase,

Under the sheltering eaves, led up to the odorous
corn-loft

There too the dove-cot stood, with its mesk and
innocent inmates

Murmuring ever of love; whileabove in thevariant
breezes

Numbefless noisy weathercocks rattled and sang of
mutation.

Thus, at peace with God and the world, the
farmer of Grand-Pre

lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline governed
his household.

Many a youth as he knelt in the church and
opened his missal,

Fixed his eyes upon her, as the saint of his deepest
devotion ;

Happy was he who might touch her hand or the
hem of her garment!

Many a suitor came to her door, by the darkness
befriended,

And as he knocked, and waited to hear the sound
of her footsteps,

Knew not which beat the louder, his heart or the
knocker of iron;

Or _aﬁ the joyous feast of the Patron Saint of the
village,

Bolder grew, and pressed her hand in the dance
as he whispered

Hurried words of love, that ssemed a part of the
music.

But, among all who came, young Gabriel only was
welcome;

Gabri_elh Lgeunesse, the son of Basil the black-
smith,

Who was a mighty man in the village, and
honoured of all men;
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For dnce the birth of time, throughout all ages
and nations,

Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by
"the people.

Basi| wes Benedict's friend. Their children from
earliest childhood

Grew up together as brother and sister; and
Father Felician,

Priest and pedagogue both in the village, had
taught them their letters

Out of the sdfsame book, with the hymns of the
church and the plain-song.

But when the hymn was sung, and the daily lesson
completed,

Swiftly they hurried away to the forge of Basl the
blackamith.

There at the door they stood, with wondering eyes
to behold him

Take in his leathern lap the hoof of the horse asa
plaything,

Nailing the shce in its place; while near him the
tire of a cart-whed

Lay like afiery snake, coiled round in a circle of
cnders  *

Oft on autumnal eves when without in the gather-
ing darkness

Bursting with light ssamed the smithy, through
every cranny and crevice,

War mbtéy theforge W|th|n they watched the labour -
ing

And as its pantlng osesed, and the sparks expired
in the axnes,

Merrily laughed, and said they were nuns going
into the chapel

Oft on dedges in winter, as swift as the snvoop of
the eagle,

Down the hill-side bounding, they glided away Oer
the meadow.

Oft in the barns they climbed to the populous
‘nests on the rafters
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Seeking with gyes that wondrous stone
which the swal

Brings from the d1ore of the sa to restore the
sight of its fledglings;

Lucky was he who found that sone in the nest of
the swallow !

Thus passd a few swift years and they no longer
werechildren.

He was a valiant youth, and his face, like the face
of themorning,

Gladdened the earth with its light, and ripened
thought into action.

She was a woman now, with the heart and hopes
of a woman.
" Sunshine of Saint Eulalie" was she called, for
that was the sunshine

Which, as the farmers beieved, would load their
orchards with apples;

She, too, would bring to her hushand's house de-
light and abundance,

Filling it full of love, and the ruddy faces of
children.

Now had the season returned, when the nights
grow colder and longer,

And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion
enters.

Birds of passage sailed through the leaden air,
from the ice-bound,

jDedlate northern bays to the shores of tropical
idands

Harvests were gathered in; and wild with the
winds of September

Wrestled the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old
with the angdl.

All the sgns foretold a winter long and incle-
ment.
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Bees, with prophetic instinct of want, had hoarded
their honey

Till the hives overflowed; and the Indian hunters
asserted

Cold would the winter be, for thick wes the fur of
the foxes.

Such was the advent of autumn. Then followed
that beautiful season,

Called by the pious Acadian peasants the Summer
of All-Saints!

Filled was the air with a dreamy and magica
light; and the landscape

LaF\]/ aﬁif new-created in all the freshness of child-

00d.

Peace ssemed to reign upon earth, and the restless
heart of the ocean

Was for a moment consoled. All 3oundswere in
harmony blended.

Voices of children at play, the crowing of cocksin
the farm-yards,

Whir of wings in the drowsy air, and the cooing of
pigeons,

All were subdued and low asthe murmurs of love,
and the great sun

Looked with the eye of love through the golden
vapours around him;

While arrayed in its robes of russet and scarlet and
yellow,

Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering
tree of the forest

Flashed like the plane-tree the Persian adorned
with mantles and jewels.

Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection
and stillness.
Day with its burden and heat had departed, and
twilight descending
Brought back the evening star to the sky, and the
herds to the homestead.
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Pawing the ground they came and resting their
necks on each other,

And with their nodrils digended inhaling the
freshness of evening.

FOLG-?OS’ bearing the bell, Evangdines beautiful
efer,

Proud of her show-white hide, and the ribbon that
wayed from her collar,

Quietly paced and dow, as if consdous of human
affection.

Then came the shepherd back with his bleating
flocks from the seasde,

Where was their favourite pasure. Behind them
followed the watch-dog,

Patient, full of importance, and grand in the pride
of his ingtinct,

Walking from dde to sde with a lordly air, and
superbly

Waving his bushy tail, and urging forward the
dragglers;

Regent of flockswas he when the shepherd slept;
their protector,

When from the forest at night, through the starry
slence, the wolves howled.

Late, with the risng moon, returned the wains
from the marshes

Laden with briny hay, that filled the air with its
odour.

Cheerily neighed the deeds with dew on their
manes and their fetlocks,

While aloft on their shoulders the wooden and
ponderous saddles,

Painted with brilliant dyes, and adorned with
tassds of crimson,

Nodded in bright array, like hollyhocks heavy
with blossoms

Patiently g¢ood the cows meanwhile, and yielded
their udders

“Unto the milkmaid's hand; whilst loud, and in
regular cadence
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Into the sounding pails the foaming streamlets
descended.

Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard
in the farm-yard,

Echoed back by the barns Anon they sank into
stillness;

Heavily dosed, with a jarring sound, the valves
of the barn-doors,

: Rattlled the wooden bars, and all for a ssason was

silent

In-doors, warm by the widemouthed fireplace,
idly the farmer

Sat in his dbow chair, and watched how the
flames and the smokewreaths

Struggled together like foes in a burning city.
Behind him,

Nodding and mocking along the wall, with gestures
fantastic,

Darted his own huge shadow, and vanished away
into darkness

Paces, clumdly carved in oak, on the back of his
arm-chair

Laughed in the flickering light, and the pewter
plates on the dressr

Caught and reflected the flame, as shields of armies
the sunshine

Fragments of song the old man sang, and caradls of
Chrigmas,

Such as at home, in the olden time, his fathers
before him

Sang in their Norman orchards and bright Bur-
gundian vineyards.

Clo=e at her father's dde was the gentle Evangdine
seated,

Splnnlng flax for the loom, that good in the corner
behind her.

Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest wasltsdlll-
gent shuttle,
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While the monotonous drone of the whedl, like
the drone of a bagpipe,

Followed the old man's song, and united the
fragments together.

As in a church, when the chant of the choir at
intervals ceasss,

Footfalls are heard in the aides, or words of the
priest at the altar,

So, in exch paue of the song, with measured
motion the clock clicked.

Thus, as they sa, there were footsteps heard,
and, suddenly lifted,

Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung
back on its hinges.

Benedict knew by the hob-nailed shoes it wes
Basil the blacksmith,

And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who

. was with him,
Welcome !" the farmer exclaimed, as their foot-
steps paused on the threshold,

"Wei come, Basil, my friend! Come, take thy
place on the settle

Close by the chimney-side, which is dways empty
without thee;

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the
box of tobacco ;

Never so much thyself art thou as when through
the curling

Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and
jovial face gleams

Round and red as the harvest moon through the
midst of the marshes.”

Then, with a smile of content, thus answered
Basil the blacksmith,

Ta#mgewnh ey ar the accustomed sext by the

"Benedict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest
and thy ballad!
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Ever in cheerfulet mood art thou, when others
are filled with
Glor(])my forebodings of ill, and s only ruin before
them.
Happy art thou, as if every day thou hads picked
up a horseshoe'
Pausng a moment, to take the pipe that Evan-
geline brought him,
And with a coa from the embers had lighted, he
dowly continued:—
"Four days nov are passd dnce the English
ships at their anchors
Ride in the Gagpereau's mouth, with their cannon
pointed againg us
What their desgn may be is unknown; but all
are commanded
On the morrow to mest in the church, where
his Mgjesty's mandate
Will be prodaimed as law in the land. Alas!
in the meantime
Many surmiss of evil alarm the hearts of the
. _ people”
Then made answer the farmer—" Perhaps some
friendlier purpose
Bring these <hips to our shores  Perhaps the
harvests in England
By the untimely rains or untimeier heat have
been blighted,
And from our burging barns they would feed
their cattle and children."
"Not so thinketh the folk in the village" said,
warmly, the blacksmith,
Shaking his head, as in doubt; then, heaving a
sgh, he continued :—
" Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau Sgour, nor
Port Royal.
Many already have fled to the forest, and lurk on
its outskirts,
Waiting w,jth anxious hearts the dubious fate of
to-morrow.
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Arms have bemn taken from us, and warlike

"~ wegpons of all kinds;

Nothing is left us but the blacksmith's dedge and
the scythe of the mower."

Then with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial
farmer :—

" Sofer are we unarmed, in the midst of our flock*
and our cornfields,

Safer within these peaceful dikes, beseged by the

ocean,

Than were our fathers in forts, besieged by the
enemy's cannon.

Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no
shadow of sorrow

Fall on this house and hearth ; for this is the night
of the contract.

Built are the house and the barn. The merry lads
of the village

Strongly have built them and well; and, breaking
the glebe round about them,

Filled the barn with hay, and the house with food
for a twelvemonth.

René Leblanc will be here anon, with his papers
and inkhorn.

Shall we not then be glad, and rgjoice in the joy
of our children ?"

As apart by the window she stood, with her hand
in her lover's,

Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her
father had spoken,

And as they died on his lips the worthy notary
entered.

Bent like a labouring oar, that toilsin the surf of
the ocean,

Bent, but not broken, by age was the form of the
notary public;
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Shocks of yelow hair, like the silken floss of the
maize, hung

Ove his shoulders; his forenead was high ; and
gasss with horn bows

Sat adride on his nos with a look of wisdom
supernal.

Father of twenty children waes he, and more than a
hundred

Children's children rode on his knee, and heard
his great watch tick.

Four long years in the times of the war had he
languished a captive,

Suffering much in an old French fort as the friend
of the English.

Now though warier grown, without all guile or
suspicion,

Ripe in wisdom was he, hut patient, and smple,
and childlike.

He was bdoved by all, and mog of all by the
children;

For he told them tales of the Loup-garou in the

. fored,

And of the goblin that came in the night to water
thehorsss,

And of the white L &iche, the ghogt of a child who
unchristened

Died, and was doomed to haunt unssen the
chambers of children;

And how on Chrigmas-eve the oxen talked in the
sable,

And how the fever was cured by a spider shut up in
a nutshell,

And of the marvdlous powers of four-leaved clover
and horseshoes,

With whatsoever dse was writ in the lore of the
village. .

Then up rose from his seat by the firesde Basil the
blacksmith,

Knocked from bis pipe the ashes and dowly ed*
tending his right hand,
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"Father Leblanc" he excaimed, "thou hagt
heard the talk in the village,

And, perchance, cang tell us some news of these
ships and their errand.”

Then with modes demeanour made answer the
notary public—

"Gosip enough have | heard, in sooth, yet am
never the wiser;

And what their errand may be | know not better
than cthers.

Yet am | not of those who imagine some evil in-
tention

Brings them here, for we are at peace; and why
then molest us?"

" God's name " shouted the hasty and somewhat
irascible blacksmith ;

"Must we in all things look for the how, and the
why, and the wherefore?

Daily injudtice is done, and might is the right of
the srongest!"

But without heeding his warmth, continued the
notary public—

"Man is unjug, but God is just; and finally
justice

Triumphs; and Well | remember a dory, that
often consoled m

When asa captlvel lay in the old French fort at
Port Roy.

Th|svvastheo|d man's favourite tale, and he loved
to repesat it

When his neighbours complained that any injustice
was done them.

" Once in an ancient city, whose name | no longer
remember,

Raised aloft on a column, a brazen gatue of
Judtice

Sood in the public square, upholding the scalesin
its left hand,

And Initsright a sword, asan emblem that justice
presded



190 EVANGELINE

Over the laws of the land, and the hearts and
homes of the people

Even the birds had built their nessin the scales of
the balance,

Having nofear of thesword that flashed in the sun-
shine above them.

But in the course of time the laws of the land were
corrupted;

Might took the place of right, and the wesk were
oppresad, and the mighty

Ruled with an iron rod. Then it chanced in a
nobleman's palace .

That a necklace of pearls was logt, and ere long a
uspicion

Fell on an orphan girl who lived as maid in the
household.

She, after form of trial, condemned to die on the
scaffald,

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the gatue of
Judtice.

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit
ascended,

Lo! oe the city a tempest rose; and the bolts of
the thunder

Smote the statue of bronze, and hurled in wrath
from its left hand

Down on the pavement bdow the clattering scales
of the balance,

And in the hollow thereof was found the negt of a

magpie,

Into whose clay-built walls the necklace of pearls
wasinwoven.” '

Silenced, but not convinced, when the story was
ended, the blacksmith

Sood like a man who fain would speak, but findeth
no language;

All his thoughts were congealed into lines on his
face, as the vapours

Freeze in fantagtic shapes on the window-panes in
thewinter.
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Th%% IEvangeline lighted the brazen lamp on the

. table

Filled, till it overflowed, the pewter tankard with
home-brewed

Nut-brown ale, that was famed for its strength in
the village of Grand-Pré ;

While from his pocket the notary drew his papers
and ink horn,

Wrote with a steady hand the date and the age of
the parties,

Naming the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep
and In cattle.

Orderly all things proceeded, and duly and well
were completed,

And the great sed of the law was st like a sun on
the margin.

Then from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on
the table

Thr_ele times the old man's fee in solid pieces of
silver;

And the notary rising, and blessing the bride and
the bridegroom,

Lifted aloft the tankard of aeand drank to their
welfare.

Wiping the foam from hislip, he solemnly bowed
and departed;

While in slence the others sat and mused by the
fireside,

‘Till Evangeline brought the draught-board out of
its corner.

Soon wes the game begun.  In friendly contention
the old men

Laughed a each lucky hit, or unsuccessful
manoeuvre,

Laughed when a man was crowned, or a breach wes
made in the king-row.

Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a
window's embrasure,

.Sat the lovers, and whispered together, beholding
the moon rise
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Over the pallid s and the slvery migt of the
meadows.

Silently one by one, in the infinite meadows of
heaven,

Blosomed the lovely dars, the forget-me-nots of
the angds

Thus passed the evening away. Anon the bell
from the bdfry

Rang out the hour of nine, the village curfew, and
straightway

Rose the guests and departed; and slence reigned
in the househald.

Many a farewell word and swest good-night on the
door-gep

lingered long in Evangdin€'s heart, and filled it
with gladnes

Carefully then were covered the embers that
glowed on the hearth-stone,

And on the oaken gairs resounded the tread of the
farmer.

Soon with a soundless gep the foot of Evangdine
followed.

U% trlle daircae moved a luminous ace in the

ar

Lighted Ie$ by the lamp than the shining face of
the maiden.

Silent she passd through the hall, and entered the
door of her chamber.

Simplethat chamber was with its curtains of white,
and its dothes-press

Ample and high, on whose gpadous shdves were
carefully folded

Linen and woollen suffs, by the hand of Evangeine
woven.

This wes the precious dower she would bringto her:
hnsband in marriage,

Better than flocks and herds, being proofs of her
skill as a housawife
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Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mellow
and radiant moonlight

Streamed through the windows and lighted the
room, till the heart of the maiden

Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous
tides of the ocean.

Ah! she was fair, exceeding fair to behold, as she
stood with

Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming floor of
her chamber !

Little she dreamed that below, among the trees of
the orchard,

Waited her lover and watched for the gleam of
her lamp and her shadow.

Yet were her thoughts of him, and at times a
feeling of sadness

Passed o'er her soul, as the sailing shade of clouds
in the moonlight

Flitted across the floor and darkened the room for
a moment.

And as she gazed from the window she saw serenely
the moon pass

Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one star
follow her footsteps,

As out of Abraham's tent young Ishmael wandered
with Hagar !

v

Pleasantly rose next morn the sun on the village
of Grand-Pré.

Pleasantly gleamed in the soft, sweet air the Basin
of Minas,

Where the ships, with their wavering shadows,
were riding at anchor.

Life had long been astir in the village, and
clamorous labour

Knocked with its hundred hands at the golden
gates of the morning.

Now from the country around, from the forms
and the neighbouring hamlets,

VOL. | . N
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Came in their holiday dressss the blithe Acadian
pessants

Many a glad good-morrow and jocund laugh from
the young folk

Made the bright air brighter, as up from the
numerous meadows,

Where no path could be ssn but the track of
wheds in the greensward,

Group after group appeared, and joined, or passd
on the highway.

Long ere noon, in the village all sounds of labour
were dlenced.

Thronged were the stregts with people ; and noisy
groups at the house-doors

Sat in the cheerful sun, and regoiced and gossped
together.

Every house was an inn, where all were wecomed
and feasted ;

For with this smple people, who lived like brothers
together,

All things were hdd in common, and what one
had wes ancther's.

Yet under Benedict's roof hospitality ssamed more
abundant:

For Evangeine g¢ood among the guests of her
father;

Bright wes her face with smiles, and words of
welcome and gladness

Fell from her beautiful lips, and blesssd the cup
as she gaveit.

Under the open sky, in the odorous air of the
orchard,

Bending with golden fruit, wes sread the feast
of betrothal. .

There in the shade of the porch were the priest
and the notary seated;

There good Benedict sat, and surdy Basl the
blacksmith.
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Not far withdrawn from these, by the cider-press
and the bechives

Michad the fiddler was placed, with the gayest
of hearts and of waigcoats

Shadow and light from the leaves alternately
played on his snow-white

Hair, as it waved in the wind; and the jolly face
of the fiddler

Glowed like a living coa when the ashes are
blown from the embers

Gaily the old man sang to the vibrant sound of
his fiddle,

TouslesBourgeoisdeChartres, and LeCarillon de
Dunkerque,

And anon with his wooden shoes best time to the
musc.

Merrily, merrily whirled the wheds of the dizzying
dances

Under the orchard-trees and down the path to
the meadows;

Old folk and young together, and children mingled
among them.

Fairest of all the maids was Evangdline, Benedict's
daughter!

Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the
blacksmith!

So pasad the morning away. And lo! with a
UMMoNs SoNorous

Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the
meedows a drum beat.

Thronged ere long was the church with men.
Without, in the churchyard,

Waited the women. They good by the graves
and hung on the headgones

Garlands of autumn-leaves and evergreens fresh
from the fored.

Then came the guard from the ships and marching
proudly among them
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Entered the sacred portal. With a loud and dis-
sonant clangour

Echoed the sound of their brazen drums from
ceiling and casement,—

EChoe?al a moment only, and slowly the ponderous
ort

Clgsed, and in silence the crowd awaited the will
of the soldiers.

Then uprose their commander, and spake from
the seps of the altar,

Holding aoft in his hands, with its seds, the
royal commission.

UYou are convened this day," he said, by his
Majesty's orders.

Clement and kind has he been ; but how you have
answered his kindness,

Let your own hearts reply ! To my natural make
and my temper

-Painful the task is | do, which to you | know
must be grievous.

Yet must 1 bow and obey, and deliver the will of
our monarch;

Namely, that all your lands, and dwellings, and
cattle of all kinds,

Forfeited be to the crown; and that you yourselves
from this province

Be transported to other lands. God grant you
may dwell there

Ever as faithful subjects, a happy and peacesble
people!

Prisoners now | declare you; for such is his
Majesty's pleasure!"

As, when the air is serene in the sultry solstice
of summer,

Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly sling
of the hailstones

Beats down the farmer's corn in the field and
shatters his windows,

Hiding the sun, and strewing the ground with
thatch from the house-roofs,
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Bdlowing fly the herds, and ssek to break their
inclosures;

So on the hearts of the people descended the words
of the speaker.

Silent a moment they sood in geschless wonder,
and then rose

Louder and ever louder a wail of sorrow and
anger,

And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushed
to the door-way.

Vain was the hope of escape; and cries and fierce
imprecations

Rang through the house of prayer; and high oe
the heads of the others

Rose, with his arms uplifted, the figure of Basl the
blacksmith,

As, on a dormy sa, a Par is tosad by the
billows.

Flushed wes his face and distorted with passion;
and wildly he shouted—

" Down with the tyrants of England ! we never
have svorn them allegiance!

Death to these foreign soldiers who ssze on our
homes and our harvests!"

More he fain would have said, but the merciless
hand of a soldier

Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him
down to the pavement

In the midgt of the drife and tumult of angry
contention,

Lo! the door of the chancd opened, and Father
Felician

Entered, with serious mien, and ascended the seps
of the altar.

Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture he awed
into dlence

All that damorous throng; and thus he sake to

his people



198 EVANGELINE

Deep were his tones and solemn; in accents
measured and mour nful
Soake he, as, after the tocan's alarum, distinctly
the dock srikes.
"What is this that ye do, my children? what
madness has seized you?
Forty years of my life have | laboured among you,
and taught you,
Not in word alone but in deed, to love one an-
other !
Is this the fruit of my toils, of my vigils and
prayers and privations?
Have you s0 soon forgotten all lessons of love and
forgiveness?
This is the house of the Prince of Peace, and would
you profane it
Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowing
with hatred?
Lo! where the crudfied Christ from his aoss is
. _gazing upon you !
Seel in those sorrowful e/es What mekness and
holy compasson !
HarkI how those Ilps still repeat the prayer, (©
Father, forgive them !"
Let us repeat that prayer in the hour when the
wicked assail us
Let us repest it now, and say, 'O Father, forgive
them!"*"
Few were his words of rebuke, but degp in the
hearts of his people
Sank they, and sbs of contrition sucoesded that
passonate outbreak ;
While they repeated his prayer, and said, "O
Father, forgive them !"

Then came the evening service The tapers
geamed from the altar.
Fervent and desp wes the voice of the priest, and
the people responded,
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Not with their lips alone, but their hearts; and
the Ave Maria

Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls,
with devotion trandated,

Rose on the ardour of prayer, like Elijah ascending
to heaven.

Meanwhile had soread in the village the tidings
ofill, and on all Sdes

Wandered, wailing, from house to house the women
and children.

Long at her father's door Evangeline stood, with
her right hand

Shidding her eyes from the level rays of the sun,
that, descending,

Lighted the village street with mysterious splen-
dour, and roofed each

Peasant's cottage with golden thatch, and em-
blazoned its windows

Long within had ben soread the snow-white cloth
on the table;

There dood the wheaten loaf, and the honey
fragrant with wild flowers;

There good the tankard of ale, and the cheee
fresh brought from the dairy;

And at the head of the board the great arm-chair
of the farmer.

Thus did Evangdine wait at her father's door, as
the sunsst

Threw the long shadows of trees der the broad
ambroda meadows

Ar]la!”on her spirit within a degper shadow had

en,

And from the fidds of her soul a fragrance celegtial
asoended—

Charity, meskness love, and hope, and forgiveness,
and patience!

Then, all forgetful of sdf, she wandered into the
village,
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Cheering with looks and words the disconsolate
hearts of the women,

As Oer the darkening fidds with lingering seps
they departed,

Urged by their household cares and the weary feet
of their children.

Down sank the great red sun, and in golden,
glimmering vapours

Veled the light of his face like the Prophet
descending from Sinai.

Sweetly over the village the bell of the Angeus
sounded.

Meanwhile, amid the gloom, by the church
Evangdine lingered.

All was glent within; and in vain at the door
and the windows

Sood she and lisened and looked, until, over-
come by emation,

" Gabriel!" cried she aloud with tremulous voice;
but no answer

Came from the graves of the dead, nor the
gloomier grave of the living.

Sowly at length she returned to the tenantless
house of her father.

Smouldered the fire on the hearth, on the board
good the supper un tasted,

Empty and drear was each room, and haunted
with phantoms of terror.

Sadly echoed her sep on the stair and the floor
of her chamber.

In the dead of the night she heard the whispering
rain fall

Loud on the withered leaves of the sycamoretree
by the window.

Keenly the lightning flashed ; and the voiceof the
echoing thunder

.Told her that God was in heaven, and governed
the world he created!
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Then she remembered the tale she had heard of
the justice of heaven ;

Soothed was her troubled soul, and she peacefully
dumbered till morning.

\Y

Four times the sun had risen and set; and now
on the fifth day

Cheerily called the cock to the degping maids of
the farm-house

Soon de the ydlow fidds, in slent and mournful
processon,

Came from the neighbouring hamlets and farms
the Acadian women,

Driving in ponderous wains their household goods
to the ssa-shore,

Pausng and looking back to gaze once more on
their dwellings,

Ere they were shut from sight by the winding
road and the woodland.

Close at their ddes their children ran, and urged
on the oxen,

While in ther little hands they dagped some
fragments of playthings.

Thus to the Gagpereau’'s mouth they hurried,
and there on the ssabeach

Piled in confudon lay the household goods of the
feasant

All day long between the shore and the ships did
the boats ply;

All day long the wains came labouring down from
the village.

Late in the afternoon, when the sun was near to
his setting,

Echoing far o'er the fidds came theroll of drums
from the churchyard.
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Thithér the women and children thronged. On a
udden the church-doors

Opened, and forth came the guard, and marching
in gloomy processon

Followed the long-imprisoned, but patient, Acadian
farmers.

Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their

. homes and their country,

Sing as they gor and in dnging forget they are
weary and way-worn,

So with songs on their lips the Acadian peasants
descended

Down from the church to the shore, amid their
wives and their daughters.

Foremost the young men came; and, raising to-
gether their voicss

Sang they with tremulous lips a chant of the
Catholic Missons :—

" Sacred heart of the Saviour! 0 inexhaudible
fountain !

Fill our hearts this day with strength and sub-
misson and patience!"

Then the old men, as they marched, and the women
that g¢ood by the way-side,

Joined in the saared psalm, and the birds in the
sunshine above them

Mingled their notes therewith, like voices of spirits
departed.

Half-way down to the shore Evangeine waited
in slence,

Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hour
of affliction,—

Camly and sadly waited, until the processon
approached her,

And she behdd the face of Gabrie pale with
emation.

Tears then filled her eyes and, eagerly running
to meet him,
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Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his
shoulder, and whispered,—

"Gabriel, be of good cheer! for if we love one
another,

Nothing, in truth, can harm us, whatever mis-
chances may happen !"

Smiling she spake these words; then suddenly
paused, for her father

Saw she slowly advancing. Alas, how changed
was his aspect!

Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire
from his eye, and his footstep

Heavier ssemed with the weight of the weary heart
in his bosom.

But, with a smile and asigh, she clasped his neck
and embraced him,

‘Speaking words of endearment where words of
comfort availed not

Thus to the Gaspereau's mouth moved on that
mournful procession.

There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and
stir of embarking.

Busily plied the freighted boats, and in the
confusion

Wives were torn from their husbands, and mothers,
too |ate, saw their children

Left on the land, extending their arms, with
wildest entreaties.

SO unto separate ships were Basil and Gabriel
carried,

While in despair on the shore Evangeline siood
with her father,

Half the task was not done when the sun went
down, and the twilight

Deepened and darkened around; and in hagte the
refluent ocean

Fled away from the shore, and left the line of the
sand-beach
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Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelp and the
dippery sea-wead.

Farther back, in the midst of the household goods
and the waggons,

Like to a gpsy camp, or a leaguer after a
battle,

All exape cut off by the s, and the sentinds
near them,

Lay encamped for the night the housdess Acadian
farmers.

Back to its nethermost caves retreated the below-
ing ocean

Dragging adoan the beach the rattling pebbles,
and leaving

Inland and far up the shore the sranded boats of
the silors

Then, as the night descended, the herds returned

~ from their pastures,

Sweat was the moig till air with the odour of milk
from their udders;

Lowing they waited, and long, at the well-known
bars of the farm-yard,—

Waited and looked in vain for the voice and the
hand of the milkmaid.

Slence reigned in the greets ; from the church no
Angel us sounded,

Rose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no
lights from the windows

But on the shores meanwhile the evening fires
had been kindled,

Built of the drift-wood thrown on the sands from
wrecks in the temped.

Round them shapes of gloom and sorrowful faces
were gathered,

Voices of women were heard, and of men, and the
crying of children.

Coward from fireto fire, as ffom hearth to hearth
in his parish,
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Wandered the faithful priest, consoling and bless:
ing and cheering,

Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Mélita's desdlate
sashore

Thus he approached the place where Evangedine
st with her father,

And in the flickering light behdd the face of the
old man,

Haggard and hollow and wan, and without either
thought or emation,

E'en as the face of a dock from which the hands
have bemn taken.

Vainly Evangeline srove with words and caresses
to cheer him,

Vainly offered him food ; yet he moved not, he
looked not, he gake not,

But, with a vacant stare, ever gazed at the flicker-
ing fire-light.

" Benedicite!" murmured the priegt, in tones of
compassion.

More ne fain would have said, but his heart was
full, and his accents

Faltered and paussd on his lips, as the fegt of a
child on the threshald,

Hushed by the sene he behdlds and the awful
presence of sorrow.

Silently, therefore, he laid hishand on the head of
the maiden,

Raising his eyes full of tears, to the dlent gars
that above them

Moved on their way, unperturbed by the wrongs
and sorrows of mortals.

Then sat he down at her dde and they wept
together in slence

Suddenly rose from the south a light, as in
autumn the blood-red
Moon dimbs the crystal walls of heaven, and oer
the horizon
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Titan-like sretches its hundred hands upon moun-
tain and.meadow,

Sdzing the rocks and the rivers, and piling huge
shadows together.

Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs
of the village,

Gleamed on the sky and the se, and the ships that
lay in the roadsead.

Calumns of shining smoke uprosg, and flashes of
flame were

Thrust through their foldsand withdrawn, like the
quivering hands of a martyr.

Then as the wind ssizad the dleads and the burning
thatch, and, uplifting,

Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from
a hundred housetops

Started the shegted snoke with flashes of flames
intermingled.

These things behdd in dismay the crowd on the
shore and on ship-board.

Soethless at firg they sood, then cried aloud in
their anguish,

"We shall behdd no more our homes in the
village of Grand-Pre'! "

Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow in the
farm-yards,

Thinking the day had dawned; and anon the low-
ing of cattle

Came on the evening breeze, by the barking of
dogsinterrupted.

Then roe a sound of dread, such as dartles the
deeping encampments

Far in the western prairies or forests that skirt the
Nebraska,

When the wild horsss affrighted swvegp by with the
ged of the whirlwind,

Or the loud belowing herds of buffdoes rush to
the river.



EVANGELINE W

Such was the sound that arose on the night, as the
herds and the horses

Broke through their folds and fences, and madly
rushed oer the meadows.

Overwhelmed with the sight, yet speechless the
priest and the maiden

Gazed on the scene of terror that reddened and
widened before them ;

And as they turned at length to soesk to their
silent companion,

Lo! from his set he had fallen, and stretched
dbroad on the sea-shore

Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had
departed.

Slowly the priest uplifted the lifeless head, and the
maiden

Knelt at her father's side, and wailed aloud in her
terror.

Then in a swoon she sank, and lay with her head
on his bosom.

Through the long night she lay in deep, oblivious
slumber;

And when she woke from the trance, she beheld a
multitude near her.

Faces of friends she beheld, that were mournfully
a?azing upon her;

Pallid, with tearful eyes, and looks of saddest com-

passion.

Still the blaze of the burning village illumined the
landscape,

Reddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the
faces around her,

And like the day of doom it ssemed to her waver-
ing senses

Then a familiar voice she heard, as it said to the

people,— .
“Let us bury him here by the s When a
happier ssason
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Brings us again to our homes from the unknown
land of our exile,

Then shall his sred dugt be pioudy laid in the
churchyard."

Such were the words of the pries.  And there in
hage by the ssa-d9de,

Having the glare of the burning village for funeral
torches,

But without bell or book, they buried the farmer
of Grand-Pré.

And as the voice of the priest repeated the service
of sorrow,

Lo ! with a mournful sound, like the voice of a vast
congregation,

Solemnly answvered the sea, and mingled its roar
with the dirges

Twas the returning tide, that afar from the wage
of the ocean,

With the first dawn of the day, came heaving and
hurrying landward.

Then recommenced once more the stir and noise of
embarking;

And with the ebb of that tide the ships sailed out
of the harbour,

Leaving behind them the dead on the shore, and
the village in ruins.

PART THE SECOND

MANY a weary year had passad snce the burning
of Grand-Pré,

When on the falling tide the freighted vesds
departed,

Bear!lng a nation, with all its houschdd gods into
exile,

Exile without an end, and without an example in
dory.
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Fa}r %%Jdnde”, on sparate coeds the Acadtans

anded;

Scattered were they, like flakes of snow, when the
wind from the north-east

Strikes adant through the fogs that darken the
Banks of Newfoundland.

Friendless, homdess hopdess they wandered from
city to city,

From the cold lakes of the North to sultry Southern
svannas—

From the bleak shores of the s to the lands where
the Father of Waters

SHzes the hills in his hands, and drags them down
to the ocean,

Deep in their sands to bury the scattered bones of
the mammoth.

Friends they sought and homes; and many, de-
spairing, heart-broken,

Asked of the earth but a grave, and no longer a
friend nor afiresde.

Written their higory gands on tablets of gone in
the churchyards.

Long among them was ssn a maiden who waited
and wandered,

Lowly and meek iu spirit, and patiently suffering
all things.

Fair was she and young; but, alas! before her
extended,

Dreary and vag and slent, the desert of life, with
its pathway

Marked by the graves of those who had sorrowed

Paas?d Suvered o -';?ea d hopes long deed

ons long extingui , and hagpes long

and abandoned,

As the emigrant'sway oe the Western desrt is
marked by

Camp-fires Iong oconsumed, and bones that bleach
in the sunshine.

Something there wes in her life incomplete, im-
perfect, unfinished;

VOL. I o}
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As if a morning of June, with all its musc and
sunshineg,

Suddenly pausd in the sky, and, fading, dowly
descended

Into the east again, from whenceiit late had arisen.

Sometimes she lingered in towns, till, urged by the
fever within her,

Urged by a redless longing, the hunger and thirst
of the spirit,

She would commence again her endless search and
endeavour;

Sometimes in churchyards strayed, and gazed on
the arossss and ombstones,

Sat by some namdess grave, and thought that
perhaps in its bosom

He was aready at rest, and she longed to dumber
besde him.

Sometimes a rumour, a hearsay, an inarticulate
whisper,

Came with its airy hand to point and beckon her
forward.

Sometimes she spake with those who had seen her
bdoved and known him,

But it was long ago, in some far-off place or for-
gotten.

" Gabried Laeunese!" sid they; " O, yes! we
have ssen him,

Hewaswith Basl the Blacksmith, and both have
gone to the prairies;

Coureurs-des-Bote arethey, and famous huntersand
trappers.”

" Gabriel Lajeunese! " sad others; 20, yes! we
have s/ him.

Heisa Voyageur in thelowlands of L ouisiana."

Then would they say—" Dear child ! why dream
and wait for him longer?

Are there not other youths as fair as Gabriel?
othess

Who have hearts as tender and true, and spirits
as loyal?
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Here is Baptige Leblanc, the notary's son, who
has loved thee

Many a tedious year; come give him thy hand
and be happy!

Thou art too fair to be left to braid . Catherine's
tresse=s"

Then would Evangdine answer, serendy but sadly,
—" | cannot!

Whither my heart has gone, there falows my hand,
and not dsawhere

For when the heart goes before, like a lamp, and
illumines the pathway,

Many things are made clear, that d<e lie hidden
in darknes"

And thereupon the priest, her friend and father-
confessor

Said, with a smile—"0O daughter! thy God thus
gpeaketh within thee !

Talk not of wagted affection, affection never wes
wasted;

If it enrich not the heart of ancther, its waters,
returning

Back to their springs, like the rain, shall fill them
full of refreshment;

That which the fountain snds forth returns again
to the fountain.

Patience; accomplish thy labour; accomplish thy
work of affection !

Sorrow and dlence are drong, and patient en-
durance is godlike.

Therefore accomplish thy labour of love, till the
heart is made godlike,

Purified, srengthened, perfected, and rendered
more worthy of heaven !"

Cheered by the good man's word, Evangeine
laboured and waited.

Stllkl] in her heart she heard the funeral dirge of
the ocean

But with its sound there was mingled a voice that
whipered " Despair not!"
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Thus did that poor soul wander in want and cheer-
lessdiscomfort,

Bleeding, bardooted, over the shards and thorns
of exigence.

Let me esay, O Muse ! to follow the wanderer's
footsteps—

Not through each devious path, each changeful
year of existence,

But as a travdler fdlows a sreamld's course
through the valley :

_Far from its margin at times, and seeing the
gleam of its water

Here and there, in some open ace and at
intervals only;

Then -drawing nearer its banks, through sylvan
glooms that concedl it,

Though he behald it not, he can hear its con-
tinuous murmur ;

Happy, at length, if he find the ot where it
reaches an outlet.

It was the month of May. Far down the beautiful
River,

Past the Ohio shore, and pag the mouth of the
Wabash,

Into the golden dsream of the broad and swift
Missssppi,

Floated a cumbrous boat, that was rowed by
Acadian boatmen.

It was a band of exiles: a raft, as it were, from
the shipwrecked

Nation, scattered along the coadt, now floating

together,

Bound by the bonds of a common belief and a
common misfortune;

Men and women and children, who, guided by
hope or by hearsay,

Sought for their kith and their kin among the
few-acred farmers
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On the Acadian ocoas, and the prairies of fair
Opdousas.

With them Evangeline went, and her guide, the
Father Felician.

Onward oe sunken sands through a wilderness
sombre with foreds,

Day after day they glided adown the turbulent
river;

Night after night, by their blazing fires, encamped
on its borders

Now through rushing chutes, among green idands
where plumelike

Cotton-trees nodded their shadowy crests they
avept with the current,

Then emerged into broad lagoons where slvery
sand-bars

Lay in the stream, and along the wimpling waves
of their margin,

Shining with snow-white plumes, large flocks of
pdicans waded.

Leve the landscape grew, and along the shores
of the river,

Shaded by china-trees, in the midst of luxuriant
gardens,

Stood the housss of planters, with negro-cabins
and dove-cots

They were approaching the region where reigns
perpetual summer,

Whnere tlirough the Golden Coadt, and groves of
orange and citron,

Swveps with majegtic curve the river away to the
eastward.

They, too, sverved from their course and, enter-
ing the Bayou of Plaguemine,

Soon were lost in a maze of duggish and devious
waters,

Which, like a network of sted, extended in every

© direction.

Ove their heads the towering and tenebrous
boughs of the cypres
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Met in ! dusky arch, and trailing monses in
mid ai

w“e}i“l"k;tmg:g that hang on the walls of
ancient 4o cilence seemed, and unbroken, save

Deathlike .00

Hme“;z ‘heir roosts in the cedar-trees reterning
at sunes’ .

~® owl, as he greeted the moon with

Ord 7 liae lau;;hter.

Lo eil'nr the moonlight was as it glanced and
Veiimed on the water,

Gls ied on the columns of cypress aud cedar
ining the arches,
D:m’- through whose broken vaults it fell as
t‘l_‘:&ugh chioks in a ruin.
Drea like, and indistinet, and strange were all
R around them ; " , ¢
‘er their epirits there eame a feeling o
And ':iar and sadll)llesa,-
St:n?ln 4 forehodings of ill, unseen and that eanuot
E® mpassed.
©Cthe tramp of a horse’s hoof on the turf of
t}'% prairies,
Fa' in advance are closed the leaves of the shrink-
~’ing mimosa, ]
So, fat t.rlle hoof-beats of fate, with sad forebodings
of evil,
Shrinks and dosss the heart, ere the stroke of
doom has attained it.
But Evangdine's heart was susained by a vision,
that faintly
Floated before her eyes and beckoned her on
through the moonlight.
It was the thought of her brain that asumed the
shape of a phantom.
Through those shadowy aideshad Gabriel wandered
before her,
And every gdroke of the oar now brought him
nearer and nearer,
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Then in his place, at the prow of the boat, rose
one of the oarsmen,

And, as a sgnal sound, if others like them per-
adventure

Sailed on those gloomy and midnight sreams
blew a blagz on his bugle.

Wild tlirough the dark colonnades and corridors
leafy the blagt rang,

Breaking the seal of slence, and giving tongues
to the fored.

Soundless above them the banners of moss just
girred to the mugc.

Multitudinous echoes awoke and died in the dis
tance,

Over the watery floor, and beneath the reverberant
branches;

But not a voice replied ; no ansver came from the
darkness;

And when the echoas had ceased, like a sne of
pain was the slence

Then Evangeine slept; but the boatmen rowed
through the midnight,

Silent at times, then singing familiar Canadian boat-

DONGS

Such as they sang of old on their own Acadian
rivers.

Whilethrough the night were heard the myserious
sounds of the desert,

Far off —indiginct—as of wave or wind in the
forest,

Mixed with the whoop of the craneand the roar of
the grim alligator.

Thus ere another noon they emerged from those
shades, and before them
Lay, in the goldeu sun, thelakes of the Atchafalaya.
Water-lilies in myriads rocked on the dight un-
dulations
Made by the pasing oars and, resplendent in
beauty, the lotus
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Lifted her golden crown above .the heads of the
boatmen.

Faint was the air with the odorous breath of
magnolia blossoms

And with the heat of noon ; and numberless sylvan
idands,

Fragrant and thickly embowered with blossoming
hedges of roses,

Near to whose shores they glided along, invited to
dumber,

Soon by the fairest of these their weary oars were
suspended.

Under the boughs of Wachita willows, that grew
by the margin,

Safdly their boat was moored; and scattered about
on the greensward,

Tired with their midnight toil, theweary travellers
dumbered.

O\gdthem vagt and high extended the ocope of a

ar.

Swinging from its great arms, the trumpet-flower
and the grapevine

Huggotbheir ladder of ropes aloft like the ladder of
J )

On whose pendulous dairs the angds ascending,
descending,

Were the swift humming-birds that flitted from
blossom to blossom.

Such was the vison Evangdine sav as she dum-
bered beneath it

Filled was her heart with love, and the dawn of an
opening heaven

lighted her soul in degp with the glory of regions
cdlegtial.

Nearer and ever nearer, among the numberless
idands,
Darted a light, swift boat, that sped away oer the
water,
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Urged on its course by the snewy arms of hunters
and trappers.

Northward its prow was turned, to theland of the
bison and beaver.

At the hem sat ayouth, with countenance thought-
ful and careworn.

Dark and neglected locks overshadowed his brow,
and a sadness

Somewhat beyond his years on his face was legibly
written.

Gabriel wasit, who, weary with waiting, unhappy
and restless,

Sought in the Western wilds oblivion of sdf and
of sorrow.

Swiftly they glided along, dose under the lee of
the idand,

But by the oppogte bank, and behind a screen of
palmettos,

So that they saw not the boat, whereiit lay concedled
in the willows.

All undisturbed by the dash of their oars, and un-
sen, were the degpers;

Angel of God was there none to awaken the dum-
bering maiden!

Swiftly they glided away, like the shade of a cloud
on the prairie.

After the sound of their oars on the tholes had died
in the distance,

As from a magic trance the despers awoke, and the
maiden

Said with a dgh to the friendly priet—" 0 Father
Felician!

Something says in my heart that near me Gabriel
wanders '

" Is it a foolish dream, an idle and vague supergi-
tion?

Or has an angdl passd, and revealed the truth to
my spirit?"

Then, with a blush, she added,—" Alas for my
credulous fancy!
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Unto ears like thine such words as these have no
meaning."

But made answer the reverend man, and he smiled
as he answered,—

“ Daughter, thy words are not idle; nor are they
to me without meaning.

Feding isdegp and still; and the word that floats
on the surface

Isasthetossing buoy, that betrays where the anchor
is hidden.

Thereforetrust to thy heart, and to what theworld
calls illusons.

Gabrid truly isnear thee; for not far away to the
southward,

On the banks of the Téche, are the towns of S.
Maur and St. Martin.

There the long-wandering bride shall be given
again to her bridegroom,

There the long absent pagor regain his flock and
his sheepfold.

Beautiful isthe land, with its prairies and foressof
fruit-trees;

Under the feet a garden of flowers, and the bluest
of heavens

Bending above, and resting its dome on the walls
of the forest

They who dwell there have named it the Eden of
Louisiana/

And with these words of chexr they aroe and
continued their journey.

Softly the evening came The sun from the
western horizon

like a magician extended his golden wand der the
landscape;

Twinkling vapours aroxe; and sky and water and
forest

Seemed all on fire at the touch, and melted and
mingled together.
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Ha_r;ging between two skies, a doud with edges of

silver,

Floated the boat, with its dripping oars, on the
mationless water.

Filled was Evangdine€s heart with inexpressble
svegnes

Touched by the magic spell, the sacred fountains
of feding

Glowed with the light of love, as the skies and
waters around her.

Then from a neighbouring thicket the mocking-
bird, wildest of singers

Swinging aloft on a willow spray that hung der
the water,

Shook from his little throat such Haoods of delirious
music,

That the whole air and the woods and the waves
samal slent to listen.

Plaintive at first were the tones and sd ; then
soaring to madnes

Seemed they to follow or guide the reve of frenzied
Bacchantes

Single notes were then heard, in sorrowful, low
|amentation;

Till, having gathered them all, he flung them
abroad in derison,

Aswhen, after a storm, a gust of wind through the
tree-tops

Shakes down the rattling rain in a crystal shower
on the branches

With such a prelude as this, and hearts that
throbbed with emotion,

Sowly they entered the Téche, where it flows
through the green Opdousas

And through the amber air, above the crest of the
woodland,

Saw the column of andke that aroe from a
neighbouring dwelling ;—

Sounds of a honi they heard, and the distant lowing
of cattle.
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Near to thebank of theriver, overshadowed "by oaks,
from whose branches

Garlands of Spanish moss and of mygic mistletoe
flaunted,

Such as the Druids cut down with golden hatchets
at Yule-tide,

Stood, seduded and still, the house of the herds
man. A garden

Girded it round about with a bet of luxuriant
blossoms,

Filling the air with fragrance. The house itsdlf
was of timbers

Hewn from the cypresstree, and carefully fitted
together.

Large and low was the roof, and on dender
columns supported,

Rose-wreathed, vine-encircled, a broad and gpadous
veranda,

Haunt of the humming-bird and the bee extended

around it.
At each end of the house, amid the flowers of the

garden,

Stationed the dovecots were, as loves perpetual
symbal,

Soenes of endless wooing, and endless contentions
of rivals.

Silence reigned o'er the place.  The line of shadow
and sunshine

Ran near the tops of the trees ; but the house itsalf
was in shadow,

And from its chimney-top, ascending and dowly
expanding

Into the evening air, a thin blue column of smoke
rose

Intherear of the house, from the garden gate, ran
a pathway

Through the great grovesof oak to the skirts of the
limitless prairie,
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Into whose s of flowers the sun was dowly de-
scending.

Full in histrack of light, like ships with shadowy
canvas

Hanging loose from their gparsin a mationlesscalm
in the tropics,

Sood a cluster of trees, with tangled cordage of
grapevines.

Just where the woodlands met the flowery surf of
the prairie,

Mounted upon his horse, with Spanish saddle and
girrups,

Sat aherdsman, arrayed in gaiters and doublet of
deerskin.

Broad and brown was the face that from under the
Fanish sombrero

Gazed on the peaceful scene with the lordly look
of its mader.

Round about him were numberless herds of kine,
that were grazing

Quietly in the meadows, and breathing the vapoury
freshness

That uprose from the river, and spread itself over
the landscape

Sowly lifting the horn that hung at his sde, and
expanding

Fully his broad, degp ches, he blew a blag, that
resounded

Wildly and sweet and far, through the still damp
air of the evening.

Suddenly out of the grass the long white horns of
the cattle

Rose like flakes of foam on the adverse currents of

ocean.

Silent a moment they gazed, then bellowing rushed
oe the prairie,

And the whole mass became a cloud, a shade in the
digance.
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Then, as the herdsman turned to the house
through the gate of the garden

Saw he the forms of the priest and the maiden
advancing to meet him.

Suddenly down from his horse he sprang in amaze-
ment, and forward

Rushed with extended arms and exclamations of

wonder;

When they beheld his face, they recognised Basil
the Blacksmith.

Hearty his welcome wes, as he led his guests to the
garden.

There in an arbour of roses, with endless question
and answer,

Gave they vent to their hearts, and renewed their
‘friendly embraces,

Laughing and weeping by turns, or sitting silent
and thoughtful.

Thoughtful, for Gabriel came not; and now dark
doubts and misgivings

Stole o'er the maiden's heart; and Basil, somewhat
embarrassed,

Broke the silence and said,—" If you came by the
Atchafalaya,

How have you nowhere encountered my Gabriel's
boat on the bayous?"

Over Evangeline'sface at the words of Basil a shade

Tears came into her eyes, and she said, with a
tremulous accent,—

"Gone? is Gabriel gone?' and, concealing her
face on his shoulder,

All her o'erburdened heart gave way, and she wept
and lamented.

Thenthe good Basil said—and hisvoicegrew blithe
ashesadit,—

" Be of gpod cheer, my child; itis only to-day he
departed.

Foolish boy ! he has left me alone with my herds
and my horses.
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Mﬂpdy and redtless grown, and tried and troubled,

is spirit

Could no longer endure the cam of this quiet
exigence

Thinking ever of thee, uncertain and sorrowful
ever,

Ever slent, or speaking only of thee and his
troubles,

Heat length had become so tediousto men and to
maidens,

Tedious even to me, that at length | bethought me,
and sent him

Unto the town of Adayes to trade for mules with
the Spaniards

Thence he will follow the Indian trails to the
Ozark Mountains,

Hunting for furs in the forests on rivers trap-
ping the beaver.

Therefore be of good cheer ; we will follow the
fugitive lover;

He is not far on his way, and the Fates and the
dreams are againg him.

Up and away to-morrow, and through the red dew
of the morning

We will falow him fagt, and bring him badk to his
prison."

Then glad voices were heard, and up from the
banks of the river,

Borne aloft on his comrades arms, came Michad
the fiddler.

Long under Basl's roof had he lived like a god on
Olympus,

Having no other care than digpensng mudc to
mortals.

Far renowned was he for his dlver locks and his
fiddle.

"Long live Michad,"” they cried, "our brave
Acadian minstrel!"
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Asthey borehim aloft in triumphal processon; and
sraightway

Father Felician advanced with Evangeline, greeting
the old man

Kindly and oft, and recalling the pagt, while Basil,
enraptured,

Hailed with hilariousjoy his old companions and

- gosHps .

Laughing loud and long, and embracing mothers
and daughters.

Much they marvelled to s the wedlth of the
ci-devant blacksmith,

All his domains and his herds, and his patriarchal
demeanaur ;

Much they marvelled to hear his tales of the soil
and the climate,

And of the prairia whose numberless herds were
his who would take them;

Each one thought in his heart, that he, too, would
go and do likewise.

Thus they ascended the geps and, crosing the
breezy veranda,

Entered the hall of the house where already the
upper of Basl

Waited hislatereturn ; and they rested and feased
together.

Over the joyous feas the sudden darkness de-
scended

All wes slent without, and, illuming the landscape
with slver,

Fair roe the dewy moon and the myriad sars;
but within doors,

Brighter than these, shone the faces of friends in
the glimmering lamplight

Then frop his sation aloft, at the head of the
table, the herdsman

Poured forth* his heart and his wine together in
endless profusion.



EVANGELINE 225

lighting his pipe, that was filled with sweet
Natchitoches tobacco,

Thus he spake to his guests, who listened, and
smiled as they listened :—

"Welcome once more, my friends, who so long
have been friendless and homeless,

Welcome once more to a home, that is better per-
chance than the old one!

Here no hungry winter congeals our blood like the
rivers;

Here no stony ground provokes the wrath of the
farmer.

Smoothly the ploughshare runs through the soil
as a keel through the water.

All the year round the orange-groves are in
blossom; and grass grows

More in a single night than a whole Canadian
summer.

Here, too, numberless herds run wild and un
claimed in the prairies ;

Here, too, lands may be had for the asking, and
forests of timber

With afew blows of the axe are hewn and framed
into houses.

After your houses are built, and your fields are
yellow with harvests,

No King George of England shall drive you away
from your homesteads,

Burning your dwellings and barns, and stealing
your farms and your cattle."

Speaking these words, he blew a wrathful cloud
from his nostrils,

While his huge, brawny hand came thundering
down on the table,

So that the guests all started; and Father Felician,
astounded,

Suddenly paused, with a pinch of snuff half-way to
his nostrils.

Bat the brave Basil resumed! and his Words were
milder and gayer :—

VoL, I, p
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" Only beware of the fever, my friends, beware of
the fever!

For it is not like that of our oold Acadian climate,

Cured by wearing a spider hung round onés neck
in a nutshell!”

Then there were voices heard at the door, and
footdeps approaching

Sounded upon the gairs and the floor of the
breezy veranda.

It was the neighbouring Credles and small Acadian
planters,

Who had been summoned all to the house of Basl
theHerdsman.

Merry the meeting was of ancient comrades and
neighbours:

Friend dasped friend in his arms; and they who
before were as strangers,

Meeting in exile, became sraightway as friends to
each other,

Drawn by the gentle bond of a common country
together.

But in the neighbouring hall a strain of musc,
proceeding

From the accordant strings of Michad's meodious
fiddle,

Broke up all further spesch.  Away, like children
delighted,

All things forgotten bedde, they gave themsdves
to the maddening

Whirl of the dizzy dance as it svept and swayed
to the musc,

Dreamlike, with beaming eyes and the rush of
fluttering garments.

Meanwhile, apart, at the head of the hall, the
priest and the herdsman
Sat, conversing together of past and present and
future;
While Evangeline sood like one entranced, *for
within her
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Old memories rose, and loud in the midgt of the
music

Heard she the sound of the s, and an irrepres-
sble sdnes

Came de her heart, and unsen she dole forth
into the garden.

Beautiful was the night. Behind the black Mall
of the fored,

Tipping its summit with slver, arose the moon.
On the river

Fell here and there through the branches a tremu-
lous gleam of the moonlight,

Like the swegt thoughts of love on a darkened
and devious spirit

Nearer and round about her the manifold flowers
of the garden

Poured out their souls in odours, that were their
prayers and confessons

Unto the night, as it went its way, like a slent
Carthusian.

Fuller of fragrance than they, and as heavy with
shadows and night-dews,

Hung the heart of the maiden. The cam and the
magical moonlight

Seamed to inundate her soul with indefinable long-

Ings,

As, through the garden gate, beneath the brown
chade of the oak-tress,

Pasad . she along the path to the edge of the
measurdess prairie.

S'If?_nt it lay, with a slvery haze upon it, and fire-
ies

Gleaming and floating away in mingled and in-
finite numbers.

Ove her head the dars the thoughts of God in
the heavens,

Shone on the eyes of man, who had ceased to
marvel and worship,

Save when a blazing comet was ssen on the walls
of that temple,
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Asif a hand had appeared and written upon them,
"Upharsin."

And trie soul of the maiden, between the gars and
thefireflies,

Wandered alone, and she cried—" 0, Gabriel! O,
my beloved!

Arththou %0 near unto me, and yet | cannot behold
thee!

Art thou 0 near unto me, and yet thy voice does
not reach me?

Ah'! how often thy feet have trod this path to the
prairie!

Ah! how often thine eyes have looked on the
woodlands around me!

Aha!b how often beneath this oak, returning from

our,

Thou hag lain down to rest, and to dream of me
in thy dumberd

When shall these eyes behold, these arms be folded
about thee?"

Loud and sudden and near the note of a whippoor-
will sounded

Like aflute in the woods, and anon, through the
neighbouring thickets,

Farther and farther away it floated and dropped
into slence

" Patience!" whigpered the osks from oracular
caverns of darkness,

And, from the moonlit meadow, a sigh responded,
" To-morrow!"

Bright rosethe sun next day; and all the flowers
of the garden
Bathed his shining feet with their tears, and
anointed his tresss
With the ddicious balm that they bore in their
- vases of crystal.
"Farewell!" sad the priest, as he sood at the
shadowy thteshold;
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" Seethat you bring us the Prodigal Son from hig
fagting and famine ;

And, too, the Foolish Virgin, who dept when the
bridegroom was coming."

" Farewell!" ansvered the maiden, and, smiling,
with Basl desended

Down to the river's bank, where the boatmen
already were waiting.

Thus beginning their journey with morning, and
sunshine, and gladness,

Swiftly they followed the flight of him who was
seading before them,

Blown by the blag of fate like a dead leaf over
the desert

Not that day, nor the next, nor yet the day that
Sucoceeded,

Found they trace of his course in lake or forest
or river;

Nor, after many days, had they found him; but
vague and uncertain

Rumours alone were their guides through a wild
and dedlate country;

Till, at the little inn of the Spanish town of
Adayes,

Weary and worn they alighted, and learned from
the garrulous landlord,

That on the day before with horsss and guides
and companions,

Gabrid left the village, and took the road of the
prairies.

v

Far in the West there lies a desert land, where
the mountains

Lift, through perpetua sows their lofty and
luminous summits

Down from their jagged, deep ravines, where the
gorge, like a gateway,
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Opens a passage rude to the wheds of the emi-
grant's waggon,
Westward the Oregon flows and the Walleway
and Owyhee. _
Eastward, with devious course, among the Wind-
river Mountains,
Through the Swegt-water Valley precipitate leaps
the Nebraska;
And to the south, from Fontaine-qui-bout and the
Spanish  derras,
Fretted with sand and rocks and swept by the
wind of the desert,
Numberless torrents, with ceasdess sound, descend
to the ocean,
Like the great chordsof a harp, in loud and solemn
vibrations.
Spreading between thee dreams are the wondrous,
beautiful prairies,
. Billowy bays of grass ever rolling in shadow and
unshing,
Bright with luxuriant duders of ross and purple
amorphas.
Over them wandered the buffalo herds, and the
elk and the roebuck ;
Over them wandered the wolves, and herds of
riderless horses;
Fires that blag and blight, and winds that are
weary with travel;
Over them wander the scattered tribes of Ishmad's
children,
Staining the desert with blood; and above their
terrible war trails
Circles and sails aloft, on pinions majegtic, the
vulture,
Like the implacable soul of a chieftain daughtered
in battie,
By invisble gairs ascending and scallng the
heavens
Here and there rise anokes from the camps of
these savage marauders;
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Here and there rise groves ffom the margins of
swift-running rivers;

And the grim, taciturn bear, the anchorite monk
of the desert,

Climbs down their dark ravines to dig for roots
by the brook-side;

And over all is the sky, the clear and crystalline
heaven,

Likhe the protecting hand of God inverted above
them.

Into this wonderful land, at the bese of the
Ozark Mountains,

Gabriel far had entered, with hunters and trappers
behind him.

Day after day, with their Indian guides, the maiden
and Basi|

Followed his flying steps, and thought each day
to O'ertake him.

Sometimes they saw, or thought they saw, the
smoke of his camp-fire

Rise in the morning air from the distant plain;
but at nightfall,

When thev had reached the place, they found
only embers and ashes

And, though their hearts were sad at times and
their bodies were weary,

Hope still guided them on, as the magic Fata
Morgana

Showed them her lakes of light, that retreated
and vanished before them.

Once, as they sa by their evening fire, there
silently entered

Into the little camp an Indian woman, whose
features

Wore deep traces of sorrow, and patience as great
as her sorrow.

She was a Shawnee woman returning home to her
people
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From the far-off hunting-grounds of the cruel
Camanches,

Where her Canadian husband, a Coureur-des-Bote,
had been murdered.

Touched were their hearts at her story, and
warmest and friendliest welcome

Gave they, with words of cheer, and she sa and
feasted among them

On the buffdo meat and the venison cooked on
the embers.

But when their meal was done, and Basil and all
his companions,

Worn with the long day's march and the chase of
the deer and the bison,

Stretched themselves on the ground, and slept
where the quivering fire-light

Flashed on their swarthy cheeks, and their forms
wrapped up in their blankets,

~ Then at the door of Evangeline's tent she sat and

repeat

Slowly, with soft, low voice, and the charm of her
Indian accent,

All the tale of her love, with its pleasures, and
pains, and reverses.

Much Evangeline wept at the tale, and to know
that another

Hapless heart like her own had loved and had
been disappointed.

Moved to the depths of her soul by pity and
woman's compassion,

Yet in her sorrow pleased that one who had suf-
fered was near her,

She in turn related her love and all its dis
asters.

Mute with wonder the Shawnee sat, and when she
had ended

Still was mute; but at length, as if a mysterious
horror

Passd throufgh her brain, she spake, and repeated
the tale of the Mowis;
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Mowis, the bridegroom of snow, who won and
wedded a maiden,

But, when the morning came, aroe and passsd
from the wigwam,

Fading and melting away and dissolving into the
unshineg,

Till she behdd him no more, though she followed
far into the fored.

Then, in thoe swed, low tones, that ssamed like
a weird incantation,

Told she the tale of the fair Lilinau, who weas
wooed by a phantom,

That, through the pines de her father's lodge,
in the hush of the twilight,

Breathed like the evening wind, and whispered
love to the maiden,

Till she followed his green and waving plume
through the fored,

And never more returned nor was seen again by
her people

Silent with wonder and strange surprise, Evangeline
lisened

To the woft flow of her magical words till the
region around her

Seemed like enchanted ground, and her swarthy
guest the enchantress.

Slowly over the tops of the Ozark Mountains the
moon rose

Lighting the little tent, and with a myserious
splendour

Touching the sombre leaves, and embracing and
filling the woodland.

With a ddicious sound the brook rushed by, and
the branches

SN&}r/]ed and sghed overhead in scarcdy audible
whi

Filled with the thoughts of love was Evangdine's
heart, but a secret,

Subtile sne crept in of pain and indefinite
terror,
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As the cold, paisonous snake cregps into the nest
-of the swallow.

It wasno earthly fear. A breath from the region
of spirits

Seemed to float in the air of night; and she felt
for a moment

That, likethe Indian maid, she, too, was pursuing
a phantom.

And with this thought she dept, and the fear and
the phantom had vanished.

Early upon the morrow the march was resumed,
and the Shawnee
Said, as they journeyed along,—" On the western
dope of these mountains
Dwdlsin his little village the Black Robe chief of
the Misson.
- Much he teaches the people, and tells them of
Marv and Jesus;
Loud laugh their hearts with joy, and weg with
pain as they hear him."
Then, with a sudden and secret emotion, Evan-
geline answered,—
" Let us goto the Mission, for there good tidings
await us!"
Thither they turned their steeds, and behind a
spur of the mountains,
Just as the sun went down, they heard a murmur
of voices,
And in a meadow green and broad, by the bank of
a river,
Saw the tents of the Chrigians, the tents of the
Jesuit Misson.
Under a towering oak, that sood in the midst of
the village,
Knelt the Black Robe chief with his children. A
crucifix fasened
High on the trunk of the-tree, and overshadowed
by grapevines,
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Looked with its agonized face on the multitude
knedling benegth it.

This wes their rural chapd. Aloft, through the
intricate arches

Of its a&rial roof, aroe the chant of their
vepea's,

Mingling its notes with the soft susurrus and dghs
of the branches

Silent, with heads uncovered, the travellers, nearer
approaching,

Knelt on the swarded floor, and joined in the
evening devotions

But when the sarvice was done, and the benediction
had fallen

Forth from the hands of the priest, like ssed from
the hands of the sower,

Slowly the reverend man advanced to the strangers,
and bade them

Welcome; and when they replied, he smiled with
benignant expression,

Hearing the homdike sounds of his mother-tongue
in the fored,

And with words of kindness conducted them into
his wigwam.

There upon mats and skins they reposed, and on
cakes of the maize ear

Feasted, and daked their thirst from the water-
gourd of the teacher.

Soon wes their gstory told; and the priest with
solemnity answered :(—

"Not sx uns have risen and s&t snce Gabriel,
seated

On this mat by my sde, where now the maiden

reposs,

Told me this ssame sad tale; then arose and con-
tinued hisjourney."

Soft was the voice of the priest, and he spake -with
an accent of kindness,

But on Evangdin€s heart fell his words as in
winter the snow-flakes
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Fall into some lone nest from which the birds have
departed.

"Far to the north he has gone" continued the
priest; " but in autumn,

When the chase is done, will return again to the
Mission."

Then Evangeline said, and her voice was mesk and
ubmissve—

" L et me remain with thee, for my soul is sad and
afflicted.”

So ssamed it wise and well unto all; and betimes
on the morrow,

Mounting his Mexican geed, with his Indian
guides and companions,

Homeward Basil returned, and Evangeline sayed
at the Mission.

Slowrl]y, dowly, dowly the days succesded each
other —
Days and wesks and months, and the fidds of
maize that were springing
Green, from the ground when a granger she came,
now waving above her,
Lifted their dender shafts, with leaves interlacing,
and forming
Cloigersfor mendicant crows and granaries pillaged
by squirrels.
Then in the golden weather the maize was husked,
and the maidens
Blusllwed at each blood-red ear, for that betokened
a lover,
But at the crooked laughed, and called it a thief in
the cornfield.
Even the blood-red ear to Evangeline brought not
her lover.
"Patience !" the priest would say; "have faith,
and thy*prayer will be answered !
- Look at this ddlicate plant that liftsits head from
the meadow,
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See how its leaves are turned to the north, as true
as the magnet;

This is the compassflower, that the finger of God
has planted

Here in the houdess wild, to direct the traveller's
journey

O\(/jer the sea-like, pathless, limitless waste of the

esert.

Such in the soul of man isfaith. The blossoms of
passion,

Gay and quurlant flowers, are brighter and fuller
of fragran

But they begwle us and lead us agray, and their
odour is deadly.

Only this humble plant can guide us here, and

er eafter

Crown us with asphodd flowers, that are wet with

the dews of nepenthe”

So came the autumn, and passed, and the winter,
—yet Gabriel came not;

Blossomed the opening spring, and the notes of the
robin and blue-bird

Sounded swegt upon wold and in wood, yet Gabriel
came not.

But on the breath of the summer winds a rumour
wes wafted

Swveger than sng of bird, or hue or odour of
blossom.

Far to the north and ead, it said, in the Michigan
foregs

Gabrid had his lodge by the banks of the Saginaw
river.

And, with returning guides, that sought the lakes
of St. Lawrence,

Saving a sd farewell, Evangdine went from the
Misson.

When over weary ways by long and perilous
mar ches,
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She had attained at length the depths of the
Michiganforests,

Found she the hunter's lodge deserted and fallen
to ruin !

Thus did the long sad years glide on, and in
seasons and places
Divers and distant far wes seen the wandering
maiden;—
Now in the tents of grace of the meek Moravian
Missions,
Now in the noisy camps and the hattle-fields of the

army,

Now in secluded hamlets, in towns and populous
cities.

Like a phantom she came, and pessed away un-
remembered.

FaJr was she and young, when in hope began the

eég journey;

was she and old, when in disappointment it
ended

Each succeeding year stole something awvay from
her beauty,

Leaving behind it, broader and deeper, the gloom
and the shadow.

Then there appeared and spread faint streaks of
grey o'er her forehead,

Dawn of another life, that broke o'er her earthly
horizon,

Asin the eastern sky the first faint streaks of the
morning.

v

In that delightful land which is washed by the
Delaware's waters,

Guarding in sylvan shades the name of Penn the
apostley

Stands on the banks of its beautiful stream the city
he founded.
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There all the air is balm, and the peach is the
emblem of beauty,

And the grests still re-echo the names of the trees
of the foredt, |,

As if they fain would appease the Dryads whose
haunts they molested.

There from the troubled sa had Evangdine landed,
an exile,

Finding among the children of Penn a home and a
country.

There old René Leblanc had died; and when he
departed,

Saw at his 9de only one of all his hundred descen-
dants

Something at least there was in the friendly streets
of the city,

Something that spake to her heart, and made her
no longer a stranger;

And her ear was pleased with the Thee and Thou
of the Quakers,

For it recalled the pagt, the old Acadian country,

Where all men were equal, and all were brothers
and sgers

So, when the fruitless search, the disappointed
endeavour,

Ended, to recommence no more upon earth, UL -
complaining,

Thither, as leaves to the light, were turned her
thoughts and her footsteps

As from a mountain's top the rainy migs of the
morning

Roll away, and afar we behold the landscape beow uz

Sun-illumined, with shining rivers and cities
hamlets,

So fell the migs from her mind, and she saw the
world far bdow her,

Dark no longer, but all illumined with love; and
the pathway

Which she had dimbed so far, lying smooth and
fair in the digance
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Gabriel was not forgotten. Within her heart was
hisimage,

Clothed in the beauty of love and youth, as last
she beheld him,

Only more beautiful mede by his death-like silence
and absence.

Into her thoughts of him time entered not, for it
was not.

Over him years had no power; lie was not changed,
but transfigured ;

He had become to her heart as one who is dead,
and not absent;

Patience and abnegation of sdf, and devotion to
others,

This was the lesson alife of trial and sorrow had
taught her.

Bo was her love diffused, but, like to some odorous

SpIceS, . .

Suffered no waste nor loss, though filling the air
with aroma.

Other hope had she none, nor wish in life, but to
follow

Meekly, with reverent steps, the sacred feet of her
Saviour. _

Thus many years she lived as a Sister of Mercy;
frequenting

LORer and wretched roofs in the crowded lanes of
the city,

Where distress and want concealed themselves from
the sunlight,

Where dissese and sorrow in garrets languished
neglected.

Night after night, when the world wes adeep, as
the watchman r

Loud, through the gusty streets, that all was well
in the city,

ngh at somelonely window hesaw thelight of her

taper
Day after day, in the grey of the dawn, as dow
through the suburbs
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Plodded the German fanner, with flowers and fruits
of the market, )

Met he that meek, pale face, returning home from
itswatchings.

Then it came to pess that a pestilence fell on the

city,

Presaged by wondrous signs, and mostly by flocks
of wild pigeons,

Darkening the sun in their flight, with naught in
their craws but an acorn.

And, as the tides of the sea arise in the month of
September,

Flooding some silver stream, till it spreads to alake
in the meadow,

So death flooded life, and, o'erflowing its natural

margin,

Spr to a brackish lake, the silver stream of
existence.

Wealth had no power to bribe, nor beauty to
charm, the oppressor;

But all perlshed alike beneath the scourge of his

anger

Only, alasl the poor, who had neither friends nor
attendants,

Crept away to die in the aimshouse, home of the
homeless.

Then in the suburbs it stood, in the midst of

s and woodlands,—

Now the city surrounds it; but still, with its gate-
way and wicket

Meek, in the midst of splendour, its humble walls
seem to echo

Softly the Wordsof the Lord—"The poor ye dways
have with you."

Thither, by night and by day, came the Sister of
Mercy. The dying

L ook up into her face, and thought, indeed, to
behold there

VOL. . Q
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Gleams of cdegtial light encircle her forehead with
plendour,

Such as the artig paints de the brows of saints
and apodles,

Or auch ashangs by night o'er a city ssn at a dis-
tance.

Unto their eyes it ssamad the lamps of the city
cdledtial,

Into whoe shining gates ere long their gpirits
would enter.

Thus, on a Sabbath morn, through the drests,
deserted and silent,
Wending her quiet way, she entered the door of the
amshousa
Swegt on the summer air was the odour of flovers
in the garden;
And he pausd on her way to gather the fairest
among them,
That the dying once more might reoice in their
fragrance and beauty.
Then, as she mounted the dairs to the corridors,
cooled by the eas wind,
Distant and soft on her ear fell the chimes from the
befry of Chrigt Church,
While, intermingled with these, across the meadows
wer e wafted
Sounds of psalms, that were sung by the Svedes in
their Church at Wicaco.
Soft as descending wings fell the calm of the hour
on her spirit;
Something within her said—" At length thy trials
are ended;"
And, with light in her looks <he entered the
chamber's of dckness
Noisdessly moved about the assduous careful
attendants,
" Moistening the feverish lip and the aching brow,
and in slence
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Cloging the Sghtless eyes of the dead, and conceal-

" ing their faces

Where on their Ballets they lay, like drifts of snow
by the road-sde

Many a languid head, upraised as Evangdine
entered,

Turned on its pillow of pain to gaze while she

, for her presence

Fell on their hearts like a ray of the sun on the
walls of a prison.

And, as she looked around, she saw how Death the
oonsnler

Laying his hand upon many a heart, had hedled it
or ever.

Many familiar forms had disappeared in the night-
time;

Vacant their places were, or filled aready by
drangers.

Suddenly, as if arrested by fear or a feding of
wonder,

Still she sood with her cdourless lips apart, while
a shudder

Ran through her frame and, forgotten, the
flowerets dropped from her fingers,

And from her eyes and chesks the light and bloom
of the morning.

Then there exaped from her lips a cry of quch
terrible anguish,

That the dying heard it, and started up from their
pillows.

On the pallet before her wes sretched the form of
an old man.

Long, and thin, and grey were the locks that
shaded his temples;

But, as he lay in the morning light, his face for a
moment

. Seemed to assume once more the forms of its earlier
manhood;
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So arewont to be changed thefeces of those who
are dying.

Hcf>t and red on hislips still burned the flush of the
ever,

As if life, like the Hebrew, with blood had be
sprinkled its portals,

That the Ange of Death might s the sign, and

pass over.

Moationless, snsess dying, he lay, and his spirit
exhauged

Seemed to be sinking down through infinite depths
in the darkness,

Darkness of dumber and death, for ever sinking
and sinking.

Then through those realms of shade, in multiplied
reverberations,

Heard he that cry of pain, and through the hush
that sucoesded

Whispered a gentle voice, in acoents tender and
saint-like,
" Gabriel! O my bdoved " and died away into

"~ dlence '

Then he behdd, in a dream, once more the home of
his childhood;

Gr?]en Acadian meadows with sylvan rivers among
them,

Village, and mountain, and woodlands ; and, walk-
ing under their shadow,

As in the days of her youth, Evangeline roe in his
vison.

Tears came into hiseyes, and as dowly he lifted
his eydlids,

Vanished the vison away, but Evangeline knelt by
his bedsde

Vainly he drove to whigper her name, for the
accents  unuttered

Died on hislips, and their motion revealed what hie
tongue would have spoken.

Vainly hef srove to rise; and Evangeline, kneding
bedde him,
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Kissed his dying lips, and laid his head on her
bosom

Sweet was the light of his eyes;, but it suddenly
sank into darkness,

Aswhen alamp is blown out by a gust of wind at a
casement,

All was ended now, the hope, and the fear, and
the sorrow,

All the aching of heart, the restless unsatisfied
longing,

All the dull, degp pain, and congant anguish of
patience!

And, as she pressed once more the lifdess head to
her bosom,

Meekly she bowed her own, and murmured,
"Father, 1 thank thee!"

Still gandstheforest primeval; but far away from
its shadow,

Sde by dde, in their namdess graves, theloversare

eping.

Under the humble walls of the little Cathalic
churchyard,

In the heart of the city, they lie, unknown and
unnoticed.

Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing besde
them,

Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are at
rest and for ever,

Thousands of aching brains, where theirs are no
longer busy,

Thousands of toiling hands where theirs have
oceesad from their labours,

Thousands of weary feet, where theirs have com-
pleted their journey !
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Still gands the fores primeval; but under the
shade of its branches

Dwells another race, with other cusgoms and
‘language.

Only along the shore of the mournful and misty
Atlantic

Linger afew Acadian peasants whose fathers from
exile

Wandered back to their native land to die in its
bosom

In the fisherman's cot the whed and theloom are
still busy;

Maidens still wear their Norman caps and their
kirtles of homespun,

And by the evening firerepeat Evangdin€e's story,

While from its rocky caverns the deesp-voiced
neighbouring ocean

Seaks and in accents disonsolate answers the
wail of the fored.



THE SEASIDE AND THE FIRESIDE

1849

DEDICATION

As one who, walking in the twilight gloom,
Hears round about him voices as it darkens,
And seeing not the forms from which they come,
Pauses ffom timetotime, and turnsand hearkens.

So walking herein twilight, O my friends!

| hear your voices, ened by the distance,
And pause, and turn to listen, as each snds

His words of friendship, comfort, and assigance

If any thought of mine, or sung or told,
Has ever given delight or consolation,
Ye have repaid me back a thousand fold,
By every friendly Sgn and salutation.

Thanks for the sympathies that ye have shown !
Thanks for kindly word, each slent token,

That teaches me, when seeming most alone,
Friendsarearound us, though noword be spoken.

Kind messages that pass from land to land;
Kind letters, that betray the heart's deegp history,
In which we fedl the presure of a hand,—

Onetouch of fire—and all therest is mystery!
247
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The pleasant books that silently among

Our househald treasurestake familiar places,
And areto usasif aliving tongue

Spake from the printed leaves or pictured faces!

Perhaps on earth | never shall behold,
With eyeof snsg, your outward form and sem-
blance;
Thereforeto meye never will grow old,
But livefor ever youngin my remembrance.

Never grow old, nor change, nor pass away !
Your gentle voices will flow on for ever,

When life grows bare and tar nished with decay,
Asthrough a ledfless landscapeflowsa river.

Not chance of birth or place has made us friends,
Beng; oftentimes of different tonguesand nations,
But the endeavour for the sdfsame ends,
W ith the same hopes and fears, and aspirations.

"Therefore | hopetojoin your ssesde walk,
Saddened, and mostly silent, with emotion ;
Not interrupting with intrusive talk
Thegrand, majestic symphonies of ocean.

Therefore | hope, as no unwecome guest,

At your warm fireside, when thelampsarellghted
To have my place reserved among the redt,

Nor gand as one unsought and uninvited !

BY THE SEASIDE

THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP

" BUILD me gtraight, O worthy Master !
Staynch and strong, a goodly vess,
That shall laugh at all disagter,
And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!"
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The merchant's word

Delighted the Muster heard ;

For his heart was in his work; and the heart
Giveth grace unto every Art.

A quiet smile played round his lips,

As the eddies and dimples of the tide

Play round the bows of ships,

That steadily at anchor ride.

And with a voice that was full of glee,

He answered, " Ere long we will launch

A vess as goodly, and strong, and staunch,
As ever weathered a wintry sea 1"

And first with nicest skill and art,
Perfect and finished in every part,

A little model the Master wrought,
Which should be to the larger plan
What the child is to the man,

Its counterpart in miniature;

That with a hand more swift and sure
The greater labour might be brought

To answer to hisinward thought.

And as he laboured, hismind ran o'er
The various ships that were built of yore,
And above them all, and strangest of all,
Towered the Great Harry, crank and tall,
Whose picture was hanging on the wall,
With bows and stern raised high in air,
And balconies hanging here and there,
And signal lanterns and flags afloat,

And eight round towers, like those that frown
From some old castle, looking down
Upon the drawbridge and the moat.

And he said with a smile, " Our ship, | wis,
Shall be of another form than this!

It was of another form, indeed ;

Built for freight, and yet for speed,

A beautiful and gallant craft ;

Broad in the beam, that the gress of the blast,
Pressing down upon sail and mast,
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Might not the sharp bows overwhelm ;
Broad in the beam, but doping aft
With graceful curve and dow degrees,
That she might be docile to the helm,
And that the currents of parted seas
Closing behind, with mighty force,
Might aid and not impede her course:

In the ship-yard good the Master,
With the modd of the vessd,

‘That should laugh at all disaster,

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!

Covering many a rood of ground,

Lay thetimber piled around ;

Timber of chestnut, and elm, and oak.
And scattered here and there, with these,
The knarred and crooked cedar knees;
Brought from regions far away,

From Pascagoula’s sunny bay,

And the banks of the roaring Roanoke !
Ah ! what a wondrous thing it is

To note how many wheds of toil

One thought, one word, can st in motion !
Ther€'s not a ship that sals the ocean,
But every climate, every soil,

Must bringitstribute, great or small,
And help to build the wooden wall!

The sun was rising o'er the s,

And long the level shadows lay,

As if they, too, the beams would be
Of some great, airy argosy,

Framed and launched in a single day.
That silent architect, the sun,

Had hewn and laid them every one,
Ere the work of man was yet begun.
Beside the Master, when he spoke,
A youth, against an anchor leaning,
Listened to catch his dightest meaning.



THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP 251

Only the long waves, asthey broke

In ripples on the pebbly beach,
Interrupted the old man's speech.

Beautiful they were, in sooth,

The old man and thefiery youth !

The old man, in whose busy brain

Many a ship that sailed the main

Was modelled o'er and o'er again ;—

The fiery youth, who was to be

The heir of his dexterity,

The heir of his house, and his daughter's hand,
When he had built and launched from land
What the elder head had planned.

"Thus," said he, " will we build this ship !
Lay square the blocks upon the dlip,
And follow well this plan of mine.
Choose the timbers with greatest care;
Of all that is unsound beware ;

For only what is sound and strong

To this vessd shall belong.

Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine

Her e together shall combine.

A goodly frame, and a goodly fame,
And the UNION be her name !

For the day that gives her to the ssa
Shall give my daughter unto thee ! *'

TheMaster'sword

Enraptured the young man heard ;

And as he turned his face aside,

With a look ofjoy and a thrill of pride,
Standing before

Her father's door,

He saw the form of his promised bride.
The sun shone on her golden hair,

And her cheek was glowing fresh and fair,
With the breath of morn and the soft sea air.
Like a beauteous barge was she,
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Still at rest on the sandy beach,

Just beyond the billow's reach ;

But he,

Was the restless, seething, stormy seal

Ah, how skilful grows the hand
That obeyeth Love's command !

It isthe heart, and not the brain,
That to the highest doth attain,
And he who followeth Love's behest
Far exceedeth all the rest!

Thus with the rising of the sun

Was the noble task begun,

And soon throughout the ship-yard's bounds
Wer e heard the intermingled sounds
Of axes and of mallets, plied

W ith vigorous arms on every sde;
Plied so deftly and so well,

That ere the shadows of evening fell,
The keel of oak for a noble ship,
Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong,
Was lying ready, and stretched along
The blocks, well placed upon the dip.
Happy, thrice happy, every one

Who ss his labours well begun,

And not perplexed and multiplied,

By idly waiting for time and tide!

And when the hot, long day was o'er,
The young Man at the Master's door
Sat with the maiden calm and still.
And within the porch, alittle more
Removed beyond the evening chill,
The father sat, and told them tales

Of wrecks in the great September gales,
Of pirates upon the Spanish Main,

And ships that never came back again ;
The chance and change of a sailor’s life,
Want and plenty, rest and strife,
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Hisroving fancy, like the wind,

That nothing can stay and nothing can bind ;
And the magic charm of foreign lands,

With shadows of palms, and shining sands,
Wher e the tumbling surf,

O'er the coral reefs of Madagascar,

Washes the feet of the swarthy Lascar,

As he lies alone and adeep on the turf.

And the trembling maiden held her breath
At the tales of that awful, pitiless seq,
With all itsterror and mystery,

Thedim, dark sea, so like unto Death,
That divides, and yet unites, mankind !
And whenever the old man paused, a gleam
From the bowl of his pipe would awhile illume
The silent group in the twilight gloom,
And thoughtful faces, asin a dream;

And for a moment one might mark

What had been hidden by the dark,

That the head of the maiden lay at rest,
Tenderly, on the young man's breast!

Day by day the vessd grew,

W ith timbers fashioned strong and true,
Stemson and keelson and sternson-knee,
Till, framed with perfect symmetry,

A skeleton ship rose up to view !

And around the bows and along the sde
The heavy hammers and mallets plied,

Till after many a week, at length,
Wonderful for form and strength,

Sublime in its enormous bulk,

Loomed aloft the shadowy hulk !

And around it columns of smoke, up wreath i |ng,
Rose from the boiling, bubbling, seething
Caldron, that glowed,

And overflowed

W ith the black tar, heated for the sheathing.
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And amid the damours

Of clattering hammers,

He who lisened heard now and then

The song of the Master and hismen :—

" Build me straight, O worthy Master,
Staunch and strong, a goodly vesd,

That shall laugh at all dissgter,
And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!"

With oaken brace and copper band,

Lay the rudder on the sand,

That, like a thought, should have control,
Over the movement of the whole;

And near it the anchor, whose giant hand
Would reach down and grapple with theland,
And immovegble and fast

Hold the great ship againg the belowingblast 1
And at the bows an image stood,

By a cunning artist carved in wood,

With robes of white, that far behind

Seemed to be fluttering in the wind.

It was not shaped in a dassc mould,

Not like a Nymph or Goddess of old,

Or Naiad rigng from the water,

But moddled from the Magter's daughter !
On many a dreary and misty night,

Twill be seen by the rays of the sgnal light,
Speading along through therain and the dark,
Like a ghog in its snow-white sark,

The pilot of some phantom bark,

Guiding the vessd, in its flight,

By a path none other knows aright!

Behold, at last,t

Each tall and tapering mast

L1 wish to antidpate a crltlesm on thls @
dating, that someimes though nat usudly, ere
launched full rlggedend sparred. | ha/ea/alej

o the exogofion, as beter sited, to my purpases than the
gmed rule but the reede will ethat it is nathe a
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I's swung into its place;
Shrouds and stays
Holding it firm and fast!

Long ago,

In the deer-haunted forests of Maine,
When upon mountain and plain

Lay the snow,

They fell,—those lordly pines!

Those grand, majestic pines !

'"Mid shoutsand cheers

The jaded steers,

Panting beneath the goad,

Dragged down the weary, winding road
Those captive kings so straight and tall,
To be shorn of their streaming hair,
And, naked and bare,

To feel the stress and the strain

Of the wind and the reeling main,
Whose roar

Would remind them for evermore

Of their native forests they should not see again.
And everywhere

The slender, graceful spars

Poise aloft in the air,

And at the mast head,

White, blue, and red,

A flag unrolls the stripes and stars.
Ah! when the wanderer, lonely, friendless,
In foreign harbours shall behold

That flagunrolled,

blunder nor a poetic licence. On this subject a friend in
Portland, Maine, writes me thus.—

‘s In this State, and adso, as | am told, in New York,
ships are sometimes rigged upon the stocks, in order to
sve time, or to make a show. There was a fine, large
ship launched last summer at Ellsworth; fully rigged and
sparred.  Some years ago a ship was launched here, with
ber rigging, spars, sails, and cargo aboard. She sailed the
next day, and - was never heard of again. | hope thiswill
not be the fate of your poem!"
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"Twill be as a friendly hand
Stretched out from his native land,
Filling his heart with memories sweet and endless!

All isfinished ! and at length

Has come the bridal day

Of beauty and of strength.

To-day the vess shall be launched !
With fleecy douds the sky is blanched,
And de the bay,

Slowly, in all his splendours dight,
The great sun rises to behold the sight
The ocean old,

Centuriesold,

Strong as youth, and as uncontrolled,
Pacesregiesstoand fro,

Up and down the sands of gold.

His beating heart is not at rest;

And far and wide,

With ceasdessflow,

" Hisbeard of :xow

Heaves with the heaving of his breast

He waits impatient for his bride.

There she gands,

With her foot upon the sands

Decked with flags and streamers gay,

In honour of her marriage day,

Her snow-white signals, fluttering, blending,
Round her like a veil descending,

Ready to be

The bride of the grey old s

On the deck ancther bride

Is standing by her lover's sde.
Shadows from the flags and shrouds,
lik e the shadows cast by douds,
Broken by many a sunny fleck,

Fall around them on the deck.
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The prayer is said,

The service read,

Thejoyous bridegroom bows his head,
And in tears the good old Master
Shakes the brown hand of his son,
Kisses his daughter's glowing cheek
In silence, for he cannot speak,

And ever faster

Down his own the tears begin to run.
The worthy pastor—

The shepherd of that wandering flock,
That has the ocean for its wold,

That has the vessdl for its fold,
Leaping ever from rock to rock—
Spake, with accents mild and clear,
Words of warning, words of cheer,
But tedious to the bridegroom's ear.
He knew the chart

Of the sailor's heart,

All its pleasures and its griefs,

All itsshallows and rocky reefs,

Al those secret currents, that flow
With such resistless undertow,

And lift and drift, with terrible force,
The will from its moorings and its course.
Therefore he spake, and thus said he:—

" Like unto ships far off at sea,
Outward or homeward bound, are we.
Before, behind, and all around,
Floats and swings the horizon's bound,
Seams at its distant rim to rise
And climb the crystal wall of the skies,
And then again to turn and sink,
Asif we could slide from its outer blink.
Ah! itisnot the seg,
It is not the sea that sinks and shelves,
But ourselves
That rock and rise
With endless and uneasy motion,

VOL. | . B
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Now touching the very skies,

Now sinking into the depths of ocean.

Ah'! if our souls but poise and swing
Likethe compassin its brazen ring,

Ever level, and ever true

Tothetoil and the task we have to do,

We shall sail securely, and safely reach

The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining beach
The sights we see, and the sounds we hear,
Wi ill be those of joy and not of fear !"

Then the Master,

W ith agesture of command,

Waved his hand;

And at the word,

Loud and sudden there was heard,

Al around them and below,

The sound of hammers, blow on blow,
Knocking away the shores and spurs.
And se! shestirs!

She starts—she moves—she seams to feel
The thrill of life along her keel,

And, spurning with her foot the ground,
With oneexulting, joyous bound,

She leaps into the ocean's arms !

And | oi from the assembled crowd
There rose a shout, prolonged and loud,
That to the ocean seemed to say,—
"Take her, O bridegroom, old and grey,
Take her to thy protecting arms,

With all her youth and all her charms!"

How beautiful sheis! How fair

She lies within those arms that press

Her form with many a soft caress

Of tenderness and watchful care !

Sail forth into the seg, O ship!

Through wind and wave, right onward steer!
The moistened eye, thetrembling Up,

Are not the signs of doubt or fear.
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Sail forth into the sea of life,

O gentle, loving, trusting wife,
And safe from all adversity

Upon the bosom of that sea

Tny comingsand thy goingsbe!
For gentleness and love and trust
Prevail d'er angry wave and gust;
And in the wreck of noble lives
Something immortal still survives'!

Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State !

Sail on, O UNION, strone and great!
Humanity, with all its rars,

With all the hopes of future years,

Is hanging breathless on thy fate !

We know what Master laid thy keel,
What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel,
Who made each mast, and sail, and rope,
What anvils rang, what hammers beat,
In what a forge and what a heat

Wer e shaped the anchors of thy hope !

Fear not each sudden sound and shock,
*Tis of the wave and not the rock ;

Tis but the flapping of the sail,

And not a rent made by the gale 1

In spite of rock and tempests roar,

In spite of false lights on the shore,

Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea!

Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee,
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Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears,

Our faith triumphant o'er our fears,
Areall with thee,—are all with thee!

TWILIGHT

T H E twilight issad and cloudy,
The wind blows wild and free,

And like the wings of sea-birds
Flash the white caps of the sea.
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But in the fisherman's cottage
Thereshinesaruddier light,

And alittle face at the window
Peers out into the night.

Closg, doze it is pressd to the window,
Asif thosechildish eyes
Wer e looking into the darkness,
To s ome form arise.

And a woman's waving shadow
I's pasing to and fro,

Now rising to the ceiling,
Now bowing and bending low.

What taledo theroaring ocean, |
And thenight-wind, bleak and wild,
Asthey beat at the crazy casement,
Tell tothat littlechild?

And why do the roaring ocean,
And the night-wind, wild and bleak,
Asthey beat at the heart of the mother,
Drivethecolour from her chesk ?

THE FIRE OF DRIFT-wOOD!

WE sat within the farm-house old,
Whose windows, looking d'er the bay,

Gaveto the sea-bresze, damp and cold,
An easy entrance, night and day.

Not far away we saw the port,—

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town,—
Thelighthouse, the dismantled fort,

The wooden houses quaint and brown.

l&%eied one s by the pot at Devereux Farm,
Marblénead. by by poet
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We sat and talked until the night,
Descending, filled the little room ;
Our faces faded from the sight,
Our voices only broke the gloom.

We spake of many a vanished scene,
Of what we once had thought and said,

Of what had been, and might have been,
And who was changed, and who was dead ;

And all that fillsthe hearts of friends,
When first they feel, with secret pain,
Their lives tlienceforth have separate ends,

And never can be one again ;

Thefirst slight swerving of the heart,
That words are powerless to express,
And leave it still unsaid in part,
Or sy it in too great excess.

The very tones in which we spake

Had something strange, | could but mark;
The leaves of memory seemed to make

A mournful rustling in the dark.

Oft died the words upon our lips,
As suddenly, from out the fire

Built of the wreck of stranded ships,
The flames would leap and then expire.

And, astheir splendour flashed and failed,
We thought of wrecks upon the main,—
Of ships dismasted, that were hailed
Ana sent no answer back again.

The windows, rattling in their frames,—
The ocean, roaring-up the beach,—
The gusty blast —the bickering flames -
Al mingled vaguely in our speech ;
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Until they made themsdves a part
~ Of fanaesfloating through the brain,—
The long-lost ventures of the heart,
That send no answers back again.

O flamesthat glowed ! O hearts that yearned !
They were indeed too much akin,

Thedrift-wood firewithout that burned,
Thethoughts that burned and glowed within.

THE LIGHTHOUSE

T H E rocky ledge runs far into the s,
And on its outer point, some miles away,
The Lighthouse lifts its massve masonry,
A pillar of fireby night, of cloud by day.

. Even at this disance | can e the tides,
Upheaving, break unheard along its base

A gpexhless wrath, that rises and subsdes
In the white lip and tremor of the face

And asthe evening darkens, lo! how bright,
Through the deep purple of the twilight air,

Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light
With grange, unearthly splendour in itsglare!

Not one alone; from each projecting cape
And perilous reef along the ocean’s verge,

Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape,
Holding its lantern o'er the resless surge.

L ik ethe* great giant Christopher, it sands
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave,

Wading far out among the rocks and sands,
Thenight -o'ertaken mariner to save
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And thegreat shipssail outward and return,
Bending and bowing d'er the billowy swells,
And ever joyful, asthey ssit burn,
They wave their silent welcomes and farewells.

The.Iy come forth from the darkness, and their sails
Gleam for a moment only in the blaze,
And eager faces as the light unveils,

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze.

Themariner rememberswhen achild,
On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink;
And when, returning from adventures wild,
He sw it risesagain oe ocean's brink.

Seadfadt, serene, immoveable, the same
Year after year, through all the silent night

Burnson for evermore that quenchless flame,
Shines on that inextinguishable light!

It ssesthe ocean to itsbasom d

The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of peace;
| t ssesthe wild windsllift it in their grasp,

And hold it up, and shake it like a flesce

Thestartled waves leap over it; the sorm
Smitesit with all the scourges of the rain,
And geadily againg its solid form
Press the great shoulders of the hurricane.

The sea-bird wheding round it, with thedin
Of wings and winds and solitary cries,

Blinded and maddened by thelight within,
Dashes himsdlf againg the glare, and dies

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock,
Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove,

It does not near the cry, nor heed the shock,
But hailsthe mariner with words of love.
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"Sail on !" it says "sail on, ye stately shipd!
And with your floating bridge the ocean span;
Be mine to guard this light from all edlipsg,
Be yoursto bring man nearer unto man !"

SIR HUMPHREY GILBERT?

SOUTHWARD with fleet of ice
Sailed the corsair Death ;
Wild and fagt blew the blagt,
And the east-wind was his breath.

His lordly ships of ice
Gligened in the aun ;

On each dde, like pennons wide,
Flashing crystal streamlets run.

Hissails of white ssa-mist
Dripped with silver rain;;

But where he passd there were cast
Leaden shadows o'e the main.

Eastward from Campobdlo
Sir Humphrey Gilbert sailed ;
Three days or more seaward he bore,
Then, alas! the land-wind failed.

1" When the wind abated and the vesds were neer
ough, the Admiral wes sn oonSanélf/ sttmg inthegern,
With o bk i his hand. On the &h ba he wes
s far thelad time, and wes heard the perple o the
Hind to sy, ' We are as near heaven as by
Inthefdlcwlng ni thellgwtsdthesmp suddanly dis
wPEH ein thegtha vessd kept a good look-
htm '(Iur|nq the remainder of the On the
o Sptam arrived, through much tempet and
Pe”l a Famouth. But nothing marewes s o heard of
he Admira."—Bdknap's Amitruan Biography, i. 203,
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Alas! the land-wind failed,
And ice-cold grew the night;

And never more, on sea or shore,
Should Sir Humphrey see the light.

He sat upon the deck,
The Book was in his hand,;

" Do not fear ! Heaven is near,"
He said, "' by water as by land !"

In thefirst watch of the night,
Without a signal's sound,

Out of the sea, mysteriously,
The fleet of Death rose all around.

The moon and the evening star
Were hanging in the shrouds;

Every mast, as it passed,

. Seemed to rake the passing clouds.

They grappled with their prize,
At midnight black and cold !

As of a rock was the shock ;
Heavily the ground-swell rolled.

Southward through day and dark,
They drift in close embrace,

With mist and rain o'er the open main ;

Y et ther e seems no change of place.

Southward, for ever southward,
They drift through dark and day ;

And Itke a dream in the Gulf-stream
Sinking, vanish all away.
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THE SECRET OF THE SEA

AH ! what pleasant visons haunt me
As | gaze upon the sea !

All the old romantic legends.
All my dreams, come hack to me.

Sails of silk and ropes of sen da],
Such as gleam in ancient lore;

And the singing of the sailors,
And the answer from the shore ¢

Most of all, the Spanish ballad
Haunts me oft, and tarrieslong,

Of the noble Count Arnaldos
And the sailor's mystic song.

Like the long waves on a sea-beach,
Wher e the sand as silver shines,

With a soft monotonous cadence,
Flow its unrhymed lyric lines;—

Telling how the Count Arnaldos,*
W ith his hawk upon his hand,

Saw afair and stately galley,
Steering onward to the land ;—

How he heard the ancient helmsman
Chant a song so wild and clear,

That the sailing sea-bird sowly
Poised upon the mast to hear,

Till his soul was full of longing,
And he cried with impulse strong,—
" Helmsman ! for the love of heaven,
Teach me, too, that wondrous song !"'

! See Lockhart's Spanish Ballads.
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" Wouldst thou," so the helmsman answered,
" Learn the secrets of the sea ?

Only those who brave its dangers
Comprehend its mystery !"

In each sail that skims the horizon,
In each landward-blowing breeze,
| behold that stately galley,
Hear those mournful melodies ;

Till my soul is full of longing
For the secret of the sea,

And the heart of the great ocean
Sends a thrilling pulse through me.

THE EVENING STAR

JUST above yon sandy bar,
As the day grows fainter and dimmer,
Lonely and fovely, a single star
Lightsthe air with a dusky glimmer.

Into the ocean faint and far

Falls the trail of its golden splendour,
And the gleam of that single star

Is ever refulgent, soft, and tender.

Chrysaor, rising out of the sea,

Showed thus glorious and thus emulous,
Leaving the arms of Callirrhoe,

For ever tender, soft, and tremulous.

Thus o'er the oeean faint and far

Trailed the gleam of his falchion brightly.
Isit aGod, or isit a star,

That, entranced, | gazed on nightly.
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BY THE FIRESIDE

RESIGNATION

THERE is no flock, however watched and tended,
But one dead lamb isthere!

There is no firesde, howsoeer defended,
But has one vacant chair !

Theair isfull of farewdlsto the dying,
And mournings for the dead ;

The heart of Rachel, for her children crying,
Will not be comforted 1

Let usbe patient! These severe afflictions
Not from the ground arise,

But oftentimes celestial benedictions
Assume this dark disguise

We s but dimly through the migs and vapours;
Amid these earthly damps,

What seam to us but sad, funereal tapers,
May be heaven's distant lamps.

Thereisno death ' What ssams so is transition.
Thislife of mortal breath

I'sbut a suburb of the life elysian,
Whose portal we call Death.

She is not dead,—the child of our affection,—
But gone unto that school

Wher e she no longer needs our poor protection,
And Christ himsdf doth rule.

In that great cloigter's stillness and seclusion,
By guardian angels led,

Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution,
She lives, whom we call dead.
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Day after day we think what sheis doing
I'n those bright realms of air;

Year after year her tender steps pursuing,
Behold her grown more fair.

Thusdo wewalk with her, and keep unbroken
The bond which nature gives,

Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken,
May reach her where she lives.

Not as a child shall we again behald her;
For when with raptureswild

In our embraces we again enfold her,
She will not be a child;

But a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion,
Clothed with celestial grace;

And beautiful with all the soul's expandgon
Shall we behold her face.

And though at times, impetuous with emation
And anguish long suppressd,

The swelling heart heaves moaning like the ocean,
That cannot be at rest,—

We will be patient, and asuage the feding
We may not wholly stay;

By slence sanctifying, not concealing,
The grief that must have way.

THE BUILDERS

AL L are architects of Fate,
Workingin thesewallaof Time;

Some with massve deads and great,
Some with ornaments of rhyme.
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Nothing usdlessis, or low ;
Each thing in its place is best;
And what seems but idle show,
Strengthens and supports the rest.

For the structure that we raise,
Time is with materials filled ;
Our to-days and yesterdays
Are the blocks with which we builpl

Truly shape and fashion these ;
Leave no yawning gaps between;

Think not, Nno man sess,
Such things will remain unseen.

In the elder days of Art,

Builders wrought with greatest care,
Each minute and unseen part;

For the Gods see everywhere.

Let us do our work as well,
Both the unseen and the seen; -
Make the house, where Gods may dwell,
Beautiful, entire, and clean.

Else our lives are incompl ete,
Standing in these walls of Time,

Broken stairways, where the feet
Stumble as they seek to climb.

Build to-day, then, strong and sure,
With afirm and ample basg;
And ascending and secure
Shall to-morrow find its place.

Thus alone can we attain
To those turrets, where the eye
Sees the world as one vast plain,
And one boundless reach of sky.



SAND OF THE DESERT

SAND OF THE DESERT IN AN
HOUR-GLASS

A HANDFUL of red sand, from the hot clime
Of Arab deserts brought,

Within this glass becomes the spy of Time,
The minister of Thought.

How many weary centuries has it been
About those deserts blown !

How many strange vicissitudes has seen,
How many histories known !

Perhaps the camels of the Ishmaelite
Trampled and passed it O'er,

When into Egypt from the patriarch's sight
His favourite son they bore.

Perhaps the feet of Moses, burnt and bare,
Crushed it beneath their tread ;

Or Pharaoh's flashing wheels into the air
Scattered it as they sped;

Or Mary, with the Christ of Nazareth
Held close in her caress,

Whose pilgrimage of hope and love and faith
I1lumed the wilderness;

Or anchorites beneath Engaddi's pams
Pacing the Dead Sea beach,

And singing slow their old Armenian psalms
In half-articulate speech;

Or caravans, that from Bassoras gate
With westward steps depart;

Or Mecca's pilgrims, confident of Fate,
And resolute in heart!

g |
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These have passed over it, or may have passed!
Now in this crystal tower

Imprisoned by some curious hand at last,
It counts the passing hour.

And as | gaze, these narrow walls expand;—
Before my dreamy eye

Stretches the desert with its shifting sand,
Its unimpeded sky.

And borne aloft by the sustaining blast,
Thislittle golden thread

Dilates into a column high and vadt,
A form of fear and dread.

And onward, and across the setting sun,
Across the boundless plain,

The column and its broader shadow run,
Till thought pursuesin vain.

The vison vanishes These walls again
Shut out the lurid sun,

Shut out the hot immeasurable plain,
The half-hour'ssand isrun !

PEGASUS IN POUND

ONCE into a quiet village,
Without haste and without heed,
In the golden prime of morning,
Strayed the poet's winged steed.

It wasAutumn, and incessant
Piped the quails from shocks and sheaves,
And, likeliving coals, the apples '
Burned among the withering leaves.



PEGASUS IN POUND 273

Loud the clamorous bell wasringing
From its belfry gaunt and grim ;
'Twas the daily call for labour,
Not atriumph meant for him.

Not thelesshesavethelandscape,
In itsgleaming vapour veiled ;
Not theless he breathed theodours
That the dying leaves exhaled.

Thus, upon the village common,
By the school-boys he was found ;
And: the wise men, in their wisdom,
Put him straightway into pound.

Then the sombre village crier,
Ringing loud his brazen beli,
Wandered down the street proclaiming
There was an estray to sell.

And the curious country people,
Rich and poor, and young and old,

Came in hagte to see this wondrous
Winged steed, with mane of gold.

Thus the day passed, and the evening
Fell, with vapours cold and dim ;

But it brought no food nor shelter,
Brought no straw nor stall, for him.

Patiently, and still expectant,
Looked he through the wooden bars,
Saw the moon rise o'er the landscape,
Saw thetranquil, patient sars;

Till at length the bell at midnight
Sounded from its dark abode,
And, from out aneighbouring farm-yard,
Loud the cock Alectryon crowed.
VOoL. l. s
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Then, with nostrils wide distended,
Breaking from hisiron chain,
And unfolding far his pinions,
To those stars he soared again.

On the morrow, when the village
Woketo all itstoil and care,

Lo ! the strange steed had departed,
And they knew not when nor where.

But they found, upon the greensward
Wher e his struggling hoofs had trod,

Pureand bright, afountain flowing
From the hoof-marks in the sod.

From that hour, the fount unfailing
Gladdens the whole region round,
Strengthening all who drink its waters,

While it soothes them with its sound.

KING WITLAF'S DRINKING-HORN

WITLAF, a king of the Saxons,
Ere yet hislast he breathed,

To the merry monks of Croyland
Hisdrinking-horn bequeathed,—

That, whenever they sat at their revels,
And drank from the golden bowl,
They might remember the donor,
And breathe a prayer for his soul.

So sat they once at Christmas,
Angd bade the goblet pass;

In their beards the red wine glistened
like dew-drops in the grass.



KING WITLAFS DRINKING-HORN 275

The%/ drank to the soul of Witlaf,

They drank to Christ the Lord,

And to each of the Twelve Apostles
Who had preached his holy word.

They drank to the Saintsand Martyrs
Of the dismal days of yore,

And as soon as the horn was empty
They remembered one Saint more.

And the reader droned from the pulpit,
Like the murmur of many bees,
The legend of good Saint Guthlac,
And St. Badl's homilies;

Till the great bells of the convent,
From their prison in the tower,

Guthlac and Bartholomteus,
Proclaimed the midnight hour.

And the Yule-log cracked in the chimney,
And the Abbot bowed his head,

And the flamelets Aapped and Aickered,
But the Abbot was stark and dead.

Yet still in his pallid fingers
He clutched the golden bowl,

In which, like a pearl dissolving,
Had sunk and dissolved his soul.

But not for this their reves
Thejovial monks forbore,

For they cried, " Fill high the goblet!
We must drink to one Saint more !"
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TEGNER'S DRAPA

| HEARD avoice that cried,

" Balder the Beautiful

|s dead., is dead !"

And through the misty air
Passed like the mournful cry
Of sunward sailing cranes.

| saw the pallid corpse

Of the dead sun

Borne through the Northern sky.
Blasts from Niffelheim

Lifted the sheeted mists

Around him as he passed.

And the voice for ever cried,
" Balder the Beautiful

Is dead, is dead !"

And died away

Through the dreary night,
I'n accents of despair.

Balder the Beautiful,

God of the summer sun.

Fairest of all the Gods f

Light from his forehead beamed*
Runes were upon his tongue,
Ason thewarrior's sword.

All thingsin earth and air
Bound were by magic spell
Never to do him harm ;
Even the plants and stones,
All savethemistletoe.
The sacred mistletoe f
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Hoeder, the blind old God,

Whose feet are shod with silence,
Pierced through that gentle breast
With hissharp spear, by ffaud

M ade of the mistletoe,

The accursed mistletoe 1

They laid him in his ship,
With horse and harness,
Ason afuneral pyre.
Odin placed

A ring upon his finger,
And whispered in his ear.

They launched the burning ship!
I't floated far away

Over the misty sea,

Till like the sun it seemed,
Sinking beneath the waves.
Balder returned no more!

So perish the old Gods t

But out of the sea of Time
Rises a new land of song,
Fairer than the old.

Over its meadows green

W alk the young bards and sing.

Build it again,

O ye bards,

Fairer than before!

Ye fathers of the new race,
Feed upon morning dew,
Sing the new Song of Love !

The law of force is dead !
The law of love prevails!
Thor, thethunderer,

Shall rulethe earth no more,
No more, with threats,
Challenge the meek Christ.
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Sing no more,

O yebardsof the North,
Of Vikingsand of Jaris!
Of the days of Eld
Preserve the freedom only,
Not the deads of blood.

THE SINGERS

GOD sent his Singersupon earth

With songs of sadness and of mirth,
That they might touch the hearts of men,
And bring them back to heaven again.

Thefirst, ayouth, with soul of fire,

Held in bishand a golden lyre;

Through groves he wandered, and by streams,
Playing the musc of our dreams.

The second, with a bearded face,

Stood singing in the market-place,
And stirred with accents degp and loud
The hearts of all the listening crowd.

A grey old man, the third and lagt,
Sang In cathedrals dim and vadt,
Whilethe majestic organ rolled
Contrition from its mouths of gold.

And those who heard the Singers three,
Disputed which the bes might be;

For still their musc seamed to start
Discordant echoes in each heart.

But the great Master said, " | s

No begt in kind, but in degree;

| gave a various gift to each,

To charm, to strengthen, and to teach.
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"These are the three great chords of might,
And he whose ear ia tuned aright

Wi ill hear no discord in the three,

But the most perfect harmony."

SUSPIRIA

TAKE them, O Death ! and hear away
Whatever thou canst call thine own !

Thine image stamped upon this clay,
Doth give thee that, but that alone !

Takethem, O Grave ! and let them lie
Folded upon thy narrow shelves,

As garments by the soul laid by,
And precious only to ourselves !

Takethem, O great Eternity !
Our little life is but a gust,

That bends the branches of thy tree,
And trailsits blossoms in the dust.

THE OPEN WINDOW

T H E old house by the lindens
Stood silent in the shade,
And on the gravelled pathway

The light and shadow played.

| saw the nursery windows
Wide open to the air ;

But the faces of the children,
They were no longer there.



280 BY THE FIRESIDE

Thelarge Newfoundland house-deg
Was standing by the door;

He looked for hislittle playmated
Whowould return nomore.

They walked not under the lindens,
They played not in the hall;

But shadow, and slence, and sadness
Wer e hanging over all.

The birds sang in the branches,
W ith sweset, familiar tone;

But the voices of the children
Will beheard in dreamsalone!

And the boy that walked besde me,
He could not undersand

Why doser in mine, ah ! doser,
| pressad hiswarm, soft hand !

HYMN
FOB MY BROTHER'S ORDINATION

CHRIST to the young man said: " Yet one thing

more;
If thou wouldst perfect be,

Sell all thou hagt and give it to the poor,
And come and follow me!"

Within thistemple Christ again, unseen,
Those sacred words hath said,

And his invisible hands to-day have been
Laid on a young man's head.

And evermore besde him on hisway
The unseen Christ shall move,

That hemay lean upon hisarm and say,
"'Dost thou, dear Lord, approve?"
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Beside him at the marriage feast shall be,
To make the scene more fair;

Beside him in the dark Gethsemane
Of pain and midnight prayer.

O holy trust! O endless sense of rest!
Like the beloved John

To lay his head upon the Saviour's breast,
And thustojourney on !

GASPAR BECERRA

BY his eveningfirethe artist

Pondered der his secret shame ;
Baffled, weary, and disheartened,

Still he mused, and dreamed of fame.

"Twas an image of the Virgin

That had tasked his utmost skill;
But, alas! hisfair ideal

Vanished and escaped him still.

From a distant Eastern island

Had the precious wood been brought;
Day and night the anxious master

At histoil untiring wrought;

Till, discouraged and desponding,
Sat he now in shadows deep,
And the day's humiliation
Found oblivion in deep.

Then avoice cried, ' Rise, O Master ;
~ From the burning brand of oak
Shape the thought that stirs within thee!**
And the startled artist woke,—
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Woke, and from the smoking embers
Seized and quenched the glowing wood ;

And therefrom he carved an image,
And he saw that it was good.

O thou sculptor, painter, poet!
Take this lesson to thy heart:

That is best which lieth nearest;
Shape from that thy work of art.
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T H E old Legenda Aurea, or Golden Legend, Wasor‘i]ginally
written in Latin, in the thirteenth century, by Jacobus
de Voragine, a Dominican friar, who afterwards became
Archbishop of Genoa, and died in 1292, )

He called his book smply Legends of the Saints. The

ithet of Golden was given it by his admirers; for, as

ynkin de Worde says " Like as passth gold in value
all other metals, so thiSlegend exceedeth all other books"
But Edward Leigh, in much digress of mind, calsit " a
book written by a man of a leaden heart for the basnese
of the errours,”that are without wit or reason, and of a
brazen forehead, for his impudent boldnese in reporting
things so fabulous and incredible.”

Thiswork, the great text-book of the legendary lore of
the Middle Ages, was trandated into French in the four-
teenth century by Jean de Vigney, and in the fifteenth
into English by William Caxton. "It haslately been made
more accessble by a new French trandation:” La Ugende
Doree,, traduite’du Latin, par M. G. D. Paris, 1850.
There is a copy of the original, with the Gesta Longo-
ia do rum appended, in the Harvard College Library,
Cambridgerprinted at Strasburg, 149%. The tltle,;g
is wanting; and the volume begins with the Tabula
Legendorum.

| have called this poem the Golden Legend, because
the story upon which it is founded ssams {o me to sur-
pass all other legends in beauty and dgnificance It
exhibits, amid the corruptions of the Middle Ages the
virtue of disnteresedness and  sdf-sacrifice, and the
power of Faith, Hope, and Charity, suffident for all the
exigendies of life and death. The storX istold, and per-
haps invented, by Hartmann von der Aue, a Minnesinger
of the twelfth century. The origina may be found in
Mailath's Altdeutsche Gedichte, with a modern German
vergon. There is another in Marbach's Volksbucher,

No, 32 -
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PROLOGLE

The Spireof Strasburg Cathedral. Night and storm.
LUCIFER, with the Powers of the Air, trying to tear
down theCross.

Lucifer. HASTEN ! hagten !
O ye spirits !
From its station drag the ponderous
Crossof iron, that to mock us
Isuplifted high in air !

Voices. O, we cannot
For around it
All the saints and guardian angds
Throngin legionsto protect it;
They defeat us everywhere!

TheBélls.
Laudo Deum verum!
Plebem voco!
Congregoclerum !

Lucifer. Lower! lower !
Hover downward!
Saize the loud vociferous bells, and
Clashing, clanging, to the pavement
Hur | them from their windy tower.
Voices. All thy thunders
Hereareharmless!
For these bells have been anointed,*
And baptized with holy water !
They defy our utmost power.

TheBdlls.
Defunctos ploro !
Pesem fugo!

, Festa decoro!

! One df the auriaus mediseval riteswas the dhrigening
and anainting of bdls See Appendix.
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Lucifer. Shake the casements !
Break the painted
Panes, that flamewith gold and crimson:
Scatter them like leaves of Autumn,
Swept away before the blast!

Voices. Oh, we cannot ;
The Archangel
Michael flames from every window,
With the sword of firethat drove us
Headlong, out of heaven, aghast!

The Bélls.

Funera plango!
Fulgurafrango !
Sab batapango!

Lucifer. Aim your lightnings !
At the oaken,
Massive, iron-studded portals'!
Sack the house of God, and scatter
Wide the ashes of the dead !

Voices. Oh, we cannot !
TheApostles
And theMartyrs, wrapped in mantles,
Stand as warders at the entrance,
Stand as sentinels o'erhead !

The. Bells.
Excito lentos !
Dissipo ventos !
Paco cruentos !

Lucifer. Baffled ! baffled !
Inefficient.
Craven spirits! leave thislabour
Unto Time, the great Destroyer !
Come away, erenight is gone'!
Voices. Onward ! onward !
With the night-wind,
Over field and farm and forest,
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Lonely homestead, darksome hamlet,
Blighting all we breathe upon !
[They sweep away. Organ and Gregorian Chant,]

Choair,
Nocte surgentes
Vigilemus omnes!

TheCastleof Vautsberg on theRhine. A chamber ina
tower. PRINCE HENRY, sitting alone, ill and rest’
less. Midnight.

PrinceHenry, | cannot degp ! my fervid brain
Calls up the vanished Pagt again,
And throws its misty splendours degp
Into the pallid realms of degp !
A breath from that far-distant shore
Comes freshening ever more and more,
And waftsder intervening ses
Sweet odours from the Hesperides !
A wind, that through the corridor
Just girsthe curtain, and no more,
And, touching the Zalian strings,
Faints with the burden that it brings !
Come back ! ye friendships long departed !
That like o'erflowing streamlets started,
And now are dwindled, one by one,
To gony channds in the sun !
Come back ! ye friends, whose lives are ended,
Come back, with all that light attended,
Which ssmed to darken and decay
When ye arose and went away !
They come, the shapes of joy and woe,
The airy crowds of Tong-ago,
The dreams and fandies known of yore,
That have been, and shall be no more.
They change the cloigters of the night
Into agarden of delight;
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They makethedark and dreary hours
Open and blossom into flowers !

| would not degp ! | loveto be
Again in their air company;

But ereray lips can bid them say,
They pass and vanish quite away !
Alas! our memories may retrace
Each circumstance of time and place,
Season and soene come badk again,
And outward things unchanged remain;
The rest we cannot reinstate;
Oursdves we cannot re-create,

Nor st our soulstothesamekey

Of the remembered harmony !

Rest! ret1 Oh, give merest and !
The thought of life that n€er shall cease
Has something in it like despair,

A weight | am too wesk to bear !

Swester to this afflicted breast

The thought of never-endinff rest!
Swester the undisturbed and desp
Tranquillity of endlessdeep !

[A flash of lightning, out of which LUCIFER appears,
inthegarbof atravelling Physician.]

Lucifer. All hail, PrinceHenry !

Prince Henry (starting). Whoisit gesks ?
Who and what areyou ?
Lucifer. One who ssks

A moment's audience with the Prince.
Prince Henry. When cameyou in ?
Lucifer. A moment since
| found your study door unlocked,
And thought you answered when | knocked.
PrinceHenry. | did not hear you.
Lucifer. You neard thethunder;
It was loud enough to waken the dead.
And it isnot a matter of special wonder
That, when God is walking overhead,
Y ou should not hear my feeble tread.
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Prince Henry. What may your wish or pur-

Lucifer. Nothing or everything, asit pleasss
Your Highness. You behold in me
Only atravelling Physician;
One of the few who have a misson
To cure incurable disases
Or thosethat are called so.

Prince Henry. Canyou bring
Thedead tolife?
Lucifer. Yes; very nearly.

And what isawiser and better thing,

Can keep theliving from ever needing

Such an unnatural, strange proceeding,

B?: showing condus'velg and clearly

That death isa stupid blunder merely,

And not a necessity of our lives.

My being here is accidental;

The storm, that againgt your casament drives,
In thelittle village bdow waylaid me.

And therel heard, with a secret ddlight,

Of your maladies, physical and mental,
Which neither astonished nor dismayed me.
And | hasened thither, though late in the night,
To proffer my aid !

PrinceHenry (ironically). For thisyou came!
Ah, how can 1 ever hope to requite
Thishonour from one so erudite?

Lucifer. The honour ismine, or will bewhen
| have cured your dissese

Prince Henry. ~ But not till then.
Lucifer. What isyour illness ?
Prince Henry. It has no name,

A smouldering, dull, perpetual flame,

Asin akiln, burnsin my veins,

Sending up vapours to the head;

My heart has become a dull lagoon,

Which akind of leprosy drinksand drains;
1 am accounted as one who is dead,

And, indeed, | think | shall be soon.
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Lucifer. And has Gordonius, theDivine,
In hisfamous Lily of Medicine—
| s the book lies open before you,—

No remedy potent enough to restore you ?

PrinceHenry. None whatever !

Lucifer. Thedead are dead,
And their orades dumb, when question&d
Of the new dissases that human life
Evolvesin its progress, rank and rife.
Consult the dead upon thingsthat were,
But the living only on thingsthat are.
Have you done this, by the appliance

And aid of doctors?
Prince Henr%/. Aly, whole schools
Of doctors, with their [earned rules;

But the cae is quite beyond their stience.
Even the doctors of Salern
Send me back word they can discern
No cure for a malady likethis,
Save one which in itsnatureis
Impossble, and cannot be !

Lucifer. That soundsoracular !

Prince Henry. Unendurable!
Lucifer. What istheir remedy ?
Prince Henry. You shall see;

Writin thisscroll isthe mystery.
Lucifer (reading). " Not to be cured, yet not
incurable!
The onlr remedy that remains
Is the blood that flowsfrom a maiden's veins,
Who of her own free will shall die,
And give her life asthe price of yours "
That isthe strangest of all cures,
And one, | think, you will never try;
Theprescription you may Wellc!out by,
As something impossble to An
Beforethe world itself shall end !
And yet who knows? One cannot say
That into some maiden's brain that kind
Of madness will not find its way.

VOL. | . T
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M eanwhile per mit me to recommend,
Asthe matter admits of no delay,
My wonderful Catholicon,
Of very subtile and magical powers
Prince Henry. Purge with your nostrums and
drugsinfernal
The gpoutsand gar goyles of thesetowers,
Not me! My faith is utterly gone
In every power but the Power Supernal!
Pray tell me, of what schodl are you ?
Lucifer, Both of the Old and of the New!
The sthod of Hermes Trismegistus,
Who uttered his orades sublime
Before the Olympiads, in the dew
Of the early dusk and dawn of Time,
Thereign of datdess old Hephaestus !
Asnorthward, from its Nubian springs,
TheNile, for ever new and old,
Among the living and the dead,
Its mighty, mydic stream hasrolled ;
So, starting from its fountain-head
Under the lotusleaves of ISis,
From the dead demigods of €ld,
Through long, unbroken lines of kings
Itsocoursethe sacred art has held,
Unchecked, unchanged by man's devices
Thisart the Arabian Geber taught,
And in alembics, findy wrought,
Distilling herbs and flowers, discovered
The secret that 0 long had hovered
Upon the migty verge of Truth,
The Elixir of Perpetual Youth,
Called Alcohal, in the Arab spea:h
Likehim, thiswondrouslore | teach 1
PrinceHenry. What! an adept?
Lucifer. Nor less, nor more !
Prince Hertry. | am areader of your books,
A lover of that mydic lore!
With auch a piercing glance it looks
Into great Nature's open eye,
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And sseswithin it tremblinglie
Theportrait of the Deity !
And yet, alas! with all my pains,
The scret and the mystery
Have baffled and duded me,
Unseen the grand result remains !
Lucifer (showing a flask). Behold it here! this
littleflask
Contains the wonderful quintessence,
The perfect flower and efflorescence
Of all the knowledge man can ask !
Hold it up thus againg the light!
Prince Henry. How limpid, pure, and crystalline,
How quick, and tremulous, and bright
The little wavdets dance and shine,
Aswereit the Water of Lifein soath !
Lucifer. Itis! It asuages every pain,
Cures all dissasg, and gives again
To the swift delights of youth.
Inhaleits fragrance.
Prince Henry. It is swest.
A thousand different odours mest
And minglein itsrare perfume,
Such as the winds of summer waft
At open windows through a room !
Lucifer. Will you not tagte it?
Prince Henry. W ill onedraught
Suffice?
Lucifer. If not, you can drink more.
Prince Henry. Into this crystal goblet pour
So much as safdy | may drink.
Lucifer (pouring). L et not the quantity alarm you;
You may drink all; it will not harm you.
Prince Henry. | am as onewho ou the brink
Of adark river sandsand sses
The waters flow, the landscape dim
Around him waver, whed, and swim,
And, ere he plunges, sopsto think
Into what whirlpools he may sink;
One moment pausss and no more,
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Then madly plunges from the shore!
Headlong into the mysteries

Of life and death | boldly leap

Nor fear the fateful current's sweep,
Nor what in ambush lurks below !
For death is better than disease !

[An ANGEL with an Aolian harp hoversintheair.]

Angel. Woe! woe! eternal woe!
Not only the whispered prayer
Of love,
But the imprecations of hate,
Reverberate
For ever and ever through the air
Abovel!
This fearful curse
Shekas].c thzedgreat universe! 1 drink
Lucifer (disappearing). Drink ! drink !
Andthy soul shall sm&
Down into the dark abyss,
Into theinfinite abyss,
From which no plummet nor rope
Ever drew up thesilver sand of !
Pr]ince Henry (drinking). Itis like a draught of
irel
Through every vein
| feel again
The fever of youth, the soft desire;
A rapture that is amost pain
Throbsin my heart andfillsmy brain |
Ojoy! Ojoy! | fed
The band of stee!
That so long and heavily has pressed
Upon my breast
Uplifted, and the malediction
Or my éffliction
Is taken from me, and my weary breast
At lengthfindsrest
The Angel. It is but the rest of the fire, from
which the air has been taken 1
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It isbut the rest of the sand, when the hour-glassis
not shaken !
It isbut the rest of thetide between the ebb and
the flow !
It |bs| butlthe rest of the wind between the flaws that
ow !
With fiendish laughter,

Hereafter,
Thisfdseﬁ)h sician
Will mock thee in thy perdition.

Prince Henry. Spesk ! spesk !
Who saysthat 1 amill ?
lamnotill! | am notwesk!
The trance, the swoon, the dream is o'er,
| fed the chill of death ho more !
At length,
| stand renewed in all my strength !
Beneath me | can fed
The great earth stagger and reel,
Asif the feet of a descending God
Upon its surface trod,
And likeapebbleit rolled beneath hisheel!
This, O brave physician! this
Isthy great Palingenesis!
T Drinks ag?ai nj
The Angei. Tou| i the goblet no more!
| t will make thy heart sore
Toitsvery core!
Its perfume is the breath
Of the Angel of Death,
And the light that within it lies
Is the flash of his evil eyes.
Beware! O beware!
For sickness, sorrow, and care
Allarethere!
Prince Henry (sinking back). O thou voice within
my breast!
Why entreat me, why upbraid me,
When the steadfast tongues of truth
Andtheflattering hopesof youth
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Have all deceived me and betrayed me ?

Giveme, give mereg, O, rest!

Golden vigons wave and hover,

Golden vapours, waters streaming,

Landscapes moving, changing, gleaming 1

I am like a happy lover

Whoillumineslife with dreaming!

Brave physcian! Rarephysician'!

Well hag thou fulfilled thy misson.

Hisheadfallson hisbook.]

The AngelJreceding). Alas! alas!

Likea vapour the golden vison

Shall fade and pass

And thou wilt mid in thy heart again

Only the blight of pain,

And bitter, bitter, oitter contrition!

Court-yard of the Castle. HUBERT standing
by the Gateway.

Hubert. How sad the grand old castle looks!
O'erhead, the unmolested rooks
Upon the turret'swindy top
Sit, talking of the farmer'scrop ;
Herein the court-yard springs the grass
So few are now the feet that pass,
The stately peacocks, bolder grown,
Come hopping down the geps of stone,
As if the casle were their own;
And I, the poor old senesthdl,
Haunt, like a ghog, the banquet-hall.
Alas! the merry guets no more
Crowd through the hospitable door;
No gqes with youth and passon shine,
No chesks grow redder than the wine;
No song, no laugh, nojovial din
Of drinking wassail to the pin;*

! The aup wes marked with wooden pegs at fixed dis
tances and it wes usud far each caraus to drink only to
the ned pin or peg, that all might share dlike
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But all isslent, sad, and drear,

And now the only sounds | hear

Ar e the hoarse rooks upon the walls,

And horses gamping in their stalls!
[Ahorn sounds]

What ho! that merry, sudden blast

Reminds me of the days long past!

And, as of old resounding, grate

The heavy hinges of the gate,

And, clatteringloud, with iron clank,

Down goes the sounding bridge of plank,

Asif it were in hase to greet

The pressure of a traveller's feet!

Enter WALTER the Minnesinger.

V\/laJteé. 'How now, my friend ! Thislooks quite
onely!
No banner flying from the walls,
No pages and no snechals
No warders, and one porter only !
Isit you, Hubert?
Hubert, Ah!Mager Walter !
Walter. Alas! how formsand faces alter !
I did not know you. You look older !
Your hair has grown much greyer and thinner,
And you soop alittlein the shoulder !
Hubert. Alack ! | am apoor old sinner,
And, like these towers, begin to moulder;
And you have been absent many a year !
Walter. How isthe Prince ?
Hubert. Heisnot here;
Hehasbemnill: and now has fled.
Walter. Speak it out frankly; say hesdead !
Isitnot 0?
Hubert.  No; if you pleasg
A srange, mysterious dissese
Fell on him with a sudden blight.
Whole hours together he would stand
Upon theterrace, in adream,
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Resting his head upon his hand,

Best pleased when he was mogt alone,
like Saint John Nepomuck in sone,

L ooking down into a stream.

In the Round Tower, night after night,
He sat, and bleared his eyes with bodks,
Until one morning we found him there
Stretched on the floor, as if in a swoon
He had fallen from his chair.

We hardly recognised his sweet looks !

Walter. Poor Prince!

Hubert I think he might have mended;
And he did mend ; but very soon
The Priests came flocking in like rooks,

With all their crodersand their crooks,
And so at lagt the matter ended.

Walter. How did it end ?

Hubert Why, in Saint Rochus
They made him stand and wait his doom ;
And, as if he were condemned to the tomb,
Began to mutter their hocuspocus
First, the Mass for the dead they chanted,
Then three times laid upon his head
A shoveful of churchyard clay,

Saying to him, as he good undaunted,

" Thisisa dgn that thou art dead,
Soin thy heart be penitent!"

And forth from the chape door he went
Into diggrace and banishment,

Clothed in a cloak of hodden grey,

And bearing a wallet, and a bell,

Whose sound should be a perpetual knell
To keep all travellers away.

Walter. O, horriblefate! Outcast, rejected,
As one with pestilence infected !

Hubert. Then was the family tomb unsealed,
And broken'helmet, sword, and shidld,
Buried together, in common wreck,

As is the cusom, when the last
Of any princely house has passd,
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Andthrice, aswith atrumpet-blast,
A herald shouted down the stair
The words of warning and despair,—
" O Hoheneck ! O Hoheneck !"
Wialter. Still in my soul that cry goes on,—
For ever gone ! for ever gone !
Ah, what a cruel sense of loss,
Like ablack shadow, would fall across
The hearts of all, if he should die!
His gracious presence upon earth
Was as a fire upon a hearth ;
As pleasant songs, at morning sung,
The words that dropped from his sweet tongue
Strengthened our hearts ; or, heard at night,
Made all our slumbers soft and light.
Where is he?
Hubert. In the Odenwald.
Some of his tenants, unappalled
By fear of death, or priestly word,—
A holy family, that make
Each meal a Supper of the Lord,—
Have him beneath their watch and ward,
For love of him, and Jesus sake !
Pray you comein. For why should |
With out-door hospitality
My prince's friend thus entertain ?
Walter. | would a moment here remain.
But you, good Hubert, go before,
Fill me a goblet of May-drink,
As aromatic as the May
From which it steals the breath away,
And which he loved so well of yore;
It is of him that | would think.
Y ou shall attend me, when | call,
In the ancestral banquet-hall.
Unseen companions, guests of air,
Y ou cannot wait on, will bethere;
They taste not food, they drink not wine,
But their soft eyes look into mine,
And their lips speak to me, and all
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The vad and shadowy banquet-hall
Isfull of looks and words divine !
[Leaning aver theparapet.]

The day is done; and dowly from the soene
The stooping sun upgathers his spent shafts,
And puts them back into his golden quiver :
Below me in the valley, desp and green
As goblets are, from which In thirsty draughts
Wedrink itswine, the swift and mantling river
Flows on triumphant through these lovely regions,
Etched with the shadows of its sombre mar gent,
And soft, reflected douds of gold and ar gent!
Yes, thereit flows, for ever, broad and still,
As when the vanguard of the Roman legions
First saw it from the top of yonder hill T
How beautiful it is! Fresh fidds of wheat,
Vineyard, and town, and tower with fluttering flag,
The consecrated chalpel on the crag,
And the white hamlet gathered round its basg
Like Mary sitting at her Saviour's fest,
And looking up at his beloved face !
Ofriend ! O test of friendsl Thy absmnce more
Than the impending night darkens the landscape

oer!

A Farm in the Odmwald. A garden; morning;
PRINCE HENRY seated, with a book. ELSIE, at
adistance, gathering flowers.

Prince Henry (reading). One morning, all alone,
Out of his convent of grey stone,
Into the forest older, darker, greyer,
Hislips moving asif in prayer,
His head sunken upon his breast
Asin adream of red,
Walked the Monk Felix. All about
The broad, sweet sunshine lay without,
Filling the ummer air;
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And within the woodlands as he trod,
The twilight was like the Truce of God
With worldly woe and care ;

Under him lay the golden moss ;

And above him the boughs of hoary tfees
Waved and made the sign of the cross,
And whispered their Benedicites;

And from the ground

Rose an odour sweet and fragrant

Of the wild-flowers and the vagrant
Vines that wandered,

Seeking the sunshine, round and round.

These he heeded not, but pondered
On the volume in his hand,

A volume of St. Augustine,
Wherein he read of the unseen
Splendours of God's great town

In the unknown land,

And, with his eyes cast down

In humility, hesaid

'< | believe, O God,

What herein | have read,

But, alas! | do not understand!"
Andlo! he heard

The sudden singing of a bird,

A snow-white bird, that from a cloud
Dropped down,

And among the branches brown
Sat singing

So sweet, and clear, and loud,

It seemed athousand harp-strings ringing.

And the Monk Felix closed his book,
And long, long,

With rapturous look,

He listened to the song,

And hardly breathed or stirred,

Until he saw, as in a vision,

Theland EIysnan

And in the heavenly city heard
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Angelic feet

Fall on the golden flagging of the street
And hewould fain

Have caught the wondrous bird,

But strovein vain ;

For it flew away, away,

Far over hill and dell,

And instead of its sweet singing

He heard the convent bell

Suddenly in the slence ringing

For the service of noonday.

And heretraced

His pathway homeward sadly and in haste.

In the convent there was a change !
He looked for each well-known face,
But the faces were new and strange;
New figures sat in the oaken stalls,
New voices chanted in the choir;

Y et the place was the same place,
The same dusky walls

Of cold, grey stone,

The same cloisters and belfry and spire*
A stranger and alone

Amongthat brotherhood

TheMonk Felix stood.
"Fortyyears" saidaFriar,

" Have | been Prior

Of this convent in the wood,

But for that space

Never have | beheld thy face !"

The heart of the Monk Felix fell:

And he answered, with submissve tone,
" Thismorning, after the hour of Prime,
I left my cell,

And wapdered forth alone,

Listeningall thetime

To the melodious singing

Of a beautiful white bird,
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Until | heard

The hells of the convent ringing
Noon from their noisy towers.

It was as if | dreamed ;

For what to me had seemed
Moments only, had heeii hours!"

" Years," said a voice dose by.

It was an aged monk who spoke,

From a hench of oak

Fastened against the wall;—

He was the oldest monk of all.

For a whole century

Had he been there,

Serving God in prayer,

The meekest and humblest of his creatures.
He remembered well the features

Of Felix, and he said,

Speaking distinct and dow :

"One hundred years ago,

When 1 was a novice in this place,

There was here a monk, full of God's grace,
Who bore the name

Of Felix, and this man must be the same."

And straightway

They brought back to the light of day
A volume old and brown,

A huge tome, bound

In brass and wild-boar's hide,
Wherein were written down

The names of all who had died

In the convent, since it was edified.
And there they found,

Just as the old monk said,

That on a certain day and date,

One hundred years before,

Had gone forth from the convent gate
The Monk Felix, and never more
Had entered that sacred door.
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He had been counted among the dead !
And they knew, at last,

That, such had been the power

Of that celestial and immortal song,

A hundred years had passed,

And had not seemed so long

As asingle hour !

ELSIE comes in with flowers.

Else. Here are flowers for you,
But they are not all for you.

Some of them are for the Virgin
And for Saint Cecilia,

Prince Henry. As thou standest there,
Thou seemest to me like the angel
That brought the immortal robes
To Saint Cecilia's bridal chamber.

Else. But these will fade.

Prince Henry. Themselves will fade,
But not their memory,

And memory has the power

To re-create them from the dust.
They remind me, too,

Of martyred Dorothea,

Who from celestial gardens sent
Flowers as her witnesses

To him who scoffed and doubted.

Else. Do you know the story
Of Christ and the Sultan's daughter?
That is the prettiest legend of them all.

Prince Henry. Then tell it to me.
But first come hither.

Lay the flowers down beside me,
And put both thy hands in mine.
Now tell me the story.

Else. Early in the morning
The Sultan's daughter
Walked in her father's garden,
Gatheringthe bright flowers,

All full of dew,
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Prince Henry. Just as thou hast been doing
This morning, dearest Elsie.

Elsie. And as she gathered them,
She wondered more and more
*Who wes the Master of the Flowers,
And made them grow
Out of the cold, dark earth.

"In my heart," she said,

"l love him ; and for him
Would leave my father's palace
To labour in his garden."

Prince Henry. Dear, innocent child 1
How sweetly thou recallest
The long-forgotten legend,

That in my early childhood

My mother told me!

Upon my brain

It reappears once more,

As a birthmark on the forehead
When a hand suddenly

Islaid upon it, and removed !

Elsie. And at midnight

As she lay upon her bed,

She heard a voice

Call to her from the garden,

And, looking forth from her window,
She saw a beautiful youth

Standing among the flowers.

It was the Lord Jesus ;

And she went down to him,

And opened the door for him ;
And he said to her, " O maiden !
Thou hast thought of me with love,
Andforthy sake

Out of my Father's kingdom
Have | come hither :

| am the Master of the Flowers.
My garden is in Paradise,

And if thou wilt go with me,

Thy bridal garland
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Shall beof bright red flowers."

And then he took from his finger

A golden ring,

And asked the Sultan's daughter

If she would be his bride.

And when she answered him with love,

His wounds began to bleed,

And she said to him,

" O Love! how red thy heart is,

And th%/ hands are full of ross"

" For thy sake" answered he,

" For thy sske ismy heart so red,

For thee | bring these roses

| gathered them at the aross

Whereon | died for thee!

Come, for my Father calls.

Thou art my dected bride !"

And the Sultan's daughter

Followed him to his father's garden.
Prince Henry. Wouldst thou have done o, Elsie ?
Elsie. Yes, very gladly.
Prince Henry. Then the Celestial Bridegroom

Will come for thee also,

Upon thy forehead he will place,

Not his crown of thorns,

But a crown of roses

In the bridal chamber,

Like Saint Cecilia/

Thou shalt hear swest music,

And breathe the fragrance

Of flowers immortal |

Go now and place these flowers

Before her picture.

A room in the Farmhouse. Twilight* URSULA
spinning. GOTTLIEB asleepin hischair.
Ursula. Barker and darker 1 Hardly a glimmer
Of light comes in at the window-pane ;
Or isit my eyesare growing dimmer?
| cannot disentangle this skein,
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Nor wind it rightly upon the reel
Elsie !
Gottlieb (starting). The stopping of thy wheel
Has wakened me out of a pleasant dream.
| thought | was sitting beside a stream,
And heard the grinding of a mill,
When suddenly the wheels stood still,
And avoice cried " Elsie" in my ear !
It startled me, it seemed so near.
Ursula, | was calling her ; | want alight
1 cannot see to spin my flax.
Bring the lamp, Elsie. Dost thou hear ?
Elsie (tcithin). In a moment!
Gottlieb. Where are Bertha and Max ?
Ursula, They are sitting with Elsie at the door.
She istelling them stories of the wood,
And the Wolf, and Little Red Ridinghood.
Gottlieb, And where is the Prince?
Ursula. In his room overhead
| heard him walking across the floor,
As he always does, with a heavy tread.

ELSIE comes in with a lamp. MAX and BERTHA
follow her, and they all sing the Evening Song on
the lighting of the lumps.

EVENING SONG

0 gladsome light

Of the Father Tmmortal,
And of the celestial
Sacred and blessed
Jesus, our Saviour t

Now to the sunset

Again hast thou brought us;
And, seeing the eyening
Twilight, we blessthee,
Praise thee, adore thee!

Father Omnipotent !
Son, the Life-giver!
Spirit, the Comforter !
Worthy at all times
Of worship and wonder!
VOL l. U
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PrinceHenry (at thedoor). Amen'!
Ursula. Who wasit said Amen ?
Elsie. It wasthe Prince: hegood at the door,
And ligened a moment, as we chanted
The evening song.  He is gone again.
| have often seen him there before.
Ursula. Poor Prince!
Gottlieh. I thought the house was haunted!
Poor Prince, alas! and yet as mild
And patient asthe gentlest child !
Max. | love him because he is so good,
And makes me such fine bows and arrows,
To shoat at the robins and the sparrows,
And thered squirrelsin thewood !
Bertha. | lovehim, too!
Gottlieb. Ah,yes! weall
Love him, from the bottom of our hearts;
Hegave usthe farm, the house, and the grange,
gave usthe horses and the carts,
he great oxen in the stall,
Thevmeyard and the forest range!
We have nothing to give him but our love!
Bertha. Did he give us the beautiful stork
above
On the chimney-top, with itslarge, round nes ?
Gottlieb. No, not the stork; by God in heaven,
Asa blessing, the dear, white stork wes given;
But the Prince has given us all the rest.
God blesshim, and make him well again.
Elsie. Would | could do something for his sake,
Something to cure his sorrow and pain !
Gottlieb. That noonecan; neither thou nor I,
Nor any one dse.
Elsie. And must he die?
Ursula. Yes; if thedear God does not take
Pity upon him, in his distress,
And work amiracle1l
Gottlieb. Or unless
Some maiden, of her own accord,
Offersher lifefor that of her lord,
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Andiswillingtodiein his stead.
Elsie. [ will!
Ursula. Prithee, thou foolish child, be still.
Thou shouldst not say what thou dost not mean !
Elsie. | meanittruly!
Max. Oh, father ! this morning,
Down bY the mill, in the ravine,
Hans killed a wolf, the very same
That in the night to the sheepfold came,
And ate up my lamb, that was |eft outside.
Gottlieb, |1 am glad he is dead. It will be a
warning
To the wolves in the forest, far and wide.
Max. And | am going to have his hide i
Bertha. | wonder if this is the wolf that ate
Little Red Ridinghood !
Ursula. Oh, no!
That wolf was killed along while ago.
Come, children, it is growing late.
Max. Ah, how | wish | were a man,
As stout as Hans is, and as strong !
| would do nothing ese, the whole day long,
But just kill wolves.
Gottlieb. Then go to bed,
And grow as fast as a little boy can.
Bertha is half adeep aready.
See how she nods her heavy head,
And her deg)y feet are so unsteady,
She will hardly be able to creep updtairs.
Ursula. Goodnight, my children. Here'sthelight
And do not forget to say your prayers
Before you deep.
Gottlieb. Good night!
Max and Bertha. Good night!
[They go out with EJMB.]
U”R'iﬂj (spinning). She is a strange and wayward
chi

That Elsie of ours.  She looks so old,
And thoughts and fancies weird and wild
Seem of late to have taken hold
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Of her heart, that was once so docile and mild !
Gottlieb. Sheislikeall girls.
Ursula. Ah no, forsooth 1

Unlike all | have ever seen.

For she has visons and strange dreams,

And in all her wordsand ways, she ssems

Much older than sheisin truth.

Who would think her but fifteen ?

And there has been of late such a change !

My heart is heavy with fear and doubt

That she may not live till the year is out

Sheis 0 srange—so srange—so strange !
Gottlieb. | am not troubled with any such fear;

She will live and thrive for many a year.

[ELSIE'S Chamber. Night. ELSIE praying.]

Else. My Redeemer and my Lord,
| besech thee, | entreat thee,
Guide me in each act and word,
That hereafter | may meset thee,
Watching, waiting, hoping, yearning,
With my lamp well trimmed and burning?

Interceding

With these bleeding

Wounds upon thy hands and side,

For all who have lived and erred

Thou hagt suffered, thou hast died,
Scourged, and mocked, and crucified,
And in the grave hast thou been buried !

If my feeble prayer can reach thee,
O my Saviour, | bessech thee,
Even as thou hast died for me,
More sincerey

L et me follow where thou leadest;
Let me, bleeding as thou bleeded,
Die, if dying | may give

Life to one who asks to live,

And more nearly,

Dyingthus, ressmble thee !
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The Chamber of GOTTLIEB and URSULA. Midnight.
ELSIE standing by their bedside weeping.

Gottlieb. Thewind isroaring; therushingrain
Isloud upon roof and window-pane,
Asif the wild Huntsman of Roden stein,
Boding evil to me and mine,
Wereabroad to-night, with hisghostly train!
In the brief lulls of the tempest wild,
The dogs howl in theyard ; and hark !
Some one is sobbing in the dark,
Herein the chamber !
Elsie. Itisl.
Ursula. Elsie, what ailsthee, my poor child ?
Elsie. | am disurbed and much distressed,
In thinking our dear Prince mus die;
| cannot dose mine eyes, nor rest.
Gottlieh. What wouldst thou? In the Power
Divine
His healing lies, not in our own ;
It isin the hand of God alone.
Elsie. Nay, he has put it into mine,
And into my heart!
Gottlieb. Thy wordsarewild !
Urs#'ll%I'What dogt thou mean ? my child! my
child!
Elsie. That for our dear Prince Henry's sake
I will mysdf the offering make,
And give my life to purchase his.
Ursula. Am | still dreaming or awake ?
Thou geakest cardesdy of death,
And yet thou knowest not what it is.
Else. Tisthe cessation of our breath.
Silent and moationless we lie ;
And no one knoweth more than this.
| sw our little Gertrude die;
Sheleft off breathing, and no more.
| smocthed the pillow beneath her head.
She was more beautiful than before.
Like violets faded were her eyes;
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By this we knew that she weas dead.
Through the open window looked the skies
Into the chamber where she lay,

And the wind was like the sound of wings,
As if angds came to bear her away.

Ah ! when | saw and felt these things,
| found it difficult to Say ;

| longed to die, as she had died,

And go forth with her, sde by sde

The Saints are dead, the Martyrs dead,
And Mary, and our Lord ; ana |

Would follow in humility

The way by them illuminéd !

Ursula. My child! my child! thou musgt not
iel

ie!

Elsie. Why should 1 live ? Do | not know
Thelife of woman |sfuII of woe ?
Toillngon and on and on,

With breaking heart and tearful eyes,
And slent lips, and in the soul

The secret longings that arise,

Which this world never satidfies !
Some more, some less, but of thewhole
Not one quite happy, no, not one!

Ursula, it isthe malediction of Eve!

Elsie, In place of it, let me receive
The benediction of M ary, then.

Gottlieb, Ah, woeisme! Ah, woeisme!
Most wretched am | among men !

Ursula. Alas! that | should liveto see
Thy death, bdovied, and to stand
Abovethy grave ! Ah, woethe day !

Elsie, Thou wilt not sseit. | shall lie
Beneath the flowers of another land;

For at Salerno, far away

Over the mountains, over the seq,
It is appointed me to die !

And it will ssam no moretothee

! See Appendix.
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Than if at the village on market-day
I should a little longer stay
Than | am wont.

Urmia. Even as thou sayest!
And how my heart beats when thou stayest!
| cannot rest until my sight
Is satiffied in seding thee.

What, then, if thou wert dead ?

Gottlieb. Ahme!
Of our old eyesthou art the light!
Thejoy of our old heartsart thou !

And wilt thou die?

Ursula. Not now ! not now !

Elsie. Chrigt died for me, and shall not |
Bewilling for my Princeto die ?

You both are silent; you cannot goesk.

Thissaid |, at our Saviour's feadt,

After confesson to the priest,

And even he made no reply.

Does he not warn us all to seek

The happier, better land on high,

Wher eflowersimmortal never wither;

And could he forbid meto go thither ?
G?'m;,etf' In God's own time, my heart's de-

ight!

When he shall call thee, not before !

Elsie. 1 heard him call. When Christ ascended
Triumphantly, from star to star,

He left the gates of heaven gjar.

| had a vison in the night,

And saw him ganding at the door

Of his Father's mansion, vast and splendid,
And beckoning to me from afar.

| cannot day !

Gottlieb. . She gesks almogt
Asif it were the Holy Ghost
Spake through her lips, and in her stead !
What if thiswere of God ?

Ursula. Ah, then
Gainsay dare we not
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Gottlieb. Amen!

Elsie! thewordsthat thou hagt said

Aredrange and new for usto hear,

And fill our hearts with doubt and fear.

Whether it be a dark temptation

Of theEvil One, or God'sinspiration,

Wein our blindness cannot say.

Wemus think upon it, and pray;

For evil and goad it both resembles

If it be of God, hiswill be done!

May he guard us from the Evil One!

How hot thy hand is! how it trembles1

Goto thy bed, and try to deep.

Ursula, Kiss me. Good night; and do not weep.

[ELSIE goes out]

Ah, what an awful thingisthis!

| almogt shuddered at her kiss,

Asif a ghost had touched my cheek,

| am so childish and s weak!

Assoon as | setheearliest grey

Of morning glimmer in theead,

I will go over to the priest,

And hear what the good man hasto say !

Avillagechurch, Awoman kneeling at the Con~
Sessional.

The Parish Priest (from within). Go, sn no
more! Thy penance O'er,
A new and better life begin !
God maketh thee for ever free
From the dominion of thy sn'!
Go, snnomore! Hewilll restore
The peacethat filled thy heart before,
And pardon thineiniquity!
[Thewoman goesout. The Priest comesforth, and
- walksslowly up and down thechurch.]
Oblessed Lorl ! how much | ned
Thy light to guide me on my way !
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So many hands, that, without heed,
Still touch thy wounds, and make them bleed !
So many feet that, day by day,
Still wander from thy fold astray !
Unless thou fill me with thy light,
| cannat lead thy flock aright;
Nor, without thy support, can bear
The burden of s0 great a care,
But am mysdf a casaway !
[A pause]
Theday isdrawingtoitsclose;
And what good deeds, Sncefirst it ros
Have | presented, Lord, to thee,
As offerings of my ministrK ?
What wrong repressed, what right maintained,
What struggle passed, what victory gained,
What good attempted and attained ?
Feeble, at best, ismy endeavour 1
| s but cannat reach, the height
That lies for ever in the light;
And yet for ever, and for ever,
When seeming just within my grasp,
| fed mv feeble hands undasp,
And sink discouraged into night!
For thine own purpose thou hast sent
The grife and the discouragement!
[A pause.
Why gayest thou, Prince of Hoheneck ?
Why keep me pacing to and fro
Amid these aides of sacred gloom,
Counting my footseps as | go,
And marking with each sep atomb ?
Why should the world for thee make room.
And wait thy leisure and thy beck ?
Thou comes in the hope to hear
Some word of comfort and of cheer.
What can | ssy? | cannot give
The counsd to do this and live;
But rather, firmly to deny
The tempter, though his power be strong,

313
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And, inaccessible to wrong,
Still likeamartyr liveand die!
[A pause|]
Theevening air grows dusk and brown;
I must go forth into the town,
To visit beds of pain and death,
Of redless limbs and quivering breath,
And sorrowing hearts, and patient eyes
That s through tears, the sun go down,
But never more shall seit rise
The poor, in body and estate,
The dck and the disconsolate,
Must not on man's convenience wait.
[Goesout.]

Enter LUCIFER, asa Priest,

Lucifer (with agenuflection, mocking). Thisisthe
Black Pater-nogter.
God was my fogter.
He fotered me
Under the book of the Palm-tree?
St Michad was my dame.
Hewas born at Bethlehem,
He was made of flesh and blood.
God send me my right food,
My right food, and sheter too,
That | may to yon kirk go,
To read upon yon swegt book
Which the mighty God of heaven shook.
Open, open, hdl's gates!
Shut, shut, heaven's gates!
Ali the devilsin the air
Thedronger be that hear the Black Prayer!
[Looking roundthechurch,]
What a darksome and dismal place!
| wonder that any man has the face
To call such a hole the House of the Lord,
And the Gate-of Heaven,—vet such is the word.
Ceiling and walls, and windows old,
Covered with cobwebs blackened with mould,;
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Dust on the pulpit, dust on the gtairs,
Dust on the benches and stalls, and chairs'!
The pulpit, from which such ponderous sermons
Have fallen down on the brains of the Ger-

mans,
With about as much real edification
Asif agreat Bible, bound in lead,
Had fallen and struck them on the head ;
And | ought to remember that sensation !
Her e gands the holy-water stoup !
Holy-water it may be to many,
But to me, the veriest Liquor Gehennas !
It samdlls like a filthy fast-day soup !
Near it gands the box for the poor;
With itsiron padlock safe and sure.
| and the priest of the parish know
Whither all these charltiesgo ;
Therefore, to keep up theinstitution,
I will add my little contribution !

[Heputsin money.]

Underneath this mouldering tomb,
With gatue of stone, and scutcheon of brass,
Slumbers a great lord of the village.
All hislife was riot and pillage,
But at length, to excape the threatened doom
Of the everlasting, penal fire,
He died in the dress of a mendicant friar,
And bartered his wealth for a daily mass
But all that afterwards came to pass,
And whether hefindsit dull or pleasant,
Is kept a secret for the present,
At hisown particular desre.

And here, in a corner of thewall,

Shadowy, silent, apart from all,

Wi ith itsawful portal open wide,

And its latticed windows on either side,
And its sep well worn by the bended knees
Of one or two pious centuries,

Stands the village confessional!
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Within it, asan honoured guest,
I will sit me down awhile and rest!
Seatshimse(f in the Confessional.]
Here dtsthe priest; and faint and low,
Like the sighing of an evenin%; breeze,
Comes through these painted lattices
The ceasdess sound or human woe;
Here, while her bosom aches and throbs
With degp and agonizing sobs
That half are passon, half contrition,
The luckless dau%hter of perdition
Slowly confesses her secret shame !
Thetlme the place, the lover's name !
Herethegrlm murderer, with agroan,
From his bruised consdience rolls the stone,
Thinking that thus he can atone
For ravages of sword and flame !
Indeed, | marvel, and marvel greatly,
How a priest can sit here so sedately,
Reading, the whole year out and in,
Naught but the catalogue of sin,
And still keep any faith whatever
In human virtue ! Never ! never!

| cannot repeat a thousandth part

Of the horrors and crimes and sins and woe*
That arise, when with palpitating throes
Thegrave-yard in the numan heart

Gives up its dead, at the voice of the priest,
Asif he were an archangel, at least.

It makes a peculiar atmosphere,

This odour of earthly passons and crimes,
Such as | like to breathe, at times,

And such as often brings me here '

In the hottest and most pestilential season.
To-day | come for ancther reason ;

To foster and ripen an evil thought

In a heart that is aimost to madness wrought,
And to make a murderer out of a prince!

A deight of hand 1 learned long since !
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He comes In the twilight he will not see
The difference between his priest and me 1
In the same net was the mother caught!

PRINCE HENRY, entering and kneeling at the
Confessional.

Remors=ful, penitent, and lowly,
| come to crave, O Father haly,
Thy benediction on my head.

Lucifer. The benediction shall be said
After confesson, not before !
'Tis a God-gped to the parting gued,
Who gands already at the door,
Sandalled with holiness, and dressd
In garments ;r)]ure from earthly stain.
Meanwhile, hast thou searched well thy breast?
Does the same madness fill thy brain ?
Or have thy passon and unrest
Vanished for ever from thy mind ?

Pribrlyced Henry. By the same madnes still made

ind,

By the same passon still possessd,
| come again to the house of prayer,
A man afflicted and distr !
Asin a cloudy atmosgphere,
Throu(?h unseen duices of the air,
A sudden and impetuous wind
Strikes the great forest white with fear,
And every branch, and bough, and spray
Points all its quivering leaves one way,
And meadows of grass, and fields of grain,
And the douds above, and the danting rain,
And smoke from chimneys of the town,
Yield themsdves to it, and bow down,
S0 does this dreadful purpose pres
Onward, with irresistible sress,
And all my thou%hts and faculties,
Struck level by the strength of this,
From their trueinclinationturn,
And all sream forward to Salem !
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Lucifer. Alas! we are but eddies of dust,
Uplifted by the blast, and whirled
Along the highway of the world
A moment only, then to fall
Back to a common level all,
At the subsiding of the gust!

Prince Henry. O holy Father ! pardon in me
The oscillation of a mind
Ungeadfagt, and that cannot find
Its centre of rest and harmony !
For evermore before mine eyes
This ghastly phantom flits and flies,
And asa madman through a crowd
With frantic gestures and wild cries.
It hurries onward, and aloud
Repeats its awful prophecies !
Weaknessiswretchedness! To be strong
Isto be happy ! | am weak,
And cannat find the good 1 sesk,
Because | feel and fear the wrong !

'Lukcjf%r. Be not alarmed! The Church

Ind,

And in her mercy and her meskness
She meds half-way her children's weskness,
Writes their trangressons in the dust!
Though in the Decalogue we find
The mandate written, " Thou shalt not kill!"
Y et ther e are casss when wemust.
In war, for instance, or from scathe
To guard and kesp the one true Faith !
We mugt look at the Decalogue in the light
Of an ancient statute, that was meant
For a mild and general application,
To be undergood with the reservation,
That, in certain ingances, the Right
Must yield to the Expedient!
Thou art a Prince.  If thou shouldst die,
What heartland hopes would prograte lie !
What noble deeds, what fair renown, .
Into the grave with thee go down !
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What acts of valour and courtesy

Remain undone, and die with thee 1

Thou art the last of all thy race 1

With thee a noble name expires,

And vanishes from the earth's face

The glorious memory of thy sires!

Sheisapeasant. In her veins

Flows common and plebeian blood ;

It is such as daily and hourly stains

The dust and the turf of battle plains,

By vassds shed, in a crimson flood,

Without reserve, and without reward,

At the dlightest summons of their lord !

But thine is precious ; the fore-appointed

Blood of kings, of God's anointed [

Moreover, what hes the world in store

For one like her, but tears and toil ?

Daughter of sorrow, serf of the soil,

A pessant's child and a peasant's wife,

And her soul within her sick and sore

With the roughness and barrenness of life .

| marvel not at the heart's recoil

From a fate like this in one so tender,

Nor at its eagerness to surrender

All the wretchedness, want, and woe

That await it in this world below,

For the unutterable splendour

Of the world of rest beyond the skies.

So the Church sanctions the sacrifice :

Therefore inhale this healing balm,

And breathe this fresh life into thine;

Accept the comfort and the calm

She offers, as a gift divine;

Let her fall down and anoint thy feet

With the cintment costly and most sweet

Of her young blood, and thou shalt live.
Prince Henry. And will the righteous Heaven

forgive?
No action, whether foul or fair,
Is ever done, but it leaves somewhere
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A record, written by fingers ghostly,
Asa Messing or a curse, and mostly
In the greater weskness or greater strength
Of the acts which follow it, till at length
The wrongs of ages are redressed,
And thejustice of God made manifest!

Lucifer. In ancient records it is stated
That, whenever an evil deed is done,
Another devil is created
To soourge and tor ment the offending one !
But evil isonly good perverted,
And Lucifer, the Bearer of Light,
But an angel fallen and deserted,
Thrust from his Father's house with a curse
Into the black and endless night

Prince Henry. If justice rules the universe,
From the actions of %)od men
Angels of light should he begotten,
And thus the balance restored again.

Lucifer. Yes; if theworld were not so rotten,
And so given over to the Devil!

Prince Henry. But this deed, isit good or evil ?
Have 1 thine absolution free
Todoit, and without restriction ?

Lucifer. Ay ! and from whatsoever sin
Lieth around it and within
From all crimesin which it may involve thee,
| now release thee and absolve thee !

Prince Henry, Give methy holy benediction.

Lucifer (stretchingforth hishand and muttering).

Maledtctione perpetua
M aledicat vos
Pater eternus!

The ANGEL, with the Aolian harp.

Take heed ! take heed!
Nobleart thouin thy birth,
By the good and the great of earth
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Hast thou been taught!

Be noble in every thought

And in every deed !

Let not theillusion of thy senses
Betray thee to deadly offences.

Be strong! be good | be pure!
Theright only shall endure,

All things else are but false pretences.
| entreat thee, | implore,

Listen no more

To the suggestions of an evil spirit
That even now isthere,
Making the foul seem fair,

And selfishness itself a virtue and a merit.

A room in the Farmhou.se.

Gottlieb. It is decided ! for many days,
And nights as many, we have had
A nameless terror in our breast,
Making us timid, and afraid
Of God, and his mysterious ways !
We have been sorrowful arid sad ;
Much have we suffered, much have prayed
That he would lead us as is best,
And show us what hiswill required.
It is decided ; and we give
Our child, O Prince, that you may live!
Urmia. It is of God. He hasinspired
Thispurposein her; and through pain,
Out of a world of sin and woe,
He takes her to himself again.
The mother's heart resists no longer ;
With the Angel of the Lord in vain
It wrestled, for ho was the stronger.
Gottlieb. As Abmham offered long ago
His son unto the Lord, and even
The everlasting Father in heaven
Gave his, as a lamb unto the slaughter,
Bo do | offer up my daughter.
[URSULA hides her face]
vol i. X
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Else. My lifeislittle,

Only a cup of water,

But pure and limpid.

Takeit, O my Prince!

Let it refresh you,

Let it restore you.

It isgiven willingly,

It isgiven fredy ;

May God bless the gift !
PrinceHenry. And thegiver!
Gottlieb. Amen!

Prince Henry. | acoept it!
Gottlieb. Wher earethechildren ?
Urmia. They are already adeep.
Gottlieb. What if they weredead ?

Inthegarden.

Elsie. | have one thing to ask of you.

Prince Henry. Whatisit?
It isalready granted.

Elsie. Promise me,

When we are gone from here, and on our way
Arejourneying to Salerno, you will not,

By word or deed, endeavour to dissuade me
And turn mefrom my purposg, but remember
That asa pilgrim to the Holy City

Walks unmolested, and with thoughts of pardon
Occupied wholly, so would | approach

The gates of Heaven, in this great jubilee,
With my petition, putting of from me

All thoughts of earth, as shoes from off my feet
Promise methis.

PrinceHenry. Thy wordsfall from tf&y lips
Likeross from the lips of Angelo: and angds
Might stoop to pick them up !

Else. « Will you not promise?

Prince Henry. If ever we depart upon this

journey,
Solong to one or both of us | promise
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Elsie. Shall we not go, then ? Have you lifted me
Into theair, only to hurl me back
Wounded upon the ground ? and offered me
The waters of eternal life, to bid me
Drink the polluted puddles of thisworld ?
Prince Henry. O Elsie! what a leson thou dost
teach me!
The life which is, and that which is to come,
Sugpended hang in such nice equipoisg,
A breath digurbs the balance; and that scale
In which wethrow our hearts preponderates,
And the other, like an empty one, flies up
And is accounted vanity and air !
To me the thought of death isterrible,
Having such hold on life. To theeit is not
So much even as the lifting of a latch ;
Only a gep into the open air
Out of a tent already luminous
With light that shines through its transparent
walls,
O purein heart! from thy sweet dugt shall grow
Lilies, upon whose petals will be written
" AveMaria" in charactersof gold !

A street in Strashurg. Night. PRINCE HENRY
wandering alone, wrappedin a cloak.

Pr}nce Henry. Still is the night. The sound of
ect

Has died away from the empty street;

And like an artisan, bending down

His head on hisanvil, the dark town

Seeps, with a dumber desp and sweset
Semplessand restless, | alone,

In the dusk and damp of these walls of stone,
Wander and wezp in my remor se!
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Crier of theDead (ringing abell).

Wl?ke! r\]/vaks?!

All yethat deep !
Pray for the Dead !
Pray for the Dead !

Prince Henry. Hark ! with what accents loud
and hoarse
This warder on the walls of death
Sends forth the challenge of his hreath !
| s the dead that deep in the grave !
They rise up, and their garment** wave,
Dimly and spectral, as they rise
With the light of another world in their eyes!

Crier of theDead.

V\Il?ke!r¥val§e!

All yethat degp !
Pray for the Dead !
Pray for the Dead !

PrinceoHenry. Why for the dead, who are at
res”

Pray for the living, in whose hreast

The struggle between right and wrong
Israging terrible and strong,

Aswhen good angels war with devils!

This isthe Mager of the Revels,

Who, at Lifés flowing feadt, proposes

The health of absent friends, and pledges,
Not in bright goblets crowned with rosss
And tinkling as we touch their edges,

 But with hisdismal, tinkling bell,

That mocks and mimics their funeral knell)

Crier of theDead.

tike s

All ye that deep!
Pray for the Dead 1
Pray for the Dead !
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Prince Henry. Wake not, beloved ! be thy sleep
Silent as night is, and as deep !
There walks a sentinel at thy gate
Whose heart is heavy and desolate,
And the heavings of whose bosom number
The respirations of thy slumber,
As if some strange, mysterious fate
Had linked two hearts in one, and mine
Went madly wheeling about thine,
Only with wider and wilder sweep !

Crier of the Dead (at a distance).

Wake ! wake!

All ye that sleep !
Pray for the Dead !
Pray for the Dead !

Prince Henry. 10! ! with what depth of blackness
thrown
Against the clouds, far up the skies
The walls of the cathedral rise,
Like a mysterious grove of stone,
With fitful lights and shadows blending,
As from behind, the moon, ascending,
Lightsits dim aisles and paths unknown !
The wind isrising ; but the boughs
Rise not and fall not with the wind
That through their foliage sobs and soughs ;
Only the cloudy rack behind,
Drifting onward, wild and ragged,
Gives to each spire and buttress jagged
A seeming motion undefined.
Below on the square, an armed knight,
Still as a statue and as white,
Sits on his steed, and the moonbeams quiver
Upon the points of his armour bright
As on the ripples of ariver.
He lifts the visor from his cheek,
And beckons, and makes as he would speak.
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Wiaiter {the Minnesinger). Friend! can you tell
me where alight
Thuringia's horsemen for the night ?
For | have lingered in the rear,
And wander vainly up and down.
Prince Henry. | am a stranger in the town,
Asthou art; but the voice | hear
Is not a stranger to mine ear.
Thou art Walter of the Vogelweid !
Walter. Thou hast guesed rightly, and thy name
Is Henry of Hoheneck !

Prince Henry. Ay, the same
WaJ(tjer (embracing him). Comecloser, closer tomy
side!

What brings thee hither? What potent charm
Has drawn thee from thy German farm
Intothe old Alsatian city ?
Prince Henry. A tale of wonder and of pity!
S wretched mg\no(,jyalmogaj by stealth
ragging m to Salern,
In the vain hope and search for health,
And destined never to return.
Already thou hast heard the rest.
But what brings thee, thus armed and dight
In the equipments of a knight ?
Walter. Dost thou not se upon my breast
The cross of the Crusaders shine?
My pathway leads to Paestine.
Prince Henry. Ab, would that way were also mine.
0 noble poet! thou whose heart
Islike a nest of singing-birds
Rocked on the topmost bough of life.
Wilt thou, too, from our sky depart,
And in the clangour of the strife
Minglethe music of thy words?
Walter. My hopes are high, my heart is proud,
And like a trumpet long and loud,
Thither my thoughts all clang and ring!
My lifeisin my hand, and lo!
| grasp and bend it as a bow,



THE GOLDEN LEGEND 327

And shoot forth from itstrembling string
An arrow, that shall be, perchance,
Likethe arrow of the Israelite king
Shot from the window toward the east,
That of the Lord's deliverance !
Prince Henry. My life, alas! is what thou seest
O enviable fate! to be
Strong, beautiful, and armed like thee
With lyreand sword, with song and steel;
A hand to smite, a heart to feel!
Thy heart, thy hand, thy lyre, thy sword,
Thou givest all unto thy Lord ;
While |, so mean and abject grown,
Am thinking of myself alone.
Walter. Be patient: Time will reinstate
Thy health and fortunes.
Prince Henry. 'Tistoo late!
| cannot strive against my fate !
Walter. Come with me; for my steed is weary;
Our journey has been long and dreary.
And, dreaming of his stall, he dints
W ith hisimpatient hoofs the flints.
Prince Henry (aside). | am ashamed, in my dis-
grace,
To look into that noble face !
To-morrow, Walter, let it be.
Walter. To-morrow, at the dawn of day,
| shall again be on my way.
Come with meto the hostelry,
For | have many things to say.
Our journey into I taly
Per chance together we may make;
W ilt thou not do it for my sake?
Prince Henry. A sick man's pace would but impede
Thine eager and impatient speed.
Besides, my pathway leads me round
To Hirschau, in the forest's bound,
Where | assemble man and steed,
And all things for my journey's need.
{They go out.]
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Luqilfler r?‘Iyli_n over the city). Sleep, deep, O city !
till the light

Wakes you to sin and crime again,
Whilst on your dreams, like dismal rain,
| scatter downward through the night
My maledictions dark and deep.

| have more martyrs in your walls
Than God has ; and they cannot sleep;
They are my bondsmen and my thralls;
Thelr wretched lives are full of pain,
Wild agonies of nerve and brain ;

And every heart-beat, every breath,
Isa convulsion worse than death !

Sleep, deep, O city ! though within
The circuit of your walls there lies

No habitation free from sin,

And all its nameless misery ;

The aching heart, the aching head,
Grief for the living and the dead,

And foul corruption of the time,
Disease, distress, and want, and woe,
And crimes, and passions that may grow
Until they ripen into crime !

Square in front of the Cathedral. Easter Sunday,
FRIAR CUTHBERT preaching to the crowd from
pulpit in the open air. PRINCE HENRY and
ELSIE cromhg the square.

Prince Henry. This isthe day when from the dead
Our Lord aoxe ; and everywhere,
Out of their darkness and despair,
Triumphant over fears and foes,
The hearts of his disciples rose;
When to the women, standing near,
The Angel in shining vesture said,
"The Lord isTsen; heis not here!l”
And, mindful that the day is come,
On all the hearths in'Christendom
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Thefiresare quenched, to be

Rekindled from the sun, that high

I's dancing in the doudless sky.

Thechurchesareall decked with flowers,

The salutations among men

Are but the Angd'swordsdivine,

" Christ isarisen " and the bdls

Catch theglad murmur, asit swells,

And chant together in their towers

All heartsareglad ; and freefrom care

The faoes of thedp eople shine.

Seewhat a crowd isin the square,

Gaily and gallantly arrayed f
Elsie. Let usgoback ; | am afraid.
Pr;]nceHenry Nay, let usmount the church-geps

ere,

Under the doorway's sacred shadow

We can s all things, and be freer

From the crowd that madly heaves and ,uresses
Elsie. What a gay pageant! what bright dressss!

It looks like a flower-besprinkled meadow.

What isthat yonder on the square?
PrinceHenry. A pulpit in theopen air,

And a Friar, who is preaching to the crowd

In a voice 0 degp and clear and loud,

That, if welisten, and give heed,

Hislowest words will reach the ear.

Friar Cuthbert (geticulating and cracking a pogiilion's
whip).

What ho! good people! do you not hear?

Dashing along at the top of his gped,

Booted and spurred, on hisjaded steed,

A courier comes with words of cheer.

Courier! what isthenews | pray ?

" Chrigt isarisen I" Whence come you ? " From
Court."

Then 1 donot believeit; you say it in sport

[Crackshiswhipagain.]
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Ah, here comes another, riding thisway;

We soon shall know what he has to say.

Courier! what arethetidingsto-day ?

" Christ isarisen ! * Whence come vou ? " From
Town."

Then | donot beieveit; away with you, clown.

[Crackshiswhipmoreviolently.]

And here comesa third, who is spurring amain.

What news do you bring, with your loose-hanging
rein,

Your sours wet with blood, and your bridle with
foam ?

" Chrigtisarisen!" Whencecomeyou? " From
Rome."

Ah, now | bdieve. Heisrisen, indeed.

Ride on with the news, at the top of your speed!

[Great applauseamong the mowd.]

To come back to my text!*> When the news was
first goread

That Christ was arisen indeed from the dead,

Very great was thejoy of the angds in heaven ;

Ana as great the digoute as to who should carry

Thetidingsthereof totheVirgin Mary,

Pierced to the heart with sorrows sven.

Old father Adam wasfirst to proposg,

As being the author of all our woes;

But he was refused, for fear, said they,

He would stop to eat apples on the way!

Abel came next, but petitioned in vain,

Because he might meet with his brother Cain'!

Noah, too, was refused, lest his weakness for wine

Should delay him at every tavern-sign ;

And John the Baptist could not get a vote,

On account of his old-fashioned, camd's-hair coat;

And the Penitent Thief, who died on the cross

Was reminded that all his bones were broken!

Till at last, when each in turn had spoken,

The company being still at a loss

The Angel, who rqlled away the stone,

S Appendix.
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W as sent to the sepulchre, all alone,

And filled with glory that gloomy prison,

And said to the Virgin," The Lord isarisen!"
[The Cathedral bells ring.]

But hark! the bells are beginning to chime ;

And | feel that 1 am growing hoarse.

I will put an end to my discourse,

And leave the rest for some other time.

For the bellsthemselves are the best of preachers;

Their brazen lips are learned teachers,

From their pulpits of stone, in the upper air,

Sounding aloft, without crack or flaw,

Shriller than trumpets under the Law,

Now a sermon, and now a prayer.

The clangorous hammer is the tongue,

This way, that way, beaten and swung,

That from Mouth of Brass, as from Mouth of Gold,

May be taught the Testaments, New and Old.

And above it the great cross-heam of wood

Representeth the Holy Rood,

Upon which, like the beli, our hopes are hung.

And the wheel wherewith it is swayed and rung

Is the mind of man, that round and round

Sways and maketh the tongue to sound !

And the rope, with its twisted cordage three,

Denoteth the Scriptural Trinity

Of Morals, and Symbols, and History ;

And the upward and downward motions show

That we touch upon matters high and low;

And the constant change and transmutation

Of action and of contemplation,

Downward, the Scripture brought from on high,

Upward, exalted again to the sky ;

Downward, the literal interpretation,

Upward, the Vision and Mystery !

And now, my hearers, to make an end,
| have only one word more to say ;

In the church, in honour of Easter Day,
Wi ill berepresented a Miracle-Play;
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And | hope you will all have the grace to
attend.

Christ bring usat lagt to hisfelicity !
Pax vobiscum ! et Benedicite !

IntheQatliedral.
CHANT.

KyrieEleisou !
Christe Eleison!

Ekie. | am at homeherein my Father's house!
These paintings of the Saints upon the walls
Have all familiar and benignant faces

Pri(g(c)g' Henry. The portraits of the family of

Thine own hereafter shall be placed among them.
Elsie* How very grand it isand wonderful!
Never have | beheld a church so splendid !
Such columns, and such arches, and such win-
dows,
So many tombs and statues in the chapds,
And under them so many confessonals
They mug be for therich. | should not like
To tell my snsin such a church asthis.
Who built it?
Prince Henry. A great masier of his craft,
Erwin von Steinbach ; but not he alone,
For many generations laboured with him.
Children that came to s these Saints in stone,
As day by day out of the blocks they ross
Grew old and died, and still the work went on,
And on, and on, and is not yet completed.
The generation that sucosads our own
Perhaps may finishit. The architect
Built hisgreat heart into these sculptured stones,
And with him toiled hischildren, and their lives
Wer e builded, with hisown, into the walls,
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As offerings unto God. You see that statue
Fixing itsjoyous, but deep-wrinkled eyes
Upon the Pillar of the Angels yonder.
That is the image of the master, carved
By the fair hand of his own child, Sabina.
Else. How beautiful isthe column that he looks
at!
Prince Henry. That, too, she sculptured. At the
base of it
Stand the Evangelists ; above their heads
Four angels blowing upon marble trumpets,
And over them the blessed Christ, surrounded
Bv his attendant ministers, upholding
The instruments of his passion.
Elsie. OmyLord!
Would | could leave behind me upon earth
Some monument to thy glory, sueh as this !
Prince Henry. A greater monument than thisthou
leavest
In thine own life, all purity and love!
See, too, the Rose, above the western portal
Resplendent with a thousand gorgeous colours,
The perfect flower of Gothic loveliness !
Else. And, in the gallery, the long line of
statues,
Christ with his twelve Apostles watching us.

[A BISHOP in armour, hooted and spurred, passeswith
his train.]
Prince Henry. But comeaway ; we have not time
to look.
The crowd already fills the church, and yonder,
Upon a stage, a herald with atrumpet,
Clad like the Angel Gabriel, proclaims
The Mystery that will now be represented.
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THE NATIVITY
A MIRACLE-PLAY *

INTROITUS.

Prceco. Come, good people, all and each
Come and listen to our speech !
In your presence here | stand,
With a trumpet in my band,
To announce the Easter Play,
Which we represent to-day.
First of all we shall rehearse,
In our action and our verse,
The Nativity of our Lord,
Aswritten in the old record
Of the Protevangelion,
So that he who reads may run !

[Blown his trumpet.]

I. HEAVEN.

Mercy (at the feet of God). Have pity, Lord ! he
not afraid
To save mankind, whom thou hast made,
Nor let the souls that were betrayed
Perish eternally !
Justice, It cannot be, it must not be !

1 A singular chapter in the history of the Middle Ages ia
that which gives account of the early Chrigtian Drama, the
Mydteries, Moralities, and Miracle-Plays, which were at first
Pe“formed in churches and afterwards in the dreds on
ixed or movable & For the mog part the Myseries
were founded on thehigtoric portions of the Old and New
Testaments, and the Miracle-Plays on the lives of saints;
a diginction not aways observed, however, for in Mr.
Wright's Early Mysteries and other Latin Poems of the
Twelfth and Thirteenth Centuries, the Resurrection of
Lazarus is called a Miracle, and not a Mysery. The
Moralities were plays, in which the Virtuesand Viceswere
personified.  See Appendix.
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When in the garden placed by thee,
The fruit of the forbidden tree
He ate, and he must die !
Mercy. Have pity, Lord! let penitence

Atone for disobedience,

Nor let the fruit of man's offence

Be endless misery !

Justice. What penitence proportionate
Can €er be felt for sin so great?
Of the forbidden fruit he ate,
And damnéd must he be !
God. He shall be saved, if that within
The bounds of earth one free from sin
Be found, who for his kith and kin
Will suffer martyrdom.
The Four Virtues. Lord! we have searched the
world around,
From centre to the utmost bound,
But no such mortal can be found ;
Despairing, back we come.
Wisdom. No mortal, but a God-made man,

Can ever carry out this plan,

Achieving what none other can,

Salvation unto al !
God. Go, then, O my beloved Son !
It can by thee done be done;
By thee the victory shall be won
O'er Satan and the Fall !

[Here the ANGEL GABHIEL shall leave Paradise and
fly towards the earth; the jaws of Hell open
be[owj and the Devils walk about, making a great
noise.

I'l. MARY AT THE WELL.

Mary. Along the garden walk, and thence
Through the wicket in the garden fence,
| steal with quiet pace,
My pitcher at the well to fill,
That lies so deep and cool and still
In this sequestered place.
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These sycamores keep guard around;
| see no face, | hear no sound,
Save bubblings of the spring,
And my companions, who within
Thethreads of gold and scarlet spin,
And at their labour sing.
The Angel Gabrie. Hail, Virgin Mary, full of
grace!
[Here MARY looketh around her, trembling, and
then saith.]
Mary. Who is it speaketh in this place,
W ith such a gentle voice?
Gabriel. The Lord of heaven iswith thee now !
Blessed among all women thou,
Whoart hisholy choice 1
Mary (setting down the pitcfier). What can this
mean ? No one is near,
And yet such sacred words | hear,
1 almost fear to stay.
[Here the ANGEL, appearing to her, shall say,)
Gabriel. Fear not, 0 Mary ! but believe !
For thou, aVirgin, shalt conceive
A child this very day.
Fear not, O Mary ! from the sky
The Majesty of the Most High
Shall overshadow thee!

Mary. Behold the handmaid of the Lord !
Accordingto thy holy word,
So beit unto me!
[Here the Devils shall again make a great noise
under thestage.]

I'I'l'. THISANGELS OF THE SEVEN PLANETS, BEARING THE
STAR OF BETHLEHEM.

The Angels. The Angels of the Planets Seven,
Across the shining fields of heaven
The natal star we bring!
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Dropping our sevenfold virtues down,
As pricelessjewels in the crown
Of Christ, our new-born King.
Raphael. | am the Angel of the Sun,
Whose flaming wheels began to run
When God's almighty breath
Said to the Darkness and the Night,
Let there be light ! and there was light!
1 bring the gift of Faith.
Gabriel. [ am the Angel of the Moon,
Darkened, to be rekindled soon
Beneath the azure cope !
Nearest to earth, it is my ray
That best illumes the midnight way.
I brln the gift of Hope !
Angel. e Angel of the Star of Love,
The Evenlng Star, that shines above
The place where lovers be,
Above all happy hearths and homes,
On roofs of thatch, or golden domes,
| give him Char|ty
Zobkwhel. The Planet Jupiter is minel
The mightiest star of all that shine,
Except the sun alone !
He is the High Priest of the Dove,
And sends, from his crreat throne above,
Justice, that shall atone !
Michael. The Planet Mercury, whose placs
18 nearest to the sun in space,
Is my allotted sphere!
And with celestial ardour swift
| bear upon my hands the gift
Of heavenly Prudence here !
Uriel. | am the Minister of Mars,
The strongest star among the stars J
My songs of power prelude
The march and battle of man'slife,
And for the suffering and the strife,
ive him Fortitude!
Orifd. The Angel of the uttermost
YOL. 1. : |
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Of all the shining, heavenly host,
From the far-off expanse
Of the Saturnian, endless pace
| bring the lagt, the crowning grace,
The gift of Temperance !
[A sudden light shinesfrom thewindows of
thestablein thevillagebelow.]

IV. THE WISE MEN OF THE EAST

The stable of the Inn. The virGIN and ('HILD. Three

Gipsy Kings, GASPAR, MELCHIOR, and BEUSHAZZAR,
shall comein.

Gaspar. Hail to thee, Jesus of Nazareth !
Though in a manger thou drawest thy breath,
Thou art greater than Lifeand Death,

Greater than Joy or Woe!
This aross upon the line of life
Portendeth struggle, toil, and strife,
And through aregion with peril rife
In darkness shalt thou go'!
Melchior. Hail tothee, King of Jerusalem J
Though humbly born in Bethlehem,
A sceptre and a diadem
Await thy brow and hand !
The sceptre is a smple reed,
The crown will make thy temples bleed,
And in thy hour of greatest need,
Abashed thy aubjects stand !
Belshazzar. Hail to thee, Chrigt of Chris
tendom !
O'er all the earth thy kingdom come!
From distant Trebizond to Rome
Thy name shall men adore!
Peace and good-will among all men,
TheVirgin hasreturned again,
Returned the old Saturnian reign
And Golden Age once more.
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The Child Christ. Jesus, the Son of God, am I,
Born here to suffer and to die
According to the prophec?/,
That other men may live !
The Virgin. And now these clothes, that wrapped
him, take,
And keep them precious, for his ske,
Our benediction thus we make,
Naught ese have we to give.
[ Shegivesthemswaddling-clothes, and they depart.]

V. THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT

[Here shall JosePH comein, leading an ass, on which
are seated MARY and the CHILD ]

Mary. Here will we rest us under these
O'erhanging branches of the trees,

Where robins chant their Litanies,
And canticles of Joy.

Joseph. My saddle-girths have given way
With trudging through the heat to-day ;
Toyou | think it is but play

To ride and hold the boy.

Mary. Hark ! how the robins shout and sing,
Asifto hail their infant King 1
I will alight at yonder spring

To wash his little coat.
Joseph. And | will hobble well the ass,
Lest, being loose upon the %qass
He should escepe ; for, by the mass,
He is nimble as a goat.
"Here mARY shall alight and go to the spring.]
Mary. O Joseph ! 1 am much afraid,
For men are sleeping in the shade;
| fear that we shall be waylaid,
And robbed and beaten sore !

[Hereaband of robbersshall be seen sleeping, two

of whomshall riseand come forward.]
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Dumachus. Cock'ssoul! deliver up your gold!
Joseph. | pray you, Sirs, let go your hold !
You sethat | am weak and old,
Of wealth | have no gore.
Dumachus. Give up your money !
Titus. Prithee ceae
L et these good people go in peace
Dumachus. First let them pay for their release,
And then go on their way.
Titus. These forty groats | give in fee,
If thou wilt only silent he
Mary. May God be merciful to thee
Upon the Judgment Day !
Jesus. When thirty years shall have gone by,
| at Jerusalem shall die,
By Jewish hands exalted high
On the accursed tree.
Then on my right and my left Sde,
These thieves shall bath be crucified,
And Titusthenceforth shall abide
In paradise with me.
[Hereagreat rumour of trumpetsand horses, likethe
noise of a king with hisarmy, and therobbers
shall takeflight.]

VI. THE SLAUGHTER OP THE | NNOCENTS

King Herod. Potz-tausend ! Himmel-sacrament!
Filled am | with great wonderment
At this unwedcome news !
Am | not Herod ? Who shall dare
My crown to take, my sceptre bear,
As king among the Jews!
[Hereheshall strideup and down andflourish
hissword. ]
What ho! | fain wymld drink a can
Of the strong wine of Canaan !
Thewine of Helbon bring,
| purchased at the Fair of Tyre,
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As red as blood, as hot as fire,
And fit for any king !
[Hequaffsgreat gobletsof wine.]
Now at the window will | stand,
Whilein the street the armed band
The little children day :
Thebabejust born in Bethlehem
Will surdly daughtered be with them,
Nor liveancther day !
[Hereavoiceof lamentation shall beheardin
thestreet.]
Rachel. Owicked king! O crue spesd !
To do this mos unrighteous deed !
My children areall dain !
*Herod. Ho, seneschal! another cup !
With wine of Sorek fill it up !
I would a bumper drain !
Rahab. May maledictionsfall and blast
Thyself and lineage, to the last
Of all thy kith and kin !
Herod. Another goblet! quick! and stir
Pomegranatejuiceand dropsof myrrh
And calamustherein !
Soldiers(in thestreet). Give up thy child into our
hands!
It 1B King Herod who commands
That he should thus be dain !
The Nurse Medusa. 0 mongrous men! What
have ye done!
ItisKing Herod's only son
That ye have cléft in twain !
Herod. Ah, luckless day ! What words of fear
Arethesethat smite upon my ear
With such a doleful sound !
What torments rack my heart and head !
Would | weredead ! would | were dead !
And buried intheground !
[Hefallsdown and writhesasthough eaten by worm.
Hell opens, and SATAN and ASTAROTH come farth
anddrag himdown,]
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VII. JESUS AT PLAY WITH HIS SCHOOLMATES

Jesus. The shower isover. Let usplay.
And make some sparrows out of clay,
Down by theriver'sside.
Judas, See, how the stream hes overflowed
Its banks, and o'er the meadow road
Is spreading far and wide !
[They draw water out of the river by channels, and
from little pools, JEsus makes twelve sparrows of
clay, and theother boysdo the same.]
Jesus. Look ! look ! how prettily | make
Theselittle sparrows by the lake
Bend down their necksand drink !
Now will I make them sing and soar
So far, they shall return no more
Untothisriver'sbrink.
Judas. That canst thou not! They are but clay,
They cannot sing, nor fly avay
Above the mesdow lands!
Jesus. Fly, fly! yesparrows! yearefree!
And while you live, remember me,
Who made you with my hands.
[Here Jesus shall clap his hands, and the sparrow
shall fly away, chirruping,]
Judas, Thou art a sorcerer, | know ;
Oft has my mother told me so,
I will not play with thee !
[He strikes Jesus on the right side,]
Jesus, Ah, Judas! thou hast smote my side,
Andwhen | shall be crucified,
There shall | pierced be!
[Here JosepH shall comein and say|]
Joseph, Yewicked boys! Why doyeplay,
And break the holy Sabbath day ?
What, think ye, will your mothers say
To seeyouin such plight!
In such a swesat and suen a heat,
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With all that mud upon your feet!
There's not a beggar in the street
Makes such a sorry sight!

VIIT. THE VILLAGE SCHOOL

The RABBI BEN ISRAEL, with a long beard, sitting
on a high stool, with a rod in his hand.

Rabbi, | am the Habbi Ben |srael,
Throughout this village known full well,
And, as my scholars all will tell,

Learned in things divine;
The Cabala and Talmud hoar
Than all the prophets prize | more,
For water is all Bible lore,

But Mishna is strong wine.

My fame extends from West to East,

And always, at the Purim feast,

| am as drunk as any beast
That wallows in his sty ;

The wine it so elateth me,

That | no difference can se

Between " Accursed Human be !"
And "' Blessed be Mordecai !"

Come hither, Judas Iscariot.

Say, if thy lesson thou hast got
From the Rabbinical Book or not
W hy howl the dogs at night ?

Judas. In the Rabbinical Book, it saith
The dogs howl, when, with icy breath,

Great Sammaél, the Angel of Death,
Takes through the town his flight'

Rabbi. Well, boy ! now say, if thou art wise,
When the Angel of Death, who is full of eyes,
Comes where a sick man dying lies,

What doth he to the wight ?

Judas. He stands beside him, dark and tall,

Holding a sword from which doth fall
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Into hismouth adrop of gall,
And so heturneth white.
Rabbi. And now, my Judas, say to me,
What the great Voices Four may be,
That quite across the world do fleg,
And arenat heard by men ?
Judas. The Voice of the Sun in heaven's dome,
TheVoiceof theMurmuring of Rome,
The Voice of a Soul that goeth home,
And the Angel of the Rain !
Rabbi. Right arethine answers every one!
Now, little Jesus the carpenter's son,
L et us s how thy task is done
Cang thou thy letterssay ?
Jesus. Aieph.
Rabbi. What next! Do not sop yet!
Go on with all the alphabet
Come, Aleph, Beth ; dog thou forget?
Cok's soul! thou'dst rather play!
Jesus. What Aleph means 1 fain would know,
Before | any farther go!
Rabbi. O, by &. Peter ! wouldst thou s0?
Come hither, boy, to me.
Assauréy asthe letter Jod
Oncecried aloud, and spaketo God,
So surdy shalt thou fed thisrod,
Ana punished shalt thou be!
[HereraBBI BEN ISRAEL shall lift up hisrod to strike
JESUs, and hisright arm shall be paralysed.]

IX. CROWNED WITH FLOWERS

JESUs sitting among his playmates, crowned with
fowersastheir King.

Boys. We soread our garments on the ground !
With fragrant flower sthy head iscrowned,
Whilelikeaguard wesand around,

And hail theeasour King!
Thou art the new King of the Jews!
Kor let thepassersby refuse
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To bring that homage which men use
To majesty to bring.
[Here a traveller shall go by, and the boys shall lay
hold of his garments, and say.]
Boys. Come hither ! and all reverence pay
Unto our monarch crowned to-day !
Then go rejoicing on your way,
In all prosperity !
Tramller. Hail to the King of Bethlehem,
Who weareth in his diadem
The yellow crocus for the gem
Of his authority !
[Hepauses by; and otherscomein, bearingon
a litter a sick child.]
Boys. Set down the litter and draw near !
The King of Bethlehem is here!
What ails the child, who seems to fear
That we shall do him harm?
The Bearers. He climbed up to the Robin's nest,
And out there darted, from his rest,
A serpent with a crimson crest,
And Htung him in thearm.
Jesus. Bring him to me, and let me feel
The wounded place ; my touch can heal
The sting of serpents, and can steal
The poison from the bite!
[Hetouchesthe wound, and the boy beginstocry,]
Cease to lament! | can foresee
That thou hereafter known shall be,
Among the men who follow me,
As Simon the Canaanite !

EPILOGUE

In the after part of the day

W ill he represented another play,

Of the passion of our Blessed Lord,
Beginning directly after Nones !

At the close of which we shall accord,
By way of benison and reward,

The sight of a holy Martyr's bones!
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IV

Theroad to Hirschau. PRINCE HENRY and ELSIE,
with their attendants, on horseback.

Elsie. Onward and onward the highway runsto

the distant city, impatiently bearing
Tidings of human joy and disager, of love and of
hate, of doing and daring !

Prince Henry. This life of ours isawild JEdlian
harp of many a joyous strain,

But under them all there runs a loud perpetual
wail, as of souls in pain.

Elsie. Faith alone can interpret life, and the
heart that aches and blesds with the stigma

Of pain, alone bears the likeness of Christ, and
can comprehend its dark enigma. -

Prince Henry. Man is Hfish, and seeketh plea-
aure with little care of what mav betide;

Else why am | travelling here besdethee, a demon
that rides by an angd's 5de?

Elsie. All the hedges are white with dust, and the
great dog under the creaking wain

Hangs his head in the lazy heat, while onward the
horses toil and strain.

Prince Henry. Now they stop at the way-sde inn,
and the waggoner laughs with the landlord's
daughter,

While out of the dripping trough the horses disend
their leathern sdes with water.

Elsie* All through life there are way-9de inns,
where man may refresh his soul with love;

Even the lowes may quench his thirst at rivulets
fed by springs from above

Prince Henry. “Yonder, where riss the aoss of
stone, our journey along the highway ends,

And over the fidds by a bridle path, down into the
broad green valley desoends
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Elate, 1 am not sorry to leave behind the beaten
road with its dust and heat;
The air will be sweeter far, and the turf will be
softer under our horses feet.
[They turn downrgreenlane%d
Elm, Sweet is the air with the buading haws,
and ihe valley, stretching for miles below,
Is white with blossoming cherry-trees, as if jUSt
covered with lightest snow.
Pr|nce Henry. Over our heeds a white cascede is
gleaming against the distant hill;
We cannot hear it, nor e it move, but it hangs
like a banner when winds are still.
Elsie. Damp and cool is this deep ravine, and cool
the sound of the brook by our sde!
What is this castle that rises above us, and lords it
over aland so wide?
Prince Henry. It is the home of the Counts of
Calva; well have 1 known these scenes of old,
Well | remember each tower and turret, remember
the brooklet, the wood, and the wold.
Elsie. Hark ! from thellttlevnlage below usthe
bells of the church are ringing for rain !
Priests and peasants in long processon come forth
and kneel on the arid plain.

Prince Henry. They have not long to wait, for |
e in the south uprising a little cloud,
That before the sun shall be set will cover the sky
above us as with a shroud.

[They passon.]

The Convent of Hirschau in the Black Forest, The
Convent cellar. FRIAR GLAUS comes in with a light
and a basket of empty flagons.

Friar Claus. | aways enter this sacred place
With athoughtful, solemn, and reverent pace,
Pausing long enough on each stair
To breathe an gjaculatory prayer,

And abenediction of the vines
That produce these various sorts of wines !
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For my part, | am well content

That we have got through with the tedious L ent!
Fasting is all very well for those

Who have to contend with invisible foes ;

But 1 am quite sure it does not agree

With a quiet, peaceful man like me,

Who am not of that nervous and meagre kind
That are always distressed in body and mind '
And at times it really does me good

To come down among this brotherhood,
Dwelling for ever under ground,

Silent, contemplative, round and sound ;

Each one old, and brown with mould,

But filled to the lips with the ardour of youth,
With thelatent power and love of truth,

And with virtues fervent and manifold.

| have heard it said, that at Easter-tide,
When buds are swelling on every side,
And the sap begins to move in the vine,
Then in all cellars, far and wide,

The oldest, as well as the newest, wine
Begins to stir itself, and ferment,

With a kind of revolt and discontent

At being so long in darkness pent,

And fain would burst from itsnombretun
To bask on the hill-side in the sun;

As in the bosom of us poor friars,

The tumult of half-subdued desires

For the world that we have left behind
Disturbs at times all peace of mind !

And now that we have lived through L ent,
My duty it is, as often before,

To open awhile the prison-door,

And give these restless spirits vent.

Now here is a cask that stands alone, .
And has stood a hundred years or more,
Its beard of cobwebs, long and hoar,
Trailing and sweeping along the floor,
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Like Barbarossa, who dte in his cave
Taciturn, sombre, sedate, and grave,
Till his beard has grown through the table of
stonel
It is of the quick, and not of the dead !
Initsveinsthe blood ishot and red,
And a heart still bests in those ribs of cak
That time may have tamed, but has not broke.
It comes from Bacharach on the Rhine,
I's one of the three beg kinds of wine,
And cogssomehundred florinstheohm ;
But that | do not consder dear,
When 1 remember that every year
Four butts are snt to the Pope of Rome,
And whenever a goblet thereof | drain,
The old rhyme kegps running in my brain :
At Bacharach on the Rhine,
At Hochheim on the Main,
And at Wirzburg on the Stein,
Grow the three bes kinds of wine!
They are all good wines, and better far
Than those of the Neokar, or those of the Ahr.
In particular, Warzburg well may boast
Of its blessad wine of the Holy Ghogt,
Which of all wines 1 like the mod.
This| shall draw for the Abbat's drinking,
Who ssams to be much of my way of thinking.
[Fillsaflagon.)
Ah ! how the streamlet laughsand sngs!
What a ddicious fragrance sprin
From the degp flagon, while it fills,
As of hyacinths and daffodils !
Between this cask and the Abbat's lips
M any have been the spsand dips;
Many have bean the draughts of wine,
On their way to his, that have sopped at mine;
And many atime my soul has hankered
For a degp draught out of his slver tankard,
When it should have ben busy with other affairs,
Less with its longings and more with its prayers.
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But now there is no such awkward condition,

No danger of death and eternal perdition ;

So heré'sto the Abbot and Brothersall,

Who dwell in this convent of Peter and Paul!

[He drinks]

O cordial ddicious! O soother of pain 1

It flashes like sunshineinto my brain !

A benison rest on the Bishop who sends

Such a fudder of wine as this to his friends.

And now a flagon for such as may ask

A draught from the noble Bacharach cask,

And | will be gone, though | know full well

The celar's a cheerfuller place than the cell.

Behold where he stands, all sound and good,

Brown and old in his oaken hood ;

Silent he seams externally

Asany Carthusian monk may be;

But within, what a spirit of degp unrest!

What a seething and smmering in his breast!

As if the heaving of his great heart

Would burgt his belt of oak apart!

L et me unloose this button of wood,

And quiet alittle his turbulent mood.
[Setsitrunning.]

See ! how its currents gleam and shine,

As if they had caught the purple hues

Of autumn sunsts on the Rhine,

Descending and mingling with the dews;;

Or as if the grapes were stained with the blood

Of the innocent boy, who, some years back,

Wastaken and crucified by the Jews,

In that ancient town of Bacharach ;

Perdition upon those infidel Jews,

In that ancient town of Bacharach !

The beautiful town, that gives us wine

With thefragrant odour of Muscadine!

| should deem'it wrong to let this pas

Without first touching my lips to the glass,

For herein themidgt of the current | stand,

like the stone Pfalz in the midst of the river,
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Taking toll upon either hand,
And much moregrateful to the giver.
[He drinks]

Here, now, isa very inferior kind,

Such as iu any town you may find,

Such as one might imagine would suit

The rascal who drank wine out of a boot.

And, after all, it was not a crime,

For he won thereby Dorf Huffelsheim.

Ajolly old toper ! who at a pull

Could drink a postilion's jack-boot full,

And ask with alaugh, when that was done,

If the fellow had left the other one !

This wine isas good as we can afford

To the friars, who sit at the lower board,

And cannot distinguish bad from good,

And are far better off than if they could,

Being rather the rude disciples of beer,

Than of anything more refined and dear!
[Fills the other flagon and departs,]

The Scriptorium. FHIAR PACIFICUS transcribing
and illuminating.

Friar Pacificus. It is growing dark ! Yet one
line more,
And then my work for to-day is o'er.
| come again to the name of the Lord !
Erel that awful name record,
That is spoken so lightly among men,
L et me pause awhile, and wash my pen;
Pure from blemish and blot must it be
When it writes that word of mystery!

Thus have | laboured on and on,
Nearly through the Gospel of John.
Can it be that from thelips

Of this same gentle Evangelist,

That Christ himself perhaps has kissed,

! See Appendix.
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Came the dread Apocalypse!

It has a very awful look,

As it sands there at the end of the book,
Likethesun in an eclipse.

Ah me! when | think of that vison divine,
Think of writing it, line by line,

| stand in awe of the terrible curse,
Like the trump of doom, in the closing verse.
God forgive me! If ever |

Take aught from the book of that Prophecy,
Lest my part too should be taken away

From the Book of Life on the Judgment Day,

Thisiswell written, though | say it!

| should not be afraid to display it,

In open day, on the sfsame shelf

With the writings of St. Thecla herslf,
Or of Theodosius, who of old

Wrote the Gopes in letters of gold!

That goodly folio standing yonder,
Without a single blot or blunder,

Would not bear away the palm from mine,
I f we should compare them line for line.

There, now, isan initial letter |

Saint Ulric himself never made a better;
Finished down to the leaf and the snail,
Down to the eyes on the peacock's tail!
And now, as 1 turn the volume over,
And see what lies between cover and coverj
What treasures of art these pages hold,
All ablaze with crimson and gold,

God forgive me! | seem to feel

A certain satisfaction steal

Into my heart, and into my brain,

Asif my talent had not lain

Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain.
Yes, T might almost say to the Lord,
Hereis 0 copy of thy Word,

Written out with much toil and pain;
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Takeit, O Lord, and let it be
As something | have done for thee!
[He looksfrom the urindow.]
How sweet the air is! How fair the scene!
| wish | had as lovely a green
To paint my landscapes and my leaves!
How the swallows twitter under the eaves|
There, now, ther9 is one in her nest;
| can just catch a glimpse of her head and
breast,
And will sketch her thus in her quiet nook,
For the margin of my Gospel book.
[He makes a .sketch,]
| can see no more. Through the valley yonder
A shower is passing ; 1 hear the thunder
Mutter its curses in the air,
The Devil's own and only prayer!
The dusty road is brown with rain,
And, speeding on with might and main,
Hitherward rides a gallant train.
They do not parley, they cannot wait,
But hurry in at the convent-gate.
What a fair lady ! and beside her
What a handsome, graceful, noble rider!
Now she gives him her hand to alight;
They will beg shelter for the night.
I will go down to the corridor,
And try to see that face once more ;
I't will do for the face of some beautiful Saint,
Or for one of the Maries | shall paint.
[Goes out,]

The Cloisters.  The ABBOT ERNESTUS pacing
to and fro.

Abbot Slowly, slowly up the wall
Steals the sunshine, steals the shade;
Evening damps begin to fall,
Evening shadows are displayed.
Round me, o'er me, everywhere,
Allthe sky isgrand with clouds,
VOL. I . z
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And athwart the evening air
Wheel the swallows home in crowds
Shafts of sunshine from the west
Paint the dusky windows red ;
Darker shadows, deper redt,
Underneath and overhead.
Darker, darker, and more wan,
In my breag the shadows fall;
Upward geals the life of man,
Asthe sunshine from the wall.
From thewall into the sky,
From the roof along the spire;
Ah, the souls of those that die
Are but sunbeams lifted higher.

Enter PHINCE HENRY.
PrinceHenry. Chrigt isarisen !

Abbot. Amen ! heisarisen 1
His peace be with you !
Prince Henry. Hereit reignsfor ever.

The peace of God, that passsth under standing,
Reigns in these cloisters and these corridors.
Areyou Ernestus, Abbot of the Convent?

Abbot. | am.

Prince Henry. And 1 Prince Henry of Hoheneck,
Who crave your hospitality to-night.

Abbgltl. You are thrice wdcome to our humble

walls.

You do ushonour; and we shall requiteit,
| fear, but poorly, entertalnlngyou
With al eggs, and our poor convent wine,
The remnants of our Easter halidays.

Prince Henry. How faresit with the holy monks

of Hirschau ?
Areall thingswell with them ?
Abbot. All thingsarewell.
Prlnce Henry. A noble convent! | have known
it long

Kthereportoftravellers | now s
eir commendationslag behind thetruth.
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You lie herein the valley of the Nagold

Asin anest: and the still river, gliding

Alongits bed, islike an admonition

How all things pass Your lands are rich and
ample,

And your revenues large.  God's benediction

Redts on your convent.

Abbot. By our charities
Wedrivetomeritit. Our Lord and Master,
When he departed, left us in hiswill,

As our best legacy on earth, the poor !
These we have always with us; had we not,
Our heartswould grow as hard as are these gones

Prince Henry. If | remember right, the Counts

of Calva
Founded your convent.

Abbot. Even asyou say.

Prince Henry. And, if | err not, it isvery old.

Abbot, Within thexe doigerslie already buried
Twelve holy Abbots  Underneath the flags
On which we gtand, the Abbot William lies,

Of blessed memory.

Prince Henry. And whose tomb isthat
Which bears the brass escutcheon?

Abbot, A benefactor's,
Conrad, a Count of Calva, he who sood
Godfather to our bdls.

Prince Henry, Your monksarelearned
And holy men, | trust.
Abbot. Thereareamong them

Learned and holy men. Yet in thisage

We nead another Hildebrand, to shake

And purify uslike a mighty wind.

The world is wicked, and sometimes | wonder
God does not lose his patience with it wholly,
And shatter it like glasss Even here, at times,
Within these walls, where all should be at peace,
| have my trials. Timehaslaid his hand

Upon my heart, gently, not smiting it,

But asa harper lays his open palm
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Upon hisharp, to deaden itsvibrations.
Ashes are on my head, and on my lips
Sackclath, and in my breast a heaviness
And weariness of life, that makes me ready
To sy to the dead Abbots under us,
' Make room for me!" Only 1 se the dusk
Of evenlgtwilight coming, and have not
Completed half my task ; and so at times
The thought of my shortcomings in thislife
Falls like a shadow on the life to come
Prince Henry. We mus all die, and not the old
alone;
The young have no exemption from that doom.
Abbot. iAh, yes! the young may die, but the old
must!
That isthe difference.
Prince Henry. | have heard much laud
Of your transcribers.  Your Scriptorium
I's famous among all, your manuscripts
Praised for their beauty and their excdlence.
Abbot. That isindeed our boad. If you desre it,
You shall behold these treasures And meanwhile
Shall the Refectorarius betow
Your horses and attendants for the night.
[Theygoin. The Vesper-bell rings]

TheChapel. Vespers; after which themonksretire, a
chorister leadingan old monk whoisblind.

Prince Henry. They are all gone, save one who
lingers,

Absorbed in desp and silent prayer.
Asif his heart could find no rest,
At times he beats his heaving breast
With denched and convulsve fingers,
Then liftsthem tremblingin theair.
A choriger, with golden hair,
Guides hitherward his heavy pace
Can it beso ? Or doesmy sight
Deceive mein the uncertain light ?
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Ahno! 1 recognise that face,
Thoug? time has touched it in his flight,
And changed the auburn hair to white.
It is Count Hugo of the Rhine,
The deadliest foe of all our race,
And hateful unto me and mine!
TheBlind Monk. Whoisit that doth sand so near,
Hiswhispered words 1 almost hear ?
PrinceHenry. | am Prince Henry of Hoheneck,
And you, Count Hugo of the Rhine!
I know you, and | e the sar,
Thebrand uPon your forehead, shine
And redden like a baleful star !
The Blind Monk, Count Hugo once, but now the

wreck
Of what | was O Hoheneck !
The passonate will, the pride, thewrath
That bore me headlong on my path,
Stumbled and staggered into fear,
And failed mein my mad career,
As atired seed some evil-doer,
Alone upon a desolate moor,
Bewildered, lost, deserted, blind,
And hearing loud and dose behind
The o'ertaking steps of his pursuer.
Then suddenly from the dark there came
A voicethat called me by my name,
And said to me, " Kneel down and pray !"
And so my terror passd away,
Passd utterly away for ever.
Contrition, penitence, remorse,
Came on me with overwheming force;
A hope a longing, an endeavour,
By days of penance and nights of prayer,
To frustrate and defeat despair !
Calm, deep, and till isnow my heart,
With tranquil watersoverflowed ;
A lake whose unsan fountains start,
Wher e once the hot volcano glowed.
And you, 0 Prince of Hoheneck !
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Have known mein that earlier time,

A man of violence and crime,

Whose passons brooked no curb nor check.

Behold me now, in gentler mood,

One of this holy brother hood.

Give me your hand; here let me kneel;

Make your reproaches sharp as stedl;

Spurn me, and smite me on each cheek;

No violence can harm the meek,

There is no wound Christ cannot heal!

es; lift your princely hand, and take
Revenge, If 'tisrevenge you see ;
Then pardon me, for Jeus sake !
Prince Henry. Arise, Count Hugo! let there be

No further strife nor enmity

Between ustwain ; we both have erred !

Too rash in act, too wroth in word,

From the beglnnlng have we sood

In fierce, deflant attitude,

Each thoughtless of the other's right,

And each réliant on his might.

But now our soulsare more subdued ;

The haud of God, and not in vain,

Has touched us with the fire of pain.

L et uskned down, and dde by sde

Pray, till our souls are purified,

Ana pardon will not be denied !
[Theykneel ]

TheRgfectory. Gaudiolum of Monksat midnight,
LUCIFER disguised asa Friar.

Friar Paul (sings).

Ave! color vini dari,

Dulcis potus, non a mari,

Tuanosinebriari
Digneris potentia!

Friar Cuthbet. Not so much noise my worthy
fréres,
You'll disturb the Abbot at his prayers.
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Friar Paul {sings).

O ! quam placens in colore !

O ! quam fragrans in odore !

O! quam sapidum in ore!
DulcelingusB vinculum !

Friar Guthbert. | should think your tongue had
broken its chain !

Friar Paul (sings).
Felix venter quern intrabis'!
Felix guttur quod rigabis !
Felix os quod tu lavabis'!
Et beata labia !

Friar Guthbert. Peace ! | say, peace !
Will you never cease ?
Y ou will rouse up the Abbot, I tell you again !
Friar John. No danger! to-night he will let us
alone,
As | happen to know he has guests of his own.
Friar Guthbert. Who are they ?
Friar John. A German Prince and his train,
Who arrived here just before the rain.
There is with him a damsel fair to see,
As slender and graceful as a reed !
When she alighted from her steed,
It seemed like a blossom blown from a tree.
Friar Guthbert. None of your pale-faced girls for
me!
None of your damsels of high degree !
Friar John. Come, old fellow, drink down to your

But do not drink any further, | beg!
Friar Paul (sings).

In the days of gold,
Thedays of old,
Crozier of wood
And bishop of gold !
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Friar ICuthbert. What an infernal racket and
riot!
Can you not drink your winein quiet?
Why fill the convent with such scandals,
Asif we were so many drunken Vandas ?

Friar Paul (continues).

Now we have changed
That law so good,
Tocrozier of gold
And bishop of wood !

Friar Cuthbert. Well, then, since you are in the
mood
To give your noisy humours vent,
Sing and how! to your heart's content!

Chorus of Monks.

Funde vinum, funde!
Tanquam si tit fluminis undae
Nee quadras wide,

Sed fundas semper abuude!

Friar John. What is the name of yonder friar,
With an eye that glows like a cod of fire,
And such a black mess of tangled hair?
Friar Paul. Hewho issitting there,
With a rollicking,
Devil may care,
Free and easy look and air,
Asif he were used to such feasting and frolicking?
Friar John. The same.
Friar Paul. He's a stranger. Y ou had better ask
his name,
And where he is going, and whence he came.
Friar John. Hallo! Sir Friar!
Friar Paul. You must raise your voice a little
higher ;
He does not seem to hear what you say.
Now, try again! Heislooking thisway.
Friar John. Hallo! Sir Friar,
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Wewish to inquire
Whence you came, and where you are going,
And anything d<e that is worth the knowing.
So be 0 good as to open your head.
Lucifer. | am a Frenchman born and bred,
Going ou a pilgrimage to Rome.
My home
I's the convent of &. Gildas de Rhuys,
Of which, very like, you never have heard.
Monks, Never aword !
Lucifer. You must know, then, it is in the
diocee
Called the Diocese of Valines,
In the province of Brittany.
From the grey rocks of Morbihan
It overlooks the angr
The very ssashore where,
lu his great despair,
Abbot Abelard walked to and fro,
Filling the night with woe,
And wailing aloud to the merciless sas
The name of his sweet Heloise'!
Whilst overhead
The convent windows gleamed as red
Asthe fiery eyes of the monks within,
Who with jovial din
Gave themsdlves up to nil kinds of sn !
Ha! that isa convent! that isan abbey!
Over the doors
None of your death-heads carved in wood,
None of your Saints looking pious and good,
None of your Patriarchs old and shabby !
But the heads and tusks of boars,
And the cdls
Hung all round with thefells
Of the fallow-deer.
And then what cheer!
What jolly, fat friars,
Sitting round thegreat, roaring fires,
Roaring louder than they,
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With their strong wines,
And their concubines,
And never abeli,
With its swagger and swell,
Callingdyou up with astart of affright
In the dead of night,
To snd you grumbling down dark stairs,
To mumble your prayers.
But the cheery crow
Of cocks in the yard below,
After daybreak, an hour or s,
And the barking of degp-mouthed hounds,
Thesearethe sounds
That, ingead of bells, salute the ear.
And then all day
Up and away
Through the forest, hunting the deer !
Ah, my friends! I'm afraid that here
You are a little too pious alittle too tame,
And the more is the shame.
Tisthe greatest folly
Not to bejolly;
That'swhat | think !
Come, drink, drink,
Drink, and die game!
Monks, And your Abbot What's-hishame ?
Lucifer, Abdard.
Monks, Did hedrink hard ?
Lucifer. Oh, no! Not he!
Hewasadry old fellow,
Without juice enough to get thoroughly mellow.
There he sood,
Lowering at usin sullen mood,
Asif he had come into Brittany
Just to reform our brotherhood !
[Aroar of'laughter.]
But you e
It would never do'!
For some of us knew a thing or two,
In the Abbey of St Gildas de Rhuys'!
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For ingance the great ado
With old Fulberf sniece,
The young and lovely Heloise !
Friar John. Stop there, if you please,
Till we drink to the fair Heloise.
AU (drinking and shouting). Heloise! Heloise!

[The Chapel-bell talls.]

Lucifer (starting). What is that bell for? Are
you such asses
Asto kegp up the fashion of midnight masses ?
Friar Outhbert. It is only a poor, unfortunate
brother, ’
Who is gifted with mogt miraculous powers
Of getting up at all sorts of hours,
And, by way of penance and Christian meskness,
Of cregping silently out of his cell,
Totakeapull at that hideous bell;
So that all the monks who are Iying awake
May murmur some kind of prayer for his sake,
And adapted to his peculiar weakness!
Friar John, From frailty and fall—
All. Good Lord, deliver usall!
Friar Outhbert. And before the bell for matins
sounds,
He takes lantern, and goes the rounds,
Flashing it into our despy eyes
Merely tosy it istimeto arise
But enough of that. Go on, if you please
With your story about St. Gildasde Rhuys.
Luctfer. Well, it finally came to pas
That, half in fun and half in malice,
One Sunday at Mass
We put some poison into the chalice.
But, either by accident or design,
Peter Abdlard kept aw
From the chapd that day,
And a poor young friar, who in his gead
Drank the sacramental wine, .
Fell on the geps of the altar, dead !
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But look ! do you s at the window there
That face, with a look of grief and despair,
That ghastly face, as of onein pain ?
Monks. Who? where?
Lucifer. As| spoke, it vanished away again.
Friar Outhbert. It isthat nefarious
Sebald the Refectorarius.
That fdlow is always playing the scout,
Creeping and pesping and prowling about;
And then he regales
The abbot with scandalous tales.
Lucifer. A gy in the convent? One of the
brothers
Telling scandalous tales of the others ?
Out upon him, the lazy loon !
| would put a sop to that pretty soon,
In away he should rue it
Monks. How shall wedoit?
-jMcifer. Do you, Brother Paul,
Creep under the window dose to the wall,
And open it suddenly when | call.
Then sbze the villain by the hair,
And hold him there,
And punish him soundly, once for all.
Friar Cuthbert. As St Dungtan of old,
Wearetold,
Once caught the Devil by the nose!
Lucifer. Ha! ha! that story isvery clever,
But has no foundation whatsoever.
Quick ! for 1 see his face again
Glaring in at the window-pane;
Now! now! and do not gpare your blows

[FRIAR PAUL opensthe window suddenly, and seizes
SIEBALD. They beat him.]

Friar Siebald. Help ! help! are you going to
day me?

Friar Paul. That will teach you again to betray me!

Friar Siebald. Mercy ! mercy!
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Friar Paul (shouting and beating).

Kumpas bellorum lorum,
Vin confer amorum
Morum verorum rorum
Tu plena polorum !

Lucifer. Who gands in the doorway yonder,
Stretching out his trembling hand,
Just as Abelard used to stand,
The flash of his keen, black eyes
Forerunning the thunder?
The Monks (in confusion). The Abbot! the Abbot 1
Friar Cuthbert. And what is the wonder!
He seems to have taken you by surprise.
Friar Francis. Hide the great flagon
From the eyes of the dragon !
Friar Cuthbert. Pull the brown hood over your
facel
Thiswill bring usinto disgrace!
Abbot. What means this revel and carouse?
Is this a tavern and drinking house ?
Are you Christian monks, or heathen devils,
To pollute this convent with your revels?
Were Peter Damian still upon earth,
To be shocked by such ungodly mirth,
He would write your names, with pen of gall,
In his Book of Gomorrah, one and all !
Away, you drunkards ! to your cells,
And pray till you hear the matin-bells ;
You, Brother Francis, and you, Brother Paul!
And as a penance mark esch prayer
With the scourg%e upon your shoulders bare;
Nothing atones for such a sin
But the blood that follows the discipline.
And you, Brother Cuthbert, come with me
Alone into the sacristy ;
Y ou, who should be a guide to your brothers,
And are ten times worse than all the others,
For you I've A draught that has long been brewing,
You shall do a penance worth the doing !
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Away to your prayers, then, oneand al | !
| wonder the very convent wall
Does not crumble and crush youinitsfall!

The neighbouring Nunnery, The ABBESS IRMINQARD
sitting with ELSIE in the moonlight,

Irmingard. The night is silent, the wind is still,
The moon is looking from yonder hi
Down upon convent, and grove, and garden ;
The clouds have away from her face,
L eaving behind them no sorrowful trace,
Only the tender and quiet grace
Of one whose heart has been hedled with pardon t
Andsuch am|. My soul within
Was dark with passon and soiled with sin.
But now its wounds are healed again ;
Gone are the anguish, the terror, and pain;
For across the desolate land of woe,
O'er whose burning sands 1 wes forced to go,
A wind from heaven began to blow ;
And all my being trembled and shook,
As the leaves of the tree, or the grass of thefield,
And | wes healed, as the sick are healed,
When fanned by the leaves of the Holy Book !
Asthou sittest in the moonlight there,
Itsfclory flooding thy golden hair,
And the only darkness that which lies
In the haunted chambers of thine eyes,
| feel my soul drawn unto thee,
Strangely, and strongly, and more and more,
Asto onel have known and loved before;
For every soul is akin to me
That dwellsin the land of mystery!
| am the Lady Irmingard,
Born of a noble race and name !
Many awandering Suabian bard,
Whose life was dreary, and bleak, and hard,
Has found through me the way to fame.
Brief and bright were those days, and the night
Which followed was full of a lurid light.
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Love, that of every woman's heart

W ill have the whole, and not a part,
That isto her, in Nature's plan,

M or e than ambition isto man,

Her light, her life, her very breath,
With no alternative but death,

Found me a maiden soft and young,
Just from the convent's cloistered schooal,
And seated on my lowly stool,
Attentive while the minstrels sung,
Gallant, graceful, gentle, tall,

Fairest, noblest, bes of all,

Was Walter of the Vogelweid ;

And, whatsoever may betide,

Still I think of him with pride!

His song was of the summer-time,

The very birds sang in his rhyme;;
Thesunshine, theddiciousair,

The fragrance of the flowers were there;
And | grew restless as | heard,

Restless and buoyant as a bird,

Down soft, aérial currents sailing,

O'er blossomed orchards, and fields in bloom,
And through the momentary gloom

Of shadows o'er the landscape trailing,
Yielding and borne 1 knew not where,
But feeling resistance unavailing.

And thus, unnoticed and apart,

And more by accident than choice,

| listened to that single voice

Until the chambers of my heart
Wer e filled with it by night and day.
One night,—it Mas a night in May,—
Within the garden, unawares,

Under the blossoms in the gloom,

| heard it utter my own name

With protestations and wild prayers;
And it rang through me and became
Like the archangel’'s trump of doom,
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Which the soul hears, and must obey;
And mine arose as from a tomb.

My former life now seemed to me
Such as hereafter death may be,
When in the great Eternity

We shall awake and find it day.

It was a dream and would not stay ;

A dream, that in a single night

Faded and vanished out of sight.

My father's anger followed fast

This passion, as a freshening blast
Seeks out and fans the fire, whose rage
It may increase, but not assuage.

And he exclaimed : " No wandering bard
Shall win thy hand, O Irmingard !

For which Prince Henry of Hoheneck
By message and | etter sues."

Gently, but firmly, | replied :

"Henry of Hoheneck | discard !

Never the hand of Irmingard

Shall lie in his as the hand of a bride !"
This said |, Walter, for thy sake ;

This said I, for | could not choose.
After a pause my father spake

In that cold and deliberate tone

Which turns the hearer into stone,
And seems itself the act to be

That follows with such dread certainty :
" This, or the cloister and the veil!"
No other words than these he said.

But they were like a funeral wail;

My life was ended, my heart was dead.

That night from the castle-gate went down,
With silent, slow, and stedithy pace,

Two shadows, mounted on shadowy steeds,
Taking the narrow path that leads

Into the forest dense and brown.
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In the leafy darkness of the place,

One could not distinguish form nor face,
Only abulk without a shape,

A darker shadow in the shade ;

One scarce could it moved or stayed.
Thus it was we made our escape !

A foaming brook, with many abound,
Followed us like a playful hound ;

Then leaped before us, and in the hollow,
Paused, and waited for us to follow,

And seemed impatient, and afraid,

That our tardy flight should be betrayed
By the sound our horses hoof-beats made.

And when we reached the plain below,
We paused a moment and drew rein
To look back at the castle again ;
And we saw the windows all aglow
With lights, that were passing to and fro;
Our hearts with terror ceased to beat;
The brook crept silent to our feet;
We knew what most we feared to know.
Then suddenly horns began to blow ;
And we heard a shout, and a heavy tramp,
And our horses snorted in the dam|
Night air of the meadows greeu and wide,
And in amoment, side by side,
So close, they must have seemed but one,
The shadows across the moonlight run,
And another came, and swept behind,
L ike the shadow of clouds before the wind!
How | remember that breathless flight
Across the moors, in the summer night!
How under our feet the long, white road
Backward like a river flowed,
Sweeping with it fences and hedges ;
Whil'st farther away, and overhead,
Paler than |, with fear and dread,
The moon fled with us, as we fled
Along the forest'sjagged edges! .

VOL.I. 2 A

309
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All this| can remember well;

But of what afterwards befell

I nothing farther can recall

Than a blind, desperate, headlong fall;
Therest isa blank and darkness all.

When | awoke out of this swoon,

The sun was shining, not the moon,

M aking a cross upon the wall

W ith the bars of my windows narrow and tall;
And | prayed to it as| had been wont to pray,
From early childhood, day by day,

Each morning, asin bed | lay !

| was lying again in my own room!

And | thanked God, in my fever and pain,
That those shadows on the midnight plain
Were gone, and could not come again !

| struggled no longer with my doom !

This happened many years ago.

| left my father's home to come
LikeCatherineto her martyrdom,
For blindly | esteemed it s0.

And when | heard the convent-door
Behind me close, to ope no more,

| felt it smite me like a blow.
Through all my limbs a shudder ran,
And on my bruistd spirit fell

The dampness of my narrow cell,
Asnight air on a wounded man,
Givingintolerablepain.

But now a better life began.

| felt the agony decrease

By dow degrees, then wholly cease,
Endingin perfect rest and peace 1

It was not apathy, nor dulness,

That weighed and pressed upon my brain,
But the same passon | had given

To earth before, now turned to heaven
With all its overflowing fulness.
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Alas! the world is full of peril!

The ﬁalh that runs through the fairest meads,
On the sunniest side of the valley, leads
Into aregion bleak and sterile!

Alike in the high-born and the lowly,

The will is feeble, and passion strong.

We cannot sever right from wrong;

Some falsehood mingleswith all truth;
Nor is it strange the heart of youth

Should waver and comprehend but slowly
The things that are holy and unholy.

But in this sacred and calm retreat,

We are all well and safely shielded

From winds that blow, and waves that beat,
From the cold, and rain, and blighting heat,
To which the strongest hearts have yielded.
Here we stand as the Virgins Seven,

For our celestial bridegroom yearning;
Our hearts are lamps for ever burning,
With asteady and unwavering flame,
Pointing upward, for ever the same,
Steadily upward, toward the Heaven !

The moon is hidden behind a cloud ;

A sudden darkness fills the room,

And thy deep eyes, amid the gloom,

Shine like jewels in a shroud.

On the leaves is a sound of falling rain;

A bird, awakened in its nest,

Gives afaint twitter of unrest,

Then smaooths its plumes and deeps again.
No other sounds than these | hear ;

The hour of midnight must be near.

Thou art o'erspent with the day's fatigue
Of riding many a dusty league;

Sink, then, gently, to thy slumber;

Me so many cares encumber,

So many ghosts, and forms of fright,

Have started from their graves to-night,
They have driven degp from mine eyes away:
I will go down to the chapel and pray.
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Vv
A covered bridgeat Lucerne.

Prince Henry. God's blessing ou the architects
who build
The bridges oer swift rivers and abysses
Before impassable to human fest,
No less than on the builders of cathedrals,
Whose massve walls are bridges thrown across
Thedark and terrible abyss of Death.
W ell has the name of Pontifex been given
Unto the Church's head, as the chief builder
And architect of the invisible bridge
That leads from earth to heaven.
Elsie. How dark it grows!
What are these paintings on the walls around us?
Prince Henry, The Dance Macaber !
Elsie. What?
Prince Henry. The Dance of Death.
All that goto and fro must look upon it,
Mindful of what they shall be, while beneath,
Among the wooden piles, the turbulent river
Rushes impetuous as theriver of life,
W ith dimpling eddies, ever green and bright,
Save where the Hhedow of this bridge fallson it.
Elsie. Oh, yes! | s=it now !
Prince Henry. Thegrim muscian
Leads all men through the mazes of that dance,
To different sounds in different measures moving;
Sometimes he plays a lute, sometimes a drum,
To tempt or terrify.
Else. - What isthispicture?
PrinceHenry. It isayoung man singingto anun,
Who kneds at her devations, but in kneeling
Turnsrouhd to look at him ; and Death, meanwhile,
I's putting out the candles on the altar!
Elsie. Ah, what a pity 'tisthat she should listen
Unto such songs, when in her orisons
She might have heard in heaven the angds singing |
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Prince Henry. Here he has stolen a jester's cap

and bells,

. :nd dances with the Queen.

Else A foolishjest 1

Prince Henry. And here the heart of the new-

wedded wite,

Coming from church with her beloved lord,

He startles with the rattle of his drum.

Elsie. Ah, thatissad ! And yet perhaps 'tis best
That she should die, with all the sunshine on her,
And all the benedictions of the morning,

Before this affluence of golden light

Shall fade into a cold and clouded grey,

Then into darkness!

Prince Henry. Under it iswritten,

" Nothing but death shall separate thee and me !"
Elsie. And what is this that follows close upon it?
Prince Henry. Death, playing on a dulcimer.

Behind him,

A ﬁ)oor old woman, with a rosary,

Follows the sound, and seams to wish her feet

Were swifter to o'ertake him.  Underneath,

Theinscription reads, " Better is Death than Life."
Elsie. Better is Death than Lifel Ah,yes! To

thousands

Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings

That song of consolation, till the air

Rings with it, and they cannot choose but follow

Whither he leads. And not the old alone,

But the young aso hear it, and are still.
PrinceHenry. Yes, intheir sadder moments. Tis

the sound

Of their own hearts they hear, half full of tears,

Which are like crystal cups, half filledwith water,

Responding to the pressure of a finger

With music sweet and low and melancholy.

Let usgo forward, and no longer stay

In this great picture-gallery of Death.

| hateit! ay, the very thought of it!

Elsie. Why isit hateful to you ?
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Prince Henry. For the reason
That life, and all that spesks of life, is lovely,
And death, and all that spesks of death, is hateful

Elsie. The grave itself is but a covered bridge,
Leading from light tolight, through abrief darkness!

PrinceHenry (emergingfromthebridge). 1 breathe

again more freely! Ah, how pleasant
To come once more into the light of day,
Out of that shadow of death ! To hear again
The hoof-beats of our horses on firm ground,
And not upon those hallow planks, resounding
With a sepulchral echo, like the dods
On ooffins in a churchyard ! Yonder lies
The Lake of the Four Forest-Towns, appareled
In light, and lingering, like a village maiden,
Hid in the basom of her native mountains,
Then pouring all her life into another's,
Changing her name and being! Overhead,
Shaking hiscloudy tressssloosein air,
Rises Pilatus, with his windy pines.

[Theypasson.]

The Devifs Bridge. PRINCE HENRY and ELSIE
crossing, with attendants.

Guide. This bridge is called the Devil's Bridge.
With a sngle arch, from ridge to ridge,
It leaps acrosstheterrible chaam
Yawning beneath us, black and desp,
Asif, in some convulsive paam,

The summits of the hills had cracked,

And made a road for the cataract,

That raves and rages down the steep!
Lucifer (under thebridge). Ha! hal
Guide. Never any bridge but this

Could stand across the wild abyss ;

All theredt, of wood or stone,

By the Devil's hand were overthrown.

He toppled crags from the precipice,

And whatsoeer was built by day
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In the night was swept away;
None could gand but this alone.
Lucifer {under thebridge). Ha! ha!
Guide, | showed you in the valley a boulder
Marked with theimprint of his shoulder;
As he was bearing it up this way,
A peasant, passng, cried, " Heir Je!"
And the Devil dropped it in hisfright,
And vanished suddenly out of sight!
Lucifer {under thebridge). Ha! ha!
Guide. Abbot Giraldus of Einsiedd,
For pilgrims on their way to Rome,
Built this at last, with a Sngle arch,
Under which, on its endless march,
Runstheriver, white with foam,
Like athread through the eye of a neadle.
And the Devil promised to let it stand,
Under compact and condition
That the firg living thing which crossed
Should be surrendered into his hand,
And be beyond redemption logt.
Lucifer (under thebridge). Ha! ha! perdition!
Guide. At length, the bridge being all completed,
The Abbot, sanding at its head,
Threw across it a loaf of bread,
Which a hungry dog sprang after,
And the rocks re-echoed with pesls of laughter
To se the Devil thus defeated!
[Theypasson.]
Lucifer (under thebridge). Hal ha! defeated!
For journeys and for crimes like this
| let the bridge sand der the abyss|

TheSt. Gothard Pass,

Prince Henry, This is the highes point Two
ways therivers
L eap down to different seas and asthey roll
Grow desp and still, and their majegtic pressnce
Becomes a benefaction to the towns
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They visit, wandering silently among them,
Like patriarchs old among their shining tents.
Elsie. How bleak and bare it is! Nothing but
mossEs
Grow on these rocks.
Prince Henry, Y et are they not forgotten;
Beneficent Nature snds the migs to feed them.
Elsie, See yonder little cloud, that, borne aloft
So tenderly by the wind, floats fas away
Ove the snowy peaks It ssamsto me
The body of . Catherine, borne by angds 1
Prince Henry. Thou art &. Catherine, and in-
visble angds
Bear thee aoross these chaams and precipices,
Lest thou shouldst dash thy feet againg a stone'!
Elsie, Would | were borne unto my grave, as she

was
Upon angelic shoulderss  Even now
| ssam uplifted by them, light asair!
What sound isthat ?

Prince Henry. Thetumbling avalanched!

Elsie. How awful, yet how beautiful!

Prince Henry. Thexsare
The voicss of the mountainsl  Thus they ope
Their snowy lips, and pesk unto each ather,

In the primeval language, lost to man.

Elsie, What land is this that sreads itself be-

neath us?

PrinceHenry, Italy! Italy!

Else. Land of the Madonna!
How beautiful itis! It ssamsagarden
Of Paradise!

Prince Henry, Nay, of Gethsemane
To thee and me, of passon and of prayer !

Yet once of Paradise  Long years ago

| wandered as a youth among its bowers,
And never from my heart has faded quite
Itsmemory, that, like a summer sunsg,
Encircleswith* aring of purplelight

All the horizon of my youth'!
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Guide. O friends!
The days are short, the way before us long;
We must not linger, if we think to reach
The inn at Belinzona before vespers!

[They passon. ]
At the foot of the Alps. A halt under the trees at
noon.
Prince Henry. Herelet us pause a moment in the

trembling
Shadow and sunshine of the road-side trees,
And, our tired horses in a group assembling,
Inhale long draughts of this delicious breeze.
Our fleeter steeds have distanced our attendants;
They lag behind us with a slower pace;
We will await them under the green pendants
Of the great willows in this shady place.
Ho, Barbarossa! how thy mottled haunches
Sweat with this canter over hill and glade !
Stand still, and let these overhanging branches
Fan thy hot sdes and comfort thee with shade !
Elsie. Whatadelightful landscape spreads before us.
Marked with awhitewashed cottage here and there 1
And, in luxuriant garlands drooping o'er us,
Blossoms of grape-vines scent the sunny air.
Prince Henry. Hark! what sweet sounds are
those, whose accents holy
Fill the warm noon with music sad and sweet ?
Elsie. Itisaband of pilgrims moving slowly
On their long journey, with uncovered feet

Pilgrims {chanting the Hymn of S. Hildebert).
Mereceptet Si onilia,
Sion David, urbstranquilla,
Cujus faber auctor lucis,
Cujus porteelignum crucis,
Cujus claves lingua Petri,
Cujus cives semper laeti,
Cuius muri lapisvivus,
Cufus custos Rex festivus !
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Lucifer (asaFriar intheprocession). Heream I,
too, in the pious band,
In the garb of a barefooted Carmelite dressad !
The soles of my feet are as hard and tanned
As the consdence of old Pope Hildebrand,
The Holy Satan, who made the wives
Of the bishops lead such shameful lives.
All day long | beat my bread,
And chant with a mog particular zes
The Latin hymns, which | understand
Quiteaswdl, | think, asthered.
And at night such lodging in barns and sheds,
Such a hurly-burly in country inns,
Such a clatter of tongues in empty heads,
Such a helter-skelter of prayers and singl
Of all the contrivances of the time
For sowing broadcast the ssads of crime,
There is none 0 pleasing to me and mine
As a pilgrimage to some far-off shrine !
Prince Henry. If from the outward man we judge
the inner,
And deanliness is godliness, | fear
A hopdess reprobate, a hardened sinner,
Must bethat Carmelite now passng near.
Lucifer. Thereismy German Princeagain,
Thusfar on hisjourney to Sai era,
And thelove-sick girl, whose heated brain
I's sowing the cloud to reap therain ;
But it'salong road that hasnoturn !
L et them quietly hold their way,
| have ds a part in the play.
But first | must act to my heart's content
Thismummery and thismerriment,
And drive this motley flock of shesp
Into the fold, where drink and deegp
Thejolly old friars of Benevent.
Of atruth, it often provokes meto laugh
To see these beggars hobble along,
Lamed and maimed, and fed upon chaff,
Chanting their wonderful piff and paff,
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And, to make up for not understanding the song,
Singing it fiercely, and wild, and strong !
Were it not for m%/ magic garters and staff,
And the goblets of goodly wine | quaff,
And the mischief | make in the idle throng,
I should not continue the business long.
Pilgrims (chanting).

In hie urbe, lux solennis,

Ver agternum, pax perennis ;

In hac odor implens csdos,

In h&c semper festum melos !

Prince Henry. Do you observe that monk among
the train,
Who pours from his great throat the roaring bass,
As a cathedral spout pours out the rain,
And this way turns his rubicund, round face?
Elsie. It Is the same who, on the Strasburg

square,
Preached to the people in the open air.
Prince Henry. And he has crossed o'er mountain,
field, and fell
On that good steed, that seems to bear him well,
The hackney of the Friars of Orders Grey,
His own stout legs! He, too, was in the play,
Both as King Herod and Ben Israel.
Good morrow, Friar!

Friar Outhbert. Good morrow, noble Sir !
Prince Henry, | speek in Germau, for, unless |
err,

“You are a German.

Friar Outhbert. | cannot gainsay you.

But by what instinct, or what secret sidqn,

Meeting me here, do you straightway divine

That northward of the Alps my country lies? .
Prince Henry. Y our accent, like St. Peter's, would

betray you,

Did not your yellow beard and your blue eyes.

Moreover, we have seen your face before,

And heard you preach at the Cathedral door
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On Eagter Sunday, in the Strasburg square.
We were among the crowd that gathered there,
And saw you play the Rabbi with great skill,
Asif, by leaning e so many years

Towalk with littlechildren, your own will
Had caught a childish attitude from theirs,

A kind of sooping in its form and gait,

And could no longer stand erect and straight.
Whence come you now ?

Friar Cuthbert. From the old monagtery
Of Hirschau, in the forest; being sent .
Upon a p||gr|mage to Benevent
To = the image of the Virgin Mary,

That moves its holy eyes and sometimes spesks,
And lets the piteous tears run down its chesks,
To touch the hearts of the impenitent.

Prince Henry. 0,had | faith,as in the days gone by,
That knew no doubt, and feared no mysery !

Lucifer (at a distance). Ho, Cuthbert) Friar

Cuthbert!

Friar Cuthbert. Farewell, Prince!
| cannot gay to argue and convince.

Prlinchenry. This is indead the blesssd Mary's

and,
Virgin and Mother of our dear Redeemer!
All hearts are touched and softened at her name;
Alike the bandit, with the bloody hand,
The priegt, the prince, the scholar, and the peasant.
The man of deeds the visonary dreamer,
Pay homage to her as one ever present!
And even as children, who have much offended
A too indulgent father, in great shame,
Penitent, and yet not daring unattended
To go into his presence, at the gate
Soeak with their dgter, and confiding wait
Till she goes in before and intercedes,
So men, repenting of their evil deeds
And yet not venturing rashly to draw near
With their requests an angry Father's ear,
Offer to her their prayers and their confesson,
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And she for them in heaven makes intercession.
And if our Faith had given us nothing more
Than this example of all womanhood,
So mild, somerciful, so strong, so good,
So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure,
This were enough to prove it higher and truer
Than all the creeds the world had known before.
Pilgrims (chanting a/ar off).
Urbs codestis, urbs beata,
Supra petram collocata,
Urbs in portu sdis tu to
De longinquo te saluto,
Te saluto te suspiro,
Te affecto, te requiro !

Thelnnat Genoa. A terrhace overlooking the sea.
Night.

Prince Henry. Jt is the seg, it is the seq,
In all its vague immensity,
Fading and darkening in the distance !
Silent, majestical, and slow,
The white ships haunt it to and fro,
With all their ghostly sails unfurled,
As phantoms from another world
Haunt the dim confines of existence !
But ah ! how few can comprehend
Their signals, or to what good end
From land to land they come and go?
Upon a ssa more vast and dark
The spirits of the dead embark,
Al voyaging to unknown coasts.
We wave our farewells from the shore,
And they depart, and come no more,
Or come as phantoms and as ghosts.
Above the darksome sea of death
Looms the great life that is to be,
A land of cloud and mystery,
A dim mirage, with shapes of men
Long dead, and paseed beyond our ken.
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Awe-struck, we gaze, and hold our breath
Till the fair pageant vanisheth,
L eaving usin per plexity,
And doubtful whether It has bean
A vison of the world unseen,
Or abright image of our own
Againg the sky in vapours thrown.
Lucifer {singing from the sea). Thou didst not
make it, thou cang not mend it,
But thou hast the power toend it!
The saisdlent, the s is discreat,
Deep it lies at thy very feet;
Thereis no confessr like unto Death!
Thou cang not sse him, but heisnear;
Thou needest not whisper above thy breath,
And he will hear;
He will answer the questions,
'Theva?ueajrmisesand uggestions,
" ‘That fill thy soul with doubt and fear!
PrinceHenry, Thefisherman, wholiesafloat,
W ith shadowy sail, in yonder boat,
Is singing softly to the Night!
But do | comprehend aright
The meaning of the words he sung
So swedtly in his native tongue ?
Ah, yes! the smis still and deep,
All thingswithin its bosom dep !
A snglegepand all iso'er;
A plunge, a bubble, and no more;
And thou, dear Elsie, wilt befree
From martyrdom and agony.
Elsie(coming from her chamber upon theterrace)*
The night is calm and doudless,
And still asstill can be,
And the gars come forth to listen
To the musc of the sa '
They gather, and gather, and gather,
Until they crowd the sky,
And listen in breathless slence
Tothe sdlemn litany.
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It beginsin rocky caverns,
Asa voicethat chants alone
To the pedals of the organ
I n monatonous undertone;
And anon from shelving beaches,
And shallow sands beyond,
I'n snow-white robes uprising
The ghostly chairs respond.
And sadly and unceasing
The mournful voice sngson,
And the snow-white choirs still answer,
Chrigte eleison!
Prince Henry. Angel of God ! thy finer ssne
percaves
Cdegtial and perpetual harmonies!
Thy purer soul, that tremblesand bdieves,
Hearsthearchangd'strumpet in the breeze,
And wherethe forest rolls, or ocean heaves,
Cedilia's organ sounding in the sses
And tongues of prophets speaking in the leaves
But | hear discord only and despair,
And whispers as of demonsin the air !

At Sea.

11 Padrone. Thewind upon our quarter lies,
And on before the freshening gale,
That fills the snow-white lateen sail,
Swiftly our light felucca flies.

Around, thebillowsburs and foam ;
They lift her 0'er the sunken rock,
They beat her Sdeswith many a shock,
And then upon their flowing dome
They pase ner, like a weather cock!
Between us and the western skies
Thehillsof Cordca arise;
Eastward, in yonder long, blueline,
The summits of the Apennine,

And southward, and still far away,
Salerno, on its sunny bay.

You cannot s it, whereit lies.
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Prince Henry. Ah, would that never more mine
eyes
Might see its towers by night or day !
Else. Behind us, dark and awfully,
There comes a cloud out of the sea,
That bears the form of a hunted deer,
With hide of brown, and hoofs of black,
And antlers laid upon its back,
And fleeing fast and wild with fear,
As if the hounds were on its track !
Prince Henry. Lo! while we gaze, it breaks and falls
In shapeless masses, like the walls
Of a burnt city. Broad and red
The fires of the descending sun
Glare through the windows, and o'erhead,
Athwart the vapours, dense and dun,
Long shafts of silvery light arise,
Like rafters that support the skies !
Elsie. See! from its summit the lurid levin
Flashes downward without warning,
As Lucifer, son of the morning,
Fell from the battlements of heaven !
Il Padrone. | must entreat you, friends, below !
The angry storm begins to blow,
For the weather changes with the moon.
Alithismorning, until noon,
We had baffling winds, and sudden flaws
Struck the sea with their cat'spaws.
Only alittle hour ago
| was whistling to Saint Antonio
For a capful of wind to fill our sail,
And instead of a breeze he has sent a gale.
Last night | saw Saint EImo's stars,*
W ith their glimmering lanterns, all at play
On the togs of the masts and the tips of the spars.
And | knew we should have foul weather to-day.
Cheerly, my hearties ! yo heave ho !
Brail up the mainsail, and let her go
Asthewinds will and Saint Antonio!

! See Appendix.
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Do you see that Livornese felucca,

That vessel to the windward yonder,
Running with her gunwale under ?

| was looking when the wind overtook her.
She had all sail set, and the only wonder
I's, that at once the strength of the blast
Did not carry away her mast.

She is a galley of the Grand Duca,
That, through the fear of the Algerines,
Convoys those lazy brigantines,

Laden with wine and oil from Lucca.
Now all is ready high and low ;

Blow, blow, good Saint Antonio !

Ha! that isthe first dash of the rain,

With a sprinkle of spray above the rails,
Just enough to moisten our sails,

And make them ready for the strain.

See how she leaps, as the blasts o'ertake her,
And speeds away with a bone in her mouth!
Now keep her head toward the south,

And there is no danger of bank or breaker.
W ith the breeze behind us, on we go;

Not too much, good Saint Antonio.

Vi

The School of Salerno. A travelling Scholastic affixing
hisThesestothegate of the College.

Scholastiq.el'aher e, that is my gauntlet, my banner,

IE0,

Hung up as a challenge to all the field !

One hundred and twenty-five propositions,

Which | will maintain with the sword of the
tongue

Against all disputants, old and young.

Let us see if doctors or dialecticians

W ill dare to dispute my definitions,

Or attack any one of my learned theses.

Here stand |; theend shall be as God pleases.
VoL. I 2B
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| think | have proved, by profound researches,

The error of all those doctrines so vicious

Of the old Areopagite Dionysius,

That are making such terrible work in the
churches,

By Michael the Stammerer sent from the East,

And done into Latin by that Scottish beast,

Johannes Duns Scotus, who dares to maintain,

In the face of the truth, the error infernal,

That the universe is and must be eternal;

At first laying down, as a fact fundamental,

That nothing with God can be accidental;

Then asserting that God before the creation

Could not have existed, because it is plain

That, had he existed, he would have created ;

Which is begging the question that should be
debated,

And moveth me less to anger than laughter.

All nature, he holds, is arespiration

Of the Spirit of God, who, in breathing, hereafter

Will inhaleit into his bosom again,

So that nothing but God alone will remain.

And therein he contradicteth himself;

For he opens the whole discussion by stating,

That God can only exist in creating.

That question | think | have laid on the shelf!

[ Be goes out. Two Doctors comein disputing,
and followed by Pupils,]

Doctor Serafino. I, with the Doctor Seraphic,
maintain,
That aword which isonly conceived in the brain
Is atype of eternal Generation;
The spoken word is the Incarnation.
Doctor Cherubino. What do | care for the Doctor
Seraphic,
With all hiswordy cheffer and traffic ?
Doctor Serafino, You make but apaltry show of
resistance;
Universale have no real existence !



THE GOLDEN LEGEND 387

Doctor Cherubino. Your words are but idle and
empty chatter;
Ideas are eternally joined to matter !
Doctor Serafino. May the Lord have mercy on
your position,
You wretched, wrangling culler of herbs!
Doctor Cherubino. May he send your soul to
eternal perdition,
For your Treatise on the Irregular Verbs!

[Theyrush outfighting. Two Scholarscomein.]

First Scholar. Monte Casdno, then, isyour College.
What think you of ours here at Salern ?
Second Scholar. To tell the truth, | arrived so
lately,
| hardly yet have had time to discern.
So much, at least, | am bound to acknowledge :
The air ssams healthP/, the buildings stately,
And on the whole | [likeit greatly.
FiF]shSchoIar. Yes, theair issweset; theCalabrian
IS
Send us down puffs of mountain air ;
And in summer-time the ssa-breeze fills
With its codness cloiger, and court, and square.
Then at every ssasn of the year
There are crowds of guests and travellers here;
Pilgrims, and mendicant friars, and traders
From the Levant, with figsand wine,
And bands of wounded and dck Crusaders,
Coming back from Palestine.
Second Scholar. And what are the sudies you
pursue?
What is the course you here go through ?
First Scholar. Thefirg three years of the college
ocourse
Aregiven to Logic alone, as the source
Of all that is noble, and wise, and true.
Second Scholar. That ssams rather strange, | must
oconfess,
In a Medical School; yet, neverthdess,
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Y ou doubtless have reasons for that.

First Scholar. 0O, yes!
For none but a clever dialectician
Can hope to become a great physician;
That has been settled long ago.
Logic makes an important part
Of the mystery of the healing art;
For without it how could you hope to show
That nobody knows so much as you know ?
After this there are five years more
Devoted wholly to medicine,
With lectures on chirurgical lore,
And dissections of the bodies of swine,
As likest the human form divine.

Second Scholar. What are the books now most in

vogue?

First Scholar. Quite an extensive catalogue;
Mostly, however, ks of our own ;
As Garriopontus' Passionarius,
And the writings of Matthew Platearius;
And avolume universally known
As the Regimen of the School of Salern,
For Robert of Normandy written in terse
And very elegant Latin verse.
Each of these writings has its turn.
And when at length we have finished these,
Then comes the struggle for degrees,
With all the oldest and ablest critics;
The public thesis and disputation,
Question, and answer, and explanation
Of ap&(];e out of Hippocrates,
Or Aristotle's Analytics.
There the triumphant Magister stands !
A book is solemnly pl in his hands,
On which he swears to follow the rule
And ancient forms of the good old School;
To report if any confectionarius
Mingles his drugs with matters various,
And to visit his patients twice a day,
And once in the night, if they livein town,
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And if they are poor, to take no pay.

Having faithfully promised these,

Hishead iscrowned with alaure crown ;

A kiss on his cheek, aring on his hand,

The Magister Artium et Physices

G(ljesdforth from the schod like a lord of the
and.

And now, as we have the whole morning before
us

Let usgoin, if you make no objection,

And listen awhileto a learned prelection

On Marcus Aurélius Cassodorus

[They goin. Enter LuciFER asa Doctor. ]

Lucifer. Thisisthe great School of Salern !
A land of wrangling and of quarréls,
Of brains that seethe and hearts that burn,
Wher e every emulous scholar hears,
In every breath that comesto hisears,
Therustling of ancther's laurels!
Theair of the place is called salubrious;;
The neghbourhood of Vesuvius lends it
An odour volcanic, that rather mendsit,
And the buildings have an agect lugubrious,
That inspires a feding of ave and terror
Into the heart of the beholder, |
And befits such an ancient homestead of arror,
Where the old falsshoods moulder and smoulder,
And yearly by many hundred hands
Arecarried away, in the zeal of youth,
And oan liketaresin thefield of truth,
To blossom and ripen in other lands.

What have we here, affixed to the gate ?
The challenge of some schdlagtic wight,
Who wishes to hold a public debate

On sundry questions wrong or right!
Ah, now thisismy great delight!

For | have often obsrved of late

That such discussons end in a fight.
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L et us s what the learned wag maintains
With such a prodigal waste of brains.

[Reads]
" Whether angds iu moving from place to place
Passthrough theintermediate space
Whether God himsdf is the author of evil,
Or whether that is the work of the Devil.
When, where, and wherefore Lucifer fell,
And whether he now is chained in hell."

| think | can answer that question well 1

S0 long as the boastful human mind

Consents in such mills as this to ?rind,

| st very firmly upon my thronel

Of atruth it almost makes me laugh,

To s men leaving the golden grain

To gather in piles the pitiful chaff

That old Peter Lombard thrashed with his brain,
“To haveit caught up and tosed again

On the horns of the Dumb Ox of Cologne 1

But my guestsapproach ! thereisin theair
A fragrance like that of the Beautiful Garden
Of Paradise in the days that were!

An odour of innocence and of prayer,

And of live, and faith that never fails,

Such as the fresh young heart exhales
Before it begins to wither and harden !

| cannot breathe such an atmosphere!

My; soul isfilled with a nameess fear,

That, after all my trouble and pain,

After all my resless endeavour,

The younges, fairest soul of the twain,

The mogt ethereal, mogt divine,

Will excape from my hands for ever and ever.
But the other is already mine!

Let him live to corrupt his race,
Breathing among them, with every breath,
Weakness, dfidness, and thebase

And pusillanimous fear of death.
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| know his nature, and | know

That of all who in my ministry
Wander the great earth to and fro,
And on my errands come and %0,

The safest and subtlest are such as he.

Enter PRINCE HENRY and ELSIE, with attendant*.

Prince Henry. Can youdirect usto Friar Angelo?
Lucifer. He stands before you.
Prince Henry. Then you know our purpose.
| am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, and this
The maiden that | spake of in my letters.
Lucifer. It isavery grave and solemn business!
We must not be precipitate. Does she
Without compulsion, of her own free will,
Consent to this?
Prince Henry. Against all opposition,
Against all prayers, entreaties, protestations.
She will not be persuaded.

Lucifer. That is strange!
Have you thought well of it?
Elsie. | come not here

To argue, but to die. Your business is not
To question, but to kill me. | am ready.
| am impatient to be gone from here
Ere any thoughts of earth disturb again
The spirit of tranquillity within me.
Prince Henry. Would | had not come here!
Would | were dead,
And thou wert in thy cottage in the forest,
Anﬁ hadst not known me! Why have | done
this? '
Let me go back and die. . -
Elsie. It cannot be ;
Not if these cold flat stones on which we tread
Were coulters heated white, and yonder gateway
Flamed like a furnace with a sevenfold hest.
| must fulfil my purpose.
Prince Henry. | forbidit!
Not one step farther.  For | only meant
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To put thus far thy courage to the proof.
Itis enou%h. I, too, have courage to die,
For thou hast taught me!
Ekie. O my Prince! remember
Your promises.  Let me fulfil my errand.
Y ou do not look on life and death as 1 do.
There are two angels, that attend unseen
Each one of us, and in great books record
Our good and evil deeds. He who writes down
The good ones, after every action closes
His volume, and ascends with it to God.
The other keeps his dreadful day-book open
Till sunset, that we may repent; which doing,
The record of the action faées ewaz,
And leaves a line of white across the page.
Now if my act be good, as | believe,
It cannot be recalled. It is aready
Sedled up in heaven, asa good deed accomplished.
Therestis yours. Why wait you? | am ready.
[ To her attendants.]
Weep not, my friends ! rather r§{'0|ce with me.
| shall not feel the pain, but shall be gone,
And you will have another friend in heaven.
Then start not at the creaking of the door
Through which | pass | se what lies beyond it
[To PRINCE HENRY ]
And you, 0 Prince, bear back my benison
Unto my father's house, and all withinit.
This morning in the church | prayed for them,
After confesson, after absolution,
When my whole soul was white, | prayed for them.
God will take care of them, they need me not.
And in your life let my remembrance linger,
As something not to trouble and disturb it,
But to complete it, adding life to life.
And if at tfmes beside the evening fire
You se my face among the other faces,
Let it not be regarded as a ghost
That haunts your house, but as a guest that lovesyou,
Nay, even as one of your own family,
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Without whose presence there were something
wanting.

| have no moreto say. Letusgoin.
Prince Il-_|]§nry. Friar AngeloT | charge you on

your life,

Believe not what she says, for she is mad,

And comes here not to die, but to be healed !
Elsie. Alas! Prince Henry !

Lucifer. Come with me; this way.
[ELSIE goes in ivith LUCIFER, who thrusts PRINCE
HENRY back and closes the door.

Prince Henry. Gone ! and the light of all my life
gone with her!
A sudden darkness falls upon the world !
Oh, what a vile and agject thingam I,
That purchase length of days at such a cost!
Not by her death alone, but by the death
Of all that's good and true and noble in me !
Al manhood, excellence, and self-respect,
All love, and faith, and hope, and heart are dead !
Al my divine nobility of nature :
By this one act is forfeited for ever.
| ‘am a Prince in nothing but in name !
[Totheattendants.
Why did you let this horrible deed be done ?
Why did you not lay hold on her, and keep her
From self-destruction? Angelo ! murderer !
[Srugglesat thedoor, but cannot openit.]
Elsie (within). Farewell, dear Prince! farewell!

Prince Henry. Unbar the door !
Lucifer. Itistoo late!
Prince Henry. It shall not be too late !

[ They burst the door open and rush in.]

The cottage in the Odenwald. URSULA, spinning.
Summer afternoon. A table spread.

Ursula. | have marked it well—it must be true,—
Death never takes one aone, but two !
Whenever he enters in at a door,
Under roof of gold or roof of thatch,
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He aways leaves it upon the latch,
And comes again ere the year isoer.
Never one of a household only !
Perhaps it is a mercy of God,
Lest the dead there under the sod,
In the land of strangers, should he lonely !
Ahme! | think | am londlier here!
It is hard to go—but harder to stay !
Wereit not for the children, | should pray
That Death would take mewithin the year !
And Gottlieb —heisat work all day
In the sunny field, or the forest murk,
But | know that his thoughts are far away,
| know that his heart is not in his work !
And when he comes home to me at night
Heisnot cheery, but stsand sighs,
And | sethegreat tearsin his eyes
And try to be cheerful for his sake.

"~ Only the children's hearts are light,
Mineiswearv, and ready to break.
God help us! | hope we have done right;
We thought we were acting for the best!

[Looking through the open door ]

Who isit coming under thetrees?
A man, in the Princes livery dressd !
He looks about him with doubtful face,
Asif uncertain of the place
He stops at the bechives—now he ses
The garden gate; he is going past!
Can hebeafraid of the bees ?
No; heiscoming in at last!
Hefillsmy heart with srange alar m!

Enter aForester.
Forester. I sthisthetenant Gottlieb'sfarm ?
Uraula' Thisia hisfarm, and | hiswife.
Pray sit. What may your busness be ?
Forester. Newsfrom the Prince!
Ursula. Of death or life?
Forester. You put your questions eagerly!
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Ursula. Answer me, then. How isthe Prince?
Forester. | left him only two hours since
Homeward returning down theriver,
Asstrong and well as if God, the Giver,
Had given him back his youth again.
Urdrgﬁ ('despairing). ThenElsie, my poor child, is
Forester. That, my good woman, | have not said.
Don't cross the bridge till you cometoit,
Isaproverb old, and of excellent wit.
Urmia. Keep me no longer in this pain !
Forester. Itistrue your daughter is no more,—
That is, the she was before.
Ursula. Alas! | am simpleand lowly bred,
| am poor, distracted, and forlorn,
And It is not well that you of the court
Should mock me thus, and make a sport
Of ajoyless mother whose child is dead,
For you, too, were of mother born !
Forester. Y our daughter lives,and the Princeiswell.
You will learn ere long how it all befell.
Her heart for a moment never failed ;
But when they reached Sderno's gate,
The Prince's nobler self prevailed,
And saved her for a nobler fate.
And he was heded, in hisdespair, .
By the touch of St. Matthew's sacred bones;
Though I think the long ride in the open air,
That pilgrimage over stocks and stones,
In the miracle must come in for a share !
Ursula. Virgin! who lovest the poor and lowly,
If the loud cry of a mother's heart
Can ever ascend to where thou art,
Into thy blessed hands and holy
Receive my raﬁer of praise and thanksgiving!
L et the hands that bore our Saviour bear it
Into the awful presence of God,;
For thy feet with holiness are shod,
Andif thou bearest it hewill hear it.
Our child who was dead, againislivingi
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Forester, | did not tell you she was dead;
If you thought so 'twas no fault of mine;
At this very moment, while |
They are sailing homeward down the Rhine,
In a splendid barge, with golden prow,
And decked with banners white and red
As the colours on your daughter's cheek.
They call her the Lady Alicia now;
For the Prince in Salerno made a vow
That Elsie only would he wed.
Ursula. Jesu Maria! what a change !
Ali ssms to me so weird and strange !
Forester, | sav her standing on the deck,
Beneath an awning cool and shady ;
Her cap of velvet could not hold
The tresses of her hair of gold,
That flowed and floated like the stream
And fell in masses down her neck.
As fair and lovely did she seam
Asin astory or adream
Some beautiful and foreign lady.
And the Prince looked so grand and proud,
And waved his hand thus to the crowd
That gazed and shouted from the shore,
All down theriver, long and loud.
Ursula, We shall behold our child once more,
Sheisnot dead! Sheisnot deaed !
God, listening, must have overheard
The P]rayers t aI without sound or word,
Our hearts in secrecy have said !
Oh, bring me to her; for mine eyes
Are hungry to behold her face ;
My very soul within me cries;
My very hands seam to caress her,
To see her, gaze at her, and bless her;
Dear Elsie, child of God and grace !
Goesout towardsthegarden,]
Forr]eﬂagr There goes the good woman out of her

And Gottlieb's supper is waiting here;
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A very capacious flagon of beer,
And a very portentous loaf of bread.

One woula say his grief did not much oppress him.
Here's to the health of the Prince, God bless him.
[Hedrinks)]

Ha! it buzzes and stings like a hornet!
And what a scene there, through the door !
The forest behind and the garden before,
And midway an old man of threescore,
With awifeand children that caress him.
Let metry still further to cheer and adorn it
With amerry, echoin% blast of my comet!
Goesout blowing hishorn.]

The Castle of Vautsberg on the Rhine. PRINCE HENRY
and EL SIE standing on the terrace at evening. The
sound of bellsheard froma distance.

Prince Henry. Weareaone. The wedding guests
Ride down the hill with plumes and cloaks,
And the descending dark invests
The Niederwald, and all the nests
Among its hoar and haunted oaks.
Elsie. What bells are those, that ring so slow,
So mellow, musical, and low?
Prince Henry. They are the bells of Geisenheim,
That with their melancholy chime
Ring out the curfew of the sun.
Elsie. Listen, beloved.
Prince Henry. They are done !
Dear Elsie! many years ago
Those same soft bells at eventide
Rang in the ears of Charlemagne,
As, seated by Fastradds side
At Ingelheim, inall hispride,
He heard their sound with secret pain.
Elsie. Their voices only spesk to me
-Of peace and desp tranquillity,
Ana endless contidence in thee! _
Prince Henry. Thou knowest the story of her ring,
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How, when the court went badck to Aix,
Fastrada died ; and how the king
Sat watching by her night and day,
Till into one of the blue lakes,
Which water that delicious land,
They cag thering, drawn from her hand ;
And the great monarch sat serene
And sd bedde the fated shore,
Nor |eft the land for evermore.
Elsie. That wastruelove.
Prince Henry. For him the queen
Ne'er did what thou hagt done for me
Elsie. Wilt thou asfond and faithful be ?
Wilt thou so love me after desth ?
Prince Henry, hi lifé's delight, in death's dismay,
In sorm and sunshine, night and day,
In health, in dckness, in decay,
Hereand hereafter, | am thine!
Thou hagt Fastrada'sring. Beneath
The calm, blue waters of thine eyes,
Deep in thy seadfagt soul it lies,
And, undisturbed by thisworld's breath,
With magic light itsjewels shine!
This golden ring, which thou hast worn
Upon thy finger snce the mora,
Is but a symbal and a samblance,
An outward fashion, a remembrance,
Of what thou wearest within unseen,
O my Fastrada, 0 my queen !
Behold ! the hill-tops all aglow
W ith purpleand with amethyst;
Wliile the whole valley degp bdow
Isfilled, and ssams to overflow,
With afag-risng tide of mist
The evening air grows damp and chill;
Letusgoin.
Else. ~ Ah, not so soon.
See yonder fire! It isthe moon
Sow rising oer the eastern hill.
It glimmers on the forest tips,
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And through the dewy foliage drips

In little rivulets of light,

And makesthe heart in love with night.
Prince Henry. Oft on thisterrace, when the day

Was closing, have | stood and gazed,

And s=n the landscape fade away,

And the white vapours riseand drown

Hamlet and vineyard, tower and town,

While far above the hill-tops blasted.

But then another hand than thine

Was gently held and dasped in mine;

Another head upon my breast

Was laid, asthine is now, at rest

Why dodt thou lift those tender e/es

With so much sorrow and surprise?

A mingréd's, not a maiden's hand,

Wasthat in which my own was presaad ;

A manly form usurped thv place,

A beautiful, but bearded face,

That now isin the Holy Land,

Yet in my memory from afar

Is shining on us like a gar.

But linger not. For, while | speak,

A shegted spectre white and tall,

The cold migt climbs the cagtle wall,

And lays his hand upon thy cheek

[Theygoin.]

EPILOGUE
THE TWO RECORDING ANGELS ASCENDING

TheAngel of Good Deeds (with closed book),

God sent his messenger therain,

And said unto the mountain brook,

" Rise up, and from thy caverns look,
And leap, with naked, snow-white feet,
Prom the codl hillsinto the heat

Of the broad, arid plain."
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God sent his messenger of faith,

And whispered in the maiden's heart,

¥ Rise up, and look from wherethou art,
And scatter with unsdfish hands

Thy freshness on the barren sands

And solitudes of Death."

O beauty of holiness,

Of sdlf-forgetfulness, of lowliness !

O power of meekness,

Whose very gentleness and weakness
Areliketheyielding, but irresistibleair!
Upon the pages

Of the sealed volume that | bear,
The deed divine

Iswritten in characters of gold,

That never shall grow old,

But through all ages

Burn and shine

With soft effulgence!

O God ! it isthy indulgence

That fillsthe world with the bliss
Of a good deed like this!

The Angel of Evil Deeds (with open book).

Not yet, not yet

Isthered sun wholly set,

But evermore recedes,

While open still | bear

The Book of Evil Deeds,

To let the breathings of the upper air
Visit its pages, and erase

The records from its face!
Fainter*and fainter as| gaze

In the broad blaze

The glimmering landscape shines,
And below me the black river

Is hidden by wreaths of vapour!
Fainter ana fainter the black lines
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Begin to -quiver

Along the whitening surface of the paper ;
Shade after shade

Theterrible words grow faint and fade,
And in their place

Runs a white space !

Down goes the sun !

But the soul of one,

Who by repentance

Has escaped the dreadful sentence,
Shines bright below me as | look.
Itistheend!

With closed Book

To God do 1 ascend.

Lo! over the mountain steeps

A dark, gigantic shadow sweeps
Beneath my feet;

A blackness inwardly brightening
With sudden heat,

Asastorm-cloud lurid with lightning.
And a cry of lamentation,

Repeated and again repeated,

Deep and loud

Asthereverberation

Of cloud answering unto cloud,
Swells and rolls away in the distance,
As if the sheeted
Lightningretreated,

Baifled and thwarted by the wind's resistance.

Itis Lucifer,

The son of mystery ;

And since God suffershim to be,
He, too, is God's minister,

And labours for some good

By us not understood !

VOL. I. 2c



402 MARTIN LUTHER

MARTIN LUTHER

A Chamber in the Wartburg. Morning. MARTIN
LUTHER writing.

Martin Luther. OUR GOD atower of strengthishe,
A goodly wall and weapon;
From all our need he helps us free,
That now to us doth happen.
The old evil foe
Doth in earnest grow,
In grim armour dight,
Much guile and great might;
On earth there is none like him.
O yes; atower of strength indeed,
A present help in all our need,
A sword and buckler is our God.
Innocent men have walked unshod
O'er burning ploughshares, and have trod
Unharmed on serpents in their path,
And laughed to scorn the Devil's wrath !

Sde in this Wartburg tower | stand
Where God hath led me by the hand,
And look down, with a heart at ease,
Over the pleasant neighbourhoods,

Over the vast Thuringian Woods,

With flash of river, and gloom of trees,
With castles crowning the dizzy heights,
And farms and pastoral delights,

And the morning pouring everywhere
Its golden glory on the air.

Safe, yes, sdfe am | here at last,

Safe from the overwhelming blast

Of the mouths of Hell, that followed me fast,
And the howling demons of despair
That hunted melike a beast to hislair.

Of our own might we nothing can;
We soon are unprotected,;
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Therefighteth for ustheright Man,
Whom God himsdf elected.
Whoishe? yeexclaim ;
Chrigtus is his name,
Lord of Sabaoth,
Very God introth;
The fidd he holds for ever.

Nothing can vex the Devil more
Than the name of him whom we adore.
Therefore doth it delight me best

To gand in the choir among the rest,
With the great organ trumpeting
Through its metallic tubes, and sng :
Et Verbum carofactum est!

These words the Devil cannot endure,
For he knoweth their meaning well!
Him they trouble and repd,

Us they comfort and allure,

And happy it were, if our delight
Wereasgreat as hisaffright!

Yea, musc is the Prophet's art;
Among the gifts that God hath sent,
One of the most magnificent 1

It cams the agitated heart;
Temptations, evil thoughts, and all
The pasions that disturb the soul,
Are quelled by its divine control,
AstheEvil Spirit fled from Saul,
And his disemper wes allayed,
When David took his harp and played.

This world may ftill of Devils be,
All ready to devour us;
Y et not S0 Sore afraid are we,
They shall not overpower us
ThisWorlds Prince, howeer
Fierce he may appesr,
He can harm us not,
He is doomed, God wot!
Onelittle word can day him!

403
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Incredibleit ssamsto some,

And to mysdf a mystery,

That such weak flesh and blood as we,
Armed with no other shield or sword,
Or other weapon than tho Word,
Should combat and should overcome
A spirit powerful ashe!

He summons forth the Pope of Rome
With all his diabolic crew,

Hisshorn and shaven retinue

Of priests and children of the dark ;
Kill! kill! they cry, the Heresarch,
Who rouseth up all Chrigendom
Againg us; and at one fell blow
Seeks the whole Church to overthrow !
Not yet; my hour is not yet come

Yesterday in an idle mood,
Huntingwith othersin the wood,

| did not pass the hours in vain,

For in the very heart of all
Thejoyoustumult raised around,
Shouting of men, and baying of hound,
And the bugl€s blithe and cheery call,
And echoes answering back again,

From crags of the distant mountain chain,—
In the very heart of this, | found

A mysery of grief and pain.

It was an image of the power

Of Satan, hunting the world about,
With his nets ana traps and well-trained dogs
Hisbishopsand priestsand theologues,
And all therest of the rabble rout,
Seeking whom he may devour,

Enough have | had of hunting hares,
Enough of these hours of idle mirth,
Enough of nets and traps and gins !
The only hunting of any worth

Iswhere | can pierce with javelins

The cunning foxes and wolves and bears,
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The whole iniquitous troop of beasts,
The Roman Pope and the Roman priests
That sorely infest and afflict the earth |

Ye nuns, ye singing- birds of the air !
The fowler hath caught you in his snare,
And keepsyou safein hisgilded cage,
Singing" the song that never tires,

To Tu redown othersfrom their nests;
How ye flutter and beat your breasts,
Warm and soft with young desires,
Against the cruel pitiless wires,
Reclaiming your lost heritage !
Behold ! a hand unbars the door,

Ye shall be captives held no more.

The Word they shall perforce let stand,
And little thanks they merit!
For he is with usin the land,
With gifts of his own Spirit !
Though they take our life,
Goods, honours, child, and wife,
L et these pass away,
Little gain have they ;
The Kingdom still remaineth!

Yea, it remaineth for evermore,
However Satan may rage and roar,
Though often he whispers in my ears:
What if thy doctrines false should be?
And wrings from me a bitter sweat.
Then | put him to flight with jeers,
Saying: Saint Satan F pray for me;

If thou thinkest | am not saved yet!

And my mortal foes that lie in wait

I'n every avenue and gate!

As to that odious monk John Tetzel
Hawking about his hollow wares

Like a huckster at village fairs,

And those mischievous fellows, Wetzel,
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Cam pan us, Carlstadt, Martin Cellarius,
And all the busy multifarious
Heretics, and disciples of Arius,
Half-lear ned, dunce-bold, dry and hard,
They are not worthy of my regard,
Poor and humbleas | am.

But ah ! Erasmus of Rotterdam,

He is the vilest miscreant

That ever walked this world below !

A Momus, making his mock and mow
At Papist and at Protestant,

Sneering at St. John and St. Paul,

At God and Man, at one and all;

And yet as hollow and false and drear,
As a cracked pitcher to the ear,

And ever growing worse and worse !
Whenever | pray, | pray for a curse
On Erasmus, the Insincere!

Philip Melanchthon ! thou alone
Faithful among the faithless known,
Thee | hail, and only thee!

Behold the record of usthree!
Reset verba Philippus,
RessineverbisLuther us;
Erasmusverbasinere!

My Philip, pravest thou for me?

Lifted aboveall earthly care,

From these high regions of the air,

Among the birds that day and night

Upon the branches of tall trees

Sing their lauds and litanies,

Pralsing God with all their might,

My Philip, unto thee | write.

My Philip ! thou who knowest best
All that s passing in this breast;
The spiritual agonies,

Theinward deaths, theinward hell,
And the divine new births as well.
That surely follow after these,
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As after winter follows spring ;

My Philip, in the night-timesing
This song of the Lord | send to thee,
And | will singitfor thy sake,
Until our answering voices make

A glorious antiphony,

And choral chant of victory!

ST. JOHN
SAINT JOHN wandering over the face of the Earth.

. John. THE Ages come and go,
The Centuries pass as Y ears;
My hair is white as the snow,
My feet are weary and slow,
The earth is wet with my tears!
The kingdoms crumble, and fall
Apart, like a ruined wall,
Or a bank that is undermined
By ariver's ceasdess flow,
And leave no trace behind !
The world itself is old ;
The portals of Time unfold
On hinges of iron, that grate
And groan with the rust and the weight,
Like the hi nc];as of a gate
That hath fallen to decay ;
But the evil doth not cease ;
There is war instead of )
Instead of love there is hate;
And still | must wander and wait,
Still I must watch and pray,
Not forgetting in whose sight,
A thousand years in their flight
Areasasingle day.
The life of man is a gleam
Of light, that comes and goes
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Likethe course of the Holy Stream,
Thecitylessriver, that flows

From fountains no one knows,
Through the Lake of Galilee,
Through forests and level lands.
Over rocks, and shallows, and sands
Of a wilderness wild and vadt,

Till it findeth itsrest at last

In the desolate Dead Sea !

But alas! alas for me,

Not yet this rest shall be!

What, then ! doth Charity fail ?

I's Faith of no avail ?

Is Hope blown out like a light

By a gust of wind in the night ?

The clashing of creeds, and the strife
Of the many bdliefs, that in vain
Perplex man'sheart and brain,

Are nought but the rustle of leaves,
When the breath of God upheaves
The boughs of the Tree of Life,

And they subsde again !

And | remember still

The words, and from whom they came,
Not hethat repeateth the name,

But hethat doeth the will !

And him evermore | behold
Walking in Galilee,

Through the corn-fields waving gold,
In hamlet, in wood, and in wold,
By the shores of the Beautiful Sea.
Hetoucheth the dghtless eyes;
Before him the demons flee;
Tothedead he sayeth : Arise!
Totheliving: Follow me!

And that voice still soundeth on
From the centuries that are gone,
To the centuries that shall be!
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From all vain pomps and shows,
From the pride that overflows,
And the false conceits of men ;
From all the narrow rules

And subtleties of Schools,

And the craft of tongue and pen ;
Bewildered in its search,
Bewildered with the cry :

Lo, here! lo, there, the Church !
Poor, sad Humanity

Through all the dust and heat
Turns back with bleeding feet,
By the weary road it came,

Unto the simple thought

By the Great Master taught,
And that remaineth still :

Not he that repeateth the name
But he that doeth the will!
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Page 59.  All the Foresters of Flanders,

T H E title of Foresters was Ejven to the early Eoverr]ors of
Flanders, appointed by the kings of France. derick du
Bucq, in the days of Clotaire the Second, was the first of
them; and Beaudoin Bras-de-Fer, who stole away the fair
Judith, daughter of Charles the Bald, from the French court,
and married her in Bruges, wes the last. After him, the
title of Forester was changed to that of Count. Philippe
d'Alsace, Guy de Dampierre, and Louis de Crecy, coming
later in the order of time, were therefore rather Counts than
Foresters. Phll_ﬁ)e went twice to the Holy Land as a
Crusader, and died of the plague at St. Jean-d/Acre, shortl
after the capture of the city by the Christians. Guy de
Dampierre died in the prison of Compiegne. Louis de
Crecy was son and successor of Robert de Bethune, who
strangled his wife, Y olande de Burgogne, with the bridle of
his horse, for having poisoned, at the age of deven years,
Charles, his son by hisfirst wife, Blanche d'Anjou.

Page 59. Stately dames; like queens attended.

When Philippe-le-Bel, king of France, visited Flanders
with his queen, she was so astonished at the magnificence
of the dames of Bruges, that she exclaimed, "Je croyas
etre seule reine ici, mais il paralt que ceux de Flandre qui
se trouvent dans nos prisons sont tous des princes, car leurs
femmes sont habillees comme des princesses et des reines.”

When the burgomasters of Ghent, Bruges, and Y pres went
to Paris to omage to King: John, in 1351, they were
received with great pomp and distinction ; but, being invited
to afestival, they observed that their sedts at table were not
furnished with cushions; whereupon, to make known their
displeasure at this want of regard to their dlgn(latal, they
folded their richly-embroidered cloaks and seated them-
sves upon them.” On rising from table, they Ieft their
cloaks behind them, and, being informed of their apparent
forgetfulness, Simon van Eertrycke, burgomaster of Bruges,
replied: "We Flemings are hot in the habit of carrying
away our cushions after dinner."

i1l
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Page59. Knightswho boretheFIeecebf Gold.

Philippe de Burgogne, surnamed Le Bon, epousd
|sabella of Portugal, on the ioth of January 1430; and on
tgeléame day indituted the famous order of the Fleece of

old.

Page 60. / beheld the gentle Mary.

Marie de Valois, Duchess of Burgundy, was Ieft by the
death of her father, CharlesleTeémeraire at the age of
twenty, the richest heress of Europe.  She came to Bruges,
as Countess of Flanders, in 1477, and in the same year was
married by prox% to the Archduke Maximilian. According
to the cugtom of the time, the Duke of Bavaria, Maximilian's
subgtitute, dept with the princess  They were both in com-
Plde dress, separated by a naked sword, and attended by
our armed guards Marie was adored by her subjects for
her gentleness and her many other virtues.

Maximilian was the son of the Emperor Frederick the
Third, and is the same person mentioned afterwards in the
poem of Nuremberg as the Kaiser Maximilian, and the hero
of Pfinzing's poem of Teuerdank, Having besn imprisoned
by the revolted burghers of Bruges they refusad to rdease
him, till he consented to kned in the public square, and
to svear on the Holy Evangdigs and the body of Saint
Donatus, that he would not take vengeance upon them for
their rebelion.

Page 60. The bloody battle of the Spursof Gold.

This battle, the most memorable in Flemish higtory, was
fought under the walls of Courtray, on thenth of July 1302,
between the French and the Flemings, the former com-
manded by Robert, Comte d'Artois and the latter by
Guillaume de Juliers, and Jean, Comte de Namur. The
French army was completely routed, with a loss of twenty
thousand infantry and seven thousand cavalry, among whom
were sixty-three princes, dukes and counts seven hundred
lordsbanneret, and eeven hundred noblemen.  The flower
of the French nubility perished on that day; to which
history has given the name of the JourneedesEperonsd Or,
from the great number of golden spurs found on the fidd of
battle. Seven hundred of them were hung up as a trophy
in the church of Notre Dame de Courtray; and as the
-cavaliers of that day wore but a sngle sour each, thee
vouched to God for the violent and bloody death of seven
hundred of his creatures
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Page 60. Saw thefight at Minnewater,

When the inhabitants of Bruges were digging a canal at
Minnewater to bring the waters of the Lysfrom Deynze to
their city, they were attacked and routed by the dtizens of
Ghent, whose commerce would have been much injured by
the canal. They were led by Jean Léons captain of a
military company at Ghent, called the Chaperons Blancs,
He had great sway over the turbulent populace, who, in
those progperous times of the city, gained an easy livelihood
by labouring two or three days in the wesk, and had the
remaining four or five to devote to public affairs.  The fight
at Minnewater was followed tg/ open rebdlion againg Louis
de Maele, the Count of Flanders and Protector of Bruges
His superb chateau of Wondelghem was pillaged and burnt,
and the insurgents forced the gates of Bruges and entered
in triumph, with Lyons mounted at ther head. A few
days afterwards he died suddenly, perhaps by poison.

Meanwhile the insurgents recdved a check at the vill
of Nevéle ; and two hundred of them perished in the church,
which was burnt by the Count's orders  One of the chiefs
Jean de Lannoy, took refuge in the belfq. From the
summit of the tower he held forth his pursefilled with gold,
and by for deliverance. It was in vain. His enamies
cried to him from bdow to save himsdf as bet he might;
and, half suffocated with smoke and flame, he threw him-
«f from the tower, and perished at their feet. Peace was
aBaon afterwar ds established, and the Count retired to faithful

ruges

Page 68. In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a fix
of sculpturerare.

_ This pix, or tabernade for the vessds of the sacrament,

is by the hand of Adam Kraft. It is an exquiste piece of

sculpture, in white stone, and rises to the height of sixty-

four fest. It dands in the choir, whose richly-painted

windows cover it with varied colours.

Page x06. As L ope says.
" Lacdlera
de un Espaftol sentado no s templa,
9 no le representan en dos horas
haga d final juicio desde d Geness"
LopedeVega,

Page 108. Abernuncio Satanas.
" Digo, Senora, respondi6é Sancho, lo que tengo dicho,
que de los azotes abernuncio.  Abrenuncio habeis de decir,
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Sancho, y no como decis, dijo & Duque"—Don Quixote,
Part ii. C. xxxv.

Page 118. Fray Carillo.
Thedluson here is to a Spanish epigram.
"Siempre, Fray Carrillo, edas
cansandonos aca fuera;
quien en tu cdda estuviera
para no vertejamas!"
Bohl de Faber. Floresta, No. 6n.

Page 118. Padre Francisco.
Thisisfrom an Italian popular song.
"' Padre Francesco,
Padre Francesco! '
—Cosa volete del Padre Francesoo—
' V'euna belaragazzina
Chesi vuole confessar |
Fattel'entrare, fattel'entrare!
Chelavoglio confesare !"
Kopisch.  Volksthiimliche Poesien aus alien Mundarten
Italiens und seiner Inseln, p. 194.

Page 119. Avel cujus caleem clare.
From a monkish hymn of the twdfth century, in Sr
Alexander Croke's Essay on the Origin, Progress, and
Decline of Rhyming Latin Verse, p. 109.

Page 130. Asks if his money-bags would rise.

" Y volviendome a un iado, vi a un Avariento, que estaba
preguntando a otro (que por haber sdo embalsamado, y
estar lexos wstripas, no hablaba porque no habian llegado
S habian de resuditar aquel dia todos los enterrados),
rcsucitarian unos bolsones suyos?' —EI Suefto de las
Calaveras.

Page 131. Theriver of histhoughts.
This expresson isfrom Dante:—
"Si chechiaro
Per essa scenda della menteil fiume™

Page 132. Mari Franca.
" Porque caso Mari Franca
cuatro leguas de Salamanca."
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Page 133. Ay, soft, emerald eyes.

The Spaniards, with good reason, condder this colour
of the eye as beautiful, and cdebrate it in song; as for
example, in thewell-known Villancico:—

*' Ay gjudosverdes
ay los mis gjudos,
ay hagan los ddos
que de m( te acuerdes
Tengo conrianza
de mis verdes gjos"
Bohl de Faber. Floresta, No. 255.

Dante gpeaks of Bestrices eyes asemeralds.  Purgatorio,
xxxi. 116. Lami says in his Annotazioni, " Erano i suoi
occhi d' un turchino verdiccio, smieaquel dd mare.”

Page 134. The Avenging Child.

Se the ancient ballads of El Infante Vengador, and
Calaynos.

Page 134. All aresleeping.
From the Spanish. Bohl's Floresta, No. 282.

Page 146. Good Night /

From the Spanish ; as are likewise the songs immediately
fAOHO\IA\IIIng and that which commences the firs e of

ct Il

Page 148. Theevil eye.

"I n the Gitano Iangl}]age, cading the evil eye is called
Querelar Nasula, which smply means making sck, and
which, according to the common superdition, is accom-
plished by casting an evil look at people, egpedialy children,
who, from the tenderness of their congtitution, are suppossd
to be more eadly blighted than those of a more mature age.
After recaving the evil glance, they fall sck, and diein a
few hours

" The Spaniards have very little to say respecting the evil
e thoqg% the belief in it is very prevalent, egpedialy in
Andalusia, amongst the lower orders. A dag's horn is con-
ddered a good safeguard, and on that account a small horn,
tipped with siver, is frequently attached to the children's
necks by means of a cord braided from the hair of a black
marés tail. Should the evil glance be cad, it is imagined
that the horn recaves it, and ingtantly saps asunder.
Such horns may be purchased in some of the silversmiths
shops at Saville” — SORROW'S Zincali, vol i. c. ix.
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Page 160. On the top of a mountain | stand.
This and the following sraps of song are from Borrow's
Zincali; or, An Account of the Gipsies in Spain.

Page 169. If thou art sleeping, maiden.
From the Spanish ; as is likewise the song of the Contra-
bandista below.

Page 284. For these bellshave been anointed
And baptized with holy water/

The Consecration and Baptism of Bells is one of the most
curious ceremonies of the Church in the Middle Ages  The
Council of Cologne ordained as follows :—

" Let the bdls be blessed, as the trumpets of the Church
militant, by which the people are assembled to hear the
word of God; the dergy to announce his mercyél by day,
and histruth in ther nocturnal vigils: that by their sound
the faithful may be invited to prayers, and that the spirit of
devotion in them may be increased.  The fathers have also
maintained that demons affrighted by the sound of bels
calling Chrigtians to prayers, would flee away; and when
they fled, the persons of the faithful would be seoure : that
the degtruction of lightnings and whirlwinds would be
averted, and the spirits of the sorm defeated.”" —Edinburgh
En%glopaewa,Art. " Bdls" Seealso ScheblesKloster,
vi. 776.

Page 310. // is the malediction of Eve /
"Nec ess plus quam femina, quae nunc etiam viros
transcendis, & quae maledictionem Evas in benedictionem
vertisti Mariae."—Epistola Abalardi Helaissa.

e330. Tocomebacktomy text.

In giving this sermon of Friar Cuthbert, as a spedmen
of the Risus Paschales, or dreat preaching of the monks
at Eader, | have exaggerated nothing. This very anecdote,
offensve as it is, comes from a disoourse of Father Barletta,
a Dominican friar of the fifteenth century, whose fame as
a popular preacher was 0 great, that it gave rise to the
proverb—

Nescit predicare
Qui nescit Barlettare.

" Among the abusss introduced in this oenturY,"_ Sys
Tiraboschi, "was that of exciting from the pulpit the
laughter of the hearers ; asif that were the same thing as
converting them. We have examples of this not only in
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Italy, but also in France, where the sermons of Menot and
Maillard, and of others, who would make a better appear-
ance on the stage than in the pulpit, are still celebrated for
such follies."

If the reader is curious to see how far the freedom of
speech was carried in these popular sermons, he is referred
to Scheible's Kloster, vol. i., where he will find extractsfrom
Abraham & Sancta Clara, Sebastian, Frank, and others;
and, in particular, an anonymous discourse called Der
Grduel der  Verwustung—The Abomination of Desolation-
preached at Ottakring, a village west of Vienna, November
25, 1782, in which the licence of language is carried to its
utmost limit.

See also Prddicatoriana, ou Rivilations singulietes et
amusantes sur les Pridicateurs ; par G. P. Philomneste.
(Menin.) This work contains extracts from the popular
sermons of St. Vincent Ferrier, Barletta, Menot, Maillard,
Marini, Raulin, Valladier, De Besse, Camus, Pere Andre,
Bening, and the most eloquent of all, Jacques Brydaine.

My authority for thespiritual interpretation of Vnjll-ringing,
which follows, is Durandus, Ration. Divin Offic, Lib. i.
cap. 4.

Page 334. THE NATIVITY : A Miracle-Play.

The earliest mystery or religious play which has been pre-
served is the Christos Paschon of Gregory Nazianzen,
written in Greek in the fourth century. Next to this come
the remarkable Latin plays of Roswitha, the nun of
Gandersheim, in the tenth century, which, though crude,
and wanting in artistic construction, are marked by a good
deal of dramatic power and interest. A handsome edition
of these plays, with a French translation, has been lately
published, entitled, Theatre de Rotsvitha, Religieuse Alle-
mande du X° Sedle.  Par Charles Magnin.  Paris, 1845.

The most important collections of English Mysteries and
Miracle-Plays are those known as the Townley, the Chester,
and the Coventry plays. The first of these collections
has been published by the Surtees Society, and the other two
by the Shakespeare Society. In his introduction to the Cov-
entry Mysteries, the editor, Mr. Halliwcll, quotes the follow-
ing passage from Dugdale's Antiquities of Warwickshire:

"Before the suppression of the monasteries, this city was
very famous for the pageants that were played therein, upon
Corpus Christi day; which, occasioning very great con-
fluence of people thither, from far and near, was of no small
benefit thereto; which pageants being acted with mighty
state and reverence by the friars of this house, had theatres

VOL. I. 2D
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for the sveral mes ver% large and high, placed upon
wheds and drawn to all the eminent parts of the city, for
the better advantage of the gpectators’; and contained the
dory of the New Testament, composed into old English
Rithme, as appeareth by an ancient MS, intituled Ludus
Corporis Christi, or Ludus Conventria. | have ben told
by some old ﬁeople who in ther younger years were eye-
witnesses of these pageants 0 acted, that the yearly con-
fluence of people to see that show was extraordinary great,
and yidded no small advantage to this city."

The representation of rdigious plays has not yet bean
wholly discontinued by the Roman Church. At Ober-
Ammeregau in the Tyrol, a grand spectade of this kind is
exhibited once in ten'years A \]/g%graphic description of
that which took placein the year Isgiven by Miss Anna
Mary Howitt, in her Art-Student in Munich, val. i. chap,
iv. She sys :—

"We had come expecting to fed our souls revolt at so
material arepresentation of Christ, asany representation of
him we naturally imagined mug be in a peasant's Miracle-
Play. Yet sofar, grangeto confess neither horror, disgug,
nor” contempt was exdted in our minds. Such an earnest
lemnity and smplicity breathed throughout the whole
of the performance, that to me, at leadt, anything like anger,
or a perception of the ludicrous, would have ssamed more
irreverent on my part than was this smple, childlike
rendering of the sublime Chrigtian tragedy. We fdt at
times as though the figt&r;snof Cimabue's, Giotto's, and
Perugino's pictures had e animated, and were movin
before us; there was the same smple arrangement an
brilliant colour of drapery; the same earned, quiet dignity
about the heads whilst the entire absence of all theatrical
efect wonderfully increased theilluson.  There were somes
and groups so extraordinarily likethe early Italian pictures,
that you could have declared they were the works of Giotto
and Perugino, and not living men and women, had not the
figures moved and spoken, and the breeze girred ther
richly-coloured drapery, and the sun cas long, moving
shadows behind them on the gage These dfects of sun-
shine and shadow, and of drapery fluttered by the wind,
were very gtriking and beautiful;” one could imagine how
the Greks mutt have availed themsdves of such gtriking
dfedtsin ther theatres open to the sky."

Mr. Bayard Taylor, in his Eldorado, gives a description
of aMygery he sw performed at San Liond, in Mexico.
Seeval. ii. chap. xi. ) )

" Againg thewing-wall of the Hacienda del Ma¥o, which
occupied oneend of the plaza, was raised a platform, on
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which good a table covered with scarlet cloth. A rude
bower of caneleaves, on one end of the platform, represented
themanger of Bethlehem; whilea cord, stretched from itstop
aoross the plaza to a hole in the front of the church, bore a
large tinsd dar suspended by a hole in its centre. There
was quite a crowd in the plaza, and very soon a processon
z?ppeared, coming up from the lower part of the village.

he three kings took the lead ; the Virgin, mounted on an
ass that gloried in a gilded saddle and rose-besprinkled
mane and tail, followed them, led by the angel; and severa
women, with curious masks of paper, brought up the rear.
Two characters of the harlequin sort—one with a dog's
head on his shoulders and the other a bald-headed friar,
with a huge hat hanging on his back—played all sorts of
antics for the diverdon of the crowd. After making the
circuit of the plaza, the Virgin was taken to the platform,
and entered the manger. King Herod took his st at the
scarlet tabic, with an attendant in blue coat and red sash,
whom | took to be his Prime Minigter. The three kings
remained on ther horsssin front of the church ; but between
them and the platform, under the string on which the star
was to dide, walked two men in long white robes and blue
hoods, with parchment folios in ther hands These were
the Wise Men of the Eagt, as one might readily know from
their solemn air, and the myserious glances which they cast
towards all quarters of the heavens

" In alittle while, a company of women on the platform,
concedled behind a curtain, sang an angelic chorusto the
tune of' O pexcator dell' onda.' At the proper moment, the
Magi turned towards the platform, followed by the dar, to
which a gring was conveniently attached, that it might be
did along theline.  The threekings followed the ar till it
reached the manger, when they dismounted, and inquired
for the sovereign whom it had led them to vist. They were
invited upon the platform and introduced to Herod, as the
only king; this did not ssam to satify them, and, after
Lome conversation, they retired. By this time the star had
receded to the other end of the line, and commenced moving
forward again, they following. The angd called them into
the manger, where, upon their knees, they were shown a small
wooden box, supposad to contain the sacred infant; they
then retired, and the star brought them back no more.
After this departure, King Herod declared himself greatl
oonfused by what he had witnessed, and was very mu
afraid this newly-found king would weaken his power.
Upon consultation with his Prime Minister, the Massacre of
the Innocents was decided upon as the only means of
security.
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" Theange, on hearing this, gave warning totheVir%i]n,
who quickly got down from the platform, mounted her
bespangled “donkey, and hurried off. Herod's Prime
Minister directed all the children to be handed up for
execution. A boi/{ in a ragged sarape, was caught and
thrugt forward ; the Minigter took him by the hedsin spite
of his kicking, and held his head on thetable. The little
brother and sgter of the boy, thinking he wes really to be
decapitated, yelled at the top of ther voices in an agony
of terror, which threw the crowd into a roar of laughter.
King Herod brought down his sword with a whack on the
table, and the Prime Minister, dipping his brush into a pot
of white paint which good before him, made aflaring cross
on the boy's face Several other boys were caught and
srved likewise; and finally, the two harlequins, whose
kicks and sruggles nearly shook down the platform. The
processon then went off up the hill, followed by the whole
opulation of the village. All the evening there were
andangos in the mdson, bonfires and rockets on the [alaza
ringing of bels and high mass in the church, with the
accompaniment of two guitars, tinkling to lively polkas."
~ In 1852 therewas arepresentation of thiskind by Germans
in Boston; and | have now before me the copy of a play-
bill, announcing the performance on June 10, 1852, in
Cincinnati, of the " Great Biblico-Historical Drama, the
Life of Jeus Chrigt," with the characters and the names of
theperformers

Page 351. THE SCRIPTORIUM.

A mogt interegting volume might be written on the Calli-
graphers and Chrysographers, the transcribers and illumi-
nators of manuscripts in the Middle Ages These men
were for the mog part monks, who laboured sometimes for
pleasure and sometimes for penance, in multiplying copies
of the dasscs and the Scriptures

" Of all bodily labours which are proper for us" says
Cassodorus, the old Calabrian monk, "that of oopﬁlng
books has always besn more to my tage than any other.
The more 0, as in this exerdise the mind is indructed by
the _readlngi]of the Holy Scriptures and it is a kind of
homily to the others whom these books may reach. It is
preaching with the hand, by converting the fingers into
tongues, it is_publishing to men in slence the words of
salvation; in fing it is fighting againg the demon with pen
and ink. As many words as a transcriber writes, so many
wounds the demon recdves In a word, a reduse, seated
in his chair to copy books, travels into different provinces,
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without moving from the spat, and the labour of his hands
isfdt even where heisnot.’ ) o o

Nearly every monagtery was provided with its Scriptorium.
Nicholas de Clairvaux, St. Bernard's secretary, in one of
his letters, dexribes his cell, which he calls Scriptoriolum,
where he copied books And Mabillon, in his Etudes
Monastiques, says that in_his time were still to be ssn at
Citeaux " many of those little cdls where the transcribers
and bookbindersworked." )

SivestreésPaleographieUniverselle containsa vast number
of facamiles of the most beautiful illuminated manuscripts
of all ages and all countriess and Montfaucon in his
Palctographia Graca gives the names of over three hundred
calligraphers.  He a0 gives an account of the books they
copied, and the colophons, with which, as with a stis-
factory flourish of the pen, they dosed their long-continued
abours Many of theee are very curious, expressing joy,
humility, remorse; entreating the reader's prayers and
pardon for the writer's sins and sometimes pronouncing
a malediction on any one who should steal the book. A
few of thee | subjoin”:—

" As pilgrims rejoice, beholding their native land, so are
transcribers made glad, beholding the end of a book."

" Sweet isit towrite the end of any book." )

"Yewho read, pray for me, who have written this book,
the humble and snful Theodulus” )

" As many, therefore, as shall read this book, pardon me,
| bessech you, if aught | have erred in accent acute and
grave, in apogrophe, in breathing soft or aspirate; and
may God saveyou all. Amen."

" If anything iswell, praise thetranscriber; if ill, pardon
his unskilfulness" )

"Yewho read, pray for me, the mog sinful of all men,
for the Lord's sake" ) )

"The hand that has written this book shall decay, alasl
and become dugt, and go down to the grave, the corrupter
of all bodies But all yewho are of the portion of Chrigt,
pray that | may obtain the pardon of my sns Again and
again | bessch you with tears, brothers and fathers, acoept
my miserable supplication, O holy chaoir! | am called John,
woe is me! | am called Hieréus, or Sacerdos in name
only, not in unction."

"Whoever shall carry away this book, without permis-
gon of the Pope, may he incur the malediction of the Holy
Trinity, of the Holy Mother of God, of Saint John the
Baptid, of the one hundred and eghteen holy Nicene
Fathers, and of all the Saints, the fate of Sodom and
Gomorrah; and the halter of Judas ; anathema, amen.”



422 NOTES

" Keep sofg O Trinity, Father, Son, and Holy Ghod,
my threefingers with which | havewritten thisbook."

"Mathusalas Machir transcribed this divinest book in
toil, infirmity, and dangers man(}/."

" Baochius Barbardorius and Michael Sophianus wrote
this book in sport and laughter, bein%the gqueds of their
noble and common friend Vincentius Pindlus, and Petrus
Nunnius, amodg learned man."

This last colophon, Montfaucon does not suffer to pass
without reproof. " Other calligraphers” he remarks, " de-
mand only the prayersof ther readers and the pardon of
ther sins; but thee glory in their wantonness"

Page 359. Drink down to your peg.

One of the canons of Archbishop Ansém, promulgated
at the beginning of the twelfth century, ordains "that
priests go not to drinking bouts nor drink to pegs” In
thetimes of the bar d-drinking Danes, King Edgar ordained
that "pins or nails should be fagened into the drinking-
cups or horns at sated distances and whosoever shall
drink beyond those marks at one draught should be
obnoxious to a severe punishment.”

Sharpe, in his History of the Kings of England, says.
" QOur_ ancetors were formerly famous for compotation :
ther liquor was ale, and one method of amusing themsaves
in this way was with th%)eg-tankard. | had lately one of
them in my hand. It had on theinsde a row of eight pins,
one above ancther, from top to bottom. It held two quarts,
and was a nable %e_oeof plate, s that there was a gill of
ale, half a pint, Wincheser measure, between each peg.
The law was, that every person that drank was to empty
the gpace between pin and pin, o that the pins were 0
many meesures to make the company all drink alike, and
to swallow the same quantity of liquor. Thiswasa pretty
sure method of making all the company drunk, especialy if
it be condgdered that the rule was, that whosoever drank
short of his pin, or beyond it, was obliged to drink again,
and even as degp as tothe next pin."

Page 361. The Convent of St, Gildas de Rhuys.

Abdard, in a letter to his friend Philintus, gives a sad
icture of this monagery. " | live" he says "in abar-
ous country,:the language of which | do not understand ;

| have no conversation, but with the rudest people My
walks are on the inaccessble shore of a sea, which is per-
petually sormy. My monks arc only known by their
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dissoluteness, and Iivinq_without any rule or order. Could
¥ou e the abbey, Philintus, you would not call it one.

he doors and walls are without any ornament, except the
heads of wild boars and hinds feef, which are nailed up
against them, and the hides of frightful animals. The cells
are hung with the skins of deer. - The monks have not so
much as a bell to wake them, the cocks and dogs supply
that defect. In short, they pass their whole days in hunt-
ing: would to Heaven that were their greatedt fault, or
that their pleasures terminated there! "1 endeavour in
vain to recall them to their duty ; they all combine against
me, and | only expose myself'to continual vexations and
dangers. | imagine 1 see every moment a naked sword hang
over my head. “Sometimes they surround me, and load me
with infinite abuses; sometimes theé abandon me, and | am
|eft done to my own tormenting thoughts. 1 make it my
endeavour to merit by my sufferings, and to an
angry God. Sometimes | grieve for the loss of the house
of the Paraclete, and wish to g it again. Ah, Philintus,
does not the love of Heloise still burn'in my heart ? | have
not yet triumphed over that unhappy passion. In the midst
of my retirement | sigh, | weep, | pine, | spek the dear
name Heloise, and am plessed to hear the sound."—Letters
of the celebrated Abdard and Heloise. Trandated by Mr.
John Hughes. Glasgow, 1751.

Page 379. Were it not for my magic garters and staff.

The method of making the Magic Garters and the Magic
Staff is thus laid down In Les Secrets MerveilUux du Petit
Albert, a French translation of Alberti Parvi Lucii Libellus
de Mirabilibus Nature Arcanis—' Gather some of the
herb called motherwort, when the sun is entering the first
degree of the sign of Capricorn; let it dry a little in the
shade, and make some garters of the skin of a young hare;
that isto say, having cut the skin of the hare into strips two
inches wide, double them, saw the before-mentioned herb
between, and wear them on your Iefgs_ No horse can
keep up with a man on foot who is furnished with these
garters. "—Page 128.

" Gather, on the morrow of All Saints, a s_trog branch
of willow, of which you will make a saff, furnished to your
||k|n% Hollow it out, by removing the pith from within,
after having furnished the lower end with an iron ferrule.
Put into the bottom of the staff the two eyes of a young
wolf, the tongue and heart of a do%, three green lizards,
and the hearts of three swallows. T must all be dried
in the sun, between two papers, having been first sprinkled
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with findy-pulverised saltpetre.  Besdes all these put Into
the gaff seven leaves of vervain, gathered on the eve of S
John the Baptigt, with a sone of divers colours which you
will find in the net of the lapwing, and sop the end of the
gaff with a pome of box, or of any other material you
please, and be asured that this gaff will guarantee you
from the perils and mishapswhich too often befall travelers,
dther from robbers, wild beasds mad dogs or venomous
animals. It will also procure you the goodwill of those
with whom you lodge"
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