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v PREFACE.

liar merits, we think, are better felt and appreciated, in later
years, by those who have become wearied with the intense
straining for effect, and the passionate eccentricities, of some
of our more recent schools of verse, and recur with fresh
pleasure to pages that are marked everywhere with sim-
plicity, refinement, and tranquil beauty.

It has been our object to furnish an edition of the Com-
plete Poetical Works of Samuel Rogers, in a form so hand-
some that everybody might be pleased to possess it, and so
cheap that anybody might be able to buy. We have thrown
together, in a prefatory memoir, such materials for the per-
sonal and literary life of the author as were within our
reach; and, among them, we are sure that the admirable
critiques of Mackintosh and Jeffrey will be considered as
imparting additional value to the volume.
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12 MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROGERS.

the Muscs ; and I now publicly call upon Samuel Rogers to answer
to his name, and stand forth in the title-page of somo future work,
that shall be in substance greater, in dignity of subject more sublime,
and in purity of versification not less charming, than his poem above
mentioned.”

In November, 1805, Moore wrote to his mother, “I am just
going to dine third to Rogers and Cumberland : a good poetical step-
ladder we make ; tho former is past forty, and the latter past seven-
ty.”” Itwasin the pages of the Anthologia Hibernica, for the months
of January and February, 1793, that Moore first read, as a school-
boy, Rogers' Pleasures of Memory, little dreaming that he should
one day become the intimate friend of the author ; and such an im-
pression did it then make upon him, a8 he tells us in his Memoirs,
that the particular type in which it is there printed, and the very
color of the paper, were through life associated with every line of it
in his memory.

Rogers was an early friend of Lord Byron. The noble poet had
excepted him from the somewhat indiscriminate abuse of the English
Bards and Scotch Reviewers, and had complimented him in lines
which will well bear transcription :

¢ To the famed throng now paid the tribute due,
Neglected genius ! let me turn to you.
Come forth, O Campbell !* give thy talents scope;
‘Who dares aspire if thou must cease to hope ?
And thou, melodious Rogers ! rise at last —
Recall the pleasing memory of the past.
_Ariso ! let blest romembrance still inspire,
And strike to wonted tones thy hallowed lyre ;
Restore Apollo to his vacant throne,
Assert thy country’s honor and thine own.”

This eulogy Moore thinks the disinterested and deliberate result of
the young poet’s judgment, as at that time he had never seen Rogers

* It would be superfluous to recall to the mind of the reader the authors
of ¢“The Pleasures of Memory** and ¢ The Pleasures of Hope,’”’ the most
beautiful didactic poems in our language, if we except Pope’s * Essay on
Man ;* but so many poetasters have started up, that even the names of
Campbell and Rogers are become strange. — Byron’s Note.
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sect ; and this last bigotry is the more remarkable, because it is
exerted against the most skilful and tasteful of innovators, who, in
reviving more poetical subjects and a more splendid diction, has em-
ployed more care and finish than those who aimed only at correct-
nees.

¢ The interval which clapsed between the death of Goldsmith and
the rise of Cowper is perhaps more barren than any other twelve
years in the history of our poetry since the accession of Elizabeth.
It scemed as if the fertile soil was at length exhausted. But it had
in fact only ceased to exhibit its accustomed produce. The estab-
lished poetry had worn out either its own resources, or the constancy
of its readers. Former attempts to introduce novelty had been either
too weak or too carly. Neither the beautiful fancy of Collins, nor
the learned and ingenious industry of Warton, nor even the union
of -sublime genius with consummate art in Gray, had produced a
general change in poetical composition. But the fulness of time was
approaching ; and a revolution has been accomplished, of which the
commencement nearly coincides —not, as we conceive, accidentally
— with that of the political revolution which has changed the char-
acter, as well as tho condition, of Europe. It has been a thousand
times ohscrved, that nations become weary even of excellence, and
seek a new way of writing, though it should be a worse. But, besides
the operation of satiety,— the general cause of literary revolutions, —
several particular circumstances seem to have affected the late changes
of our poetical taste ; of which, two are more conspicuous than the
rest.
¢¢ In the natural progress of society, the songs which are the effusion
of the feelings of a rude tribo are gradually polished into a form of
poetry still retaining the marks of the national opinions, sentiments
and manners, from which it originally sprung. The plants are im-
proved by cultivation ; but they are still the native produce of the
soil. Tho only perfect example which we know, of this sort, is
Grecce.  Knowledge and useful art, and perhaps in a great measure
religion, the Greeks received from the East ; but, as they studied no
foreign language, it was impossible that any foreign literature should
influence the progress of theirs. Not even the nune of a Persian,
Assyrian, Phenician, or Egyptian poet is alluded to by any Greek
writer. The Greek poctry was, therefore, wholly national. The
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almost forgotten. But all imported tastes in literature must be in
some measure superficial. The poetry which once grew in the bosoms
of a people is always capable of being revived by a skilful hand.
‘When the brilliant and poignant lines of Pope began to pall on the
public ear, it was natural that we should revert to the cultivation of
our indigenous poetry.

¢¢ Nor was this the sole, or perhaps the chief agent which was work-
ing a poetical change. As the condition and character of the former
age had produced an argumentative, didactic, sententious, prudential
and satirical poetry, so the approaches to a new order (or rather at
first disorder) in political society were attended by correspondent
movements in the poetical world. Bolder speculations began to pre-
vail. A combination of the science and art of the tranquil period
with the hardy enterprises of that which succeeded gave rise to
scientific poems, in which a bold attempt was made, by the mere
force of diction, to give a political interest and elevation to the cold-
est parts of knowledge, and to those arts which have been hitherto
considered ag the meanest. Having been forced ahove their natural
place by the wonder at first elicited, they have not yet recovered from
the subsequent depression. Nor will a similar attempt be successful,
without a more temperato use of power over style, till the diffusion
of physical knowledge renders it familiar to the popular imagina-
tion, and till the prodigies worked by the mechanical arts shall have
bestowed on them a character of grandeur.

¢¢ As the agitation of men’s minds approached the period of an
explosion, its effects on literature become more visible. The desire
of strong emotion succeeded to the solicitude to avoid disgust. Fic-
tions, both dramatic and narrative, were formed according to the
school of Rousseau and Goethe. The mixture of comic and tragic
pictures once more displayed itself, as in the ancient and national
drama. The sublime and energetic feelings of devotion began to be
more frequently associated with poetry. The tendency of political
speculation concurred in directing the mind of the poet to the infense
and undisguised passions of the uneducated, which fastidious polite-
ness had excluded from the subjects of poetical imitation. The his-
tory of nations unlike ourselves, the fantastic mythology and fero-
cious superstition of distant times and countries, or the legends of
our own antique faith, and the romances of our fabulous and heroic
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color of generosity, and more exempt, probably, than any other from
degrading and unpoetical vices.

¢ The failure of innumerable adventurers is inevitable, in literary,
as well a8 in political, revolutions. The inventor reldom perfects his
invention. The uncouthness of the novelty, the clumsiness with
which it is managed by an unpractised hand, and the dogmatical
contempt of criticism natural to the pride and enthusiasm of the
innovator, combine to expose him to ridicule, and generally termi-
nate in his being admired (though warmly) by a few of his contem-
poraries, rememhered only occasionally in after times, and sup-
planted in general estimation by more cautious and skilful imitators.
With the very reverse of unfriendly feelings, we observe that errone-
ous theorics respecting poetical diction, — exclusive and proscriptive
notions in criticism, which, in adding new provinces to poetry, would
deprive her of ancient dominions and lawful instruments of rule, —
and a neglect of that extreme regard to general sympathy, and even
accidental prejudice, which is necessary to guard poetical novelties
against their natural cnemy, the satirist, — have powerfully counter-
acted an attempt, equally moral and philosophical, made by a writer
of undisputed poetical genius, to enlarge the territorics of art, by
unfolding the poctical intercst which lies latent in the common acts
of the humblest men, and in the most ordinary modes of feeling, as
well as in the most familiar scenes of naturo.

¢¢ The various opinions which may naturally be formed of the merit
of individual writers form no neccssary part of our consideration.
We consider the present as one of the most flourishing periods of
English poetry; but thosc who condemn all contemporary poets
need not on that account dissent from our speculations. It is suffi-
cient to have proved the reality, and in part perhaps to have ex-
plained the origin, of a literary revolution. At no time does the
success of writers bear so uncertain a proportion to their genius, as
when the rules of judging and the habits of feeling are unsettled.
¥ «Tt is not uninteresting, even as a matter of speculation, to observe
the fortune of a poem which, like The Pleasures of Memory, appeared
at the commencement of this literary revolution, without paying
court to the revolutionary tastes, or seeking distinction by resistance
to them. It borrowed no aid either from prejudice or innovation.
It neither copied the fashion of the age which was passing away, nor
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¢ And we cannot resist the pleasure of quoting the moral, tender,
and clegant lines which close the poem :

¢ Lighter than air, Hopo’s summer-visions fly,
If but a fleeting cloud obscure the sky ;
If but a beam of sober Reason play,
Lo ! Fancy’s fuiry frost-work melts away !
But can the wiles of Art, the grasp of Power,
Snatch the rich relics of a well-spent hour ?
These, when tho trembling spirit wings her flight,
Pour round her path a stream of living light ;
And gild those pure and perfect realns of rest,
Where Virtue triumphs, and her sons are blest !

¢« The descriptive passages require, indeed, a closer inspection, and a
more exercised eye, than those of some celebrated contemporaries who
sacrifico elegance to effect, and whose figures stand out, in bold relief,
from the genoral roughness of their more unfinished compositions ;
and in the moral parts there is often discoverable a Virgilian art,
which suggests, rather than displays, the various and contrasted
scenes of human life, and adds to the power of language by a certain
air of reflection and modesty, in tho preference of measured terms to
those of more apparent encrgy. .

¢ In the View from the House, the scene is neither delightful from
very superior beauty, nor striking by singularity, nor powerful from
reminding us of terrible passions or memorable deeds. It consists of
the moroe ordinary of the beautiful features of nature, neither exag-
gerated nor represented with curious minuteness, but exhibited with
picturesque elegance, in connection with those tranquil emotions
which they call up in the calm order of a virtuous mind, in every
condition of society and of life. The verses on the Torso areina
more severe style. The Fragment of a divine artist, which awakened
the genius of Michael Angelo, scems to disdain ornament. It would
be difficult to name two small poems, by the same writer, in which
he has attained such high degrees of kinds of excellence so dissimi-
lar, as are seen in the Sick Chamber and the Butterfly. The firat
has a truth of detail, which, considered merely as painting, is admir-
able ; but assumes a higher character, when it is felt to be that
minute remembrance with which affoction recollects every circum-
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pootry. The Crusades were not without permanent effects on the
state of men ; but their poctical interest does not arise from these
effects, and it immeasurably surpasses them.

¢ Whether the voyage of Columbus be destined to be forever inca-
pable of becomning the subject of an epic poem, is a question which we
have scarcely the means of answering. Tho success of great writers
has often so little corresponded with the promise of their subject,
that we might be almost tempted to think the choice of a subject
indifferent. The story of Hamlet, or of Paradise Lost, would before-
hand have been pronounced to be unmanageable. Perhaps the genius
of Shakspeare and of Milton has rather compensated for the incorri-
gible defects of ungrateful subjects, than conquered them. The
course of ages may produce the poetical genius, the historical mate-
rials and the national feclings, for an Amecrican epic poem. Thero
is yet but one stato in America, and that state is hardly become a
nation. At some future period, when every part of the continent
has been the scene of memorable cvents, when the discovery and con-
quest have receded into that legendary dimness which allows fancy
to mould them at her pleasure, the ecarly history of America may
afford scope for the genius of a thousand national poets; and while
some may soften the cruelty which darkens the daring energy of
Cortez and Pizarro, — while others may, in perhaps new forms of
poetry, ennoble the pacific conquests of Penn, —and while the gen-
ius, the exploits, and the fate of Raleigh, may render his establish-
ments probably the most alluring of American subjects, every inhab-
itant of tho New World will turn his eyes with filial reverence towards
Columbus, and regard with equal enthusiasm the voyage which laid
the foundation of so many states, and peopled a continent with civil-
ized men. Most epic subjects, but especially such a subject as Colum-
bus, require cither the fire of an actor in the scene, or the religious
reverence of a very distant posterity. Homer, as well as Ergilla and
Camoens, show what may be done by an epic poet who himself fecls
the passions of his heroes. It must not be denied that Virgil has
borrowed a color of refinement from the court of Augustus, in paint-
ing the age of Priam and of Didoe. Evander is a solitary and exqui-
site model of primitive manners divested of grossness, without losing
their simplicity. But to an European poet, in this age of the world,
the Voyage of Columbus is too naked, and too cxactly defined by his-
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human. The wisdom of Columbus is ncither less venerable nor less
his own becauso it is supposed to flow more directly than that of
other wise men from the inspiration of heaven. The mutiny of his
seamen is not less interesting or formidable because the poet traces it
to the suggestion of those malignant spirits in whom the imagina-
tion, independent of all theological doctrines, is naturally prone to
personify and embody the causes of evil.

¢¢ Unless, indeed, the marvellous be a part of the popular creed at
the period of the action, the reader of a subsequent age will refuse
to sympathize with it. Ilis poctical faith is founded in sympathy
with that of the poetical personages. Still more objectionable is a
marvellous influence ncither believed in by the reader nor by the
hero : — like a great part of the machinery of the Henriade and the
Lusiad, which, indeed, is not only absolutely ineffective, but rather
disennobles heroic fiction, by association with light and frivolous
ideas. Allegorical persons (if the expression may be allowed) are
only in the way to become agents. The ahstraction has received a
fuint outline of form ; but it has not yet acquired those individual
marks and characteristic peculiaritics which render it a really ex-
isting being. On the other hand, the more sublime parts of our
own religion, and more especially those which are common to all
religion, are too awful and too philosophical for poetical effect. If
we except Paradise Lost, where all is supernatural, and where the
ancestors of the human race are not strictly human beings, it must
be owned that no successful attempt has been made to ally a human
action with the sublimer principles of the Christian theology. Some
opinions, which may, perhaps, without irreverence, be said to be
rather appendages to the Christian system than essential parts of it,
are in that sort of intermediate state which fits them for the purposes
of poetry ; — sufficiently exalted to ennoble the human actions with
which they are blended, but not so exactly defined, nor so deeply
revered, as to be inconsistent with the liberty of imagination. The
guardian angels, in the project of Dryden, had the inconvenience of
having never taken any deep root in popular belief; the agency of
evil gpirits was firmly belicved in the age of Columbus. With the
truth of fucts poetry can have no concern ; but the truth of manners
is necessary to its persons. If the minute investigations of the Notes
to this pvem had related to historical details, they would have been
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praise.” The review nettled the poet not a little, as we learn from
a letter of Byron's, written in September :

¢ Rogers has returned to town, but not yet recovered of the Quar-
terly. 'What fellows these reviewers are! ¢These boys do fear us
all!’ They made you fight, and me (the milkiest of men) a satirist,
and will end by making Rogers madder than Ajax. I have been
reading Memory again, the other day, and Hope together, and retain
all my preference of the former. His elegance is really wonderful ;
therc is no such thing as a vulgar line in the book. * * Rogers
wants me to go with him on a crusade to the Lakes, and to besiege
you on our way. This last is a great temptation, but I fear it will
not be in my power, unless you would go on with one of us some-
where — no matter where.

«P. 8. No letter —n’importe. Rogers thinks the Quarterly wil
be at me this time ; if so, it shall be a war of exteljmination —ne
quarter. From the youngest devil down to the oldest woman of tha\
review, all shall perish by one fatal lampoon. The ties of nature
shall be torn asunder, for I will not even sparec my bookseller ; nay,
if one were to include readers also, all the better.”

We do not know if this review prompted a celebrated epigram
upon its author by the offended poet, or if the epigram prompted
the review. From an allusion to it in Medwin’s Conversations with
Lord Byron, we should imagine that the poet revenged himself by
the satire ; but from an allusion in the Quarterly Review we infer
that Rogers was the first offender. ¢¢ Rogers is the only man,” said
his lordship to Captain Medwin, ¢ who can write epigrams, and sharp
bone-cutters, too, in two lines.”” For instance, that on an M.P. who
had reviewed his book, and said he wrote very well for a banker :

¢ Ward has no heart, they say, but I deny it ;
He has a heart, and gets his speoches by it.””

The Quarterly says that Ward would sometimes quote this dis-
tich, admit the point, and return usually & Roland for an Oliver-
But even Mr. Ward did not fail to recognize the position which the
poet had already secured by The Pleasures of Memory. ¢ The first
poem in this collection,’’ he says, ¢ does not fall within the province
of our criticism. It has been published many years, and has ac-
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attention. Mr. Rogers has not been able to depart from his former
manner, that which use had made natural to him, so much as he,
“perhaps, intended. He is often himself, in spite of himself. Habit,
good tasto and an exquisito ear, are constantly bringing him back to
the right path, cven when he had set out with a resolution to wander
from it. Hence, though the poem will not bear to be looked at as a
whole, and though there runs through it an affectation of beauties
which it is not in the author’s power to produce, yet it contains
passages of such merit as would amply repay the trouble of reading
a much larger and more faulty work. It will be the more pleasing
part of our task to select a few of them, with an assurance to our
readers that they are not the only ones, and with a strong recom-
mendation to read the whole,—a recommendation with which they
will very ensily comply, as the poem does not exceed seven or eight
hundred lines.”’

In this connection the following contemporaneous memoranda of
Lord Byron’s, touching the poct and his critic, will be read with
interest :

~¢¢ Nov. 22, 1813. — Rogers is silent ; and, it is said, severe. When
he does talk, he talks well ; and, on all subjects of taste, his delicacy
of expression is pure as his poetry. If you enter his house, his draw-
ing-room, his library, you of yourself say, this is not the dwelling of
a common mind. There is not a gem, a coin, a book thrown aside
on his chimney-piece, his sofa, his table, that does not bespeak an
almost fustidious clegance in the possessor. But this very delicacy
must he the misery of his existence. O, the jarrings his disposition
must have encountered through life! .,

¢ Noo, 23. — Ward. I like Ward. By Mahomet! I begin to
think I like everybody,—a disposition not to be encouraged ; a sort
of social gluttony that swallows everything set before it. But I like
Ward. e is piquant; and, in my opinion, will stand very high in
the house, and everywhere clse, if he applies regularly. By the by,
I dine with him to-morrow, which may have some influence on my
opinion. It is as well not to trust one’s gratitude aftcr dinner. 1
have heard many a host libelled by his guests, with his Burgundy
yet recking on their rascally lips.”’

In 1814 the poem of Jacqueline appeared, in the same volumo with
the Lara of Lord Byron.












84 MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROGKRS.

W. Scorr.

Rocers.

Moorg, CaMPBELL.

Sovrney, WorpsworTi, COLERIDGE.

Tug Maxy.

Rogers seems to have cultivated the kindest personal relations with
most of his distinguished poetical contemporaries. e was on the
most friendly terms with Campbell, who speaks with cordial warmth
of the generosity and kindliness of his nature,and his constant search
for opportunities of manifesting his benevolence of disposition. With
Crabbe, also, he was intimate. This ¢ sternest painter ”’ of nature
was introduced to the fumily of Landsdowne hy Bowles, the friend
of his latter days; and here he became the acquaintance and friend
of Rogers, who invited him to pay a summer visit to London. ¢ He
accepted this invitation, and, taking lodgings near his new friend’s
residence, in St. Jumes' Place, was cordially welcomed by the circle
distinguished in politics, fushion, scienco, art und literature, of which
Mr. R. was himsclf the brightest ornament.” The following mem-
oranda from Crable’s diary show how largely he was indebted to
the attentions of Rogers for the enjoyment of his London visit :

¢ June 24, 1817. — Mr. Rogers, his brother and family. Mr. and
Mrs. Moore, very agreeable and pleasant people.  Foscolo, the Ital-
ian gentleman. Dante, &c. Play, Kemble in Coriolanus.

¢¢ 20th. — Mr. Rogers, and the usual company, at breakfast. Lady
Iolland comes and takes mo to lolland House. * ¢ Mect Mr.
Campbell.  Mr. Moore with us.  Mr. Rogers joins us in the course
of the day. ’

¢ 27th. — Breakfust with Mr. Brougham and Lady Holland. Tord






26 MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROGERS.

¢¢ 2d. — Duke of Rutland. List of pictures burned at Belvoir Cas-
tle. Dine at Sydenbam with Mr. and Mrs. Campbell, Mr. Moore
and Mr. Rogers. Poet’s Club.

¢¢ 4th.—Morning view, and walk with Mr. Heber and Mr. Stan-
hope. Afterwards, Mr. Rogers, Lady S., Lady H. A good picture,
if I dare draw it accurately; to place in lower life would lose the
peculiarities which depend upon their station ; yet, in any station.
Return with Mr. Rogers. Dino at Landsdowne House. Sir James
Mackintosh, Mr. Grenville, elder brother to Lord Grenville. * *

¢ 6th. — Call at Mr. Rogers’, and go to Lady Spencer. Go with
Mr. Rogers to dine at Highbury with his brother and family. Miss
Rogers the same at Highbury as in town. * * Mr. Rogers says
I must dine with him to-morrow, and that I consented when I was
at Sydenham ; and now certainly they expect mo at Ilampstead,
though I have made no promise.

¢7th.—Dinner at Mr. Rogers’, with Mr. Moore and Mr. Camp-
bell, Lord Strangford and Mr. Spencer.

¢¢14th. — Go to Mr. Rogers’, and take a farewell visit to High-
bury. Miss Rogers. Promiso to go when ——. Return carly.
Dine there, and purpose to see Mr. Moore and Mr. Rogers in the
morning when they set out for Calais.

¢ 15th. — Was too late this morning. Messrs. Rogers and Moore
were gone. Go to church at St. James’. The scrmon good ; hut
the preacher thought proper to apologize for a severity which he had
not used. Write some lines in the solitude of Somerset House, not
fifty yards from the Thames on one side, and the Strand on the other ;
but as quiet as the sands of Arabia. I am not quite in good humor
with this day ; but, happily, I cannot say why.”’

The dinner at Sydenham, alluded to under the date of July 2d,
made a lasting impression on more than one of the party ; and Moure
has immortalized it in one of his most graceful and exquisite poems,
the Verses to the Poet Crabbe’s Inkstand. We transcribe the stan-
zas in which the poet describes the subject of this sketch :

« How freshly doth my mind recall,
’Mong the few days I *ve known with thee,
One that most buoyantly of all
Floats in the wake of memory !
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when they succeed in riveting our attention, or rousing our emo-
tions, and which turns everything into poetry to which its sensibili-
ties can be ascribed, or by which its vicissitudes can be suggested !
Yet it is not by any means to that which, in ordinary language, is.
termed the poetry or the romance of human life, that the present
work is directed.  The life which it endeavors to set before us is not
life diversified with strange adventures, embodied in extrnordinary
characters, or agitated with turbulent passions; not the life of war-
like paladins, or desperate lovers, or sublime ruffians, or piping shep-
lierds, or sentimental savages, or bloody bigots, or preaching ped-
lers, or conquerors, poets, or any other species of madmen ; but the
ordinary, practical, and amiable life of social, intelligent and affeo-
tionate men in the upper ranks of society, — such, in short, as multi-
tudes may be seen living every day in this country ; for the picture
is entirely English, and though not perhaps in the choice of every
one, yet open to the judgment, and familiar to the sympathies, of
all. It contains, of course, no story, and no individual characters.
1t is properly and peculiarly contemplative, and consists in a series
of reflections on our mysterious nature and condition upon earth,
and on the marvellous though unnoticed changes which the ordi-
nary course of our existence is continually bringing about in our
being. Its marking peculiarity in this respect is, that it is free from
the least alloy of acrimony or harsh judgment, and deals not at all,
indeed, in any specics of satirical or sarcastic remark. The poet looks
here on man, and teaches us to lovk on him, not merely with love,
but with reverence ; und, mingling a sort of considerate pity for the
shortness of his husy little career, and the disappointments and weak-
nesses by which it is beset, with a genuine admiration of the great
capacities he unfolds, and the high destiny to which he seems to be
reserved, works out a very beautiful and engaging picture, both of
the affections by which life i3 endeared, the trials to which it is
exposed, and the pure and peaceful enjoyments with which it may
often he filled.

¢ This, after all, we believe, is the tone of true wisdom and true
virtue ; and that to which all good natures draw nearer, as they
approach the close of life, and come to act less, and to know and to
meditate more, on the varying and crowded scene of human exist-
ence. When the inordinate hopes of early youth, which provoke
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venerable poet, — if not otherwise, at least as the partaker of hia
liberal and elegant hospitality. His social sphere has always been a
very large onc. It included whigs and tories, wits and statesmen,
poets and philanthropists ; not only the habitués of society, but
men who were but seldom seen in woridly circles. Sir Samuel Rom-
illy enters in his diary, a few months before his lamented death, —
¢To-day I dined with Rogers (the poet). A very pleasant dinner
with Crabbe (whom I had never before scen), Frere and Jekyll.”
An extract from the diary of Wilberforce shows that he did not think
80 well of this dining with poets :

¢« Feb. 19, 1814. — Dined Duke of Gloucester’s, to meet Madame
de Staél, at her desire. Madame, her son and daughter, duke, two
aides-de-camp, Vansittart, Lord Erskine, poct Rogers, and others.
Madame de Staél quite like her book, though less hopeful. Compli-
nenting me highly on abolition, and all Europe, &c. But I must
not spend time in writing this. She asked me, and I could not well
refuse, to dine with her on Friday, to meet Lord Harrowby and
Mackintosh, and poet Rogers on Tuesday sennight.

¢ 23d. — Breakfast, Mr. Barnett about the poor. Letters. Wrote
to Madame de Stagl and poet Rogers, to excuse myself from dining
with them. It does not seem the line in which I can now glorify
God. Dinner quict, and letters afterwards.”

In his diary, under date of the 5th November, 1821, Moore makes
the: following entry : ¢ By the by, I received the other day a manu-
script from the Longmans, requesting me (a8 they often do) to look
over it, and give my opinion whether it would be worth publishing
anonymously. Upon opening it, found, to my surprise, that it was
¢ Rogers’ Ttaly,” which he has sent home thus privately to be pub-
lished.””  This work was published in the following year, and is the
last and best of its author's productions. Its merits have been set
forth with exquisite taste and skill, by a writer in the Naw Monthly
Magazine :

¢ Turn we to the last and greatest of our author’s poems, ¢ Italy.’

¢ The great character of this poem (Ttaly) as it is in The Pleasures
of Memory, is simplicity ; but here simplicity assumes a nobler shape.
Although to o certain degree there is an alteration in the tone of
the last from that of the firt pulblished poem, an alteration seem-
ingly more marked from the difference between blank verse and
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poctry have been stricken. Few men of letters have been more per-
sonally known in their day, or more generally courted. A vein of
agrecable conversation, sometimes amene, and more often caustic ; a
polished manner, a sense quickly alive to all that passes around ;
and, above all, perhaps, a taste in the arts, a knowledge of painting
and of sculpture, — very rare in this country, — have contributed to
make the author of Italy scarce less distinguished in society than in
letters.”’

Moore’s diary is full of allusions to his social intercourse with
Rogers and his fricnds.  One day the fashionable poet was invited to
dine in St. James’ Place, to meet Barnes, the editor of the T¥mes, in
company with Lords Landsdowne and Holland, Luttrell and Tierney ;
and Mooge, on Rogers’ advising that he was well worth cultivating,
broke off an engagement for the next Sunday with Miss White, and
refused Lord Landsdowne, to accept an invitation from Barnes.
Another day he would breakfast at Rogers’ with Sydney Smith,
Sharpe, Luttrell and Lord John ; or amuse himself with reading the
notes from Sheridan, or passages from the unpublished works of his
friend.

On 10th April, 1823, he writes, ¢ Dined at Rogers’. A distin-
guished party: S. Smith, Ward, Luttrell, Payne Knight, Lord
Aberdeen, Abercrombie, Lord Clifden, &c. Smith particularly
amusing. Have rather held out against him hitherto ; but this day
he conquered me; and I am now his victim, in the laughing way,
for life. * * What Rogers says of Smith, very true, that when-
ever the conversation is getting dull he throws in some touch which
makes it rehound, and rise again as light as ever. Ward's artificial
efforts, which to me are always painful, made still more so by their
contrast to Smith's natural and overflowing exuberance. Luttrell,
too, considerably extinguished to-day ; but there is this difference
between Luttrell and Smith, — that after the former you remember
what good things he said, and after the latter you merely remember
how much you lnughed. June 10th. — Breakfasted at Rogers’, to meet
Luttrell, Lady Davy, Miss Rogers and William Bankes. * # Rogers
ghowed us ¢ Gray’s Poema’ in his original hand-writing, with a letter
to the printer ; also the original MS. of one of Sterne’s sermons.”
Aguin, he dined with Rogers at the Athensum, the first time tho
latter ever dined at a club. He dined with him at Roberts’, in Paris,
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makes his celshrated strawherry-girl, which is in this collection, so
attractive.  With her hands simply folded, o basket under her arm,
she stands in a white frock, and looks full at the spectator, with her
fine, large eyes.  The admirable impasto, the bright, gulden tone,
clear as Rembrandt, and the dark landseape hack-ground, have a
etriking effret. Sir Joshua himself looked upon this as one of his best
pietures. A sleeping girl i3 also uncommonly charming, the color-
ing very glowing ; many cracks in the painting, hoth in the back-
ground and the drapery, show the uncertainty of the artist in the
meehanival processes of the art.  Another girl with a bird does not
give me 5o much pleasure.  The rather aff:cted laugh is, in this in-
stanee, not stolen from nature, but from the not happy invention of
the painter; in the glowing color there is sumething specky and
fulse.  Puck, the merry elf in Shakspeare’s Midsummer Night's
Dream, called by the English Robin Guodtellow, represented as a
child, with an arch look, sitting on a mushroom, and full of wanton-
ness, stretehing out arms and leggy, is another much admired work of
Sir Jushua. But, though this picture is painted with much warmth
and clearness, the conception does not at all please me. 1 find it too
childish, and not fantastic enough. In the back-ground, Titania is
scen with the ass-headed weaver.  Psyehe with the lamp, looking at
Cupid, figures as large as life, is of the most brilliant effect, and, in
the tender, greenish hulf-tints, also of great delicacy.  In the regand
for beautiful lading lines, there is an affinity to the rather exagror-
ated grace of Parmeggiano.  In such pictures by Sir Joshua, the
incorrect drawing always injures the effect. T was much interested
at meeting with o landscape by this master. 1t is in the style of
Rembrandt, and of very strong effeet.

« Of older English painters, there are here two pretty pictures hy
Gainshorough, one hy Wilson ; of the more recent, 1 found only one
by the rure and spirited Bonington, of a Turk fallen asleep over his
pipe, adwirally exceuted in a deep, harmonious chiaro-oscuro.  Mr.
Rogers® taste and knowledge of the art are too general for him not to
feel the profound intellectual value of works of art in which the man-
agement of the materials was in some degree restricted. 1le haw,
therefore, not disdained to place in his collection the half-figures of
8t. Paul and St. John, and fragments of a fresco painting from the
Oarmelite Church at Florence, by Giotto ; Salome dancing beforo
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tiful landscape, with the reflection of the glowing horizon upon the
blue sea, which is of great importance here, in proportion to the
figures, proves how early Titian obtained extraordinary mastery in
this point, and confirms that he was the first who carried this branch
to a higher degreo of perfection. This poetic picture is, on the whole,
in very good preservation ; tho crimson drapery of the Magdalene is
of unusual depth and fulness. The lower part of the legs of Christ
have, however, suffered a little. Tho figures are about a third the
size of life.

¢“The finished sketch for the celebrated picture, known by the
name of La Gloria di Tiziano, which he afterward, by the command
of Philip II., King of Spain, painted for the church of the convent
where the Emperor Charles V. died, is also very remarkable. It is
a rich, but not very pleasing composition. The idea of having the
coffin of the emperor carried up to heaven, where God the Father
and Son are enthroned, is certainly not a happy one. The painting
is throughout excellent, and of a rich, deep tone in the flesh. Unfor-
tunately, it is not wanting in re-touches. The large picture is now
in the Escurial.

¢ As the genuine pictures of Giorgione are so very rare, I will
briefly mention a young knight, — small, full-length, noble and
powerful in face and figure ; the head is masterly, treated in his
glowing tone; the armor with great force and clearness in the
chiaro-oscuro.

¢ The original sketch of Tintoretto, for his celebrated picture of St.
Mark coming to the assistance of a martyr, is as spirited as it is full
and deep in the tone.

¢¢ The rich man and Lazarus, by Giacomo Bassano, is, in execution
and glow of coloring, approaching to Rembrandt, one of the best
pictures of the master.

¢ There are some fine cabinet pictures of the school of Carracei :
a Virgin and Child, worshipped by six eaints, by Lodovico Carracei,
is ono of his most pleasing pictures in imitation of Corregio. Among
four pictures by Domenichino, two landscapes, with the punishment
of Marsyas, and Tobit with the fish, are very attractive, from the
poetry of the composition and the delicacy of the finish. Another
likewise very fine one of Bird-catching, from the Borghese Palace,
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Rubens’ own hand, is likewise well worth notice. Rubens painted
this picture for the Grand Duke of Tuscany. Venus endeavors, in
vain, to keep Mars, the insatiable warrior, as Homer calls him, from
war ; he hurries awuy to prepare indescribable destruction. This
picture, one fdot eight inches high, and two feet six and a half inches
wide, which I have seen in the exhibition of the British Institution,
is, by the warmth and power of the coloring, and the spirited and
careful execution, one of the most eminent of Rubens’ small pictures
of this period.

¢ Lastly, there is a Moonlight by him. The clear reflection of the
moon in the water, its effect in the low distance, the contrast of the
dark mass of trees in the fore-ground, are a proof of the deep feeling
for striking incidents in nature which was peculiar to Rubens. As
in another picture the flakes of enow were represented, he has here
marked the stars.

¢ 1 have now become acquainted with Rembrandt in a new depart-
ment ; he has painted in brown and white a rather obscure allegory
on the deliverance of the United Provinces from the union of such
great powers as Spain and Austria. Itisa rich composition, with
many horsemen. One of the most prominent figures is a lion
chained at the foot of a rock, on which the the tree of liberty is
growing. Over the rock are the words, ¢ Solo Deo gloria.’ The
whole is executed with consummate skill, and the principal effect
striking.

¢ His own portrait, at an advanced age, with very dark ground
and shadows, and, for him, a cool tone of the lights, is to be classed,
among the great number of them, with that in the Bridgewater Gal-
lery ; only it is treated in his broadest manner, which borders on
looscness.

¢ A landscape, with a fow trees upon a hill, in the fore-ground,
with a horseman and a pedestrian in the hack-ground, a plain with
a bright horizon, is clearer in the shadows than other landscapes by
Rembrandt, and, thercfore, with the most powerful effect, the more
harmonious.

¢ Among the drawings, I must at least mention some of the finest.

¢¢ RapuaEL.— The celebrated Entombment, drawn with the utmost
spirit with the pen. From the Crozat collection. Mr. Rogers gave
one hundred and twenty pounds for it.
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of the fiftcenth century, Johan Fouquet de Tours, painter to King
Louis XI. In regard to the admirable, spirited invention, which
betrays a great master, as well as the finished execution, they rank
uncommonly high.

¢ An antique bust of a youth, in Carrara marble, which, in form
and expression, rescmbles the eldest son of Laocoon, is in & very noble
style, uncommonly animated, and of admirable workmanship. In
particular, the antique piece of the neck and the treatment of the
hair are very delicate. The nose and ears are new ; a small part of
the chin, tov, and the upper lip, are completed in & masterly manner
in wax.

¢« A candelabrum in bronze, about ten inches high, is of the most
beautiful kind. The lower part is formed by a sitting female figure
holding a wreath. This fine and graceful design belongs to the period
when art was in its perfection. This exquisite relic, which was pur-
chased for Mr. Rogers in Iialy, by the able connoisseur, Mr. Millin-
gen, is, unfortunately, much damaged in the epidermis.

¢ Among the elegant articles of antique ornament in gold, the
carrings and clasps, by which so many descriptions of the ancient
poets are called to mind, there are likewise whole figures beat out in
thin gold leaves. The principal article is a golden circlet, about two
and a half inches in diameter, the workmanship of which is as rich
and skilful as could be made in our times.

¢ Of the many Greek vases in terra cotta, there are five, some of
them lurge, in the antique taste, with black figures on a yellow
ground, which are of considerable importance. A flat dish, on the
outer side of which five young men are rubbing themselves with the
strigil, and five washing themselves, yellow on a black ground, is to
be classed with vuses of the first rank, for the gracefulness of the
invention, and the heauty and clegance of the execution. In this
collection, it is excelled only by a vase, rounded below, so that it
must be placed in & peculiar stand. The combat of Achilles with
Penthesilia is represented upon it, likewise, in red figures. This
composition, consisting of thirteen figures, is by far the most distin-
guished, not only of all representations of the subject, but, in gen-
eral, of all representations of combats which I have hitherto seen on
vases, in the beauty and variety of tho attitudes, in masterly draw-
ing, as well as in the spirit and delicacy of the execution. It isin
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gifts of Plutus and Apollo, and enjoying, perhaps, & higher reputa-
tion for the poseession of each than he deserved. If the couplet
ascribed to Lady B—— be really hers, her ladyship seems to have
thought his most cclebrated poem somewhat over-praised ; it ran
thus :

¢ Of R——s"s Italy, Luttrell relates
That it would have been dished were it not for the plates.’

In this opinion I do not, however, coincide, believing some of his
Ausonian fragments — above all, those descriptive of Venice — to be
the finest he ever wrote, and worthy, of themselves alone, to place
him high amongst poets. Of the peculiarities of which I had heard
80 much, but one was strikingly exemplified — his fondness for female
admiration. Other men have been anxious to engross the attention
of a beautiful woman, before it fell to the lot of Mr. R—— to at-
tempt it ; but very few, I imagine, have tried to turn it in the same
direction. Like a young Frenchman whom I formerly knew in
Paris, his motto has been,— not ¢ comme je I’aime!’ but ¢ comme
elle m’adore !’ Goldsmith is eaid to have been jealous if a pretty
woman attracted more notice than himself ; and it was no uncom-
mon thing for R. to sulk for a whole evening, if the prettiest woman
in the company failed to make much of him.”

‘We have the curtain agreeably lifted from the social converse of
Rogers, in the following little passage from Mr. Bryant's account of
his visit to the veteran bard : ¢ There are not,”” says Mr. B., ¢ many
more beautiful lines in the English language, — there are certainly
none 8o beautiful in the writings of the author,—as those of Mrs.
Barbauld, which the poet Rogers is fond of repeating to his friends,
in his fine, deliberate manner, with just enough of tremulousness in
that grave voice of his to give his recitation the effect of deep
fecling :

¢ Life ! we ’ve been long together,

Through pleasant and through cloudy weather.
°T is hard to part when friends are dear ;
Perhaps ’t will cost a sigh, a tear ;

Then steal away, give little warning,
Choose thine own time ;
Say not good-night, but, in some happier clime,
Bid me good-morning.’
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groups of poets, artists and wits, whose commune had filled this
room with the electric glow of intellectual life, with gems of art,
glimpees of nature, and the charm of intelligent hospitality, to evoke
all that was most gifted and cordial, reiimembled once more. I
could not but appreciate the suggestive character of every ornament.
There was a Murillo, to inspire the Spanish traveller with half-for-
gotten anecdotes ; a fine Reynolds, to whisper of the literary dinners
where Garrick and Burke discussed the theatre and the senate ; Mil-
ton’s agreement for the sale of ¢ Paradise Lost,” emphatic symbol of
the uncertainty of fame ; a sketch of Stonehenge by Turner, provoca-
tive of endless discussion to artist and -antiquary ; bronzes, medals
and choice volumes, whose very names would inspire an affluent
talker, in this most charming imaginable nook for a morning collo-
quy and a social breakfast. I noticed, in a glass vase over the fire-
place, numerous sprigs of orange-blossoms in every grade of decay,
some crumbling to dust, and others but partially faded. These, it
appeared, were all plucked from bridal wreaths, the gift of their fair
wearers, on the wedding-day, to the good old poet-friend ; and he,
in his bachelor fantasy, thus preserved the withered trophies. They
spoke at once of sentiment and of solitude.”



POEMS.



0! courp mny mind, unfolded in my page,
Enlighten climeg, and mould a future ago ;

There as it glowed, with noblest frenzy fraught
Dispense the treasures of exalted thought ;

To virtue wake the pulses of tho heart,

Aud bid the tear of cmulation start !

0! could it still, through cach sucoceding year,
My life, my maunners, and my name endear ;

And, whea the poet sleeps in silent dust,

Still hol'l ecommunion with the wise and just ' —
Yet should this Verse, my lcisure’s best resource,
When through the world it steals its recret course,
Revive but once a generous wish supprest,

Chase but a sigh or charm u care to rest ;

In one good deed a ficeting hour employ,

Or flush one faded check with honest joy ;

Bleat wero my lines, though limited their aphere,
Though short their date, as his who traced thewm here.

1793.



THE

PLEASURES OF MEMORY.

IN TWO PARTS.
1792.

. Hoc est
Vivere bis, vitd posse priore frai. Manr

PART I.

Dolce sentier, . . . . . . .
Colle, che mi pincesti, . .

UV’ ancor per usanza Amor mi mena;
Ben riconosco in voi I’ usate forme,

Non, lusso, in we, Prreancu.



ANALYSIS OF THE FIRST PART.

——

Tee Poem begins with the deecription of an obscure village, and of the
pleasing melancholy which it excites on being revisited after a long absence.
This mixed sensation is an offect of the Memory. From an effect we natu-
rally ascend to the cause ; and the subject proposed is then unfolded, with
an investigation of the nature and leading principles of this faculty.

It is evident that our ideas flow in continual succession, and introduce
each other with a certain dogree of regularity. They are sometimes excited
by sensible objeots, and sometimes by an internal operation of the mind.
Of the former species is most probably the memory of brutes ; and its many
sources of pleasure to them, as well as to us, are considered in the first
part. The latter is tho most perfect degree of memory, and forms the sub-
Jeot of the second.

When ideas have any relation whatever, they are attractive of each other
in the mind ; and the perception of any object naturally leads to the idea
of another, which was connected with it either in time or place, or which
can be compared or ocontrasted with it. Ilence ariscs our attachment to
inanimate objects; hence, also, in some degree, the love of our country,and
the emotion with which we contemplate the celebrated scenes of antiquity.
Honce a picture directs our thoughts to the original; and, as cold and
darkness suggest forcibly the ideas of heat and light, he who feels tho
infirmities of age dwells most on whatever reminds him of the vigor and
vivacity of his youth.

The associating principle, as here employed, is no less conducive to virtue
than to happiness ; and, as such, it frequently discovers itself in the most
tumultuous scenes of life. It addresses our finer feelings, and gives exer-
cise to every mild and generous propensity.

Not confined to man, it oxtends through all animated nature ; and its
effects are peculiarly striking in the domestic tribes.
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See, through the fractured pediment revealed,
Where moss inlays the rudely-sculptured shield,
The martin’s old, hereditary nest.

Long may the ruin spare its hallowed guest !

As jars the hinge, what sullen echoes call!
O, haste,— unfold the hospitable hall!

That hall, where once, in antiquated state,
The chair of justice held the grave debate.

Now stained with dews, with cobwebs darkly hung,
Oft has its roof with peals of rapture rung;
When round yon ample board, in due degree,

We sweetened every meal with social glee.

The heart’s light laugh pursued the circling jest;
And all was sunshine in each little breast.

'T was here we chased the slipper by the sound;
And turned the blindfold hero round and round.
'T was here, at eve, we formed our fairy ring;
And Fancy fluttered on her wildest wing.

Giants and Genii chained each wondering ear ;
And orphan-sorrows drew the ready tear.

Oft with the babes we wandered in the wood,

Or viewed the forest feats of Robin Hood :

Oft, fancy-led, at midnight’s fearful hour,

With startling step we scaled the lonely tower;
O’er infant innocence to hang and weep,
Murdered by ruffian hands, when smiling in its sleep.

Ye Household Deities! whose guardian eye'
Marked each pure thought, ere registered on high;
Still, still ye walk the consecrated ground,

And breathe the soul of Inspiration round.

As o’er the dusky furniture I bend,
Each chair awakes the feclings of a friend.






66 PLEASURES OF MEMORY.

Thou first, best friend that Heaven assigns below
To soothe and sweeten all the cares we know ;
Whose glad suggestions still each vain alarm,
When nature fades and life forgets to charm ;
Thee would the Muse invoke ! — to thee belong
The sage’s precept and the poet's song.
What softened views thy magic glass reveals,
When o’er the landscape Time’s meek twilight steals!
As when in ocean sinks the orb of day,
Long on the wave reflected lustres play ;
Thy tempered gleams of happiness resigned
Glance on the darkened mirror of the mind.

The School’s lone porch, with reverend mosses gray,
Just tells the pensive pilgrim where it lay.
Mute is the bell that rung at peep of dawn,
Quickening my truant-feet across the lawn;
Unheard the shout that rent the noontide air,
When the slow dial gave a pause to care.
Up springs, at every step, to claim a tear,
Some little friendship formed and cherished here ;
And not the lightest leaf, but trembling teems
With golden visions and romantic dreams !

Down by yon hazel copse, at evening, blazed
The Gypsy's fagot —there we stodd and gazed ;
Gazed on her sunburnt face with silent awe,
Her tattered mantle, and her hood of straw;
Her moving lips, her caldron brimming o’er;
The drowsy brood that on her back she bore, -
Imps, in the barn with mousing owlet bred,
From rifled roost at nightly revel fed ;
Whose dark eyes flashed through locks of blackest shade,
When in the breeze the distant watch-dog bayed : —






0! courp iy mind, unfolded in my page,
EKulighton climeg, and mould a futuro age ;

There as it glowed, with noblest frenzy fraught
Dispenso the treasures of exalted thought ;

To virtue wake the pulses of the heart,

And bid the tear of emulation start !

0! could it still, through each sucoceding year,
My life, my manners, and my namec endear ;

And, when the poet sleeps in silent dust,

Still hold cummunion with the wise and just ! —
Yet should this Verse, my leisure’s best resource,
When through the world it steals its secret course,
Revive but once a generous wish supprest,

Chase but a sigh or charm u care to rest ;

In one good deed a floeting hour employ,

Or flush one faded cheek with honest joy ;

Blest were my lincs, though limited their sphere,
Though short their date, as his who traced them here.

1793.
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Long o’er the wave a wistful look he cast,
Long watched the streaming signal from the mast ;
Till twilight's dewy tints deceived his eye,
And fairy-forests fringed the evening sky.
So Scotia’s Queen, as slowly dawned the day,’
Rose on her couch and gazed her soul away.
Her eyes had blessed the beacon’s glimmering height,
That faintly tipt the feathery surge with light;
But now the morn with orient hues portrayed
Each castled cliff and brown monastic shade:
All touched the talisman’s resistless spring,
And, lo! what busy tribes were instant on the wing !
Thus kindred objects kindred thoughts inspire,®
As summer-clouds flash forth electric fire.
And hence this spot gives back the joys of youth,
Warm as the life, and with the mirror’s truth.
Hence home-felt pleasure prompts the Patriot’s sigh ;°
This makes him wish to live, and dare to die.
For this young Foscarl, whose hapless fate™
Venice should blush to hear the Muse relate,
When exile wore his blooming years away,
To Sorrow’s long soliloquies a prey,
When reason, justice, vainly urged his cause,
For this he roused her sanguinary laws;
Glad to return, though Hope could grant no more,
And chains and torture hailed him to the shore.
And hence the charm historic scenes impart ;
Hence Tiber awes, and Avon melts the heart.
Adérial forms in Tempe’s classic vale
Glance through the gloom and whisper in the gale;
In wild Vaucluse with love and LAURA dwell,
And watch and weep in ELo1sA’s cell.”
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What though the fiend’s torpedo-touch arrest
Each gentler, finer impulse of the breast ;
Still shall this active principle preside,

And wake the tear to Pity’s self denied.

The intrepid Swiss, who guards a foreign shore,
Condemned to climb his mountain-cliffs no more,
If chance he hears the song so sweet, so wild,”
His heart would spring to hear it when a child,
Melts at the long-lost scenes that round him rise,
And sinks a martyr to repentant sighs.

Ask not if courts or camps dissolve the charm :
Say why VEspAsIAN loved his Sabine farm ;™
Why great NAVARRE, when France and Freedom bled,*
Sought the lone limits of a forest-shed.

When D1ocLETIAN’S self-corrected mind ®

The imperial fasces of & world resigned,

Say why we trace the labors of his spade

In calm Salona’s philosophic shade.

Say, when contentious CHARLES renounced a throne®
To muse with monks and meditate alone,®

‘What from his soul the parting tribute drew ?

" What claimed the sorrows of a last adien ?

The still retreats that soothed his tranquil breast

Ere grandeur dazzled, and its cares oppressed.
Undamped by time, the generous Instinct glows

Far as Angola’s sands, as Zembla’s snows;

Glows in the tiger’s den, the serpent’s nest,

On every form of varied life imprest.

The social tribes its choicest influence hail : —

And when the drum beats briskly in the gale,

The war-worn courser charges at the sound,

And with young vigor wheels the pasture round
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Say, through the clouds what compass points her flight?
Monarchs have gazed, and nations blessed the sight.
Pile rocks on rocks, bid woods and mountains rise,
Eclipse her native shades, her native skies : —
'T is vain ! through Ether’s pathless wilds she goes,
And lights at last where all her cares repose.

Sweet bird! thy truth shall Harlem’s walls attest,®
And unborn ages consecrate thy nest.
When, with the silent energy of grief,
With looks that asked, yet dared not hope relief,
Want with her babes round generous Valor clung,
To wring the slow surrender from his tongue,
'T was thine to animate her closing eye;
Alas ! ’t was thine perchance the first to die,
Crushed by her meagre hand when welcomed from the sky.

Hark! the bee winds her small but mellow horn,*
Blithe to salute thé sunny smile of morn.
O’er thymy downs she bends her busy course,
And many a stream allures her to its source.
T is noon, ’t is night. That eye so finely wrought,
Beyond the search of sense, the soar of thought,
Now vainly asks the scenes she left behind ;
Its orb so full, its vision so confined !
Who guides the patient pilgrim to her cell ?
‘Who bids her soul with conscious triumph swell ?
With conscious truth retrace the mazy clue
Of summer-scents, that charmed her as she flew ?
Hail, MEMORY, hail ! thy universal reign
Guards the least link of Being’s glorious chain.
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PART II.

Delle cose custode e dispensiera.
Tasso.



ANALYSIS OF THE SECOND PART.

——

Tag Memory has hitherto acted only in subservience to the senses, and
80 far man is not eminently distinguished from other animals ; but, with
respect to man, she has a higher province, and is often busily employed
when excited by no external cause whatever. She preserves, for his use,
the treasures of art and science, history and philosophy. She colors all the
prospects of life ; for we can only anticipate the future by concluding what
is possible from what is past. On her agenocy depends every effusion of the
Fanoy, who with the boldest effort can only compound or transpose, aug-
ment or diminish, the materials which she has collected, and still retains.

‘When the first emotions of despair have subsided, and sorrow has soft-
ened into melancholy, she amuses with a retrospect of innooent pleasures,
and inspires that noble confidence which results from the oonsciousness of
baving acted well. When sleep has suspended the organs of sense from
their office; she not only supplies the mind with images, but assists in their
oombination. And, even in madness itself, when the soul is resigned over
to the tyranny of a distempered imagination, she revives past peroeptions,
and awakens that train of thought which was formerly most familiar.

Nor are we pleased only with a review of the brighter passages of life.
Events the most distressing in their immediate consequences are often
cherished in remembrance with a degree of enthusiasm.

But the world and its oocupations give a mechanical impulse to the pas-
sions, which is not very favorable to the indulgenoe of this feeling. It is
in a calm and well-regulated mind that the memory is most perfect; and
solitude is her best sphere of action. With this sentiment is introduoced a
Tale illustrative of her influence in solitude, sickness, and sorrow. And the
subject having now been oonsidered, so far as it relates to man and the
animal world, the Poem concludes with a conjecture that superior beings
are blest with a nobler exercise of this faculty.
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The beauteous maid who bids the world adieu,
Oft of that world will snatch a fond review ;
Oft at the shrine neglect her beads, to trace
Some social scene, some dear, familiar face :
And ere, with iron tongue, the vesper-bell
Bursts through the cypress-walk, the convent-cell,
Oft will her warm and wayward heart revive,
To love and joy still tremblingly alive;
The whispered vow, the chaste caress prolong,
Weave the light dance and swell the choral song;
With rapt ear drink the enchanting serenade,
And, as it melts along the moonlight-glade,
To each soft note return as soft a sigh,
And bless the youth that bids her slumbers fly.
But not till Time has calmed the ruffled breast,
Are these fond dreams of happiness confest.
Not till the rushing winds forget to rave,
Is Heaven's sweet smile reflected on the wave.
From Guinea’s coast pursue the lessening sail,
And catch the sounds that sadden every gale.
Tell, if thou canst, the sum of sorrows there ;
Mark the fixed gaze, the wild and frenzied glare, —
The racks of thought, and freezings of despair !
But pause not then — beyond the western wave,
Go, see the captive bartered as a slave !
Crushed till his high, heroic spirit bleeds,
And from his nerveless frame indignantly recedes.
Yet here, even here, with pleasures long resigned,
Lo! MeMoRY bursts the twilight of the mind.
Her dear delusions soothe his sinking soul,
When the rude scourge assumes its base control ;
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Though far below the forkéd lightnings play,
And at his feet the thunder dies away,
Oft, in the saddle rudely rocked to sleep,
While his mule browses on the dizzy steep,
With MEMORY’S aid, he sits at home, and sees
His children sport beneath their native trees,
And bends to hear their cherub-voices call,
O’er the loud fury of the torrent’s fall.
But can her smile with gloomy Madness dwell ?
Say, can she chase the horrors of his cell ?
Each fiery flight on Frenzy’s wing restrain,
And mould the coinage of the fevered brain ?
Pass but that @-ate, which scarce a gleam supplies,
There in the dust the wreck of Genius lies!
He, whose arresting hand divinely wrought
Each bold conception in the sphere of thought;
And round, in colors of the rainbow, threw
Forms ever fair, creations ever new !
But, as he fondly snatched the wreath of Fame,
The spectre Poverty unnerved his frame.
Cold was her grasp, a withering scowl she wore ;
And Hope’s soft energies were felt no more.
Yet still how sweet the soothings of his art!*
From the rude wall what bright ideas start !
Even now he claims the amaranthine wreath,
With scenes that glow, with images that breathe !
And whence these scenes, these images, declare.
Whence but from Her who triumphs o’er despair ?
Awake, arise! with grateful fervor fraught,
Go, spring the mine of elevating thought.
He, who, through Nature’s various walk, surveys
The good and fair her faultless line portrays;
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When, richly bronzed by many a summer-sun,
He counts his scars, and tells what deeds were done.
Go, with Old Thames, view Chelsea’s glorious pile,
And ask the shattered hero, whence his smile ?
Go, view the splendid domes of Greenwich — (o, -
And own what raptures from Reflection flow.
Hail, noblest structures imaged in the wave !
A nation’s grateful tribute to the brave.
- Hail, blest retreats from war and shipwreck, hail !
That oft arrest the wondering stranger’s sail.
Long have ye heard the narratives of age,
The battle’s havoc and the tempest’s rage;
Long have ye known Reflection’s genial ray
Gild the calm close of Valor’s various day.
Time’s sombrous touches soon correct the piece,
Mellow each tint, and bid each discord cease :
A softer tone of light pervades the whole,
And steals a pensive languor o’er the soul.
Hast thou through Eden’s wild-wood vales pursued ®
Each mountain-scene, majestically rude;
To note the sweet simplicity of life, d
Far from the din of Folly’s idle strife ;
Nor there a while, with lifted eye, revered
That modest stone which pious PEMBROKE reared ;
Which still records, beyond the pencil’s power,
The silént sorrows of a parting hour ;
Still to the musing pilgrim points the place
Her sainted spirit most delights to trace ?
Thus, with the manly glow of honest pride,
O’er his dead son the gallant ORMOND sighed.’
Thus, through the gloom of SHENSTONE’S fairy grove,
MARIA’S urn still breathes the voice of love.
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When Nature smiled, and o‘er the landscape threw
Her richest fragrance, and her brightest hue,

A blithe and blooming Forester explored

Those loftier scenes SALVATOR’S soul adored ;

The rocky pass half-hung with shaggy wood,

And the cleft oak flung boldly o’er the flood ;

Nor shunned the track, unknown to human tread,
That downward to the night of caverns led ;

Some ancient cataract’s deserted bed.

High on exulting wing the heath-cock rose,
And blew his shrill blast o’er perennial snows ;
Ere the rapt youth, recoiling from the roar,

Gazed on the tumbling tide of dread Lodore ;

And through the rifted clifts, that scaled the sky,
Derwent’s clear mirror charmed his dazzled eye.
Each osier isle, inverted on the wave,

Through morn’s gray mist its melting colors gave ;
And, o’er the cygnet’s haunt, the mantling grove
Its emerald arch with wild luxuriance wove.

Light as the breeze that brushed the orient dew,
From rock to rock the young Adventurer flew ;
And day’s last sunshine slept along the shore,
When, lo! a path the smile of welcome wore.
Imbowering shrubs with verdure veiled the sky,
And on the musk-rose shed a deeper die ;

Save when a bright and momentary gleam
Glanced from the white foam of some sheltered stream

O’er the still lake the bell of evening tolled,
And on the moor the shepherd penned his fold ;
And on the green hill's side the meteor played ;
When, hark ! a voice sung sweetly through the shade.
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Frorro, with fearful joy, pursued the maid,
Till through a vista’s moonlight-checkered shade,
Where the bat circled, and the rooks reposed
(Their wars suspended, and their councils closed),
An antique mansion burst in solemn state,

A rich vine clustering round the Gothic gate.
Nor paused he there. The master of the scene
Saw his light step imprint the dewy green;
And, slow-advancing, hailed him as his guest,
Won by the honest warmth his looks expressed.
He wore the rustic manners of a Squire;

Age had not quenched one spark of manly fire;
But giant Gout had bound him in her chain,
And his heart panted for the chase in vain.

Yet here Remembrance, sweetly-soothing Power !
Winged with delight Confinement’s lingering hour.
The fox’s brush still emulous to wear,

He scoured the county in his elbow-chair;
And, with view-balloo, roused the dreaming hound,
That rung, by starts, his deep-toned music round.

Long by the paddock’s humble pale confined,
His aged hunters coursed the viewless wind :

And each, with glowing energy portrayed,

The far-famed triumphs of the field displayed ;
Usurped the canvas of the crowded hall,

And chased a line of heroes from the wall.

There slept the horn each jocund echo knew,

And many a smile and many a story drew !

High o’er the hearth his forest-trophies hung,

And their fantastic branches wildly flung.

How would he dwell on the vast antlers there !

These dashed the wave, those fanned the mountain-air.
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Al), all escaped — but ere the lover bore

His faint and faded JULIA to the shore,

Her sense had fled ! — Exhausted by the storm,

A fatal trance hung o’er her pallid form;

Her closing eye a trembling lustre fired ;

'T was life’s last spark — it fluttered and expired !
The father strewed his white hairs in the wind,

Called on his child — nor lingered long behind :

And FLor1o lived to see the willow wave,

With many an evening-whisper, o’er their grave.

Yes, FLorIO lived — and, still of each possessed,

The father cherished, and the maid caressed !
Forever would the fond Enthusiast rove,

With JuLIA’S spirit, through the shadowy grove;

Gaze with delight on every scene she planned,

Kiss every floweret planted by her hand.

Ah! still he traced her steps along the glade,

When hazy hues and glimmering lights betrayed

Half-viewless forms; still listened as the breege

Heaved its deép sobs among the aged trees;

And at each pause her melting accents caught,

In sweet delirium of romantic thought !

Dear was the grot that shunned the blaze of day;

She gave its spars to shoot a trembling ray.

The spring, that bubbled from its inmost cell,

Murmured of JULIA’S virtaes as it fell ;

And o’er the dripping moss, the fretted stone,

In FLoRIO’s ear breathed language not its own.

Her charm around the enchantress MEMORY threw,

A charm that soothes the mind, and sweetens too !
But is her magic only felt below ?

Say, through what brighter realms she bids it flow;
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O thou ! with whom my heart was wont to share
From Reason’s dawn €ach pleasure and each care ;
With whom, alas! I fondly hoped to know
The humble walks of happiness below ;

If thy blest nature now unites above

An angel’s pity with a brother’s love,

Still o’er my life preserve thy mild control,
Correct my views, and elevate my soul ;

Grant me thy peace and purity of mind,.

Devout yet cheerful, active yet resigned ;

Grant me, like thee, whose heart knew no disguise,
Whose blameless wishes never aimed to rise,

To meet the changes Time and Chance present
With modest dignity and calm content.

When thy last breath, ere Nature sunk to rest,
Thy meek submission to thy God expressed ;
When thy last look, ere thought and feeling fled,
A mingled gleam of hope and triumph shed ;
What to thy soul its glad assurance gave,

Its hope in death, its triumph o’er the grave?
The sweet Remembrance of unblemished youth,
The still inspiring voice of Innocence and Truth !

Hail, MEMORY, hail! in thy exhaustless mino
From age to age unnumbered treasures shine !
Thought and her shadowy brood thy call obey,
And Place and Time are subject to thy sway !
‘Thy pleasures most we feel when most alone ;
The only pleasures we can call our own.

Lighter than air, Hope's summer-visions die,
If but a fleeting cloud obscure the sky ;

If but a beam of sober Reason play,

Lo ! Fancy's fairy frost-work melts away !
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But can the wiles of Art, the grasp of Power,
Snatch the rich relics of a well-spent hour ?
These, when the trembling spirit wings her flight,
Pour round her path a stream of living light ;
“And gild those pure and perfect realms of rest,
Where Virtue triumphs, and her sons are blest !

91









94 NOTES.

@) Who can ugh admire the affecti attachment of Platarch, who thus con-
cludes his jon of the ad of a great city to men of letters : “ As to my-
self, I live in a little town ; and I choose to live there, lest it should become still less.” —
Vit. Demosth.

d‘bmmwwmuder,mduvmouupkhnmgoodevﬂem Neither
the interest of the Doge, his father, nor the intrepidity of ! , Which he
exhibited in the dungeon and on the rack, could procure his aoguittal. lhmbuﬂnhgd
o the Island of Candia for life.

But here his resolution falled him. At such a distance from home he conkl not live ;
and, as it was a criminal offence to solicit the intercession of any foreign prince, In a fit of
despair he addressed a letter to the Duke of Milan, and intrusted it to a wretch whose
perfidy, be knew, would slon his being led a pri to Venice.

(11) Whatever withdraws us from the power of our senses — whatever makes the past,
the distant or the future, predominate over the present — advances us In the dignity of
thinking beings. Far from me and from my friends be such frigid philosophy as may
conduct us indifferent and unmoved over any ground which has been dignified by wisdom:,
bravery or virtue ! That man is little to be envied whose patriotism would not gain force
apon the plain of Maratkon, or whose Mwouﬂn«pwmm&henhol

Iena. — Joknson.
(12) The Paraclete, founded by Abelard, in Champagne.
as Al der, when he d the Hellespont, was in the twenty-second year of his

age; and with what feelings must the Scholar of Aristotle have approached the ground
described by Homer in that poem which had been his delight from his childhood, and
‘which records the achievements of him from whom he claimed his descent !

It was his fancy, if we may believe tradition, to take the tiller from Mencetius, and be
himself the steersman during the passage., It was his fancy also to be the first to land,
and to land full-armed. — Arrion, i. 11.

Ol)med "_,' ages are not peculiar to the religl hasl Sillus Italicus
i ont.he in of Posilipo ; and it was there that Boccac-
do,guu{daundivinoutn P y Ived to dedi his life to the Muses.

(5 When Cioero was qusestor in Sicily, he discovered the tomb of Archimedes by its
mathematical inscription. — T'usc. Quast. v. 33.

@16) The tnft of the iating principle is finely exemplified fn the faithfal
Penelope, when she sheds tears over the bow of Ulysses. — Od. xxi. 85.

@7) The celebrated Ranz des Vaches ; cet air sl chéri des Suisses qu'il fut défendu sous
peine de mort de 1a jouer dans leurs troupes, parce qu'il faisoit fondre en larmes, déserter
on mourir ceux qui ’entendofent, tant fl excitoft en eux ’ardent désir de revolr leur pays.
— Rousseau.

The maladie de pays is as old as the human heart. Juvenal’s little cup-bearer

Suspirat longo non visam tempore matrem,
Et casulam, et notos tristis desiderat hcedos.
And the Argive in the heat of battle
Dulces moriens reminlscitur Argos. !
Nor Is it extinguished by any injuries, however cruel they may be. Ludlow, write as he
would over his door at Vevey,* was still anxious to return home ; and how striking is the

* Omne solum forti patria est, quia Patris.
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() During the siege of Harlem, when thet city was rednoed to the last extremity, and
on the point of opening its gates to a base and barbarons enemy, a design was formed to
relieve it ; and the intelligence was conveyed to the citizens by a letter- which was tied
under the wing of a pigeon. — TAuanus,Jv. &

The same messenger was employed at the siege of Mutina, as we are informed by the
elder Pliny. — Hist. Nat. x. 37.

(35) This little animal, from the extreme convexity of her eye, eannot see many inches
before her.

PART 1L

(1) True glory, says one of the ancients, is to be aequired by doing what deserves to be
written, and wrjting what deservesto be read ; and by making the world the happier and
the better for our having lived in it.

(® There is a future existence even in this worid,— an existence in the hearts and minds
of those who shall live after us.*

It is a state of rewards and punishments ; and, like that revealed to us in the gospel,
has the happiest influence on our lives. The latter excites us to gain the favor of God,
the former to gain the love and esteem of wise and good men ; and both lead to the samo
end ; for, in framing our conceptions of the Deity, we only ascribe to him exalted deg
of wisdom and goodness.

@ The highest reward of virtac is virtuc herself, as the severest punistmnent of vice ie
vice herself.

(4) The astronomer chalking his figures on the wall in Hogarth’s view of Bedlam is an
admirable exemplification of this idea. — Jce the Rake's Progress, plate 8.

&) The following stanzas t are said to have been written on a blank leaf of this poem.
They present so affecting a reverse of the picture, that I cannot yesist the opportunity of
introducing them here.

& Pleasures of Memory ! O! supremely blest,
And justly proud beyond a poet’s praise ;
If the pure confines of thy tranquil breast
Contain, indeed, the suhject of thy lays !
By me how envied ! — for to me,
The herald still of misery,
Memory makes ber influence known
By sighs, and tears, and grief alone :
1 greet her as the flend, to whom belong
The vulture’s ravening beak, the raven's fanera} song.

“ She tells of time misspent, of comfort lost,
Of fair occaslons gone forever by ;
Of hopes too fondly d, too rudely d,
Of many a cause to wish, yet fear to die ;

© De tous les biens humains c’est le seul que la mort ne nous peut savic. — Bossust.
$ By Henry F. R. Scame, of Trinity College, Cambsidge.









AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND.

1798.

Villula, « « . et pauper agelic,
Me tibi, et hos und mecum, quos semper amavi,
Commendo.



PREFACE.

——

EvERY reader turns with pl re to those passages of Horaco, and Pope,
and Boileau, which describe how they lived and where they dwelt; and
which, being interspersed among their satirical writings, derive a secret and
irresistible grace from tho contrast, and are admirable examples of what in
peinting is termed repose.

‘We have admittance to Horace at all hours. We enjoy the company and
oonversation at his table ; and his suppers, like Plato’s, * non solum in
praesentia, sed etiam postero die jucunde sunt.’”’ But, when we look round
a8 we sit there, we find ourselves in a Sabine farm, and not in a Roman
villa. His windows have every charm of prospect ; but his farniture might
have descended from Cincinnatus ; and gems, and pictures, and old marbles,
are mentioned by him more than once with a seeming indifference.

His English imitator thought and felt, perhaps, more corrcotly on tho
subjoct ; and embollished his gardon and grotto with great industry and
suocess. But to these alone he solicits our noti On the or ts of
his house he is silent ; and he appears to have reserved all the minuter
touches of his pencil for the library, the chapel,’and the banqueting-room
of Timon. ¢ Le savoir de notre siécle,” says R , ““tend b P
plus & détruire qu'a édifier. On censure d’un ton de maitre ; pour pro-
poser, il en faut prendre un autre.””

It is the design of this Epistle to illustrate the virtue of True Taste ; and
to show how little she requires to secure, not only the comforts, but even
the elegances of life. True Taste is an excellent coonomist. She confines
her choice to fow objects, and delights in producing great effects by small
means : while False Taste is forever sighing after the new and the rare ;
and reminds us, in her works, of the Scholar of Apelles, who, not being
able to paint his Helen beautiful, determined to make her fine.
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And the brown pathway, that, with careless flow,

Sinks, and is lost among the trees below.

Still must it trace (the flattering tints forgive)

Each fleeting charm that bids the landscape live.

Oft o’er the mead, at pleasing distance, pass,!

Browsing the hedge by fits, the panniered ass;

The idling shepherd-boy, with rude delight,

Whistling his dog to mark the pebble’s flight ;

And in her kerchief blue the cottage-maid,

With brimming pitcher from the shadowy glade.

Far to the south a mountain-vale retires,

Rich in its groves, and glens, and village spires;

Its upland lawns, and cliffs with foliage hung,

Its wizard-stream, nor nameless nor unsung :

And through the various year, the various day,

‘What scenes of glory burst, and melt away !
When April-verdure springs in Grosvenor-square,

And the furred Beauty comes to winter there,

She bids old Nature mar the plan no more;

Yet still the seasons circle as before.

Ah ! still as soon the young Aurora plays,

Though moons and flambeaux trail their broadest blaze;

As soon the sky-lark pours his matin-song,

Though Evening lingers at the Masque so long.
There let her strike with momentary ray,

As tapers shine their little lives away ;

There let her practise from herself to steal,

And look the happiness she does not feel ;

The ready smile and bidden blush employ

At Faro-routs that dazzle to destroy ;

Fan with affected ease the essenced air,

And lisp of fashions with unmeaning stare.
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That here its warmest hues the pencil flings,
Lo! here the lost restores, the absent brings;
And still the few best loved and most revered ®
Rise round the board their social smile endeared 2’
Selected shelves shall claim thy studious hours ;
There shall thy ranging mind be fed on flowers ! ®
There, while the shaded lamp’s mild lustre streams,
Read ancient books, or dream inspiring dreams ;°
And, when a sage’s bust arrests thee there,
Pause, and his features with his thoughts compare.
— Ah! most that Art my grateful rapture calls,
‘Which breathes a soul into the silent walls ;
Which gathers round the wise of every tongue,
All on whose words departed nations hung;
Still prompt to charm with many a converse sweet ;
Guides, in the world, companions in retreat !
Though my thatched bath no rich Mosaic knows,
A limpid spring with unfelt current flows.
Emblem of Life! which, still as we survey,
* Seems motionless, yet ever glides away !
The shadowy walls record, with Attic art,
The strength and beauty which its waves impart.
Here THETIS, bending, with a mother’s fears
Dips her dear boy, whose pride restrains his tears.
There VENUS, rising, shrinks with sweet surprise,
As her fair self reflected seems to rise !
Far from the joyless glare, the maddening strife,
And all the dull impertinence of life,
These eyelids open to the rising ray,"
And close, when Nature bids, at close of day.
Here, at the dawn, the kindling landscape glows;
There noon-day levees call from faint repose.
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And there I trace, when the gray evening lowers,
A silent chronicle of happier hours !
When Christmas revels in a world of snow,
And bids her berries blush, her carols flow ;
His spangling shower when Frost the wizard flings ;
Or, borne in ether blue, on viewless wings,
O’er the white pane his silvery foliage weaves,
And gems with icicles the sheltering eaves ;
— Thy muffled friend his nectarine-wall pursues,
What time the sun the yellow crocus woos,
Screened from the arrowy North; and duly hies
To meet the morning-rumor as it flies;
To range the murmuring market-place, and view
The motley groups that faithful TENIERS drew.”
‘When Spring bursts forth in blossoms through the vale,
And her wild music triumphs on the gale,
Oft with my book I muse from stile to stile ; *
Oft in my porch the listless noon beguile,
Framing loose numbers, till declining day
Through the green trellis shoots a crimson ray ;
Till the west wind leads on the twilight hours,
And shakes the fragrant bells of closing flowers.
Nor boast, O Choisy ! seat of soft delight,
The secret charm of thy voluptuous night.
Vain is the blaze of wealth, the pomp of power !
Lo? here, attendant on the shadowy hour,
Thy closet-supper, served by hands unseen, -
Sheds, like an evening-star, its ray serene,®
To hail our coming. Not a step profane
Dares, with rude sound, the cheerful rite restrain ;
And, while the frugal banquet glows revealed,
Pure and unbought # — the natives of my field ;
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In the clear mirror of his moral page

We trace the manners of a purer age.

His soul, with thirst of genuine glory fraught,
Scorned the false lustre of licentious thought.
— One fair asylum from the world he knew,

One chosen seat, that charms with various view !
Who boasts of more (believe the serious strain)
Sighs for a home, and sighs, alas ! in vain.
Through each he roves, the tenant of a day,
And, with the swallow, wings the year away!” ¥
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(M “ A long table and a square table,” says Baoon, “seem things of form, but are
things of substance ; for at & long table a few at the upper end, in effect, sway all the
business.” Perhaps Arthur was right when he instituted the order of the round table.
In the town-house of Aix-la-Chapelle is still to be seen the round table which may almost
literally be sald to have given peace to Europe in 1748. Nor is it only at a congress of
plenipotentiaries that place gives precedence.

(8) apis Matinm
More modoquo
Grata carpentis thyms . . .—Hor.
-(')Mm!beglnﬁowr&z,tmkouuﬂ,lﬂwanre&dtﬂtﬂeolﬂm;fntllovew

light my lamp at the sun.
The reader will here remember that passage of Horace, Nunc veterum libris, nunc
s0omno, §c., which was inscribed by Lord Chesterfield on the frieze of his library.

(10) Siquidem non solum ex auro argentove, aut certe ex sere in bibliothecis dicantur
iii, quorum immortales animm in fisdem locis ibi loquuntur: quinimo etiam qus non
sunt, finguntur, parfuntque desideria non traditi vultus, sicut in Homero evenit. Quo
majus (ut idem arbitror) nullum est felicitatis specimen, quam per omnes scire
cupere, qualis fuerit aliquis. — Plin. Nat. Hist.

Cicero, in the dialogue entitled Brutus, represents Brutus and Atticus as sitting down
with him in his garden at Rome by the statue of Plato; and with what delight does he
speak of a little seat under Aristotle in the library of Atticus ! ‘¢ Literis sustentor et re-
creor ; maloque in flla tua sedecula, quam habes sub imagine Aristotells, sedere, quim in
istorum sella curuli ! ' — Ep. ad At¢. iv. 10. -

Nor should we forget that Dryden drew inspiration from the * majestic face ” of 8hak-
speare ; and that & portrait of Newton was the only ornament of the closet of Buffon. —
Ep. to Kneller. Voyage & Montbart.

In the chamber of a man of gegius we

‘Write all down :
Such and such pictures ; — there the window ;
« « « « « . thearras, figures,
‘Why, such and such.

1) Postea verd quam Tyrannio mihi litros disposuit, mens addita videtur meis ssdibus.
— Cie.

(12) Quis tantis non gaudeat et glorietur hospitibus, exclaims Petrarch. — Spectare, etsi
nihil aliud, certé juvat. — Homerus apud me mutus, imé verd ego apud fllum surdus sum.
Gaudeo tamen vel aspectd solo, et ssepe illum amplexus ac suspirans dico : O magne vir,
&c.— Epist. Var. lib. 20.

(13) After this line, in a former edition,
But hence away ! yon rocky cave beware !
A sullen captive broods in silence there !
There, though the dog-star flame, condemned to dwell
In the dark centre of its inmost cell,
Wild Winter mini his dread control
To cool and crystallize the nectared bowl.
His faded form an awful grace retains ;
Stern, though subdued, majestic, though in chains !

4 Your bed-chamber, and also your library, says Vitruvius, should have an eastern
aspect ; usus enim matutinum postulat lumen. Not so the picture-gallery : which
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Btill where thy small and cheerful converse flows,
Be mine to enter, ere the cirole close.
‘When in retreat Fox lays his thunder by,
And wit and taste their mingied charms supply ;
‘When 8:opoxs, born to melt and freeze the heart,
Performs at home her more endearing part ;
‘When he, who best interprets to mankind
The wingéd messengers from mind to mind,
Leans on his spade, and, playful as profound,
His genius sheds its svening sunshine round,
Be mine to listen ; pleased yet not elate,
Ever too modest or too proud to rate
Myself by my companions.

These were written in 1796.

@9 An allusion to the floating bee-house, which s seen in some parts of France and

Pledmont.
(5) After this line, in the M8,

Groves that Belinda’s star illumines still,
And ancient oourts and faded spiendors fill.
See the Rape of the Leek, Dano V.

(%) Innocuss amo deticias dectamqué quietem.
G0 It was the boast of Lucullus that he changed his climate with the birds of passage.

How often must he have foit the truth here inculoated, that the master of many houses
has no home !



THE

VOYAGE OF COLUMBUS.
1812.

Chi se’ tu, che vieni — ?
Da me stesso non vegno.
Daxte.

I have scen the day
That I have worn a visor, and could tell
A tale — Saaxse.



PREFACE.

—

Trz following Poem (or, to speak more properly, what remains of it *)
has here and there a lyrical turn of thought and expression. It is sudden
in its transitions, and full of historical allusions; leaving much to be
imagined by the reader.

The subjeot is & voyage the most memorable in the annals of mankind.
Columbus was a person of extraordinary virtue and piety, acting, as he con-
oeived, under the sense of a divine impulse ; and his achievement the dis-
oovery of & New World, the inhabitants of which were shut out from the
light of revelation, and given up, as they believed, to the dominion of
malignant spirits.

Many of the incidents will now be thought extravagant ; yet they were
once perhaps received with something more than indulgence. It was an
age of miracles ; and who can say that among the venerable legends in the
library of the Escurial, or the more authentic records which fill the great
chamber in the Arckivo of Seville, and which relate entirely to the deep
tragedy of America, there are no volumes that mention the marvellous
things here described? Indeed, the story, as already told throughout
Europe, admits of no heightening. Such was the religious enthusiasm of the
early writers, that the author had only to transfuse it into his verse ; and
he appears to have done little more, though some of the circumstances,
which he alludes to as well known, have long ceased to be so. By using
the language of that day, he has called up Columbus ¢ in his habit as he
lived ;”” and the authorities, such as exist, are carefully given by the
translator.

* The original in the Castilian language, according to the Inscription that follows, was
found among other MSS. in an old religious house near Palos, situsted on an island formed
by the river Tinto, and dedicated to our Lady of La Rablda. The writer describes himself
&3 having salled with Columbus ; but his style and manner are evidently of an after-time.
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Stopt to solicit at the gate

A pittance for his child.

'T was here, unknowing and unknown,
He stood upon the threshold-stone.
But hope was his — a faith sublime,
That triumphs over place and time ;
And here, his mighty labor done,

And his course of glory run,

A while as more than man he stood,
So large the debt of gratitude !

One hallowed morn, methought, I felt
As if a soul within me dwelt !
But who arose and gave to me
The sacred trust I keep for thee,
And in his cell at even-tide
Knelt before the cross and died —
Inquire not now. His name no more
Glimmers on the chancel-floor,
Near the lights that ever shine
Before St. MARY’s blessed shrine.

To me one little hour devote,
And lay thy staff and scrip beside thee ;

the testimony of Garcia Fernandesz, the physician of Palos, a sea-faring
man, accompanied by a very young boy, stopped one day at the gate of the
Convent of La Rébida, and asked of the porter a little bread and water for
his child. While they were receiving this humble refreshment, the prior,
Juan Peres, happening to pass by, was struck with the look and manner of
the stranger, and, entering into conversation with him, soon learnt the par-
ticulars of his story. The stranger was Columbus ; the boy was his son
Diego ; and, but for this accidental interview, America might have re-
mained long undiscovered : for it was to the seal of Juan Peres that he
was finally indebted for the accomplishment of his great purpose. — See
Irving’s History of Columbus.
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Read in the temper that he wrote,

And may his gentle spirit guide thee !

My leaves forsake me, one by one;

The book-worm through and through has gone.
O, haste — unclasp me, and unfold ;

The tale within was never told !



PREFACE TO THE SEOOND EDITION.

——

THRRE is a spirit in the old Spanish chroniclers of the sixteenth centary
that may be compared to the freshness of water at the fountain-head. Their
simplicity, their sensibility to the strange and the wonderful, their very
weaknesses, give an infinite value, by giving a life and a character to every-
thing they touch; and their religion, which bursts out everywhere, addresscs
itself to the imagination in the highest degree. If they err, their errors
are not their own. They think and feel after the fashion of the time ; and
their narratives are so many moving piotures of the actions, manners and
thoughts, of their contemporaries.

What they had to communicate might well make them eloguent ; but,
inasmuch as relates to Columbus, the inspiration went no further. No
national poem appeared on the subject ; no Camo&ns did honor to his genius
and his virtues. Yet the materials that have descended to us are surely
not unpoetical ; and a desire to avail myself of them, to convey in some
instances as far as I could, in others as far as I dared, their warmth of ool-
oring and wildness of imagery, led me to conceive the idea of a poem written
not long after his death, when the great consequences of the discovery were
beginning to unfold themselves, but while the minds of men were still
clinging to the superstitions of their fathers.

The event here described may be thought too recent for the machinery ;
but I found them together.® A belief in the agenoy of evil spirits prevailed
over both hemispheres ; and even yeot seems almost necessary to enable us
to clear up the darkness,

And justify the ways of God to men.

* Perhaps even a contemporary suhject should not be rejected as such, however wild
and extravagant it may be, if the manners be foreign and the place distant,—major ¢
Jongt ia. L’élol des pays, says Racine, répare en quelque sorte la
trop grande proximité des temps ; car le peuple ne met guere de différence entre ce qui
est, si J’0se ainai parler, & mille ans de lui, et ce qui en est & mille lieues.
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’T was night. The Moon, o’er the wide wave, disclosed
Her awful face; and Nature’s self reposed ;
When, slowly rising in the azure sky,
Three white sails shone — but to no mortal eye,
Entering a boundless sea. In slumber cast,
The very ship-boy, on the dizzy mast,
Half breathed his orisons! Alone unchanged,
Calmly, beneath, the great Commander? ranged,
Thoughtful, not sad ; and, as the planet grew,
His noble form, wrapt in his mantle blue,
Athwart the deck a deepening shadow threw.
¢Thee hath it pleased —Thy will be done!” he said,?
Then sought his cabin ; and, their garments spread,
Around him lay the sleeping as the dead,
When, by his lamp to that mysterious guide,*
On whose still counsels all his hopes relied,
That oracle to man in mercy given,
‘Whose voice is truth, whose wisdom is from heaven,
‘Who over sands and seas directs the stray,
And, as with God’s own finger, points the way,
He turned; but what strange thoughts perplexed his soul,
When, lo! no more attracted to the pole,
The Compass, faithless as the circling vane,
Fluttered and fixed, fluttered and fixed again !
At length, as by some unseen hand imprest,
It sought with trembling energy — the West !*
¢ Ah no!” he cried, and calmed his anxious brow.
111, nor the signs of ill, ’t is thine to show;
Thine but to lead me where I wished to go!”’
CoLuMBUS erred not.® In that awful hour, .
Sent forth to save, and girt with god-like power,
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— Soon is the doubt resolved. Arise, behold —
We stop to stir no more . . . nor will the tale be told.”
The pilot smote his breast; the watchman cried
“Land!” and his voice in faltering accents died.*

At once the fury of the prow was quelled ;

And (whence or why from many an age withheld)*

Shrieks, not of men, were mingling in the blast;

And arméd shapes of god-like stature passed !

Slowly along the evening-sky they went,

As on the edge of some vast battlement ;

Helmet and shield, and spear and gonfalon, A

Streaming a baleful light that was not of the sun!
Long from the stern the great adventurer gazed

With awe, not fear; then high his hands he raised.

Thou All-supreme . . . in goodness as in power,

‘Who, from his birth to this eventful hour,

Hast led thy servant over land and sea,®

Confessing Thee in all, and all in Thee,

O still ’— He spoke, and, lo! the charm accurst

Fled whence it came, and the broad barrier burst !

A vain illusion ! (such us mocks the eyes

Of fearful men, when mountains round them rise

From less than nothing) nothing now beheld,

But scattered sedge — repelling, and repelled !
And once again that valiant company

Right onward came, ploughing the unknown sea.

Already borne beyond the range of thought,

With light divine, with truth immortal fraught,

From world to world their steady course they keep,

Swift as the winds along the waters sweep,

Mid the mute nations of the purple deep.

7
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'T was there that now, as wont in heaven to shine,

Forms of angelic mould and grace divine

Asgembled. All, exiled the realms of rest,

In vain the sadness of their souls suppressed ;

Yet of their glory many a scattered ray

Shot through the gathering shadows of decay.

Each moved a god; and all, as gods, possessed

One balf the globe; from pole to pole confessed !*
** * * * * *
* * * * * *
O, could I now — but how in mortal verse —

Their numbers, their heroic deeds, rehearse !

These in dim shrines and barbarous symbols reign,

Where PraTA and MARAGNON meet the main.*

Those the wild hunter worships as he roves,

In the green shade of CHILI'S fragrant groves;

Or warrior-tribes with rites of blood implore,

‘Whose night-fires gleam along the sullen shore

Of HuroN or ONTARIO, inland seas,®

What time the song of death is in the breeze !

* * * * * *

'T was now’in dismal pomp and order due,
While the vast concave flashed with lightnings blue,
On shining pavements of metallic ore,
That many an age the fusing sulphur bore,
They held high council. All wasa silence round,
When, with a voice most sweet, yet most profound,
A sovereign Spirit burst the gates of night,
And from his wings of gold shook drops of liquid light!
MERION, commisgioned with his host to sweep
From age to age the melancholy deep!
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CANTO IV.
The Voyage continued.

* * * * * * *

‘“ An, why look back, though all is left behind ?
No sounds of life are stirring in the wind.—

And you, ye birds, winging your passage home,
How blest ye are ! — We know not where we roam.
We go,” they cried, “go to return no more ;

Nor ours, alas! the transport to explore

A human footstep on a desert shore ! ”’

* * * Cox * * *

— Still, as beyond this mortal life impelled
By some mysterious energy, he held
His everlasting course. Still self-possessed,
High on the deck he stood, disdaining rest
(His amber-chain the only badge he bore,
His mantle blue such as his fathers wore);
Fathomed, with searching hand, the dark profound,
And scattered hope and glad assurance round ;
Though, like some strange portentous dream, the Past
Still hovered, and the cloudless sky o’ercast.

At day-break might the Caravels® be seen,
Chasing their shadows o’er the deep serene;
Their burnished prows lashed by the sparkling tide,
Their green-cross standards waving far and wide.
And now once more to better thoughts inclined,
The seaman, mounting, clamored in the wind,
The soldier told his tales of love and war;?
The courtier sung — sung to his gay guitar.
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One at the stern before the hour-glass stood,
As 't were to count the sands; one o’er the flood
Gazed for St. Elmo;* while another cried
¢ Once more good-morrow !’ and sate down and sighed.
Day, when it came, came only with its light.
Though long invoked, 't was sadder than the night!
Look where he would, forever as he turned,
He met the eye of one that inly mourned.

Then sunk his generous spirit, and he wept.
The friend, the father rose ; the hero slept.
Pavos, thy port, with many a pang resigned,
Filled with its busy scenes his lonely mind ;
The solemn march, the vows in concert given,®
The bended knees and lifted hands to heaven,
The incensed rites, and choral harmonies,
The Guardian’s blessings mingling with his sighs ;
While his dear boys—ah ! on his neck they hung,*
And long at parting to his garments clung.

Oft in the silent night-watch doubt and fear
Broke in uncertain murmurs on his ear.
Oft the stern Catalan, at noon of day,
Muttered dark threats, and lingered to obey ;
Though that brave youth— he, whom his courser bore
Right through the midst, when, fetlock-deep in gore,
The great GoNsaLvo® battled with the Moor
(What time the ALEAMBRA shook — soon to unfold
Its sacred courts, and fountains yet untold,
Its holy texts and arabesques of gold),—
Though RoLDAN, sleep and death to him alike,’
Grasped his good sword and half unsheathed to strike
0, born to wander with your flocks,” he cried,
¢ And bask and dream along the mountain-side ;
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The hour with talk. His beard, his mien sublime,
Shadowed by Age — by Age before the time,*
From many a sorrow borne in many a clime,
Moved every heart. And now in opener skies
Stars yet unnamed of purer radiance rise !

Stars, milder suns, that love a shade to cast,

And on the bright wave fling the trembling mast !
Another firmament ! the orbs that roll,.

Singly or clustering, round the Southern pole !
Not yet the four that glorify the Night —

Ah! how forget when to my ravished sight

The Cross shone forth in everlasting light ! 2
N T T O T

I I T
'T was the mid hour, when He, whose accents dread
Still wandered through the regions of the dead
(MERrION, commissioned with his host to sweep
From age to age the melancholy deep),
To elude the seraph-guard that watched for man,
And mar, as erst, the Eternal’s perfect plan,
Rose like the condor, and, at towering height,
In pomp of plumage sailed, deepening the shades of night.
Roc of the West! to him all empire given!*
Who bears Axalhua’s dragon folds to heaven ;*
His flight & whirlwind, and, when heard afar,
Like thunder, or the distant din of war!
Mountains and seas fled backward as he passed
O’er the great globe, by not a cloud o’ercast
From the ANTARcTIC, from the Land of Fire®
To where ALASKA’S wintry wilds retire;
From mines of gold,® and giant-sons of earth,
To grots of ice, and tribes of pigmy birth
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Called on the Spirit within. Disdaining flight,
Calmly she rose, collecting all her might.®
Dire was the dark encounter! Long unquelled,
Her sacred seat, sovereign and pure, she held.
At length the great foe binds her for his prize,
And awful, as in death, the body lies !
Not long to slumber! In an evil hour
Informed and lifted by the unknown power,
It starts, it speaks! ¢ We live, we breathe no more !
The fatal wind blows on the dreary shore !
On yonder cliffs beckoning their fellow-prey,
The spectres stalk, and murmur at delay !’
— Yet if thou canst (not for myself I plead !
Mine but to follow where ’tis thine to lead),
O, turn and save! To thee, with streaming eyes,
To thee each widow kneels, each orphan cries !
Who now, condemned the lingering hours to tell,
Think and but think of those they loved so well !”’
All melt in tears! but what can tears avail ?
These climb the mast, and shift the swelling sail.
These snatch the helm ; and round me now I hear
Smiting of hands, outcries of grief and fear®
(That in the aisles at midnight haunt me still,
Turning my lonely thoughts from good to ill).
‘“ Were there no graves—none in our land,” they cry

~ ““That thou hast brought us on the deep to die ?”

Silent with sorrow, long within his cloak
His face he muflled — then the HERO spoke.
‘ Grenerous and brave! when God himself is here,
Why shake at shadows in your mid career ?
He can suspend the laws himself designed,
He walks the waters, and the wingéd wind ;
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These'boughs of gold, and fruits of heavenly hue,
Tinging with vermeil light the billows blue ?
And (thrice, thrice blessed is the eye that spied,
The hand that snatched it sparkling in the tide)
Whose cunning carved this vegetable bowl,!
Symbol of social rites and intercourse of soul 1’
Such to their grateful ear the gush of springs,
Who course the ostrich, as away she wings;
Sons of the desert! who delight to dwell
"Mid kneeling camels round the sacred well ;
Who, ere the terrors of his pomp be passed,
Fall to the demon in the reddening blast.?
The sails were furled ; with many a melting close,
Solemn and slow the evening-anthem rose,
Rose to the Virgin.® ’T was the hour of day
When setting suns o’er summer-seas display
A path of glory, opening in the west
To golden climes, and islands of the blest ;
And human voices, on the silent air,
Went o’er the waves in songs of gladness there !
Chosen of Men!* ’T was thine, at noon of night,
First from the prow to hail the glimmering light ; *
(Emblem of Truth divine, whose secret ray
Enters the soul, and makes the darkness day!)
“ PEDRO! RODRIGO !® there, methought, it shone !
There — in the west ! and now, alas ! 't is gone ! —
'T was all a dream ! we gaze and gaze in vain !
— But mark and speak not, there it comes again !
It moves! what form unseen, what being there
With torch-like lustre fires the murky air?
His instincts, passions, say, how like our own ?
0! when will day reveal a world unknown ?”’
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Checked their light footsteps — statue-like they stood,
-As worshipped furms, the Genii of the Wood !

At length the spell dissolves! The warrior’s lance
Rings on the tortoise with wild dissonance !
And see, the regal plumes, the couch of state!*
Still, where it moves, the wise in council wait !
See now borne forth the monstrous mask of gold,
And ebon chair of many a serpent-fold ;
These now exchanged for gifts that thrice surpass
The wondrous ring, and lamp, and horse of brass.®
What long-drawn tube transports the gazer home,”
Kindling with stars at noon the ethereal dome ?
'T is here: and here circles of solid light
Charm with another self the cheated sight;
As man to man another self disclose,
That now with terror starts, with triumph glows !

CANTO X.
Cora — Luxuriant Vegetation — The Humming-bird — The Fountain of
Youth.
* * * * * *

THEN CoRA came, the youngest of her race,

And in her hands she hid her lovely face;

Yet oft by stealth a timid glance she cast,

And now with playful step the mirror passed,

Each bright reflection brighter than the last !

And oft behind it flew, and oft before ;

The more she searched, pleased and perplexed the more !
And looked and laughed, and blushed with quick surprise ;
Her lips all mirth, all ecstasy her eyes!
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Phere sits the bird that speaks!® there, quivering, rise
Wings that reflect the glow of evening-skies !
Half bird, half fly,* the fairy king of flowers®
Reigns there, and revels through the fragrant hours; ¢
Gem full of life, and joy and song divine, :
Soon in the virgin’s graceful ear to shine.”

’T was he that sung, if ancient Fame speaks truth,
“ Come! follow, follow to the Fount of Youth !
I quaff the ambrosial mists that round it rise,
Dissolved and lost in dreams of Paradise!”’
For there called forth, to bless a happier hour,
It met the sun in many a rainbow-shower !
Murmuring delight, its living waters rolled
"Mid branching palms and amaranths of gold !®

CANTO XI.
Evening — A Banquet — The Ghost of Casziva.

THE tamarind closed her leaves; the marmoset
Dreamed on his bough, and played the mimic yet.
Fresh from the lake the breeze of twilight blew,
And vast and deep the mountain-shadows grew ;
When many a fire-fly, shooting through the glade,
“Spangled the locks of many a lovely maid,
Who now danced forth to strew our path with flowers,
And hymn our welcome to celestial bowers.!
There odorous lamps adorned the festal rite,
And guavas blushed as in the vales of light.?
There silent sate many an unbidden guest,’
Whose steadfast looks a secret dread impressed ;
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Who claims the prize, when wingéd feet contend ;
When twanging bows the flaming arrows send ?*
Who stands self-centred in the field of fame,
And, grappling, flings to earth a giant’s frame ?
Whilst all, with anxious hearts and eager eyes,
Bend as he bends, and, as he rises, rise!
And Cora’s self, in pride of beauty here,
Trembles with grief and joy, and hope and fear !
(She who, the fairest, ever flew the first,
With cup of balm to quench his burning thirst;
Knelt at his head, her fan-leaf in her hand,
And hummed the air that pleased him, while she fanned)
How blest his lot ! — though, by the Muse unsung,
His name shall perish, when his knell is rung.

That night, transported, with a sigh I said
¢«'Tig all a dream !” — Now, like a dream, 't is fled ;
And many and many a year has passed away,
And I alone remain to watch and pray !
Yet oft in darkness, on my bed of straw,
Oft I awake and think on what I saw !
The groves, the birds, the youths, the nymphs recall,
And Cora, loveliest, sweetest of them all !

CANTO XII.
A Vision.

StILL would I speak of hiim, before I went,
Who among us a life of sorrow spent,!
And, dying, left a world his monument ;
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To other eyes, from distant cliff descried,”

Shall the PacrFic roll his ample tide ;

There destined soon rich argosies to ride.

Chains thy reward ! beyond the ATLANTIC wave
Hung in thy chamber, buried in thy grave!*
Thy reverend form ™ to time and grief a prey,

A spectre wandering in the light of day!"

‘“ What though thy gray hairs to the dust descend,
Their scent shall track thee, track thee to the end ;
Thy sons reproached with their great father's fame,™
And on his world inscribed another’s name !

That world a prison-house, full of sights of woe,
‘Where groans burst forth, and tears in torrents flow !
These gardens of the sun, sacred to song,

By dogs of carnage,' howling loud and long,
Swept — till the voyager, in the desert air,'*

Starts back to hear his altered accents there ! ™

¢ Not thine the olive, but the sword to bring ;
Not peace, but war! Yet from these shores shall spring
Peace without end ; V from these, with blood defiled,
Spread the pure spirit of thy Master mild !

Here, in His train, shall arts and arms attend,®
Arts to adorn, and arms but to defend.
Assembling here, all nations shall be blest ;

The sad be comforted ; the weary rest:
Untouched shall drop the fetters from the slave; #
And He shall rule the world he died to save !

¢ Hence, and rejoice. The glorious work is done.
A spark is thrown that shall eclipse the sun !

And, though bad men shall long thy course pursue,
As erst the ravening brood o’er chaos flew,*
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He, whom I serve, shall vindicate his reign ;
The spoiler spoiled of all; ® the slayer slain ; ®
The tyrant’s self, oppressing and opprest,
Mid gems and gold unenvied and unblest : *
While to the starry sphere thy name shall rise,
(Not there unsung thy generous enterprise !)
Thine in all hearts to dwell — by Fame enshrined,
With those, the few, that live but for mankind ;
Thine evermore, transcendant happiness !
World beyond world to visit and to bless.”

18



Ox the two last leaves, and written in ano.ther hand, are some stansas
in the romance or ballad measure of the Spaniards. The subjeot is an
adventure soon related.

TayY lonely watch-tower, Larenille,

Had lost the western sun ;

And loud and long from hill to hill
Echoed the evening-gun,

When Hernan, rising on his oar,

Shot like an arrow from the shore.

— ¢ Those lights are on St. Mary’s Isle;
They glimmer from the sacred pile.”!
The waves were rough ; the hour was late.
But soon across the Tinto borne,

Thrice he blew the signal-horn,

He blew and would not wait.

Home by his dangerous path he went;
Leaving, in rich habiliment,

Two strangers at the convent-gate.

They ascended by steps hewn out in the rock; and, having asked for
admittance, were lodged there.

Brothers in arms the guests appeared ;
The youngest with a princely grace !
Short and sable was his beard,
Thoughtful and wan his face.

His velvet cap a medal bore,

And ermine fringed his broidered vest;
And, ever sparkling on his breast,

An image of St. John he wore.?
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Would ye were sleeping side by side !
Of all his friends he loved thee best.”
I T I

* * * * * ®

The supper in the chamber done,
Much of a southern sea they spake,
And of that glorious city ® won

Near the setting of the sun,

Throned in a silver lake;

Of seven kings in chaing of gold,’
And deeds of death by tongue untold,
Deeds such as breathed in secret there
Had shaken the confession-chair !

The eldest swore by our Lady,!° the youngest by his consslence; 11 while
the Franoiscan, sitting by in his gray habit, turned away and orossed him-
self again and again. < Here is a little book,’ said he at last, ‘¢ the work
of him in his shroud below. It tells of things you have menationed; and,
were Cortes and Pisarro here, it might perhaps make them reflect for a mo-
ment.” The youngest smiled as he took it into his hand. He read it
aloud to his companion with an unfaltering voice; but, when he laid it
down, a silence ensued; nor was he seen to amile again that aight.12 ¢« The
eurse is heavy,” said he at parting, *but Cortes may live to disappoint
it.”? —« Ay, and Pisarro too !

+* A oircumstance, recorded by Herrers, renders this visit not improbe-
ble. «“In May, 1528, Cortes arrived unexpectodly at Palos; and, soon
after he had landed, ho and Pisarro met and rejoiced; and it was remark-
able that they should meet, as they were two of the most renowned men in
the world.” B. Dias makes no mention of the interview; but, relating an
oocurrence that took place at this time in Palos, says < that Cortes was
now absent at Neustra Senora de la Rébida.” The convent is within half
& league of the town.
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M The more Christian opinion s, that God, with eyes of compassion, as it were, looking
down from heaven, called forth those winds of mercy, whereby this new warld received
the hope of salvation. — Preambles to the Decades of the Ocean.

® To return was deemed impossible, as it blew always from home. — Hist. del dlmi-
rente, ¢. 19. Nos pavidi — at pater Anchises — letus.

CANTO II.

() Tasso employs preternatural agents on a similar oocasion,
Trappassa, et ecoo in quel silvestre loco
Sorgo improvisa la cittd del fooo. — xili. 33.

Gl incant! d'Ismeno, che ingannana con delusioni, altro non significano, che la falaitd delle
agioai, ot dells p lonl, Ia qual si genera neila moltitudine, et varietd de’ pareri, et

™ Beo Plato’s Timmus ; where mention is made of mighty kingdoms, which, in a day

and a night, had disappeared in the Atlantic, rendering its waters unnavigable.
81 quaoras Helicen ot Burin, Achaldas urbes,
Invenies aub aquis.

At the destruction of Callao, in 1747, no more than one of all the inhabitants escaped ;
and he hy a providence the most extraordinary. This man was on the fort that over-
looked the harbor, going to strike the flag, when he perceived the sea to retire to & con-
siderable distance } avd then, swelling mountain-high, it" retarned with great viok
The people ran from their houses in terror and confusion ; he heard a cry of Miserere
vies fromu all parts of the ety ; and tmmediately all was silent ; the sea had entirely over-
whelmad! it, and buried it forever in ita bosom ; but the same wave that destroyed It drove
& Mue boat by the place where be stood, into which he threw himeelf and was saved.

@ The doscription of & submarine forest is here omitted by the transiator.

League beyond league gigantic foliage spread,
Saadvwing old Ocean on his rocky bed ;

The ity summits of resounding woods,

That grasped the depths, and grappled with the fioods ;
Bach 8 had cilmbed the mountain's azare height,
When ferth he camse and relissamed his right.

@ Historiuns are not siient o the subject.  The sallors, acoarding %o Herrera, saw the
slgus of an ivunkaded country (terres anegades) ; and R was the gencral expectation that
ey shoull endk thelr lives there, 80 others had done In the fresem ses, ~ vhere 5t Amaro
oalhre wo ship to stir baskward or farwerd." — ist. dol Lhmiremte. ¢ 19,

@ T anther sooms %o have anticipated Mis ag shamber In the Wderary of the Fathers.

@ Ty way give we what same hey plonse. T ame sorcant of b, &c. — ERet. del
Abgpvanie, 0. 2

B Subtenher catobik Ohriit over the drep wabers, 5o Cudambus went sver b,

pd® Btery of the Weet Pndics. 1. T2 Nome.
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CANTO IV.
@ Light vessels, formerly used by the Spaniards aod Portaguese.

@ In the Lausiad, to beguile the heavy hours at sea, Veloso relates to his companions
of the seoond watch the story of the Twelve Knights. — L. vi.

@ Among those who went with Columbus were many adventurers, and gentlemen of
the court. Primero was the game then in fashion. — See Vega, p. 2, lib. fii. o. 9.

(® Many such appellations oocur in Bernal Diax, c. 204.

CANTO V.

() Many sighed and wept ; and every hour seemed a year, says Herrera. —L L 9
and 10,

® A luminous appearance, of good omen.

@ His public procession to the conveot of La Rabida on the day befove he set safl, It
'was there that his sons had jved their education; and he b f app to have
passed some time there, the venerable guardian, Juan Peres de Marchena, being his seal-
ous and affectionate friend. The ceremonies of his departure and return are represented

in many of the fresco-paintings in the pal of Genoa.
(0 “But I was most aflicted when I thought of my two sons, whom I had left behind
e in a strange country . . . . before I had done, or, at least, could be known to

have done, anything which might incline your highnesses to remember them. And though

X oonsoled myself with the reflection that our Lord would not suffer so earnest an

endeavor for the exaltation of his church to come to nothing, yet I considered that, on
of my unworthiness,” &c. — Hist. c. 87.

®) Gonsalvo, or, as he is called in Castilian, Gonzalo Hernandes de Cordova ; already
known by the name of The Great Captain. Granada surrendered on the second of Janu-
ary, 1492. Columbus set sail on the third of August following.

(© Probably a soldier of fortune. There were more than one of the name on board.

OCANTO VI.

@) Not but that in the profession of arms there are at all times many noble natures.
Let a soldler of the age of Elisabeth speak for those who had commanded under him, those
‘wham he oalls “ the chief men of action.”

“Now that I have tried them, I would choose them for friends, if I had them not}
Bolore I had tried them, God and his providence chose them for me. I love them for

= -~wamks } for I ind swestness in their conversstion, strong assistance in their em-

b eme. dnd happiness i thelr triendship. 1 love them for their virtue's sake,
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Undoubtedly, says Herrera, the Infernsl Spirit d various shapes in that region of
the world.

(%) Many a modern reader will exclaim, in the language of Pococurantd, ¢¢ Quelle triste
extravagance !” Let a great theologian of that day, & monk of the Augustine order, be
ocorsulted on the subject. ‘¢ Corpus ille perimere vel jugulare potest; nec id modd,
verdm et animam ita urgere, et in angustum coarctare novit, ut in momento quoque illf
excedendum sit.” — LutAerus, De Missa Privata.

The Roman ritual requires three signs of possession.

® —magnum s{ pectore possit
Excussisse deum.

N
@) Euripides in Alcest, v. 265.
® Voci alte ¢ fioche, e suon di man con elle. — Dante.
@) The same L had been add d to Isabella. — His?. ¢. 15.

(10) His miraculous escape, in early life, during a sea-fight off the coast of Portugal. —
Hist. c. 5.

(1) Nudo noochier, promettitor i regnt !
By the G and the Spaniards he was regarded as a8 man ived on ““a wild dedica-
tion of himself to unpathed waters, und: d shores ; ” and the court of Portugal en-
deavored to rob him of the glory of his enterprise, by secretly dispatching a vessel in the
course which he had pointed out. ¢ Lorsqu'il avait promis un nouvel hémisphére,’’ says
Voltaire, ¢ on lui avait que cet hémisphére ne p it exister ; et quand fl Peut
déocouvert, on prétendit qu’il avait été connu depuijs long-temps.”

(%) He used to affirm that he stood in need of God’s particular assistance ; like Moses,
when he led forth the people of Israel, who forbore to lay violent hands upon him, be-
oause of the miracies which God wrought by his mesns. “ 8o, sald the Admiral, “did it
happen to me on that voyage.” — Hist. c. 19. — ‘ And 80 easily,” says a commentator,
“ are the workings of the Evil one overcome by the power of God ! ®

(%) This denunciation, fulfilled as it appears to be in the eleventh canto, may remind the
reader of the Harpy’s in Virgil. — n, IIIL. v. M7.

CANTO VIIL
(1) Ex ligno lucido confectum, et arte mird laboratam. — P. Martyr, dec. L. 5.
@ The 8imoom.

@®) Salve, regina. — Herrera, I. 1. 12. It was the usual service, and always sung with
great solemnity. “I remember one evening,” says Oviedo, ‘‘ when the ship was in fall
sall, and all the men were on their knees, singing Salve, regina,” &c. — Relacion Som-~
maria. The hymn, O Sanctissima, is still to be heard after sunget along the shores of
Sicily, and ita effect may be better conceived than described.

® I believe that he was chosen for this great service ; and that, because he was to be
50 truly an apostle, as In effect he proved to be, therefore was his origin obscure ; that
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& The parrot, as described by Aristotle. — Hist. Animal. viil. 12.

() Here are birds mmnn,lmnmht,w they are birds, they are taken
for bees or butterfiics.

@) The Humming bird. Eakopit (Govum regulus) is the name of an Indian bird,
referred to this class by Seba.

) There also was heard the wild cry of the Flamingo.
‘What clarion winds along the yellow sands ?
Far in the deep the giant-fisher stands,
Folding his wings of flame.

@) 11 sert aprds sa mort & parer les jemlndhm,qdpuwenpuﬂnmd'
deux de ces charmans oiseanx. — Byffon.

@Aaaoldlngwlnlndmttndmon.—leo Oviedo, Vega, Herrera, &c. Not many
years afterwards a Bpaniard of distinoti dered everywhere in search of it; and
no wonder, as Robertson observes, when Columbus himseX could imagine that he had
found the seat of Paradise. .

CANTO XL
Q@) P. Martyr, dec. 1.

@ They betioved that the souls of good men were yed to & p valley, abound
ing in guavas and other delicions fruits. — Herrera, I. {ii. 3. Bu: del Almirante,
. 63.

m“rhémmmmunsgm, and feast with the living ™ (F. Columbus, c. 63) ;
and “eat of the fruit called Guanndbe.” — P. Martyr, dec. L. 9.

&) War reverses the order of nature. In time of peace, says Herodotus, the sons bury
their fathers ; in time of war, the fathers bury their sons' But the gods have willed it so.
—L 8T,

@ An anclent Cacique, in his lifetime and after his death, employed by the Zeml to
alarm his people. — See Hist. c. 02.

) The author is speaking in his inspired charact Hidden things are revealed to
him, and placed before his mind as if they were present.

@ Nor could they (the Powers of Darkness) have more effectually prevented the pro-
gress of the faith, than by desolating the New World ; by burying nations alive in mines,
or consigning them, in all their errors, to the aword. — Relacion de B. de las Casas.

(5 Not man alone, but many other ankmals, became extinct there.
® P. Martyr, deoc. ili. ¢ 7.
a9 Rochkeforte, o. xx.
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A7) 8Bee Washington's Farewell Address to his fellow-citisens.

(8 ¢ There are those alive,” sald an {lustrions orator, “ whose memory might touch
the two emities. Lord Bath , in 1704, was of an age to comprehend such things 3
and, if his angel had then drawn up the curtain, and, while he was gasing with admira-
tion, had pointed out to him a speck, and had told him, ¢ Young man, there is America,
which, at this day, serves for little more than to amuse you with stories of savage men and
uncouth manners ; yet shall, before you taste of death,’” &c. — Burke in 1775.

a9 How simple were the manners of the early colonists! The first ripening of any
xnmpanm'udiﬂnnnhedbyuhmnymm Garcilaseo de In Vega relates how
his dear father, the val llected together in his chamber seven or eight
pmmmmmmwmnmmemmw
of Cusco. When the operation of dressing them was over (and it is minutely described)
he distributed the two largest among his friends ; begging that the company would not
take it il if he reserved the third for himself, as it was @ thing from Spain.

North America became instantly an asylum for the oppressed; Huguenots, and Catholics,
and sects of every name and country. Such were the first settlers in Carolina and Mary-
land, Pennsylvania and New Engiand. Nor is S8outh America altogether without a claim
to the title. Even now, while I am writing, the ancient house of Bra is oa its pas-
sage across the Atlantic,

Cum sociis, natoque, Penatibus, et magnis dis.

MJemelnmpomqnclqnefohmdﬂ‘d’nnﬁtde J’y vois Je bonheur & cdté de
Pindustrie, la douce tolé I fa he inquisition ; 'y vois un jour de
.u;mmxmm.,mmnmrrmq&nmmwmm
et bénissant le régne de la liberté, qui doit amener partout une harmonie universelle.
Mais les mines, les esclaves, que, deviendront-ils ? Les mines se fermeront ; les esclaves
seront les fréres de leurs maltres. — Brissot.

There is a prophetic stanza, written a century ago by Bp. Berkeley, which I must quote,
though I may suffer by the comparison :

‘Westward the course of empire takes its way.
The foar first acts already past,

A fifth shall close the drama with the day.
Time’s nobiest offspring is the last.

(1) Bee Paradise Lost, X. .

@D Cortes. A prine put-il obtenir audience de Charles-Quint: un jour il fendit Ia
presse qui entourait le coche de Pempereur, et monta sur I'étrier de Ia portiére. Charles
demanda quel étalt cet homme ; * C'est,” répondit Cortes, “ celui qui vous a donné plus
d’états que vos péres ne vous ont lalssé de villes.” — Voltaire.

(N “ Akmost all,” says Las Casas, “bave perished. The innocent blood which they
had shed oried alond for vengeance ; the sighs, the tears of so many victims, went up
before God.™

ﬂMnﬂmeﬂd“qﬂ demanda que tout ce qu'll toucheroit se
eanvertht ea or, ot qui fut obligé de revenir aux dicux pour les prier de finir sa misére. —
migoguion.
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@ The Convent of La Rébida.

D Bos Bernal Dias,c. 208 ; and aleo a well-known portrait of Oortes, ascnbed to
Thian. Oortes was now in the forty-third, Pizarro in the fiftieth year of his age.

@ Lugustin Zarati, Ib. ivA. 9.
) An faterpolation.
) Late Saperior of the House.

@ In the chanoal of the cathedral of 8¢. Domingo.

An anachronism. The body of Columbus was not yet removed from Seville.

It Is almost unneoessary to point out another in the Ninth Oanto. The telescope was
Dot then in use ; though described long before, with great accuracy, by Roger Bacon.

@ The words of the epitaph. A Castilia y & Leon nusvo Mando dio Golon.”
® Mexico.

) Afterwards the arms of Cortes and his descendants.

09 Fernandes, . i ¢. 63.

an B. Dias, ¢. 208.

GN * After the death of Guatimotsin,” says B. Dias, “ he became gloomy and restiess 3
tising continually from his bed, and wandering about in thedark.” & Nothing prospered
with bim ; and it was asoribed to the curses be was loaded with.”
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JACQUELINE.

At such an hour in such a night,

So calm, so clear, so heavenly bright,
‘Who would have seen, and not confessed
It looked as all within were blest?
What will not woman, when she loves ?
Yet lost, alas! who can restore her ? —
She lifts the latch, the wicket moves ;
And now the world is all before her.

Up rose St. Pierre, when morning shone ;
— And Jacqueline, his child, was gone !
O, what the maddening thought that came ?
Dishonor coupled with his name !

By Condé at Rocroy he stood ;

By Turenne, when the Rhine ran blood.
Two banners of Castile he gave

Aloft in Notre Dame to wave ;

Nor did thy cross, St. Louis, rest

Upon a purer, nobler breast.

He slung his old sword by his side,

And snatched his staff and rushed to save;
Then sunk — and on his threshold cried,
0, lay me in my grave !

—Constance ! Claudine! where were ye then ?
But stand not there. Away! away!
Thou, Frederic, by thy father stay.
Though old, and now forgot of men,

Both must not leave him in a day.”

Then, and he shook his hoary head,

¢ Unhappy in thy youth !”’ he said.

¢ Call as thou wilt, thou call’st in vain;
No voice sends back thy name again.
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Soon as the sun the glittering pans
On the red floor in diamonds threw,
His songs she sung and sung again,
Till the last light withdrew.
Every day, and all day long,
He mused or slumbered to a song.
But she is dead to him, to all !
Her lute hangs silent on the wall ;
And on the stairs, and at the door,
Her fairy-step is heard no more !
At every meal an empty chair
Tells him that she is not there ; :
She, who would lead him where he went,
Charm with her converse while he leant ;
Or, hovering, every wish prevent ;
At eve light up the chimney-nook,
Lay there his glass within his book ;
And that small chest of curious mould
(Queen Mab’s, perchance, in days of old),
Tusk of elephant and gold ;
Which, when a tale is long, dispenses
Its fragrant dust to drowsy senses.
In her who mourned not, when they missed her,
The old a child, the young a sister ?
No more the orphan runs to take
From her loved hand the barley-cake.
No more the matron in the school
Expects her in the hour of rule,
To sit amid the elfin brood,
Praising the busy and the good.
The widow trims her hearth in vain.
She comes not — nor will come again.
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While, blithe as lark on summer-morn,
‘When green and yellow waves the corn,
When harebells blow in every grove,
And thrushes sing “Ilove! Ilove!” *
Within (so soon the early rain

Scatters, and ’t is fair again ;

Though many a drop may yet be seen
To tell us where a cloud has been) —
Within lay Frederick, o’er and o’er,
Building castles on the floor,

And feigning, as they grew in size,
New troubles and new dangers;

With dimpled cheeks and laughing eyes,
As he and fear were strangers.

St. Pierre sat by, nor saw nor smiled.
His eyes were on his loved Montaigne ;
But every leaf was turned in vain.

For in that hour remorse he felt,

And his heart told him he had dealt
Unkindly with his child.

A father may a while refuse;

But who can for another choose ?
When her young blushes had revealed
The secret from herself concealed,

Why promise what her tears denied,
That she should be De Courcy’s bride ?
— Wouldst thou, presumptuous as thou art,
O’er Nature play the tyrant’s part,
And with the hand compel the heart?
O rather, rather hope to bind

The ocean-wave, the mountain-wind ;

* Cantando * To amo ! Io amo !”’ — Tasso.
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¢ See — to the rugged rock she clings !
She calls, she faints, and D’ Arcy springs ;
D’ Arcy, so dear to us, to all ;

Who, for you told me on your knee,
When in the fight he saw you fall,

Saved you for Jacqueline and me ! ”

And true it was! And true the tale!
When did she sue and not prevail ?
Five years before — it was the night
That on the village-green they parted,
The lilied banners streaming bright
O’er maids and mothers broken-hearted ;
The drum — it drowned the last adieu,
When D’Arcy from the crowd she drew.
¢ One charge I have, and one alone,
Nor that refuse to take,
My father —if not for his own,
O, for his daughter’s sake !
Inly he vowed —’t was all he could ;
And went and sealed it with his blood.
Nor can ye wonder. When a child,
And in her playfulness she smiled,
Up many a ladder-path* he guided
‘Where meteor-like the chamois glided,
Through many a misty grove.
They loved — but under Friendship’s name ;
And Reason, Virtue fanned the flame,
Till in their houses Discord came,
And ’t was a crime to love.

®Called in the language of the eountry Pas-de-P Echelie.
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— And now, her strength, her courage spent,
And more than half a penitent,

She comes along the path she went.

And now the village gleams at last ;

The woods, the golden meadows passed,
Where, when, Toulouse, thy splendor shone,
The Troubadour, from grove to grove,
Chanting some roundelay of love,

Would wander till the day was gone.

¢ All will be well, my Jacqueline !

0, tremble not —but trust in me.

The good are better made by ill,

As odors crushed are sweeter still ;

And, gloomy as thy past has been,

Bright shall thy future be!”

So saying, through the fragrant shade
Gently along he led the maid,

While Manchon round and round her played :
And, as that silent glen they leave,

Where by the spring the pitchers stand,
Where glow-worms light their little lamps at eve,
And fairies revel as in fairy-land

(When Lubin calls, and Blanche steals round,
Her finger on her lip, to see ;

And many an acorn-cup is found

Under the greenwood tree),

From every cot above, below,

They gather as they go—

Sabot, and coif, and collerette,

The housewife’s prayer, the grandame’s blessing !
Girls that adjust their locks of jet,

And look and look and linger yet,

The lovely bride caressing ;
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By that dear name conjures —
On her you thought — but to be kind !
When looked she up, but you inclined ?
These things, forever in her mind,
O, are they gone from yours ?
Two kneeling at your feet behold ;
One — one how young ! — nor yet the other old.
O, spurn them not —nor look so cold ! —
If Jaoqueline be cast away,
Her bridal -be her dying day.
— Well, well might she believe in you !
She listened, and she found it trae.”
He shook his aged locks of snow;
And twice he tarned, and rose to go.
She hung ; and was St. Pierre to blame,
If tears and smiles together came ?
(0, no—begone ! I’ll hear no more.”
Baut, a8 he spoke, his voice relented.
¢ That very look thy mother wore
When she implored, and old Le Roc consented.
True, I have erred and will atone ;
For still I love him a8 my own.
And now, in my hands, yours with his unite ;
A father’s blessing on your heads alight !
. . Nor let the least be sent away.
All hearts shall sing ¢ Adieu to sorrow !’
St. Pierre has found his child to-day;
And old and young shall dance to-morrow.”

Had Louis® then before the gate dismounted,
Lost in the chase at set of sun;

© Louis the Fourteenth.
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Like Henry when he heard recounted ®

The generous deeds himself had done

(What time the miller’s maid Colette

Sung, while he supped, her chansonnette),

Then — when St. Pierre addressed his village-train,
Then had the monarch with a sigh confessed

A joy by him unsought and unpossessed,

— Without it what are all the rest ?—

To love, and to be loved again.

® Alluding to a popular story related of Henry the Fourth, of Franoce,
similar to ours of ¢ The King and Miller of Mansfield.””
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In every cottage-porch with garlands green,
Stand still to gaze,' and, gazing, bless the scene ;
While, her dark eyes declining, by his side
Moves in her virgin-veil the gentle bride.

And once, alas! nor in a distant hour,
Another voice shall come from yonder tower ;
When in dim chambers long black weeds are seen,
And weepings heard where only joy has been;
When by his children borne, and from his door
Slowly departing to return no more,

He rests in holy earth with them that went before.

And such is Human Life; so, gliding on,

It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone !

Yet is the tale, brief though it be, as strange,
As full, methinks, of wild and wondrous change,
As any that the wandering tribes require,
Stretched in the desert round their evening-fire;
As any sung of old in hall or bower

To minstrel-harps at midnight’s witching-hour !

Born in a trance, we wake, observe, inquire ;

And the green earth, the azure sky, admire.

Of Elfin-size — forever as we run,

We cast a longer shadow in the sun!

And now a charm, and now a grace is won !

We grow in stature, and in wisdom too !

And, as new scenes, new objects, rise to view,

Think nothing done while aught remains to do.?
" Yet, all forgot, how oft the eye-lids close,

And from the slack hand drops the gathered rose !

How oft, as dead, on the warm turf we lie,

While many an emmet comes with curious eye ;

And on her nest the watchful wren sits by !
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"T'is all in vain — the inexorable Law !

Nearer and nearer to the brink we draw.

Verdure springs up ; and fruits and flowers invite,
And groves and fountains — all things that delight.
¢ 0, I would stop, and linger if I might!” —

We fly ; no resting for the foot we find ;*

All dark before, all desolate behind !

At length the brink appears — but one step more !
We faint— On, on ! — we falter — and ’t is o’er !

Yet here high passions, high desires unfold,
Prompting to noblest deeds; here links of gold
Bind soul to soul; and thoughts divine inspire
A thirst unquenchable, a holy fire
That will not, cannot but with life expire !

Now, seraph-winged, among the stars we soar ;°
Now distant ages, like a day, explore,

And judge the act, the actor now no more ;
Or, in a thankless hour, condemned to live,’
From others claim what these refuse to give,
And dart, like MILTON, an unerring eye
Through the dim curtains of Futurity.’

Wealth, pleasure, ease, all thought of self resigned,
What will not man encounter for mankind ?
Behold him now unbar the prison-door,’®
And, lifting Guilt, Contagion, from the floor,

To peace and health, and light and life restore;
Now in Thermopylee remain to share

Death — nor look back, nor turn a footstep there,
Leaving his story to the birds of air;

And now like Pylades (in Heaven they write
Names such as his in characters of light)
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Man through the changing scene let us pursue,
Himself how wondrous in his changes too !

Not Man, the sullen savage in his den ;

But Man called forth in fellowship with men ;
Schooled and trained up to wisdom from his birth ;
God’s noblest work — His image upon carth !

The day arrives, the moment wished and feared ; '*
The child is born, by many a pang endeared.
And now the mother’s ear has caught his cry;
O, grant the cherub to her asking eye !
He comes . . . she clasps him. To her bosom pressed,
He drinks the balm of life and drops to rest.

Her by her smile how soon the stranger knows ;
How soon by his the glad discovery shows !
As to her lips she lifts the lovely boy,
What answering looks of sympathy and joy !
He walks, he speaks. ‘In many a broken word
His wants, his wishes, and his griefs, are heard.
And ever, ever to her lap he flies,
When rosy Sleep comes on with sweet surprise.
Locked in her arms, his arms across her flung
(That name most dear forever on his tongue),
As with soft accents round her neck he clings,
And, cheek to cheek, lier lulling song she sings,
How blest to feel the beatings of his heart,
Breathe his sweet breath, and kiss for kiss impart ;
Watch o’er his slumbers like the brooding dove,
And, if she can, exhaust a mother’s love !

But soon a nobler task demands her care.
Apart she joins his little hands in prayer,
Telling of Him who sees in secret there ! —
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His eyes cast downward with ingenuous shame,

His conscious cheeks, conscious of praise or blame,

At once lit up as with a holy flame !

He thirsts for knowledge, speaks but to inquire;

And soon with tears relinquished to the sire,

Soon in his hand to Wisdom’s temple led,

Holds secret converse with the mighty dead ;

Trembles and thrills and weeps as they inspire,

Burns as they burn, and with congenial fire!

Like her most gentle, most unfortunate,™

Crowned but to die — who in her chamber sate

Musing with Plato, though the horn was blown,

And every ear and every heart was won,

And all in green array were chasing down the sun !
Then is the Age of Admiration !* — Then

Gods walk the earth, or beings more than men;

Who breathe the soul of inspiration round,

Whose very shadows consecrate the ground !

Ah'! then comes thronging many a wild desire,

And high imagining and thought of fire!

Then from within a voice exclaims ¢ Aspire !”’

Phantoms, that upward point, before him pass,

As in the cave athwart the wizard’s glass;

They, that on youth a grace, a lustre shed,

Of every age — the living and the dead !

Thou, all-accomplished SURREY, thou art known;

The flower of knighthood, nipt as soon as blown !

Melting all hearts but Geraldine’s alone !

And, with his beaver up, discovering there

One who loved less to conquer than to spare,

Lo! the Black Warrior, he, who, battle-spent,

Bare-headed served the captive in his tent!
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Lie at her feet and on her slipper swear
That none were half so faultless, half so fair,
Now through the forest hies, a stricken deer,
A banished man, flying when none are near;
And writes on every tree, and lingers long
Where most the nightingale repeats her song ;
Where most the nymph, that haunts the silent grove,
Delights to syllable the names we love.
Two on his steps attend, in motley clad ;
One woful-wan, one merry but as mad ;
Called Hope and Fear. Hope shakes his cap and bells,
And flowers spring up among the woodland dells.
To Hope he listens, wandering without measure
Through sun and shade, lost in a trance of pleasure ;
And, if to Fear but for a weary mile,
Hope followdast and wins him with & smile.
At length he goes — a pilgrim to the shrine,
And for a relic would a world resign !
A glove, a shoe-tie, or a flower let fall —
What though the least, Love consecrates them all!
And now he breathes in many a plaintive verse ;
Now wins the dull ear of the wily nurse
At early matins ('t was at matin-time ® -
That first he saw and sickened in his prime),
And soon the Sibyl, in her thirst for gold,
Plays with young hearts that will not be controlled.
¢ Absence from thee — as self from self it seems!
Scaled is the garden-wall ; and, lo! her beams
Silvering the east, the moon comes up, revealing
His well-known form along the terrace stealing.
— O, ere in sight he came, ’t was his to thrill
A heart that loved him though in secret still.
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Less and less earthly ! As departs the day,
All that was mortal seems to melt away,
Till, like a gift resumed as soon as given, _
She fades at last into a spirit from Heaven !

Then are they blest indeed ; and swift the hours
Till her young sisters wreathe her hair in flowers,
Kindling her beauty — while, unseen, the least
Twitches her robe, then runs behind the rest,
Known by her laugh that will not be suppressed.
Then before All they stand — the holy vow
And ring of gold, no fond illusions now,
Bind her as his. Across the threshold led,
And every tear kissed off as soon as shed,
His house she enters — there to be a light
Shining within, when all without is night ;
A guardian-angel o’er his life presiding,
Doubling his pleasures, and his cares dividing ;
Winning him back, when mingling in the throng,
From a vain world we love, alas! too long,
To fireside happiness, and hours of ease
Blest with that charm, the certainty to please.
How oft her eyes read his! her gentle mind
To all his wishes, all his thoughts inclined ;
Still subject — ever on the watch to borrow
Mirth of his mirth, and sorrow of his sorrow.
The soul of music slumbers in the shell,
Till waked and kindled by the master’s spell ;
And feeling hearts — touch them but rightly — pour
A thousand melodies unheard before ! *

Nor many moons o’er hill and valley rise
Ere to the gate with nymph-like step she flies,
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But happier still is he who bends to trace

That sun, the soul, just dawning in the face ;

The burst, the glow, the animating strife,

The thoughts and passions stirring into life ;

The forming utterance, the inquiring glance,

The giant waking from his ten-fold trance,

Till up he starts as conscious whence he came,

And all is light within the trembling frame !
What then a father’s feelings? Joy and fear

In turn prevail, — joy most; and through the year

Tempering the ardent, urging night and day

Him who shrinks back or wanders from the way,

Praising each highly — from a wish to raise

Their merits to the level of his praise,

Onward in their observing sight he moves,

Fearful of wrong, in awe of whom he loves !

Their sacred presence who shall dare profane ?

Who, when he slumbers, hope to fix a stain ?

He lives a model in his life to show,

That, when he dies and through the world they go,

Some men may pause and say, when some admire,

¢ They are his sons, and worthy of their sire ! ”
But man is born to suffer. On the door

Sickness has set her mark ; and now no more

Laughter within we hear, or wood-notes wild

As of a mother singing to her child.

All now in anguish from that room retire,

Where a young cheek glows with consuming fire,

And innocence breathes contagion — all but one,

But she who gave it birth — from her alone

The medicine-cup is taken. Through the night,®

And through the day, that with its dreary light
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One parting pang, and then — and then I fly,

Fly to the field, to triumph — or to die ! —

He goes, and night comes as it never came ! ®

With shrieks of horror ! — and a vault of flame !

And, lo! when morning mocks the desolate,

Red runs the river by ; and at the gate

Breathless a horse without his rider stands !

But hush ! . . a shout from the victorious bands !

And, O, the smiles and tears, a sire restored !

One wears his helm, one buckles on his sword ;

One hangs the wall with laurel-leaves, and all

Spring to prepare the soldier’s festival ;

While she best-loved, till then forsaken never,

Clings round his neck as she would cling forever! .
Such golden deeds lead on to golden days,

Days of domestic peace — by him who plays

On the great stage how uneventful thought !

Yet with a thousand busy projects fraught,

A thousand incidents that stir the mind

To pleasure, such as leaves no sting behind !

Such as the heart delights in — and records

Within how silently ®* — in more than words !

A holiday — the frugal banquet spread

On the fresh herbage near the fountain-head

With quips and cranks — what time the wood-lark there

Scatters his loose notes on the sultry air,

What time the king-fisher sits perched below,

Where, silver-bright, the water-lilies blow : —

A Wake — the booths whitening the village green,

Where Punch and Scaramouch aloft are seen ;

Sign beyond sign in close array unfurled,

Picturing at large the wonders of the world ;






196 HUMAN LIFE. \

That house, where Age led in by Filial Love,
Their looks composed, their thoughts on things above,
The world forgot, or all its wrongs forgiven —
‘Who would not say they trod the path to Heaven ?
Nor at the fragrant hour — at early dawn —
Under the elm-tree on his level lawn,
Or in his porch, is he less duly found,
When they that cry for justice gather round,
And in that cry her sacred voice is drowned ;
His then to hear, and weigh and arbitrate,
Like ALFRED judging at his palace-gate.
Healed at his touch, the wounds of discord close ;
And they return as friends, that came as foes.
Thus, while the world but claims its proper part,
Oft in the head but never in the heart,
His life steals on ; within his quiet dwelling
That home-felt joy all other joys excelling.
Sick of the crowd, when enters he — nor then
Forgets the cold indifference of men ?
Soon through the gadding vine the sun looks in,*
And gentle hands the breakfast-rite begin.
Then the bright kettle sings its matin-song,’
Then fragrant clouds of Mocha and Souchong
Blend as they rise; and (while without are seen,
Sure of their meal, the small birds on the green ;
And in from far a school-boy’s letter flies,
Flushing the sister’s cheek with glad surprise)
That sheet unfolds (who reads, and reads it not ?)
Born with the day and with the day forgot ;
Its ample page various as human life,
The pomp, the woe, the bustle, and the strife !
But nothing lasts. In Autumn at his plough
Met and solicited, behold him now
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But guilty men
Triumph not always. To his hearth again,
Again with honor to his hearth restored,
Lo! in the accustomed chair and at the board,
Thrice greeting those who most withdraw their claim ¢
(The lowliest servant calling by his name),
He reads thanksgiving in the eyes of all,
All met as at a holy festival !
— On the day destined for his funeral !
Lo! there the friend,” who, entering where he lay,
Breathed in his drowsy ear ‘“ Away, away !
Take thou my cloak ! — Nay, start not, but obey —
Take it and leave me.”” And the blushing maid,
Who through the streets as through a desert strayed ;
And, when her dear, dear father passed along,*
Would not be held— but, bursting through the throng,
Halberd and battle-axe — kissed him o’er and o’er;
Then turned and went — then sought him as before,
Believing she should see his face no more !
And, O, how changed at once — no heroine here,
But a weak woman worn with grief and fear,
Her darling mother! ’T was but now she smiled ;
And now she weeps upon her weeping child !
— But who sits by, her only wish below
At length fulfilled — and now prepared to go ?
His hands on hers —as through the mists of night,
She gazes on him with imperfect sight;
Her glory now, as ever her delight ! ¢
To her, methinks, a second youth is given ;
The light upon her face a light from Heaven !
An hour like this is worth a thousand passed
In pomp or ease. — 'T is present to the last !
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— And from the future too ! Active in thought
Among old books, old friends ; and not unsought
By the wise stranger — in his morning-hours,
When gentle airs stir the fresh-blowing flowers,
He muses, turning up the idle weed ;
Or prunes or grafts, or in the yellow mead
Watches his bees at hiving-time ;¢ and now,
The ladder resting on the orchard-bough,
Culls the delicious fruit that hangs in air,
The purple plum, green fig, or golden pear,
Mid sparkling eyes, and hands uplifted there.

At night, when all, assembling round the fire,
Closer and closer draw till they retire,
A tale is told of India or Japan,
Of merchants from Golconde or Astracan,
What time wild nature revelled unrestrained,
And Sinbad voyaged and the Caliphs reigned : —
Of knights renowned from holy Palestine,
And minstrels, such as swept the lyre divine,
‘When Blondel came, and Richard in his cell ¢
Heard, as he lay, the song he knew so well : —
Of some Norwegian, while the icy gale
Rings in her shrouds and beats her iron-sail,
Among the shining Alps of polar seas
Immovable — forever there to freeze !
Or some great caravan, from well to well
Winding as darkness on the desert fell,
In their long march, such as the Prophet bids,
To Mecca from the land of Pyramids,
And in an instant lost —a hollow wave
Of burning sand their everlasting grave ! —
Now the scene shifts to Cashmere —to a glade
Where, with her loved gazclle, the dark-eyed maid
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And, in an iron cage condemned to dwell,
The cage that stands within the dungeon-cell,
He feeds his spider — happier at the worst
Than he at large who in himself is curst !

O thou all-eloquent, whose mighty mind *
Streams frpm the depth of ages on mankind,
Streams like the day — who, angel-like, hast shed
Thy full effulgence on the hoary head,

Speaking in Cato’s venerable voice,

¢“ Look up, and faint not — faint not, but rejoice ! ”’
From thy Elysium guide him ! Age has now
Stamped with his signet that ingenuous brow ;
And, 'mid his old hereditary trees,

Trees he has climbed so oft, he sits and sees

His children’s children playing round his knees :
Then happiest, youngest, when the quoit is flung,
When side by side the archers’ bows are strung;
His to prescribe the place, adjudge the prize,
Envying no more the young their energies

Than they an old man when his words are wise ;
His & delight how pure . . . without alloy;

Strong in their strength, rejoicing in their joy !

Now in their turn assisting, they repay
The anxious cares of many and many a day ;

And now by those he loves relieved, restored,

His very wants and weaknesses afford

A feeling of enjoyment. In his walks,

Leaning on them, how oft he stops and talks,

While they look up! Their questions, their replies,
Fresh as the welling waters, round him rise,
Gladdening his spirit: and, his theme the past,
How eloquent he is! His thoughts flow fast ;
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Bat to his closing eyes, for all were there,
Nothing was wanting; and, through many a year
We shall remember with a fond delight
The words so precious which we heard to-night ;
His parting, though a while our sorrow flows,
Like setting suns or music at the close !
Then was the drama ended. Not till then,
So full of chance and change the lives of men,
Could we pronounce him happy. Then secure
From pain, from grief, and all that we endure,
He slept in peace —say rather soared to Heaven,
Upborne from earth by Him to whom 't is given
In his right hand to hold the golden key
That opes the portals of Eternity.
— When by a good man’s grave I muse alone,
Methinks an angel sits upon the stone,
And, with a voice inspiring joy, net fear,
Says, pointing upward, ¢ Know, he is not here !
But let us hence; for now the day is spent,
And stars are kindling in the firmament,*
To us how silent ! — though like ours perchance
Busy and full of life and circumstance ;
Where some the paths of Wealth and Power pursue,
Of Pleasure some, of Happiness a few;
And, as the sun goes round — a sun not ours —
While from her Iap another Nature showers
Gifts of her own, some from the crowd retire,
Think on themselves, within, without inquire ;
At distance dwell on all that passes there,
All that their world reveals of good and fair; -
Trace out the journey through their little day,
And dream, like me, an idle hour away.
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And why the heart beats on, or how the brain
Says to the foot, “ Now move, now rest again.”
From age to age we search, and search in vain.

@ An allusion to John Howard. .“threverboennn,lnwhmuremn&ry, the
prisons and hospitals were thrown open to him as to the general censor. Such is the
foroe of pure and exalted virtue ! ”

@ Aristotle’s definition of Friendship, ¢ one soul in two bodies,” is well exemplified by
some ancient author in a dialogue between Ajax and Achilles. *Of all the wounds you
ever received in battle,” says Ajax, ¢ which was the most painful to you ? ’—*¢ That which
I received from Hector,” replies Achilles. — ¢ But Hector never gave you a wound ? ”’
¢ Yes, and a mortal one ; when he slew my friend, Patroclus.”

(10) This light, which is so heavenly in its lustre, and which is everywhere and on every-
thing when we look round us on our arrival here; which, while it lasts, never leaves us,
rejoicing us by night as well as hy day and lighting up our very dreams ; yet, when it
fades, fades so fast, and, when it goes, goes out forever,— we may address it in the
words of the poet, words which we might apply so often in this transitory life :

Too soon your value from your loss we learn !
R. Sharp's Epistles in Verse, ii.

(11) 8eo * Observations on 4 Diamond that shines in the dark.” — Boyle’s Works, 1.
89

a9 Cicero, in his Essay De Senectute, has drawn his images from the better walks of
life ; and Shakspeare, in his Seven Ages, has done 80 too. But Bhakspeare treats his
subject satirically ; Cicero, as a philosopher. In the venerable portrait of Cato we dis-
cover no traces of * the lean and slippered pantaloon.”

Every object has a bright and a dark side ; and I have endeavored to look at things as
Cloero hds done. By some, however, I may be thought to have followed too much my
own dream of happiness ; and in such a dream indeed I have often passed a solitary
hour. It was castle-building once ; now it is no longer so. But whoever would try to
realige it would not perhaps repent of his endeavor.

(3) A Persian poet has left us a beautiful thought on this subject, which the reader, if
he has not met with it, will be giad to know, and, if he has, to remember.

Thee on thy mother’s knees, a new-born child,
In tears we saw, when all around thee smiled.
8o live, that, sinking in thy last long sleep,
Smiles may be thine, when all around thee weep.

(14) The anecdote here alluded to is related by Valerius Maximus, Lib. iv. c. 4.

(15) In our early youth, while yet we live only among those we love, we love without
restraint, and our hearts overflow in every look, word and action. But when we enter
the world, and are repulsed by strangers, forgotten by friends, we grow more and more
timid in our approaches even to those we love best.

How delightful to us, then, are the little caresses of children! All sincerity, all affec-
tion, they fly into our arms ; and then, and then only, do we feel our first confidence,
our first pleasure.

(10) This{s a law of nature. Age was anciently synonymous with power ; and we may
always ohserve that the old are held in more or less honor as men are more or less virtu-
ous. * 8hame,” says Howmer, *“ bids the youth beware how he accosts the man of many

Al






208 NOTES.

fove for his wifs. Cyrus, he replied, to save her from servitude, I would wilingly lay
down my life.

Let each have his own again, sald Cyrus ; and, when he was departed, ona spoke of
bis clemency, and another of his valor, and another of his beauty and the graces of his
person. Upon which Tigranes asked his wife if sbe thought him handsome. Really, said
shs, I did not Jook at him.— At whom then did you look ?— At him who said he would lay
down his life for me. — Cyropedia, L. III.

(35) % When such is the ruling, the habitual sentiment of our minds,” says Paley, % the
world becomes a temple, and life itself one continued act of hip.” We breathe aspira-
tions all day long.

(39) Hers the mournful privilege, “adsidere valetudini, fovere deficientem, satiari
wulta, complexn.” — Tacétus.

(%7) We may have many friends in life ; but we can only have one mother ; *a discov-
ery,” says Gray, “ which I never made till it was too late.”

The child is no sooner born than he clings to his mother ; nor, while she lives, is her
image absent from him in the hour of his distress. 8ir John Moore, when he fell from his
horse in the battle of Corunna, faltered out with his dying breath some message to his
mother ; and who can forget the last words of Conradin, when, in his fifteenth year, ho
was led forth to die at Naples, “ O my mother ! how great will be your grief, when you
hear of it ! »

(8 How exquisite are those lines of Petrarch !
Le crespe chiome d’or puro lucente,
E'] lampeggiar d’ell angelioo riso,
Che solean far in terrd un paradiso,
Poca polvere son, che nulla sente.

(1) These circumstances, as well as some others that follow, are happily, as far ss they
regard England, of an ancient date. To us the miseries inflicted by a foreign invader
are now known only by description. Maoy generations have passed away since our
oouniry-wamen saw the amoke of an enemy’s camp.

But the same passions are always at work everywhere, and their effects are always
nearly the same ; though the circumstances that attend them are infinitely various.

@0) 8i tout cela consistoit en faits, en actions, en paroles, on pourroit le décrire et lo
rendre en quelque fagon : mais comment dire ce qui n’étoit ni dit, nl fait, ni pensé méme,
mais godté, mals senti. Le vral bonheur ne se décrit pas. — Roussean.

@1) How welcome to an old man is the society of a young one! He, who is here men-
tioned, would propose a walk wherever we were, unworthy as I was of his notice ; and
one as great, if not greater, when we were interrupted in his library at 8t. Anne’s, and I
withdrew but for a moment to write down what I wished so much to remember, would say
when I returned, ¢ Why do you leave me ? ” words which few would forget, and which
come again and again to me when half a century is gone by.

@2) So many pathetic affections are kened by every ise of social d ion, that
most men, I believe, carry away from public worship a better temper towards the rest of
mankind than they brought with them. Having all one interest to secure, one Lord to

serve, one judgment to look forward to, we cannot but ber our r
ship, and our natural equality is forced upon our though The distinctions of civil life
are almost always insisted upon too much, and what d to the level im-

proves the character on both sides. If ever the poor man holds up his heed, it is at
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@9 Boe the dicestis of Euripides, v. 104
@) Such as Russell found in Cavendish ; and such a8 many have found.

(44 An allusion to the last interview of Sir Thomas More and his daughter Margaret.
¢ Dear Meg,” said he, when afterwards with a coal he wrote to bid her farewell, “ I nevee
liked your manner towards me better ; for I like when daughterly love and dear charity
have no leisure to look to worldly courtesy.” — Roper's Life.

(45) Epaminondas, after his victory at Leuctra, rejoiced most of all at the pleasure which
it would give his father and mother ; and who would not have envied them their feelings ?

Cornelia was called at Rome the mother-in-law of Scipio. ¢ When,” said she to her
sons, *shall I be called the mother of the Graocchi ?

(49) At flla quant! sunt, animum tanquam emeritis stipendiis libidinis, ambitionis, con-
tentionis, inimicitiarum, cupiditatum omnium, secum esee, secumque (ut dicitur) vivere ?
—Cic de Semectute.

(47) Hinc ubl jam emissam cavels ad sidera cooli
Nare per liquidam suspexeris agmen,
Contemplator. — Virg.

(4 Richard the First. For the romantic story here alluded to we are indebted to the
French chrouniclers. — See Fauchet. Becueil de 'Origine de la Langue et Podsie Fr.

(49) She was under all her salls, and looked less like a ship incrusted with fce than ice in
the tashion of a ship. — See the Poyage of Captain Thomas James, in 1631.

+ @0 An act of filial plety represented on the coins of Catans, a Greek city, some remains
of which are still to be seen at the foot of Mount ZEtna.* The story is told of two brothers
who, in this manner, saved both their parents. The place from which they escaped was
long called the fleld of the pious; and public games were annually held there to com-
memorate the event.

1) What a pleasing pk of d ic life is given to us by Bishop Berkeley in his
Jetters! “ The more we have of good instruments, the better ; for all my children, not ex-
oepting my little daughter, learn to play, and are preparing to fill my house with harmony
against all events , that, if we have worse times, we may have better spirits.”

@) 8ee the Alcestis of Euripides, v. 328.

@3) How often, says an excellent writer, do we err in our estimate of happiness! When
I hear of a man who has noble parks, splendid palaces, and every luxury in life, I always
inquire whom he Las to love ; and, if I find he has nobody, or does not love those he has,
in the midst of all his grandeur I pronounce him a being in deep adversity. -

(34) Cioero. It is remarkable that, among the comforts of old age, be has not mentioned
those arising from the society of women and children. Perhaps the husband of Terentia
and “ the father of Marcus felt something on the sthject, of which he was willing to spare
himself the recollection.”

(35) An old writer breaks off in a very lively manner at a later hour of the night. * But
the Hyades run low in the heavens, and to keep our eyes open any longer were to act our

“ P'e";." The h are up In America, and they are already past their first sleep
o

¢ It is intrduced atso, and very happily, Ly two great masters; by Virgil in the S8ack of Troy, and
by Raphael 1 the Incendio (i Borgo,
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Before I conclude I would say something in favor of the old-fashioned triplet, which X
bave here ventured to use so often. Dryden seems to have delighted in it, and in many
of his poems has used it much oftener than I have done, as for instance in the Hind and
Panther,* and in Theodore and Honoria, where he introduces it three, four and even five
times in succession.

If I have erred anywhere in the structure of my verse from a desire to follow yet earlier
end higher examples, I rely on the forgivenecss of those in whose ear the music of our
old versification is still sounding.t

© Pope used to mention this poem as the most correct speci of Dryden’s ificati It was,
indeed, written when he had completely formed his manner, and may be supposed to exhibit, negli-
gence pted, bis deli and uiti schome of metre. — JoAneon.

t With regard to trisyllables, as their accont is nry rarely on the last, thcy cannot pnpnly bo ny
rhyines at all ; yeot heless I highly d those who bhave and op
tbem as such. - Gray.
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216 ODE TO SUPERSTITION.

Rocking on the billowy air,
Ha! what withering phantoms glare !
As blows the blast with many a sudden swell,
At each dead pause, what shrill-toned voices yell !
The sheeted spectre, rising from the tomb,
Points to the murderer’s stab, and shudders by ;
In every grove is felt a heavier gloom,
That veils its genius from the vulgar eye:
The spirit of the water rides the storm,
And, through the mist, reveals the terrors of his form.

L 3.

Q’er solid seas, where Winter reigns,
And holds cach mountain-wave in chains,
The fur-clad savage, ere ho guides his deer
By glistering star-light through the snow,
Breathes softly in her wondering ear
Each potent spell thou bad’st him know.
By thee inspired, on India’s sands,
Full in the sun the Brahmin stands;
And, while the panting tigress hies
To quench her fever in the stream,
His spirit laughs in agonies,

Smit by the scorchings of the noontide beam.
Mark who mounts the sacred pyre,*
Blooming in her bridal vest :

She hurls the torch ! she fans the fire !

To die is to be blest:
She clasps her lord to part no more,
_And, sighing, sinks ! but sinks to soar.
O’ershadowing Sootia’s desert coast,
The Sisters sail in dusky state,’






218 ODE TU SUPLRSTITION.

What eye those long, long labyrinths dare explore,™
To which the parted soul oft wings her flight ;
Again to visit her cold cell of clay,

Charmed with perennial sweets, and smiling at decay ?

IL 3.

On yon hoar summit, mildly bright'
With purple ether’s liquid light,
High o’er the world, the white-robed Magi gaze
On dazzling bursts of heavenly fire ;
Start at each blue, portentous blaze,
Each flame that flits with adverse spire.
But say, what sounds my ear invade
From Delphi’s venerable shade ?
The temple rocks, the laurel waves !
“The god! the god!” the Sibyl cries."
Her figure swells ! she foams, she raves!
Her figure swells to more than mortal size
Streams of rapture roll along,
Silver notes ascend the skies :
Wake, Echo, wake and catch the song,
0, catch it, ere it dies !
The Sibyl speaks, the dream is o’er,
The holy harpings charm no more.
In vain she checks the god’s control ;
His madding spirit fills her frame,
And moulds the features of her soul,
Breathing a prophetic flame.”
The cavern frowns; its hundred mouths unclose !
And, in the thunder’s voice, the fate of empire flows!






ODE TO SUPERSTITION.

III. 8.

Lord of each pang the nerves can feel,
Hence with the rack and reeking wheel.
Faith lifts the soul above this little ball !
While gleams of glory open round,
And circling choirs of angels call,
Canst thou, with all thy terrors crowned,
Hope to obscure that latent spark,
Destined to shine when suns are dark ?
Thy triamphs cease! through every land,
Hark ! Truth proclaims, thy triumphs cease !
Her heavenly form, with glowing hand,
Benignly points to piety and peace.
Flushed with youth, her looks impart
Each fine feeling as it flows;
Her voice the echo of a heart
Pure as the mountain snows :
Celestial transports round her play,
And softly, sweetly die away.
She smiles ! and where is now the cloud
That blackened o’er thy baleful reign?
Grim darkness furls his leaden shroud,
Shrinking from her glance in vain.
Her touch unlocks the day-spring from above,
And, lo! it visits man with beams of light and love.






222 A WISH.

But, lo! at last he comes with crowded sail !
Lo! o’er the cliff what eager figures bend !
And hark, what mingled murmurs swell the gale !
In each he hears the welcome of a friend.

'T is she, ’t is she herself ! she waves her hand !
Soon is the anchor cast, the canvas furled ;

Soon through the whitening surge he springs to land,
And clasps the maid he singled from the world.

A WISH.

MINE be a cot beside the hill ;

A bee-hive’s hum shall soothe my ear;
A willowy brook, that turns a mill,

With many a fall shall linger near.

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch,
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest;
Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch,
And share my meal, a welcome guest.

Around my ivied porch shall spring

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew;
And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing

In russet gown and apron blue.

The village church, among the trees,
Where first our marriage vows were given,
With merry peals shall swell the breeze,
And point with taper spire to heaven.






ON A TEAR.

From rock to rock, with giant-bound,
High on their iron poles they pass;
Mute, lest the air, convulsed by sound,

Rend from above a frozen mass.

The goats wind slow their wonted way,
Up craggy steeps and ridges rude ;

Marked by the wild wolf for his prey,
From desert cave or hanging wood.

And while the torrent thunders loud,
And as the echoing cliffs reply,

The huts peep o’er the morning-cloud,
Perched, like an eagle’s nest, on high.

ON A TEAR.

O'! THAT the chemist’s magic art

Could crystallizé this sacred treasure !
Long should it glitter near my heart,

A secret source of pensive pleasure.

The little brilliant, ere it fell,
Its lustre caught from CHLOE’S eye;
Then, trembling, left its coral cell —
The spring of Sensibility !

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light !
In thee the rays of Virtue shine;
More calmly clear, more mildly bright,
Than any gem that gilds the mine.






TO TWO SISTERS.

TO TWO SISTERS.s

1795,

WELL may you sit within, and, fond of grief,
Look in each other’s face, and melt in tears.
Well may you shun all counsel, all relief.
O, she was great in mind, though young in years'

Changed is that lovely countenance, which shed
Light when she spoke; and kindled sweet surprise,
As o’er her frame each warm emotion spread,
Played round her lips, and sparkled in her eyes.

Those lips so pure, that moved but to persuade,
Still to the last enlivened and endeared.

Those eyes at once her secret soul conveyed,
And ever beamed delight when you appeared.

Yet has she fled the life of bliss below,
That youthful Hope in bright perspective drew ?
False were the tinta! false as the feverish glow
That o’er her burning cheek Distemper threw !

And now in joy she dwells, in glory moves !
(Glory and joy reserved for you to share.)

Far, far more blest in blessing those she loves,
Than they, alas ! unconscious of her care.
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WRITTEN TO BE SPOKEN BY MRS. SIDDONS.1®

Yes, 't is the pulse of life! my fears were vain;
I wake, I breathe, and am myself again.
Still in this nether world; no seraph yet !
Nor walks my spirit, when the sun is set,
With troubled step to haunt the fatal board,
Where I died last — by poison or the sword ;
Blanching each honest cheek with deeds of night,
Done here so oft by dim and doubtful light.
—T'o drop all metaphor, that little bell
Called back reality, and broke the spell.
No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone ;
A very woinan — scarce restrains her own !
Can she, with fiction, charm the cheated mind,
When to be grateful is the part assigned ?
Ah, no! she scorns the trappings of her art;
No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart !
But, Ladies, say, must I alone unmask ?
Is here no other actress, let me ask.
* Believe me, those, who best the heart dissect,
Know every woman studies stage-effect.
She moulds her manners to the part she fills,
As Instinct teaches, or as Humor wills ;
And, as the grave or gay her talent calls,
Acts in the drama, till the curtain falls.
First, how her little breast with triumph swells,
When the red coral rings its golden bells !
To play in pantomime is then the rage,
Along the carpet’s many-colored stage ;
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Boasts how the sires of this degenerate Isle
Knelt for a look, and duelled for a smile.
The scourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal, -
Her tea she sweetens, as she sips, with scandal ;
With modern belles eternal warfare wages,
Like her own birds that clamor from their cages;
And shuffles round to bear her tale to all,
Like some old Ruin, ¢ nodding to its fall !

Thus WoMaN makes her entrance and her exit ;
Not least an actress when she least suspects it.
Yet Natare oft peeps out and mars the plot,
Each lesson lost, each poor pretence forgot ;
Full oft, with energy that scorns control,
At once lights up the features of the soul :
Unlocks each thought chained down by coward Art,
And to full day the latent passions start !
— And she, whose first, best wish is your applause
Herself exemplifies the truth she draws.
Born on the stage — through every shifting scene.
Obescure or bright, tempestuous or serene,
8till has your smile her trembling spirit fired !
And can she act, with thoughts like these inspired ?
No! from her mind all artifice she flings,
All skill, all practice, now unmeaning things '
To you, unchecked, each genuine feeling flows;
For all that life endears — to you she owes.






982 FROM A GREEK EPIGRAM. — FROM EURIPIDES.

O say — but no, it must not be.
Adieu! A long, a long adieu!

— Yet still, methinks, you frown on me;
Or never could I fly from you.

FROM A GREEK EPIGRAM.

WHILE on the cliff with calm delight she kneels,

And the blue vales a thousand joys recall,

See, to the last, last verge her infant steals !

0, fly ! — yet stir not, speak not, lest it fall.
Far better taught, she lays her bosom bare,

And the fond boy springs back to nestle there.

FROM EURIPIDES.

THERE is a streamlet issuing from a rock.

The village-girls, singing wild madrigals,

Dip their white vestments in its waters clear,
And hang them to the sun. There first we met,
There on that day. Her dark and eloquent eyes
’T was heaven to look upon; and her sweet voice,
As tunable as harp of many strings,

At once spoke joy and sadness to my soul !

Dear is that valley to the murmuring bees ;

And all, who know it, come and come again.

The small birds build there; and at summer-noon
Oft have I heard a child, gay among flowers,

As in the shining grass she sate concealed,
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A CHARACTER.

As through the hedge-row shade the violet steals,
And the sweet air its modest leaf reveals;

Her softer charms, but by their influence known,
Surprise all hearts, and mould them to her own.

TO AN OLD OAK.

TRUNK of a giant now no more !

Once did thy limbs to heaven aspire ;

Once, by a track untried before,

Strike as resolving to explore
Realms of infernal fire.”

Round thee, alas ! no shadows move !
From thee no sacred murmurs breathe !
Yet within thee, thyself a grove,
Once did the eagle scream above,

And the wolf howl beneath.

There once the red-cross knight reclined,

His resting-place, a house of prayer;

And, when the death-bell smote the wind

From towers long fled by human kind,
He knelt and worshipped there !

Then Culture came, and days serene ;

And village-sports, and garlands gay.

Full many a pathway crossed the green ;

And maids and shepherd-youths were seen
To celebrate the May.






286 TO A VOICE THAT HAD BEEN LOST.

TO THE GNAT.

WHEN by the greenwood side, at summer eve,

. Poetic visions charm my closing eye ;
And fairy-scenes, that Fancy loves to weave,
Shift to wild notes of sweetest minstrelsy ;
'T ig thine to range in busy quest of prey,
Thy feathery antlers quivering with delight,
Brush from my lids the hues of heaven away,
And all is solitude, and all is night !
— Ah! now thy barbéd shaft, relentless fly,
Unsheaths its terrors in the sultry air!
No guardian sylph, in golden panoply,
Lifts the broad shield, and points the glittering spear.
Now near and nearer rush thy whirring wings,
Thy dragon-scales still wet with human gore.
Hark, thy shrill horn its fearful larum flings !
— I wake in horror, and dare sleep no more !

TO A VOICE THAT HAD BEEN LOST.®

Vane, quid affectas faciem mihi ponere, pictor ?

Aeris et linguse sum filia ;

Et, sl vis similem pingere, pinge sonum. — Ausoxius.
ONCE more, Enchantress of the soul,
Once more we hail thy soft control.

— Yet whither, whither didst thou fly ?
To what bright region of the sky ?
Say, in what distant star to dwell ?
(Of other worlds thou seem’st to tell)
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There shall thy wings, rich as an evening-sky,
Expand and shut with silent ecstasy !

-—Yet wert thou once a worm, a thing that crept
On the bare earth, then wrought a tomb and slept.
And such is man; soon from his cell of clay

To burst a seraph in the blaze of day!

AN EPITAPH ON A ROBIN-REDBREAST.%

TrEAD lightly here, for here, ’tis said,
When piping winds are hushed around,
A small note wakes from underground,
Where now his tiny bones are laid.

No more in lone and leafless groves,
With ruffled wing and faded breast,

His friendless, homeless spirit roves ;

— Gone to the world where birds are blest !
Where never cat glides o’er the green,
Or school-boy’s giant form is seen ;

Baut Love, and Joy, and smiling Spring,
Inspire their little souls to sing !

TO THE FRAGMENT OF A STATUE OF HERCULES.

COMMONLY CALLED THE TORSO.

AND dost thou still, thou mass of breathing stone
(Thy giant limbs to night and chaos hurled),
Still sit as on the fragment of a world ;
Surviving all, majestic and alone ?






THE BOY OF EGREMOND.

Nor less, less oft, as on that day, appears,
When lingering, as prophetic of the truth,

By the way-side she shed her parting tears —
Forever lovely in the light of Youth!

THE BOY OF EGREMOND.

*¢ SaY, what remains when Hope is fled?”’
She answered, * Endless weeping!”
For in the herdsman’s eye she read
Who in his shroud lay sleeping.

At Embsay rung the matin-bell,
The stag was roused on Barden-fell ;
The mingled sounds were swelling, dying,
And down the Wharfe a hern was flying ;
When near the cabin in the wood,
In tartan-clad and forest-green,
With hound in leash and hawk in hood,
The Boy of Egremond was seen.”
Blithe was his song, a song of yore;
But where the rock is rent in two,
And the river rushes through,
His voice was heard no more !
'T was but a step ! the gulf he passed ;
But that step — it was his last !
As through the mist he winged his way
(A cloud that hovers night and day),
The hound hung back, and back he drew
The master and his merlin too.






242 WRITTEN IN THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND.

Beloved sister, since with thee

The legend on the stone was read. g
The fairy-isles fled far away;

That with its woods and uplands green,

Where shepherd-huts are dimly seen,

And songs are heard at close of day;

That too, the deer’s wild covert, fled,

And that, the asylum of the dead :

While, as the boat went merrily,

Much of RoB Roy the boatman told ;

His arm that fell below his knee,

His cattle-ford and mountain-hold.
Tarbat,® thy shore I climbed at last ;

And, thy shady region passed,

Upon another shore I stood,

And looked upon another flood ;*

Great Ocean’s self ! (T is He who fills

That vast and awful depth of hills) ;

Where many an elf was playing round,

‘Who treads unshod his classic ground ;

And speaks, his native rocks among,

As FIngaL spoke, and OsSIAN sung.
Night fell; and dark and darker grew

That narrow sea, that narrow sky,

As O'er the glimmering waves we flew ;

The sea-bird rustling, wailing by.

And now the grampus, half-descried,

Black and huge above the tide ;

The cliffis and promontories there,

Front to front, and broad and bare;

Each beyond each, with giant-feet

Advancing as in haste to meet -
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\

JORIPTION FOR A TEMPLE DEDICATED TO

‘ THE GRACES#

OACH with reverence. There are those within

1o dwelling-place is Heaven. Daughters of Jove,
 them flow all the decencies of life ;

»ut them nothing pleases, Virtue’s self .

ired, not Joved : and those on whom they smile,

; though they be, and wise, and beautiful,

s forth with double lustre.

REFLECTIONS.

AN to the last is but a froward child ;

eager for the future, come what may,

ud to the present so insensible !

if he could in all things as he would,

ars would as days and hours as moments be ;
» would, 8o restless is his spirit here,

ve wings to Time, and wish his life away !

.A8! to our discomfort and his own,

urt are the greatest talents to be found
In a fool's keeping. For what else is he,
However worldly wise and worldly strong,
Who can pervert and to the worst abuse

The noblest means to serve the noblest ends ;

Who can employ the gift of eloquence,
That sacred gift, to dazzle and delude :
Or, if achievement in the field be his,
21



REFLECTIONS.

Climb but to gain a loss, suffering how much,
And how much more inflicting! Everywhere,
Cost what they will, such cruel freaks are played;
And hence the turmoil in this world of ours,

The turmoil never ending, still beginning,

The wailing and the tears.— When C.&sAR came,
He who could master all men but himself,

Who did so_much and could so well record it ;
Even he, the most applauded in his part,

Who, when he spoke, all things summed up in him,
Spoke to convince, nor ever, when he fought,
Fought but to conquer — what a life was his,
Slaying so many, to be slain at last,®

A life of trouble and incessant toil,

And all to gain what is far better missed !

THE heart, they say, is wiser than the schools;
And well they may. All that is great.in thought,
That strikes at once as with electric fire,

And lifts us, as it were, from earth to heaven,
Comes from the heart ; and who confesses not
Its voice as sacred, nay, almost divine,

When inly it declares on what we do,

Blaming, approving? Let an erring world
Judge as it will, we care not while we stand
Acquitted there ; and oft, when clouds on clouds
Compass us round and not a track appears,

Oft is an upright heart the surest guide,

Surer and better than the subtlest head ;

Still with its silent counsels through the dark
Onward and onward leading.






FROM AN ITALIAN SONNET.

WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT.
SzrTEMBER 8, 1848.

Ir Day reveals such wonders by her light,

What by her darkness cannot Night reveal ?

For at her bidding, when she mounts her throne

The heavens unfold, and from the depths of space

- Sun beyond sun, as when called forth they came,
Each with the worlds that round him rolled rejoicing,
Sun beyond sun in numbers numberless

Shine with a radiance that is all their own !

FROM AN ITALIAN SONNET.

I sa1D to Time, ¢ This venerable pile,

Its floor the earth, its roof the firmament,

Whose was it once 2’ He answered not, but fled
Fast as before. I turned to Fame, and asked.

¢ Names such as his, to thee they must be known.
Speak !’ But she answered only with a sigh,
And, musing mournfully, looked on the ground.
Then to Oblivion I addressed myself,

A dismal phantom, sitting at the gate ;

And, with a voice as from the grave, he cried,

‘“ Whose it was once I care not; now ’t is mine.”
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What though with war the madding nations rung,
¢ Peace,” when he spoke, was ever on his tongue !
Amid the frowns of power, the tricks of state,
Fearless, resolved, and negligently great !
In vain malignant vapors gathered round ;
He walked, erect, on consecrated ground.
The clouds, that rise to quench the orb of day,
Reflect its splendor, and dissolve away !
When in retreat he laid his thunder by,
For lettered ease and calm philosophy,
Blest were his hours within the silent grove,
Where still his godlike spirit deigns to rove;
Blest by the orphan’s smile, the widow’s prayer,
For many a deed, long done in secret there.
There shone his lamp on Homer’s hallowed page.
There, listening, sate the hero and the sage ;
And they, by virtue and by blood allied,
‘Whom most he loved, and in whose arms he died.
Friend of all human-kind ! not here alone
(The voice, that speaks, was not to thee unknown)
Wilt thou be missed. — O’er every land and sea
Long, long shall England be revered in thee !
And, when the storm is hushed — in distant years —
Foes on thy grave shall meet, and mingle tears!

WRITTEN AT DROPMORE,
Jovy, 1831
GRENVILLE, to thee my gratitude is due
For many an hour of studious musing here,
For many a day-dream, such as hovered round
Hafiz or Sadi; through the golden East,
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For on, regardless of himself, he went;
And, by no change elated or depressed,
Fought, till he won the imperishable wreath,
Leading the conquerors captive; on he went,
Bating nor heart nor hope, whoe’er opposed ;
The greatest warriors, in their turn, appearing;
The last that came, the greatest of them all —
One scattering hosts as born but to subdue,
And even in bondage withering hearts with fear.
When such the service, what the recompense ?
Yet, and I err not, a renown as fair,
And fairer still, awaited him at home ;
Where to the last, day after day, he stoed,
The party-zeal, that round him raged, restraining ;
— His not to rest, while his the strength to serve.®

WRITTEN IN JULY, 1834.

GREY, thou hast served, and well, the sacred cause
That Hampden, Sydney died for. Thou hast stood,
Scorning all thought of self, from first to last,
Among the foremost in that glorious field ;
From first to last; and, ardent as thou art,
Held on with equal step as best became
A lofty mind, loftiest when most assailed ;
Never, though galled by many a barbed shaft,
By many a bitter taunt from friend and foe,
Swerving or shrinking. Happy in thy youth,
Thy youth the dawn of a long summer-day ;

* But in thy age still happier ; thine to earn
The gratitude of millions yet unborn;






WRITTEN IN 1834.

Destined to shine through many a distant age
With sun-like splendor.

Wondrous was her wealth,
The world itself her willing tributary ;
Yet, to accomplish what her soul desired,
All was as nothing ; and the mightiest kings,
Each in his hour of strife exhausted, fallen,
Drew strength from her, their coffers from her own
Filled to o’erflowing. When her fleets of war
Had swept the main,— had swept it and were gone,
Gone from the eyes and from the minds of men,
Their dreadful errand so entirely done,—
Up rose her armies; on the land they stood,
Fearless, erect ; and in an instant smote
Him with his legions.*

Yet ere long 't was hers,

Great as her triumphs, to eclipse them all,
To do what none had done, none had conceived,
An act how glorious, making joy in Heaven;
When, such her prodigality, condemped
To toil and toil, alas! how hopelessly,
Herself in bonds, for ages unredeemed —
As with a godlike energy she sprung,
All else forgot, and, burdened as she was,
Ransomed the African.”



NOTES.

() Written tn 1788.

® The sacrifice of Iphigenia.

@ Lucretius, I. 63.

(6) The funeral rite of the Hindoos.

&) The Fates of the northern mythology. — See Mallet’s Antiquities.
® An allusion to the second sight.

@) Zn. 1L 112, &o.

@) The bull, Apis.

® The crocodile.

(0) According to an anclent proverd, it was less difficult in Egypt to find & god than &
man. “o

@y The Hieroglyphics. P 4
2 The Catacombs.

@3) “The Persians,” says Herodotus, “have no temples, altars or statues. They
sacrifice on the tops of the highest mountains.” — L. 13L

0 Zn. VL 46, &o.
(5) 8ee Tacitus, 1. xiv. ¢. 20.

(6) This r kable event happened at the siege and sack of Jerusalem, in the last year
of the eleventh century. — Matth. Paris,IV. 3.

@7) The law of gravitation.
@8) On the death of a young sister.

a9 After a tragedy, performed for her benefit at the Theatre Royal, in Drury Lane,
April 27, 1796,

G0 Radioce in Tartara tendit. — Virg.
) Alluding to some verses which she bad written on an elder sister.
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@9 In the winter of 1805,
(35) Mrs. Sheridan’s.
) Inscribed on an urn in the flower-garden at Hafod.

(35) In the gardens of the Vatican, where it was piaced by Julius IL., i was long the
favorite study of those great men to whom we owe the revival of the arts, Michael Angelo,
Raphael and the Caraocci.

(38) Once In the possession of Praxiteles, if we may believe an ancient epigram on the
Guidian Venus. — Analecta Vet. Poetarum, IIL. 300

(&) On the death of her sister, in 1808.

(3) In the tweifth century William Fits-Duncan 1ald waste the valleys of Oraven with
fire and sword ; and was afterwards established there by his uncle, David, King of 8cot-
land. hd

He was the last of the race; his son, commonly called the Boy of Egremond, dying
before him in the manner here related ; when a Priory was removed from Embeay to
Bolton, that it might be as near as possible to the place where the accident happened.
That place is still known by the name of the Strid ; and the mother’s answer, as given in
the first stansa, is to this day often repeated in Wharfedale. —See Whitaker’s Hist. of
Craven.

() Signifying In the Gaelic language an isthmus.
(30) Loch-Long.
@D A phenomenon described by many navigators.

(33) There is & beautiful story, delivered down to us from antiquity, which will here,
perhaps, occur to the reader.

Ioarius, when he gave Penelope in marriage to Ulysses, endeavored to persuade him to
dwell in Lacedsemon , and, jphken all he urged was to no purpose, he entreated his
daughter to remaln with him. Wh set out with his bride for Ithaca, the old
man followed the chariot till, by his importunity, Ulymses consented that it
should be left to Penelope to decide whether she would proceed with him of retarn with
her father. It is related, says Pausanias, that she made no reply, but that she covered
herself with her vell ; and that Icarius, percelving at once by it that she inclined to
Ulysses, suffered her to depart with him.

A statue was afterwards placed by her father as & memorial in that part of the road
where she had covered herself with her vell. It was still standing there in the days of
Pausanias, and was called the statue of Modesty.

@) A Turkish superstition.

@4 At Woburn Abbey. )

@5) He is said to have slain a million of men in Gaul alone.
@9) After the funeral of the Right Hon. CHARLES JaMEs Fox.

@7) Venez voir le peu qui nous reste de tant de grandeur, &c. — Bossuet. Oraison
Junébdre de Louis de Bourbon. :

@8 Et rien enfin ne manque dans tous ces honneurs, que celui 4 qui on les rend. —
Bossuet. Oraison fundbre de Lowis de Bourbon.










ITALY.



PREFACE.
— '

1x this poem the author has endeavored to desoribe his journey through
a beautiful country ; and it may not perhaps be uninteresting to those who
have learnt to live in past times as well as present, and whose minds are
familiar with the events and the people that have rendered Italy so illus-
trious ; for, wherever he came, he could not but remember ; nor is he oon-
soious of having slept over any ground that has been ¢ dignified by wisdom,
bravery or virtue.”

Muoh of it was originally published as it was written on the spot. He
has sinoe, on a second visit, revised it throughout, and added many stories
from the old chroniclers, and many notes illustrative of the manners, cus-
toms and superstitions, there.
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He flung him down to weep, and wept till dawn;
Then rose to go, a wanderer through the world.
'T is not a tale that every hour brings with it.?
Yet at a city-gate, from time to time,
Much may be learnt; nor, London, least at thine,
Thy hive the busiest, greatest of them all,
Gathering, enlarging still. Let us stand by,
And note who passes. Here comes one, a youth,
Glowing with pride, the pride of conscious power,
A CHATTERTON — in thought admired, caressed,
And crowned like PETRARCH in the Capitol ;
Ere long to die, to fall by his own hand,
And fester with the vilest. Here come two,
Less feverish, less exalted — soon to part,
A GaArrick and a JoBNSON; Wealth and Fame
Awaiting one, even at the gate; Neglect
And Want the other. But what multitudes,
Urged by the love of change, and, like myself,
Adventurous, careless of to-morrow’s fare,
Press on — though but a rill entering the sea,
Entering and lost! Our task would never end.
Day glimmered and I went, a gentle breeze
Ruffling the LEMAN Lake. Wave after wave,
If such they might be called, dashed as in sport,
Not anger, with the pebbles on the beach
Making wild music, and far westward caught
The sunbeam — where, alone and as entranced,
Counting the hours, the fisher in his skiff
Lay with his circular and dotted line
On the bright waters. When the heart of man
Is light with hope, all things are sure to please ;
And soon a passage-boat swept gayly by,
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There in the sunshine, ’mid their native snows,
Children, let loose from school, contend to use
The cross-bow of their fathers; and o’errun
The rocky field where all, in cvery age,
Assembling sit, like one great family,

Forming alliances, enacting laws ;

Each cliff and head-land and green promontory
Graven to their eyes with records of the past
That prompt to hero-worship, and excite

Even in the least, the lowliest, as he toils,

A reverence nowhere else or felt or feigned ;
Their chronicler great Nature; and the volume
Vast as her works — above, below, around !
The fisher on thy beach, THERMOPYLZE,

Asks of the lettered stranger why he came,
First from his lips to learn the glorious truth!
And who that whets his scythe in RUNNEMEDE,
Though but for them a slave, recalls to mind
The barons in array, with their great charter ?
Among the everlasting Alps alone,

There to burn on as in a sanctuary,

Bright and unsullied lives the ethereal flame ;
And ’mid those scenes unchanged, unchangeable,
Why should it ever die ?

ST. MAURICE.

StILL by the LEMAN Lake, for many a mile,
Among those venerable trees I went,

Where damsels sit and weave their fishing-nets,
Singing some national song by the wayside.
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All meekness, gentleness, though large of limb ;

And a lay-brother of the hospital,

Who, as we toiled below, had heard by fits

The distant echocs gaining on his ear,

Came and held fast my stirrup in his hand

While I alighted. Long could I have stood,

With a religious awe contemplating

That house, the highest in the ancient world,

And destined to perform from age to age

The noblest service, welcoming as guests

All of all nations and of every faith ;

A temple, sacred to Humanity ! *

It was a pile of simplest masonry,

With narrow window and vast buttresses,

Built to endure the shocks of time and chance ;

Yet showing many a rent, as well it might,

Warred on forever by the elements,

And in an evil day, nor long ago,

By violent men — when on the mountain-top

The French and Austrian banners met in conflict.
On the same rock beside it stood the church,

Reft of its cross, not of its sanctity ;

The vesper-bell, for ’t was the vesper hour,

Duly proclaiming through the wilderness,

¢ All ye who hear, whatever be your work,

Stop for an instant — move your lips in prayer!”

And, just beneath it, in that dreary dale,—

If dale it might be called, so near to heaven,—

A little lake, where never fish leaped up,

Lay like a spot of ink amid the snow;

A star, the orly one in that small sky,

On its dead surface glimmering. T was a place
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Music; and gathering news from them that came,
As of some other world. But when the storm
Rose, and the snow rolled on in ocean-waves,
When on his face the experienced traveller fell,
Sheltering his lips and nostrils with his hands,
Then all was changed; and, sallying with their pack
Into that blank of nature, they became
Unearthly beings. ¢ Anselm, higher up,
Just where it drifts, a dog howls loud and long,
And now, as guided by a voice from Heaven,
Digs with his feet. That noble vehemence,
Whose can it be, but his who never erred 2
A man lies underneath! Let us to work ! —
But who descends MoNT VELAN? 'Tis La Croix.
Away, away ! if not, alas ! too late.
Homeward he drags an old man and a boy,
Faltering and falling, and but half awaked,
Asking to sleep again.”” Such their discourse.

Oft has a vencrable roof received me;
St. Bruno's once ¥ — where, when the winds were hushed,
Nor from the cataract the voice came up,
You might have heard the mole work underground,
So great the stillness there ; none scen throughout,
Save when from rock to rock a hermit crossed
By some rude bridge — or one at midnight tolled
To matins, and white habits, issuing forth,
Glided along those aisles interminable,*
All, all observant of the sacred law
Of Silence. Nor is that sequestered spot,
Once called ¢ Sweet Waters,”” now ¢ The Shady Vale,” '
To me unknown; that house so rich of old,
So courteous,"” and, by two that passed that way."
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Fast-frozen, and among huge blocks of ice

That in their long career had stopped mid-way.

At length, unchecked, unbidden, he stood still ;

And all his bells were muffled. Then my guide,

Lowering his voice, addressed me : ¢ Through this gap

On and say nothing — lest a word, a breath

Bring down a winter's snow — enough to whelm

The armed files that, night and day, were seen

Winding from cliff to cliff in loose array

To conquer at MarRENGO. Though long since,

Well I remember how I met them here,

As the sun set far down, purpling the west;

And how NAPoLEON, he himself, no less,

Wrapt in his cloak,— I could not be deceived,—

Reined in his horse, and asked me, as I passed,

How far 't was to St. Remi. Where the rock

Juts forward, and the road, crumbling away,

Narrows almost to nothing at the base,

'T was there; and down along the brink he led

To victory ! — DEsAIX,® who turned the scale,

Leaving his life-blood in that famous field

(When the clouds break, we may discern the spot

In the blue haze), sleeps, as you saw at dawn,

Just where we entered, in the Hospital-church.”

So saying, for a while he held his peace,

Awe-struck beneath that dreadful canopy ;

But soon, the danger passed, launched forth again.
o
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The pointed crystals ! — Once, nor long before *
(Thus did his tongue run on, fast as his feet,
And with an eloquence that Nature gives

To all her children — breaking off by starts
Into the harsh and rude, oft as the mule

Drew his displeasure), once, nor long before,
Alone at day-break on the Mettenberg

He slipped and fell ; and, through a fearful cleft
Gliding insensibly from ledge to ledge,

From deep to deeper and to deeper still,

Went to the Under-world! Long while he lay
Upon his rugged bed — then waked like one
Wishing to sleep again and sleep forever !

For, looking round, he saw, or thought he saw,
Innumerable branches of a cave,

Winding beneath that solid crust of ice;

With here and there a rent that showed the stars !
What then, alas! was left him but to die?
What else in those immeasurable chambers,
Strewn with the bones of miserable men,

Lost like himself? Yet must he wander on,
Till cold and hunger set his spirit free !

And, rising, he began his dreary round ;

When hark ! the noise as of some mighty flood
Working its way to light ! Back he withdrew,
But soon returned, and, fearless from despair,
Dashed down the dismal channel; and all day

_If day could be where utter darkness was,

Travelled incessantly; the craggy roof
Just overhead, and the impetuous waves,
nor deep, yet with a giant’s strength,
At last as in a pool
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Long bad they stood, locked in each other’s arms,

Anmid the gulfs that yawned to swallow them ;

Each guarding each through many a freesing hour,

As on some temple’s highest pinnacle,

From treacherous slumber. O, it was a sport

Dearer than life, and but with life relinquished !

¢ My sire, my grandsire died among these wilds.

As for myself,”’ he cried, and he held forth

His wallet in his hand, ¢ this do I call

My winding-sheet — for I shall have no other!”
And he spoke truth. Within a little month

He lay among these awful solitudes

(’T was on a glacier — half-way up to heaven),

Taking his final rest. Long did his wife,

Suckling her babe, her only one, look out

The way he went at parting,— but he came not;

Long fear to close her eyes, from dusk till dawn

Plying her distaff through the silent hours,

Lest he appear before her — lest in sleep,

If sleep steal on, he come as all are wont,

Frozen and ghastly blue or black with gore

To plead for the last rite.

MARGUERITE DE TOURS.

Now the gray granite, starting through the snow,
Discovered many a variegated moss *

That to the pilgrim resting on his staff

Shadows out capes and islands; and ere long
Numberless flowers, such as disdain to live

In lower regions, and delighted drink
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There did she blossom, till a Valaisan,

A townsman of MARTIGNY, won her heart,
Much to the old man’s grief. Long he refused,
Loth to be left; disconsolate at the thought.

She was his only one, his link to life ;

And in despair — year after year gone by —
One summer-morn they stole a match and fled.
The act was sudden; and, when far away,

Her spirit had misgivings. Then, full oft,

She pictured to herself that aged face

Sickly and wan, in sorrow, not in wrath ;

And, when at last she heard his hour was near,"
Went forth unseen, and, burdened as she was,
Crossed the high Alps on foot to ask forgiveness,
And hold him to her heart before he died.

Her task was done. She had fulfilled her wish,
And now was on her way, rejoicing, weeping.

A frame like hers had suffered; but her love
Was strong within her; and right on she went,
Fearing no ill. May all good angels guard her!
And should I once again, as once I may,

Visit MARTIGNY, I will not forget

Thy hospitable roof, MARGUERITE DE ToURS;
Thy sign the silver swan. Heaven prosper thee !

.

THE BROTHERS.

Ix the same hour the breath of life receiving,
They came together and were beautiful ;

But, as they slambered in their mother’s lap,

~ ww mournful was their beauty ! She would sit,
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Alas! they answered not ; yet still she asked,
Still in her grief forgetting.

With a scream,
Such as an eagle sends forth when he soars,
A scream that through the wild scatters dismay,
The idiot-boy looked up into the sky,
And leaped and laughed aloud and leaped again ;
As if he wished to follow in its flight
Something just gone, and gone from earth to heaven :
While he, whose every gesture, every look,
Went to the heart, for from the heart it came,”
He who nor spoke nor heard — all things to him,
Day after day, as silent as the grave
(To him unknown the melody of birds,
Of waters —and the voice that should have soothed
His infant sorrows, singing him to sleep),
Fled to her mantle as for refuge there,
And, as at once o’ercome with fear and grief,
Covered his head and wept. A dreadful thought
Flashed through her brain. ¢ Has not some bird of prey,
Thirsting to dip his beak in innocent blood —
It must, it must be so ! ’— And so it was.

There was an eagle that had long acquired
Absolute sway, the lord of a domain
Savage, sublime ; nor from the hills alone
Gathering large tribute, but from every vale;
Making the ewe, whene’er he deigned to stoop,
Bleat for the lamb. Great was the recompense
Assured to him who laid the tyrant low ;
And near his nest in that eventful hour,
Calmly and patiently, a hunter stood,
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Saying, Thus far, no further! and as o’er

The level plain I travelled silently,

Nearing them more and more, day after day,

My wandering thoughts my only company,

And they before me still — oft as I looked,

A strange delight was mine, mingled with fear,

A wonder as at things I had not heard of !

And still and still I felt as if I gazed

For the first time! Great was the tumult there,

Deafening the din when in barbaric pomp

The Carthaginian on his march to RoME

Entered their fastnesses. Trampling the snows,

The war-horse reared ; and the towered elephant

Upturned his trunk into the murky sky,

Then tumbled headlong, swallowed up and lost,

He and his rider. :
Now the scene is changed ;

And o'er the Simplon, o’er the Splugen, winds

A path of pleasure. Like a silver zone

Flung about carelessly, it shines afar,

Catching the eye in many a broken link,

In many a turn and traverse as it glides;

And oft above and oft below appears,

Seen o’er the wall by him who journeys up,

As if it were another, through the wild

Leading along he knows not whence or whither.

Yet through its fairy course, go where it will

The torrent stops it not, the rugged rock

Opens and lets it in ; and on it runs,

Winning its easy way from clime to clime

Through glens locked up before. — Not such my path !

The very path for them that dare defy
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My leisure for Catullus on Ais lake,®
Though to fare worse, or VIRGIL at his farm
A little further on the way to MANTUA.
But such things cannot be. So I sit still,
And let the boatman shift his little sail,
His sail so forkéd and so swallow-like,
Well-pleased with all that comes. The morning-air
Plays on my cheek how gently, flinging round
A silvery gleam ! and now the purple mists
Rise like a curtain; now the sun looks out,
Filling, o’erflowing with his glorious light
This noble amphitheatre of hills;
And now appear as on a phosphor-sea
Numberless barks, from MILAN, from PAvia;
Some sailing up, some down, and some at rest,
Lading, unlading at that small port-town
Undet the promontory — its tall tower
And long flat roofs, just such as Gaspar drew,
Caught by a sunbeam slanting through a cloud ;
A quay-like scene, glittering and full of life,
“ And doubled by reflection.
15 What delight,
After 80 long a sojourn in the wild,
To hear once more the peasant at his work !
— But in a clime like this where is he not ?
i - Along the shores, among the hills, 't is now
The hey-day of the vintage; all abroad,
But most the young and of the gentler sex,
Busy in gathering; all among the vines,
Some on the ladder and some underneath,
Filling their baskets of green wicker-work,
While many a canzonet and frolic laugh
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Where, through the trellises and corridors,
Soft music came as from ARMIDA’S palace,
Breathing enchantment o’er the woods and waters ;
And through a bright pavilion, bright as day,
Forms such as hers were flitting, lost among
Such as of old in sober pomp swept by,
Such as adorn the triumphs and the feasts
By PaoLo ™ painted ; where a fairy-queen,
That night her birth-night, from her throne received
(Young as she was, no floweret in her crown,
Hyacinth or rose, so fair and fresh as she)
Our willing vows, and by the fountain-side
Led in the dance, disporting as she pleased,
Under a starry sky — while I looked on,
As in a glade of CASHMERE or SHIRAZ,
Reclining, quenching my sherbet in snow,
And reading in the eyes that sparkled round
The thousand love-adventures written there.
Can I forget — no, never, such a scene,
So full of witchery. Night lingered still,
When with a dying breeze I left BELLAGGIO;
But the strain followed me ; and still I saw
Thy smile, ANaELICA; and still I heard
Thy voice — once and again bidding adieu.

BERGAMO.

THE song was one that I had heard before,

But where I knew not. It inclined to sadness;

And, turning round from the delicious fare
landlord’s little daughter BARBARA
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Descending from the TYROL, s night fell,
Knocked at a city-gate near the hill-foot,
The gate that bore so long, sculptured in stone,
An eagle on a ladder, and at once
Found welcome — nightly in the bannered hall
Tuning his harp to tales of chivalry
Before the great MasTINO, and his guests,™
The three-and-twenty kings, by adverse fate,
By war or treason or domestic strife,
Reft of their kingdoms, friendless, shelterless,
And living on his bounty.

But who comes,
Brushing the floor with what was once, methinks,
A hat of ceremony? On he glides,
Slip-shod, ungartered ; his long suit of black
Dingy, thread-bare, though, patch by patch, renewed
Till it has almost ceased to be the same.
At length arrived, and with a shrug that pleads
«’T is my necessity ! ’ he stops and speaks,
Screwing a smile into his dinnerless face.
¢ Blame not a poet, signor, for his zcal —
When all are on the wing, who would be last ?
The splendor of thy name has gone before thee ;
And ITALY from sea to sea exults,
As well indeed she may ! But I transgress.©
He, who has known the weight of praise himself,
Should spare another.” Saying so, he laid
His sonnet, an impromptu, at my feet
(If his, then PETRARCH must have stolen it from him),
And bowed and left me; in his hollow hand
Receiving my small tribute, a zecchine,
TTnconsciously, as doctors do their fees.







290 ITALY.

Who, like the eagle cowering o’er his prey,

Watch with quick eye, and strike and strike again
If but a sinew vibrate,* shall confess

Their wisdom folly. Even now the flame

Bursts forth where once it burnt so gloriously,
And, dying, left a splendor like the day,

That like the day diffused itself, and still

Blesses the carth — the light of genius, virtue,
Greatness in thought and act, contempt of death,
Godlike example. Echpes that have slept

Since ATHENS, LACEDEMON, were themselves,
Since men invoked ‘‘ By those in MArRATHON ! "’
Awake along the ZBGEAN; and the dead,

They of that sacred shore, have heard the call,
And through the ranks, from wing to wing, are seen
Moving as once they were — ingtead of rage
Breathing deliberate valor.

COLL’ALTO.

¢ IN this neglected mirror (the broad frame

Of massy silver serves to testify

That many a noble matron of the house

Has sat before it) once, alas ! was seen

What led to many sorrows. From that time

The bat came hither for a sleeping place ; ®

And he, who cursed another in his heart,

Said, ¢ Be thy dwelling, through the day and night,
¢ Shunned like CoLL’aLT0.””— T was in that old pile,
. Which flanks the cliff with its gray battlements
Flung here and there, and, like an cagle’s nest,
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The name of The White Lady. — But the day
Is gone, and I delay thee.
In that chair

The Countess, as it might be now, was sitting,
Her gentle serving-maid, the fair CRISTINE,
Combing her golden hair; and through this door
The Count, her lord, was hastening, called away
By letters of great urgency to VENICE;
When in the glass she saw, as she believed
(T was an illusion of the Evil One —
Some say he came and crossed it at the time),
A smile, a glance at parting, given and answered,
That turned her blood to gall. That very night
The deed was done. That night, ere yet the moon
Was up on Monte Calvo, and the wolf
Baying as still he does (oft is he heard,
An hour and more, by the old turret-clock),
They led her forth, the unhappy lost CRISTINE,
Helping her down in her distress — to die.

¢ No blood was spilt ; no instrument of death
Lurked — or stood forth, declaring its bad purpose ;
Nor was a hair of her unblemished head
Hurt in that hour. Fresh as a flower just blown,
And warm with life, her youthful pulses playing,
She was walled up within the castle-wall.”
The wall itself was hollowed secretly ;
Then closed again, and done to line and rule. )
Wouldst thou descend ? ——'T is in a darksome vault
Under the chapel : and there nightly now,
As in the narrow niche, when smooth and fair,
A hing had been done or thought,

‘ose before her, till the light
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And who in long array (look where they come;
Their gestures menacing so far and wide)

Wear the green turban and the heron’s plume ?
Who — but the Caliphs ? followed fast by shapes
As new and strange — Emperor, and King, and Czar,
And Soldan, each, with a gigantic stride,
Trampling on all the flourishing works of peace

To make his greatness greater, and inscribe

His name in blood — some, men of steel, steel-clad ;
Others, nor long, alas! the interval,

In light and gay attire, with brow serene

Wielding Jove’s thunder, scattering sulphurous fire
Mingled with darkness ; and, among the rest,

Lo ! one by one, passing continually,

Those who assume a sway beyond them all ;

Men gray with age, each in a triple crown,

And in his tremulous hands grasping the keys

That can alone, as he would signify,

Unlock Heaven's gate.

LUIGI.

HaPpy is he who loves companionship,

And lights on thee, Lvrar. Thee I found,

Playing at MorA™ on the cabin-roof

With Punchinello. — 'T is a game to strike %

Fire from the coldest heart. What then from thine ”
And, ere the twentieth throw, I had resolved,

Won by thy looks. Thou wert an honest lad ;

Wert gencrous, grateful, not without ambition.

Iad it depended on thy will alone,
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Many a year is gone
Since on the RHINE we parted ; yet, methinks,
I can recall thee to the life, Liu1ar,
In our long journey ever by my side ;
Thy locks jet-black, and clustering round a face
Open as day and full of manly daring.
Thou hadst a hand, a heart for all that came,
Herdsman or pedler, monk or muletecr ;
And few there werc that met thee not with smiles.
Mishap passed o’er thee like a summer-cloud.”
Cares thou hadst none ; and they that stood to hear thee
Caught the infection and forgot their own.
Nature conceived thee in her merriest mood,
Her happicst — not a speck was in the sky ;
And at thy birth the cricket chirped, Lurar,
Thine a perpetual voice — at every turn
A larum to the echo. In a clime
Where all were gay, none were so gay as thou;
Thou, like a babe, hushed only by thy slumbers ;
Up hill and down hill, morning, noon and night,
Singing or talking ; singing to thyself
When none gave ear, but to the listener talking.

ST. MARK’S PLACE.

OVER how many tracts, vast, measureless,

Ages on ages roll, and none appear

Save the wild hunter ranging for his prey;

While on this spot of earth, the work of man,

How much has been transacted! Emperors, Popes,
Warriors, from far and wide, laden with spoil,
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And from their nostrils snort ethereal flame
Over that very porch; and in the place
Where in an aftertime, beside the Doge,
Sate one yet greater,” one whose verse shall live
When the wave rolls o'er VENICE. High he sate,
High over all, close by the ducal chair,
At the right hand of his illustrious host,
Amid the noblest daughters of the realm,
Their beauty shaded from the western ray
By many-colored hangings ; while, beneath,
Knights of all nations,” some of fair renown
From ENGLAND,™ from victorious EDWARD’S court,
Their lances in the rest, charged for the prize.
Here, among other pageants, and how oft
It met the eye, horne through the gazing crowd,
As if returning to console the lcast,
Instruct the greatest, did the Doge go round ;
Now in a chair of state, now on his bier.
They were his first appearance, and his last.
The sea, that emblem of uncertainty,
Changed not so fast, for many and many an age,
As this small spot. To-day ’t was full of masks ;™
And, lo! the madness of the Carnival,
The monk, the nun, the holy legate masked!
To-morrow came the scaffold and the wheel ;
And he died there by torch-light, bound and gagged,
Whose name and crime they knew not.  Underneath
Where the Archangel, as alighted there,
Blesses the city from the topmost tower,
His arms extended — there, in monstrous league,
Two phantom-shapes were sitting, side by side,
Or up, and, as in sport, chasing cach other;
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All eye, all ear, nowhere and everywhere,*

Entering the closet and the sanctuary,

No place of refuge for the Doge himself ;

Most present when least thought of “— nothing dropt
In secret, when the heart was on the lips,

Nothing in feverish sleep, but instantly

Observed and judged — a power, that if but named
In casual converse, be it where it might,

The speaker lowered at once his eyes, his voice,

And pointed upward as to God in heaven
What though that power was there, he who lived thus,
Pursuing Pleasure, lived as if it were not.

But let him in the midnight air indulge

A word, a thought against the laws of VENICE,

And in that hour he vanished from the earth !

THE GONDOLA.

Boy, call the Gondola; the sun is set.——

It came, and we embarked ; but instantly,

As at the waving of a magic wand,

Though she had stept on board so light of foot,
So light of heart, laughing she knew not why,
Sleep overcame her ; on my arm she slept.
From time to time I waked her; but the boat
Rocked her to sleep again. The moon was now
Rising full-orbed, but broken by a cloud.

The wind was hushed, and the sea mirror-like.
A single zephyr, as enamored, played

With her loose tresses, and drew more and more
Her veil across her hosom.  Long I lay
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The musky odor of the serpents came;
Their slimy track across the woodman’s path
Bright in the moonshine ; and, as round I went,
Dreaming of GREECE, whither the waves were gliding,
I listened to the venerable pines
Then in close converse, and, if right I guessed,
Delivering many a message to the winds,
In secret, for their kindred on Mount Ipa.®

Nor when again in VENICE, when again
In that strange place, so stirring and so still,
Where nothing comes to drown the human voice
But music, or the dashing of the tide,
Ceased I to wander. Now a JEssica
Sung to her lute, her signal as she sate
At her half-open window. Then, methought,
A serenade broke silence, breathing hope
Through walls of stone, and torturing the proud heart
Of some Pritri.  Once, we could not err
(It was before an old Palladian house,
As between night and day we floated by),
A gondolier lay singing ; and he sung,
As in the time when VENICE was herself,
Of Taxcrep and ErMINIA™  On our oars
We rested; and the verse was verse divine!
We could not err — perhaps he was the last —
For none took up the strain, none answered him ;
And, when he ceased, he left upon my ear
A something like the dying voice of VENICE!

The moon went down ; and nothing now was seen
Save where the lamp of a Madonna shone
Faintly — or heard, but when he spoke, who stood
Over the lantern at the prow and cried,
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Turbaned, long-vested, and the cozening Jew
In yellow hat and threadbare gabardine,
Hurrying along. For, as the custom was,
The noblest sons and daughters of the state,
‘Whose names are written in the Book of Gold,
Were on that day to solemnize their nuptials.

At noon a distant murmur, through the crowd
Rising and rolling on, proclaimed them near;
And never from their earliest hour was seen
Such splendor or such beauty.” Two and two
(The richest tapestry unrolled before them),
First came the brides ; each in her virgin-veil,
Nor unattended by her bridal maids,
The two that, step by step, behind her bore
The small but precious caskets that contained
The dowry and the presents. On she moved
In the sweet seriousness of virgin-youth ;
Her eyes cast down, and holding in her hand
A fan, that gently waved, of ostrich-plumes.
Her veil, transparent as the gossamer,®
Fell from beneath a starry diadem ;
And on her dazzling neck a jewel shone,
Ruby or diamond or dark amethyst;
A jewelled chain, in many a winding wreath,
Wreathing her gold brocade.

Before the church,

That venerable structure now no more ®
On the sea-brink, another train they met,
No strangers, nor unlooked for ere they came,
Brothers to some, still dearer to the rest ;
Each in his hand bearing his cap and plume
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Steering for IsTRIA; their accursed barks
(Well are they known '™ the galliot and the galley)
Freighted, alas! with all that life endears !
The richest argosies were poor to them !
Now hadst thou seen along that crowded shore
The matrons running wild, their festal dress
A strange and moving contrast to their grief ;
And through the city, wander where thou wouldst,
The men half armed and arming — everywhere
As roused from slumber by the stirring trump ;
One with a shield, one with a casque and spear ;
One with an axe severing in two the chain
Of some old pinnace. Not a raft, a plank,
But on that day was drifting. In an hour
Half VENICE was afloat. But long before,
Frantic with grief and scorning all control,
The youths were gone in a light brigantine,
Lying at anchor near the arsenal ;
Each having sworn, and by the holy rood,
To slay or to be slain.
And from the tower
The watchman gives the signal. In the east
A ship is seen, and making for the port;
Her flag St. Mark’s. And now she turns the point,
Over the waters like a sea-bird flying !
Ha! ’tis the same, 'tis theirs ! from stern to prow
Green with victorious wreaths, she comes to bring
All that was lost.
Coasting, with narrow search,
FrruLr — like a tiger in his spring,
They had surprised the corsairs where they lay *
Sharing the spoil in blind security
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Through the Rialto '™ to the Ducal Palace,
And at a banquet, served with honor there,
Sat representing, in the eyes of all,

Eyes not unwet, I ween, with grateful tears,
Their lovely ancestors, the Brides of VENICE.

FOSCARI.

LET us lift up the curtain, and observe
What passes in that chamber. Now a sigh,
And now a groan is heard. Then all is still.
Twenty are sitting as in judgment there ; '®
Men who have served their country and grown gray
In governments and distant embassies,
Men eminent alike in war and peace;
Such as in effigy shall long adorn
The walls of VENICE — to show what she was!
Their garb is black, and black the arras is,
And sad the general aspect. Yet their looks
Are calm, arc cheerful ; nothing there like grief,
Nothing or harsh or crucl. Still that noise,
That low and dismal moaning.

Half withdrawn,
A little to the left, sits one in crimson,
A venerable man, fourscore and five.
Cold drops of sweat stand on his furrowed brow.
His hands are clenched ; his eyes half-shut and glazed,
His shrunk and withered limbs rigid as marble.
'T is Foscari, the Doge. And there is one,
A young man, lying at his feet, stretched out
In torture. ’Tis his son. T is GracoMo,
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Without a word, a look of tenderness,
To be called up, when, in his lonely hours,
He would indulge in weeping. Like a ghost,
Day after day, year after year, he haunts
An ancient rampart that o’erhangs the sea ;
Gazing on vacancy, and hourly there
Starting as from some wild and uncouth dream,
To answer to the watch. Alas! how changed
From him the mirror of the youth of VENICE;
Whom in the slightest thing, or whim or chance,
Did be but wear his doublet so and so,
All followed ; at whose nuptials, when he won
That maid at once the noblest, fairest, best,'”
A daughter of the house that now among
Its ancestors in monumental brass
Numbers eight Doges — to convey her home,
The Bucentaur went forth ; and thrice the sun
Shone on the chivalry, that, front to front,
And blaze on blaze reflecting, met and ranged
To tourney in ST. MARK’S.—But, lo! at last,
Messengers come. He is recalled: his heart
Leaps at the tidings. He embarks: the boat
Springs to the oar, and back again he goes—-
Into that very chamber! there to lie
In his old resting-place, the bed of steel;
And thence look up (five long, long years of grief
Have not killed either) on his wretched sire,
Still in that seat — as though he had not stirred :
Immovable, and mufiled in his cloak.

But now he comes convicted of a crime
Great by the laws of VENICE. Night and day,
Brooding on what he had been, what he was,
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For them had sought—death and yet worse than death!
To meet him, and to part with him forever ! —
Time and their wrongs had changed them all — him most!
Yet when the wife, the mother, looked again,
'T was he —’t was he himself —’t was Gracomo !
And all clung round him, weeping bitterly ;
Weeping the more, because they wept in vain.

Unnerved, and now unsettled in his mind
From long and exquisite pain, he sobs and cries,
Kissing the old man’s cheek, ‘‘Help me, my father !
Let 'me, I pray thee, live once more among ye :
Let me go home.”” —— ¢ My son,” returns the Doge,
““QObey. Thy country wills it.” *

GracoMo

That night embarked ; sent to an early grave
For one whose dying words, ¢ The deed was mine !
He is most innocent ! ’T was I who did it!”’
Came when he slept in peace. The ship, that sailed
Swift as the winds with his deliverance,
Bore back a lifeless corse. Generous as brave,
Affection, kindness, the sweet offices
Of duty and love were from his tenderest years
To him as needful as his daily bread ;
And to become a by-word in the streets,
Bringing a stain on those who gave him life,
And those, alas! now worse than fatherless —
To be proclaimed a ruffian, a night-stabber,
He on whom none before had breathed reproach —
He lived but to disprove it. That hope lost,
Death followed. O! if justice be in heaven,
A day must come of ample retribution !

Then was thy cup, old man, full to the brim.
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By the same stairs up which he came in state ;
Those where the giants stand, guarding the asoent,
Monstrous, terrific. At the foot he stopt,
And, on his staff still leaning, turned and said,
¢ By mine own merits did I come. I go,
Driven by the malice of mine enemies.”
Then to his boat withdrew, poor as he came,
Amid the sighs of them that dared not speak.

This journey was his last. When the bell rang
At dawn, announcing a new Doge to VENICE,
It found him on his knees before the cross,
Clasping his aged hands in earnest prayer ;
And there he died. Ere half its task was done,
It rang his knell.

But whence the deadly hate

That caused all this — the hate of LorEDANO ?
It was a legacy his father left,
Who, but for FoscArr, had reigned in Venice,
And, like the venom in the serpent’s bag,
Gathered and grew ! Nothing but turned to hate ! =
In vain did FoscArr supplicate for peace,
Offering in marriage his fair IsABEL.
He changed not, with a dreadful piety
Studying revenge ; listening to those alone
Who talked of vengeance; grasping by the band
Those in their zeal (and none were wanting there)
Who came to tell him of another wrong,
Done or imagined. When his father died,
They whispered, ‘’T was by poison !’ and the words
Struck him as uttered from his father's grave.
He wrote it on the tomb ™ (’tis there in marble),
And with a brow of care, most merchant-like,
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he cried, thrusting it gayly into his belt. ¢ If another
claims thee not, thou hast changed masters!”” And on he
went as before, humming the burden of a song which he
and his GIULIETTA had been singing together. But how
little do we know what the next minute will bring forth !
He turned by the Church of ST. GEMINIANO, and in three
steps he met the watch. A murder had just been commit-
ted. The senator RENALDI had been found dead at his
door, the dagger left in his heart; and the unfortunate
MARCOLINI was dragged away for examination. The place,
the time, everything served to excite, to justify suspiéion ;
and no sooner had he entered the guard-house than a dam-
ning witness appeared against him. The bravo in his flight
had thrown away his scabbard; and, smeared with blood,
with blood not yet dry, it was now in the belt of MARco-
LINI. Its patrician ornaments struck every eye; and,
when the fatal dagger was produced and compared with it,
not a doubt of his guilt remained. Still there is in the
innocent an energy and a composure, an cnergy when they
speak and a composure when they are silent, to which none
can be altogether insensible; and the judge delayed for
some time to pronounce the sentence, though he was a near
relation of the dead. At length, however, it came; and
MarcoLINT lost his life, GIULIETTA her reason.

Not many years afterwards the truth revealed itself, the
real criminal in his last moments confessing the crime : and
hence the custom in VEXICE, a custom that long prevailed,
for a crier to cry out in the court before a sentence was
passed, ‘ Ricordatevi del povero MaRcOLINT !’ !¢

Great, indeed, was the lamentation throughout the city.
and the judge, dying, directed that thenceforth and forever
a mass should be sung every night in a chapel of the ducal
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Its vineyards of such great and old renown,"®
Its castles, each with some romantic tale,
Vanishing fast — the pilot at the stern,

He who had steered so long, standing aloft,

His eyes on the white breakers, and his hands
On what was now his rudder, now his oar,

A huge misshapen plank — the bark itself

Frail and uncouth, launched to return no more,
Such as a shipwrecked man might hope to build,™
Urged by the love of home. —Twelve years ago,
When like an arrow from the cord we flew,

Two long, long days, silence, suspense on board,
It was to offer at thy fount, VAuCLUSE,
Entering the archéd cave, to wander where
PeTrARCH had wandered, to explore and sit
"Where in his peasant-dress he loved to sit,
Musing, reciting — on some rock moss-grown,
Or the fantastic root of some old beech,

That drinks the living waters as they stream
Over their emerald-bed ; and could I now
Neglect the place where, in a graver mood,"”
When he had done and settled with the world,
When all the illusions of his youth were fled,
Indulged perhaps too much, cherished too long,
He came for the conclusion? Half-way up

He built his house,™ whence as by stealth he caught,
Among the hills, a glimpse of busy life

That soothed, not stirred. — But knock, and enter in.
This was his chamber. 'T is as when he went;
As if he now were in his orchard-grove.

And this his closet. Here he sat and read.
This was his chair; and in it, unobserved,






326

ITALY.

Sets ere one-half is seen ; but, ere thou go,
Enter the house — prithee, forget it not —
And look a while upon a picture there.
'Tis of a lady in her earliest youth,®
The very last of that illustrious race,
Done by ZamMPIERI '¥ — but by whom I care not.
He who observes it, ere he passes on,
Gazes his fill, and comes and comes again,
That he may call it up when far away.
She sits, inclining forward as to speak,
Her lips half-open, and her finger up,
As though she said ¢ Beware!’’ her vest of gold

Broidered with flowers, and clasped from head to foot,

An emerald-stone in every golden clasp ;
And on her brow, fairer than alabaster,
A coronet of pearls. But then her face,
So lovely, yet so arch, so full of mirth,
The overflowings of an innocent heart —
It haunts me still, though many a year has fled,
Like some wild melody !
Alone it hangs
Over a mouldering heirloom, its companion,
An oaken-chest, half-eaten by the worm,
But richly carved by ANTONY of Trent
With scripture-stories from the life of Christ ;
A chest that came from VENICE, and had held
The ducal robes of some old ancestor.
That by the way — it may be true or false —
But don’t forget the picture; and thou wilt not,
When thou hast heard the tale they told me there.
She was an only child; from infancy
The joy, the pride, of an indulgent sire.
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When he was gone, the house remained a while

Silent and tenantless — then went to strangers.
Full fifty years were past, and all forgot,

When on an idle day, a day of search

"Mid the old lumber in the gullery,

That mouldering chest was noticed ; and ’t was said

By one as young, as thoughtless as GINEVRA,

“ Why not remove it from its lurking-place 7’

"T was done as soon as said ; but on the way

It burst, it fell; and, lo! a skeleton,

With here and there a pearl, an emerald-stone,

A golden clasp, clasping a shred of gold. -

All else had perished — save a nuptial ring,

And a small seal, her mother’s legacy,

Engraven with a name, the name of both,

¢ GINEVRA.” There, then, had she found a grave !

Within that chest had she concealed herself,

Fluttering with joy, the happiest of the happy ;

When a spring-lock, that lay in ambush there,

Fastened her down forever !

BOLOGNA.

'T wa8 night ; the noise and bustle of the day

Were o’er. The mountebank no longer wrought
Miraculous cures — he and his stage were gone ;
And he who, when the crisis of his tale

Came, and all stood breathless with hope and fear,
Sent round his cap ; and he who thrummed his wire
And sang, with pleading look and plaintive strain,
Melting the passenger. Thy thousand cries,’”
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Waiting for words. Far, far into the night
We sat, conversing — no unwelcome hour,
The hour we met; and when Aurora rose,
Rising, we climbed the rugged Apennine.

Well I remember how the golden sun
Filled with its beams the unfathomable gulfs,
As on we travelled, and along the ridge,
"Mid groves of cork and cistus and wild-fig,
His motley household came. — Not last nor least,
BaTTisTA, who, upon the moonlight-sea
Of VENICE, had so ably, zealously,
Served, and, at parting, thrown his oar away
To follow through the world ; who without stain
Had worn so long that honorable badge,
The gondolier’s, in a patrician house
Arguing unlimited trust.'® — Not last nor least,
Thou, though declining in thy beauty and strength,
Faithful MoRETTO, to the latest hour
Guarding his chamber-door, and now along
The silent, sullen strand of MIssoLoNGHI
Howling in grief. — He had just left that place
Of old renown, once in the ADRIAN sea,™
RAVENNA ! where from DANTE'S sacred tomb
He had so oft, as many a verse declares,'™
Drawn inspiration ; where, at twilight-time,
Through the pine-forest wandering with loose rein,
Wandering and lost, he had so oft beheld
(What is not visible to a poet’s eye ?)
The spectre-knight, the hell-hounds and thejr prey,
The chage, the slaughter, and the festal mirth
Suddenly blasted.™ ’T was a theme he loved,
But others claimed their turn; and many a tower,™
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Thou art gone ;
And he who would assail thee in thy grave,
0, let him pause! For who among us all,
Tried as thou wert — even from thine earliest years,
When wandering, yet unspoilt, a highland-boy —
Tried as thou wert, and with thy soul of flame ;
Pleasure, while yet the down was on thy cheek,
Uplifting, pressing, and to lips like thine,
Iler charméd cup —ah ! who among us all
Could say he had not erred as much, and more ?

FLORENCE.

OF all the fairest cities of the earth,
None is so fair as FLoRENCE. T is a gem
Of purest ray; and what a light broke forth,™
When it emerged from darkness! Search within,
Without ; all is enchantment! ’'Tis the Past
Contending with the Present ; and in turn
Each has the mastery.

In this chapel wrought ¥
One of the few, Nature's interpreters,
The few, whom genius gives as lights to shine,
Masaccio ; and he slumbers underneath.
Wouldst thou behold his monument? Look round !
And know that where we stand stood oft and long, -
Oft till the day was gone, RAPHAEL himself;
Nor he alone, so great the ardor there,
Such, while it reigned, the generous rivalry ;
He and how many as at once called forth,
Anxious to learn of those who came before,
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That broke the marble — a mishap ascribed
To evil motives; his, alas ! to lead
A life of trouble,™ and erc long to leave
All things most dear to him, ere long to know
How salt-another’s bread is, and the toil
Of going up and down another’s stairs.*®
Nor then forget that chamber of the dead,®
Where the gigantic shapes of Night and Day,
Turned into stone, rest everlastingly ;
Yet still are breathing, and shed round at noon
A two-fold influence — only to be felt —
A light, a darkness, mingling each with each;
Both and yet neither. There, from age to age,
Two ghosts are sitting on their sepulchres.
That is the Duke LorENz0. Mark him well.'¥
He meditates, his head upon his hand.
What from beneath his helm-like bonnet scowls ?
Is it a face, or but an eyeless skull ?
"T i8 lost in shade; yet, like the basilisk,
It fascinates, and is intolerable.
His mien is noble, most majestical !
Then most so, when the distant choir is heard
At morn or eve — nor fail thou to attend
On that thrice-hallowed day, when all are there ; '
When all, propitiating with solemn songs,
Visit the dead. Then wilt thou feel his power !
But let not Sculpture, Painting, Poesy,
Or they, the masters of these mighty spells,
Detain us. Qur first homage is to Virtue.
Where, in what dungeon of the citadel
(It must be known — the writing on the wall*®
Cannot be gone —’t was with the blade cut in,
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(The eldest had not seen his nineteenth summer),
Went to the chase; but only one returned.

GI0VANNI, when the huntsman blew his horn

O’er the last stag that started from the brake,

And in the heather turned to stand at bay,

Appeared not; and at close of day was found

Bathed in his innocent blood. Too well, alas !

The trembling CosMo guessed the deed, the doer;
And, having caused the body to be borne

In secret to that chamber — at an hour

When all slept sound, save she who bore them both,'*
Who little thought of what was yet to come,

And lived but to be told —he bade GARzIA

Arise and follow him. Holding in one hand

A winking lamp, and in the other a key

Massive and dungeon-like, thither he led ;

And, having entered in and locked the door,

The father fixed his eyes upon the son,

And closely questioned him. No change betrayed

Or guilt or fear. Then Cosuo lifted up

The bloody sheet. ¢ Look there! Look there !’ he cried.
¢ Blood calls for blood —and from a father’s hand !
— Unless thyself wilt save him that sad office.

What !’ he exclaimed, when, shuddering at the sight,
The boy breathed out, *“I stood but on my guard !”

¢ Dar’st thou then blacken one who never wronged thee,
Who would not set his foot upon a worm ?

Yes, thou must die, lest others fall by thee,

And thou shouldst be the slayer of us all.”

Then from GARzia’s belt he drew the blade,

That fatal one which spilt his brother’s blood ;

And, kneeling on the ground, ¢ Great God!” he cried,
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THE CAMPAGNA OF FLORENCE.

'T 13 morning. Let us wander through the fields,
Where C1MABUE '™ found a shepherd-boy
Tracing his idle fancies on the ground ;
And let us from the top of FIESOLE,
Whence GALILEO’s glass '® by night observed
The phases of the moon, look round below
On ARNO’S vale, where the dove-colored steer
Is ploughing up and down among the vines,
While many a careless note is sung aloud,
Filling the air with swecetness — and on thee,
Beautiful FLoreNCE!™ all within thy walls,
Thy groves and gardens, pinnacles and towers,
Drawn to our feet.

From that small spire, just caught
By the bright ray, that church among the rest
By one of old distinguished as The Bride,®
Let us in thought pursue (what can we better ?)
Those who assembled there at matin-time ;'
Who, when vice revelled and along the street
Tables were set, what time the bearer’s bell
Rang to demand the dead at every door,
Came out into the meadows; and, a while
Wandering in idleness, but not in folly,
Sate down in the high grass and in the shade
Of many a tree sun-proof — day after day,
When all was still and nothing to be heard
Baut the cicala’s voice among the olives,
Relating in a ring, to banish care,
Their hundred tales.'
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The friar poured out his wondrous catalogue ; **
A ray, imprimis, of the star that shone
To the Wise Men ; a vial-full of sounds,
The musical chimes of the great bells that hung
In SorLoxoN’s Temple; and, though last not least,
A feather from the Angel GABRIEL'S wing,
Dropt in the Virgin’s chamber. That dark ridge,
Stretching south-east, conceals it from our sight ;
Not so his lowly roof and scanty farm,
His copse and rill, if yet a trace be left,
Who lived in Val di Pesa, suffering long
Want and neglect and (far, far worse) reproach,
With calm, unclouded mind."® The glimmering tower
On the gray rock beneath, his landmark once,
Now serves for ours, and points out where he ate
His bread with cheerfulness. Who sees him not
('T is his own sketch — he drew it from himself )™
Laden with cages from his shoulder slung,
And sallying forth, while yet the morn is gray,
To catch a thrush on every lime-twig there ;
Or in the wood among his wood-cutters ;
Or in the tavern by the highway-side
At tric-trac with the miller ; or at night,
Doffing his rustic suit, and, duly clad,
Entering his closet, and, among his books,
Among the great of every age and clime,'™
A numerous court, turning to whom he pleased,
Questioning each why he did this or that,
And learning how to overcome the fear
Of poverty and death ?

Nearer we hail
Thy sunny slope, ARCETRI, sung of old
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That mountain-ridge & sea-mark to the ships
Sailing on either sca. Downward he runs,
Scattering fresh verdure through the desolate wild,
Down by the City of Hermits,”® and the woods
That only echo to the choral hymn ;

Then through these gardens to the TUSCAN sea,
Reflecting castles, convents, villages,

And those great rivals in an elder day,
FLoRENCE and P1sa™—who have given him fame,
Fame everlasting, but who stained so oft

His troubled waters. Oft, alas ! were seen,
When flight, pursuit, and hideous rout were there,
Hands, clad in gloves of steel, held up imploring ; **
The man, the hero, on his foaming steed

Borne underneath, already in the realms

Of darkness.— Nor did night or burning noon
Bring respite.  Oft, as that great artist saw,™®
Whose pencil had a voice, the cry «To arms!”
And the shrill trumpet hurried up the bank
Those who had stolen an hour to breast the tide,
And wash from their unharnessed limbs the blood
And sweat of battle. Sudden was the rush,™®
Violent the tumult; for, already in sight,

Nearer and nearer yet the danger drew ;

Each every sinew straining, every nerve,

Each snatching up, and girding, buckling on
Morion and greave and shirt of twisted mail,

As for his life — no more perchance to taste,
ARNo, the grateful freshness of thy glades,

Thy waters — where, exulting, he had felt

A swimmer's transport, there, alas ! to float

And welter. — Nor between the gusts of war,
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Kindling poetic firc! Such they that came
And clustered round our MILTON, when at eve,
Reclined beside thee, ARNO ;™ when at eve,
Led on by thee, he wandered with delight,
Framing Ovidian verse, and through thy groves
Gathering wild myrtle. Such the poet’s dreams ;
Yet not such only. For, look round and say,
Where is the ground that did not drink warm blood,
The echo that had learnt not to articulate

The cry of murder ?— Fatal was the day

To FLORENCE, when ('t was in a narrow street
North of that temple, where the truly great
Sleep, not unhonored, not unvisited ;

That temple sacred to the Holy Cross —

There is the house — that house of the DoNATI,
Towerless," and left long since, but to the last
Braving assault — all rugged, all embossed
Below, and still distinguished by the rings

Of brass, that held in war and festival-time
Their family-standards) — fatal was the day

To Florence, when, at morn, at the ninth hour,
A noble dame in weeds of widowhood,

Weeds by so many to be worn so soon,

Stood at her door ; and, like a sorccress, flung
Her dazzling spell.  Subtle she was, and rich,
Rich in a hidden pearl of heavenly light,

Iler daughter’s beauty ; and too well she knew*
Its virtue ! Patiently she stood and watched ;
Nor stood alonc — but spoke not. — In her breast
Iler purpose lay; and, as a youth passed by,
Clad for the nuptial rite, she smiled and said,
Lifting a corner of the maiden’s veil,
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Tyrant and slave. For deeds of violence,

Done in broad day and more than half redeemed
By many a great and generous sacrifice

Of self to others, came the unpledged bowl,

The stab of the stiletto. Gliding by

Unnoticed, in slouched hat and muffling cloak,
That just discovered, Caravaggio-like,

A swarthy cheek, black brow, and eye of flame,
The bravo stole, and o’er the shoulder plunged
To the heart’s core, or from beneath the ribs
Slanting (a surer path, as some averred)

Struck upward — then slunk off, or, if pursued,
Made for the sanctuary, and there along

The glimmering aisle among the worshippers
Wandered with restless step and jealous look,
Dropping thick blood. — Misnamed to lull alarm,
In every palace was The Laboratory,'

Where he within brewed poisons swift and slow,
That scattered terror till all things seemed poisonous, -
And brave men trembled if a hand held out

A nosegay or a letter ; while the great

Drank only from the Venice-glass, that broke,
That shivered, scattering round it as in scorn,

If aught malignant, aught of thine was there,
Cruel ToPHANA ;' and pawned provinces

For that miraculous gem, the gem that gave

A sign infallible of coming ill,"

That clouded though the vehicle of death

Were an invisible perfume. Happy then

The guest to whom at slecping-time ’t was said,
But in an under voice (a lady’s page

Speaks in no louder), ¢ Pass not on. That door
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But, lo! the sun is setting ; ™ earth and sky ™
One blase of glory.— What we saw but now,
As though it were not, though it had not beea !
He lingers yet ; and, lessening to & point,
Shines like the eye of Heaven — then withdraws ;
And from the zenith to the utmost skirts
All is celestial red ! The hour is come
When they that sail along the distant seas
Languish for home ; and they that in the morn
Said to sweet friends ¢ farewell ”’ melt as at parting ;
When, just gone forth, the pilgrim, if he hears,
As now we hear it, wandering round the hill,
The bell that seems to mourn the dying day,
Slackens his pace and sighs, and those he loved
Loves more than ever. But who feels it not ?
And well may we, for we are far away.

THE PILGRIM.

It was an hour of universal joy.™

The lark was up and at the gate of heaven,
Singing, as sure to enter when he came ;

The butterfly was basking in my path,

His radiant wings unfolded. From below
The bell of prayer rose slowly, plaintively ;
And odors, such as welcome in the day,
Such as salute the early traveller,

And come and go, each sweeter than the last,
Were rising. Hill and valley breathed delight ;
And not a living thing but blessed the hour !
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(His charge relinquished with a sigh, a tear)
Wings his flight upward — with a look he won

. My favor; and, the spell of silence broke,
I could not but continue.— *“ Whence,”’ I asked,
“Whence art thou?”’ — ‘ From Mont’ alto,”” he replied,
My native village in the Apennines.” —
¢ And whither journeying?” — ¢ To the holy shrine
Of Saint Antonio in the city of PApua.
Perhaps, if thou hast ever gone so far,
Thou wilt direct my course.” — ¢ Most willingly ;
But thou hast much to do, much to endure,
Ere thou hast entered where the silver lamps
Burn ever. Tell me . . . I would not transgress,
Yet ask I must . . . what could have brought thee forth,
Nothing in act or thought to be atoned for ?”’ —
¢ It was a vow I made in my distress.
We were 80 blest, none were so blest as we,
Till sickness came. First, as death-struck, I fell;
Then my beloved sister ; and ere long,
Worn with continual watchings, night and day,
Our saint-likc mother. Worse and worse she grew ;
And in my anguish, my despair, I vowed,
That if she lived, if Heaven restored her to us,
I would forthwith, and in a pilgrim’s weeds,
Visit that holy shrine. My vow was heard;
And therefore am I come.” — ¢ Blest be thy steps ;
And may those weeds, so reverenced of old,
Guard thee in danger !”” — ¢ They are nothing worth.
But they are worn in humble confidence ;
Nor would I for the richest robe resign them,
Wrought, as they were, by those I love sowell,
Lauretta and my sister; theirs the task,
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Hear thee and answer thee, were left at length
For others still as noon; and on we strayed

From wild to wilder, nothing hospitable

Seen up or down, no bush or green or dry,™
That ancient symbol at the cottage-door,

Offering refreshment — when Luiar cried,

“ Well, of a thousand tracks we chose the best ! ”’
And, turning round an oak, oracular once,

Now lightning-struck, a cave, a thoroughfare

For all that came, each entrance a broad arch,
Whence many a deer, rustling his velvet coat,
Had issued, many a gypsy and her brood

Peered forth, then housed again — the floor yet gray
With ashes, and the sides, where roughest, hung
Loosely with locks of hair — I looked and saw
What, seen in such an hour by Sancho Panzs,
Had given his honest countenance a breadth,

His cheeks a blush of pleasure and surprise,
Unknown before, had chained him to the spot,
And thou, Sir Knight, hadst traversed hill and dale,
Squire-less. Below and winding far away,

A narrow glade unfolded, such as Spring
Broiders with flowers, and, when the moon is high,
The hare delights to race in, scattering round

The silvery dews.?® Cedar and cypress threw
Singly their depth of shadow, checkering

The greensward, and, what grew in frequent tufts,
An underwood of myrtle, that by fits

Sent up a gale of fragrance. Through the midst,
Reflecting, as it ran, purple and gold,

A rainbow’s splendor (somewhere in the east
Rain-drops were falling fast), a rivulet
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And with her brother, as when last we met
(When the first lark had sung ere half was said,
And as she stood, bidding adieu, her voice,

So sweet it was, recalled me like a spell) —

Who but Angelica ? —— That day we gave

To pleasure, and, unconscious of their flight,
Another and another! hers a home

Dropt from the sky amid the wild and rude,
Loretto-like; where all was as a dream,

A dream spun out of some Arabian tale

Read or related in a jasmine bower,

Some balmy eve. The rising moon we hailed,
Duly, devoutly, from a vestibule

Of many an arch, o’er-wrought and lavishly
With many a labyrinth of sylphs and flowers,
When RapHAEL and his school from FLORENCE came,
Filling the land with splendor®™ — nor less oft
Watched her, declining, from a silent dell,

Not silent once, what time in rivalry

Tasso, GUARINI, waved their wizard-wands,
Peopling the groves from Arcady, and, lo!

Fair forms appeared, murmuring melodious verse,™*
— Then, in their day, a sylvan theatre,

Mossy the seats, the stage a verdurous floor,

The scenery rock and shrub-wood, Nature's own;
Nature the architect.
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ROME.

I am in RoMe! Oft as the morning-ray
Visits these eyes, waking at once I cry,
‘Whence this excess of joy? What has befallen me?
And from within a thrilling voice replies,
Thou art in RoME! A thousand busy thoughts
Rush on my mind, a thousand images;
And I spring up as girt to run a race!
Thou art in RoME! the city that so long
Reigned absolute, the mistress of the world;
The mighty vision that the prophets saw,
And trembled ; that from nothing, from the least,
The lowliest village (what but here and there
A reed-roofed cabin by the river-side 7)
Grew into cverything; and, year by year,
Patiently, fearlessly, working her way
Q’er brook and field, o’er continent and sea,
Not like the merchant with his merchandise,
Or traveller with staff and scrip exploring,
But ever hand to hand and foot to foot,
Through nations numberless in battle-array,
Each behind each, each, when the other fell,
Up and in arms, at length subdued them all.
Thou art in RoME! the city, where the Gauls,
Entering at sunrise through her open gates,
And, through her streets silent and desolate,
Marching to slay, thought they saw gods, not men ;
The city, that, by temperance, fortitude,
And love of glory, towered above the clouds,
Then fell — but, falling, kept the highest seat,
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Where VIRGIL read aloud his tale divine,
Where his voice faltered and a mother wept
Tears of delight ! *!

But what the narrow space
Just underneath? In many a heap the ground
Heaves, as if Ruin in a frantic mood
Had done his utmost. Here and there appears,
As left to show his handiwork not ours,
An idle column, a half-buried arch,
A wall of some great temple. It was onoce,
And long, the centre of their universe,™
The ForuM — whence a mandate, eagle-winged,
Went to the ends of the earth. Let us descend
Slowly. At every step much may be lost.
The very dust we tread stirs as with life ;
And not a breath but from the ground sends up
Something of human grandeur.

We are come,

Are now where once the mightiest spirits met

In terrible conflict; this, while RoME was free,

The noblest theatre on this side heaven !

Here the first BRUTUS stood, when o’er the corse
Of her so chaste all mourned, and from his cloud
Burst like a god. Here, holding up the knife

That ran with blood, the blood of his own child,
VIRGINIUS called down vengeance. But whence spoke
They who harangued the people; turning now **

To the twelve tables,” now with lifted hands

To the Capitoline Jove, whose fulgent shape

In the unclouded azure shone far off,

And to the shepherd on the Alban mount

Seemed like a star new-risen ? ”* Where were ranged
In rough array, as on their element,
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Humble themselves, and kneel and supplicate
To be delivered from a dream like this !
Here CINCINNATUS passed, his plough the while
Left in the furrow; and how many more,
‘Whose laurels fade not, who still walk the earth,
Consuls, Dictators, still in Curule state
Sit and decide; and, as of old in RoME,
Name but their names, set every heart on fire !
Here, in his bonds, he whom the phalanx saved not,™
The last on PHILIP'S throne; and the Numidian,*
So soon to say, stript of his cumbrous robe,
Stript to the skin, and in his nakedness
Thrust under ground, ‘How cold this bath of yours!”
And thy proud queen, PALMYRA, through the sands *
Pursued, o’ertaken on her dromedary ;
Whose temples, palaces, a wondrous dream
That passes not away, for many a league
Illumine yet the desert. Some invoked
Death and escaped ; ** the Egyptian, when her asp
Came from his covert under the green leaf ; *
And HANNIBAL himself; and she who said,
Taking the fatal cup between her hands,™
¢“Tell him I would it had come yesterday ;
For then it had not been his nuptial gift.”
Now all is changed ; and here, as in the wild,
The day is silent, dreary as the night ;
None stirring, save the herdsman and his herd,
Savage alike ; or they that would explore,
Discuss and learnedly ; or they that come
(And there are many who have crossed the earth)
That they may give the hours to meditation,
And wander, often saying to themselves,
¢ This was the RoMmAaN Forum!”
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A wail, a chant, louder and louder yet;
And now a strange fantastic troop appeared !
Thronging, they came —as from the shades below ;
All of a ghostly white ! ¢ O, say!” I cried,
¢ Do not the living here bury the dead ?
Do spirits come and fetch them? What are these, .
That scem not of this world, and mock the day;
Each with a burning taper in his hand 7"’ —
¢ It is an ancient Brotherhood thou seest.
Such their apparel. Through the long, long line,
Look where thou wilt, no likeness of a man;
The living masked, the dead alone uncovered.
But mark.” — And, lying on her faneral couch,
Like one asleep, her eyelids closed, her hands
Folded together on her modest breast,
As ’t were her nightly posture, through the crowd
She came at last — and richly, gayly clad,
As for a birth-day feast ! But breathes she not ?
A glow is on her check —and her lips move !
And now a smile is there — how heavenly sweet !
“0, no!” replied the dame, wiping her tears,
But with an accent less of grief than anger,
¢ No, she will never, never wake again!”

Death, when we meet the spectre in our walks,
Ag we did yesterday and shall to-morrow,
Soon grows familiar — like most other things,
Seen, not observed ; but in a foreign clime,
Changing his shape to something new and strange
(And through the world he changes as in sport,
Affect he greatness or humility),
Knocks at the heart. His form and fashion here
To me, I do confess, reflect a gloom,
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Now on his face, lifeless and colorless,

Then on those forms divine that lived and breathed,
And would live on for ages — all were moved ;
And sighs burst forth, and loudest lamentations.

NATIONAL PREJUDICES.

“ ANOTHER assassination ! This venerable city,” I ex-
claimed, ¢ what is it, but as it began, a nest of rebbers and
murderers? We must away at sunrise, Luigi.” — But
before sunrise I had reflected a little, and in the soberest
prose. My indignation was gone; and, when Luigi undrew
my curtain, crying, *“ Up, signor, up! The horses are at
the gate!” ¢ Luigi,” I replied, ¢ if thou lovest me, draw
the curtain.” *

It would lessen very much the severity with which men
judge of each other, if they would but trace cffects to their
causes, and observe the progres§ of things in the moral as
accurately as in the physical world. When we condemn
millions in the mass as vindictive and sanguinary, we should
remember that wherever justice is ill-administered the
injured will redress themselves. Robbery provokes to rob-
bery ; murder to assassination. Resentments become hered-
itary ; and what began in disorder ends as if all hell had
broke loose. 3

Laws create a habit of self-restraint, not only by the
influence of fear, but by regulating in its exercise the pas-
sion of revenge. If they overawe the bad by the prospect
+ of a punishment certain and well-defined, they console the
injured by the infliction of that punishment; and, as the
infliction is a public act, it excites and entails no enmity.
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In like manner we should learn to be just to individuals.
Who can say, ‘“In such circumstances I should have done
otherwise 7’ 'Who, did he but reflect by what slow grada-
tions, often by how many strange concurrences, we are
led astray ; with how much reluctance, how much agony,
hoy many efforts to escape, how many self-accusations, how
many sighs, how many tears,— who, did he but reflect for
a moment, would have the heart to cast a stone? Happily
these things are known to Him from whom no secrets are
hidden; and let us rest in the assurance that His judgments
are not as ours are.®

THE CAMPAGNA OF ROME.

HAVE none appeared as tillers of the ground,™
None since they went — as though it still were theirs,
And they might come and claim their own again ?
Was the last plough a Roman’s ?

From this seat,™
Sacred for ages, whence, as VIRGIL sings,
The Queen of Heaven, alighting from the sky,
Looked down and saw the armies in array,*®
Let us contemplate; and, where dreams from Jove
Descended on the sleeper, where, perhaps,
Some inspirations may be lingering still,
Some glimmerings of the future or the past,
Let us await their influence; silently
Revolving, as we rest on the green turf,
The changes from that hour when he from Troy
Came up the TIBER; when refulgent shields,
No strangers to the iron-hail of war,
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Iere is the sacred field of the HorATI.®
There are the QUINTIAN meadows.”® Here the hill
How holy, where a generous people, twice,
Twice going forth, in terrible anger sate
Armed; and, their wrongs redressed, at once gave way,
Helmet and shield, and sword and spear thrown down,
And every hand uplifted, every heart
Poured out in thanks to Heaven.

Once again
We look ; and, lo! the sea is white with sails
Innumerable, wafting to the shore
Treasures untold ; the vale, the promontories,
A dream of glory; temples, palaces,
Called up as by enchantment ; aqueducts
Among the groves and glades rolling along
Rivers, on many an arch high overhead ;
And in the centre, like a burning sun,
The Imperial City! They have now subdued
All nations. But where they who led them forth;
Who, when at length released by victory
(Buckler and spear hung up — but not to rust), .
Held poverty no evil, no reproach,
Living on little with a cheerful mind,
The DEecrr, the FaBricir?  Where the spade,
And reaping-hook, among their household-things
Duly transmitted? In the hands of men
Made captive; while the master and his guests,
Reclining, quaff in gold, and roses swim,
Summer and winter, through the circling year,
On their Falernian — in the hands of men
Dragged into slavery with how many more
Spared but to die, a public spectacle,
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THE ROMAN PONTIFFS.

THOSE ancient men, what were they, who achieved
A sway beyond the greatest conquerors ;

Setting their feet upon the necks of kings,

And, through the world, subduing, chaining down
The free, immortal spirit? Were they not

Mighty magicians ? Theirs a wondrous spell,
Where true and false were with infernal art
Close-interwoven ; where together met

Blessings and curses, threats and promises ;

And with the terrors of Futurity

Mingled whate’er enchants and fascinates,

Music and painting, sculpture, rhetoric,*®

And dazzling light and darkness visible,™®

And architectural pomp, such as none else !

What in his day the SYRACUSAN sought,

Another world to plant his engines on,

They had ; and, having it, like gods, not men,
Moved this world at their pleasure.” Ere they came,
Their shadows, stretching far and wide were known ;
And two, that looked beyond the visible sphere,
Gave notice of their coming — he who saw

The Apocalypse ; and he of elder time,

Who in an awful vision of the night

Saw the Four Kingdoms. Distant as they were,
Those holy men, well might they faint with fear !
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THE NUN.

'T 18 over; and her lovely cheek is now
On her hard pillow — there, alas! to be
Nightly, through many and many a dreary hour,
Wan, often wet with tears, and (ere at length
Her place is empty, and another comes)
In anguish, in the ghastliness of death;
Hers never more to leave those mournful walls,
Even on her bier.

"T'is over; and the rite,
With all its pomp and harmony, is now
Floating before her. She arose at home,
To be the show, the idol of the day;
Her vesture gorgeous, and her starry head —
No rocket, bursting in the midnight-sky,
So dazzling. When to-morrow she awakes,
She will awake as though she still was there,
Still in her father’s house; and, lo! a cell
Narrow and dark, naught through the gloom discerned,
Naught save the crucifix, the rosary,
And the gray habit lying by to shroud
Her beauty and grace.

When on her knees she fell,

Entering the solemn place of consecration,
And from the latticed gallery came a chant
Of psalms, most saint-like, most angelical,
Verse after verse sung out how holily,
The strain returning, and still, still returning,
Methought it acted like a spell upon her,
And she was casting off her carthly dross;
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A languor and a lethargy of soul,
Death-like, and gathering more and more, till Deat.h
Comes to release thee. Ah! what now to thee,
What now to thee the treasure of thy youth ?
As nothing !

But thou canst not yet reflect
Calmly; so many things, strange and perverse,
That meet, recoil, and go but to retarn,
The monstrous birth of one eventful day,
Troubling thy spirit — from the first at dawn,
The rich arraying for the nuptial feast,
To the black pall, the requiem.™ All in turn
Revisit thee, and round thy lowly bed
Hover, uncalled. Thy young and innocent heart,
How is it beating? Has it no regrets ?
Discoverest thou no weakness lurking there ?
But thine exhausted frame has sunk to rest.
Peace to thy slumbers !

THE FIRE-FLY.

THERE is an insect, that, when evening comes,

Small though he be and scarce distinguishable,

Like Evening clad in soberest livery,

Unsheathes his wings® and through the woods and glades
Scatters a marvellous splendor. On he wheels,

Blazing by fits as from excess of joy,”

Each gush of light a gush of ecstasy ;

Nor unaccompanied ; thousands that fling

A radiance all their own, not of the day,
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FOREIGN TRAVEL.

IT was in a splenetic humor that I sat me down to m
scanty fare at TERRACINA ; and how long I should have
contemplated the lean thrushes in array before me I cannot
say, if a cloud of smoke, that drew the tears into my eyes,
had not burst from the green and leafy boughs on the
hearth-stone. ¢ Why,” I exclaimed, starting up from the
table, ¢ why did I leave my own chimney-corner ?— But
am I not on the road to BRuNDUSIUM? And are not these
the very calamities that befell HorACE and VIRGIL, and
MxcexAs, and Prorivs, and VARIUs? HoORACE laughed
at them.—Then why should not I? HoRACE resolved to
turn them to account; and VIRGIL — cannot we hear him
observing that to remember them will, by and by, be a
pleasure 7’ My soliloquy reconciled me at once to my
fate ; and when for the twentieth time I had looked through
the window on a sea sparkling with innumerable brilliants,
a sea on which the heroes of the Odyssey and the Aneid
had sailed, I sat down as to a splendid banquet. My
thrushes had the flavor of ortolans; and I ate with an
appetite I had not known before. ¢ Who,” I cried, as I
poured out my last glass of Falernian” (for Falernian it
was said to be, and in my eyes it ran bright and clear as
a topaz-stonc), * who would remain at home, could he do
otherwise ? Who would submit to tread that dull but daily
round, his hours forgotten as soon as spent?’’ and, open-
ing my journal-book and dipping my pen in my ink-horn, I
determined, as far as I could, to justify myself and my
countrymen in wandering over the face of the earth. ¢TIt
may serve me,” said I, ““as o remedy in some future fit of
the spleen.” '
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and it will not delay me many minutes. But what if it
does?’ The scene of misery he conducted me to I cannot
describe. I threw them my purse; and their burst of
gratitude overcame me. It filled my eyes . . it went as a
cordial to my heart. ‘I will call again to-morrow,” I cried.
¢ Fool that I was, to think of leaving a world, where such
pleasure was to be had, and so cheaply!’”’

THE FOUNTAIN.

IT was a well

Of whitest marble, white as from the quarry ;
And richly wrought with many a high relief,
Greek sculpture — in some earlier day perhaps
A tomb, and honored with a hero’s ashes.
The water from the rock filled and o’erflowed ;
Then dashed away, playing the prodigal,
And soon was lost — stealing unseen, unheard,
Through the long grass, and round the twisted roots
Of aged trees; discovering where it ran
By the fresh verdure. Overcome with heat,
I threw me down ; admiring, as I lay,
That shady nook, a singing place for birds,
That grove so intricate, so full of flowers,
More than enough to please a child a-Maying.

The sun had set, a distant convent-bell
Ringing the Angelus ; and now approached
The hour for stir and village-gossip there,
The hour REBEKAH came, when from the well
She drew with such alacrity to serve
The stranger and his camels. Soon I heard
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A voice was heard, that never bede to spare,™
Crying aloud, *“ Hence to the distant hills!
Tasso approaches ; he, whose song beguiles

The day of half its hours; whose sorcery
Dazzles the sense, turning our forest-glades:

To lists that blaze with gorgeous armory,

Our mountain-caves to regal palaces.

Hence, nor descend till he and his are gone.

Let him fear nothing.”” — When along the shore,
And by the path that, wandering on its way,
Leads through the fatal grove where TuLLy fell
(Gray and o’ergrown, an ancient tomb is there),
He came and they withdrew, they were a race
Careless of life in others and themselves,

For they had learnt their lesson in a camp ;

But not ungenerous. T is no longer so.

Now crafty, cruel, torturing ere they slay

The unhappy captive, and with bitter jests
Mocking misfortune ; vain, fantastical,

Wearing whatever glitters in the spoil ;

And most devout, though, when they kneel and pray,
With every bead they could recount a murder;
As by a spell they start up in array,*

As by a spell they vanish — theirs a band,

Not as elsewhere of outlaws, but of such

As sow and reap, and at the cottage-door

Sit to receive, return the traveller's greeting ;
Now in the garb of peace, now silently

Arming and issuing forth, led on by men

Whose names on innocent lips are words of fear,
Whose lives have long been forfeit. — Some there are
That, cre they rise to this bad cminence,

Lurk, night and day, the plague-spot visible,
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Fought his last fight, and every warrior threw
A stono to tell for ages where he lay.

Then all advanced, and, ranging in a square,
Stretched forth their arms as on the holy cross,
From each to each their sable cloaks extending,
That, like the solemn hangings of a tent,

Covered us round ; and in the midst I stood,
Weary and faint, and face to face with one,
Whose voice, whose look dispenses life and death,
Whose heart knows no relentings. Instantly

A light was kindled and the bandit spoke.

¢“T know thee. Thou hast sought us, for the sport
Slipping thy blood-hounds with a hunter’s cry;
And thou hast found at last. Were I as thou,

I in thy grasp as thou art now in ours,

Soon should I make a midnight spectacle,

Soon, limb by limb, be mangled on a wheel,
Then gibbeted to blacken for the vultures.

But I would teach thee better how to spare.
Write as I dictate. If thy ransom comes,

Thou liv’st. If not — but answer not, I pray,
Lest thou provoke me. I may strike thee dead ;
And know, young man, it is an easier thing

To do it than to say it. Write, and thus.”—

I wrote. “’Tis well,” he cried. ‘ A peasant-boy,
Trusty and swift of foot, shall bear it hence.
Meanwhile lie down and rest. This cloak of mine
Will serve thee ; it has weathered many a storm.”

The watch was set; and twice it had been changed,
When morning broke, and a wild bird, a hawk,
Flew in a circle, screaming. I looked up,

And all were gone, save him who now kept guard
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And soon espied her, coming all alone,

In her first beauty. Up a path she came,

Leafy and intricate, singing her song,

A song of love, by snatches ; breaking off

If but a flower, an insect in the sun,

Pleased for an instant ; then as carelessly

.The strain resuming, and, where’er she stopt,
Rising on tiptoe underneath the boughs

To pluck a grape in very wantonness.

Her look, her mien and maiden ornaments,

Showed gentle birth ; and, step by step, she came,
Nearer and nearer, to the dreadful snare.

None else were by ; and, as I gazed unseen,

Her youth, her innocence and gayety,

Went to my heart! and, starting up, I breathed,

¢ Fly — for your life !’ Alas! she shrieked, she fell ;
And, as I caught her falling, all rushed forth.

¢ A wood-nymph !’ cried Ruscon1. ¢By the light,
Lovely as Hebe! Lay her in the shade.’

I heard him not. I stq®l as in a trance.

¢What,’ he exclaimed, with a malicious smile,

¢ Wouldst thou rebel 2’ I did as he required.

¢ Now bear her hence to the well-head below ;

A few cold drops will animate this marble.

Go! 'Tis an office all will envy thee ;

But thou hast carned it.” As I staggered down,
Unwilling to surrender her sweet body;

Her golden hair dishevelled on a neck

Of snow, and her fair eyes closed as in sleep,
Frantic with love, with hate, ¢ Great God !’ I cried
(I had almost forgotten how to pray; *

But there are moments when the courage comes),
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NAPLES.

THis region, surely, is not of the earth.™
Was it not dropt from heaven? Not a grove,
Citron or pine or cedar, not a grot
Sea-worn and mantled with the gadding vine,
But breathes enchantment. Not a cliff but flings
On the clear wave some image of delight,
Some cabin-roof glowing with crimson flowers,
Some ruined temple or fallen monument,
To muse on as the bark is gliding by.
"And be it mine to muse there, mine to glide,™
From daybreak, when the mountain pales his fire
Yet more and more, and from the mountain top,
Till then invisible, a smoke ascends,
Solemn and slow, as erst from ARARAT,
When he, the Patriarch, who escaped the Flood,
Was with his household sacrificing there —
From daybreak to that hour, the last and best,
When, one by one, the fishing-boats come forth,
Each with its glimmering lantern at the prow,
And, when the nets are thrown, the evening-hymn
Steals o’er the trembling waters.

Everywhere
Fable and truth have shed, in rivalry,*
Each her peculiar influence. Fable came
And laughed and sung, arraying Truth in flowers,
Like a young child her grandam. Fable came ;
Earth, sea and sky reflecting, as she flew,
A thousand, thousand colors not their own :
And at her bidding, lo! a dark descent
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my marriage with a rich heiress of SIENNA; and, when at
length I returned to make her my own, I found her in a
convent of Ursuline Nuns. She had taken the veil; and
I, said he with a sigh — what else remained for me?—I
went into the church.

- Yet many, he continued, as if to turn the conversation,
very many have been happy, though we were not ; and, if I
am not abusing an old man’s privilege, let me tell you a
story with a better catastrophe. It was told to me when a
boy ; and you may not be unwilling to heay it, for it bears
some resemblance to that of the Merchant of Venice.

We were now arrived at a pavilion that commanded one
of the noblest prospects imaginable; the mountains, the
sea, and the islands illuminated by the last beams of day;
and, sitting down there, he proceeded with his usual vivac-
ity ; for the sadness that had come across him was gone.

There lived in the fourteenth century, near BoLoGNA, a
widow-lady of the Lambertini family, called MapoNNA Lu-
CREZIA, who in a revolution of the state had known the
bitterness of poverty, and had even begged her bread;
kneeling day after day like a statue at the gaté of the cathe-
dral ; her rosary in her left hand and her right held out for
charity, her long black veil concealing a face that had once
adorned a court, and had received the homage of as many
sonnets a8 PETRARCH has written on LAuRA.

But Fortune had at last relented ; a legacy from a distant
relation had come to her relief; and she was now the mis-
tress of a small inn at the foot of the Apennines, where
she entertained as well as she could, and where those only
stopped who were contented with a little. The house was
still standing when, in my youth I passed that way; though
the sign of the White Cross,™ the Cross of the Hospitallers,
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ject; a precaution in this instance at least unnecessary,
LoreNzo having lost his heart to another.™

To him she flies in her necessity; but of what assistance
can he be? He has jflst taken his place at the bar, but he
has never spoken; and how stand up alone, unpractised and
unprepared as he is, against an array that would alarm the
most experienced ? — ¢ Were I as mighty as I am weak,”
said he, ‘ my fears for you would make me as nothing.
But I will be there, GIANETTA ; and may the Friend of the
friendless give me strength in that hour! Even now my
heart fails me; but, come what will, while I have a loaf to
share you and your mother shall never want. I will beg
through the world for you.”

The day arrives, and the court assembles. The claim is
stated, and the evidence given. And now the defence is
called for —but none is made; not a syllable is uttered;
and, after a pause and a consultation of some minutes, the
judges are proceeding to give judgment, silence having been
proclaimed in the court, when LoRENZO rises and thus ad-
dresses them: ¢ Reverend signors. Young as I am, may I
venture to speak before you? I would speak in behalf of
one who has none else to help her; and I will not keep you
long. Much has been said; much on the sacred nature of
the obligation —and we acknowledge it in its full force. Let
it be fulfilled, and to the last letter. It is what we solicit,
what we require. “But to whom is the bag of gold to be
delivered? Whatsays the bond? Not to one—not to two—
but to the three. Let the three stand forth and claim it.”

From that day (for who can doubt the issue?) mnone
were sought, none employed, but the subtle, the eloquent
. LoreNzo. Wealth followed fame ; nor nced I say how soon
he sat at his marriage-feast, or who sat beside him.
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Much to be grateful for; but most has he,
Born in that middle sphere, that temperate zone,
Where Knowledge lights his lamp, there most secure,
And Wisdom comes, if ever, she who dwells
Above the clouds, above the firmament,
That seraph sitting in the heaven of heavens.
What men most covet, wealth, distinction, power,
Are baubles nothing worth, that only serve
To rouse us up, as children in the schools
Are roused up to exertion. The reward
Is in the race we run, not in the prize;
And they, the few, that have it ere they earn it,
Having, by favor or inheritance,
These dangerous gifts placed in their idle hands,
And all that should await on worth well-tried,
All in the glorious days of old reserved
For manhood most mature or reverend age,
Know not, nor ever can, the generous pride
That glows in him who on himself relies,
Entering the lists of life.

PASTUM.

THEY stand between the mountains and the sea ;™
Awful memorials, but of whom we know not !
The seaman, passing, gazes from the deck.
The buffalo-driver, in his shaggy cloak,
Points to the work of magic and moves on.
Time was they stood along the crowdeq street,
Temples of gods! and on their ample steps
What various habits, various tongues, beset
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Ever at hand to calm his troubled soul),
Sailed slowly by, two thousand years ago,
For ATHENS ; when a ship, if north-east winds
Blew from the P&sTAN gardens, slacked her course.
On as he moved along the level shore,
These temples, in their splendor eminent
’Mid arcs and obelisks, and domes and towers,
Reflecting back the radiance of the west,
Well might he dream of Glory ! — Now, coiled up,
The serpent sleeps within them ; the she-wolf
Suckles her young : and, as alone I stand
In this, the nobler pile, the elements
Of earth and air its only floor and roof,
How solemn is the stillness! Nothing stirs
Save the shrill-voiced cicala flitting round
On the rough pediment to sit and sing ;
Or the green lizard rustling through the grass,
And up the fluted shaft with short quick spring,
To vanish in the chinks that Time has made.
In such an hour as this, the sun’s broad disk
Seen at his setting, and a flood of light
Filling the courts of these old sanctuaries
(Gigantic shadows, broken and confused,
Athwart the innumerable columns flung) —
In such an hour he came, who saw and told,
Led by the mighty genius of the place.™
Walls of some capital city first appeared,
Half razed, half sunk, or scattered as in scorn ;
— And what within them ? what but in the midst
These Three in more than their original grandeur,
And, round about, no stone upon another ?
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The thoughtless wretch drinks in a subtle poison
Lulling to sleep ; and, when he sleeps, he dies.

But what are these still standing in the midst ?
The earth has rocked beneath ; the thunder-bolt
Passed through and through, and left its traces there;
Yet still they stand as by some unknown charter !

O, they are Nature’s own! and, as allied

'To the vast mountains and the eternal sea,
They want no written history; theirs a voice
Forever speaking to the heart of man!

AMALFI.

He who sets sail from NAPLEs, when the wind
Blows fragrance from PosiLIPo, may soon, °
Crossing from side to side that beautiful lake,
Land underncath the cliff where, once among
The children gathering shells along the shore,
One laughed and played, unconscious of his fate ; *
His to drink deep of sorrow, and, through life,
To be the scorn of them that knew him not,
Trampling alike the giver and his gift,

The gift a pearl precious, inestimable,

A lay divine, a lay of love and war,

To charm, ennoble, and, from age to age,
Sweeten the labor when the oar was plied

Or on the ADRIAN or the TuscaN sea.

There would I linger — then go forth again,
And hover round that region unexplored,
Where to SaLvATOR (when, as some relate,
By chance or choice he led a bandit's life,
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'T'is in an ancient record of the house ;
And may it make thee tremble, lest thou fall !

Once — on a Christmas-eve — ere yet the roof
Rung with the hymn of the Nativity,
There came a stranger to the convent-gate,
And asked admittance ; ever and anon,
As if he sought what most he feared to find,
Looking behind him. When within the walls,
These walls so sacred and inviolate, '
Still did he look behind him; oft and long,
With curling, quivering lip and haggard eye,
Catching at vacancy. Between the fits,
For here, ’t is said, he lingered while he lived,
He would discourse, and with a mastery,
A charm by none resisted, none explained,
Unfelt before; but when his cheek grew pale
(Nor was the respite longer, if so long,
Than while a shepherd in the vale below
Counts, as he folds, five hundred of his flock),
All was forgotten. Then, howe’er employed,
He would break off and start as if he caught
A glimpse of something that would not be gone;
And turn and gaze and shrink into himself,
As though the fiend were there, and, face to face,
Scowled o’er his shoulder.

Most devout he was;

Most unremitting in the services;
Then, only then, untroubled, unassailed ;
And, to beguile a melancholy hour,
Would sometimes exercise that noble art
He learnt in FLoORENCE; with a master’s hand,
As to this day the sacristy attests,
Painting the wonders of the APOCALYPSE.
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His eyelids; and the grandsire, when we came,

Emboldened by his love and by his fear,

His fear lest night o’ertake them on the road,

Humbly besought me to convey them both

A little onward. Such small services

Who can refuse? — Not I'; and him who can,

Blest though he be with every earthly gift,

I cannot envy. He, if wealth be his,

Knows not its uses. So from noon till night,

* Within a crazed and tattered vehicle,®®

That yet displayed, in rich emblazonry,

A shield as splendid as the BARDI wear,™

We lumbered on together ; the old man

Beguiling many a league of half its length,

When questioned the adventures of his life,

And all the dangers he had undergone ;

His shipwrecks on inhospitable coasts,

And his long warfare.—They were bound, he said,

To a great fair at REca10; and the boy,

Believing all the world were to be there,

And I among the rest, let loose his tongue, °

And promised me much pleasure. His short trance,

Short as it was, had, like a charmed cup,

Restored his spirit, and, as on we crawled,

Slow as the snail (my muleteer dismounting,

And now his mules addressing, now his pipe,

And now Luigi), he poured out his heart,

Largely repaying me. At length the sun

Departed, setting in a sea of gold ;

And, as we gazed, he bade me rest assured

That like the setting would the rising be.
Their harp — it had a voice oracular,
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Keel upward, and the fagot blazed, the tar
Fumed from the caldron; while, beyond the fort,
Whither I wandered, step by step led on,
The fishers dragged their net, the fish within
At every heave fluttering and full of life,
At every heave striking their silver fins
’Gainst the dark meshes.

Soon a boatman’s shout
Reéchoed ; and red bonnets on the beach,
Waving, recalled me. We embarked and left
That noble haven, where, when GENOA reigned,
A hundred galleys sheltered — in the day
When lofty spirits met, and, deck to deck,
Dor1a, Prsan1™® fought: that narrow field
Anmple enough for glory. On we went,
Ruffling with many an oar the crystalline sea,
On from the rising to the setting sun
In silence — underneath a mountain-ridge,
Untamed, untamable, reflecting round
The saddest purple; nothing to be seen
Of life or culture, save where, at the foot,
Some village and its church, a scanty line,
Athwart the wave gleamed faintly. Fear of ill
Narrowed our course, fear of the hurricane,
And that still greater scourge, the crafty Moor,
Who, like a tiger prowling for his prey,
Springs and is gone, and on the adverse coast
(Where TrrpoLr and TuNIs and ALGIERS
Forge fetters, and white turbans on the mole
Gather whene’er the crescent comes displayed
Over the cross) his human merchandise
To many a curious, many a cruel eye
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Waters and woods and cloud-capt promontories,

Glades for a hermit’s cell, a lady’s bower,

Scenes of Elysium, such as Night alone

Reveals below, nor often — scenes that fled

As at the waving of a wizard’s wand,

And left behind them, as their parting gift,

A thousand nameless odors. All was still ;

And now the nightingale her song poured forth

In such a torrent of heart-felt delight,

So fast it flowed, her tongue so voluble,

As if she thought her hearers would be gone

Ere half was told. T was where in the north-west,

Still unassailed and unassailable,

Thy pharos, GENo0A, first displayed itself,

Burning in stillness on its craggy seat;

That guiding star so oft the only one,

When those now glowing in the azure vault

Are dark and silent. ’T was where o’er the sea

(For we were now within a cable’s length)

Delicious gardens hung ; green galleries,

And marble terraces in many a flight,

And fairy arches flung from cliff to cliff,

Wildering, enchanting ; and, above them all,

A palace, such as somewhere in the East,

In Zenastan or Araby the blest,

Among its golden groves and fruits of gold,

And fountains scattering rainbows in the sky,

Rose, when ALADDIN rubbed the wondrous lamp ;

Such, if not fairer ; and, when we shot by,

A scene of revelry, in long array

As with the radiance of a setting sun,

The windows blazing. But we now approached
city far-renowned ; and wonder ceased.
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-

Thou art-now
Again among them. Thy brave mariners,
They who had fought so often by thy side,
Staining the mountain-billows, bore thee back ;
And thou art sleeping in thy funeral-chamber.

Thine was a glorious course ; but couldst thou there,

Clad in thy cere-cloth —in that silent vault,
Where thou art gathered to thy ancestors —
Open thy secret heart and tell us all,
Then should we hear thee with a sigh confess, .
A sigh how heavy, that thy happiest hours
Were passed before these sacred walls were left,
Before the ocean-wave thy wealth reflected,™
And pomp and power drew envy, stirring up
The ambitious man,™ that in a perilous hour
Fell from the plank.

MARCO GRIFFONI.

WAR is a game at which all are sure to lose, sooner or
later, play they how they will; yet every nation has de-
lighted in war, and none more, in their day, than the little
republic of GENoas, whose galleys, while she had any, were
always burning and sinking those of the Pisans, the Vene-
tians, the Greeks, or the Turks; Christian and Infidel
alike to her. .

But experience, when dearly bought, is seldom thrown
away altogether. A moment of sober reflection came at
last; and, after a victory the most splendid and ruinous of
any in her annals, she resolved from that day and forever

" o at peace with all mankind ; having in her long career
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on their bonds and the poor on their pledges; lending at
the highest rate, and exacting with the utmost rigor. No
longer relieving the miserable, he sought only to enrich
himself by their misery; and there he sate in his gown of
frieze, till every finger was pointed at him in passing, and
every tongue exclaimed, ‘‘ There sits the miser!”

But in that character, and amidst all that obloquy, he was
still the same as cver, still acting to the best of his judg-
ment for the good of his fellow-citizens; and- when the
measure of their calamities was full,— when peace had come,
but had come to no purpose, and the lesson, as he flattered
himself, was graven deep in their minds,— then, but not till
then, though his hair had long grown gray, he threw off the
mask and gave up all he had, to annihilate at a blow his
great and cruel adversaries,™ thosc taxes which, when ex-
cessive, break the hearts of the people; a glorious achieve-
ment for an individual, though a bloodless one, and such as
only can be conceived possible in a small community like
theirs.

Alas! how little did he know of human nature! How
little had he reflected on the ruling passion of his country-
men, 80 injurious to others, and at length so fatal to them-
selves ! Almost instantly they grew arrogant and quarrel-
some; almost instantly they were in arms again; and, before
the statue was up that had been voted to his memory, every
tax, if we may believe the historian,* was laid on as before,
to awaken vain regrets and wise resolutions.
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Full oft to wander where the Muses haunt,
Smit with the love of song.

'T is now long since;
And now, while yet ’t is day, would he withdraw,
Who, when in youth he strung his lyre, addressed
A former generation. Many an eye, s
Bright as the brightest now, is closed in night,
And many a voice, how eloquent, is mute,
That, when he came, disdained not to receive
His lays with favor. * * * * ¢

1839.
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It was the boast of Boilean — and how much are we indebted to him ! — that be had
taught Racine to write with difficulty, —to do as others have done who have left what
will live forever.

¢ Weigh well every word, nor publish till many years are gone by,” is an injunction
which has descended from age to age, the injunction of ane* who could publish only in

ipt, and in ip hopeﬁomrvive,thoughm(wchthamergt‘m-
genius, such the of his p a.ulhh ctice) in every country, every lan-
guage, and in bers almost berl jon wherever we go.t

What would he have said now, when mnyn volume, on its release from the closet,
wings it way in an instant over the Old World and the New, flying from city to city dur-
ing the changes of the moon ; and when the words which are uttered in our serfite at

idnight are deli d to th ds at ise, and before sunset are travelling to the
ends of the earth ?

(48) There is a French proverb that must sometimes occur to an observer in the present
age : Beaucoup de mal, peu de bruit ; Beaucoup de bruit, peu de mal.

To Lord John Russell are we indebted for that admirable definition of a proverb, * The
wisdom of many and the wit of one.”

(49 A mirror in the sixteenth century is said to have revealed a secret that led to less
tragical consequenoes.

John Galeazzo Visconte, Duke of Milan, becoming enamored in his youth of a daughter
of the house of Correggio, his gayety, his cheerfulness left him, as all obeerved, though
none knew why ; ullnmnelndleooﬂhecoun.whohadllvedvlthhimlngmzhmilhﬂty
and who had sought and sought, but never found, began to rally him on the subject, ny-
ing, ¢ Porgive us our presumption, sir, but, as you are in love, — for in love you must be,
— may we know who she is, that we may render honor to whom honor is duc ; for it will
be our delight no less than our duty toserve her ?

The duke was in dismay, and endeavored to fly, if it were ponible, from so unequal a
ocombat. But In flight there is no security when such an enemy is in the field ; and, being
soon convinced that the more he resisted the mdre he would be assailed, he resolved at
onoe to capitulate ; and, commanding for the purpose a splendid entertainment, such as he
‘was aocustomed to give, he invited them, one and all j not forgetting the lovely Correggia,
who was as urgent as the rest, though she flattered herself that she knew the secret as
well as he did.

‘When the banquet was over and the table-cloth removed, and every gucst, as she sate,
served with water for her fair hands and with a tooth-pick from the odoriferous mastic-tree,
& cabinet of rich work hip was placed on the table. ¢ And now,” said he, with a gayety
usual to lovers, ¢ and now, my dear ladies, as I can deny you nothing, come, one by one,
and behold ber ; for here she is ! As he spoke, he unfolded the doors of the cabinet ;
and each in her turn beheld the portrait of a beautiful girl

The last to look and to see was Correggia, for so he had countrived it ; but no contrivance
was wanted ; for, shrinking and agitated, she had hung back behind them all, till to her
ear came the intelligence that the portrait was unknown, and with the intelligence came
the oonviction that her fond heart had deceived her.

But what were her feelings when she looked and saw ; for at the touch of a spring the
portrait had vanished, and in a mirror she saw herself ! — Ricord: di Sabba Castiglione,
15659,

Por this story, as indeed for many others, I am indebted to my friend, Sir Charles Lock
Eastlake, President of the Royal Academy ; and I am happy in this opportanity of
acknowledging my obligations to him.

* Horuce.
t Niasteen centuries bave passed away, and what scholar bas not now bis pocket Horace ¥
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qui s¢ console avec la facilité d'un enfant, et dont la douleur est aussi amusante que la

." .
@8) Attila.

(3 “I love,” says a traveller, “to late, as I float along, that multitade of
palaces and churches, which are congregated and pressed as on a vast raft.” And who can
forget his walk through the Merceria, where the nightingales give you their melody from
lhopwthap,mmglhnulngyoureyu,ymmmthinkywndlinmfm
vhen,lndeed,yonmsll the while in the middle of the sea ? Who can forget his pros-
pect from the great tower, which onoe, when gilt, and when the sun struck upoa it, was
to be descried by ships afar off ; or his visit to 8t. Mark’s church, where you see nothing,
tread on ngthing, but what is precious ; the floor all agate, jasper ; the roof mosaic ; the
aisle hung with the banners of the subject cities ; the front and its five domes affecting you
as the work of some unknown people ? Yet all this may presently pass away ; the waters
may close over it ; and they that come row about in vain to determine exactly where it
stood.

(w)Apoet.olonrownommt.ry,Mr.Wordlvonh,huwnmnlnobhlonnetonth.
extinction of the Venetian rep

“Once did she hold the gorgeous East in fee,” &c.

@) “ 11 fallut subsister ; ils tirdrent leur subsistance de tout I'univers.” — Monses-
quieu.

(83) A caravan.

(63) There was, in my time, anvther republic, a place of refuge for the unfortunate, and,
not only at its birth, but to the last hour of its exi: , which had blished itself in
like manner among the waters, and which shared the same fate ; a republic, the citizens
of which, if not more enterprising, were far more virtuous,* and could say also to the great
nations of the world, ¢ Your countries were acquired by conquest or by inheritance ; but
ours in the work of our own hands. We renew it day by day ; and, but for us, it might
cease to be to-morrow ! '— a republic, in its progress, forever warred on by the elements,
and how often by men more cruel than they ; yet constantly cultivating the arts of peace,
and, short as was the course allotted to it (only three times the lifc of man, according to
the Psalmist), producing, amidst all its difficulties, not only the greatest seamen, but the
greatest lawyers, the g physicians, the most plished scholars, the most skilful
painters, and statcsmeon as wise as they were Jjust.t

® It 18 related that Spinola and Richardot, when on their way to negotiate & treaty at the Hague in
1608, saw eight or ten persons land from a little boat, and, sitting down on the graas, make a meal of
bread and cheese and beer. ** Who are these travellers? ™ said the ambassadors to a peasant. —
¢ They are the deputies from the states,” he answered, *‘ our sovereign lords and masten.” —¢* We
must make peace,’ they cried. ‘‘ These are not men to be conquered.” — Voltaire.

t What names, for instance, are more illustrious than those of Barneveldt and De Witt 7 But when
there were such mothers, there might well be such sons,

When Reinier Barneveldt was condemned to die for an attempt to revenge his father’s death by
assassination, his mother threw herself at the feet of Prince Maurice. ** You did not deign,’ said he,
410 ask for your husband’s life ; and why ask for your son’s 7' — ** My husband,” she replied, ' was
innocent ; but my son is guilty.”

De Witt was at once a modeol for the greatest and the lea: Careless as he waa of his life when in
the discharge of his duty, he was always careful of his heahh; and to the question bow he was able
to transact such a multiplicity of affairs, he would anawer, ‘¢ By doing only one thing at a time.” A

+ing which should not soon be forgotten, and which may remind the reader of another, though of

‘alue, by a great English lawyer of the Jast century, Jokn -Dunniag. **I do a little; a kttle
olf; and the rest is undone.”
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@0) Les prisons des plombs, c’est-dlire ces fournaises ardentes qu'on avait distri~
bubes en petites oecllules sous les terrasses qul couvrent le pulais ; les puits, c’est-d-dire
©es fosses creusées sous les canaux, ok le jour et la chaleur p'avalent jamais pénétré,
étalent les silencieux dépositaires des mystérieuses vengeances de ce tribunal. — Dars.

@1) A deep channel behind the island of 8. Glorgio Maggilore.

@2 “ How fares it with your world ? ” says his highness the Devil to Quevedo, on their
first interview in the lower regions. “ Do I prosper there ? ”—%“ Much as usual, I believe.”
~— % But tell me truly. How is my good city of Venice? Flourishing ?” — ¢“ More than
ever.” — ¢ Then I am under no apprehension. All must go well.”

In a letter written by ¥ Prisci » & Florentine, there is an i ting 1
of an entertainment given in that city by Titian.

“I was invited,” says he, “ to celebrate the first of August (ferrare Agosto) in & beauti-
ful garden belonging to that great painter,* a man who by his courtesies could give a grace
and a charm to anything festive ;¢ and there, when I arrived, I found him in company
with some of the moet accomplished persons then in Venice ; together with three of my
countrymen, Pletro Arctino, Nardi the historian,} and S8ansovino, so celebrated as a scalp-
tor and an architect.

% Though the place was shady, the sun was still powerful ; and, before we sat down at
table, we passed our time in lating the excellent pi with which the house was
filled, and in admiring the order and beauty of the garden, which, being on the sea and at
the northern extremity of Venice, looked directly on the little island of Murano, and on
others not less beautiful.

¢ Great, indeed, was our admiration, great our enjoyment, wherever we turned ; and no
sooner did the sun go down than the water was covered with gondolettas adorned with
ladies, and resounding with the richest harmonies, vocal and instrumental, which con-
tinued till midnight, and delighted us beyond , while we sat and supped, regaling
ourselves with everything that was most exquisite.”

(83) An allusion to the supper in Candide » c. xxvi.

®4) See Schiller’s Ghost-seer, c. i.

85) See the history of Bragadino, the Alchemist, as related by Daru. — Hist. de Venise,
c. 28.

The person that follows him was yet more extraordinary, and is said to have appeared
there in 1687. — See Hermippus Redivivus.

“Those who have experienced the advantages which all gers enjoy in that city
will not be surprised that one who weunt by the name of Signor Gualdi was admitted into
the best company, though none knew who or what he was. He remalined there some
months ; and three things were remarked concerning him : that he had a small but
inestimable collection of pictures, which he readily showed to anybody ; that he spoke on
every subject with such a mastery as astonished all who heard him ; and that he pever
wrote or received any letter, never required any credit or used any bills of exchange, but
paid for everything in ready money, and lived resp bly, though not splendidly.

© Great as he was, we know little of his practice. Palma the elder, who studied under his, used to
say that be finished nore with the finger than the pencil. — Bosehini.

t His acholar Tintoret, if s0 much could not be said of him, would now and then enliven the conver
sation at bis table with a sally that was not soon forgotten. Sitting one day there with his friend Bas~
oan, “ [ tell thee what, Giacomo,” said he: * if I bad thy coloring and thou badst my design, the
‘Titians and Corregios and Raphaels should not approach us.” — Verci.

§ Nardi lived long, if not so long as Titian. Writing to Varchi on the 13th of July, 1555, be saye:

* am atill sound, though feeble ; baving on the twenty-first of the present month to begin to chimb

+my mafl the steep ascent of the eigbtieth year of this my misspent life.” — Tiraboschi.
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experience of what by argument he could never convinoe you ; that one grain of our com-
mon sense, meanly as you may think of it, is worth a thousand of that esprit on which
you all value yourselves so highly ; for with one grain of common sense —”

4 Ah, villain ! ” exclaimed Moatesquien, * what a trick you have played me | And my
manuscript | my mannscript, which I bave barnt !

@3 La Biondina in Gondoletta.

@) « C'éait sous les portiques deo Saint-Marc que les patriciens se réunissaient tous
s jours. Le nom de cette promenade indiquait sa destination ; on Pappellait il Brogiio.”

— Daru.

(0) When a despot lays his hand on a free city, how soon must he make the discovery
of the rustic who bought Panch of the puppet-show man, and plained that he would
ot speak !

@) For this thought I am Indebted to some unpublished travels by the anthor of
Vathek. ¢

®2) Goldont, describing his jon with the Passalacqua, bas left us a lively picture
of this class of men.

¢ We were no sooner in the middle of that great lagoon which encircles the city, than
our discreet gondolier drew the curtain behind us, and let us float at the will of the waves.
“At length night came on, and we could not tell where we were. ¢ What is the hour?’
said I to the gondolier. —*I cannot guess, sir ; but, if I am not mistaken, it is the loves's
hour.’ — ¢ Let us go home,’ I replied ; and he turned the prow homeward, singing, as he
rowed, the twenty-sixth strophe of the sixteenth canto of the Jerusalem Delivered.”

©3) Premi o stali.
(®4) At Venice, if you have /a riva in casa, you step from your boat into the hall.

(@®5) Bianca Capello. It had been shut, if we may believe the novelist Malespini, by a
baker’s boy, as he passed by at daybreak ; and in her despair she fied with her lover to
Florenoe, where he fell by assassination. Her beauty, and her love-adventure as here
related, her marriage afterwards with the grand duke, and that fatal banquet at which
they were both poisoned by the cardinal, his brother, have rendered her history a
TomANce.

(96) This circumstance took place at Venioe on the first of February, the eve of the feast
of the Purification of the Virgin, A. D. 894, Pietro Candiano, Doge.

@®7) “E ] costume era, che tutte le novizse con tutta la dote loro venissero alla detta
chiesa, dov’ era il vescovo con tutta la chieresia.” — 4. Navagiero.

©®8) Among the Habiti AnticAi, in that admirable book of wood-cuts ascribed to Thian
(A. D. 1690), there is one entitled *‘ 8posa Venetiana & Castello.” It was taken from an
old painting in the Scuola di 8. Giovanni Evangelista, and by the writer is believed to

* rvepresent one of the brides here described.

%9) Ban Pietro di Castello, the patriarchal church of Venice.

(00 ¢ Una galera e una galeotta.” — M. Sanuto.

(0D In the lagoons of Caorio. The creek is still called I Porto delle Dongelle.
Q09) ¢ Paululdm etiam spirans,” &c. — Sallust. Bell. Catal. 69.
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Q@10 A remarkable instance, among others {n the annals of Venioe, that her prinoces
were h 3 her h princes.

@15 Count Ugolino. — Inferno, 32.

e) B ber the poor Marcolini !

(17) ¢ I visited onoe more,” says Alfieri, * the tomb of cur master in love, the divine
Petrarch ; and there, as at Ravenna, consecrated a day to meditation and verse.”

He visited also the house ; and in the album there wrote a sonnet worthy of Petrarch
himself.

“ 0 Cameretta, che gia in te chiudest
Quel Grande alla cul fama ¢ angusto {l mondo,” &c.

Al@eri took great pleasure in what he called his poetical piigrimages. At the birth.
place and the grave of Tasso he was often to be found ; and in the library at Ferrara he
has left this memorial of himself on & blank leaf of the Orlando Furioso: “ Vittorio Alfieri
vide e venerd. 18 giugno, 1783.”

(118) The Cdte Rotic, the Hermitage, &o.

(119) After which, in the M8,
A Crusoe, sorrowing in his loneliness —

(120) This village, says Boccacclo, hitherto almost unknown even at Padua, is soon to
become famous through the worid ; and the sailor on the Adriatic will prostrate himself
when he discovers the Euganean hills. ¢ Among them,” will he say, * sleeps the poet
who is our glory. Ah, unhappy Florence! You neglected him,— you deserved him
M"

a1) ¢“1 have built among the Euganean hills a small house, decent and proper ; in
which I hope to pass the rest of my days, thinking always of my dead or absent friends.”
Among those still living was Boccaccio ; who is thus mentioned by him in his will: “To
Don Giovanni of Certaldo, for a winter-gown at his evening studies, I leave fifty golden
florins ; truly little enough for so great a man.”

‘When the Venetians overran the country, Petrarch prepared for flight. * Write your
name over your door,” said one of his friends, ‘‘and you will be safe.” —¢ I am not so
sure of that,” replied Petrarch, and fled with his books to Padua. His books he left to
the republic of Venice, laying, as it were, a foundation for the library of 8t. Mark ; but
they exist no longer. His legacy to his friend Francis Carrara the elder, a Madonna painted
by Giotto, is still preserved in the cathedral of Padua.

Q3 Thrice happy is he who acquires the habit of looking everywhere for excellences,
and not for faults, — whether in art or in nature, — whether in a picture, a poem, or a
character. Like the bee in its flight, he extracts the sweet, and not the bitter, wherever he
goes ; till his mind becomes a dwelling-place for all that is beautiful, receiving, as it were
by instinct, what is congenial to itself, and rejecting everything else almost as uncon-
sclously as if it was not there.

(133) May I for a moment transport my reader into the depths of the Black Forest? It
is for the sake of a little story which hAs some relation to the subject, and which many, if
I mistake not, will wish to be true.

¢ Parewell ! said the old baron, as he conducted his guest to the gate. ** If you must
== wou must. But pramise to write, for we shall be anxious to hear of your entire

3 though we cannot regret, as we ought to do, an illness by which we have been
‘e gainers.” The young man sald nothing, but the tears were in his eyes ; and,
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is within them ; how great the confidence with which they look forward to the day, how~
ever distant, when thos¢ who are yet unborn shall biess them !

Qass) Paradiso, 17.

(40) The Chapel de' Depositi ; in which are the tombs of the Medici, by Michael
Angelo.

Q47) He died early ; living only to become the father of Catherine de Medicis. Had an
evil spirit d the h shape to propag ischief, he could not have done
better.

The statue is larger than the life, but not so large as to shock belief. It is the most real
and unreal thing that ever came from the chisel.

@48, The day of All Souls ; I A de’ Morti.

149 « Exoriare aliquis nostris ex ossibus ultor !

Perhaps there is nothing in language more affecting than his last testament. It is
addressed ¢ To God, the Deliverer,” and was found steeped in his blood.

(150) Filippo Strozsi.

@s1) The Tribune.

@52) Cosmo, the first Grand Duke.
(15%) De Thou.

(154) Elenora di Toledn. Of the children that survived her, one fell by a brother, one by
a husband, and a third murdered his wife. But that family was soon to become extinct.
It is some consolation to reflect that their country did not go unrevenged for the calamities
which they had brought upon her. How many of them died by the hands of each other !
— See p. 448,

(155) De Thou.
(156) The Palnzeo Vecchio. Cusmo had left it several years before.
(157) By Vasari, who attended him on this occasion. Thuanus, de Vitd sud, i.

(15%) It was given out that they had died of a contagious fever : and funcral orations
were publicly pronounced in their honor.

Alfieri has written a tragedy on the subject ; if it may be said so, when he has altered
80 entircly the story and the characters.

(159) He was the father of modern painting, and the master of (Hiotto, wliose talent he
discovered in the way here alluded to.

“ Cimahué stood still, and, having considered the boy and his work, he asked him if he
would o and live with him at Florence.  To which the boy answered that, if his father
was willing, he would go, with all his heart.” — }asari.

Of Cimabué little now renining at Florence, except his celebrated Madonpa, larger than
the life, in Santa Maria Novella. It was painted, according to Vasari, in a garden near
Porta 8. Picro, and, when finished, was carried to the church in solemn procession, with
trumpets before it. The garden lay without the walls ; and such wus the rejoicing there
on the occasion, such the feasting, that the suburb reccived the name of Borgo Allegri,
& name it still bears, though now a part of the city.

6% Iy first jnstrument was presented by him W the Doge of Veuice ; and there is
& tradition at Venice that he exhibited its wonders on the top of the tower of St. Mark.
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whence & may, — from the distant, from the dead, —and on it will contiowe to go, en-
lightening milllons yet unborn in regions yet undiscovered.

(7 La Verdea. It is celebrated by Rinuccini, Redi, and most of the Tuscan poets ; noe
is it unnoticed by some of ours.

¢ Say, he had been at Rome and seen the relics,
Drunk your Verdes wine,” ke.
Beaumont and Fletcker.

(173 It is diffcult to conceive what Galileo must have felt, when, having constructed his
telescope, he turned it to the heavens, and saw the mountains and valleys in the moon.
Then the moon was another earth ; the earth another planet ; and all were subject to the
same laws. What an evidence of the simplicity and the magnificence of nature !

But at length be turned it again, still directing it upward, and again be was lost ; for
he was now among the fixed stars ; and, if not magnified as he expected them to be, they
were iplied beyond

‘What a moment of exultation for such a mind as his ! But as yet it was only the dawn
of a day that was coming ; nor was he destined to live till that day was in its splendor.
The great law of gravitation was not yet to be made known ; and how littie did he think,
28 he beld the instrument in his hand, that we should travel by it so far as we have done ;
that its revelations would ere long be 8o glorious !

Among the innumerable stars now discovered, and at every improvement of the tele-
soope we discover more and more, there are many at such a distance from this little planet
of ours, that * their light must have taken at least a thousand years to reach us.” The
intelligence which they may be said to convey to us, night after night, must therefore,
when we receive it, be a thousand years old ; for every ray that comes must have set out
as long ago ; and, * when we obeerve their places and note their changes,” they may have
ceased to exist for a thousand years.

Nor can their dimensions be less wonderful than their distances ; if Sirius, as it is more
than conjectured, be nearly equal to fourteen suns, and there are others that surpass
8irius. Yet all of them must be as nothing in the immensity of space, and amidst the
¢ pumbers without number ” that may never become visible here, though they were cre-
ated in the beginning. — Sir John Herschel.

a74) Galileo came to Arcetri at the close of the year 1633 ; and remained there, while
he- lived, by an order of the Inquisition.* It i8 without the walls, near the Porta
Romana. .

He was buried with all honor in the church of the Santa Croce.

a7% Il Giojello.

(176) Ariosto himself employed much of his time In gardening ; and to his garden at
Ferrara wc owe many a verse.

a7 Milton went to Italy in 1638. * There it was,” says he, “that I found and visited
the famous Galileo, grown old, a prisoner to the Inquisition.” *Oid and blind,” he might
have said. QGalileo, by his own y b blind in D ber, 1637. Mtiton, as we

learn from the date of 8ir Henry Wotton’s letter to him, had not left England on the 18th
of April following. — See Tiraboschi, and Wotton's Remains.

(176 It has pleased God, said he, that I should be blind; and must not I also be
pleased ?

® For believing in the motion of the earth. ¢ ‘They may issue their decrees,’” says Pascal, ‘“ it is to
no purpose. If the earth 1a really turning round, all mankind together cannot keep it from tumming,
o keep themselves from turning with it."” — Les Prowinciales, xviii.
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Pliny, and still, I believe, called La Rosa, is full of beautiful scenery. Who does not wish
to follow the footsteps of Cicero there, to visit the Reatine Tempe and the Seven Waters ?

(1) Perhaps the most beautiful villa of that day was the Villa Madams. It isnow a
ruin ; but enough remains of the plan and the grotesque-work to justifly Vasarls acoount
offt.

The Pastor Fido, if not the Aminta, used to be often represented there ; and a theatre,
such as is here described, was to be seen in the gardens very lately.

(D) A fashion forever reviving in such a climate. In the year 1783, the Ninag of Pae-
siello was performed in a small wood near Caserta.

@9 I Tre Mauri.

(16) What poet before Shakspeare has availed himself of the phenomenan here alluded
to, & phonomenon so awful in his hands ?

(15 A Milanese story of the 17th century, by Alessandro Mansoni.
(R6) See the Hecubda of Euripides, v. 911, &o.

17 Such was the enthusiasm there at the revival of art, that the discovery of a
precious marble was an event for celebration ; and, In the instance of the Lacooon, it was
recorded on the tomb of the discoverer. ¢ Felicl de Fredis, qui ob proprias virtutes, et
repertum Laocodntfs divinum quod in Vaticano cernes feré respirans simulscrum, immor-
talitatem meruit, A. D. 1528.” %

The Laocoon was found in the baths of Titus, and, as we mey conclude, in the very
same chamber in which it was seen by the elder Pliny. It stood alone there in a niche
that Is still pointed out to the traveller ; t and well might it be hailed by the poets of that

day! Whata t for the imagination, when, on the entrance of a torch, it emerged
at once from the darkness of so long a night !
There is a letter on the subject, written by Fra da 8. Gallo, in 1567.

¢ Some statues being discovered in a vineyard near 8. Maria Maggiore, the Pope said to
& groom of the stables, ¢ Tell Giuliano da 8. Gallo to go and see them ;° and my father,
when he received the message, went directly to Michael Angelo Buonarroti, who was
always to be found at home (being at that time employed on the Mausoleum), and they set
out together on horseback ; I, who was yet a child, riding on the crupper behind my
father.

¢ When they arrived there and went down, they exclaimed, ¢This is the Laocoon of
which Pliny makes mention !’ and the opening was enlarged that the marble might be
taken out and inspected ; and they returned to dinner, discoursing of ancient things.”

(218) The street of the tombs in Pompecii may serve to give us some idea of the Via
Appia, that Regina Viarum, in its splendor. It is perhaps the most striking vestige of
antiquity that remains to us.

@19 And Augustus in his litter, coming at a still slower rate. He was borne along by
slaves ; and the gentle motion allowed him to read, write and employ himself as in his
cabinet. Though Tivoli is only sixteen miles from the city, he was always two nights on
the road. — Suetonius.

@20) Nero.

® In the Church of Ara Cali.
t The walls and the niche are of a bright vermilion. Bee Observations vn the Colors of the Ancients,
by Bir Humphrey Davy, with whom 1 visited this chamber in 1814,
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D) The transfiguration; “Ia quale opera, nel vedere il corpo morto, ¢ quella viva,
faceva scopplare I'anima di dolore & ogni uno che quivi guardava.” — Pasari.

D) “You admire that picture,” said an old Dominican to me at Padua, as I stood con-
templating a Last SBapper in the Refectory of his convent, the figures as large as the life.
1 have sat at my meals before it for seven and forty years ; and such are the changes
that have taken piace among us, — 30 many have come and gooe in the time, — that, when
1 look upon the company there, — upon those who are sitting at that table, silent as they
are, — I am sometimes inclined to think that we, and not they, are the shadows.”

The cel d fresco of Lionardo da Vindl in the monastery of Santa Maria delle Grasie,
at Milan, must again and again have suggested the same reflection. Opposite to it stood
the prior’s table, the monks sitting down the chamber on the right and left ; and the artist,
throughout his picture, has evidently endeavored to make it correspond with what he saw
when they were assembied there. The table-cloth, with the corners tied up, and with its
regular folds as from the press, must have been faithfully copied ; and the dishes and
drinking-cups are, no doubt, such as were used by the fathers in that day. — See Goethe,
vol. xxxix, p. 94.

Indefatigable was Lionardo in the prosecution of this work. I have seen him,” says
Bandello the novelist, * mount the scaffold at daybreak and continue there till night, for-
getting to eat or drink. Not but that he would sometimes leave it for many days together,
and then return only to meditate upon i, or to touch and retouch it here and there.” The
prior was forever complaining of the little progress that he made, and the duke at last
oconsented to spesk to him on the subject. His answer is given by Vasari. “ Perhaps I
am then most busy when I seem to be most idle, for I must think before I execute. But,
think as I will, there are two persons at the supper to whom I shall never do justice, —
our Lord and the disciple who betrayed him. Now, if the prior would but sit to me for the
M_"

The prior gave him no more trouble.

(M2) A dialogue which is said to have passed many years ago at Lyons (Mem.de Gram-
mont, i. 3), and which may still be heard in almost every hdtellerie at daybreak.

(343) How noble is that burst of eloquence in Hooker! ¢ Of law there can be no less
acknowledged, than that her seat is the bosom of God, her voice the harmony of the world,
All things in heaven and earth do her homage ; the very least as feeling her care, and ithe
greatest as not exempted from her power.

(344) As the descendants of an illustrious people have lately done.

They know their strength, and know that, to be free,
They have but to deserve it.

(M45) Candor, generosity and justice, how rare are they in the world ; and how much is
to be deplored the want of them! When a mini in our parli at last to
a measure, which, for many reasons perhaps existing no longer, he had before refused to
adopt, there should be no exultation as over the fallen, no taunt, no jeer. How often may
the resistance be continued lest an enemy should triumph, and the result of conviction be
received as a symptom of fear !

(346) Are we not also unjust to ourselves ; and are not the best among us the most so ?
Many a good deed is done by us and forgotten. Our benevolent feelings are indulged, and
we think no more of it. Butis it so when we err? And when we wrong another and
cannot redress the wrong, where are we then ? Yet 8o it is, and so no doubt it should be,
(o urge us on without ceasing, in this place of trial and discipline,

From good to better and to better still.
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‘Week to the shepherd’s humble offering in advent ; the last, ¥ we may judge from s
effects, not the least subduing, perhaps the most so.

Onoe, as I was approaching Frescati in the sunshine of a cloudless December morning, I
observed a rustic group by the road-side, before an image of the Virgin, that claimed the
devotl of the p nger from a niche in a vineyard wall. Two young men from the
mountains of the Abruzzi, in their long brown cloaks, were playing a Christmas carqgl.
Thelr instruments were a hautboy and a bagpipe ; and the air, wild and simple as it was,
‘was such as she might accept with pleasure. The ingenuous and smiling countenances of
these rude minstrels, who seemed so sure that she heard them, and the unaffected delight
of their little audi , all younger than th Ives, all standing uncovered, and moving
their lips in prayer, would have arrested the most careless traveller.

(300) Whoever has entered the Church of 8t. Peter’s or the Pauline Chapel, during the
exposition of the Holy Sacrament there, will not soon forget the blaze of the altar, or the
dark circle of worshippers kneeling in silence before it.

(381) An allusion to the saying of Archimedes, ‘Give me a place to stand upon, and I
will move the earth.”
-~

(82) An allusion to the prophecies concerning Antichrist. See the interpretations of
Mede, Newton, Clarke, &c. ; not to mention those of Dante and Petrarch.

€63) It was at such a t, when plating the young and the besutiful, that
Tasso conceived his sonnets, beginning ‘¢ Vergine pia,” and ¢ Vergine bella.” Those to
whom he addressed them have long been forgotten ; though they were as much perhaps
to be loved, and as much also to be pitied.

@64 Her back was at that time turned to the people ; but in his countenance might be
read all that was passing. The cardinal, who officiated, was ‘a venerable old man, evi-
dently unused to the service, and much affected by it.

(385 Among other ceremonies, a pall was thrown over her, and a requiem sung.
(308) He is of the beetle-tribe.

(367) ¢ For, in that upper clime, effulgence comes
Of gladness.” — Cary’s Dante.

C363) There is a song to the lucciola in every dialect of Italy ; as, for instance, in the
Genoese.

. ¢ Cabela, vegni a baso ;
Ti dajo un cuge de lette.”

The Roman is in a higher strain.
¢ Bella regina,” &c.

(289) ¢ Io piglio, quando il d) giunge al confine,
Le lucciole ne’ prati ampj ridotte,
E, come gemme, le comparto al crine ;
Pal fra I’ ombre da’ rai vivi ioterrotte
Mi presento ai Pastori, ¢ ognun mi dice ;
Clori ha la stelle al crin come ha la Notte.”
Varano.

@) Pliny mentions an extraordinary instance of longevity in the ilex. “There is
one,” says he, * in the Vatican, older than the city itself. An Etruscan inscription in let-
tara of braas attests that even in those days the tree was held sacred.”
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O Un pesso & clelo eadulo in terra. — Sannasare.

€236) If the bay of Naples is still beautiful, — if it still deserves the epithet of pujeder-
rimus, — what must it not once have been ;* and who, as he sails round it, can imegine
#% to himself as it was, when not only the villas of the Romans were in their splendor,t
but the tempies; when those of Herculaneum and Pompeii and Baiss and Puteoli, and
how many more, were standing, each on its emd or on the gin of the sea ; while,
with choral music and with a magnificence that' had exhausted the wealth of kingdoms, §
the galleys of the imperial court were anchoring in the shade, or moving up and down in
the sunshine.

8 Virgil.
(388) Quarum sacra fero, ingentl percussas amere.
(280) The Tarantella.

(290) Capres.
@91) Tiberius.

G92) ¢ How often, to demonstrate his power, does he employ the meanest of his instro-
mants j as in Egypt, when he called forth, not the serpents and the monsters of Africa,
but vermin from the very dust !” .

(398) The elder Pliny. See the Jetter in which his nephew relates to Tacitus the circam-
stances of his death. —In the morning of that day Vesuvius was covered with the most
Juxuriant vegetation ; § every elm had its vine, every vine (for it was in the month of
August) its clusters ; nor in the cities below was there a thought of danger, though their
interment was so soon to take place. In Pompelii, if we may believe Dion Cassius, the
people were sitting In the theatre when the work of destruction began.

(@34 Pompeti.

(385 Pansa, the Zdile, aocording to some of the interpreters ; but the inscription at
the entrance is very obscure.

It is remarkable that Cicero, when on his way to Cllicia, was the bearer of & letter to
Atticus “ ex Panss Pompeiano.” | (Ad. Att. v. 3.) That this was the house in question,
and that in the street, as we passed along, we might have met him, coming or going, every
pligrim to Pompeli must wish to believe.

But, delighting in the coast and in his own Pompelanmn (Ad. Att. ii. 1), he could be no
stranger in that city ; and often must he have received there such homage as ours.

! (206) In a time of revolution he could not escape unhurt ; but to the last he preserved
his gayety of mind through every change of fortune ; living right hospitably when he had
the means to do so, and, when he could not entertain, dining as he is here represented,
with his velvet friends — en fomille.

(%) La Croce Bianca.

® ¢ Antequam Vesuvius mons, ardescens, faciem loci verteret.” — Tucit. ‘* Annal.” 1v, 67.

¥ With their groves and porticos they were everywhere along the shore, * erat enim frequens ama-
nitas orm;** and whbat a neighborheod must have been there in the last days of the Commonwealth,
‘when such men as Casar, and Pompey, and Lucullus, and Cicero, and Hortensius, and Bretus, were
eontinuaily retiring thither from the carea of public life !

14 G is puppi icoloribus velis,” &c. — Sweton. ** Calig.” .

§ Martial. IV, 4.

According to The ipta di







458 NOTES.

CR1) There is at this day in Syracuse a street called La Strada deghi Amalfitani.
@12 In the year 830. S8ee Muratori : Art. CAronsci Amalphiteni Fragments.

@13 By degroes, says Giannoge, they made themselves famous throngh the world. The

Tarini Amalfitani were a coin familiar to all nations ; and their maritime code regulated
everywhere the commerce of the sea. Many churches in the East were by them built and
endowed ; by them was founded in Palestine that most renowned military Order of Bt.
John of Jerusalem ; and who does not know that the mariner's pass was i d by
& ciisen of Amalfi ?

Glorious was their coarse,
And long the track of light they left behind them.

(314) The Abbey of Monte Cassino is the most ancient and venerable house of the Bene-
dictine order. It is situsted within fifteen leagues of Naples, on the inland road to Rome ;
and no house is more hospitable.

(315) This story —if & story it may be cailed —is fictitious; and I have dooe littis
more than give it as I received it.

@16) Michael Angelo.

(317) There are many miraculous pictures in Italy, but none, I believe, were ever before
described as mali in their infl At Arezso, in the Church of 8t. Angelo, there is
indeed over the great altar a fresco-painting of the fall of the angels, which has a singular
story belonging to it. It was palated In the fourteenth century by Spinello Aretino, who
has there represented Lucifer as changed into a shape so mounstrous and terrible that he
is sald In that very shupe to have haunted the artist in his dreams, and to have hastened
his death ; crying, night after night, ‘‘ Where hast thou seen me in a shape so mon-
strous ?” In the upper part 8t. Michael is seen in combat with the dragon : the fatgl |
transformation {s fu the lower part of the picture. — Vasari.

@18) Then degraded, and belonging to a Vettarino.

319) A Florentine family of great antiquity. In the sixty-third novel of Franco Sac-
chettl we read that a stranger, suddenly entering Giotto'’s study, threw down a shield and
departed, saying, * Paint me my arms in that shield ; ** and that Giotto, looking after him,
exclaimed, ¢ Who is he? What is he ? He says, Paint me my arms, as if he were one
of the Bardi! What arms does he bear ?

(320 A large boat for rowing and sailing, much used in the Mediterranean.

(321) Paganino Dorla, Nicolo Plsani; those great seamen, who balanced for so many
years the furtunes of Genoa and Venlce.

(120 Kvery reader of Spanish poetry is inted with that affecting romance of
Gongora,

¢ Amarrado al duro banco,” &c.
Lord Holland has translated it in his llent Life of Lope de Vega.

(323) There is a custom on the continent well worthy of notice. In Boulogne we read, as
we ramble through it, * Ici est mort I’Auteur de Gil Blas ;” in Rouen, “ Ici est né Plerre
Cornellle ; ” in Geneva, * Ici est né Jean-Jacques Rousseau ; ” and in Dijon there is the
Malson Bossuct ; in Parls, the Qual Voitaire. Very rare are such memorials among us :
and yet, wherever we meet with them, — in whatever country they were, or of whatever






The blood of those most eminent of old

Yor wisdom, virtue, — those who could rencunce
The things of this world for their consclence’ sake,
And die like blessed martyrs.



























