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4 FRANCIS DRAKE

Ay, and the gentlemen, to hold our course.

Now, were we all of us of one firm mind,

This cheating voyage should end, and that full soon.

This in your ear. Did I dare speak of Burleigh —

[ Winter recoils.

WinTER. Have you a mind to lose us both our heads?

I would not ill report you, but your words

Sail near to treason, both to Queen and Friend.
DouvcuTYy. I pray you but this once be patient with me.

My actions shall not lack support in England.

If I might dare say all, you best of any

Would know the admiral has no better friend.

The ships decay; the sailors mutiny;

Before us lies a waste of unknown seas;

Methinks authority doth beget in men

A certain madness. Think yvou if we chance

To ruin peaceful towns and scuttle ships,

And rouse these Spanish hornets on their coasts,

Think you the dearest counsellor of the Queen —

I may not name him — will be better pleased

With him that hurts or him that helps this voyage?
WinTer. [ think your enterprise more perilous

Than half a hundred voyages, good friend —

I pray you risk not losing of the name,

For you are greatly changed from him I knew

This some time past of gentle disposition ;

In danger tranquil; gay, and yet discreet;

Learned in the law, a scholar and a soldier.
DoucHTY. An old-time nursery trick: comfits before,

And after comes the dose; then sweets again.
WinTeEr. Be not so hasty; hear me to the end,

And be my careful friendship early pardoned.

I have heard you say of late you lack advancement.
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There is advancement no man need to lack
Who makes his Duty like a mother's knees,
Where all his prayers are said. This man you were,
What other man is this I hardly know:
One that of all his natural endowments
Makes but base use to stir the meaner sort,
To darken counsel with a mist of words,
To scatter falsehood, and to sow distrust;
And all as lightly as a housewife flings
The morning grain amidst her cackling crew.
DovcHTY. You have done well to ask my pardon first.
WinTter. Nay. I do hold the bond of friendship
strong ;
And he who wills to keep his friends must know
To stomach that they lack. I would indeed
You had not spoken as you have to-day.
DoucaTtYy. What matters it? My words are safe with
you.
WinTER. Safe as my countenance will let them be;
Safe till the admiral asks, and, like a boy,
I stand a-twiddling of uneasy thumbs,
On this foot, now, or that, red in the face.
By Heaven! what fetched you on this hated voyage?
DovcHTy. A trick. A fetch indeed!
WINTER. Nay, that’s not so.
Trick or no trick, this is not English earth,
Nor Drake the man who on the Devon greens
Sat half the night a-talking poesy.
I have seen many men in angry moods,
But this man’s wrath is as the wrath of God,
Instant and terrible. Pray you, be warned,
And if your soul be capable of fear —
DoucHTY. Fear!
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WINTER. Ay, a healthful virtue in its place.
Had I been but the half as rash as you,
My very sword would tremble in its sheath.
DouvcHTY. And yet I have no nearer friend than he.
WinTeER. You judge men by their love, as maidens do.
DoucHTY. And not an ill way, either, as earth goes,
The admiral in his less distracted times
Hath some rare flavor of the woman in him.
WinTer. Oh, that's the half of him: no lady wronged,
No pillaged church, no hurt of unarmed man,
Will stain his record at the great account.
Have then a care. The gentle, just, and brave
Are ill to anger.
Doucury. What I say to you
I not less readily shall say to him,
Trusting the friendly equity of his love,
WinTeER. A certain devil lurks in every angel,
Else had there never been a strife in heaven.
Now on my soul I wonder at the man.
Thrice has he warned you as a brother might,
And once removed you from a high command.
"T is very strange to me how men may differ.
No doubts have I; along these savage coasts
Magellan sailed. Are we not English born?
DoucHTy. I neither have forgotten nor forget.
Thanks for your patience. There is more to say
That might be said.
WiINTER. I would it had been less.
I think it well no other hears your words.
DoucaTY. Oh, fear not I shall rashly squander speech.
WinTer. Spend not your thoughts at all. Be miserly.
These wooden walls have echoes; to and fro
Some wild word wanders, till, on each return,
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We less and less our own mind’s children know.
All gold they say is of the devil’s mint;
But words are very devils of themselves.
I do commend you to a fast of speech.
DoucHTY. It might be wise—but you'll not talk of this.
WinTer. Nay, that I will not. It is you will speak.
A restless tongue is ever no man’s friend.
Come, let us shift the talk. 'T is perilous.
[Winter, as he speaks, walks to the rail.
How huge and bloody red the moon to-night!
This utter quiet of the brooding sea
I like not over well; nor yon red moon.
So, there’s a breeze again, and now 't.is still.
We shall have storms to-morrow.
DouGHTY. Reason good,
Before our ships are scattered far and wide,
That I should speak what others dare not speak.
Winter. Nor I dare hear. My mother used to say
That silence was a very Christian virtue.
When I talk folly, be the Moon my friend;
There are no eavesdroppers among the stars.
DoucHTY. Her sex, they say, are leaky counsellors;
And, too, she shares your secrets with a man,
Red i’ the visage now. Here's three to keep
Your pleasant indiscretions.
WINTER. Happy Moon!
That ere a day is dead shall England see.
Ah, gentle dame, shine on our island homes;
Kiss for my sake a face as fair as thine;
Go, tell our love to every maiden flower
That droops tear-laden in our Devon woods.
" DoucrtYy. I dreamed last night that never more again
Should I see England. :
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Doucuty. 'T is not the danger checks me; yet be sure
I shall not spare to think upon your words.
You have my thanks. Good-night, and merry dreams.
See that you keep my counsel.

WINTER. . Said I not,
T was safe with me?

DoucHTY (goes over the rail to his boat). Good-night,
and better winds.

WINTER. Good-night to you.
The devil take the man.

Cabin of Pelican.
Drake. Vicary. WINTER.

WiNTER. It sorts not with my honor that I speak.
Drake. Enough to know John Winter will not speak;
A cruel verdict is the just man’s silence.
I have been patient, but the end has come.
What breeds these discontents? I know the man.
Were he twin brother of my mother’s womb
He should not live to mar my Prince’s venture.
(To Vicary.) Are you struck silent, like my good John
Winter?
What substance is there in this mutinous talk?
Vicary. Too little substance, not enough to eat;
A prating parson, and some empty bellies.
A very mutinous thing’s an empty paunch.
Drake. Now here’s a man has never a plain answer.
QOut with it in good English.
VICARY. As you will,
I pray you pardon me my way of speech;
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The straits lie yonder, dark and perilous;
The Spaniards’ villainies sit heavy here.
[Strikes his breast.
Their racks are red with honest English blood;
The dead call, “ Come.” Ah, Winter, by my soul,
When Panama is ours, when their galleons lie
Distressful wrecks, and England’s banner flies
Unquestioned on the far Pacific sea,
Then —
Winter. Is it so? Runs your commission thus?
Drake. Once past the straits, and all shall know my
errand.
Here is the warrant of Her Majesty,
And here the sword she bade me call her own.
Winter. Did Doughty know of this?

DRAKE. Ay, from the first.
WinTer. A double treason.
DRAKE. Counsel me, John Winter.

The sailors murmur, and the gentlemen

Sow quarrels and dissension through the fleet.

My dearest friend betrays my dearest trust.

What means this gay boy's chatter about time?
WinTER. A riddle easily read, if you but think

What use the devil has for idle hours.
Drake. I have long meant to make an end of that.

. Go tell these lazy gentles, Francis Drake

Bids them to haul and pull as sailors do;

Ay, let them reef and lay out on the yards.

1’1l bid ’gainst Satan for their idleness.

Belike they may not care to go aloft;

Then, on my word, I've bilboes down alow.
Winter. Thou wouldst not set a gentle i’ the stocks?
Drake. Gentle or parson, let them try me not.
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* DougHTy. Oh, by heaven! no!
(Astde.) Time must be won. I 've been a loitering fool.
(Aloud.) I would that I could clear my mind to you.

FLercuer. Why not to me? What other is so fit?
Is not confession like an act of nature?

DougHty. I am like a wine thick with confusing lees.
To-day they settle, and to-morrow morn
Another shakes me, and I'm thick again.

[Fletcher watches him. Both are silent for a moment.
You are both man and priest.

FLETCHER. Add friend to both.
DouvgHTY. We said, most reverend sir, both man
and priest.

Had you been more of man, yet all of priest,
Confession had been easier.
FLETCHER, More of man!
Grant you I lack the courage of the sea,
Think you it takes none to be now your friend?
I have the will, ay, and the resolution,
To help you when I think you most need help.
I guess the half your lips delay to tell.
Doucuty (looking about him). Enough. Time passes,
and you should know all.
My Lord of Burleigh much mislikes this voyage.
Who helps to ruin it will no loser be.
Had I but known this ere my florins went
To help a foolish venture!
FLETCHER. But the Queen —
DoucHTYy. Hath ever had two minds, as is her way.
(Points north.) Now there advancement lies. (Points
south.) And that way death.
FLeTrcHer. Art in the service of my Lord of Burleigh?
Not more than thou am I this admiral’s man.
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Cabin of Pelican.

Drake. I would this man had been less dear to me;
Another I had long since crushed. The rat

Which gnaws the planks between our lives and death

I had as lightly dealt with. For love's sake

And all the honest past that has been ours

Once shall I speak. Once more: [A knock.
Ho there! Come in.

Enter CHESTER and DoucHTY.

CHESTER. The land lies low to westward, and the

wind
Blows fair and steady. [DraxkE looks at the chart.
DrAKE. Ay, St. Juhian's isle.

[Exit CHESTER,
(Toe DoucHTY). Pray you be seated.

DoucHTY. I am ordered hither.
"T were fit I stand.
DrAKE. Yes, I am admiral;

But there are moments in the lives of all
When the stern conscience of a too great office
Appals the kindlier heart that fain would be
Where indecisions breed less consequence.
I said, be seated. [DoucuTY o0beys.
Are you not my friend?
Forget these rolling seas, the time, the place,
This mighty errand which my Prince has sped.
Think me to-day but simple Francis Drake,
And be yourself the brother of my heart.
DoucHTY. There spoke the old Frank Drake I seemed
to lose.
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Drake. Let us try back. We are like ill-broken dogs.
Our lives have lost the scent.
DoucHTy. Nay, think not so.
Drakge. Ah, once I had a friend, a scholar wise,
A soldier, and a poet; dowered, 1 think,
With all the gentle gifts that win men’s hearts.
Of late he seems another than himself;
Of late he is most changed, and him I knew
Is here no more. Ah, but I too am double,
And one of me is still your nearest friend,
And one, ah, one is admiral of the fleet.
Let him that loves you whisper to your soul
The thing he would not say. You understand.
Ah, now you smile. A pretty turn of phrase
Did ever capture you. 'T was always thus.
We have seen death so often, eye to eye,
That fear of death were idle argument;
Yet in such words of yours as men report
A deathful sentence lurks. Oh, cast away
These mad temptations, won I know not whence.
Last night I fell to thinking, ere I slept,
Of those proud histories of older days
You loved to tell amid the tents in Ireland.
Trust me, no one of these that shall not fade
Before the wonder of this English tale
Of what El Draco and his captains did.
And when, at twilight, by .our Devon hearths
Some old man tells the story, shall he pause,
And say, But one there was, of England born,
That sowed the way with perils not of God,
Breeding dissension, casting on his name
Dishonor —
Doveaty (leaping up). Now, by heaven! no man
shall say —
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DRAKE (smiling and quiet, puts a hand on each shoulder
of Doucury). Hush! you will waken up that
other man.

Read not my meaning wrong. I am sore beset.
Before me lie dark days. The timid shrink;
The gentlemen, who should have been my stay,
Fall from me useless. Yet, come what come may,
For England's glory and my lady’s grace,

I go my way. Well did he speak who said,

“ Heaven is as near by water as by land.”

And therefore, whether it be death or fame
That waits in yonder seas, I go my way.

Yet, if I lose you on this venturous road,
Half the proud joy of victory were gone.

I have been long; you, patient. Rest we here.

DoucETY. Yes, I am more than one man; more *s
the pity. .

If I have sinned, forgive me, and good-night.

Drake. Thou shalt stay with me on the Pelican.

DoucHTY (aside). So, so. A child in ward! (Aloud.)
Again, good-night. [ Exit.

[Enter VICARY.

Vicary. The water shoals. A land lies west by south.

There seems good anchorage in the island’s lee.
Drake. We shall find water here, good fruit and fish.
Send in a boat for soundings. Signal all
To anchor where seems best; and Vicary,
Set thy gay humor to some thoughtful care
Of him that left just now. I hold him dear.
Vicary. I would to heaven he were safe in England.
Drake. And I, and I. He is more like a child
Than any man my life’s experience knows.
Yet he is dangerous to himself and us;
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4TH SAIlLor. Where scurvy Dons have gone, good
English may.

DoucHTY. We gentles are no better off than you.
Here is an order, we shall pull and haul
And lay aloft. What! Lack ye meat to-day?

Here are grubs to spare. These caverned biscuits hold
Small beeves in plenty. Here’s more life, I think,
Than we are like to find on yonder coast.

1sT SaiLoR. A Portugee did tell me once there was
no day in the straits where we must sail, and all the sea
be full of venomed snakes.

DoucHTY. Nay. That’s a foolish fable. True it is
that in the straits are mighty isles of ice, with sail and
mast. They beat about, men say, like luggers on a wind,
and never man to handle rope or sail.

FrercHEr. The boats are come again, and no water,
none! Alas, this miserable voyage!

Enter Vicary from boat.

Vicary. Not so, good chaplain. Underneath a cliff
I found a spring as sweet as England’s best.
Good store of shellfish, too, and these strange fruits.
(To DoucHTY). You 're but an old wife at these fireside
tales. Lord, lads! there’s wonders yonder. It is twice
as good as a fair in May. There s only a merry-go-round
that’s called a swirlpool. Round you go, a hundred
years, ship and all, not a farthing to pay, and then home
to bed, with addled pates, as good as drunk, and no man
the poorer. [The men laugh.

IST SAILOR (aside). He do lie to beat a rusty wea-
ther-cock.
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DraAKE. Ay, master! Traitor to the Queen,
This long account is closed. All, all is known,
Since when, at Plymouth, on the eve we sailed,
My Lord of Burleigh bought you; what the price
The devil knows — and you.
DoucHTY. My Lord of Burleigh!
I pray you speak of this with me alone.
What I would say is for a secret ear.
Drake. No, by my sword, not 1!
DoucHTY. Then have your way.
No law can touch me here. This is not England.
Drake. Where sails a plank in English forests hewn,
There England is. This deck is England now,
And I a sea-king of thus much of England.
Put me this man in irons! See to it!
Let him have speech of none except yourselves.
[Exeunt WINTER and DouGcHTY.
(To Vicary.) 1 have too long delayed.
Vicary. That may well be.
Drage. 1 hear he hath great favor with the crews,
A maker of more mischief than I guessed.
Vicary. Men love him well.
DraxE. He hath too many friends.
This is the very harlotry of friendship.
Go now, and pray that when command is yours
You have no friends. See that strict guard be kept.

[Exit VICARY.
(Alone.) I would that God had spared me this one hour.

Pelican. DoucHTY in irons on the deck, seated upon a
coil of ropes, leaning against a mast.

WiINTER (to the guards). Back there, my men!
DoucHTY. You are most welcome, Winter.
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To pluck my leaves be tender quick,
A fortune fair to prove,
And count in love's arithmetic
Thy pretty sum of love.
[The men come nearer.
Oh, Devon’s lanes be green o’ergrown,
And blithe her maidens be,
But there be some that walk alone,
And look across the sea.

IsT SarLor. ‘T is a sad shame so gay a gentleman
Should lie in irons,
2D SAILOR. Ay, the pity of it.
WiNTER (to the men). Off with you there! (To
DoucuTy.) The devil’s in your tongue!
Why must you sing of England? Follow me.
I think you would breed mutiny in heaven.

[Exit.
Cabin of Pelican.
Drake. Enter FLETCHER.
FrercHER. I come as bidden. What may be
your will?
Drake. Think you a man may serve two masters?
FLETCHER. Nay,
'T is not so writ.
DRrAKE. Yet there are some I know

Would have me serve a dozen, and my Queen.
Shall I serve this man’s doubt, and that man’s fear~
Who bade these cowards follow me to sea?

And you, that are Christ's captain,— what of you?
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Tell what in penitence a troubled soul
Has in confession whispered. Ask me not.
Draxke. If I do understand your words aright,
Save for the idle talk of idle men,
He hath said nought to you except of sin
Such as the best may in an hour of shame
Tell for the soul’s relief. If this be so,
Nor I, nor any man, may question you.
FrLercuer. I do assure you that I spoke the truth.
DrAkE (perplexed, walks to and fro. Turns suddenly,
offering the hilt of his sword). Swear it upon the
cross-hilt of my sword.
Swear! (Fletcher hesitates.) As my God is dear, thou
art more false
Than hell’s worst devil. Ho! Without there! Ho!

FrLercaer. Nay, I will swear.

DRrakE. Too late. Without there! Ho!
Send me the boatswain's mate. Without there! Ho!
If I confess thee not, thou lying priest,

May I die old — die quiet in my bed.
Ho there! And quick!

FLETCHER. I pray you— let me think.

It may be that I did not understand.
It might be that he talked to me, a man,
As man to man. I think 't was even so.

Drake. Out with it —quickly! Speak! Out! Out

with it!

Frercuer. I think, he said, the purpose of this voyage

Was hid, and all of us are cheated men.
It seems, he said, that if the gentles here
Were of one mind, and stirred the crews to act,
We might see England and our homes again.

Drake. What more?
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I would not that, when you and I are old,

Uneasy memories of too hasty action

Should haunt us with reproach. But have a care.

My duty knows no friend; be yours as ignorant.

Our fortunes and the honor of the Queen —

I should have said her honor and our fortunes —

Rest in your hands. See that my words be known.
Winter. To all?
DRAKE. To all, sailors and gentlemen,

[Exeunt the captains.

WiINTER, Vicary, and CHESTER without.

CuesTER. I’m like a child that fain would run away
To ’scape a whipping.

WINTER. There are none of us
More sore at heart than Drake.
VICARY. I know of one.

I would a friend were dead ere break of day,
And all to-morrow’s story left untold.
I think that I shall never laugh again,
[They reach the deck.

CHESTER (pointing to the gibbet on the shore).
It may be yon long-memoried counsellor
Made hard the admiral’s heart.

Vicary. That might be so.
I wandered thither, yesterday, at eve,
And found a skull. Didst ever notice, Winter,
How this least mortal relic of a man
Does seem to smile? Hast ever talked with skulls?
They are courteous ever, and good listeners.
And never one of them, or man or maid,
That is not secret. There’s another virtue;
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But there are those in England — far away —
Mother and sister —

DRAKE. Sir, you have my orders!
Henceforth no friends for me! This traitor dies,
As traitors all should die, a traitor’s death.

The man’s life judges him, not you, nor L.

Vicary. Indeed, the manner of a man’s departure,
Whether upon a war-horse or an ass,

Doth little matter, as it seems to me,

If those he leaves feel not the fashion of it.
Now, many a year that rope will throttle me,
Who am no traitor, and who like not well
What treachery this man’s nature moved him to.

Drake. It seems to me that good men’s lives are spent
In paying debts another makes for them.

I have my share. Take you your portion, too.
Be just, I pray you, both to him and me.

Now, here’s a man that was my closest friend.
In Plymouth, ay, in London, ere we sailed,
Against the pledge myself had given the Queen,
He told the purpose of my voyage to Burleigh,
Pledging himself to wreck this enterprise,

Lest we should rouse these Spanish curs to bite.
That I do hold the warrant of the Queen

None but this traitor knew, and, knowing it,
Has set himself to brewing discontent,

Stirred mutiny amidst my crews, cast wide

The seed of discord, till obedience,

That is the feather on the shaft of duty,
Failed, and my very captains questioned me.
One man must die, or this great venture dies;
This man must die, or we go backward home,
Like mongrel dogs that fear a shaken stick.
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By any dread of what the great may do,

Though we should prick this sullen Spain to war.
Vicary. Now, by St. George, could we but stir the

Dons

To open fight! The Queen has many minds,

But when the blades are out, and Philip strikes,

As strike he will, these wary counsellors

Will lose her ear amid the clash of swords.
Draxe. Pray God that I do live to see the day

When all the might of England takes the sea,

And we, that are the falcons of the deep,

Shall tear these cruel vultures, till our beaks

Drip red with Spanish blood!

VICARY. May I be there!
Drake (gravely). Trust me, we all shall live to see
that hour.

God gives us moments when the years to come
Lie easily open like a much-read book.
Oppressed with weight of care, in these last days
I seem to see beyond this bitter time.
We shall so carry us in yon Rome-locked seas
That all the heart of England shall be glad,
And the brown mothers of these priest-led Dons
Shall scare unruly children with my name.
And then, and then, I see a nobler hour.
A day of mightier battle, when their fleets
Shall fly in terror from our English guns,
And through the long hereafter we shall sail
Unquestioned lords of all the watery waste.
Oh, 't was a noble dream!
Vicary. But what were life
Without the splendid prophecy of dreams?
Drake. At least, a moment they have given release
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WiNTER. I do not understand.
Doucury. And I too well. Wilt send me Vicary?

WinTER (aside). As strange a monitor for a mortal
hour

As e'er a sick life’s fancy hit upon. [ Exit.
Douvcaty (alone). This is a sad disguise of clemency.

Death seemed a natural and safe conclusion.

~ As one serenely bound upon a voyage,

I had turned my back on all I did hold dear,

And looked no more to land. I think, indeed,

Almost the very touch and sound of life

Seemed fading, as when sleep comes wholesomely.

Now I am in the wakened world again.

And all the blissful company of youth,

Love, friendship, hope, the mere esteem of men,

Beckon, and mock me like to sunlit fields

Seen from the wave-crests where a swimmer strives,

Struck hither, thither, by uneasy seas.

Christ to my help! Ah, counsel always best.

How should I bide upon these heathen shores?
Knowing how frail I be, how strong a thing

Is the contagion of base men’s customs.

Alas! alas! I ever have been one

That wore the color of the hour’s friend.
What! risk my soul, that hath an endless date,
For days or years of life? That may not be.

What! home:to England? I, a tainted man;
That’s the gold casket where temptation lies.
There is no unconsidered blade of grass,
No little daisy, and no violet brief,
That does not. hurt me with its sweet appeal.
[Walks to and fro.
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Vicary. I pray you talk not thus.
Doucury. And wherefore not? A moment, only one,
The thought of England troubled my decision;
But that is over. Yet, a word of home.
There is a maid in Devon — (hesitates.) Pardon me.
When, by God's grace, you see her, as you must,
Tell her I loved her well — and what beside
I leave to you. I shall not hear the tale.
Be gentle in the way of your report.
Ah me! by every cross a woman kneels;
I doubt not, LLeonard, that some Syrian girl
Sobbed where the thief hung dying. Now, good-by!
Go! and remember — I shall hold you to it. J
[Exit Vicary.
Oft when the tides of life were at their full,
I have sat wondering what the ebb would be,
And what that tideless moment men call death.
I think it strange as nears the coming hour,
I willingly would fetch it yet more near.
Vicary (without, as he goes on deck). He asks a
smile where nature proffers tears.
I have laughed tears before, and may again.
Here dies a man who, like that heir of Lynne,
Has madly squandered honor, friendship, love,
And hath no refuge save the dismal rope.
Shall that bring other fortunes than he spent?
Ah me! I loved him well,— and I must smile —
That will seem strange to men. [ sometimes wish
I could feel sure that Christ did ever smile,

Enter DRAKE.

Draxke. 1 come to hear thy choice.
DovcHTY. My choice is made.
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It must not be the gibbet and the rope!
The axe and block, men say, cure all disgrace.
Drake. So shall it be.
DoucHTyY. I knew you not unkind.
I pray you leave me now. God prosper you.
You cannot know how kind a thing is death.

Island of St. Julian. Table spread at noon, under the
trees. DRAKE seated with DovcuTY and other officers.

In the background, a block, with the headsman, sailors,
and others.

Vicary and WINTER approach the table.

Vicary. Didst hear, John Winter, what he said to

him ?

WinTer. I had but come ashore. What said he,
Leonard?

Vicary. First, he would have the admiral take the
bread:;

Then, when in turn the priest did come to him,
He said, “I would another man than you
Were here to give me of this bread of God.
Yet, as for this dear body of my Lord,
A pearl that’s carried in a robber’s pouch
Doth lose no lustre;” and with no more words
Took of the sacrament; and so to table.
[They approach sadly and in silence.
DouvcatyY (looking up). Come, come, I 'll none of this!
Here are bent brows;
You go not thus to battle. Shall one death
Disturb our appetites and spoil our mirth?
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Or in the merriest moment of a fight,
When blades are out, and the brave Dons stand fast —
Upon my soul, I can no more of this,
You ask too much of man. T can no more!
[Leaves the table.
DovcaTtY. Now, here’s a dull companion. Go not
yet —
Or go not far, and let not sorrow cheat me.
Vicary. Obh, I shall smile. Rest you assured of that.
[Moves away.
DovcuTy. I thought he had been made of sterner stuff.
There’s a too gentle jester. (7o Drake.) Think you,
Frank,
That we shall meet in heaven?
DRAKE. Such is my trust.

[They talk in whispers.
DovcaTy (aloud). The wind lies fair to south.
Friends, gentles, all,
It were not well to lose a prospering hour.
God send you kindly gales and gallant ventures!
Strike hard for me, John Winter! When the Dons
Are thick about you and the fight goes ill,
Cry, This is for remembrance! This, and this!
And you, dear Leonard, when the feast is gay
Drink double for your friend. Be sure my lips
Shall share with yours the laughter and the cup.
[Rises, as do all.
Now, then: The Queen and England! (Drinks.) (To
Drake.) Take my love.
Still let me live a friendly memory —
Come with me.
DrAKE. No, I cannot, cannot come !

[Moves away.






PHILIP VERNON

THE INN

JuLy 21, 1588

WaEN Bess was queen, and the Bishop of Rome and
the King of Spain were troubling our England, the
cowls were many in the land, and knew how to pull
the lamb-skins well around them.

One of these wolves, of a summer morning, walked,
halting a little, to and fro under the great oaks be-
tween the Vernon Arms and the road. His sheep’s
clothing was a burgher’s gray hose and doublet; but
he was not right, red English, having of late come
out of Spain, yellow-cheeked and lean. He looked
down the highway to the bridge, and then with his
eyes followed the river curves to the sea, whence, he
smiled to think, the great Armada would come, in
time to help certain wicked schemes, and set the
cowls again in high places. Then, less pleased, he cast
looks at a gallant in blue with yellow points, who sat
at a table a little way from the inn. This gentle had
a good leg and was high-colored and young. At times
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Herewith the young gallant, Philip Vernon by name,
calls out to a servant of the inn:

“ Fetch me some ale, good fellow. Set it here —
Two brimming tankards. See 't is cool and clear.
How fresh the air! I like this breezy shade
The better since by sunshine it is made.
Our Spanish saying aptly hits my mark:
Soar with the hawk,
Sing with the lark;
Eyes for the sunlight,
Lips for the dark.
St. James! I'm weary of my unused self,
Left like a dull book on a dusty shelf.
I hate this corner life! Now, by the Cid!
I must be more discreet. I’'m sternly bid
To hide my name because my name may lead —
I know not why — to questions that exceed
QOur skill to answer fitly.— Master Hugh,
Come taste with me our host’s last autumn brew.”

Hearing his call, the priest, smiling, sits down beside
the young man he had been gravely watching; and
taking of the ale,— but with a wry face, for in Spain
he had learned dislike of such honest English drink,—
he lays a hand on the lad’s knee, and says to him:

“What troubles you, my Philip?”

PuaiLip VERNON. We have strayed
Now here, now there, in England, while you played
A game, good Father, somewhat like the chess
Our prior loved. You smile on me,— my guess
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are armed, and more are clad in gay doublets, with
plumes unmeet for riding — sign of haste, perchance.
Red, blue, and purple, with glint of steel, flash through
the yellow dust, aglow with the sun of noon, as the
riders go by the inn. But three draw rein beneath
the oaks; whereon this Philip Vernon leaps up, over-
setting a flagon of good ale, and crying:

“ Look, look, ve saints! That roan,
And that dark chestnut,— his who rode alone,—
Are worth a prince’s ransom! See — they stay
To breathe their horses. He with plume of gray
Hath the best seat. Red Doublet 's all untrussed:
He must have ridden hard; and, see — the dust!
Why ride they thus? "

As he speaks the servants and landlord come hastily
forth from the inn.

HucH LANGMAYDE. Hush! Out comes all the hive.
You shall know shortly.

Rep DouBLET. Ho! are none alive?
The Armada’s off the Lizard. Look aright
That all your headland beacons blaze to-night!
These be Lord Howard’s orders. Ho, there, quick!
Ale, ale — three flagons!

Gray PLUME. Wine, wine! I am sick
With dusty thirst.

Rep DoUBLET. And I could drink a tun.

As they sit in the saddle, the fair maid of the inn
brings to each his flagon of ale.
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LanprLorp. God keep our England merry!

PHiLip VErNON. Who be they
Who ride so hotly at full noon of day?

LanprLorn. Howard of Effingham, Lord High Admiral,
A lover of the Pope, and yet withal
A sturdy gentle, English to the core,
And hates a Spaniard. What can one say more?

Huce LancMaypE. Where rides he now?

LANDLORD. To Plymouth Port. The coast
Is all astir. The great Armada’s host
Is come at last. God help our little fleet!

Huca Lanemaype. God help the right and England!
LANDLORD. Aye.

PriLir VERNON. Retreat
Could scarce fly swifter than these gallants ride.
I would, good Father, I were at their side.

Hereon Hugh Langmayde and Philip together leave the
inn and highroad, and as they slowly climb a little
hill, and begin to enter into a wood of oak, the priest
makes this answer to the lad’s vexation of spirit:

“ Peace, boy! Thy ways are in a nobler path.
They ride to death. Already God’s stern wrath
Is gathering for their ruin on the seas.

Come with me, Philip. There among the trees
Talk will be safer. Come,— the hour of fate

Is near at hand. You shall no longer wait

To hear the tale I ofttimes promised you
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When, the day's lessons done, at fall of dew
Above Grenada from the convent wall

We watched the paling gold of evening crawl
From peak to peak, while o’er the Vega's plain

The dusking shadows marched. Thus, not in vain
When all the lower world is dim and gray,

God sets the promise of another day

On those his Church has taught to live above
Man’s mist of passions — aye, and earthly love.”

THE CHASE

As they move through the wood the priest pauses at
last where from a hillside the more open forest com-
mands a broad view of green fields, the river with
hills beyond, and to left the distant sea.

PuiLip Vervon. How still it is, how full of peace, how
far
From the rude hurry and alarm of war!
See what an airy build the mountains show

When over them the broad-winged shadows go.”
A land to love!

HucH LancmaypE. Ay, and a land to serve
With noble deeds that may indeed deserve
This splendid recompense. A land to win
Back from its damnéd covenant with sin.
Sit here, my son. Once this great fallen tree
Looked o’er the land, and could no equal see.
Lord of the forest, underneath its shade
The wanderer rested. Here both man and maid
Found shelter. High among its eaves
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The birds sang hymns which God alone had taught,
Or nested peaceful in its spreading leaves,
Where sun and rain His mystic wonders wrought.

Puivip VErNoON. I see not clearly, Father —

Huca LANGMAYDE. No, my son,
A nation wandered from the fold, undone,
Sunk in delusion, waits full many a year —
Waits for God’s hour to read that riddle clear.
Once, in this land, the Church spread broad and high
The mighty leafage of her destiny —
Why mince my meaning? Lo! a brutal king
Struck, and the splendid trunk lies moldering.

Prairip VErNoN. And still I see not wherefore —

Hucr LaNGMAYDE. Ah! The rest
Attends your hearing. Soon this land oppressed
Shall know deliverance. O’er yon waiting sea
Great Philip's viceroy comes. To you, to me,

God grants on land as sure a victory.

And now, my Philip, hear me to an end.

In happier times I shall be glad to mend

My broken story of your life. To-day

Accept a briefer tale. I have grown gray

Now many years, since through these woods I fled,
A hunted priest, this land where God seemed dead.
Pursuit was hot; my boat lay off the shore;

A bullet caught me as I plunged; a score

Flew over. Still this crippled leg, my lad,

Keeps me a memory not wholly sad;

For, as I bleeding strove, a boy’s white face

Rose in a black wave’s hollow. By God’s grace
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To speak of Spain’s Armada. “ Now,” at last,

“ Thank God for war!” he cried. “ The die is cast!
And you, a gentleman, young sir,”— to me,—

“ Sit in a tavern sad, while history

Is in the mighty making.” Then he quaffed

A cup of wine. “Is it a woman? "— laughed
Because, shame-flushed, I, angry, answered not.

““ Pardon,” he added. * Cast the iron lot

Of war, and take with us the splendid chance.

God and the Queen, a sword, a horse, a lance!
Your name, fair sir?” I could but hang my head.
What could I answer? “1I have none,” I said.

— You bade me hide it, you were well obeyed.

He touched my shoulder kindly: “ Many a man

Has found a proud name where the red blood ran.
Aimless and nameless? Get you aim and name
Where two great nations play war’s royal game.
Come with me on the morrow.”

HucH LANGMAYDE. And you cried,
Vade Sathanas!

PuiLie VERNON. Nay, I naught replied,
Or scarce a word. By Heaven, I had been right
To follow loyally that gallant knight
Where England calls her sons!

Hucu LANGMAYDE. What, must I fail
For this boy-folly? — You shall hear the tale —
Ay, all of it a tender heart withheld
To give more gently in the happier hour
God’s victory will bring. Ah, then dispelled
Were half its anguish !






PHILIP VERNON 63

Tears! — that is wiser. Oh, I did but keep

My better tidings back. Alas, no friend

Could hide this ill news long, or know to mend

A wrong of birth; but when, in God’'s good time,
Your arm has freed ‘a land, and yonder chime
Rings in our king, rings out this fated Queen,
Then she who owns this broad domain has seen
Her last of greatness.

PuirLip VErNON. Who?

Huca LANGMAYDE. Your cousin,— she,
Your father’s heir, your steward now till we
Win Philip’s battle, and his potent hand
Strikes from your shield the bastard's shameful

band,

Gives all I promised, honor, wealth, and place,—
All that men covet in this earthly race.
Go! I have done. Think on it for the week
We linger here. Be prudent, slow to speak,
Watchful and wise. God’s hand is on the helm,
And I, the Church, the King, this woeful realm,
Will need your help.

PrILIP VERNON. I would that I could doubt
One who has never lied. I stand without
The pale of honor and the hopes of men,
A nameless creature, bred to turn again
And rend the race that gave me, with this stain,
Intrepid honor, proud desires,— in fine,
The manly virtues of a noble line.
Poor useless jewels! all in vain their worth.
I had been happier made of meaner earth.












PHILIP VERNON 67

Seeing this gallant across a hedge of sweet-peas, he slips
the collar of his humor and sets it on to bite in this wise:

“Ho! Who are you who break
These castle bounds at will? Ho there! Take heed!
Didst hear me? "

PaiLip VERNON. Yes. Your words, I think, exceed
The owner’s power to back his tongue at need.

Lorp GREY.
My cousin is the chancellor’s ward; none dare
Avenge an insult here.

Prairip VErRNON. Then wiser 't were
To keep the tongue in ward. You question one
That hath lost touch of fear beneath the sun.
The chancellor? What care I? Your cousin? Mine?
Now, why not mine? Suppose, to cap the jest,
We fight for cousinship: who wins is best.
And is she fair, this woman? Doth her talk,
Like thine, lack breeding? This smooth garden walk
Is broad enough to serve us. Draw, on guard!
And let my rapier teach your tongue such ward
As hasty manners lack.

Lorp Grey. Have then your will !
Or mad or foolish, you're a man to kill!
Yet to cross blades with one unknown or base —

PaiLip VERNON.
Base! By my soul! Were you his very Grace,
This same lord chancellor, his mighty face
Should know my glove!
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Lorp GREy.
'T is but a trifle. Come with me. The blame
I shall stand father to. This way. The dame? —

STEWARD. Is in the eastern gallery.

Lorp Grey. Best it were
You tarry here awhile. My cousin fair
Has many humors: which shall be our share
No man has skill to tell, Her No, or Yes,
A hundred years’ experience could not guess.

With these words Lord Grey leaves Philip Vernon at the
entrance of the castle, where, with sudden interest in his
face, he looks about him, and at last says:

“How most familiar 't is! There the great hall,
The windowed gallery, and on the wall

The gray stone dial. There the poplars tall.

Now, as I live, the willows and the brook!

And there my father sat the while I took

His great horse o’er it — much I feared the leap.
How memory wakens as if from a sleep!

The stair! Sir Lancelot’s armor! That brave lance
Lord Arthur carried to the wars in France.
One night I touched it — on the floor it crashed,
And the fierce strife of Crécy round me clashed
With din of spear and steel, and shock and blow,
And clang of knights that set my heart aglow.”

A SERVANT.
My lady bids me say for her, Sir Knight,
She waits you in the gallery. Here, to right.
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Philip Vernon enters the picture-gallery, and sees at the
far end Elizabeth Vernon speaking with Lord Grey.

Lorp Grey. The errant knight waits yonder.

ELizaBeTH VERNON. Let him wait;
'T is a man’s business. Now, I pray you, state
What means this quarrel ?

Lorp GRrey. Ask of yonder man.

EL1zABETH VERNON,
Man! Why not gentle, cousin? Never ran
Mean blood in one like him, who there, at ease,
In courteous silence stands. ' Now, an you please,
What more, my lord?

Lorp Grey. I found the man you see
A-picking roses 'neath your balcony.

EvrizaBerH VERNON.
Why, this should hang him on the nearest tree!
And my blunt cousin picked, for company,
A quarrel. That is easier than a rose.
He found a thorn, as rather plainly shows
That crimsoned sleeve.

Lorp Grey. Now look you, Cousin Bess,
Your jest is but ill-timed. Let me confess
I made this quarrel when, my heart aflame,
You left me stinging with your words. The blame
Is yours, fair cousin. Shafts in anger sent
May find mad errands ere their force be spent.

Er1zaperH VErRNON. Now, by our Lady!
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Lorp Grey. Nay, but hear me still;
And let yvour servants know at least your will
That yonder venturer go on his way,
And no such words escape as haply may
Breed risks for me.

ErizaperH VERNON. I shall consider first
When I have questioned him, nor shall the worst
Be worse, my lord, than what has chanced. You
claim
Such license here as men may justly blame.
Best choose a fitter place, a feebler prey,
To hawk at with your anger.

At this Lord Grey, turning to one side, mutters to himself
as he glances down the hall at Philip:

“ He shall pay
His debt and yours, my lady. Those who court
Tongue-tilts with wounded creatures, find the sport
A doubtful venture. ‘By the Cid,’ he swore;
Mocked me with Spanish sword-play. Ah! my score
Is easily settled.”

Erizapere VernoN. You are silent, sir?

Lorp GREY.
I school my hurt heart to soft words, for her
Whose lightest word my very blood can stir;
And if in aught I have exceeded, rest
Assured I meant it not. Were it not best
I set this errant knight without your gate?
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PaiLip VERNON.
Oft have I read you. I am wont to share
My idle hours with you.

EL1zABETH VERNON. Indeed, sir?

PaiLip VERNON. Where
The chase o'erhangs your garden, oft I sit

And read you page by page, nor want I wit
To comment on your sweetness.

ELizABETH VERNON. You are bold
Past nurtured manners.

PuiLip VERNON. Pardon me, I told
But half my heart says.

EL1zaBeTH VERNON. Sir, an hour ago
We were but strangers.

PaiLip VERNON. Ere the sand shall flow
Another hour, we shall be strange once more,
And ever strange.

ELIZABETH VERNON. Is this some Quixote, mad,
That loved and lost, and cannot live it o'er?
— By all the saints, I think it very sad
To see good wits astray.

PHILIP VERNON. Are mine astray?
It seems they wandered wisely. Let them say
What saner wits would shun. The shyest maid
That ever loved, and, loving, grew afraid,
Would braver be to set her love in words.
Mine hath uncertain wings, like new-born birds,
And may not think on heaven. Forgive, forget!
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PriLip VERNON.
I dare not — must not — linger. Here to stay
Were to tempt folly. Ah, you may divine
All that my honor bids my heart resign.
So fades another dream. Alack! alack!
Dreams are but dreams — we may not dream them
back.

Take yvou an exile’s thanks. This gracious hour
Shall live remembered.

As he walks away, Elizabeth Vernon whispers to herself:

* Still those eyes have power
To tease dull memory with some strange surmise.
And trouble expectation.”

Philip, walking down the gallery and seeing the portraits
on the walls, stops abruptly; whereupon Elizabeth V-
non adds:

“What surprise
So moves this stranger? "

PHiLIP VERNON. There’s the Lady Blanche,
That held the castle; there the baron stanch,
Who rode to battle laughing. Am I heir,
Through him, of that mad merriment I share
When swords are out and death is in the air?
My father’s face! So gracious too!— by Heaven!
Now I can say, “ Be all thy sin forgiven!”
And thank the gentle hand that swept away
The desperate counsels of a darker day.

For a moment he stands before the portrait, and then
goes slowly down the gallery, and leaves the castle.
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PHiLip VERNON.
I shall be surely man enough for two;
And you, whose tongue is quicker than your blade,
Shall lack no lesson.

Lord Grey stands smiling, while Hugh Langmayde seizes
Philip by the arm, and, drawing him away, says to him:

“Why have you delayed?
I waited long. 'T is like we are betrayed.
Lose not a minute; and if fall of night
Find me not with you at the ford, take flight:
I shall be dead. Now God protect the right!”

Philip cries to Elizabeth Vernon as he follows the priest:
“1 may not wait. Heaven keep you!”

Then, turning to Lord Grey, says haughtily, and with a
bow:
“We shall meet.”
Lorp GRrEYy.
Yes, where the gallows makes revenge complete.

With these words he walks swiftly away, while the priest
and Philip hurry through the wood in the opposite direc-
tion, leaving Elizabeth Vernon, who for a time stands
still in the deepening shadows, and looks along the path
where her lover has gone.






PHILIP VERNON 83

priest stumbles, and groans; men run forth, and, falling
on Philip and his companion, stab the priest, who falls
within the arched and open gateway of the garden of the
castle, crying:

“Too late, too late!
Curse on the heretic! Fly, Philip!”

PHiLip VErRNON. No!l
Not I, by Heaven!

And, standing within the gateway, he cries fiercely as he
fights :

“This for your coward blow,
You this for vengeance, and you this, and go
To hell that spawned you!”

As with cries and shouts the men fall back, there is a

brief pause, while Lord Grey comes forward, sword in
hand.

PHILIP VERNON. Have a care, my lord!
The place is somewhat narrow, and the sward
Gives but ill footing. Neither can I spare
To teach you tricks of fence to-day. Beware!
Habet! You have it. Yes, this under-thrust
Is deadly dangerous. Never put your trust
In that weak parry — traitor! coward! take
This for my love ! this for that old man’s sake!

As Lord Grey staggers and falls, he cries to those about
him :

“In on him! seize him! Quick, the gate, the wall!”
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“A youth of parts; well loved,” that's very truth;
“Witty and virtuous, also learned ”"— forsooth,

I think I must have loved you in your youth,

And ever since, my Philip.—— What to do

I know not. Yes! let your sword counsel you.
Seek my Lord Howard, the High Admiral;

Tell him this story boldly. Ay, tell all —

All this strange story. Let what may befall,

You cannot lose my love. Go, go, my lord;

Only to England could my soul afford

This new-born hope. Go now; the Spanish fleet

Is on the seas. Go, Philip. When you meet

Your boyhood’s jailers, strike for brave Queen Bess,
And for this Bess, that is thy queen no less.

Go! I shall love you as no mortal man

Was ever loved of maid since love began.

PaILiP VERNON.
My God, I thank thee for this hour of grace.

As he speaks he kneels, and sets her hand to his lips, and
then looking up, says:

“Hope, honor, home, a land to serve, a face
Dear as the summer sun to prisoned men,

Life, trust, and love, I have them all again,
Love! By my soul, I would I knew a word
Unsoiled by this world’s commerce — never heard,
Save by some ardent angel, that should say

My more than earthly love.”

ErLizaBerH VERNON. Oh, haste away!
Let love teach haste. This for the stirrup-cup!
And now, God speed you! All the country’s up;
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Through one long careless day of joy, the while

I wait a larger joy! Our smiles and tears

Have many meanings. [ could weep to-day

For very joy; and yesterday my fears

Fetched me strange laughter, though my life seemed
gray

With age of longing. Oh, be glad with me,

Ye English roses! See, the morning sun

Asks for the lifted face of prayer. The sea,

God’s sea, laughs with us; we have won— have
won!”

Thus speaking, Elizabeth Vernon walks to and fro among
the flowers, and sometimes pauses to shadow her eyes
with her hand, that she may look across the river all
a-ghtter with the sun. But at last she kneels on the sod,
and, laughing, cries:

“1 must kiss someone, something. You, red rose,
Will never whisper it if I suppose

You are my Philip. Kiss me, kiss me quick!
These be the lips I love. I’'ll shut my eyes —

So not to know it is not he. I’'m sick

For kisses. Ah, but when he comes, and tries

To kiss me, I’ll be maidenly and wise,

And say, Fie on you, sir!”

Philip Vernon, coming of a sudden through the hedge:

“ Sweetheart, take this!
I'll play rose-lover with you, till I kiss
You one red rose with blushes. He who brings
A galleon-freight of kisses, each with wings
Of gathered honor, cannot beggared be.”
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Within my heart was seed of murder sown,
So once I struck — yea, twice, when he did groan.”

SPAKE A VOICE:
“ Ay, that was the song
Which I heard as I lay
'Gainst my camel’s broad flanks,
Thinking how to repay
The death-debt so bitter with wrong.
I rose, as he sang, to rejoice
With a blessing of thanks;
For the song ruled my slack will and me,
Like one who doth lustily throw
The power of hand and of knee
To string up to purpose a bow.
Quick I stole through the dark, but delayed
To hear how, with every-day phrase,
Such as useth a child or a maid,
From praise of decision to praise
Of the quiet of evening he fell.
Thus a torrent grows still on the plain
To mirror how come through the grain
The women with jars to the well.
Swift I drew o’er the sands cool and gray,
With my knife in my teeth held to slay.
Hot and wet felt my hand as it crept —
Lo! dead 'neath my hand the man lay;
This other had struck where he slept.”

Then Moonkir, who treasures good deeds,
To mark how the total exceeds,
Said, “ He soweth or millet or weeds
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The prayer-seed of Allah is strown:
In the heart of the man it is sown,
He tilleth, or letteth alone.

“ Behold at even-time within my tent

I wailed in song because a death-shaft, sent
From Azrael's fateful bow, had laid in dust
My eldest-born; I sang because I must.

For hate, love, joy, or grief, like Allah’s birds,
I have but song, and man’s dull use of words
Fills not the thirsty cup of my desire

To hurt my brothers with the scorch of fire
That burns within. Yea, they must share my fate,
Love with me, hate, with me be desolate.

And so I drew my bowstring to the eye,

And shot my shafts, I cared not where or why,
If but the men indifferent, who lay

Beneath the palm-trees at the fall of day,

I could make see with me the dead boy’s look
That swayed me as the bent reeds of the brook
Sway when the sudden torrent of the hills
From bank to bank the crumbling channel fills.

“Then one who heard me, and through stress of grief
Struggled with agony of loss in vain,

Into the desert fled, and made full brief

A clearance with the creditor called Pain,

And by a sword-thrust gave his heart relief.

“ But one whose eyes were dry as summer sand
Wept as I sang, and said, ‘I understand.’

“ And one, who loved, did rightly comprehend,
Because I sang how, ever to life’s end,
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The lusty north wind all night long
His carols sang above my head,

And shook the roof, and roused the fire,
And with the cold, red morning fled.

Yet ere he left, upon my panes

He drew, with bold and easy hand,
The pine and fir, and icy bergs,

And frost ferns of his northern land;

And southward, like the Northmen old
Whose ships he drove across the seas,

Has gone to fade where roses grow,
And die among the orange-trees.

ALFRED.
That s music for a poet’s soul, his words
Soft slipping from a woman’s lips, the while
Caressed by lingering sunshine wrapt she stands,
A shining aureole round her fallen hair.

Hexnry.
A bid for equal flattery. Let us go
Across the sand dunes o’er the mazy creeks.
Hear how old ocean calls us. Come away.

Frank.
Dost thou remember that October day
We three together stood and saw at eve
The wanton wind yon sleeping waves arouse,
Till at the touch of that coy courtesan
Strange yearning seized them, and with shout and
cry
They followed fleetly, while she, laughing, fled
Across the golden-rods above the beach?
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Mine the brown pennons of the rustling maize,

The squirrel’s nutty wealth, the wrinkled gourd.

For I am Autumn, lord of fruits and flowers,—

God’s almoner to all the tribes of man.

Here, then, to earth and all her habitants,

I, dying, leave what Summer's bounty gave:

Great store of grain, ripe fruit, and tasselled corn;

Yea, last of all, and best, I here bequeath,

With loving thought, a special legacy

To all good fellows everywhere on earth:

To them I give the sun-kissed grapes of Spain,

The Rhine's autumnal treasure, and the fruit

Of knightly Burgundy and winding Rhone;

Nor less the grape of Capri's lifted cliff,

The purple globes that jewel Ischia's isle,

And that sad vintage weeping holy tears

On black Vesuvian slopes. To them I give

The soothing sweetness of the Cuban leaf

Wherewith to hold good counsel, when life palls,

Wherewith to charm away some weary hour.

And when from thoughtful lips the pale blue
wreaths

Curl upward, and, the wanderer’s only hearth,

His pipe-bowl, glows with hospitable fires,

I charge them drink a single cup, and say:

He was a good old fellow — peace to him.

So died great Autumn, passing like a mist,

Where in the woodland verge the maples rain

Reluctant gold in hesitating fall.

ALFRED.
What ho! good minstrel. Let us seaward roam,
T is but a half-hour's stroll past yonder hill.
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Or bridal garments past her flowed,

Or by some bier slow mourners trode,
No sign of life the woman showed.
When as the priestly evening threw
The blessed waters of the dew,

About her head her cloak she drew
And hid her face from every view;

Till, as the twilight grew to shade,

And passed no more or man or maid,

A sudden hand was on her laid.

“ And who art thou? ” she moaned, afraid.
Beside her one of visage sad,

Which yet to see made sorrow glad,
Stood, in a knight's white raiment clad,
But neither sword nor poniard had.
“One who has loved you well,” he said.
“Living I loved you well, and dead

I love you still; when joys were spread
Like flowers, and greatness crowned your head,
None loved you more. Not Arthur gave —
He will not check me from his grave —
So pure a love; nor Launcelot brave
With deeper love had yearned to save.”
“Then,” said the woman, still at bay,
“Why do I tremble when you lay

A hand upon my shoulder? Stay,

What is your name, sir knight, I pray?
For wheresoever memory chase

I know not one such troubled face,

Nor one that hath such godly grace

Of solemn sweetness any place:

But, whatsoever man vou be,

What is it you would have of me?”
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Whereon, he, smiling cheerily,
Said: “1 would have you follow me.”

Not any answer did he wait.

But turned towards the city gate;

Not any word said she, but straight

Went after, bent and desolate;

And, as a dream might draw, he drew
Her feet to action, till she knew

That house and palace round her grew,
And some wild revel's reeling crew,

And dame and page and squire and knight,
And torches flashing on the sight,

And fiery jewels flaming bright,

And love and music and delight;

But slow across the spangled green

The stern knight went and went the queen,—
He solemn, silent, and serene,

She bending low with humble mien.

But where he turned the music died,
Love-parted lips no more replied,

And, shrinking back on either side,

Serf and lord stared, wonder-eyed,

Or marvelling shrunk swift away

Before that visage solemn, gray,

Till, where the leaping fountains sway,
Thick showed the knights in white array.
Where'er he passed, though stirred no breeze,
The leaves shook, trembling on the trees.
Where’er he looked, by slow degrees

Fell silence and some strange unease,
While whispers ran: “ Who may it be?
What knight is this? And who is she?”
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And, while my lady and the knight above
Looked from the balcony, made sport below,
And jeered the men-at-arms, or mocked the page.
But most had wits like bludgeons, till my lord,
A smileless man save when in shock of arms
He struck a blow that ever after quenched
The human laughter of some gentler soul,
Tired of their jesting, drove them roughly forth.

" So, out they went, until, one summer eve,
Came gaily singing up the castle hill
A man — scarce more than man, with cap and bells,
Head up, chin out, just a fool's carriage all;
And strutted gravely round the court, and smiled,
And kissed white fingers to my lady’s maid,
Whereon, at last, the burly cook cried out,
“ A silent fool; God send us many such!”
But he, “ Your Greasy Grace will pardon me, for I
Am but a lady’s fool.” Quoth Hans the Squire,
“ Ho then, 't will suit my lord, a lady’s fool! ”
And so they giggling pushed him up the stairs,
And through the great hall where my lord at meat
Sat with my lady and a score of guests,
Pilgrim and merchant, and, above the salt,
A knight or two, and kinsfolk of my lord.
“What jest is this?”

“We 've found a lady's fool !
A silent fool, who can but grunt a joke
Like our old boar;” but as he spake I saw
My fool’s right hand twitch at his belt to left,
As one through habit seeking for his sword
When stung by insult; flushing deep, he bowed,
Said, “ By your leave, my lady,” turned and fetched
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Big Hans so rude a buffet on the ear,
The big squire tumbled half across the hall.
“ Saint Margaret! " cried my lord, “ the jest is good.
And this is what you call a lady's fool?
Canst gossip, mock, tell tales, sing songs at need?”
* Ay, noble sir, sing, jest, crack jokes or heads;
But that 's a serious business, and spoils fools,
The cracker and the cracked. Perchance my lord
Would try my folly for a month or two,
When, if it reach the level of my lord,
If I crack jokes as well as he cracks heads,
My lord shall set my wage.”

“ So be it, fool.
Give him the dead fool’s tower; and look you, fool,
Leave to your betters the rough sport of blows,
Lest to your grief I take to fools' trade too.”
Low bent the fool to hide his troubled face,
Then meekly said, “ King Folly's fool were I
To doubt my lord’s success.” But while the Count,
Perplexed and grim, rose angrily, the dame,
Pleased with the tilting at her heavy lord,
Laughed a sweet girl-laugh outright, and for hint
Plucked at her dull lord’s sleeve, while level-eyed
To meet whatever gaze might question his,
Our fool said carelessly, “1 jest for dames.
A woman's fool am I, as who is not
Some woman’s fool ? "— then lightly, wrist on hip,
With something of too easy grace fell back
Smiling and gay. And so we got our fool.
But I, that had been bred to be a priest,
And shut in convent walls had learned perforce
To read men’s eyes for comment on their lips,
Saw some -quick change in this man’s as he turned,
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Some lifting of the lids. Orbs garnet-hued

In wide white margins set, and tender, too,
Methought a strange face for a fool, indeed.
Yet somehow from his coming all the house
Grew gay. And never gentler jester was.

For when he laughed 't was like a baby's laugh,
Less at than with you; but he won them all,
Cook, page, and men-at-arms; and surly Hans
He charmed by teaching him the buffet’s trick
And bought him a new dagger, and had gold
For them that wanted ; yet my lord he shunned,
Or, meeting, puzzled him with jest on jest,
Some savage truth in wordy masquerade.

But above all he was my lady’s fool;

Sang for her,— ay, sang to her, I should say;
Told tales of Arthur in the chapel yon,—
Stories of ancient magic and quaint jests

Of masque and tourney and the Kaiser’s court,
So that my lady, who was young and fair,
And vearning for some heart-hold upon life,
Like the loosed tendril of a wind-blown vine
That seeks and knows not why, smiled once again,
And blossomed like a bud surprised by June;
Then took to hawking, to my lord’s delight,
With me, a page, for company, and the fool
To call the hawks, or tie their jesses on.

So, many a day I followed them, as home
They rode, he talking strange things of the stars,
Or calling bird and beast with cries they knew.
Cursed goblin-tricks, not priest-taught, be you sure;
Could read you, too, the thing that was to be
By peering at your palm, until my lord

Bade one day tell him what would come about
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When he, the Count, should issue forth to take

His turn at beating back the island lords.

I judged the fool reluctant, but he took

That square brown hand on his, and lightly traced

With fingers lithe and white its mazy lines,

Then paused, grew pale, and said, *“ What God doth
hide

Leave thou to time’s wise answer;” but the Count

Swore roundly that the fool was half a priest,

Yet started up in haste, and asked no more.

And so the fool, because men named him so,

Had leave to go and come; or at her feet

To lie, and wing with laughter some sweet words,
Or with fierce emphasis of ardent eyes

To look the thought he dared not put in speech.
So, love, now bold, now put to timid flight,
Grew none the less for seeming-shy retreats,
Like the slow, certain tides that are made up

Of myriad wave-deaths.

Yet she knew it not.
Then came the war. To north the Margrave rose;
To south the great sea-lords broke out anew.
So, late in May our broad, bull-headed lord
Put on his armor, growling, since each year
He could not have it like a crab’s case grow,
But guessed some exercise in cracking skulls
Might slack his belt, if helped by scant camp-fare.
And scant it was, for some few marches thence
A robber horde fell on him from a wood,
Slew half his train, and plucked him from his horse,
And bore him with them as they fled away.
But Hans they loosed, sore hurt, and bade him take
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His way across the hills, and tell the dame

What fate her lord should have if three days gone

No ransom bond came back to bring release.

But two days later fell the wounded squire,

Dust-grayed and bleeding, at the lady’s feet,

And failing fast cried out, “ My lord, my lord!

Ransom — thy lord — a castle in the hills —

Three days — and two are gone — the third he
dies.”

Then rose upon his elbow, said some words

None heard except the fool, and so fell back,

And ended honestly an honest life.

But as he spoke, in haste my lady turned,

Some masterful set purpose in her face;

Bade double guards, called in more men for aid,

The castle put in siege-shape, knowing not

What ill might follow next. Then stood in doubt,

Till on the fool's stirred face her large eyes fell.

“ And this must end ! ” she cried. ** Sir, follow me

And led him out upon the eastern tower,

Where many an eve they two had stayed to watch

Tofana's shadow cross Ampezza’s vale,

Then of a sudden facing him, in wrath,

* Sir, was it knightly, this that you have done?

What crime or folly bade you refuge here?”

“ Madam, a poor fool's fancy.” *“ Nay, 't was you,

T was you who in the jousts at Ims, last year,

O’erthrew my lord, and won the tourney’s prize,

Then round the lists with lifted visor rode,

Cast in my lap the jewel as you passed,

And known to none, unquestioned, rode away.

Nay, sir, the truth, the truth.” This once again

He set his face for company with a lie,

et
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But looking, saw her red lips droop in scorn,
Nor dared to meet the judgment in her eyes,

So, backward fell a pace, and murmured low :

1 came because I loved you, and I stayed

For like good reason; yea, my life had been

This and no more if I could but have lived
Beside you, near you. For content were 1

To leave my peers their strife for gold or land,
And in the quiet convent of my love

To let sweet hours grow to days as sweet,

And these to months of ever-ripening joy.”
“Alas!” she moaned, “ God help me in my need!”
Because the tender blazonry of joy

Lit face and neck with wandering isles of red.

“ Ah, love!” he cried, seeing all her sweet dismay,
“The day is ours. Fly with me — love is ours.”
But then some angel memory came at call.

“ Not so,” she said. “ Pray sit you there awhile.
We both are young — too young to stain with sin
Of evil loves the weary years to come.

That bitter day the margrave stormed St. Jean,
There in the breach all that God gave to love,
Father and brothers, died. None left, not one.
And then a hell of rapine and of blood

Swept all the town; and I — well, this is all:
The man that is my husband now, he saved,
Alas! he saved me. Yet I love him not.”

Then like to one who, stranded on strange shores,
Awaking sees a color in the sky,

And knows not yet if it be dawn or dusk,

Agaze, he saw the rose-light leave her face,
And, being noble, knew the nobler soul.

“I go,” he said,—" the thing I did was ill.”
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Because thine own heart is not more thine own
Than T who love thee.” Then in dread he stood,
Fearing the devil in himself ; but she,

“Not so! the debt is mine. If death befall,

Death is an honest debtor, and God pays,”

Seized quick the ring, and of a sudden fled,

While slow the fool went down the turret stair.
“Alas!” he said, “can heaven be bought with hell
As hell with heaven thereafter?"” Then alone
Swift from the castle-gate he fled, and came

To where, long miles away, within the wood,

Three knights stood waiting, and a steed that neighed
To greet his master. But he would not arm,

And saying merely “ Yea, a fool I am,”

Leapt on his horse, and swiftly through the wood
Rode, while they whispered, “ Surely he is dazed.”

At noon of night our gentle lady tied

A silken-threaded letter round her neck,

And on the turret stood and turned the ring,

And looked, and saw — for now the moon was full —
Strange sunsets glowing in the changeful gem,
And mists of color floating from its depths;

And crying, “Once he praised my swan-bowed neck !"”
Put all her soul in one fierce wish, and felt

Such change as death may bring or life, and then
Half fear, half wonder, like a soul reborn,

Rose on white wings, that trembled as they rose,
And flared vast shadows o'er the old gray keep;
Till in the joyous freedom of her flight

Strong with delight of easy strength she soared,
And caught the warm gold of the unrisen sun

As souls unprisoned win new hopes and joys;
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And smote the great brute knight so fierce a blow

That man and steed rolled helpless; but the fool

Struck swiftly here and there, rode down a squire,

Cast wide his axe, and spurring wild his horse,

With eyes in air, grim-staring like a dog

His master calls, fled where the wounded swan

Fast faded in the yellow sunset’s glow.

Homeward in wonderment the knight they bore,

Hurt, not to death, and ever as we went,

Cursing himself, and us, and most the fool,

And marvelling much why came not forth his dame.

None dared to tell him that three days had gone

Since any saw her face. So, all the house

Ran to and fro like to an ant-heap stirred,

While he, that loved her in his stolid way,

And blindly craved some sweetness never won,

Sought here and there in anger, like low souls

That turn to wrath all passions, and at last

Brake wildly out upon the turret-top,

'Midst man and squire and groom and wildered
maids ;

For there they found the lady, cold and still,

The sweetest dead thing that a man could see,

And in her bosom white a cross-bow bolt.

1883.
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What little good or noble haply bides

For rare occasion. Oh! you bade me try

At truth as of men dead beyond reply.

Be sure, my lord, I could not lie to you.

Why did Delilah love her great brute Jew,
Hated and loved him? Riddle that, my lord.

MALATESTA.
Rare old Genosthos Platon, whom I stored
In yon stone tomb, might guess in vain for you
Betwixt his dreams of Plato, but for me,
Too brief is life to riddle love or hate.
The face, the face,— what secrets shall it prate
When I am dead, and babbling students claim
In feebler days to know who set his name,
Ensigns, and heraldry on yonder wall,
With yours, my dame? Dost fear to tell me all?

IsorTA.
Narrow the forehead; bushy eyebrows set
O’er lizard lids, cross-burrowed ; hair as jet;
The nose rapacious, falcon-curved, morose;
Cheeks wan, high-boned, o’er hollows; lips set close,
Like each to each, large, pouting, to men’s eyes
Twin slaves of passion, apt for love or lies.
They who shall read in gentler days that face
Shall call you mad, and wonder at your race.

MALATESTA.
Dost think they tell my story? Lo, how sweet!
The swallows flashing down the sunlit street;
A thrush upon the window,— he at least
Must hold me guileless as yon pale boy-priest.
What more, fair mistress? How he seeks your eye!
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Where in free England we should find a home.”

“Home! Home!"” I gasped. “ Home! Mother!”
for the words

Choked me as with a man’s grip on the throat.

But he, hard breathing, held me fast and cried,

“ Speak quickly,— death is near!” (but yet his
hand

Put back my hair and soothed me). So I gasped,

“ As from our preaching in the wood we rode

With Jacques the forester, as is his way,

He fell to singing Clement Marot's psalm,

For them God calleth to the axe or rack.

I, liking not the omen, bade him cease;

Then saw a-sudden, far above the hill

A tongue of flame leap upward, heard a shot,

And then another, till at last our Jacques,

Bidding me wait, rode on. An hour ago,

While yet the night was dark,— he came again,

And thrust our little one within my arms,

And sharply speaking, bade me urge my horse,

And on the way told all.”

*“ Told all,— told what? "
“ The dear old house is burned, thy mother dead!”
“ Dead, Marie?”

“ Dead! one fierce pike-thrust, no more !
She did not suffer, Louis!”

“ But the babe?”

““ Jacques found him near the dial, in the maze.”
“My God! there’s blood upon his little hands!”
“ Ay it is thought she had him in her arms,
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With eyes of eager seeking, right and left,

Glance up the cliff, and then I heard a voice
Unlike my Louis’, hollow, hoarse, and changed.
“Too late! They will not find thee. Quick, on guard!
The crows shall get thee graveyard room. On guard!”
Whereat the Duke turned short. No better blade:
Thrice have I seen him, in our happier days,
Disarm my Louis in the armory play.

Whence, for a moment, as the rapiers met,

Fear caught and held me, till I looked and saw
My Louis’ face grow passionless and calm,

As one decreed by God to judge and slay.

I crept apart, yet could not help but gaze,

Because the thing was terrible to see.

For my dear lord, his face unstirred and cold,

Now touched him on the shoulder or the breast,
Then in the chest an inch deep as he shrank,

Till, with each wound, the traitor, shrinking back,
Felt the sloped margin crumble 'neath his feet,
Then wildly thrust, whereon the rapiers coiled

Like twin steel serpents, and the Duke’s flew wide.
“My God!” I cried, “Save! Save him!” but my lord
In silence with his kerchief wiped his sword,

And coldly cast the good lace o’er the cliff.
Speechless, I saw the stiff knees giving way,

The long grass breaking in the hands’ hard clutch,
Till on the brink — oh, that was terrible! —

A face —a cry — just “ Marie!” that was all!

And then I heard my good lord sheathe his blade.
Ah, truly, that was very long ago,

And why, why would you have me tell the tale?
Sometimes at evening, underneath our oaks,

Here in our English home, I sit and think,






HOW LANCELOT CAME TO THE
NUNNERY IN SEARCH OF
THE QUEEN

Taree days on Gawain’s tomb Sir Lancelot wept,

Then drew about him baron, knight, and earl,

And cried, “ Alack, fair lords, too late we came,

For now heaven hath its own, and woe is mine:

But 'gainst the black knight Death may none avail.

I will that ye no longer stay for me.

In Arthur’s realm I go to seek the Queen,

Nor ever more in earthly lists shall ride.”

So, heeding none, seven days he westward rode,

And at the sainted mid-hour of the night

Was 'ware of voices, and above them all

One that he knew, and trembled now to hear.

Rose-hedged before him stood a nunnery's walls,

With gates wide open unto foe or friend.

Unquestioned to the cloister court he came,

And in the moonlight, on the balcony, saw

Beneath the arches nuns and ladies stand,

And in their midst a cowled white face he loved,

Whereat he cried aloud, “ Lo, I am here!

Lo, I am here!— I, Lancelot, am here!

Would ye I came? I could not help but come.”

Spake then the Queen, low-voiced as one in pain:
131
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“ Oh, call him here, I pray you call him here.”

Then lit Sir Lancelot down, and climbed the stair,

And doffed his helm, and stood before the Queen.

But she that had great fear to see his face:

“ Oh, sinless sisters, ye that are so dear,

Lo, this is he through whom great ills were wrought;

For by our love, which we have loved too well,

Is slain my lord and many noble knights.

And therefore, wit ye well, Sir Lancelot,

My soul’s health waneth; yet through God’s good
grace

I trust, when death is come, to sit with Christ,

Because in heaven more sinful souls than I

Are saints in heaven; and therefore, Lancelot,

For all the love that ever bound our souls

I do beseech thee hide again thy face.

On God’s behalf I bid thee straitly go,

Because my life is as a summer spent ;

Yea, go, and keep thy realm from wrack and war,

For, well as I have loved thee, Lancelot,

My heart will no more serve to see thy face;

Nay, not if thou shouldst know love in mine eyes.

In good haste get thee to thy realm again,

And heartily do I beseech thee pray

That I may make amend of time mislived.

And take to thee a wife, for age is long.”

“ Ah no, sweet madam,” said Sir Lancelot,

“That know ye well I may not while I breathe;

But as thou livest, I will live in prayer.”

“1f thou wilt do so,” said the Queen, “ so be.

Hold fast thy promise; yet full well I know

The world will bid thee back.”—* And yet,” he cried,

“When didst thou know me to a promise false?
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Adown the hill, beside a brook that lay

A silver thread, heat-wasted,— far below,
Gaunt rocks in wild confusion tumbled lay,
Thick strewn along the narrowing vale, and barred
The distant thickets with their broken lines.
High on the further hill, twin mount to ours,

A single slab, time-worn, imperial, towered,
And all around it cumbering the sod

A time-worn host of barren rocks was cast
Each upon each,— as after battle lie

The dead upon the dead, to war no more,—
Whilst over them the hot and curdled air

Shook in uneasy whirls that broke the crests
Of distant trees and hilltops far away.

In musing wonder tranced I lay and gazed
Down the cleft valley o’er the waste of stones,—
The while my comrade, stretched upon the grass,
Lay whistling cheerily his ballad gay

Of good king Dagobert; or smiling told,

With frequent urging, in his rough patois,
Some broken bit of legendary lore,

And at the last a story of these stones.

A thousand noisy years ago, 't is said,

Along yon silent vale at eventide

A bearded king, grown weary of the chase,

Rode thoughtful home, but pausing here awhile,
Said: “ When life palls, and I no more can ride
With lance in rest, or smite with gleaming blade,
When sorrows sweeten the near cup of death,
Then in this valley’s quiet I will build

A palace, where the wise and old shall come,
And none shall talk of what has been, and all
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Or hath he dreamed? or do we live anew
An age of magic?"”

“ Nay,” the knight replied;
“I dreamed it not; " and smiled his bearded lord,
While merry laughter shook the mailéd ring,
* Give me, good Sire, to seek again the hill,
And fill me with the beauty that doth glow
In her deep eyes, and either 1 will bring
This royal woman back again with me,
Or if there be delusion in my words,
The dream will break, and I ashamed shall come
To this fair court no more.” Then as the king
In silence bent, he took his palfrey’s rein,
And downward gazing parted wide the crowd,
And passed the yielding wood.

Whereon the king:

“ The test is fair; ’'tis chivalrous and just
That no man follow him; " and so with this
He went alone, and was no more with men.
Along the valley up the tufted sward
By cold-eyed statues underneath an arch
Of swaying fountains silently he went,
And half dismayed the rosy hedges broke,
And saw the lady and her maiden court.
Then there was sweet confusion, and a maze
Of white and shining arms in wonder raised,
And low, quick, modest cries from girls who fled
For shelter in the thickets, or took flight
Behind their queenly mistress. She alone
Towered, red and angry, one foot forward set.
“ (0 woman wonderful,” he cried — and bent
Before the tempest of her stormy eyes,—
*“ Send me not forth alone for aye, to hold
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Thy memory only like a dagger sharp

To my sad heart; more sweet by far were death.”
“ Go, sir,” she cried; “ what right hast thou in me?
Mine only is my beauty.” * Nay,” he urged,

“ Save that God put them in the world with us,
What right have we in yonder wide estate

Of sun and sky and flower-haunted sod?”

““No man on earth is peer of mine,” she said,—
And saying this her cold eyes fell on him.

Her cold eyes fell on him; and deadly pale,
Bereft of thought, as one who gropes along,

He turned and went, while scornful laughter rang
From briery thickets everywhere around,

And chased his quick uncertain steps, that brake
The garden paths, till on the lone hillside

A sudden coldness fettered limb and trunk,

And in his veins the liquid life grew still,
While form and feature shrunk, and, half-way down
On the drear mountain-side, a weight of stone
The knight at evening lay, to love no more.

Then quoth the waiting king as days went by :

“ He hath not as he promised brought us back
The stately mistress of his fairy hall.

Who is there here, of all my lords, will seek

Yon magic palace, and with winsome wiles

And all the pleasant archery of love,

Fetch me this woman, captive of the heart?”
“And I, and I, and 1,” an hundred said;

And the sharp clangor of their shaken mail

Rang through the forest ways, as up they leapt.
So, one by one, as the cast die decreed,

They laughing went, and were no more with men,
But as the golden days of summer fled,
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Thick-clustered stones upon the hillside marked

Where slept the flower of all that kingly court,

And heard no more the tread of dainty feet

Hail footfalls round them, when the mellow tones

Of music floating from the terraced lawns

Struck echoes from their stony forms that lay

To wait their brothers when the curse should fall.

And so it chanced, that as the hillside grew

Aghast with stony death, all living things

Its deadly boundaries fled, and man and beast

Turned from it ever with unquiet steps.

Yet now and then, when from a distant steep

The shepherd gazed, he saw some fated man

Climb with quick strides the hill, and through the
stones

Depart from view; and looking then again,

Or hours or days thereafter, scared he saw

The same man, cold and palsied, issue forth

And reel and die, and smite the summer grass

With stony weight. And yet while men amazed

Stared, wondering that God and this could be,

The palace towers, ivy-curtained, stood

Unmoved and stern, as if a century long

Their breadth of shade, with each day’s march,
had crossed

The garden moats, and seen the lily buds

Unbosom tenderly to wild wind wooing

Each wanton morning of a hundred Junes;

Still ever through the silence of the night

A thousand fountains trembled high in air,

And not a breeze but rich as laden bee

Sailed from the garden, heavy with the freight

Of endless music, and the tender chime
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Are as the holy accolade of God,

And bid the poorest rise a knight of Christ,

From branch and thicket came the birds, and
sailed

Around his silver casque, and carolling

Awoke the sleeping breezes, till he rode

With tossing plumes upon the open hill.

There all day long in silence wrapt, the knight

Kneltonthegreenturfgathering faithandstrength;

And all day long the same sweet retinue

Of summer songsters circled round his head.

When fell the night he rose, and, stern and calm,

Unlaced his armor slowly, piece by piece,

Laid down his helmet and his spurs of gold,

Ungirt his sword, and cast its jewelled weight

Beside his spear upon the burdened grass.

Then all unarmed and weaponless, he strode

Adown the hill, and sad and silent wound

Its cumbering stones among, till by the brook

Kneeling he crossed himself, and stayed no more,

But through the night, white robed and tranquil,
went,

Passed in among the wood of founts that shook

Their silvery leafage in the moonlight gray,

Crossed with quick step the flower-beds, and passed

Where gleaming statues sentinelled the path;

Then, while the mirth rose wildest, and the sound

Of merry music shook the stems he touched,

He broke the rose-hedge, and untroubled stood

Amidst the wonder of the magic court.

Grave, glancing right and left, quoth he aloud:

“The peace of God, which passeth other peace,

Be on ye ever,”— and so trembling stood,






THE HILL OF STONES 143

The slow blood crept, and on his lip a prayer
Died in the saying.

“ Thou shalt go,” she cried;
And, bending, garnered from the flowery fence
A rosy handful. Then in haste cast back
The snowy cloak that drifted from her neck,
And crying once a shrill and gnarled phrase,
Smote with the roses red his startled face.
On brow and cheek the flying roses struck,
And fell not down again, for suddenly
Twin petals flashed to wings; and they who looked
Saw bud and blossom turned to flitting birds,
Which through the broken moonlight went and

came,
And sangsweetcarols round the white-robed knight.
This while the lady stood amazed and still
And all her court of wonder-fettered maids
Like silence kept for fear, till at the last
The good knight, marvelling, put out his hand,
And took the lady’s finger-tips, and went
With knightly courtesy and whispered prayer
Along the garden paths. And as they passed,
Behind their steps the wind-tossed grasses shrunk,
The flowers drooped, the busy fountains ceased,
And vase and statue, fading into mist,
Went floating formless from the mountain-top.
Still on they moved, she like a lily bent,
And all her women slowly followed her.
“ Here pause,” he said, and on the middle slope
Her trembling maids fell moaning round their
queen,

A silver ring upon the dark green turf.
“Behold, morn waketh,” said the knight; “no more,
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Gaspar. Ay, and may keep them if he be but wise.
Fair over Arno tower my castle walls,
With vine-clad hillsides rolling to the plain.
Nothing I owe you save your own sweet self.
A scholar, I! Not troubled will you be
By reason of my studies. I shall learn
Love from your eyes; your lips shall be my law,
And if their ripe decisions please me not,
The fount of justice at its very source
I shall know how to bribe. I brought you here
Because you willed it,— ay, and save for that
I care but little how this errand thrives.

Gerosa. Kiss, kiss away the thoughts that trouble me;
The lapsing days will bring some pleasant chance.

GasparR. Who trusts that multitude of counsellors
Wins sad unrest.

(GELOSA. Oh, let my errand wait.
How very silent is the sea to-night!
The little waves climb up the shore and lay
Cool cheeks upon the ever-moving sands
That follow swift their whispering retreat.
I would I knew what things their busy tongues
Confess to earth.

GasPAR. Let me confess you, sweet !
Tell me again you love me.

GELOSA. Small my need.
'T is in my eyes; 't is on my lips; my heart
Beats to this music all the long day through.
A bird am I that have one single note

For song, for prayer, for thanks, for everything.
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Athwart the plaza casts its length of shade.

The Duke had speech with him. A serious face,
With eyes that seemed to search beyond the earth,
Large, open, steady, like Luini's saints.

(ELosAa. More sweet than mine?

(GASPAR, I'll tell you when ’tis day.
A mighty student of bright eyes am I;
Now there I’ll match my science with the best.
Those Florentines, who never want for wit
To label love or hate, say he’s moon-mad,
And hath for mistresses the starry host
That wink at him by night.

(GELOSA. Not Solomon
Had half so many. Yet for earthly love
He lacks not time nor honest appetite;
He never starved his heart to feed his head.
Hush! now he speaks again. The time may serve
To learn my uncle’s mood.

GaLILEO. This niece of yours —

Userto. Not ever greatly mine. The wayward child
Grew to the wilful woman, ignorant,
Untrained, and wild, a dreamer by the sea,—
Nor hers the housewife's knowledge. I have lived
Companionless of nobler intercourse,—
As to a friend I speak,— my wife wrapped up
In household cares and tendance of the poor,
Death busy with my manhood’s friends. I tread
An ever lonelier road.
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Gerosa. O Gaspar, said I not that age was hard?
Be but your youth as kind.

(GASPAR. Almost I thank
The misery that doubly sweetens love.
Strange seemed my life to him. To me, as strange
This corner-pickled shrivel of a man,
That all things dreaming never waked enough
To win the sanity of open eyes.
One day in Rimini, before a mirror,
So near I stood, my breath the image blurred.
Duke Francis, laughing, o’er my shoulder gazed;
Said I was like some men he knew, and went,
And would not read the riddle. Now 't is clear.
The man that hath no mirror save himself
Blurs the clear image conscience shows us all.
Now for a schoolless, helmet-dinted head,
The guess is not so bad.— What, tears again?
Tears for this man who in your childhood scorned
Its glad prerogatives of love and trust?
A thoughtless falcon, bold and wild of wing,
Like to my lover-self, had better kept
God’s pledge to childhood.

GELOSA. Nay, no tears have I
For him who cost me many. But for her,
The simple, kindly dame who had no will
That was not his,— I am more sad for her,
Because she never learned the woman’s art
To traffic with her sadness. Yet had she
A childless youth; the children of old age,
Love, solace, cheerful days of quietness,

Dead as the little ones she never knew.
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The stir of angel wings 'neath death’s black cloak?
And life, ah, life might still be sweet to me!

O husband, had you been as some have been,

We might have lived a length of tranquil days,
With love slow moving through its autumn-time
To merge in loving friendship, and at last

To find the cloistered peace of patient age,
Tranquil and passionless, and so have walked
Like little children through life's wintry ways

To meet what fate the kindly years decreed.

Ugerto. Alas, the best is ever to be won!
There is no rose but might have been more red,
There is no fruit might not have been more sweet,
There is no sight so clear but sadly serves
To set the far horizon farther still.

[Voices are heard on the road back of them.

EmiLiA (asitde). Heart of my hearts! It is the little one !
My Gelosetta! Will he know the voice?

GeLosA (on the road as she goes by with GASPAR).
Can the rosebud ever know
Half how red the rose will grow?
Can the May-day ever guess
Half the summer’s loveliness?

Ueerto. What voice is that?

EMiL1A, Some wandering village girl.

Userto. No, 't was Gelosa's.
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Gaviteo. I cannot think your solitary years
Have won us nothing, as you seem to say.
My hours are few and I go hence to-morrow
Perhaps no more to hear a friendly voice,
Or guess the starry secrets of the night.

Userro. Be patient with me. Many a year ago,
At twilight walking by the darkened sea,
The sudden glory of a broadening thought
Smote me with light as if through doors cast wide
To one in darkness prisoned. Then I saw
Dimly, as if at dusk, vast open space
Of things long guessed, but waiting fuller light.
What could I but despair? The hand and brain
No longer did my errands. There was set
A task for youth and vigor. Steadily
I gave my age to win the gift of youth,
That youth might help my quest.

That charm I sought

Which vexed the soul of old philosophy.
I won it, friend! To-night I drain this cup.
Like autumn leaves the withered years shall fall,
And sudden spring be mine. With wisdom clad,
With knowledge, not of youth, assured of time,
I shall speed swiftly to my certain goal.
The midnight calls my steps to yonder tower,
Where youth, the bride, awaits my joy’s delay.
You have my secret. Oh, my God, if youth,
This second youth, should mock me like the first,
And bring no larger gain!

GALILEO. In this wild search
Great minds have perished. Where you think to win,—
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Our brave Vesalius, e're had matched your power
To read the riddles of this mortal frame.

And then you left us. Would our strange machine
Had kept your toil, and cheated yon fair stars!

GariLeo. We do but what we must. Some instinct
guides.

To-night, when all the morrow world seems dim
And life itself a thing of numbered hours,
With clearing vision still for you I doubt.
Life hath its despot laws. You more than [
Know all their tyrant rigor. Tempt it not,
Lest failure, anguish, lurk within the cup.
Think sanely of this venture; let it pass.
Fill full, God helping, all the time He leaves.
Set 'gainst the darkness of death’s nearing hour
In wholesome light all human action shines.
This dream 1is childlike; you will wake to tears.
Ask of your life if you have life deserved.
What did you with the gift? You had of it
All that another hath, or long or short.
Not time, but action, is the clock of man.
I should go happier hence if I could set
Your fatal cup aside. Nay, sorrow not;
Thank God for me. I have not vainly lived.
Truth have I served, and God, in serving her:
That heritage is deathless as Himself.
Something the thinker of the poet hath;
Our Dante was no mean philosopher:
With prophet eyes I see a freer day,
When thought shall mock at Kaiser and at Pope.
How can they think to chain the viewless mind,
Which is the very life within the life,
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The moon is quite enough. Will he be long?
Now, kindly uncle, for this pretty play.

[She conceals herself in a corner. Enter UBERTO.

Userto. At last, 't is near. The stairs my constant
feet

Have worn with many steps more toilsome grow.
The hounds of time are on their panting prey;
I wait no longer. No man owns to-morrow.
To-morrow is the fool's to-day. Ah, soon
I shall go gaily tripping down the hill,
Glad as a springtide swallow on the wing,
A man new born.— Nay, this is like to death.
Why should I falter here? We both are old.
Soon in the common way our steps would part.
And to be young; to feel the sinews strong,
Eye, ear, and motion quick, the brain all life,—
The visions of my manhood round me whirl,
White limbs, red lips, and love’s delirious dream,
The passion kiss of wine, the idle hours
Unmissed from youth’s abounding heritage.
Off, off, ve brutal years that gnaw our age!
Come, joy! come, life!—life at the full of flood!

[Pauses.
Birth is not ours. We are, and that is all.
Death is not ours. We die, and that is all.
This stranger birth that waits upon my will,
Ay, this is mine alone. The herd of men
Are born and die. One sole ignoble lot
Awaits them all. This none can share with me.
Auspicious planets shine upon the hour.

[Takes the hour-glass.
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His gentleness to give large justice sway;

How helped the kindly arts of peace, and gay,

And masterful of all that makes life sweet,

The jewel love set in this crown complete.

These, and much other gathered up from thought,

I took —and lo, how strange! A moment
brought

The whole to oneness, as when on a glass

The sun-rays fall, and bent together pass,

And glowing, flash a point of burning light;

So, for a time I was the king that night.

A king was I,—a king of Allah’s birth,

In one brief hour I lived long years of earth.

I broke the robber tribes who vexed with wrong
My peaceful folk. Yea, as the simoon strong
That hurls the sands of death, in will and deed
A king I rode. Then saw my people bleed

My state fall from me, and a brutal fate

Wreck law and justice; with a tranquil face
Beheld die out of life its joy and grace,

And quick death busy with whate’er I loved —
All these I saw, but with a heart unmoved,

And marvelled at myself, as in a dream

A man hath wonder when his visions seem
Fitting and true to sense. And so erelong,
Considering what fault had let the wrong
O’ercome the right, I lost myself in song.

Am I the potter? Am I the clay?
Allah, Thou knowest! Soft and gray
Fall the curling shreds away.

Lo, the noiseless feet of years
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DE Liire.

Come when you will and share it. I have served

God and the King. What fortune I 've deserved

The good saints know; through many a year I’ve
played

The games of war and peace. My father's blade

Has no stain on it. That, it seemeth me,

Were pleasant to the conscience, when, set free

From war and council and grown old and gray,

Fades in monastic peace one's life away.

These war-filled years gone by since last we met

Have had their griefs. What of yourself? Forget

My fates and me. I think the latter wars

Have missed your helping. As for me, my scars

Count half these years.

De Luce. Well, as chance willed, I fought

In Spain, or Italy, or France, and brought
Some pretty plunder back; have killed my share,
Dutch, Don, or Switzer, any — everywhere
That bones were to be broken and the fare
And game were good; have taken soldier pay
On this side and on that. In wine or play
Spent gaily; found life but a merry friend
That lent, and then forgot the debt. To end,
Came home. And now my tale. On Easter-day
It lost its hero.

Silence, once 't is broke,
Can no man mend. ’'T was thus this fellow spoke
Of whom I talk. I never owned the thing
Folks like to label conscience, which the king
Packs wisely on his chancellor. My device,
“ Suivez le Roi,” suits well with life, Not nice
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Need one to be who Louis, or the rest,

Loyally follows,— taking what is best

Each good day offers; yet, sometimes, De Lille,
Woman or wine, or one’s too ready steel,

Lures one a trifle past the line of sport,

And then,— you see my point,— a friend at court
Perchance is needed. Gossip, hereabout,

Which spreads like oil on water, leaves no doubt
That I should speak. That wastrel had a way,

A trick of speech, as when he said, one day,

“The pot of Silence cracked, 't were best to break.”
Strange how his words stay with me! Half awake
Last night, I saw him, laughing too, and gay,

A grinning ghost, De Lille. What priest could lay
A rhyming, jesting fiend? I have killed men,

Ay, and some pretty fellows too, but then

None troubled sleep. This dead man, like an owl,
Roosts, wide-eyed, on my breast— a feeble fowl —
Mere barnyard fowl at morn,— a carrion ghost.
The devil has bad locks to keep his host

Of poets, thieves, and tipplers.

De LiLLE. Think you so?
No man can tell, De Luce, when some chance blow
Shall give him memories none may care to know.
Once, when we charged nigh Burgos, sorely pressed,
[ drove my rapier through a youngster’s breast
In wild fierce mellay when none think,— and yet
I see him,— see him reeling; never can forget
His large eyes’ sudden change, that one long cry!
'T was but a moment, and the charge went by.
Some unknown woman curses me in sleep,
Mother or mistress; why does memory keep
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These nettles, let the roses fall? Well! well!
What more, De Luce? The tale you have to tell
Is told a friend!

De Luce. Three bitter years ago
A woman, every year more fair, one Isabeau,
A Demoiselle De Meilleraye, began
To twist this coil which later cost a man
A pleasant reckless life, and you my tale.
Maids I have loved a many, widows frail
Loved par amour, but this one gaily spun
A pretty net about me. It was done
Before I fully knew, and once begun,
No fly more surely netted. Ever still
The web is on me. At her merry will
What pranks she played! —and I, a fettered slave,
Was black or white, was all things, blithe or grave,
As met her humor. Many a suitor came
Because her lands were broad, and, too, the game
Worth any candle. She but laughed. Some flared,
Or sputtered, and went out. My lady shared
Their woe but little. As for me, I fought
A good half dozen lordlings, also caught
A hurt or two. But then, ah! that was worse,
A fellow came who wooed my dame in verse,
And did it neatly,— made her triolets
Rhyming her great blue eyes to violets;
Wrote chansons, villanelles, and rondelettes,
Sonnets and other stuff, and chansonnettes,
And jesting, rhymed the color of my nose
With something,— possibly an o’erblown rose.
No need to say we fought, but luck went hard:
I thrust in tierce; he parried, broke my guard,
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And then, I slipped,— St. Denis; but I lay

A good six weeks to ponder on the way

The rascal did the thing. And he the while

Had to himself my lady’s gracious smile;

Whereon we played the game again, and time

Was that to which my rhymer ceased to rhyme.

A pretty trick there is, De Lille, you see

I learned in Padua; this way, on one knee

To drop a sudden; then a thrust in quarte

Settles the business. You shall learn the art.

'T is very simple. Ah! before he died

He fumbled at his neck, and vainly tried

To snatch at something, till at last I took

A locket from him, for his own hand shook,

As well might be. He had but only breath

To mutter feebly * Isabeau ”, then death

Had him, and I the locket — have it still,

And some day she shall have it —in my will,

For scourge of memory. This same Isabeau

Wept as a woman does, whilst to and fro

I wandered, waiting till the mood should go,

Then came again and found my lady fair

Reading my dead man’s chansons. Little care

Had she for others. I, a love-fool, spent

The summer days like any boy, intent

To fit my will to hers. I laugh again

To think I vexed my battle-wildered brain 3

In search of rhymes.— You smile, my lord? ’'Tis
S0,

To find me gallant rhymes to Isabeau.

Pardie, De Lille, she rhymed it thrice to — No/l

Swore none could love who lacked the joyous art

To love in song.
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Now, really, when the heart
Gives out, and knows no more, one asks the head
To help that idiot ass. Some one has said,—
Ah! that man said it,— said, “'T is heads that win
In love’s chuck-penny game.” And I had been
The heart’s fool quite too long.—
At last, one day,
Hunting by St. Rileaux, I lost my way,
And wandering, lit upon a man who lay
Drowsing, or drunk, or dreaming mid the fern.
Quite motionless he stayed, as in I turn,
And say, “ Get up there, villein! Ho! in there,—
Get up, and pilot me the way to Claire!”
On this rose lazily a lean, long man;
Yawned, stretched himself,— with eyes as brown as
tan,
And somewhat insolent, regarded me; a nose
Fine as my lady’s; red, too, I suppose,
With sun, or just so much of sun as glows
Shut up in wine: and thus far not a word.
Till I, not over gay, or somewhat stirred
By this brute’s careless fashions, wrathful said,
“ Art dumb, thou dog?” But he untroubled laid
His elbow 'gainst a tree-trunk, set his hand
To prop his head, and then,—
“T understand.
You lost the way to Claire, whilst T have lost
The gladdest thought that haply ever crossed
A poet’s brain. Think what it is, fair sir,
To feel within your soul a gentle stir,
To see a vision forming as from mist,
And just then as your lips have almost kissed
This thing of heaven, to have a man insist
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To think how very, how unnatural dry

I am inside of me; for outwardly,

Thanks to the dews, I 'm damp; but could I put
My outside inside,— Ah! your little ‘ but’

Is really quite a philosophic thing

For lords who lose their way, and men who sing.
The simple fact is, I am deadly dry —

And that mere text once out, the sole reply,

The sermon, lies within your purse.” I said,

““ Had you not put a notion in my head,

I long ago had broken yours. Instead,

Sell me its use awhile.” * If talk be dull,”

Cried he, “ 'twixt one who fasts and one who s full,
St. George! 't is duller than the dullest worst
When one of them is just corpse-dry with thirst.
Once, by great Noah! a certain bishop-beast
Kept me for three long summer months at least
On bread and water,— water! Were wine rain,
I never, never could catch up again.”

Well, to be brief, De Lille, just there and then
We drove an honest bargain. He, his pen
Sold for so long as need was,— I, to get

Three times a week some joyful rondelette,
Sirventes satiric, competent to fit

The case of any wooing, versing wit,

Dizains, rondeaux, and haply pastourelles,

With any other rhyming devil-spells

A well-soaked brain might hatch, whilst I agreed
To house, clothe, wine the man, and feed.

That day we settled it at Claire. A tun

Of Burgundy it took before 't was done.

And then, to ease him at his task, you know,
Smiling he queried of this Isabeau:
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Puffs man’s candle out with a breath,
Leaves the wick to sputter and tell
In a sort of odorous epitaph
How foul the thought of a man may smell
For the world that lives, and has its laugh.
Ha! but Time has many trades!
Something in me now persuades
Master Time, grown debonair,
Hath turned for me a potter rare,
And made him a vase beyond compare:
Here below, a rounded waist,
Fit with roses to be laced;
Rising, ripely curved-above
Into flowing lines of love.
Thinking, too, how sweet 't would grow,
Time called the proud vase Isabeau.”
“ By every saint of rhyme,” laughed I, “ good fellow,
If this a man can do when rather mellow "—
“ What shall he do ripe-drunk?” he cried; “ erelong
The vine shall live again a flower of song.”
How much he drank that six months who may
know?
He kept his word. There came a noble flow,—
Rondels and sonnets, songs, gay fabliaux,
Tencils, and virelais, and chants royaux,
That turned at last the head of Isabeau.
For, by and by, he spun a languid lay
Set her a weeping for an April day.
And then a reverdie, I scarcely knew
Just what it meant; by times the damsel grew
Pensive and tender, till at last she said,—
You see the bait was very nicely spread,—
“ How chances it, fair sir, this gift of song
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To droop and wilt, and, too, I knew not why,
To watch me sidewise with attentive eye,
Or stay for silent hours cloaked with thought,
Laughing or weeping readily at naught.
What changes women? A wife is just a wife.
The thing tormented me, for now her life
Faced from me ever, and, her head bent low,
She lived with some worn sonnet or rondeau
Had served its purpose. Vexed at last, I took
The wretched stuff, the whole of it, and shook
The fragments to the winds. Now, by St. George!
The thing stuck ever bitter in my gorge,
That such a peasant-slave’s mere words should be
The one strong bond that held this love to me,
That was my life, and is. Alas! in vain
I played the lover over, till in pain
Because she pined, poor fool, I sought again
My butt of verse and wine, and gaily said,
“ Here, fellow, there’s for drink! Set me your head
To verse me something honest, that shall speak
A strong man’s love, and to my lady’s cheek
Fetch back its rose again.” But as for him,
This hound, he studied me with red eyes, dim
And dulled with wine, and lightly laughing cried,
“Not I, my lord. Not ever, if I tried
The longest day of June. Your falcon caught,
Be sure no jesses by another wrought
Will hold a captive; ” and with rambling talk
Put me aside, sang, hummed, took up the chalk
The landlord wont to score his drinks withal,
A moment paused, and scribbled on the wall,
“If God love to a sexton gave,
Surely he would dig it a grave;
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If God fitted an ass with wings,
What would he do with the pretty things?”
I cursed him for a useless sot, but he,
Leering and heedless, scrawled unsteadily
Just “ Wallow, wallow, wallow; this from me
To all wise pigs that on this mad earth be;”
Wrote “ Frangois Villon” underneath, and there,
Smitten with drink, dropped on the nearest chair
And slept as sleep the dead. I in despair
Went on my way.
But she, my gentle dame,
Grew slowly feebler, like an oilless flame,
Until this cursed thing happened. On a day
I chanced upon her singing, joyous, gay;
Glad leapt my hopes. I kissed her, saw her start,
Grow sudden pale, a quick hand on her heart.—
"Fore God, I love her dearly, but I tore
A paper from her bosom, yet forbore
One darkened moment’s time to read it, then
Saw the wild love verse, knew what drunken pen
Had dared.—
Fierce-eyed she stayed a little space,
Then struck me red with words, as if my face
A man had struck, said, “ What can be more base
Than bribe a peasant soul to win with thought
Above your thinking what you vainly sought?
I love you? No—1I loved the man who knew
To tell the gladness of his love through you;
A thief, no doubt; and pray what was he who
Thus stole my love? You lied! and he, a sot!
A sot, you say, could rise above his pot,—
You, never! Love me! Could one like you know
In love's sweet climate truth and honor grow?”
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But I, seeing my folly clear, said, “ Isabeau,
What matters it if I but used the flow
Of this man’s fantasies to word the praise
I would have said a hundred eager ways
And moved you never? Is it rare one pays
A man to sing?”
“ Henceforth, my lord,” said she,
“ We talk tongues strange to each, but ever he
Talked that my heart knows best. Your wife am I,
That’s past earth’s mending ; what is left but try
To weary on to death? What else?” 1 turned,
Cried, “ But I loved you well! This boor has
earned

A traitor’'s fate”

“ And vou,” she moaned; nor more,
Save, “ Let all traitors die,” and on the floor
Fell in a heap.

¥

Thenceforward half distraught
I sought my poet-thief, but never caught
The cunning fiend, till as it chanced one night,
My horse fallen lame, I, walking, saw the light
Still in her window. There below it stood
A man where fell the moonlight all aflood,
And suddenly a hand of mastery swept
The zittern, and — a whining love-song leapt.
Ah! but too well knew I the song he sang;
I smiled to think it was his last. It rang
Mad chimes within my head. “ Now then,” I cried,
“ A dog-life for a love-life!"” Quick aside
My poet cast his zittern, drew his sword,
Tried as he stood his footing on the sward,
And laughed. He ever laughed, and laughing said,
“ Before we two cut throats, and one is dead,
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Kiss her! Your kiss? It will be I who kiss.
Yea, every dream of love your life shall miss
I shall be dreaming ever!

Well, the cat,
Patient or not, has waited. As for that,
Be comforted. Hell never lacks reward
For them that serve it. Thanks.— On guard. On

guard.”
No word said I. Long had I listened, dazed.
Now scorn broke out in hatred; crazed,
Fiercely I lunged. He, laughing, scarce so rash,
Parried and touched my arm. The rapier clash
Went wild a minute; then a woman'’s cry
Broke from the hedge behind him, and near by
Some moonlit whiteness gleamed. He turned, and I,
By heaven! 't was none too soon, I drove my sword
Clean through the peasant dog from point to guard,
And held her as I watched him. Better men
A many have I killed, but this man!— Then
He staggered, reeling, clutched at empty air
And at his breast, and pitching here and there,
Fell, shuddered, and was dead.
By Mary’s grace,

The woman kneeling kissed the dead dog’s face!

Take you the Duke my tale. The woman lives.

The man is dead. None knows but she. What
gives

Such needless haste to go? 'T 1s not yet late.

Think you the story of this peasant’s fate

Will vex Duke Charles? How looks the thing to
you?

No comment? None?
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What devil set this trap for me who meant

To swear the wager lost, and well content

To pay and end it, duly penitent

And out of pocket? What would she have lost?

The fool who is her lover scarce will miss

One kiss subtracted from his sum of bliss.

Now, good St. Anthony, who ought to be

The friend of men sore tempted, pray for me; —

You were not tempted, for you knew not love.

[Coming up behind CLAIRE, he bends over and

kisses her. She starts to her feet.

Craire. Now, by dear Marie and all saints above,
You — René — kissed me!

La Tous. Yes, and, on my soul,
I’'m glad and sorry: that sums up the whole,
The sin and penance; larger joy and pain
Than ever I shall know in life again. [She is silent.
For God’s sake, speak to me; say something, Claire,
Craire. Your shame lacks courage, sir; how could
you dare?

LA Tour. Fate, fortune, luck, have never known to
spare
Head, heart, or purse of mine. ’'T is very rare
My follies pay as well. How could I dare?
The question ’s childlike, madam. What! in tears!
These were not counted in my list of fears.

Craire. An idle gossip warned me yestereve
Of this, and you; yet how could I believe
Of one who once — no matter. What I said
Did cost one shameless cheek its share of red.
He little liked my comment; nor would you
Who tossed about amid a gambling crew
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La Tour. Indeed, it so befell,
I won my ducats and some thoughts as well
A man could do without.
CLAIRE. It is not true.
The beau sire jests — no courteous thing to do.
La Tour. By Venus, I have but my word to give.
Here as she sat I kissed her, as I live!
De LancivaL. Ye saints! The man has luck. Now,
when I bring
This news to-night, the tavern roof will ring.
I never dared as much. To kiss her hand
Was my slim ration. I may understand
You really kissed her?
La Tour. Yes.
De LancivaL. Well — as one may
Kiss any woman for a wager’s play;
Had she kissed you I should have more to say.
CLaire. Then take the truth: I kissed him as he lay
A-sleeping in the garden. Now, sir, pray,
What is it more your lordship has to say?
De Laxcivar. You kissed La Tour?
CLAIRE. I did.
DE LANcIVAL. Now, by my sword —
La Tour. That’s near kin to cursing. Well, my lord—
De Lancivar. Is this a jest?
CLAIRE. That may somewhat depend
On how a maudlin tragedy shall end.
La Tour. I wait your orders, Viscount.
De LANcCIVAL. Nonsense! Why
Should you or I for such a trifle die?
Yet, as a friend, La Tour, I take fair leave
To doubt her story.
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“ Or quite as likely Arab plunderers.”
Then I thought fit to say, “ A welcome waits;
My father’s tents lie yonder. Follow me.”

The young man answered, “We must trust your
words.

This blind man found me wandering and starved;
He gave me food and water, saying, ‘ Come!’

I followed him in wonder and in ddubt.”

The blind man, father, did not wait or speak,
And I ran by in haste to tell of them.

Yacos.
It may be, son, he is not really blind;
A beggar’s fraud, perhaps. What matters it!
Go quickly, son, and fetch the bread and salt.

[He greets the two men as they draw near. The
blind man touches head, heart, and lips, as he
bends, remaining silent. His companion touches
his forechead and bows. The host returns the
Ortental salutation of the blind man.

Y AcCOB.
Take of my bread and salt; my tents are yours.
[They accept.

The peace of God which passeth other peace
Be with you ever.

BARABBAS. May your days be long,
Long in the land that once was ours alone.

[Meanwhile AmPpLiAs, the younger man, who has
been uneasily watchful, murmurs to himself.
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Have wandered far, and now that I am fed

Am what I was not these three talk-starved days.

I doubt if empty nightingales could sing |

First for the song, and then, perhaps, the friend

Who led me hither will confess the charm

Shared with the swallow on his airy flight.

[Barabbas has meanwhile been a silent listener.
The lad sitting near him feels now the touch of
the blind man as he speaks.

BAraBBAs.
You have lived half your life the weathercock
Of every wind that blows — of every breeze.

AMPLIAS.
Now there, at last, our friend has something said,
A weathercock’s a rather useful thing —
A tireless sentinel, and much in use
To point sage morals for the young, when age
Has set sad limits to men’s naughtiness
And left one luxury, the power to scold.

Yacor (Pleasantly).
A restless symbol of the joy of change
You Greeks so dearly love. Now then, blind friend,
Your answer to our merry weathercock.

Barapeas (To Yacos).
He shall be answered when my hour has come.
I am called Barabbas;— once you knew me well.

Yacos (Smiles).
The storms of life, I fear, have wrecked for me
Too many memories of younger days,
And after all the name is not the man.
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‘When feasting gaily by the Agean sea,
And we were glad with music, love, and wine,
One sober fool cast mid our idle talk
Words of this new revolt against the gods.
A Roman gentleman, a man in years,
Who sought the charm Falernian vineyards bring
To make the minute young, said quietly,
“1I have some dim remembrance of the man.
An arrogant, rebellious priesthood asked,
As was the custom at their annual feast,
That I set free one criminal. They chose
A leader of revolt, and so to please
Unruly Jews I sent this Christ to death.
To-day men talk of this Judean serf:
I had quite forgotten it; but now, of late,
I sometimes wonder if —'twas but a chance,
The other man had been the crucified.—
Ho there, my girl, you of the golden hair!
Fill, fill my goblet.”

There was Christ again!
A sudden silence fell upon the feast,
Till one beside me said, “ That other man
Had on his side the cheerful God of Luck.”

BaAraBBAs (Rising)

I was that other man.

Y Acos. What, you! Not you!

AMPLIAS.

So cross men’s fates. I said the world was smalll

YacoB (To BaraeBas). You were the hero of the priest-

led mob!
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To what I looked for, scourge and crucifix.

Set free! I shudder that it seemed so sweet.
Like to one drowning who sets foot on land,

I drew long breaths of open air and glad
Basked in the sun unseen for many a month,

I was the hero of an hour, and shared

The priesthood’s hatred and their scorn of Him
Whose silence was the ransom of my life.

I followed them with thoughts at last set free
From night-long dreams of anguish on the cross
Till clanking fetters woke me to despair.

The man I watched upon his way to death
Bent stumbling 'neath his cross; and then and there
Some pity for this strange, insulting death

Held me to thought of what I might have been
Had he but made one eloquent appeal.

Why was he silent? He deserved to die.

False to our fathers’ creed, he had the power
To lead a host to freedom, and for God

To call to battle all those crouching slaves,
Sweep clean the land from Moab to the sea

And hurl the Roman from his seat of pride!

A king of men! In some uplifting hour

The prophet hand that gave the Maccabee
Victorious visions and a sword of gold

Had won this wasted life to strike and slay.

[BaraBBas, who had been standing, sinks down ex-
hausted, and all are silent until AMPLIAS speaks.

AMPLIAS.
You cannot leave me with this half-told tale.
How died this man of whom while yet he lived
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Broke on the friendless silence of the night,

My eyes were His to hold — His eves were mine.

The blood-stained cross shook with the throes of
death;

The black hair heavy with the sweat of death,

Dropped o'er the fallen head, while suddenly

The earth rocked under me. I heard afar

The screams of women and the cries of men,

Uprooted trees, the crash of wall and tower;

And through it ever those beseeching eyes

I saw and fell, and reeling rose again

Blind, blind forever, as my soul had been,

With one last memory of those seeking eyes.

Awmrrias (Gravely).
As strange a story as was ever told!
Why you it plainly cost so much to tell
Chose for the hearing one you pleased to call
A mere light-minded trifler, you may know;
At least you have the gratitude of thanks
From one too apt to hide his graver thought
Beneath a mask, but now would ask of you
What sequel has the tale no man could hear
Without distress for that man and for you.

BAaraBBAS.
No, it is not the end. For many a year
Through perils numberless my steps have gone,
The alms of death denied my beggared life.
From land to land a gentle child-like hand,
Or some low voice of warning guided me.
This, this at least, whatever else you doubt,
You cannot dare to question. Everywhere
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Ah! the clutch of tendril-fingers, that with nature’s cun-
ning knew

So to coil in sturdy grapple round the stem from which
they grew.

Shall a man this joy discover? How the heart-wine to
the brain

Rushed with shock of bliss when, startled, first I won
this simple gain!

How I mocked those seeking fingers, eager for their
earliest toy,

Telling none my new-found treasure! Miser of the
mother’s joy,

Quick I caught the first faint ripple, answering me with
lip and eyes,

As I stooped with mirthful purpose, keen to capture
fresh replies;

Oh, the pretty wonderof it, when wasborntheart tosmile,

Or the new, gay trick of laughter filled my eyes with
tears the while,—

Helpful tears, love’s final language, when the lips no
more can say,

Tears, like kindly prophets, warning of another, darker
day.

Thus my vision lost its gladness, and I stood on life’s dim
strand,

Watching where a little love-lark drifted slowly from the
land; :

For again the bells seemed ringing Christmas o’er the
snow of dawn,

And my dreaming memory hurt me with a hot face, gray
and drawn,

And with small hands locked in anguish. Ah! those
days of helpless pain!
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OF THE REMEMBERED DEAD

THERE is no moment when our dead lose power;
Unsignalled, unannounced they visit us.

Who calleth them I know not. Sorrowful,

They haunt reproachfully some venal hour

In days of joy, or when the world is near,

And for a moment scourge with memories

The money-changers of the temple-soul.

In the dim space between two gulfs of sleep,

Or in the stillness of the lonely shore,

They rise for balm or torment, sweet or sad,

And most are mine where, in the kindly woods,
Beside the childlike joy of summer streams,

The stately sweetness of the pine hath power

To call their kindred comforting anew.

Use well thy dead. They come to ask of thee
What thou hast done with all this buried love,
The seed of purer life? Or has it fallen unused
In stony ways and brought thy life no gain?
Wilt thou with gladness in another world

Say it has grown to forms of duty done

And ruled thee with a conscience not thine own?
Another world! How shall we find our dead?
What forceful law shall bring us face to face?
Another world! What yearnings there shall guide?
Will love souls twinned of love bring near again?
And that one common bond of duty held

This living and that dead, when life was theirs?
Or shall some stronger soul, in life revered,
Bring both to touch, with nature's certainty,
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Was it pain, and was it shame? The lictor's rods fell on
a man;

On the God-man fell those scourges, and the bitter drops
that ran

Flowed from eyes that wept for millions, came of pain
none else can know,

An eternity of anguish, counted as the blood drops flow.

Mine is but an atom’s torment; mine shall bring eternal
gain;

His, the murder pangs of ages, paid with usury of pain.

“ Art thou weary of the darkness? Art thou cold, my
little maid?

Hast thou sorrow of my sorrow? Kiss my cheek. Be
not dismayed.

Lo, the nearness of one moment setteth age to lonely
thought,

Would his will but make us one ere yet his perfect will
be wrought.

That may not be. Once, once only Love must drop the
hand of love.”

“ Father, father! Hark, the lions!” “ Peace, my little
one, my dove;

Soon thy darkened cage will open, soon the voice of
Christ will say,

‘Come and be among my lilies, where the golden foun-
tains play, :

And an angel legion watches, and forever it is day.’

So, my hand upon thy shoulder. Thou, so little! I, so
tall !

Now, one kiss — earth’s last! My darling.”— Back the
iron gate-bolts fall.

Lo, the gray arena’s quiet, and the faces waiting all,
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This could I wish; and yet it well may be

Thy heart smiled not, for wit, like fairy gold,
Mayhap won naught for him who scattered glee,
No help for him by whom the jest was told,—
The world’s sad fool, whose ever-ready wiles

Rang the glad bells of laughter down the years,
And cheated pain with merry mysteries,

And from a prison cell, the twins of tears,
Sent forth his Don and Squire to win at ease
Such joy of mirth as his could never be.

Ah, who can say! His latest day of pain

Took Shakespeare’s kindred soul. I trust they met
Where smiles are frequent, and the saddest gain
What earth denies, the privilege to forget

“The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely.”

But where he sleeps, the land which gave him birth,
And gave no more to him, its greatest child,
Knows not to-day. Some levelled heap of earth,
Some nameless stone, lies o'er him who beguiled
So many a heart from thinking on its pain.

Yet I can fancy that at morning there

The birds sing gladder, and at evening still

The peasant, resting from his day of care,

Goes joyous thence with some mysterious thrill

Of lightsome mirth, whose cause he seeks in vain.

October 1888.
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Blood have I that once was Dante's;
Kinsman am [ of Cervantes.

Come and see what nobles fine

Make my proud ancestral line:

In my gallery set apart,

Lo where art interprets art.

Yes, you needs must like it well,—
Shakespeare’s face by Raphael.

Ah, ’tis very nobly done,

But that’s the air of Aragon.

He left me that which till life ends
Is surely mine,— the best of friends;
And chiefly one, if you would know,
I love of all, Mercutio.

Velasquez? Ay, he knew a man,
And well he drew my Puritan,

With eyes too full of heaven’s light
To dream our day as aught but night.
If my soul stirs swift at wrong,
This sire made that instinct strong.
Da Vinei touched with love the face
That keeps for me young Surrey’s grace.
And that,— ah, that is one to like,
My kinsman Sidney, by Vandyke.
Some words he gave, of which bereft
My life were poorer. There, to left
Are they whose rills of English song
Unto my royal blood belong.

For poet, painter, priest, and lay
Went to make my Spanish clay;

And here away in Andalouse,
Whatever mood my soul may choose,
The poet’s joy, the soldier’s force,
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“ Forsooth I’'m somewhat autumn-ripe,
Yet like my apples sound and red.

And life is sweet,” said stout De Gourgues,
“Yea, verily sweet,” he said.

“Three things there were I once did love —
One that gay jester of Navarre,

And one to sack a Spanish town,
And one the wild wrath of war.

“ And two there were I hated well —
One that carrion beast, a Moor,
And one that passeth him for spite,

That’s a Spaniard, rest you sure.”

Still he smoked, and musing murmured,
“There be three things well I like,

My pipe, my ease, this quiet life,
Better far than push of pike.

“ And to-day there be two I love
Who lured me out of the strife,

The lad who plays with my rusty blade,
And the little Gascon wife.

“ Parbleu! parbleu!” cried gray De Gourgues,
For at his side there stood

A soldier, scarred and worn and white,
In a cuirass dark with blood.

“Ventre Saint Gris! good friend, halloa!
Art sorely hurt, and how? and why?

Art Huguenot? Here's help at need:
Or Catholic? What care I!"
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Full slow he turned and climbed the hill,
And thrice looked back to see:
“The dream! The glove!— How came it
there? —
What matters a glove to me?”

But day by day as one distraught
He stood, or gazed upon the board;
Nor heard the voice of wife or boy,
Nor took of the wine they poured.

He saw his bannerol flutter forth,
As tossed by the wind of fight,

And watched his sheathed sword o’er the hearth
Leap flashing to the light.

He told her all. “ Now God be praised!”
She cried, while the hot tears ran;

“ She little loves who loves not more
His honor than the man.”

His lands are sold. A stranger’s hand
The juice of his grapes shall strain;

Another, too, shall reap the hopes
He sowed with the winter grain,

His way was o’er the windy seas,

But, sailed he fast or sailed he slow,
He saw by day, he saw by night,

The face of Jean Ribaut.

The sun rose crimson with the morn,
Or set at eve a ghastly red,

While over blue Bahama seas
Beckoned him ever the dead.
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“An' it’s each for all!” cries Dad to me;
“The night ain't much of a choice for sweet.”
So up he jumps an’ stamps aroun’,
Jus’ for to waken his sleepy feet.

“An’ it’s into ilers and on with boots,”
Sings Dad; “ thar be n't no time to spar’.

Pull in y'r waist-straps. Hurry a bit;
The shortest time 'll be long out thar.”

I did n’t like it, or them no more,
But roun’ we scuttles for oar and ropes,
An’ out we plunged in the old man's wake,
For we knowed as we was thar only hopes.

The door druv’ in; the cinders flew;
The house, it shook; out went the light;
The air was thick with squandered sand,
As nipt like the sting of a bluefly bite.

We passed yon belt of holly and pine,
An’ in among them cedar an’ oak
We stood a bit on the upper shore,
An stared an’ listened, but no man spoke.

“Whar lies she, Bill? ¥ roars Dad to me,
As down we bended. Then bruk’ a roar
As follered a lane of dancin’ light
That flashed and fluttered along the shore.

“ She’s thar,” says Joe; “1’d sight of her then;
She’s hard and high on the outer bar.

Nary a light, and fast enough,
And nary a mawsel of mast or spar.”
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Ice-bound he were. But he kinder smiled,
A-lookin’ up. I was sort of skeered.

Lord! thinks I, thar was many a prayer
Froze in the snow of that orful beard.

Thar was one man lashed to the wheel,
An’ his eyes was a-starin’ wild,

An’ thar, close-snuggled up in his arms,—
O Lord, sir, the pity ! — a little child.

“Dead all,” says I, as I lep to the boat.

" Give way,” an’ we bent to the springin’ oar;
An’ never no word says boy or Dad,

Till we crashed full high on the upper shore.

Then Dad, he dropped for to pray,
But I stood all a-shake on the sand;

An’ the old man says, “I could wish them souls
Was fetched ashore to the joyful land.”

But Joe, he laffs. Says Dad, right mad,
“Shut up. Ye’d grin if ye went to heaven.”

“Why not?” says Joe. “As for this here earth,
It takes lots of laffin’ to keep things even.”

Ready about, an’ mind for the boom:
Ef ye keer for to hold that far,

You may see the Emmeline, keel and rib,
Stuck fast an’ firm on the outer bar.

Newrort, October 1801.
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The days which so lately have vanished,
The friends who were part of their pleasure.
Right cheery for me, in the city,

To think once again of the sunsets

We watched from the crest of the hilltop,
Alone on the stumps in the clearing;
When slowly the forms of the mountains,
Our own hills, our loved Alleghanies,
Grew hazy and distant and solemn,
Cloaked each with the shade of his neighbor;
Like rigid old Puritans scorning

The passion and riot of color,

Of yellow and purple and scarlet,

Which haunt the gay court of the sunset,
Where Eve, like a wild Cinderella,
Awaits the gray fairy of twilight.
Sweet, ever, to think of the forests,
Their cool, woody fragrance delicious;
To think of the camp-fires we builded
To baffle those terrible pungies;

To think how we wandered, bewildered
With wood-dreams and delicate fancies
Unknown to the life of the city.

To tread but those cushioning mosses;
To lie, almost float, on the fern-beds;
To feel the crisp crush of the foot on
The mouldering logs of the windfall,
Were things to be held in remembrance.
Dost recall how we lingered to listen
The sound of the wood-robin’s bugle,

Or bent the witch-hopple to guide us,

As one folds the page he is reading,
And felt, as we peered through the stillness,
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The land has no story to tell us,—

No voice save the Clarion’s waters,

No song save the murm’rous confusion

Of winds gone astray in the pine-tops,

Or the roar of the rain on the hemlocks:—
No record, no sign, not a word of

The lords of the axe and the rifle,

Who camped by the smooth Alleghany,

And blazed the first tree on the mountain.
Yet here, even here in the forest,—

The soul-calming deep of the forest,
Where cat-birds are noisy and dauntless,
And deft little miserly squirrels

Are hoarding the beech-nuts for winter:
Where rattlesnakes charm, and the hoot-owl
By night sounds his murderous war-pipe,—
Yes, here in the last home of Nature,
Where the greenness that swells o’er the hillock
Is pink with the blossoming laurel,

The wants of the city still haunt us,

When busy blue axes are ringing,

And totter the kings of the mountain.

Ah, well you recall, T can fancy,

The morn we looked down on the valley
That bears the proud name of the battle,
Itself a fair field for the winning;

Recall, too, the frank speech which told us
Who felled the first tree in the valley
Where now the red heifers are browsing,
And reapers are swinging their cradles,
And fat grow the stacks with the harvest.
Canst see, too, the dam and the mill-pond,
The trees in the dark amber water,
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Where green and noiseless deeps of shadow rest

In growing gloom ’'twixt golden lake and sky.

Fast fades the lessening day, and far beneath

The tamarack shivers and the cedar’'s cone

Uneasy sways, while fitful tremors stir

The tattered livery of the ragged birch;

And over all the arch of heaven is wild

With tumbled clouds, where swift the lightning’s
lance |

Gleams ruby red and thunder-echoes roll;

Far, far below — sweet as the dream of hope

What time despair is nearest — lies the lake.

Fast comes the storm; spiked black with pattering
rain,

The darkened water gleams with bells of foam.

Fast comes the storm, till over lake and sky,

O'er yellow lake and ever-yellowing sky,

Cruel and cold, the gray storm-twilights rest;

And so the day before its time is dead.

1870.

NOONDAY WOODS — NIPIGON

BeTween thin fingers of the pine
The fluid gold of sunlight slips,

And through the tamarack’s gray-green fringe
Upon the level birch leaves drips.

Through all the still, moist forest air
Slow trickles down the soft, warm sheen,
And flecks the branching wood of ferns
With tender tints of pallid green,
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AFTER SUNSET —LAKE WEELOKENE-
BAKOK

At twilight Azescohos standeth

With domes that are builded of color:

Its deep-wrinkled strata and boulders,

Its sombre-leaved greenness of noonday,
Fade, lost in the blue misty splendor

That seems like the soul of a color;

While far, far away to the eastward

One vast fading glory of scarlet —

A color that seems as if living —
Possesses the sky like a passion,

And higher and higher in heaven

Fades out in the soft bluish greenness
That climbs to the zenith above us.
Below, far below, as if thinking,

At rest lies the sensitive lake; and

Like one who sings but to her own heart
Such thoughts as a loving lip whispers,
Thus deep in the waters are pictured

The beauty of sunset and hillside.

For the blue that was blue on the mountain,
Seen deep in the heart of the water,

Hath the touch of some blessing upon it,—
Some strangeness of purity in it,

Like color that shall be in heaven.

This water-held vision of sunset,

Ablaze in the depths of the darkness,

Is it but for the sight? Canst not hear it,
This prophet of color, to tell us
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We yearn to give them feature, face. Alas!
Love hath no morn for memory’s failing prime;
What once was sweet with truth is but a shade.

The ghosts of nameless sorrow, joy, despair,
Emotions that have no remembered source,
Love-waifs from other worlds, hope, fear, remorse

Born of some vision’s crime, wail through the air,

Crying, We were and are not !— that is all.

Yet sweet the indecisive evening hour
That hath of earth the least. Unreal as dreams
Dreamed within dreams, and ever further, seems
The sound of human toil, while grass and flower
Bend where the mercy of the dew doth fall.

Strange mysteries of expectation wait
Above the grave-mounds of the storied space,
Where, buried, lie a nation’s strength and grace,
And the sad joys of Rome's imperious state
That perished of its insolent excess.

A dull, gray shroud o’er this vast burial rests,

Is deathly still, or seems to rise and fall,

As on a dear one, dead, the moveless pall
Doth cheat the heart with stir of her white breasts,
Mocking the troubled hour with worse distress.

A deathful languor holds the twilight mist,
Unearthly colors drape the Alban hills,
A dull malaria the spirit fills;

Death and decay all beauty here have kissed,

Pledging the land to sorrowing loveliness.

Rome, May 1891.
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And, like the airy march of mighty wings,

The rhythmic throb of stately cadences

Inthralls the ear with some high-measured verse,

Where ecstasies of passion-nurtured words

For great thoughts find a home, and fill the mind

With echoes of divinely purposed hopes

That wore on earth the death-pall of despair.

Night darkens round me. Never more in life

May I, companioned by the friendly dead,

Walk in this sacred fellowship again;

Therefore, thou silent singer 'neath the grass,

Still sing to me those sweeter songs unsung,

“ Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone,”

Caressing thought with wonderments of phrase

Such as thy springtide rapture knew to win.

Ay, sing to me thine unborn summer songs,

And the ripe autumn lays that might have been;

Strong wine of fruit mature, whose flowers alone we
know.

RoumE, May 1891.

ROMA

Ripe hours there be that do anticipate
The heritage of death, and bid us see,
As from the vantage of eternity,

The shadow-symbols of historic fate.

As o’er some Alpine summit’s lonely steep,
Blinding and terrible with spears of light,
Hurling the snows from many a shaken height,

The storm-clad spirits of the mountain sweep,—
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Till I, the fearless child of ocean, heard
The step of doom, and trembling to my fall,
Remorseful knew that I had seen unstirred
Proud Freedom’'s death, the tyrant’s festival;
Whilst that Italia which was yet to be,
And is, and shall be, sat, a virgin pure,
High over Umbria on the mountain slopes,
And saw the failing fires of liberty
Fade on the chosen shrine she deemed secure,
When died for many a year man’s noblest hopes.

VENICE, June 1801.

PISA: THE DUOMO

Lo, this is like a song writ long ago,
Born of the easy strength of simpler days,
Filled with the life of man, his joy, his praise,
Marriage and childhood, love, and sin, and woe,
Defeat and victory, and all men know
Of passionate remorses, and the stays
That help the weary on life's rugged ways.
A dreaming seraph felt this beauty grow
In sleep’s pure hour, and with joy grown bold
Set the fair crystal in the thought of man;
And Time, with antique tints of ivory wan,
And gentle industries of rain and light,
Its stones rejoiced, and o’er them crumbled gold
Won from the boundaries of day and night.

Pisa, May 18g1.
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ST. CHRISTOPHER

FOR A CHILD

THERE was none so tall as this giant bold.
He had a name that could not be told,

A name so crooked no Christian men
Could say it over and speak again.

One day he came where a good man prayed
All alone in the forest shade.

Then the giant in wonder said:

" Why do you bend the knee and head?”
“I bend,” he said, “ because I be

The weakest thing that you can see.

To Christ who is so good and strong,

I pray for help to do no wrong.”

“ Ho,” said the giant, “ when I see

One strong enough to conquer me,

I shall be glad to bend my knees,

Which are as stout as any trees.”

“ But,” said the good man, sad and old,

“ Yon stream is deep, the water cold.
Prayer is the Spirit’s work for some.
Work is the prayer of the body dumb.”
“1f that be prayer,” said the giant tall,
“The maimed and sick, the weak and small,
Across the stream and to and fro,

I shall carry and come and go,

Until the time when I shall see

Thy strong Christ come to humble me.”
So all day long, with patient hand,

He bore the weak from strand to strand.
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LINES TO A DESERTED STUDY

Husu! Feel ye not around us teem

The shapes that haunted Goethe's dream?
When lifted genius mused apart,

And taste inspired the soul of art;

Young first Love, coy with trembling wings,
And Hope, the lark that soaring sings,
And boyhood friendships prone to fade
Through pleasant zones of sun and shade:
With many a phantom born of youth,
The trust in honor, faith, and truth

That fails in after years;

The perfect pearls of life’s young dream
Dissolved in manhood’s tears.

Through Time's swift loom our joys and griefs
In braided strands together run;:

To weave about this world of ours

Wild tapestries of shade and sun.

And seems it not as if to-night,

Dear, dusty, many-memoried room,

Our souls had lost the threads of light,
And like the eve kept gathering gloom?
Ay, and for one of us the hour

Must have, methinks, a double power,

As backwards turns his saddened look,

To view again those many scenes,

When life was like an uncut book,

And Joy was in her rosy teens,

Yes, even we who later knew

The home of friendship and of taste,
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Hast thou not loved him for this human dream?
Or sighed with him who yesterevening sat

Upon the low sea-wall, and saw through tears
His ruined home and snow-clad Ararat?

If thou art dowered with some refined sense
That shares the counsels of the nesting bird,

Canst hear the mighty laughter of the earth,
And all that ear of man hath never heard,

If the abysmal stillness of the night
Be eloquent for thee, if thou canst read
The glowing rubric of the morning song,
Doth each new day no gentle warning breed?

Shall not the gossip of the maudlin bee,
The fragrant history of the fallen rose,

Unto the prescience of instinctive love
Some humbler prophecy of joy disclose?

Cold vestal of the leafy convent cell,

The traitor days have thy calm trust betrayed;
The sea-wind boldly parts thy shining leaves

To let the angel in. Be not afraid!

The gold-winged sun, divinely penetrant,
The pure annunciation of the morn

Breathes o’er thy chastity, and to thy soul
The tender thrill of motherhood is borne.

Set wide the glory of thy radiant bloom!

Call every wind to share thy scented breaths!
No life is brief that doth perfection win.

To-day is thine — to-morrow thou art death’s!

CorTino D'AMPEZZO, July 1807.
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And He gave as none has given through the long and
weary years,

Blessings that have lightened labor, promises that an-
swer tears,

When at last the white-clad peasants slowly from the
hill withdrew,

Long I lingered, why I knew not, till at last I surely
knew

That my soul some yearning counselled, bidding me re-
main. I stayed,

Bolder for the dark, then heard Him: “ Rabbi, ask. Be
not afraid.”

Low I questioned: “ Lord and Master, who most surely
are the pure?

Is 1t they who, born and dying, have no sorrow to en-
dure,

Like the snow that melts at morning, from the soil of
earth secure?

Who is it shall see . . .7 But spoke not that one word
is left unsaid

When the priest intones the psalmist, and the sacred
scrolls are read.

“Who is it shall dare behold Him, and the Nameless
One abide,

When the seraphs’ wings are folded, and the angel hosts
divide? "

Then I felt how great my daring, and my forehead
flushed with shame;

Like a child in fear I waited, waited for the word of
blame.

But He said, “ Draw near, O Rabbi,” and those strange
eyes fell on mine,
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THE COMFORT OF THE HILLS

Blessed of the Lord be his land, for the
chief things of the ancient mountains, and
for the precious things of the lasting hills.

Here have I wandered oft these many years

Far from the world’s restraint, my heart at ease,
With equal liberty of joy or tears

To welcome Nature’s generosities,

Where these gray summits give the unburdened mind
To clearer thought, in freedom unconfined.

What made this wide estate of hill and plain

So surely mine to-day? Of God, the law

That gave to joy the right of ampler reign —

For in love's title none may find a flaw,

And mine the equities of tribute brought

From vassal lands no earthly gold has bought.

As flit gray gulls, with silver flash of wings,
Leap and are lost the whitecaps of the sea
When swoops the norther o’er the deep and sings
Mad music in the hemlocks, and for me

A litany of joy and hope and praise,

Sweet to the man who knows laborious days.

The wild hawk here is playmate of my tl{t}ught.
Like him I soar, upon as eager wings,

And something of his liberty have caught,

The simple pleasure in material things,
Unvexed, in thoughtless joy a child to be,
The moment’s friend of all the eye can see.
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Kind to the dreamer is this solitude.

Fair courtesies of silence wait to know

What hopes are flattering a poet mood,
Stirred by frail ecstasies that come and go,
Like birds that let the quivering leaves prolong
The broken music of their passing song.

Here may we choose what company shall be ours;
Here bend before one fair divinity

To whose dear feet we bring the spirit-flowers,
Fragments of song, stray waifs of poetry,

The orphans of dead dreams, more sweet than aught
Won by decisive days of sober thought.

Day-dreams that feed the folly of the fool,
The wisdom of the wise, the hour endears;
Despite the discipline of life’s stern school,
And the gray quiet of monastic years,

I sit, companioned by life’s young desires,

And warm my fancies at yon sunset fires.

For 't is the children’s hour, and I, the child,
Self-credulous, am pleased myself to tell
Stories that have no ending, ventures wild
O’er chartless oceans to glad isles where dwell
Loves that no bitter debt to time shall pay,
Loves that to-morrow shall be as to-day.

Ay, 't 1s enchantment’s hour. A herald star
Marshals the silent armies of the night.

The eastward scarlet frets the waves. Afar
Fades in the pallid west a violet light,

And murmurs of the tide rise up to me,
Huge breathing of the sea’s immensity.
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Once, all there was of beauty on the earth
Became religion. Love was but a prayer

To gentle deities, whose sylvan mirth

Heard man or maid, at dusk of eve, aware
Of gods who shared love’s piety, and of faint
Sweet whispers from some pagan flower saint.

If these were dreams, I envy those who dreamed
Into the world long dramas of belief,

This joyous passion-play of gods who seemed

To be so near to human joy and grief;

Or were they tender yearnings willed by Him
Whose creed left lonely all the woodways dim?

If I have lost this heritage divine,

Some pentecostal hour may give to me

The tongues earth’s childhood knew, and it be mine
To read beyond what seems reality.

Grant me this gift of wisdom’s fullest flower,

O fair Egeria of the evening hour.

Lo, in the twilight's dim confessional

Come agéd voices from this ice-scarred rock;

I hear the avalanche in thunder fall,

The glacier’s many voices, and the shock

When from these granite shoulders, seaward hurled,
Fell the white ruin of an elder world.

My summer friends, the maples, cease to shed
Their red and gold, are bare and gaunt and gray.
In changeless quiet, towering overhead,

Hemlock and pine defy the autumn’s sway,

The wintry winds. To them the call of spring

A gracious autumn with the birds shall bring.
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Yet Nature stands, a finger on her lips,

Glad mother of mysterious sympathy,

Sure as the light that through the greenery slips,
Far-winged at eve with loving certainty,

To gild these glooming rocks, by glaciers worn,
With constant promise of another morn.

If Nature, soulless, knows not how to weep,

Take that she has for thee. Wilt know how much?
Bring here thy cares, and find upon the steep

Some kingly healing in the wild wind’s touch.

The best of love and life is mystery,—

Take thou the pine-trees’ benedicite !

The years that come as friend and leave as foe,
The years that come as foes, and friends depart,
Leave for remembrance more of joy than woe,
All memory sifting with Time’s gentle art,

Till He who guides the swallow’s wintry wing
Gives to our grief-winged love as sure a spring.

The mountain summit brings no bitter thought;
And in my glad surrender to its power,
Familiar spirits come to me unsought,

But unto thee, my child, the twilight hour,
When level sun-shafts of the waning day
Their girdling gold upon the forest lay.

Here, long ago, we talked or silent knew

The woodland awe of things about to be,

And, as the nearing shadows round us drew,

Some growing sense of unreality,

Ancestral pagan moods of far descent

That thronged the peopled woods with wonderment.
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Thro’ one long revel of misrule,
Reign of tyrant, knave, or fool,—
Cursed too the bigot and the priest.
From their days of bitter need,
From the sea-lords of our breed,
To the patience of the strong

Fell that heritage of wrong.

Rest in peace, ye captains bold:
When the tide of battle rolled
Thunderous on the island shore,

To thy children’s hand the Lord
Gave for judgment doom the sword.
And at last forevermore

On those haunted Cuban coasts
That long-gathering debt was paid
And the sad and silent ghosts

Of unnumbered wrongs were laid.

Awake, sad Island Sister! Wake to be
The glad young child of liberty.

The storm of battle wholesomely

Has swept thy borders free.

Ringed with the azure of the Carib Sea,
No more the joy of thy abounding waves
Shall mock a land of slaves.

And lo! the matchless prize,

Great kingdoms craved with eager eyes,
Was ours blood-bought.

With no base afterthought

We left unransomed and complete

Earth’s richest jewel at fair Freedom’s feet;
Her dream of hope a glad reality;
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At nine the College heard a snore and saw the Chairman
start,—

A snore as of an actor shy rehearsing for his part.

At ten, a shameless chorus around the hall had run,

The Chairman dreamed a feeble joke, and said the noes
had won.

At twelve the Treasurer fell asleep, the wakeful Censors
slumbered,

The Secretary’s minutes grew to hours quite unnumbered.

At six a. M. that Fellow paused, perchance a page to
turn,

And up I got, and cried, “I move the College do
adjourn!”

They did n't, sir; they sat all day. It made my flesh to
creep.

All night they sat; — that couldn't be. Goodness! was
I asleep?

Was I asleep? With less effect that Fellow might have
tried

Codeia, Morphia, Urethan, Chloral, Paraldehyde.

In vain my servant called aloud, “ Sir, here’s a solemn
letter

To say they want a song from you, for lack of some one
better.

The Chairman says his man will wait, while you sit down
and write;

He says he’s not in any haste,— and make it something
light ;

He says you need n’t vex yourself to try to be effulgent,

Because, he says, champagne enough will keep them all
indulgent.”

I slept — at least I think I slept — an hour by estimation,

But if I slept, I must have had unconscious cerebration,
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Lo! Shadowy greetings from each canvas come,
Lips seem to move now for a century dumb:

From tongues long hushed the sound of welcome falls,
“ Place, place for Holmes upon these honored walls.”
The lights are out, the festal flowers fade,

Our guests are gone, the great hall wrapped in shade.
Lone in the midst this silent picture stands,

Ringed with the learning of a score of lands.
Fromy dusty tomes in many a tongue I hear

A gentle Babel—" Welcome, Brother dear.

Yea, though Apollo won thy larger hours,

And stole our fruit, and only left us flowers,

The poet’s rank thy title here completes —

Doctor and Poet,— so were Goldsmith,— Keats.”
The voices failing murmur to an end

With “ Welcome, Doctor, Scholar, Poet, Friend.”

In elder days of quiet wiser folks,

When the great Hub had not so many spokes,
Two wandering gods, upon the Common, found
A weary schoolboy sleeping on the ground.
Swift to his brain their eager message went,
Swift to his heart each ardent claim was sent:
“ Be mine,” Minerva cried. *“ This tender hand
Skilled in the art of arts shall understand
With magic touch the demon pain to lay.,

From skill to skill and on to clearer day

Far through the years shall fare that ample brain
To read the riddles of disease and pain.”

“ Nay, mine the boy,” Apollo eried aloud,

“ His the glad errand, beautiful and proud,

To wing the arrows of delightful mirth,

To slay with jests the sadder things of earth.
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THE BIRTH AND DEATH OF
PAIN

A POEM READ OCTOBER SIXTEENTH, MDCCCXCVI, AT THE
COMMEMORATION OF THE FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY OF THE
FIRST PUBLIC DEMONSTRATION OF SURGICAL ANESTHE-
SIA IN THE MASSACHUSETTS GENERAL HOSFPITAL, BOSTON.

ForcIveE a moment, if a friend's regret

Delay the task your honoring kindness set.

I miss one face to all men ever dear;

I miss one voice that all men loved to hear.
How glad were I to sit with you apart,

Could the dead master ! use his higher art

To lift on wings of ever-lightsome mirth

The burdened muse above the dust of earth,

To stamp with jests the heavy ore of thought,
To give a day with proud remembrance fraught,
The vital pathos of that Holmes-spun art
Which knew so well to reach the common heart !
Alas! for me, for you, that fatal hour!

Gone is the master! Ah! not mine the power
To gild with jests that almost win a tear

The thronging memories that are with us here,

The Birth of Pain! Let centuries roll away;
Come back with me to nature’s primal day.
What mighty forces pledged the dust to life!
What awful will decreed its silent strife,

Till through vast ages rose on hill and plain
Life’s saddest voice, the birthright wail of pain!

1 Oliver Wendell Holmes.
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Show me his friends and I the man shall know;
This wiser turn a larger wisdom lends:
Show me the books he loves and I shall know
The man far better than through mortal
friends.

Do you perchance recall when first we met,
And gaily winged with thought the flying
night,
And won with ease the friendship of the
mind ? —
I like to call it friendship at first sight.

And then you found with us a second home,
And, in the practice of life’s happiest art,
You little guessed how readily you won
The added friendship of the open heart.

And now a score of years has fled away
In noble service of life’s highest ends,
And my glad capture of a London night
Disputes with me a continent of friends.

But you and I may claim 4n older date,
The fruitful amity of forty years,—

A score for me, a score for you, and so
How simple that arithmetic appears!

But are old friends the best? What age, I ask,
Must friendships own to earn the title 8ld?
Shall none seem old save he who won or lost

When fists were up or ill-kept wickets
bowled?
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Fair Nature, coyest of all maids that hold
Reluctant mysteries from their lovers dear,

Shall on victorious quests divinely smile
And tell her secrets to your listening ear.

Not yours shall be, companioned by the stars,

To soar through space on thought’s ambitious wings
To worlds unseen ; nay, yours shall be to roam

That wondrous other realm of little things.

There, half unread, the ever less and less
Lost in the lessening less, eludes our sight

In space as sunless and more dark with fate
Than are the baleful planets of the night.

There shall you stand upon the twilight verge,
Where fades the sight of each material thing,

And baffled, wonder, what an hundred years
To other eyes than ours may haply bring.

A lilliputian world to you we give,

Where deadly swarm the grim bacterial blights,
With amboceptors, strange malignant priests,

For demon marriage with satanic rites.

Here stegomyia and anopheles

Are huge behemoths of this lesser sphere
Where gay spirilla wriggle lively tails,

And vexed erythrocytes grow pale with fear.

“ Be these your friends,” the flitting fairies cried,
“ But who is this that leads a pirate crew?

* Bacterium chronos! Get you gone from hence,
“ Or hungry leucocytes we'll set on you!”
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IN MEMORY OF WILLIAM HENRY DRUMMOND

THE CANADIAN POET

PEACE to his poet soul. Full well he knew
To sing for those who know not how to praise
The woodsman'’s life, the farmer’s patient toil,
The peaceful drama of laborious days.

He made his own the thoughts of simple men,
And with the touch that makes the world akin,
A welcome guest of lonely cabin-homes,
Found, too, no heart he could not enter in.

The toil-worn doctor, women, children, men,
The humble heroes of the lumber drives,
Love, laugh, or weep along his peopled verse,

Blithe 'mid the pathos of their meagre lives.

While thus the poet-love interpreted,
He left us pictures no one may forget —
Courteau, Baptiste, Camille mon frére, and, best,
The good, brave curé, he of Calumette.

With nature as with man at home, he loved
The silent forest and the birches’ flight

Down the white peril of the rapids’ rush,
And the cold glamor of the Northern night.

Some mystery of genius haunts his page,
Some wonder-secret of the poet's spell

Died with this master of the peasant thought.
Peace to this Northland singer, and farewell!
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Since thine is woe that knows not time’s release,
And sorrow that can never compass peace.

He too who wrought this antique poetry,
Which wakes sad rhythms in the human heart,
Must oft with thee have wondered silently,
Touched by the strange revealments of his art,
When at his side you watched the chisel’s grace
Foretell what time would carve upon thy face.

If to thy yearning silence, which in vain
Suggests its speechless plea in marbles old,
We add the anguish of an equal pain,
Shall not the sorrow of these statues cold
Inherit memories of our tears, and keep
Record of grief long time in death asleep?

Ah me! In death asleep; how pitiful,

If, in that timeless time the soul should wake

To wander heart-blind where no years may dull
Remembrance, with a heart forbid to break,

— Dove of my home, that fled life’s stranded ark,
The sea of death is shelterless and dark.—

Cold mourner set in stone so long ago,

Too much my thoughts have dwelt with thee apart;
Again my grief is young: full well I know

The pang re-born, that mocked my feeble art

With that too human wail in pain expressed,

The parent cry above the empty nest !

Come back, I cried. “ I may not come again.
Not islandless is this uncharted sea;





















NOTES

FRANCIS DRAKE.

THE difficulty of realizing to-day the feelings and mo-
tives of the men of another era is well illustrated in the
incidents on which I have based the dramatic poem of
“ Francis Drake.” In the poetical telling of it I have
adhered with reasonable fidelity to the somewhat vary-
ing statements given in “ The World Encompassed”
(1628), Hakluyt Society, No. 16; the extracts of evidence
as to the trial of Doughty from the Harleian manuscripts,
in the same volume; Barrow’'s life of Drake; and an ad-
mirable but brief biography of the great sea-captain by
Julius Corbett, in the series, “ English Men of Action.” I
have had neither desire nor intention to make of this
strange story an acting drama. Doughty, as he is drawn
by Mr. Corbett, must have been, as he says, an Iago of rare
type. A scholar, a soldier, a gentleman of the Inner Tem-
ple, more or less learned in Hebrew, Greek, and Latin,
he seems to have had great power to attract the affections
of men. That he betrayed his friend’s trust, and was
guilty of mutiny, and even of contemplating darker
crime, appears probable, although as to the details of this
sad story we know little, but small fragments of the evi-
dence given on the trial having been preserved. The
historian, more than the poet, may well be perplexed at
the nobler characteristics which appear in this singular
being on the approach of death. It is here that the
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reign of Anne, was never common until the present cen-
tury.

That “ frail English boy” was William Harvey, the
discoverer of the circulation of the blood.

THE VIOLIN.

The belief that it is sinful to touch that which the
shadow of the cross falls upon is a medieval fancy, but I
cannot now recall where I have seen it mentioned.

I am indebted to Professor T. F. Crane, of Cornell
University, for the strange legendary story of the thirty
pieces of silver. I have, of course, taken great liberties
with the old Latin version, as to which Professor Crane
says:

“ The legend of the thirty pieces of silver is found only
in Gottfried of Viterbo’s ‘ Pantheon,” a rare work re-
printed in Scriptores Rerum Germanicorum, Ratisbon,
1726 (ed. Pistorius and Stoure). I have copied it from
M. du Meril, Poésies Populaires Latines du Moyen Age,
Paris, 1847, p. 321, also a scarce work. I do not know
of any other accessible version,.although the legend was
copied from Gottfried by various legend-writers of the
time. Where Gottiried got it I cannot tell.”

FRAN'I;DI S5 VILLON.

Frangois Villon, born 1431, poet, thief, vagabond, led
a life of excesses in which were sharp experiences of the
prison and the torture-chamber. His ballad “ Des Pen-
dus ” was written in 1461, whilst he was under sentence
of death. Soon after he is lost to history, and becomes
fair subject for the imagination. There is not the least
foundation in any known facts for the story I have la-
belled with his name.
























