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DEDICATION.

TO

HARRY ELLIS WOOLDRIDGE, Esq.

My Dear FRrignp,

=s5|ERE are some of the verses
2 Bl you praised. 1 hope that on
reperusal you will not repent
of the encouragement you

gave me to print them. At
the present time, when men seem to affect to
have outgrown the rules of art, it is natural
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in one who turns to the great masters for
satisfaction to exaggerate the success of any
attempt to work in their manner, and I know
that it is where these poems aim at nothing
else that they best please you; but my
estimate of your taste and judgment, which,
in the many pleasant hours we have spent
together, I have seen tested in nearly all
the branches of art, is so high and firmly
fixed that I am unwilling to think that you
have in this instance allowed it to be per-
verted, either by your love for art in its
simpler and unaffected forms, or by the more
subtle bias of a friendship from which I have
hitherto derived only advantage.

I must thank you again for the assistance
such criticism has been to me, and also for
your allowing me to dedicate this book to
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2N (AER eye saw, her eye stumbled ;
292 BY  Her fingers spread and touched it:
It was so ripe it tumbled

Off in her hand, that clutched it.

She raised it up to smell it :
Her jealous tongue ran o’er it :
Ere the thought rose to quell it,
Her keen teeth closed and tore it.

There, as she stood in wonder,
And smacked the flavour fruity,
She scanned it o’er and under,
And marvelled at its beauty.
S B
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HAME on his name, for he left his duty

».J For his selfish love, his secret pleasure;
Forswore his soul at the shrine of beauty,
And drank of her poisoned cup without measure.

He sold his fame for the base fruition

Of all that is commonest and dullest ;

And his warped will won a strange ambition
To perfect his bodily sense to the fullest.

Glory is labour, he said, and hateful

Is labour to me, who am sick of serving
The idle world, that is most ungrateful
To those of its slaves the most deserving.

I know of a market where toil 1s reckoned
By other scale than by hour and minute ;

A voice has called, and a hand has beckoned,
Too long from the door, and I enter in it.
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So he left his friends who had made him leader,
To toil more hopelessly without him;

And the good cause lacked for a time a pleader
In those that had never dreamed to doubt him.

Shame on his name, for his soul must wander,
And drag in the mire her spotless clothing,
Till he dare no more on his joy to ponder,
For a black remorse and a huge self loathing.

For it is not fit that the will should suffer

The mind to stray without rein or measure,
That the soul forsake her sphere, and offer

Her strength to the charm of a brutish pleasure,

That to every man, the most unholy,

The dullest and basest-born, is given,

To look to the love of a mistress solely

For his joy on earth, and his hope in heaven.




IV.

EEP in the inner prison thrust,
He crouches in the darkened dust,
Struck by a sentence stern and just.

On his cell floor untasted lies
His bitter food : his staring eyes
Speak of his silent agonies.

Aware of every moment’s flight,
He counts his heart-beats, that aright
Throb out the watches of the night.

The prick of every past event
But adds sting to his punishment,
That looms of infinite extent.

It seems an irresponsive force
Urged him to sin with such slow course
He cannot breed a quick remorse,
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Bring out the festal crown,
And set it on her forehead lightly :
Though it be withered, twine no wreath again;
This only 1s the crown she can wear rightly.

Cloke her in ermine, for the night is cold,
And wrap her warmly, for the night is long,
In pious hands the flaming torches hold,
While her attendants, chosen from among
Her faithful virgin throng,
May lay her in her cedar litter,
Decking her coverlet with sprigs of gold,
Roses, and lilies white that best befit her.

Sound flutes and tabors, that the bridal be
Not without music, nor with these alone ;
But let the viol lead the meledy,
With lesser intervals, and plaintive moan
Of sinking semitone ;
And, all in chﬂir, the virgin voices
Rest not from singing in skilled hsl.rmmnj,,r
The song that aye the bridegroom’s ear rejoices.
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Let the priests go before, arrayed in white,
And let the dark stoled minstrels follow slow,
Next they that bear her, honoured on this night,
And then the maidens, in a double row,
Each singing soft and low,
And each on high a torch upstaying :

Unto her lover lead her forth with light,

With music, and with singing, and with praying.

"T'was at this sheltering hour he nightly came,
And found her trusty window open wide,
And knew the signal of the timorous flame,
That long the restless curtain would not hide
Her form that stood beside ;
As scarce she dared to be delighted,
Listening to that sweet tale, that is no shame

To faithful lovers, that their hearts have plighted.

But now for many days the dewy grass

Has shown no markings of his feet at morn :
And watching she has seen no shadow pass
The moonlit walk, and heard no music borne
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IX.
ELEcy.

HE wood is bare : a river-mist is steeping
The trees that winter’s chill of life bereaves.
Only their stiffened boughs break silence, weeping
Over their fallen leaves :

That lie upon the dank earth brown and rotten,
And glued together with their cold death-sweat :
Forgotten with the spring, that is forgotten
By them that can forget.

Yet it was here we walked when fernswere springing,

And through the mossy bank shot budand blade:—

Here found in summer, when the birds were singing,
A green and pleasant shade.

*Twas here we loved in sunnier days and greener ;
And now, in this disconsolate decay,
I come to see her where I most have seen her,
And touch the happier day.
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For on this path, at every turn and corner,
The fancy of her figure on me falls.
Yet walks she with the slow step of a mourner,
Nor hears my voice that calls.

So through my heart there winds a track of feeling,
A path of memory, that is all her own :
Whereto her ghostly figure ever stealing
Haunts the sad spot alone.

About her steps the trunks are bare, the branches
Drip heavy tears upon her downcast head ;
And bleed from unseen woundsnowarmsunstaunches,
For the year’s sun is dead.

And dead leaveswrap the fruits that summer planted:
And birds that love the South have taken wing.
The wanderer, loitering o’er the scene enchanted,
Weeps, and despairs of spring.

I ———————— el
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XII.

RonDEAaU.

OR too much love ’tis soothly said
A There is no cure will stand in stead:
Deadly the baits that first decoy ;
And where we look to find our joy
Is all our pain and sorrow bred.

Think not thyself the first misled!
Many ere thou have fought and bled,
Or pined away of slow annoy

For too much love.

And who has not the old tale read,
Of how the flower of Hellas shed
Their hearts’ blood on the plains of Troy,
And that fair city did destroy,
And laid her heroes with the dead
For too much love ?













XIV.

SONNET.

VICK of my joyless journey, I looked round
To view the past I left so warm and bright,
hen full in face I met the level light -

Of that dear face my sun, those days that crown’d.

And when again I took my way, I found

My future country all encumbered quite

With my own shadow, that turned day to night,
And with its monstrous shape blotted the ground.

And straight I thought of how Odysseus saw
Tityos in Hades: bulk incredible

Covering nine roods he lies, two vultures gnaw
His bleeding heart, that his hands pinioned well
Can save not from the work of beak and claw,

And thunderous moanings scare the ghosts of Hell.

S
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xRy
SONNET.

LOVE, that is king of all, administers

His realm capriciously : some he ordains
To bear from house to house in his domains
His secret sealed, these are his messengers :
Others that know his will, his brave soldiers,
That drink and sing between their hot campaigns,
Laugh Death in the face: but some he binds with chains,
And harshly treats, these are Love’s prisoners.

Their days are sorrow, and their nights are spent
In combat with the ghosts they cannot lay ;
Who, if they scarcely sleep, will represent

The phantom bliss for which they pine away,
Quickening their sense with cruel nutriment
For the fresh sting of the relentless day.
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XVI.

SONNET.

NTOthy young heart,boy,scorn Death admission:
Thy poor conception no wise will repay thee,

And know that, if he come, he will waylay thee
Ere thou canst profit by an admonition.
And when thou shalt arrive at man’s condition,
Regard him as a friend that may betray thee ;
Strong to reproach him not if he shall slay thee,
Too proud to foul thy heart with base suspicion.

But are thy best years past,—no longer quell
A natural awe of his omnipotence :

To do as greybeards and as sick men tell,

To arrange thy house, and stand as in defence,
Preparing for defeat,—this may be well ;

But [ myself have no experience.






















XXI.

THE GOLDEN MAID.

ROMANCE.

SAT one winter’s night in gloom,
By firelight in my lonely room:
Dreaming of memories half forgot,
i And sweet desires that yet were not.

When strangely I became aware
A subtle motion stirred the air.
And as I turned, a tremulous light
Of nascent glory met my sight:
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And as it bright and brighter grew,

A golden form there sprang to view,

A beauteous maid, whose body’s glow
Was warm with life man does not know.

Fair was the vision, fair beyond

All beauty that makes mortals fond ;
And quite to win my sense amazed
She drew anear me while I gazed,

And stood as Aphrodite stood

By Paris in the Idean wood :

Until I trembled with the fear
Immortals bring when they appear.

¢« Dreamer !” she said, for I was dumb,—
< Straight from thj,r lnvmg gods I come:
For once they give me power to grant
Thy dearest wish, thy chiefest want,

““ Know me for Queen by ancient right
Of realms thou treadest night by night:
For throned am I, and I command
The people of thy fair dreamland.

T A —— .
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““There on my shore the dead are warm,
And fancies wear a solid form ;

The mind is rich, the will is free,

Speak but thy wish, and it shall be I”

There was no doubting what she said,
She spake so well, the golden maid ;
And so I set myself to task,

To find the thing that I should ask.

First, wealth I thought,—the golden key
Shall open after all for me:

And I shall enter door on door

Woas closed so fast to me before.

Quick trim thesail! my bark shall fly,
And bear me to a warmer sky.

Ho to the South! for here is gold
Shall buy me back the age of gold.

—But better yet than wealth, a place
In some renowned and ancient race :
A noble lineage, with a dower
Of duty reverence and power :
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To rule a nation well, and then L
Live after on the lips of men : '
Shadow the present with wide wings, |
And sleep among the storied kings. |

—Yet what is glory, power, or wealth
Without the homely gift of health ?
Nay ! rather live in any sort

With body sound than sick at court.

I will choose health, content with this
No sober pleasure can I miss ;

And I will thus before men’s eyes
Grow old, and with my age grow wise.

—Nay ! let the fools grow grey that can,
I said, ’tis wit that makes the man ;

Give me but genius, set all by,

Give me but wit, and let me die.

But quick my heart, that lay in wait
To silence this perplexed debate,
Leapt to my mouth, and sang above
All argument the praise of Love.
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I laughed outright, I had forgot
Mine ancient boy forget-me-not.
Nay, love for aye, and cast all out !
We're all for love beyond a doubt.

So my old dream comes true at last,
My troubles to the winds I cast :

For I will up at break of day

To hear the words my love must say.

Must ?—This I said will kill the charm :
Better 1s doubt—and, waxing warm,

I rose, and spake with outstretched hand,
¢« Better to win than to commagd.”

No sooner was my sentence said,
Than sweetly smiled the golden maid :
Fresh beauty did her figure take,
And thus with loving voice she spake.

« For this, because thou dost not choose
To grasp the joys that man pursues,
Therefore, howe’er thy lot be masked,
Thou shalt have all thou hast not asked.
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¢ If thou hadst chosen, then had I straight

Shut on thy path my golden gate.
But since not choosing is thy choice
Greater 1s thy reward—rejoice !

“ For often in thy dreams will I
Here to thy cell for pleasure fly,
And when thou comest to my land
Lo I am thine who all command.”

Even while she spake I sat alone,
For ere her voice died she was gone.
And gazing in her place I stayed,
But saw no more the golden maid.

But in my ears still rang her voice
Of promise, and I blessed my choice,
And wondered in what hour divine
The vision should again be mine.

"Tis well, I said, the soul rings true
With what the gods would have us do:
And after all, the golden maid

Says of them as the wise man said,
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XXII.

RoMaNCE.

LADY sat high on a castle-tower,
In anxious, mute contemplation :
She looked on the madway,and watched hourby hour
The traveller passing her station :
For down from the North wound the road to the East,
Where king knight and bishop and soldier and priest
Were fighting for Christ and salvation.

All day she kept looking out over the moat
On soldier farmer and trader.

Of peace-seeking people she took little note,
Returned not the reverence made her.

But knights that rode eastward she eagerly scann’d,

And waved the white kerchief she held in her hand,
To full many a brave Crusader.
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One morn she spied, riding out into the East,
A knight, who, like many that passed her,
Had girt on his sword at bidding of priest,
Forfending eternal disaster.
His mien it was mournful, his g.ul: was so slack,
His squire that rode after had pain to keep back
On his palfrey in pace with his master.

His long hair was black, and his countenance pale,
His chin and cheek were unshaven,

His helmet was black and his coat of chain mail
Was black as the breast of a raven:

What joy or delight could the lady have seen

In one of such mournful and desolate mien
That she beckoned him into her haven?

The knight look’d up at the castle wall,
And turned his steed’s head when he spied her,
He rode to the gateway and sounded a call,
The bridge rattled down to the rider:’
And when the next traveller gazed passing by
To see the fair lady that watched from on high,
Lo! the black knight was seated beside her.



45

She told him her tale, and the while it was told
He sat at her feet and surveyed her ;

She spake of her sorrow that made her so bold
To call the stranger to aid her.

A knight so sad-hearted and black as the grave

Must feel for her woe, and be eager to save,
Like a noble and brave Crusader.

“"Tis long since my sire and my brothers went out
To fight with the Mussulman stranger,

No tidings they send-—of their safety I doubt,
I fear for thmr peril and danger.

O were I a man and my years but sufficed, [Christ,

With them had I fought for the wmnged tomb of
And the spot where he lay in the manger.”

The knight as he listened gazed into her eyes,
Forgot his sin’s need of contrition,

Forgot his gloom in his love’s surprise,
Forgot his unearthly commission :

And swore that whatever she bade him to do

He there would adventure, and carry it through,
Though it brought him to hell and perdition.
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 Go seek out my kinsmen, and bring me back word
If they’re smit of the pestilent fever,

Or slain in the battle, or yet draw the sword
In fight with the dark unbeliever.

Be only thy tidings swift happy and true!

So little I ask my brave servant to do.”
But ’twas much that she bade him to leave her.

She bade him be served as a true knight should dine,
With dishes of choicest savour,

She with her own hand brimmed his beakerwith wine
Of ripest, mellowest flavour ;

Bade saddle his charger, and ere he was up

She kissed with her own lips his red stirrup cup,
And bound on his left arm her favour.

So riding away with his back to the West,
To accomplish the vow that he made her,
He felt the gay spirit that sat in his breast
Her gift that she gave him to aid her.
His sins he forgot on his soul that had weighed,
For love is a preacher and priest that hath made
Ah! full many a gay Crusader.
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XXIIL.

S in our arbour all the spring
We sat, our youthful joys at best,
There broke one morn within our ring,
Bold and unasked, a lady guest.

Flashed from her stranger eyes a glance
That stirred up hopes unknown before,
That woke me from my idle trance,

And bade me know my peace was o’er.

I rose, I had no choice but rise,

As through the green her figure fled,
Rose to obey the glancing eyes,

Follow the dancing steps that led.

I heard their voices call me back,
My friends, I bid no last adieu,
Their cries came after on my track,

And fainter still, and silent grew.

N
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For when I pass, in cover
Of bell and cup they lie: :
Come out, come out, fond lover !
Come out, come out, they cry.  [share
Come out, come out, fond lover, come ! they cry, and
Our pleasures rare !
But still I seek in vain,
And hear their merry laughter
Pursue me mocking after,
And bid me turn again.

Till in despair of finding
I pluck the flowers around,
And in the hood’s deep winding
Will run my prey to ground. [share
Come out, come out, fond lover ! still they cry, and
Our pleasures rare !
For though the flower I win
Yet trembles with their dances,
My cunning never chances
To catch the sprite within.

So erring oft and widely
I turn my steps aloof,

i i
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And beneath 1t he stows his wealth as he goes,
For his motto is * Vello et velo.”
He's a double spur, and his wide wings whirr
Round his back like a planet’s halo.

He pushes up in the foxglove cup,
And opens the bluebell wider ; [springs
Till the flower-stalk swings with his weight, and
Like a steed with a gallant rider.

The highwayman sets his strongest nets,
And hides 1n his path to waylay him:

But he bursts them in two, and goes singing through,
And does not stop to slay him.

He works all day, as a breadwinner may,
And at eve you may often find him

On the homeward road, afaint with the load
He will not leave behind him.

All midsummer-tide he flies far and wide,
Till the blooming months are ended :
When he lingers before the cottager’s door,
Where the autumn flowers are tended.

= e e h.'._,-h i
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Ye merry lads that laugh at me, [ once was young,
And my step was as light as yours, and gay :

I worked through the daylight hours the whole year
Nor complained of the length of the day ; [long,

But I now am grown so feeble that I scarcely can
Drag my hurdy-gurdy round as I go.

Jingle jingle, chink a chink, rran tan tan,
Ting a ting a tan tan to.

There’s not a soul comes near me since my old woman
For my son went off a lad to the sea, [died,

And friends, what with poverty and what with pride,
Don’t concern themselves much about me.

I've a lonely life, and bear it, sirs, as best I can,
And I make you merry music as I go.

Jingle jingle, chink a chink, rran tan tan,
Ting a ting a tan tan to.

There’s one thing that I've learnt, sirs, I would preach
far and wide,
"T'is that God don’t measure man as we;
And happy in my heart, sirs, I can still take pride
In my duty, whatever it may be.
























XLVI,

BEATUS ILLE.
PuairosorHIcAL VERSES,

fAPPY the man, and highly blest
Above the order of mankind,
Whose healthful body is possest
By heaven with as sound a mind:

Whose reason early waked has known
In youth the jewel God has set
Within his frame of flesh and bone,

And having known cannot forget.
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All admiration that his heart

Warmly conceives, that knows no scorn,
Will quick react with kindly art,

And stamp a beauty where 'twas born.

Yet as a gardener does not spare

In his rich plots his skilful toil,

So he will check with patient care
Weeds that love best his fertile soil.

The character that once he gained

So easily he knew not how,

Must now with courage be retained,
With wisest art be strengthened now.

And many a practice, strong to storm
The holds of sin he will invent,

And never cease until he form

A habit to oppose his bent.

Till striving thus he soon perceives
That virtue is not part and part,
But one ; which whoso once believes
Must seek to gain with all his heart.
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Then no bereavement will deter

His aim, nor doubt his hope control ;
No outward circumstance can stir
The settled purpose of his soul,

Though he may sigh for love, and dream
Of a sweet harbour of repose, i
Worst disappointments he will deem
Of selfish plans wise overthrows.

Nor were he happier, should the full
Fruition of his calm desires

Tempt his keen ardour to grow dull
In rest that aims not nor acquires.

The veteran soul may wisely dwell

In contemplation, but the world

Is a sore field, where swords are well
Unsheathed, and banners best unfurled :

And to be armed is his high boast,
And his desire and chief delight

A foremost station in the host,

Where he may use his strength to fight.






XLVII

BaLrLap.

{HE king of a northern country

Sailed to the south for war :
And left his faithful people

§ And icy clime afar.

And when the war was over
And won, he made resort,

For rest and royal pleasure,
Unto a southern court.

But in that summer country
There ruled a maiden queen ;
She was the fairest lady
The king had ever seen.
H
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“ So give me the child,” he said, and rose
From his bed, a corpse already :

In his throat there rattled his first death throes,
His steps were short and unsteady.

He took the child from the mother that wept,
Did clumsily swaddle and wind him;

And down the stairs with his burden crept,
And the door swung to behind him.

The village lay well six miles from the door,
And he could not have reached it mounted.:

But he came back alone to the chamber, before
Two hours were over and counted.

He sank on his bed nor spoke a word
As he lay there panting and moaning ;

And the mother that wept for her child, but heard

Her dying husband’s groaning.

At last she said, ¢ You are back full soon,
But you come back heavy-hearted :

"Tis four leagues’ walk, but ’tis not yet noon,
And the sun was high when you started ! ”
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«"Tis well enough with the child,” he said,
¢ And ask me not about him ;

Or ere the sun set I shall be dead,
And you will be better without him.

“« What could you do without friend or nurse,
Too poor and weak to feed him ?

Believe me, wife, the child is no worse,
And has those that will suckle and heed him.”

« Nay, tell me,” the mother cried bereft,

And but thought of her lost child’s danger,
““ Before you die say where you have left

My child,” and she spoke in anger,

« For sure he is mine, the babe,” she said,
““ So give me some sign or token

By which I may find him when you are dead,
That I too die not heart-broken.”

“ Then know that his name is John,” he cried
With words that his life expended ;

“Qur child is a foundling,” he said and died,
And his earthly sorrows were ended.
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She wanders 1n market, and street, and square,
She gazes at seller and buyer ;

She stands in corner-places, and there
She watches all that pass nigh her.

But young men only she looks upon,
Like a girl that has lost her lover,

As one 1n the other world may con
All faces a friend to discover.

A face there is graven deep in her mind,
That serves her for model and measure ;
And by the likeness she hopes to find

Her loved and long-lost treasure.

Two faces on earth she has loved, and she
Is searching with vain endeavour,

To find in the one she yet may see
The one she has lost for ever.

And both in her mind are one, and one,
The husband, is dead, and the other,

That smiles she knows not on whom, her son,
Has never heard of his mother.
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On some she will look not twice, and some
She follows with hesitation ;

And others she tracks with patience home,
And asks of their name and station,

She has heard of the wondrous power of blood,
Of Nature how nought can efface her;
And thinks if her son before her stood,

He would surely run to embrace her,

To some she has thought most like her child
She has spoken in accents tender :

And some has accosted in frenzy wild,
Who were silent not to offend her.

And judging her mad, men set aside
Her tale as not worth believing,

And with 1ll-guided kindness have tried
To humour her by deceiving.

But she never has found her dearest son,
Though up and down in the city,

Of noblest, poorest, or basest, are none
That see her and do not pity.
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And pointing to where the woman lay,
He feared he could not restore her :

And spoke of one that should come next day,
And mentioned his name before her.

And then, when she heard the name of John,
She seemed to forget her weakness,

And leapt from her bed, and cried, “ My son !
He will come to me in my sickness.

¢ I shall see him, my son, my son, at last
He will come to his dying mother :
For surely my life is ebbing fast,
And he can save, and none other.”

But that very night, as the sleepers dreamt
Of death, and the waking eyed it,

It left her wasted body exempt
From the spirit so sorely had tried it.

But the tale, as one told it me, did not say
If her son were alive, or whether

Her soul that awoke to a brighter day
Met husband and son together.
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They thought it, and spake it one midsummer night,

Just twenty gay robbers, that stood in the light

Of the moon that was painting the abbey walls white:
They stood there and vowed, all the twenty,
They’d taste of his ripe fruit in plenty.

Hie over the wall, Fritz, and over you, Hans,

And over you John, Dick and Thomas!

What grows of itself, lads, is well any man’s,

And the Devil shan't keep God’s gifts from us.
So over they leapt, Dick, Fritz, Thomas and John,
And Hans and the rest of them, every one,

On a bed where saw by the moonlight that shone,

Were set,—’twas the man of God’s order,—

Spades twenty upright in the border.

What's cometotherufians? whatmakesthemafraid?
They tremble,—what terror can move them?
Each runs for the border, and seizes a spade,
And they dig as if Somebody drove them.
The old abbey walls are woke up, and resound
With a digging,and patting, and turning the ground,
For no man there dissembled, each worked with a
And dug, despite corn or carbuncle, [sound,
As if 'twere the grave of his uncle.
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The old abbey bell rang out one, two, and three ;
They’ve turned all the ground wanted turning ;
Sweat rolls from their forcheads as fast as can be ;
All their mouths are dry, all their throats burning.
Yet dig they, as soldiers dig trenches in war,
And what they've dug once, dig again o’er and o’er;
Till the sound of the lazy old clock chiming four,
Came over the abbey-moat waters,
A quarter, half-past, and three qua’ters.

The Abbot woke up at a quarter to five,
And smiled as he told his beads slowly :
He looked from his bed, saw the garden alive,
And blessed God, for the Abbot was holy.
Then calling a monk, he bade, ¢ Fetch in the men
That dig in the garden, their number’s twice ten,
Give them food, wine in plenty, and come here agen :
Their sins may S. Jeremy pardon,
They’ve worked all the night in my garden.”

The robbers came in, and saw platter and mug,
And did not waste much time in thinking ;

They set to, and ate, and they drank as they'd dug,
As they'd never stop eating and drinking,
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He tried the plan stood Cyrus in stead,
And turned the river out of its bed,
But no success this time befell

A trick that the citizens knew too well.

A year and seven months in vain

His troops had lain encamped on the plain,
But little the Babylomans cared,

Because they were mightily well prepared.

And day by day grew the king more vexed,
And his generals more and more perplexed :
And all that had vowed to grow their hair
Till the city was taken were in despair.

But one brave captain of all the host
His Monarch’s disgrace afflicted most :
Herodotus with his name supplies us,
Zopyrus the son of Megabyzus.

"T'was in the twentieth month he swore
The rebels should mock their king no more ;
He swore by Ahuromasda on high
To take the city himself or die.
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And so, as the Persian story goes,

He cut off both his ears and his nose,
And rent his clothes, and tore his hair,
And scourged himself on his body bare,

With wounds all bleeding and garments torn,
He entered the royal tent at morn:

He stood in the royal tent alone

Before Darius, who sat on his throne.

The king Darius wept to see

Such mutilation of his grandee ;

And cried in anger magnanimous,

¢ Zopyrus ! who hath treated thee thus ?”

¢ ] know of none O king but thee

Could dare to work such outrage on me;
And since thou hast not done this thing,

I have wrought it myself on myself O king.”

¢ Such conduct,” the king said, “1ll befits

A satrap. I fear thou hast lost thy wits;
Since none have brought thee to this disgrace,
Hast cut off thy nose to spite thy face?”

*
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Zopyrus said, I have cut off my nose

The better O king to bamboozle thy foes;
Have scourged my back for thy sake, my liege,
And cut off my ears to end the siege.”

Darius said, ¢ Alas, it is plain

That grief, Zopyrus, has turned thy brain ;
As if it could matter to Babylon

Whether thou have fifty noses or none.”

Zopyrus said, “ If I judge aright,
Within the walls will I sleep to-might ;
Within a month, if God so please,
My hand shall handle the city keys.

¢ But let thy troops, when they see their foes
Are led by a man without ears or nose,

No longer fight as the Persians fight,

But fall in disorder and take to flight.

¢« And when O king I shall open to thee
The gates of the city, the world shall see
How great an error it is to suppose

A man’s wit lies in the point of his nose.”
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Zopyrus went in his woeful state

That night alone to the city gate,

And cried aloud, ¢ Babylonians, see

The outrage the king has wrought on me!”

“Lo! I a satrap, a prince, no less,

Am bent on my vengeance and seek redress,
Make use of a traitor’s knowledge to bring
Your troops to the very tent of the king!”

An old man said, ¢ Good citizens all,
Admit not this man within the wall,

Nor trust the more a prince of your foes
Because he appear without his nose.”

(O wisdom indeed ! ” the citizens cried,

““ For certain the white of thy beard is dyed.
Whoever heard of such a thing,

To cut off one’s nose to please one’s king ¢ ”

The loss of his nose their credit did win,

They opened the gates and let him in,

And bade him at morn look round, and choose
The bravest of all their troops to use.
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The Persians met them as was their wont
Until Zopyrus came to the front,

When general, captain, and monarch ran
At the sight of their noseless countryman.

And never, or after or before,

Have such bold deeds been heard of in war:
Darius with half a million of men

Would fly from Zopyrus with ten times ten.

And since when Zopyrus the sallies led

The citizens found that the Persians fled,
They gave him command of the city outright,
And made him guard of the walls by night.

And nothing so much did Zopyrus please
As the sight of that massive bunch of keys ;
And he sent a trusty prisoner straight,

To tell Darius he held the gate.

The Babylonians soundly slept [kept:
When thev knew that Zopyrus the mght—watch
And Darius and all his men of war

Went in by the gate that he left ajar.
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And thus as the Persians love to tell,
A second time Babylonia fell ;

And all the credit the story throws

On brave Zopyrus who cut off his nose.

Darius then and there did accord

The city he won for his own reward :
He gave it him all for his own to use,
And make no account of the revenues.

And the Persians who love their bravest best
And tell the tale, have ever confest

That of all their heroes excepting Cyrus,
Was never a braver man than Zopyrus.

And Darius himself was heard to swear

He held the price of his victory dear ;

And would twenty times give back Babylon,
To have Zopyrus his nose set on.

For plastic surgery could not then

Restore to a man his nose again :

Though many a surgeon, as art now goes,
Would give Zopyrus a cheaper nose.

¥~
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EPITAPH

ON A GENTLEMAN OF THE CHAPEL ROYAL.

LD Thunder*#*sisdead,we weep for that,
| He sings for aye his lowest note, B flat.
Unpursed his mouth, empty his mighty

chest,
His run is o’er, and none may bar his rest.
We hope he is not d—d, for if he be
He’s on the wrong side of the middle sea.
Nay we are sure if weighed he will not fail
Against the Devil to run down the scale ;
While even three-throated Cerberus must retreat
From one that bellows from his sixteen feet :
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Or should he meet with Peter at the door,
He'll seize the proper key as heretofore,
And by an easy turn he'll quickly come
From common time straight to ad libitum.
There in the equal temperament of Heaven,
Sharps, crotchets, accidentals, all forgiven,
Hell find his place directly, and perspire
Among the bases of the Elysian quire.

Fear, dwellers on the earth, this acquisition
To the divine etherial ammunition;
A thunder is let loose, a very wonder
Of earthborn, pitiless, Titanic thunder :
We who remain below and hear his roar,
Must kneel and tremble where we laughed before.

1864,

























