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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY'®

YOLUME III

Eriesycrinion

Epipsychidion was written early in 1821, and published
in pamphlet form by Messrs, Ollier in the same year.
The edition was limited to onc hundred copies at
2, each, and it is doubtful whether any were
sold. Three of the connected fragments 1~11 were
gwen in Mrs. Shelley’s Second Collected Edition, and
the 1emainder in the Reles of Shelley. One of the
Shelley Notebooks in the Bodleian Library contains
three versions, more or less incomplete, of the Preface,
a version in ink and pencil, much cancelled, of the
Jast 80 lines of the poem, and some additional lines
(Fragments 12, 13 and 14) which did not appear in
the printed text. For the uncancelled portions of
the prefaces, and a transcription of the rough draft
of the B0 lines of verse, given precisely as Shelley
first wrote them, the reader is referred to An Eremina-
tion of the Shelley MSS. ete. (Clarendon Press). A
facsimile reprint of the original edition, with an
introduction hy the Rev. Stopford A, Brooke, was
published for the Shelley Society in 188%  One

! A brief sketch of Shelley’s i}ueer 15 prefixed to the frst volime ;f

this edition
v
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verbal alteration (‘or’ for ‘and’ in L 49) has been
made in the present text.

The geaning of the title has heen much discussed.
Mr. Forman’s interprelation—“a little poem abont a
soul”
is formed on the analogy of “epicycle,” and would
mean literally “ A little additional soul,” or, as Shelley
himself puts it (1 288), “Lhis soul out of my soul”
(Compare also his Essay on Love—* A miniature as it
were of dur entire self,” and ““ A soul within our soul.”)

The first two lines of the poem have been suspected,
but lortunately all possibility of doubt is set at vest
by Shelley’s own translalion into Italian of these two
lines, to be found on the back of p. 8 of his MS. of
The Masque of Anarchy—

 Amima dolee, che sei la soiella
Di quella otfana anima che regpe
I{ nome e la foima mia”

cannot etymologically be correct. The woud

The “orphan one,” as Dr. Garnett points oul in
his Relics of Shelley, is Mary Shelley, whom Emilia
was accustomed to address as “Cara Sorclla™; the
“name™ iy Shelley’s own.

The “Emilia V.” to whom the poem is addressed
was the eldest daughter of Count Viviani of Pisa,
Owing to the jealousy of her stepmother she was
placed in the convent of St. Anna at Piga under
pretence of completing her education. She was first
visited there by Shelley early in December 1820, an(
remained for several months on the most friendl
teyms with the Shelleys and Miss Clairmont. The
tirst passion for her soon subsided, and as early
]i‘e'bruaiy 16 the poet described Engwychzdwn ay ,
poﬂ'aon ofehimgelf ¢ aheady ead.”

Juf

Ega;], ' Jp¢ 1822 Emilia mar¥ied Biondi, and, accnrf
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to Mrs. Shelley, “led him and his mother (to use a
vulgarism)ea devil of a life.” According to Medwin
she died about six years later at Florence. In Jume
1322 Shelley wrote, “The Epipsychidion 1 cannot
look at; the person whom it celebrates was a cloX
instead of & Juno. . . . I think one is always in love
with something or other; the error—and I confess it
is not casy for spivits cased in flesh and blood to
avoid it—consists in seeking in a morfal image the
likeness of what is, perhaps, eternal.” This is, in fact,
the key‘—note of the whole poem—

¢ In many moital foims I rashly sought
The shadow of that idol of my thought ”

The poet tries to identify in some tangible form
that image of “Intellectual Beauty” —the Idea of
Beauty—which, as in dlastor and elsewhere, he was
ever striving to vealise. He falled, and as My
Stopford Brooke points out, he “mnever tried to reach
it again. The greatness of the failure, following on
the greatness of the effort, made him put this kind
of thing away for ever. . . . And all the love poems
which follow Epipsychidion arve in the rcal world,
without a trace of philosophy, inspired only by
personal affection.” And for that reason, perhaps,
they never soar again to the same heights.

The metre of Epipsychidion is the same rhymed
blank velse” which Shelley had used so successfully
in Julian and Maddalo and the Letter to Marin
Gishorne. 'The distinction from the ordinary heroic
metre of his predecessors is well shown in the un-
accented rhymes of lines 1-2 and 4-6. In lines
862-863 the same dovice is used with singular effect-

‘ Thou, not disdaining even a bériowed mighty
Thou, not eclipsitg a remdter light,”
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Compare the unemphatlc thyme-lermination of the
last line of Adonms—

¢ Beacons fiom the abode where the Eteinal are ”

For music and passion combined Epipsychidion is
probably Shelley’s greatest wok ; the chmax, beginning
at 1. 888, is, in Mr, Stopford Brooke’s opmion, “The
most beantiful thing—for pure beauty—which exists
in English poetry.” Mr, Swinburne finds fault with
the poem as a whole on account of its autobiographical
enigmas. “In all poetry,” he says, “mystertes must
have place, but riddles should find none. . .., Art
should have nothing to do with puzzes” The
“Moon” of lines 277 etc. is clearly Mary Shelley,
but none of the other persons mentioned in the body
of the poem have been identified with any degree of
certainty. Some may be only imaginary, or, at the most,
mythological. A greater blot on the perfection of the
poem, is, in my judgment, the inclusion of the dialectical
passage 147-189, written in the familiar style of some
of the omitted fragments. Much of the poem—more
particularly the wonderfully peaceful ¢ Conclusion™—
shows the influence of Dante. It should be compared
with Shelley’s prose fragment entitled Una Favola.

Anoxais

+y Adonais was composed in May and early June of
1821, and printed at Pisa, “with the types of Didot,”
_in the following month.\ The author himself has left
-on record that the Poem was printed correctly; but
%};ubsequeutly made two or three alterations which

mcargorat“ed in Mrs Shelley’s Collected Edition
‘M of, flﬁ&ﬁ% An edition purporting to be. an exact
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reprint 6f the original edition (“a few biographical
errors only being corrected ”) was issued at Cambridge
in 1829, Mr. W. M., Rossetti has cdited the poemn
with introductions and eclaborate notes (91&1'&11&011,
Press, 1891 and_1908). The cancelled passages .are
from Dr. Garnetl’s Relics of Shelley.

Shelley and Keats appear to have firsl met in
February 1817. They engaged from time lo time
in friendly competitions, of which 7%he Rewvoll of
Islam, Endymion and the Sonnets on the Nile were
the 1’05\1]‘:5, but owing to Keals’ sensitivencss and
desive for independence the two poets werc never
really intimate. Shelley claimed much credit for
having read Endymion, “the author’s intention
appearing to be that mo person should possibly get
to the end of it. Vet it is foll of some of the
highest and finest gleams of poetry” For Hyperion
he had always the greatest admiration; the volume
containing it was found on him at his death,

At the end of July 1820 Shelley heard that Keats
had broken down in health, and urged him to come
to Pisa as his guest for the winter: Keats took the
advice as far as the journey to Ttaly was concerned,
and arrived at Naples in October with Joseph Severn,
the well-known artist, removing to Rome in the
following month. The news of his death there, on
Februazy 23, 1821, appears not to have reached Shelley
till April. Tn ascribing the cause of his death to the
“savage criticism ™ of Endymion which had appeared in
the Quarterly Review nearly two and a. half years carlier,
Shelley not only exaggerated the effect of that article
but neglected the far more savage attack in Blackwood’s
Magazine. Of this latter article he was probabl)?'ﬁﬂ'b
aware, whereas the Quarterly critique wa# knowf to
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him in the summer ahd elicited hiy well-kngwy
unfinished letter to that magaszme in defence of Kegys,
* Shelley describes Adonais as “perhaps the legut
imperfect™ of his composttions: “It is a ]11(rh]_y
wypught piece of art, and perhaps better, in poing of
composition, than anything I have written.” } and
again, “I confess I should be swprised if that poem
were born to an immortality of oblivion.” 1t iy iy
fact the most w1de1y read of Shelley’s compositions,
the mare so, pe’\haps, beczmse what was wrltten for
Keats 18 s0 strangely applicable to Shelley hmmdf
In detail it is not flawless throughout—Iless so perhaps
than Eppsychidion—while the numerous adaptations
from Bion and Moschus—set out fully in Mr. Rossetti’s
edition—weaken considerably its claims to origmality,
"But, as . Prometheus, the classical allusions are a]] in
the earlier portion of the poem, ceasing almost entirely
in the second and greater half, when Urania's grief
for the loss of Adonais gives place as a thome to the
poet’s own yearnings for immorta,lity.>

Hrerras

Hellas was written at Pisa in the early avtump of
1821, and was published by C. & J. Ollier in the
following spring, together with the Lines Written on
hewring the News of the Death of Nupolecn. The
drama was transcribed, and the title suggested, by
Edward Williams. Shelley described it as “prottily
printed, and with fewer mistakes than any poem I
ever published ”; but his own very incomplete ligt of
erratg hardly bears out this statement. A facsimile
a‘w‘{f{rhth of the First Edltmn, with an introduction by Mz,
TWJY.HWI%,Q was 1ssued by the Shelley Society in 1587,
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Hellus *was Shelley’s last finished poem of any
considerable length. He deseribes it as “a sort of
Tyrical, dfamatic, nondescript piece of business,” and
m his Preface, as “a mere improvise.” Naturally
therefore it is very unequal in merit, and the auther
has often borrowed ideas not only, as Professor
Woodberry points out, from Aschylus, Virgil, and
Shakespeare, but to a great extent from his own
carlicr poems, and notably from the Prometheus.
Most of the lyrical passages are of a very high oider,
but Mfs. Shelley’s judgment in singling out for special
mention the conclusion of the final Chorus may be
disputed. The Chorus itself, as Shelley remarks in
his notes, is “indistinct and obscure,” while the
similarity to Byron's Isles of Greece is rather too
obvious. The blank verse is more variable in quality ;
wmuch of it is merely—to use Shelley’s own phrase—
“newspaper erudition™ cut inmtoe lengths; other
passages are of great beauty, notably the descripiion
of Ahasuerus (1. 137-184), the battle-scene (885-424),
much of the phantom-scene (I 738-930) and some
shorter passages.

The Prologue to Hellass was deciphered from
MS. by Dr. Garnett and printed in the Relics of
Sheliey. Probably it was originally intended for the
drama on the subject of Job which Shelley had long
contemplated. At any rate the incongruity with Hellas
itself is obvious enough. The fragments are from the
Relics.

GINEVRA

This was written in 1821 and published by Mrs,
Shelley in Posthumous Poems (1824). The story ™m,
taken from Osservatare Fiorentino sugli edifisi della
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su Patria  (1821). h Probably Shelley had in his
mind the approaching mamiage of Emilia Viviani,
The poem shows in a marked degree the influence
of Byrons style.

FracmeNTs oF AN UnriNisaEp Drama

These fragments were written at Pisa early in 18282.
Lincs 1-14, 28-69, 100-120 and 15-27 appeared in
Posthumous Poems (1824), the last mentioned passage
being there printed as an independent Song”of a
Spirit. Dr. Garnett gave 1. 127-238 in Relics of
Shelley under the title of The Magic Plant. Lines
70-99, 120126 and 239-244 were first published by
Mr. Rossetti in 1870 from a transcription by Dr,
Garnett.

Mrs, Shelley gives the following preliminary note :—
“ An Enchantress, living in one of the islands of the
Indian Archipelago, saves the life of a Pirate, a man
of savage but noble nature. She becomes enamoured
of him; and he, inconstant to his mortal love, for a
while returns her passion: but at length, recalling the
memory of her whom he left, and who laments his
loss, he escapes from the enchanted isle, and returns
to his lady. His mode of life makes him again go
to sea, and the Enchantress seizes the opportunity to
bring him, by a spirit-brewed tempest, backeto her
island.”

And again after 1. 27—

“A good Spirit, who watches over the Pirate’s
fate, leads, in a mysterious manner, the lady of his
love to the Enchanted Ide. She is accompanied
W‘!fwuth, who lovés this lady, but whose passion
igheyiietueng only with a sisterly affeckion, The
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enswing Acene takes place between them on their arrival
at the Isle”

The drama’ was probably intended to set forth the
adventures of Edward Trelawny, one of Shelley’s most
intimate friends at Pisa. The “Magic Plant” cpisode
should be compared with 7%he Zucca, composed in
January 1822. In the carlier half of the poem
Shakespearc, Milton, and Shelley’s own earlier works
are freely drawn on, but “over all,” says Professor
Woodberry, “is a new charm, original, pure, and
delicate, which makes the verse a new kind in Emglish.”
This “last manner” of Shelley’s abounds in little
pictures of unrivalled delicacy, such for instance as—

¢+ Its shape was such as summer melody
Of the south wind in spicy vales might give

To some light cloud, bound fiom the golden dawn
To fairy isles of evening ” (1. 215 etc.).

Compare The Triumph of Life, 318—

“Yer sweet, as on the summer-evening breeze,
Up from the lake 2 shape of golden dew
Between two rocks, athwart the 11sing moon,
Dances i’ the wind.”

CuartEs tEE FInst

Most of this fragment was written in 1822, though
the “elements™ of it were in existence during most of
the previous year and the idea had been formed as
early as 1818, The greater part of the drama was fivst
published by Mr. Rossetti from his own transeription
in 1870, the remainder baving  previously appeared in
Posthumous Poems, with the exception of sc, iii, 27-32,
which was given in the Relics of’ Shelley.

Shelley, like Coleridge, took little Intereg} in English
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History, and worked very fitfully on Charles % which
he ultimately abandoned for The Triumph of Life.
Scene v., where I have adopted (perhaps’ too readily)
Mr. Forman’s suggested ¢ count’ for ¢ court,’ contlains the
famous “ Widow bird” song. In the third line of this
. .
it may be noted that the Posthumous Poems version
gave ‘kept’ imstead of ‘crept’ T have adopted the
following emendations,—(i), 107, ‘bondage’ (Forman)
for *bondages”; (i), 99, ‘state’ (Garnett) for ‘stake’;
867, ¢ Gonzalo’s’ (Rossctti) for ¢ Gonzaga’s.’

Though Shelley expressed himself as satisfied Wwith
the poetry of the earlier scenes, they may seem rather
dull to mosl readers, interspersed though they are with
such passages as (i) 38—

¢ 'The day that dawns in fire will die in storms,
Even though the noon be calm. My travel’s done;
Before the whiilwind wakes I shall have found
My inn of lasting iest, but thon must stall
Be journeying on 1 this inclement air,
Wrap thy old cloak about thy back ;
Nor leave the broad and plain and beaten road,

Although no flowers smile on the trodden dust,
For the violet paths of pleagure ”

Tar Trromer or Lire

Shelley’s last great work was written in the early
summer of 1822, “ At night,” wrote Mrs. Shelley, “he
often went alone in his little shallop to the yocky
caves” bordering on the Bay of Spezzia, “and sitting
beneath their shelter wrole The Triumph of Life.”
Much of it too was composed on board the new yacht
Ariel, “as he sailed or weltered on that sea which was
soon to engulf bim.”

Lk Triumph of Life appeared in Posthumous Poems
%%@% Owjpg to its fragmentary state, and Mrs.
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Shelleds confession that she arranged it in its present
form with the greatest difficulty, it affords some scope
for the tmendator. Dr. Garett gave long ago several
emendations from the MS., as well as the ¢cancelled
opening *; and Mr. Rossetti supplied ¢ that’ for ¢ these’
(184) and various improvements in pointing.

Besides these I have adopted Professor Bradley’s
¢ conqueror’ for ¢ conquerors’ (129), and his omission of
the comma after ‘canst”® (188) and of the long pause
at the end of 190 ; also my own perhaps over-bold ¢ "ware’
fore ‘where’ (1G1). Professor Bradley also suggests
‘woke’ for ‘wake’ (884); but as the latter is more
euphonious, and as a similar change of tense in the
previous line (‘imagined’ for ‘imagine’) had occurred
to me independently, I have judged it safer to leave
both lines alone. The last three words of 1. 133, and
the last 8% lines of the poem were given to me by Dr.
Garnett and have not previously appeared in print.

Porms or 1814-15

All of these were published in the Alastor volume,
with the following exceptions: -— Stanza, written of
Bracknell (Hogg's Life of Shelley, 1858); To Harriet
(Dowden’s Life of Shelley, 1887); To Mary Wollstone-
eraft Godwin (Posthumous Poems, 1824) ; Sonnet: “¥et
look op me™ (Mrs. Shelley’s Second Collected Edition,
1839 : therein placed conjecturally among the poems
of 1817); “The cold Earth slept below ™ (Hunt's
Literary Pocket-Book, 1828). This latter poem is
generally supposed to refer tq, the death of Harriet
Shelley ; if this is so, the date 1815 must be incorrect.
Mrs. Shelley states that the Stanzas headed Adfpugs,
%.7.h were addressed to Coleridge; buty B. Dgbell,
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mn March 1820. "The exquisite Inwvocation to M&EW]
appeared first in The dihenccum (1832) and aggin in
Medwin’s Shelley Papers (1833). 1 have followed
mainly the version printed by Mrs, Shelley in 1839,
adopting three or four variations from the Bodleian
MS. in Stanzas 1., viv, xit. The Stanzas Written in
Dejection, also in the Bodleian, give no verbal varia-
tions. The same MS. gives a sketch of the intended
plot of Tasso, of which this scene is from the Relics of
Shelley, as also are the fragments 7o Byron and T0
Silence. The last four fragments were printed by M.,
Rossetti in 1870.

Porms or 1819

The &two political poems placed first and third
appeared in The Athencum (1832) and in the Shelley
Papers (1833). Three emendations in the first of
them are from the Harvard MS, ; in the other, ‘moon’
for ‘morn’ (1. 4) is Mr. Rossetti’s conjecture. The
Ode to the Assertors of Liberty was included in the
Prometheus volume, with the exception of the last
stanza, which was published by Mr. Rossetti in The
Times. 'The next three poems were also printed with
Prometheus, the manuscript of which contains a draft
of the Ode to Heawven; there is another copy of this
at Harvard, and also of dn Exhortation, which perheps
should be classed among the poems of 1820. Several
versions of the Indian Serenade are extant, The
poem first appeared in the second number of The
Liberal (1822), and again -in Posthumous Poems. An
a@ograph copy of the MS. was given by Shelley to
st,,s ﬁm% o, whom the ‘next poem was addressed,
m i W%“’Wﬁ% deciphered by Bobert Browning.
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1 ha,rwl;e followed no one version cxclusively,—adopting
from The Liberal and the Harvard MS. Lhe reading
‘burning’ (1. 4), from The Liberal ‘Iath® (1 7),
from the Posthumous Poems and the Harvard MS. the
omission of And’ at the beginning of 1. 3~and of
the ¢’s” after ¢Champak,’ from The Liberal and
Posthumous Poems ¢ die” (11 '7), from the Harvard MS,
snd the MS. scen by Browning ‘Oh’ (1n. 8), and from
Posthumous Poems the reading adopted in 11 7.  The
first fragment 7o William Shelley comes from Posthum-
ous Pogms, the Harvard MS. authorising the omission
of the word ‘the’ in 1. '7; neorly all the others
arc from Mrs. Shelley’s later editions and the Relics of
Shelley. Of the three last fragments, O Pilloww Coid
was published by Mr. Rossetti in 1870; the next is
a recent discovery in the Bodleian, and the last was
printed by Zupitza in the 4rchiv fiir das Studium der
Neueren Sprachen und Literaturen.

Porus or 1820

The first three were published in the Prometheus
volume., Three variations in the Vision of the Sea—
noteworthy as the only unfinished poem published by
Shelley—have been adopted from the Harvard MS,,
viz. ‘sunk’ for ‘sank’ (L. 8), by’ for ‘from’ (. 35),
and sits’ for ¢sit’ (1. 87). The Harvard MS. of 7o 4
Skylark gives no variations. The four classical poems
which follow are all in the Bodleian Library in Shelley’s
writing, being inserted in the dramas Proserpine and
Midas which were written out, and perhaps composed
by Mrs, Shelley. From these manuscripts I have
adopted the following new readings :— Arethuss; ¢ un-
sealed” for concealed’ (. 25), < And she beard for
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“The beard” (1. 81), and ¢ Ocean’s’ for ¢ ocean’ (f 69);
Hymn ¢f* dpollo, Stanza vi., ‘it is’ for ‘itself, (1. 2),
“is” for ‘me’ (1. 4), and ‘its’ for “their’ (I. 6),—this
last improvement having already been adopled by M,
Rosselti on his own conjectme; Hymn of Pang
¢ Lastening my’ for ¢Listening to my’ (1. 5 and 12),
“and the waves® for ‘and waves’ (1. 7). Line 6 of
the second stanza of The Question was fivst published
by Dr. Garnett in The Westminster Review, July, 1870.
Two minor emendations in the same poem are from the
Harvaad MS. The fragment here entitled Study For
Autumn, a Dirge 18 from the Bodleian MS. In the
sonnet Ye hasten etc. the Harvard MS. gives an im-
portant correction-—must’ for ‘mayst’ in lme 7.
Three other comections—¢grave’ for “dead’ (L 1),
¢ pale Expeclation® for ¢ Anticipation’ (1. 5), and ‘all
that® for ‘that which’ (1, 8), are from another. MS,
A Sotire on Satise was first printed by Professor Dowden
in 1880, Orpheus is from the Relics of Shelley, with
some corrections by Mr. Rossettl from the mannseript,
Time long Past, and the fragments The Deserts of
Sleep, Consequence, 4 Face, and Miltor's+Spirit were
printed in 1870 by Mr. Rossetti, who is also respon-
sible for the last two hnes of 70 the Moon. The last
five fragments are from the Bodleian Library.

Porms or 1821

From the Harvard MS. I have taken ‘o’er’ for ¢ over”
in the first line of 70 Night. 'The last three lines of
the poem T'o Emilia Viviani were discovered by Dr.
w(fé‘aame’ot;who gave the first of them in ﬁhe Rehcs a/'
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the e;(ce_p’cion of Mr. Rossetti, have 1egarded them as
the commencement of a second stanza; to me they
appear to éive an appiopiiate conclusion to the whole
poem. 'The song Rarely, rarely comest thou is dated
in the Harvard manuscript, “Pisa, May, 1820 %; but
the date, which is in Shelley’s handwriting, was prob-
ably a mistake. I have followed Dr. Garnett’s
suggestion, adopted by Mr. Forman, in printing the
lines Alusic, when soft woices che without the artificial
division mto stanzas. The lines on Napoleon appeared
w the Hellas volume (1824). I have followed M.
Rosetti in regarding the fiist part of Section IIL of
The Fugtives as an exchange of *“interjectional queries
between the lovers.,” To Mr. Rossetti are also due,
on manusaipt authority, four emendations in the
poem T'o Edward Williams, viz.— herb” for ‘herd’ (1.
2), ‘which’ for ‘that’ (1. 2.), “lately’ for “ever’ (iv. 2),
and ¢umrelieved’ for ‘unreprieved’ (vir. 5). No less
than three manuscript versions of Remembrance appear
to be extant; while relying mainly on the text of
Posthumous Poems for the pointing, and for the word
“her’ (instead of ‘his’) in m 2—a reading supported
also by the Harvard MS.—I have adopted for the last
half of Stanza 1. the version given by Mr. Forman from
another manuscript. A portion of The Boat on the
Serchio appeared in Posthumous Poems, the remainder
being printed by Mr. Rossetti, who was the first to
pomt out that the lines printed in square brackets are
an alternative version of 1. 48-51. To the same
editor we are also indebted for the third version of
Epithalumium, the latest form of the Sonnet to Byron,
and the fragments A4 Dream, If I walk in Adutumn’s
even, I fuint, I perish, and the next three; the five
last-mentioned being supplied to him byDr. Gernett.,
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Porms or 1822

Some corrections in The Zucca and When the Lamgp is
Shattexgd are due to Mr. Rossetti. The version of
The Invitation here piinted is from Mis. Shelley’s
Second Collected Edition, and is in accordance with
the manuscript. An ealier form, combining this and
the next poem, appeaied 1 Posthumous Poems. ¢Stram>®
for ¢stain’ 1 the Dirge 1s Mr. Rossettr’s emendation, .

The text of the principal contents of the piesent
volume is based on the following editions :—

ErresycamioN.—Tirst Edition (C. & J. Ollier, 1821)

Avonars —First Tdition (Pisa, “with the {ypes of
Didot,” 1821), with some corrections from Mrs,
Shelley’s Collected Edition of 1839,

Provocur To Hruras—Relics gf Shelley (Moxon &
Co., 1862).

Hrervas—First Edition (C. & J. Ollier, 1822), with
corrections fiom Shelley’s list of errata.

GiveEvRA.—Posthwmous Poems (J & H. L. Hunt, 1824),

U Pocthwmous Poems
FracMENTS 0F AN UNFINISHED (1824), Relics .of

Drana.— She.dey (1862).
Shelley’s Poetical
Cuanrves THE Frmst.— Works, ed. W. M,
Rossetti (1870).

Tre Trivuen or Lirs.—Posthumous Poems (1824), with
ad&’itioﬁs,"‘etc.". by Dr Garnett.

C'D. LOCOCK
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SHELLEY’S POEMS

EPIPSYCHIDION
(1821)

VECRSES ADDRESSED TO THE NOBLE AND UNFORTUNATE LADY
EMILIA V

NOW INMPRISONED IN THE CONVENT OI

L’anima amante s1 slancia fuory del creato, e 51 crea nell’ infimto wn
Mondo tutto pet essa, divetso assai da questo oscuro e pauroso baiatro
Hzr owN worbs

Y Song, I fear that thou wilt find but few
Who fitly shall concewe thy reasoning,—
Of such hard matter dost thou entertam;
Whenee, if by misadventure, chance should bring
Thee to base company, (as chance may do)
Quite unaware of what thou dost contain,
I pithee, comfort thy sweet self again,
My last delight! tell them that they ave dull,
And Ind them own that thou art beautrtul.

ADVERTISEMENT

Tue Writer of the following Lines died at Florence, as he
was prepanng for a voyage to one of the wildest of the
Spotades, which he had bought, and where he had fitted
up the runs of an old bmlding, and where it was his hope
to have reahsed a scheme of Dife, smted perhaps to that
happier and better world of which he 18 now an inhabitant,
but hardly practicable m this. His life was singular ; less
on account of the romantic vicissitudes which diveisfied
it, than the ideal tinge which it received from his own
character and feelngs. The present Poem, like the Fifa
Nugva of Dante, is sufficieritly intelligthle to a ceitain
class of readers without a watter-of-fact history of the
M1 . ”
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civeurostances to wifich it rclates; and to a certiin other
class it must ever remain incomprehensible, from a defect
af a common organ of perception for the ideas of which it
treats. Not but that gran vergogna swelbe a eolui, che
rimasse cosa softo veste di figura, o di colore retlorico: e
domandato non sapesse demudare le sue parole da cotal veste,
e guisa che avessero verace intendimento.

'J%le present, poem appears to have been intended by the
Witer as the dedication to some longer one. The stanza

on the opposite! page is almost a literal translation from
Dante’s famous Canzone

Poi, o' intendendoy il gerzo ciel movete, etc,

The presumptuouns application of the concluding lines to
his own composition will raise a smile at the expenseof
my unfortunate friend : be it a smile not of contempt, but
pity.

EPIPSYCHIDION

WERT Spirit! Sister of that orphan one,
Whose empire is the name thou weepest on,
In my heart’s temple I suspend to thee
These votive wreaths of withered memory.

Poor captive bird! who, from thy narrow cage,
Pourest such music, that it might assuage
The rugged hearts of those who prisoned thee,
Were they not deaf to all sweet melody ;
This song shall be thy rose: its petals pale
Are dead, indeed, my adoréd Nightingale ! 0
But soft and fragrant is the faded blossom,
And it has no thorn left to wound thy bosom.

High, spivit-wingéd Heart! who dost forever

Beat thine unfeeling bars with vain endeavour,

Till those bright plumes of thought, in which arrayed

Tt oversoared this low and worldly shade, -

Lie shattered ; and thy panting, wounded breast

Stains with dear blood its unmaternal nest!

I weep vain tears: blood would less bitter be,

Yet poured forth gladlier, could it profit thee. 20
! Beraph of Heaven ! too gentle to be human,
slling beneath that radiant form of Woman

thab is insupportable in thee
tlg g%@gqf,;lave;ﬁgnd imifortality !

i AEntTe, iseilines off the preceding prge.—En.




EPIPSYCHIDION

Sweet Benediction in the eternal Curse!

Veiled Glory of this lampless Universe |

Thou Moon beyond the clouds! Thou living Form
Among the Dead! Thou Star above the Storm!
Thou Wonder, and thou Beauty, and thou Terror!
Thou Harmony of Nature's art! Thou Minor

In whom, as in the splendour of the Sun,

All shapes look glorious which thou gazest on !—
Ay, even the dim words which obscure thee now
Flash, lightning-like, with nnaccustomed glow ;—

I pray thee that thou blot from this sad song

All of its much mortality and wrong,

With those clear drops, which start Iike sacred dew
Froea the twin lights thy sweet soul darkens through,
Weeping, till sorrow becomes ecstasy :

Then smile on it, so that it may not die.

~ I never thought before my death to see

Youth’s vision thus made perfect. Emily,

I love thee; though the world by no thin name
Will hide that love from its unvalued shame.
Would we two had been twins of the ssmme mother!
Or, that the name my heart lent to another

Could be a sister’s bond for her and thee,

Blending two beams of one eternity !

Yet were one lawful or the other true,

These names, though dear, could paint not, as is due,
How beyond refuge I am thine. Ah me!

I am not thine: I am a part of thee.

Sweet Lamp ! my moth-like Muse has burnt its wings
Or, like a dying swan who soars and sings,
Young Love should teach Time, in his own grey style,
All that thou art. Art thon not void of guile,
A lovely soul formed to be blest and bless ?
A well of sealed and secret happiness,
Whose waters like blithe light and music are,
Vanquishing dissonance and gloom? a Star
Which moves not in the moving Heavens, alone ?
A smile amid dark frowns? a gentle tone
Amid rude voices? a belovéd light ?
A Solitude, a Refuge, a Delight?
A lute, which those whom Love has tanght to play
Make music on, to soothe the royghest day
And Iull fond Grief asleep? a buried treasure ?
A eradle of young thonghts of wingless pleasure ?
A vielet-shrouded grave of Woe?—I measure
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The world of fancies, seeking one like thee,
And find—alas! mine own infirmity.

She met me, Stranger, upon hife’s rough way,

7o

And lured me towards sweel Death ; as Night by Day,

Wmter by Spring, or Sorrow by swift Hope,
Led into light, Iife, peace. An antelope,

In the suspended mmpulse of its lightness,
Were less eetherially light : the brightness

Of her divinest presence trembles throngh

Her limbs, as underneath a cloud of dew
Embodied in the windless Heaven of June,
Amid ihe splendour-wingéd stars, the Moon
Burns inextmguishably beautiful :
And from her lips, as from a hyacinth full

Of honey-dew, a liquid murmur drops,

Killing the sense with passion ; sweet as stops
Of planetary music heard m trance.

In her mild lights the starry spivits dance,
The sunbeams of those wells which ever leap
Under the lightnings of the soul—too deep
For the brief fathom-line of thought or sense.
The glory of her being, issuing thence,

Stains the dead, blank, cold air with 2 warm shade
Of unentangled intermixture, made

By Love, of light and motion: one intense
Diffusion, one serene Omnipresence,
Whose flowing outlines mingle in their flowing
Around her cheeks and utmost fingers glowing,
With the uninlermitted blood, which there
Quivers, (as in a fleece of snow-like air

The crimson pulse of living morning quiver,)—
Continuously prolonged, and ending never,

Till they are lost, and in thai Beauty furled
Which penetrates and clasps and fills the world ;
Scarce visible from extreme loveliness.

Warm fragrance seems to fall from her light dress,
And her loose hair; and where some heavy tress
The air of her own speed has disentwined,

The sweetness seems to satiate the faint wind ;
And in the soul a wild odour is felt,

Beyond the sense, like fiery dews that melt
Into the bosom of a frozen bud.~—

See where she stands | a mortal shape indued
With love and life and light and deity,

&nm;a nwhich may change but cannot die;

ige of gome bright Etemity; ‘

o

8o

[4a}

00

110



EPIPSYCHIDION™

A shadow of some golden dream; a Splendour
Leaving the third sphere pilotless; a tender
Reflection of the eternal Moon of Love

Under whose motions life’s dull billows move;
A Metaphor of Spring and Youth and Morning ;
A Vision like incarnale April, warning,

With smiles and tears, Frost the Anatomy

Into his summer grave,

Ah, woe is me!
What have I dared ? where am I lifted? how
Shall 1 descend, and perish not? I know
That Love makes all things equal: I have heard
By mine own heart this joyous truth averred:
The spirit of the worm benealh the sod
In love and woiship, blends itself with God.

Spouse! Sister! Angel! Pilot of the Fate
Whose course has been so starless! O too late
Beloved! O too soon adored, by me!

For m the fields of immortality

My spirii should at first have worshipped thine,
A divine presence in a place divine;

QOr should have moved beside it on this earth,
A shadow of that substance, from its birth ;
But not as now ... I love thee; yes, I feel
That on the fountain of my hearl a seal

Is set, to keep its waters pure and bright

For thee, since in those fears thou hast delight.
We—are we not formed, as notes of music arve,
For one another, though dissimilar ;

Such difference without discord, as ean make
‘Those sweetest sounds, 1 which all spints shake
As trembling leaves in a continuous air ?

Thy wisdom speaks in me, and bids me dave
Beacon the rocks on which high hearts are wreckt,
1 never was attached to that great sect,

‘Whose doetrine is, that each one should select

Qut of the erowd a mistress or a friend,

And all the rest, though fair and wise, commend
To cold oblivion, though ’tis in the code

Of modern morals, and the beaten road

Which those poor slaves with weary footsteps tread,
Who travel to their home among the dead

By the broad highway of the world, and so

With one chained friand, perhaps a jealous foe,

The dreariest and the longest journey go.:

120

130

140

130
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True Love in this differs from gold and clay,
That to divide is not to take away.
Love is like understanding, that grows hrighs,
Gazing on many truths; “tis like thy light,
Imagination! which from earth and sky,
And from the depths of human phantasy,
As from a thousand prisms and mivrors, fills
The Universe with glorious beams, and Lills
Error, the worm, with many a sun-like arrow
Of its reverberated lightning. Narrow
The heart that loves, the brain that contemplates, 130
The life that wears, the spirit that creates
One object, and one form, and builds thereby
A sepulchre for its eternity.

160

—~

Mind from its object differs most in this:
Evil from good ; misery from happiness;
The baser from the nobler; the impure
And frail, from what is clear and must endure,
If you divide suffering and dross, you may
Diminish till it is consmmed away ;
If you divide pleasure and love and thought, 180
EBach part exceeds the whole ; and we know not
How much, while any yct remains unshared,
Of pleasure may be gained, of sorrow spared :
This truth is that deep well, whence sages draw
The unenvied light of hope; the eternal law
By which those live, to whom this world of life
Is as a garden ravaged, and whose strife
Tills for the promise of a later birth
The wilderness of this Elysian earth.

There was a Being whom my spirit oft Igo

Met on its visioned wanderings, far aloft,

In the clear golden prime of my youth’s dawn,,

Upon the fairy isles of sunny lawn,

Amid the enchanted mountains, and the caves

Of divine sleep, and on the air-like waves

Of wonder-level dream, whose tremulous floor

Paved her light steps;—on an imagined shore,

Under the grey beak of some promontory
, 8he et me, robed in such exceeding glory,
fThat I beheld her vqt.  In solitudes 200
lsHer' voice came: to me through the whispering woods,
AR fromPthe fountaing, and the odours deep
%ﬁgﬁm ‘.wylgihh, like lips murmuring in their sleep

ik
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Of the sweet kisses which had Iulled them there,
Breathed but of her to the enamoured air;

And from tHe breezes whether low or loud,

And from the rain of every passing cloud,

And from the singing of the summer-birds,

And from all sounds, all silence. In the words -
Of antique verse and high romance,—in form, 210
Sound, colour—in whatever checks that Storm

Which with the shattered present chokes the past;

And in that best philosophy, whose taste

Makes this cold common hell, our life, a doom

As glorious as a flery martyrdom ;

Her Spirit was the harmony of truth.—

Then, from the caverns of my dreamy youth
1 sprang, as oue sandalled with plumes of fire,
And towards the loadstar of my one desile
1 flitted, Jike a dizzy moth, whose flight 220
Is as a dead leaf’s in the owlet light,
When it would seek in Hesper's setting sphere
A radiant death, a fiery sepulclue,
As if it were a lamp of earthly flame.—
But She, whom prayers or tears then could not tame,
Past, like a God throned on a wingeéd planet,
Whose burning plumes to tenfold swiftness fan it,
Into the dreary cone of our hfe's shade;
And as 2 man with mighty loss dismayed,
I would have followed, though the grave between 230
Yawned like a gulph whose spectres are unseen :
When a voice said :— O Thou of hearts the weakest,
The phantom is beside thee whom thou seekest.” .
Then I—“Where?” The world’s echo answeved “where ] ™
And in that silence, and in my despair,
I questioned every tongueless wind that flew
Over my tower of mourning, if it knew
Whither “was fled, this soul out ef my soul ;
And murmured names and spells which have controul
Over the sightless tyrants of our fate; 240
But neither prayer nor verse could dissipate
The night which closed on her ; nor uncreate
That world within this Chaos, mine and me,
Of which she was the veiled Divinity,—
The world, I say, of thoughts that worshipped her:
And therefore 1 went forth, with hdpe and fear
And every gentle passion sick to death,
Feeding my course with expeetation’s breath,
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Into the wintry forest of our hie;

And struggling through 1ts ervor with vain strife,
And stumbling in my wealness and my haste, .
And balf bewildered by new forms, I past
Seeking among those untanght foresters

f I could find one form resembling heys,

n which she might have masked herself from me.
There,—One, whose voice was venomed melody
Sate by a well, under blue nightshade bowers ;

The brealh of her false mouth was like faint flowess,
Her touch was as electric poison,—flame

Out of her looks into my vitals came, 260
And from her living cheeks and bosom flew

A killing air, which pierced like honey-dew

Into the core of my green heart, and lay

Upon its leaves; until, as hair grown grey

O'er a young brow, they hid its unblown prime

With ruins of unseasonable time.

250

In many mortal forms I rashly sought
The shadow of that idol of my thought.
And some were fair—but beauty dies away :
Oehers were wise—nt honeyed woids betay v
And One was true—oh ! why not true to me?
Then, as a hunted deer that could not flee,
I turned upon my thoughts, and stood at bay,
Wounded and weak and panting; the cold day
Trembled, for pity of my strife and pain:—
‘When, like a noonday dawn, there shone again
Deliverance. One stood on my path who seemed
As like the glorious shape which I had dreamed,
Ag is the Moon, whosge changes ever run
Into themselves, to the eternal Sun; 280
The cold chaste Moon, the Queen of Heaven’s bright isles,
Who makes all beautiful on which she smiles;
That wandering shrine of soft yet icy flame
Which ever is transformed, yet still the same,
And warms not but illumines, Young and fair
As the descended Spirit of that sphere,
She hid me, as the Moon may hide the night
From its own darkness, until all was bright
Between the Heaven and Earth of my calm mmd ;
wfid, as a cloud charioted by the wind, 290
She'led me to a cave in that wild place,
4 /” I sate heside me, with her downward fuce
ithinihg my-slumbers, like the Moon
singiand waning o'er. Endymion.
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And I was laid asleep, spirit and Hmb,

Asd all my being beearae bright or dim

As the Moon’s image 1m a suunmer sea,

According as she smiled or frowned on me;

And there I lay, within a chaste cold bed :

Alas, I then was nor alive nor dead :— 300
For at her silver voice came Death and Life, -
Unmindful each of their accustomed strife,

Masked hike twin babes, a sister and a brother,

The wandering hopes of one abandoned mother,

And through the cavern without wings they flew,

And erled, “ Away! he is not of our crew.”

I wepl, and though it be a dream, I weep.

Ty,

What storms then shook the ocean of my sleep,
Blotting that Moon, whose pale and waning lips
Then shrank as in the sickness of eclipse ;— 310
Aund how my soul was as a lampless sea,
And who was then its Tempest; and when She,
The Planet of that hour, was quenched, what frost
Crept o’er those waters, till from coast to coast
The moving billows of my being fell
Into a death of ice, immoveable ;—
And then—what earthquakes made it gape and split,
The white Moon smiling all the while on it,
These words econceal :—if not, each word would be
The key of staunchless tears. Weep not for me! 320

~ At length, into the obscure Forest came

The Vision I had sought through grief and shame.
Athwart that wintry wilderness of thorns

Flashed from her motion splendour like the Moin's,
And from her presence life was radiated

Through the grey earth and branches bare and dead ;
So that her way was paved, and roofed above

With flowers as soft as thoughts of budding love ;
And musie from her respiration spread

Like light,—all other sounds were penctrated 330
By the small, still, sweet spirit of that sound,

Bo that the savage winds hung mute around ;

And odours warm and fresh fell from her hair
Dissolving the dull cold in the frore air:

Saft as an Incarnation of the Sun,

When light is changed to love, this glorious One
Floated into the cavern where I lay,

And called my Spirit, and the dreaming clay
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Was lifted by the thing Lhat dreamed below

As smoke by fire, and in her beauty’s glow 340
1 stood, and felt the dawn of my long nightf

Was penetraling me with living light :

I knew it was Lhe Vision veiled from me

So many ycars—that it was Emily.

Twin Spheres of light who rule this passive Earth,
This world of love, this me ;s and into birth
Awaken all its fruits and flowers, and dart
Magnetic might into its central heart;
And 1ift ils billows and its mists, and guide
By everlasting laws, each wind and tide 350
To ils fil cloud, and its appointed cave ;
And lull its storms, each in the craggy grave
Which was its eradle, luring to faint bowers
The armies of the rainbow-winged showers ;
And, as those married lights, which from the towers
Of Heaven look forth and fold the wandering globe
In Hquid sleep and splendour, as a robe ;
And all their many-mingled influence blend,
If equal, yet unlike, to one sweet end ;—
So ye¢, bright regents, with alternate sway 360
Govern my sphere of being, night and day!
Thou, not disdaining even a borrowed might;
Thou, not eclipsing a remoter light;
And, through the shadow of the seasons three,
From Spring to Autumn's sere maturity,
Light it into the Winter of the torsb,
Where it may ripen to a brighter bloom !
Thou too, O Comet beautifnl and fierce,
Who drew the heart of this frail Universe
Towards thine own ; till, wreckt in that convulsion, 370
Alternating attraction and repulsion,
Thine went astray, and that was rent in twain ;
Oh, float into our azure Heaven again !
Be there love's folding-star at thy retwm ;
The living Sun will feed thee from its mm
Of golden fire ; the Moon will veil her horn
In thy last smiles; adoring Even and Morn
Will worship thee with incense of calm breath
And lights and shadows ; as the star of Death
And Birth is worshipped by those sisters wild 380
Called Hope and Fear': upon the heart are piled
Their offerings,—of this sacrifice divine
A World shall be the altar.
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Lady minc,
Scorn not these flowers of thought, the fading birth
Which frewn its heart of hearts that plani puts forth
Whose fruit, made perfect by thy sunny eyes,
Will be as of the trees of Paradise.

The day is come, and thou wilt fly with me,
To whatsoe’er of dull mortality
Is mine, remain a vestal sister still ; 390
To the intense, the deep, the imperishable,
Not mine bul me, henceforth be thou united
Bven as a bride, delighting and delighted.
The hour is comne :—the destined Star has risen
Which shall descend upon a vacant prison.
The walls are high, the gates are strong, thick set
The sentinels , .. but true love never yet
Was thus eonstrained : it overleaps all fence:
Like lightning, with invisible violence
Piercing its continents; like Heaven's free breath, 400
Which he who grasps can hold not ; liker Death,
Who rides upon a thought, and makes his way
Through temple, tower, and palace, and the array
Of arms : more strength has Love than he or they;
For it can burst his charnel, and make free
The limbs in chains, the heart in agony,
The soul in dust and chaos.

Emily,

A ship is floating in the harbour now,
A wind is hovering o’er the mountain’s brow ;
o here is a path on the sea’s azure floor,— 410
No keel has ever ploughed that path before ;
The haleyons brood around the foamless isles ;
The treacherous Ocean has forsworn ils wiles ;
The merry mariners are bold and {ree:
Bay, my hearl’s sister, wilt thou sail with me?
Ounr bark 1s as uan albatross, whose nest
Is a fwr Fden of the purple Fasl;
And we between her wings will sit, while Night,
And Day, and Storm, and Calm, pursue their flight,
Our ministers, along the boundless Sea, 420
‘Yreading each olher's heels, unheededly.
Lt is an isle under lonian skies,
Beautiful as o wreck of Pavadise,
And, for the harbours are not safe and good,
This Jand would have remainedsa solitude
But for some pastoral people native therve,
Who from the Elysidn, clear, and golden air
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Draw the last apivit of the age of gold,—

Simple and spirited, innocent and bold.

The blue Aigean girds this chosen home, ¢
With ever-changing sound and light and foam
Kissing the sifted sands, and caverns hoar

And all the winds wandering along the shore
Undunlale with the undulating tide:

There are thick woods where sylvan forms abide;
And many a fountain, rivulet, and pond,

As clear as elemental dinmond,

Or serene morning air; and far beyond,

The mossy tracks made by the goats and deer
(Which the vough shepherd treads bui once a year,) 40
Pierce into glades, caverns, and bowers, and lmlls

Built round with ivy, which the waterfalls

IMlumining, with sound that never fails

Accompany Lthe noonday nightingales;

And all the place is peopled with sweel airs ;

The light clear element which the isle wears

Is heavy with the scent of lemon-flowers,

Which floats like mist laden with unseen showers,

And falls upon the eyelids like faint sleep ;

And from the moss violets and {onquils peeu, a5a
And dart their arrowy odour through the brain

Till you might faint with that delicious pain,

And every motion, odour, beam, and tone,

With that deep musie is in unison,

Which is a soul within the soul,—they seem

Like echoes of an antenatal dream.—

It is an isle "twixt Heaven, Air, Karth, and Sea,
Cradled, and hung in elear tranquillity ;

Bright as Lhat wandelmg Eden, Lucifer,

Washed by the soft blue Occans of young air, 460
It is a favoured place, Famine or Blight,

Pestilence, War and Earthquake, never light

Upon its mountain-peaks ; blind vultures, they

Sail onward far upon their fatal way:

The wingéd storms, chaunting their thundm-psalm

To other lands, leave aznre chasms of calm

Over this isle, or weep themselves in dew,

From which its fields and woods ever renew

Their green and golden immortality.

And from the sea there rise, and from the sky 4490
There fall clear exhalations, soft and bright,

Veil after veil, cach biding some delight,

Which San or Moon or zgphy) draw .151de
-] the isle’s beaunty, like a naked bride

430
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Glowing at once with love and loveliness,
Blushes and trembles at ils own excess:
Yet, like a buried lamp, & Soul no less
Burrs in the heart of this delicious isle,
An atom of th’ Eternal, whose own smile
Unfolds itself, and may be fell, not seen 480
O’er the grey rocks, blue waves, and forests green, |
Filling their bare and void interstices.—
But the chief marvel of the wilderness
15 a lone dwelling, bunilt by whom or how
None of the rustic island-people know :
"Tis not a Lower of strength, though with its height
It overtops the woods; but, for delight,
Some wise and tender Occan-King, ere crime
"Had been invented, in the world’s young prime,
Reared it, a wonder of that simple time, 490
An envy of the isles, a pleasure-house
Made sacred to his sister and his spouse.
1t scarce scems now a wreck of hwman art,
Bat, as it were Titanic; in the heart
Of Earth having assumed its form, then grown
Out of the mountains, from the living stone,
Lifting itself in caverns light and high :
For all the antique and learnéd imagery
Has been erased, and in the place of it
The ivy and the wild-vine interknit 500
The volumes of their many-twining stems ;
Parasite flowers illume with dewy gems
The lampless halls, and when they fade, the sky
Peeps through their winter-woof of tracery
With moonlight patches, or star-atoms keen,
Or fragments of the day's intense sercne j—
Working mosaic on their Parjan floors,
And, day and night, aloof, from the high towers
And terraces, Lhe Earth and Ocean seem
To sleep in one another’s arms, and dream 510
Of waves, flowers, clouds, woods, rocks, and all that we
Read in their smiles, and call rveality,

This isle and house are mine, and I have vowed
Thee to be lady of the solitude.—
And I have {fitted up some chambers there
Looking towards the golden Easlern air,
And level with the living winds, which few
Like waves above the living waves below,—
1 have sent books and music there, and all
Those instruments with which high spivits call 520



14 PERCY BYSSHE SHELLRY

'The future from its eradle, and the past

Qut of its grave, and make the present Jast

In thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot die,
Folded within their own eternity. . "

Our simple life wants little, and trne taste

Hires not the pale drudge Luxury, to waste

The scene it would adorn, and therefore still,

Nature, with all her children, haunts the hill.

The ring-dove, in the embowering ivy, yet

Keeps up her love-lament, and the owls flit 530
Round the evening tower, and the young stars glance
Between the quick bats in their twilight dance ;

The spotted deer bask in the fresh moonlight

Before our gate, and the slow, silent night

Is measured by the pants of their calm sleep,

Be this our home in life, and when years heap

Their withered hours, like leaves, on our decay,

Let us become the overbanging day,

The living soul of thig Elysian isle,

Conscious, inseparable, one. Meanwhile 540
We two will rise, and sit, and walk together,

Under the roof of blue Ionian weather,

And wander in the meadows, or ascend

The mossy mountains, where the blue Heavens bend
‘With lightest winds, to touch their paramour ;

Or linger, where the pebble-paven shore,

Under the quick, faint kisses of the sea

Trembles and sparkles as with eestasy :—

Possessing and possest by all that is

Within that calm cirenmference of bliss, 530
And by each other, till to love and live

Be one :—or, at the noontide hour, arrive

‘Where some old cavern hoar seems vet to keep

The moonlight of the expired night asleep,

Through which the awakened day can never peep;

A veil for our seclusion, close as Night's,

Where secure sleep may kill thine innocent lights; ,
Sleep, the fresh dew of languid love, the rain

Whose drops gquench kisses till they burn again.

And we will talk, until thought’s melody 560
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die

In words, to live again in looks, which dart

With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart,
Harmonizing silence without a sound.

Our breath shall intermix, our bosoms bound,

And our veins beat together; and our lips

With other eloquence than words, celipse

»
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The soul that burns between them, and the wells

Which boil under ourbeing’s imnost cells,

The fountains of our deepest life, shall be 570

Confused in passion’s golden purity,

As mountain-springs wnder the morning Sun. .

We shall become the same, we shall be one

Spirit within two frames, oh! wherefore two?

One passion in twin-hearts, which grows and grew,

Till, like two meteors of expanding flame,

Those spheres instinet with it become the same,

Touch, mingle, ave transfigured ; ever still

Burning, yet ever inconsumable :

In one another’s substance finding food, 580
JLike flunes too pure and light and unimbued

To wnrish their bright lives with baser prey,—

Which point to ITeaven and cannot pass away :

QOue hope within twa wills, ane will beneath

Two overshadowing minds, oue life, one death,

One Heaven, one Hell, one Immortality,

And one annihilation.—Woe is me!

The winged words on which my soul would pierce

Into the height of Love’s rare Universe,

Are chains of lead around its flight of fire. .. 490

I pant, I sink, I tremble, I expire!

tev.,

Weak Verses, go, kneel at your Sovereign’s feet,
And say :—~ We are the masters of thy slave;
What wouldest thou with us and ours and thine?”
Then call your sisters frora Oblivion’s cave,
All singing loud : < Love’s very pain is sweet,
But its reward is in the world divine
Which, if not here, it builds beyond the grave.”
So shall ye live when I amn there. Then haste
Over the hearts of men, until ye mect Goo
Marina, Vanna, Primns, and the rest,
And bid them love each other and be blest:
And leave the troop which errs, and which reproves,
And come and be my guest,~—for I am Love's.

EARLY DRAFTS OF THE PREFACE
{From the Bodleian Manuscript.}
)

Tz following Poem was found amongst othcy papers in
the Portfolio of a young Englishman with whom the Fditor
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had eontricted an intimacy at Florence,—brief indeed,
but sufficiently long to render the Catastrophe by
which it ferminated one of the most painful events of
his Yife.— . .

The literary merit of the Poem in question may not be
cousiderable ; but worse verses are printed every day, and

He was an accomplished and amiable person; but his
errot was, Gvyrds dv py Bvgrd ppovelr ;—his fate is an
additional proof that ¢ The tree of Knowledge is not that
of Life’—He had tramed to himself cerlain opinions,
founded no doubt upon the truth of things, but built up
Lo a Babel height ; they fell Dy their own weight, and the
thoughts that were his architects became unintelligible
ane to the other, as men upon whom confusion of tongues
has fallen. -

[These] verses seem to have heen written as a sort of
dedication of some work to have been presented to the
person whom they addvess: but his papers afford no trace
of such a work.—The circumstances to which [they] the
poem allude, may easily be understood by those to whom
[the] spirit of the poem itself is intelhgible: a detail of
facts, sufficiently romantic in [themselves, but] their com-
binations

The melancholy charge of consigning the body of my
poor friend Lo the grave, was committed to me by his
desolated family. I caused him to be buried in a spot
selecled by himself, and on the h

©)
[Tue following Poem was found in the PF. of a young "
Englishman, who died on his passage from Leghorn to the
Levant. He had hought one of the Sporades]. He was
accompanied by a lady supposed to be his wife, and an
effeminate-locking youth, to whom he shewed so excessive
an attachment as to give rise to the suspicion that she
was a woman, At his death this suspicion was\confirmed ;
object speedily found a refuge both from the

taunts of the brute multitude, and from the of her
grief in the same grave that contained her lover.—He had
bonght one of the Sporades, and fitted up a Sarvacenic
castle, which accident had presexved in some repair, with
shmple elegance, and it was his intention to dedicate the
remainder of his life to undisturbed intercourse with his
companions, .

These verses apparently were intended as a dedication
of 4 longer poem or series of poems, -
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)

Prir writer®f these lines died at Florenee in [January 1820]
while he ‘was preparing for one <of the> wildest
of the Sporades. where he bought and fited up the
rums of some old buildng.—His life was singular, 1ess on
account of the romantic vicissitudes which diversified it,
than the ideal tinge which they received from lns own
character and feelings.

‘The verses were apparently intended by the writer to
accompany some longer pocm or collection of poems, of
whieh there [are no remnants in bis) portfolio.—

The editor is induced to

sthe present poem, hle the Vila Nova of Dante, is
sufliciently intellgible to a ecertain class of readers without
2 matter-of-fact history of the circumstances to which it
relates ; and to o cortain other elass, it must and ought ever
to remain incomprehensible.—It was evidently iniended
to be prefised to a longer poem or series of poems—but
among his papers there are no traces of such a collection.

FRAGMENTS CONNECTED WITH
EPIPSYCHIDION |,

@
Here, my dear friend, is a new book for you;
I have already dedicated two
To other friends, one female and one male,—
« What you are is a thing that I must veil ;
What can this be to those who praise or rail ?

Free love has this, different from gold and clay,
That to divide is nol 1o take away :—
Like ocean, which the general north wind breaks
Into ten thousand waves, and each one makes
A mirror of the moon: like some great glass, 10
Which did distort whatever form might pass,
Dashed ito fragments by a playful child,
Which then reflects its eyes and forehead mild ;
Giving for one, which it could ne’er express,
A thousand jmages of loveliness.

If I were one whom the loud world held wise,
I should disdain Lo quote authorities
In commendation of this kind of love :—
Why, there is first the God in Heaven above,
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Who wrote a boolk called Nature,—'Lis Lo be 20
Reviewed, I hear, in the next Quarierly ;

And Socrates, the Jesus Christ of Greece,

And Jesus Christ himself did never cease

To urge all living things to love each other,

And to forgive thew mulual faults, and smother

“The Devil of disunion in their souls.

@

I vove you !—Listen, O embodied Ray
Of ihe greatl Brightness; I must pass away
‘While you remain, and these light words must be
Tokens by which you may remember me,
Start not—the llung you are is unbetrayed,
If you are human ; and if but the shade
Of some sublimer Spirit,

&
AND as to friend or mistress, ‘tis a form ;
Perhaps I wish you were one. Some declare
You a familiar spirit, as you are;
Qb with » OIS Inrrnem
Hint that, though not my wife, you are a woman :—
« What is the colour of your eyes and hair?”
Why, if you were a lady, it were fair
The world should know. But as, I am afraid,
The Quaiterly would bait you if betrayed,
And as it will be sport to see them stumble 10
Over all sorts of scandals, hear them momble -
Their litany of curses,—some guess right,
And others swear you're a Hermaphrodite,
Like that sweet marble monster of both sexes,
‘With looks so sweet and gentle that it vexes
The very soul that the sonl is gone
Which lifted from her limbs the veil of stone—

(4)

It is a sweet thing, friendship, a dear balm,
A happy and auspicious bird of calm,
Which rides o'er life’s ever-tumultuous Ocean;
A God that broods o’er chaos in commotion ;
A flower which fresh as Lapland roses are,
Lifts its bold head intorthe world's frove air,
And blooms most radiantly when others die,—
Erealth, lope, and youth, and brief prosperity ;
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And with the light and odour of its bloom,
Shining within the dungeon and the tomb; 10

(%)
{r I had but a fricnd! Why, I have three
Fven by my own confession ; there may be
Some more, for what I know, for 'tis my mmd
To call my friends all who ave wise and kind,—
And these, Heaven knows, at best ave very few;
But none can ever be more dear than you.

Why should they be?

C)
To the oblivion whither I and thou,
All loving and all lovely, haslen now
With steps, al, too unequal! May we meet
In one Elysium or one winding-shect!

If any should be curious to discover
Whether to you I am a friend or lover,
Let them read Shakspeare’s sonnets, taking thence
A wnetstone for ¥ner i miethgence
That tears and will not cut; or let them guess
How Diotima, the wise prophetess, 10
Instructed the instructor, and why he
Rebuked the infant spirit of melody
On Agathon’s sweet hps, which, as he spoke,
Was as the lovely star when morn has broke
—#le roof of darkness, in the golden dawn,
Half-hidden, and yel beautiful.
Tl pawn
My hopes of Heaven—you know what they are worth—
That the presumptuous pedagogues of Iarth,
If they could tell the riddle offered here
Would scorn to be, or bemng to appear 20
What now they secin and are : bul let them chide,—
They have few pleaswmies in the world beside ;
Perhaps we should be dull were we not chidden ;
Paradise-fimits are sweetest when forbidden.
Folly can scason Wisdom, Hatred Love,

M
I wiLL not, as most dedicators do,
Assure myself and all the world and yon,
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That you are faultless :—would to God they were

Who taunt me with your love! I then should wear
These heavy chains of life with a light spirit;

And would to God I were,—or even as near it

As you, dear heart! Alas! what are we? Clouds
Driven by the wind in warring multitudes ;

Which rain into the bosom of the earth,

And rise again, and in our death and birth, io
And through our restless life, take as from Heaven

Hues which are not our own, bnt which are given,

And then withdrawn, and with inconstant glance

Flash from the spirit to the counienance.

There is a Power, a Love, a Joy, a God

Which makes in mortal hearts its brief abode,

A Pythian exhalation, which inspires

Love, only love: a wind which o’er the wires

Of the soul’s giant harp

There is a mood which language faints beneath ; 20
You feel it striding, as Almighty Death

His bloodless steed.

©)
Anp what is that most brief and bright delight
Which rushes through the Ltouch and through the sight,
And stands before the spirit’s inmost throne,
A naked seraph? None hath ever known.
Its birth is darkness, and its growth desive ;
Untameable and fleet and fierce as fire,
Not to be touched but to be felt alone,
It fills the world with glory—and is gone.

Q)

It floats with rainbow pinions o’er the stream
Of life, which flows, like a dream

Into the light of morning, to the grave’

As to an ocean.

(10)
Wrat is that joy which serene infancy
Perceives not, as the hours content them by,
Yach in a chain of blossoms, yet enjoys
The shapes of this new world, in giant toys
Wraught by the busy  *  ever new?
Remembrance borrows Fancy's glass, to shew

¥
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These forms more sinecere

Than now they are,—than then, perhaps, they were,
Whew everything familiar seemed to be

Wonderful, and the immortality 10
Of this great world, which all things must inherit,

Was felt as one with the awakening spirit,

Unconscious of itself, and of the strange

Distinctions which in its proceeding change

It feels and knows, and mourns as if each were

A desolation.

(1)
WERE it not a sweet refuge, Fmily,
For all those exiles from the dull insane
Who vex this pleasant world with pride and pan,
For all that band of sister-spirils known
To one another by a voiceless tone ?

(12)
Ir day should part us—nipht will mend division,
And if sleep parts us—wve will meet in vision ;
And if life parts us—we will mix in death,
Yielding our mite of unreluctant breath.
Death cannot part us—we must meet again
In all, in nothing—in delight, in pain :
How, why, or when, or where—1t matters not,
5o that we share an undivided lol.

(13)
[WiiLe all things seem the shadow of thy soul
Harmonized by some unbeheld controul.]

(14)
Anp we will move, possessing and possest,
Wherever beauty on the carth’s bare breast
Lies like the shadow of thy soul—till we
Become one being with the world we see.
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AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN KEATS

AUTHOR OF ENDYMION, HYPERION, ETC,

"Agrip Toly pdy Bgumes épl fwolow égos
Ny 0¢, Davdw, Mumres Eomepos v glipuévors,
> - Pravo

PREFACE

Ddpparoy e, Blwp, morl ody oropn, Pdpunrov ldes

Iids Tev Tols yelheoor morédpaye, nodk éyAvedrdy ;

Ms 3¢ Ppords Taseoiror dvducpos, 9 kepdaoat Tot,

“H Jobrar hahéovri Td pdpuaxor 3 drpuyer Wdhy.
Moscuvs, Epaph. Bron,

It is my intention to subjoin to the London edition of
this poem, a criticism upon the claims of ils lamented
object to be classed among the writers of the highest
genius who have adorned our age. My known repugnance
to the narrow principles of taste on which several of Ius
earlier compositions were modelled, prove, at least, that
I am an impartial judge. I consider the fragment of
Hyperion, as second to nothing that was ever produced
by a writer of the same years.

John Keats died at Rome of a consumption, in his
twenly-fourth year, on the of 1821 ; and was
buried in the romantic and lonely cemetery of the protest-
ants in that city, under the pyramid which is the tomb
of Cestius, and the massy walls and towers, now moulder-
ing and desolate, which formed the cirenit of antient Rome.
The cemetery is an open space among the ruins, covered
in winler with violets and daisies. It might make one in
love with death, to think that one should be buried in so
sweet a place,

he genius of the lamented person %o whose memory 1
22
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have dedicated these unworthy verses, was not less delicate
and fragile than it was beautifnl; and where canker-worms
abound, what wonder, if 1ts young flower was blighted in
the bud? The savage criticism on his Endymeon, which
appeared in the Quwlerly Review, produced the most
violent effect on his susceptible mind ; the agitation thus
origmated ended in the rupture of a blood-vessel in the
lungs; a rapid consumption ensued, and the succeeding
acknowledgments from more candid critics, of the true
greatness of his powers, were ineffectual Lo heal the wound
thus wantonly inflicted.

It mnay be well said, that these wretched men know not
what they do.  They scatter their insults and their slanders
v-vithout heed as to whether the poisoned shaft lights on
a heart made callous by many blows, or one, like Keats's,
composed of move penetrable stuff. Onc of their associates
is, to my knowledge, a most base and unprincipled calumni-
ator. As to Bndymion, was it a poem, whatever might
be its defects, to be treated contempluously by those
who had celebrated with various degrees of complacency
and panegyrie, Pans, and Woman, and s Syriun T'ale, and
Mrs, Lefanu, and Mr. Barrett, and Mr. Howard Payne,
and a long list of the illustrious obscure? Are these the
men, who in their venal good nature, presumed to draw a
parallel between the Rev. Mr. Milman and Lord Byron?
What gnat did they strain at here, after having swallowed
all those camels? Against what woman taken m adultery,
dares the foremost of these literary prostitutes to cast
his opprobrious stone? Miserable man! you, one of the
meanest, have wantonly defaced one of the noblest
specimens of the workmanship of God. Nor shall it be
your excuse, that, murderer as you are, you have spoken
daggers, but used none.

The circumstances of the closing scene of poor Keats's
life were not made known to wme until the Elegy was
ready for the press. I am given to understand that the
wound which his sensitive spirit had received from the
criticism of Endymion, was exasperated by the bitler
sense of unrequited benefits; the poor fellow seems to
have been hooted from the stage of life, 1o less by those
on whorn he had wasted the promise of his genius, than
those ont whom he had lavished his fortnne and his care.
He was accompamed to Rome, and attended in his last
illness by Mr, Sevemn, a young artist of the highest promise,
who, I have been informed, % almost risked his own life,
and sacrificed every prospect to unwearied atlendance
upon his dying friend.” Had I known these circuistances
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before the completion of my poem, I should have been
tempted lo add wy feeble tribute of .xppl.mse Lo ‘ghe wore
sohid recompense which the virtnous man finds in the
1ecollection of his own molives  Mr. Severn can dispense
with a reward fiom “such siuff as dieams are made of”
His conduct is a golden augury of the success of his fulure
career: may the unextmgushed Spirit of his illustiions
friend ammate the creations of his penail, and plead against
Oblivion for lus name !

ADONAIS

PR ¢ I.
WEEP for Adonais—he is dead!
Oh, weep for Adonais! though our itears
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head!
And thou, sad Hour, selected from all years
To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compects,
And teach them thine own sowrow ; say, With me
Died Adonais; till the Future dares
Forget the Past, lus fate and fame shall be
An echo and a hght nnto etermty !

w

1.

'sf Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay,
When thy Son lay, merced by the shaft which flies
In darkness? where was lom Urania
When Adonais died? With velléd eyes,
"Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise
.She sate, while one, with soft enamoured breath,
“Rekindled all the fading melodies,
With which, like floweis that mock the corse beneath,
He had adorned and hid the coming bulk of Death,

+

1.
¢

Oh, weep for Adonais—hc is dead !

Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep ! ;

Yet wherefore? Quench within their burning bed
Thy fiery tears, and let thy lond heart keep,

sike his, & mute and weomplainmg sleep ;

For he is gone, where all things wise and fajr

] és!cg:;d s——oh, dxeam not-that the amorqus Deep
wrﬁvﬂl}%g% store }im to the vital air; v
| 8

:Vwﬂ"g %‘ﬁl‘ dﬁ o Pﬁl’] is i

Vi /
: ute voice, and laughs at our despair,
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1v.

Most *musical of mourners, weep again!
Lament anew, Urama —He died,
Who was the Sue of an immortal strain,
Blind, old, and’Tonely,—when s country’s pride
The priest, the slave, and the hiberticade '
Trampled and mocked with many a loathed rite
Of lust and blood ; he went, unterrified,
Into the gulph of death, but his clear &sprite L,
et reigns o’er earth, the third among the sons-of light

v.

Most musical of mourners, weep anew !
Not all to that bright station dared to chimb;
And happier they their happmess who knew,
, Whose tapers yet burn through that mght of time
" In which suns pel'ibhed ; others more sublime,
Struck by the envious wrath of man or God,
Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime;
And some yet live, treading the thorny road,
Which leads, through toil d,l'l(l hate, to Fane’s serene abode,

V1.

But now, thy youngest, dearest one has perished,
The nurdling of thy widowhood, who mew,

Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherished,
And fed with true-love tears, inslead of dew;
Most musical of mourneis, weep anew!

Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the last,
»The bloom, whose petals, nipt before they blew,
Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste ;

The broken hly lies—the storm is overpast.

VIL
To that ngh Capital, where kingly Death
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay,
He came; and bought, with price of purest breath,
A grave among the eternal. —Come away !
Haste, while the vault of blue Italian day
Is yet his fitting charnel-roof! while slill
He lies, as if in dewy slcep he lay;
Awake him not) surely he takes his 11
Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all 111
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VIII.

He will awake no more, oh, never more!—.
Within the twilight chamber spreads apace
The shadow of white Death, and at the door
Invisible Corruption waits to trace
His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place ;
The eternal Hunger sits, but pity and awe
Soothe her pale rage, nor dares shé to deface
So fair a prey, till darkness, and the law
Of change, shall o’er his sleep the mortal curtain diaw.

/
J .

Oh, weep for Adonais |—The quiek Dreams,

The passion-wingéd Ministers of thought,

Who were his flocks, whom near the hving streams

Of his young spitit he fed, and whom he laught

The love which was its musie, wander not,—

Wander no more, from kindling bram io brain,

But droop there, whence they sprung ; and mourn the

lot

Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet pain,

They ne’er will gather strength, or find a home again.

-~
AL

X.

And 01f1e with trembling hands clasps his cold head,

And fans him with her mooniight wings, and cries,

« Qur Tave, our hope, our sorrow, is not dead ;

See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes,

Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies

A tear some Dream has loasened from his brain.”

Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise!

She knew not "twas her own,—as wilh no stain’
She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain,

-

i

X1
J @ne from a lucid urn of stalry dew

Washed his light Himbs as if embalming them;

Anether clipt her prefuge lecks, and thre

The wreathtnpen him, like dn anadem,” %

Which frezen tears instead of pearls begem i

Anqthemul grief wenld brealk

Her bew andwiriged peede—as if te stem

wA: gréater loss. with ene which was meré weak--
%ﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁdu}}m@r baibed fire against his frezen cheels.

i .

©nat;
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P { Y

Angther Spléndeur en: his meuth alit,
That mpp?;h whence it was wenl te draw the breath 11l

Which gave it strength te pierce the guarded wit,
%nd pass inte the panting heart beneath I
1th Lebining and with music: the damp de%th Qywi)q
Quenched 1ts caress upen his icy lips; T R
And, as a dying metegr';mins a wreath | &Q‘Aﬁwﬂ‘“""‘s
Of moonlight vapour, which the cold night clps,
It flushed through lus pale limbs, and past to its eclipse.

i
" X1l

And others came. .. Desires and Adorations,

Wingeéd Persuasions and vetled Destinies,

Splendours, and Glooms, and glinmering Incarnations

Of hopes and feais, and twilight Phihtasies ; .

And Sorrow, with her famuly of Sighs, }h»‘wkt iy

And Pleasure, blind with tears, led by the gleam

Of her own dying smile instead of eyes,

Came in slow pomp ;—the moving pomp might seem
Like pageantry of mist on an autumnal stream,

XIV,

‘All he had loved, and moulded into thought '
From shape, and hue, and odour, and sweet sound,
Lamented Adonais.  Morning sought
Her eastern watch-tower, and her hair unbound,
Wet with thie tears which should adorn the ground,
Dinmed the aerial eyes that kindle day ;
Afar the melancholy thunder moaned,
Dale Ocean in unquiet slumber lay,
And the wild winds flew r(:‘qﬂd, sobbing in their dismay,

¢

N AV

Lost E cho sits amid the voiceless mountains,

And feeds her grief with his remembered lay,

And will no more reply to winds or fountains, = -

Or wmorous burds perched on the young green spray,
Or herdsman’s horn, or bell at closing day ;

Stnee she can mimic not s lips, more dear

Than those for whose disdfn she pinéd away

Intp a shadow of all sounds o et 3

N

Murmur, between their songs, is all the wopdmen hear,
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. XV, .
Grief made the young Spring wild, and she threw down
Her Jundling buds, as 1f she Automn were, ;

Or they dead leaves; since her delight 1s flown,

TFor whom should she have waked the sullen Year?
To Phabus was not Hyacinth so dear ,
Nor fo himself Narcissus, as to both
Thou, Adonais; wan they stand and sere
Amid the faint companions of their youth,
With dew all turned to tears; odour, to"s_ighing ruth.
Y ’

I xvin

Thy spirit’s sister, the loon mghtingale,

Moumns not her mate with such melodious pain ;

Not so the eagle, who hke thee conld seale

Heaven, and could nourish in the sun’s domain

Her mighty youth with morning, doth complain,

Soaring and screaming round her empty nest,

As Albwon wails for thee: the curse of Cain:

Light on his head who pierced thy innocent breast,
And scared the angel soul that was 1ts earthly guest!

XVIIL,

Ah woe is me! Winter is come and gone,
But grief retumns with the revolving year ;
The aits and streams renew their joyous tone;
The ants, the bees, the swallows reappear ; ¢{
" Fresh leaves and floweis deck the dead Seasons’ bier;
“The amorous birds now pair in every brake, ~ 7
And build their mossy homes in field and brere;
And the green lizard, and the golden snake;™ )
Like unimprisoned flames, out of their trance awake,

X1X. '

Through wood and stream and field and hill/and QOcean

A quickening life from the Farth’s heart hds burst,

As it has ever done, with change and mgtion,

From the great morning of the world when first

"God dawned on Chaps; in its steam immersed

The lamps of Heaven fash with a softer light ;

Al bager things%agt §Ath life’s sacred thirst;
4 DI Themselved; and spend in"T6ve's delight,
@hﬁu&ﬁ&fy apd the joy of their renewed might, .
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%
XX.

-

"The leprous earpse touched by this spirit lender

Exhales itself in flowers of gentle breath ;

Like 1necarnations of the stars, when splendowr

Is changed to fragrance, they illumine death

And mock the meiry worm that wakes beneath;

Nought we know, dies.  Shall that alone which knows ¢ay
Be as a sword consumed before the sheath Phoch ¢

By sightless lightning P—Th’ intense atom glows'
moment, then 1s quenched in 2 most cold repose.

!
XXI,

Alas! that all we loved of im should Le,

But for our grief, as if it had not been,

And grief 1tself be mortal!  Woe is me:!

“Whence ‘a1e'wé, and bhy aré wd? oflwhiat scene

«Lhe actors’or spectatorsy Great and mean

Meet,massed In death, who lends what life must horrow.

As lohg as skies are blue, and fields are green,

Evening must usher night, night. urge the morrow,
Month follow month with woe,and year wake year to sorrow.

Y )
AR
--:,,E,, zm%

He will awake no more, oh, never more!
M3 Wake thou,” eried Misery, “ childless Mother ! rise
Out of thy slecp, and slake in thy hearl’s core
A wound more fierce than his, with tears and sighs.” >
And all the Dreams that watched Urania’s eyes,
And a1l the Echoes whom their sister’s song ¢
Had held in holy silence, eried, « Arisa!”
Swift as a Thought by the snake Memory stung,
From her ambrosial rest the fading Splendour sprﬁng.

«

».

XXIIL.

She rose like an autumnal Night, that springs '

. Out of the Bast, and follows wild and dreax

, The golden Day, which, on eternal wings,
Even'ns a ghost abandoning & bier, , !
Had left the Farth a corpse. Sorrow and fear
So struck, so roused, so rapt Urania ;

‘So saddened ronnd her like'un atmosphere
Of storiry mist ; 5o swept her on her way

Even to the mournful place where Adonais lay,
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XX1vV.

Out of her secret Paradise she sped, .
Through camps and cities rough with stone, and steel,
,And human hearts, which to lier aery tread X
Yielding not, wounded the 1nvisible W\‘J?_i fovee
Palms of her tender feet where'er they fell :
And Darbéd tongues, and thoughts more shayp Lthan they,
Rent the soft Form they never could repel,
Whose sacred blood, like the young tears of May,

Pavedl with eternal flowers thal undeserving way,

XXV,

In the death-chamber for a moment Death,
Shamed by the presence of that living Might,
Blushed to anmhilation, and the breath
Revisited those Iips, and life’s pale light
Flashed through those limbs, so late her dear delight.
“Ieave me not wild and drear and comfortless,
As silent lightning leaves the starless night!
Leave me not!” cried Urania: her distress
Roused Death: Death rose and smiled, and met her vair
caress.

’ XXVI

«“Stay yet awhile! speak to me once again ;
Kiss e, so Jong but as a kiss may live;
And in my heartless breast and burning brain
"That word, that kiss shall all thoughts else survive,
With food of saddest memory kept alive,,
Now thou art dead, as if it were a part™
Of thee, my Adonais! I would give
All that T am to be as thou now_arf! .
1311}; I\ am chained to Time, and cannot thence depart!y

XXVIIL,

“ ) gentle child, beautiful as thou wert,
Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men
Too soom, and with weak hands thongh mighty heart
Daxve the unpastyred dragon in his den? - .
-Defenceless as thou wert I-— oh where was then .
Wisdom the muryored shield, or scorn the spear?
d)r hadst thon waited the full eycle, when
- Thy spirit should have filled its crescent sphere,
Zt}ﬁ;émg?gﬁiﬁrs of life’s waste hiad fled from thee like deer.

i



Xy IIIZl

“The herded wolves, bold only to pursue;
The obseene ravens, clamorous o’er the dead ;
' {he vultures, to the congueror’s banner true,
"Who feed where Desolation first has ted,
And whose wings rain contagion ;—how they fled,
When like ApolloJ from his golden bow,
The Pythian of the age one arrow sped
And smiled —The spoilers tempt no second blow,—
They fawn on Lhe proud feet that spurn them lying low.

XAIX.

“The sun comes fortl, and many reptiles spawn;

He sels, and each eplhiemeral msect then

Is gathered mto dealh withoul a dawn,

And the immortal stars awake agan ;

So is it in the world of living men:

A godliké mind soars forth, in its dehght

Making carth bare and veiling Heaven; and when

It smks, the swarms that dlmmed or shm ed 1ls hght
Leave to its kundred lamps the spivit's awful night,”

XX,
Thus ceased she: and the mountain shepherds came,
Their garlands sere, their magic mantles rent ;
The Pilgrim of Ttermty, w hose fame s
Over his living head hike Heaven is bent,
An early but enduring monument,
Came, veiling all the Iightnings of his song
In sorrow ; from her wilds Terne sent
The sw eetes ist of her saddest wieng,
And love taugTTxg}:lef to fall like rhusic fromx his tongue.

XXXL.

"Midst others of less note, cume one frail Form,

A phantom among men ; compamonless .

As the last cloud of an expiving storm

Whose thunder 15 its knell ; he, as I guess,

Had gazed on Natme's naked loveliness,
~ Acteon-like, and now he fled astray

With feeble steps o’er the world’s wilderness,

And his own thoughts, along that ru ed way,
%?urqned like mgmg%wunds, their father and their mev»
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Q\’YII
;A pmd—hke Spnét sJheautiful and swift—
A Love in desolalion masked j—a Power
Girt round with weakness ;—it can scarce uplift *
The weight of the superincumbent hour;
Tt is a dying lamp, & falling shower,
A breaking billoy, ;—even Swhilst we speak
Is il not broken ? On the withering flower
The killing sun smiles brightly: on a cheek
The life can burn in blood, even while the heart may break

B 1

XXXIIIL

His head was bound with pansies over-blown,
And faded violets, white, and pied, and blue;
And a light spear, topped with a cypress cone,
Round whose ride shaft dark ivy-tresses grew
Yet dripping with the forest’s noonday dew, .
Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart
Shool: the weal hand that grasped’it; of that crew
He came the last, neglected and apaxt;

A herd-abandoned deer struck by the hunter’s dart.

XXXIV.

All stood aloof, and at his partial moan
Smiled t}nough their tears,; well ‘knew that gentle band
Who in another's fate now wept his own ;
+As in the gecents of an unknown land
He sung néw sorrow ; sad Urania scanned
.. The Stranger’s mien, and murmured, ¢ Who art thou?”
""He answered not, but with a sudden hand
Made bare his branded and ensanguined brow,
Which was hike Cajn’ sor Christ’ s-»-oh ! thut it sl}ould be so hy

XXXV,

What softer voide is hushed over the dead’®
Athwart what hrow is that dark mantle thrown ?
What form Jeans sadly o’er the white, de,atlhbed
In mockery of monumental stone,—
' The heavy heart heaving without a moan'n* )’ o
- JEitbe'He, who, gentlest of the wise, ™ !
%ﬁ}ﬁﬁf& @thhed loved, honoured the departed one,
;‘., me; qﬁ vex, with inharmonious sighs
A wiw £ gvesut $-sacepted sacmﬁce -

W
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ANARY,

Our Adonais has drunk poison—oh,

What deaf and vipcrous murderer could crown
Life’'s early cup with such a draught of woe?
The nameless worm would now itself disown:
t felt, yet could escape the magic tone
Whose prelude held all envy, hate, and wrong,
But what was howling in one breast alone,
Silent with expectation of the song,

'hose 1naster’s hayd is cold, whose silver lyre unsirung.

Al

-

XAXVIL,

Live thou, whose infamy is not thy fame!

Live! fear no heavier chastisement from me,
Thou noteless blot on a remembered name!

But be thyself, and know thyself to be!

And ever at thy season be thou free "+

To spill the venom when thy fangs o’erflow :
Remorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee;
Hot Shame shall burn upon thy seeret brow,

nd like a beaten hound tremble thon shalt—as now.

3

m.wm ‘

Nor let us weep that our deh«rht is fled

Far from these carrion kites that scream below ;

He wakes or slecps with the enduring dead; .

Thou canst not-soar where he is sitting now,—

Dust to the dust! but the pure spirit shall flow

Back to the burning fountain whence it eamé,

A portion of the Eternal, which must glow

Through time and change, unquenchably the same,
Vhilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of shame.

XNNIX,
" Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep-—
He hath awakened from the dresm of life :
. "Tis we, who lost in stormy visions, keep
' With ph:mtoms an unprofitable strife,
And in mad trance, strike with our spirit’s knife
Invulnerable nothmgb — Ve decay
, Like corpses in g chamel; fear and grief
Convulse us and consume us day by day,

agl cold hopes swarn? lilke worms within our hvmg clay.

T e
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¢
XL,

He has outsoared the shadow of our night ;

Envy and calumny and hate and pain,

And that unrest which men miseall delight,

Can touch him not and torture not again ;

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain

He is secure, and now can never mourn

A heart grown cold, a head grown grey in vain;

Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn,
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urmn.

XLI.

He lives, he wakes—’tis Death is dead, not he;

Mo 1ot for Adonais.—Thou young Dawn,

Turn all thy dew to splendour, for from thee

The spirit thou lamentest is not gone;

Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan!

Cease, ye faint flowers and fountains, and thou Air

Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thrown

QO’er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare
Even to the joyous slars which smile on its despair!

XLII.

e is made one with Nature : Lhere is heard
His voice in all her musie, from the moan
Of thunder, to the song of night’s sweet bird ;
-He is a presence to be feli and known
Tn darkness and in light, from herb and stone,—
Spreading itself where'er that Power may move
‘Which has withdrawn his being to its own ;
Which wields the world with never-wearied love,
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above. = *

XLIIL.

¥ is a portion”of the loveliness .

“Which once he made more lovely :"he doth bear
Hlis part, while the one Spirit's plastic stress ™
Sweeps throughithe dull dense world; compelling there
All hew successions to the forms they wear;
Torturing th’ yowilling drogs that checks'its flight
To ity own likeness; as éach'mass may bear; ™
And bursing in 1t heauty Andsits might |

From trees and hestsiay e

ees sl helisiahiahetidnin the Heaven's light

e
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XnIv.

The qplendoutq of Lhe firmament of thme

May be’ eclipsed, but are extinguiched not ;

Like stars Lo their appointed hu;_,ht they clinb,

And death is a low mist which cannot blot

The brightness it may veil.  When lofty thought

Lifts a young heart above its mortal lair,

And love and life contend n it for what

Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there
And move like winds of light on dark and stonny air,

o, XLV,

The inheritors of unfulfilled renown -
Rose from their thrones, buill beyond mortal thought,
Far in the Unapparent.  Chatterton
Rose pale,—his wolemn agony had not
Yet faded from him; Sidney, as he fought,
And as he fell, and as he lived and loved,
Sublimely mild, a Spirit without spot,,
Arose} and Lucan, by his death approved :
Oblivion as they rose shrauk like a thing reproved.

XLVI

And many more, whose names on Earth are dark,

But whose transmitied effluence cannot die

So long as fire outlives the parent spark,

Rose, robed in dazzling immortality.

“ Thou art become as one of us,” they ery;

“ Tt was for thee yon kingless sphere has long

Swung blind in unascended majesty, ¥ .4 Byrm

Silent alone amid an Heaven of song. Y wbe
Assume thy wingéd throne, thou Vesper of our throng!”

XLVIL.
b

Who mourns for Adonais ? Oh come forth,

Fond wretch! and know thyself and him (J.ught

Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulou‘a Eirth

As from a centre, dart thy spirit’s light = =

Beyond all worlds, until its spacidus might

Satiale the void cireminference : then :Jnmk

I vzfj to a point within our day and night ;

And keep thy heart light lest it make thee sink N
When hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to them]g

v
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XLVI1IL

Or go to Rome, which 1s the sepulehre .

Oh, not of him, but of our joy: 'iis nought

That ages, empires, and religions there

Lae bured in the ravage they have wrought ;

For such as he can lend,—they borrow not

Glory from those who made the world their prey;

And he is gathered to the lkings of thought

Who waged contention with their time's decay,
And of Lhe past are all that cannot pass away,

XLIX.

Go thou to Rome,—at once the Paradise,
The grave, the city, and the wilderness;
And where its wrecks hike shattered mountains rise,
And flowering weeds and fragrant copses dress
The bones of Desolation’s nakedness,
Pass, till the Spint of the spot shall lead
Thy footsteps to a slope of green access,
Where, like an infant’s smile, over the dead
A light of laughing flowers along the grass is spread.

-

L.
And grey walls moulder round, on which dull Time
Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand : .

And one keen pyramid with wedge sublume,

Pavilioning the dust of him who planned

This refuge for his memory, doth stand

Like flame transformed to marble ; and beneath,

A field is spread, on which a newer hand

Have pitched in Heaven's smile their camp of death,
Welcoming him we lose with scarce-extinguished breath.

LI.

Here pause: these graves are all too young as yet
To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned
Its charge to each; and if the seal is set,

Here, on one fountain of a mourning mind,

Break it not thoun! too surely shalt thou find
Thine own, well full, if thou returnest home, *

Of gears and gall. From the world’s bitter wind |
k ghelter™m the shadow of the tamb. s

Bee
¥ ' Iﬁgﬁ;{ﬂﬁmﬁiﬂ is, why fear we to become?
v
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LY,

N
The Qne rerains, the many change and pass;
Heaven’s light forever shines, Barth’s shadows fly;
Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass, |
Stains the white radiance of Eternity, !
Until Death tramples it to fragments —Die,
If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost seek !
Follow where all is fled |—Rlome’s azure sky, b ddnt
yFlowers, ruins, slatues, musie, words, are weak .4
The glovy they transfuse with fitting truth to speak.

.

LIIL.

Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my Heart?
Thy hopes are gone before: from all things here
They have departed ; thou shouldst now depart !
A light is past from the revolving year,
And man, and woman ; and what still is dear
Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither.
The saft sky smiles,—the low wind whispers near:
"Tis Adonais calls ! oh, hasten thither,—

Ng more let Lafe divide what Death can join together

Liv.

That Light whose smile kindles the Universe,
That Beauty in which all things work and move,
That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse
Of birth can_quench not, that sustaining Love
‘Which ihroigh theweb of being, blindly wove
By man and beast and earth and air and sea, ’
Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of

. The fire for which all thirst,—mnow beams on me,

Consuming the last clonds of cold mortality.

LY.

The breath whose might I have invcked in song
Descends on me ; my spirit’s bark is driven,
Yay from the shoie, far from the trembling throng
/Whose sails were never to the tempest given;

o+ The masgy earth and spheréd skics are yiven! -
I am borne darkly, fearfully afar; )
Whilst, burning through the fhmost veil of Heaven,
The soul of Adonais, like a star, .

Bencons from the abode where the Eternal are. K
BT i
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CANCELLED PASSAGES OIF' ADONAIS
Passacrs or e Prerace

. . the expression of my indignation and sympathy. I
will allow myself a first and last word on the subject of
calumny as it relates to me. As an author I have dared
and invited censure. If I understand mysell, I have
written neither for profit nor for fame. I have employed
my poetical compositions and publicalions simply as the
instrumenls of that sympathy belween mysel{’ and others
which the ardent and unbounded love I cherished for my
Lind mcited me to acquue. I cxpected all sorls o~
stupidity and insolent contempt from those . . . |

These compositions (excepting the tragedy of L'he Cenci,
which was written rather to lry my powers, than to un-
burthen my full heart) are insufficiently commenda-
tion than perhaps they deserve, even {from their bitterest
enemics ; but they have not altained any corvresponding
popularity. As a man, I shrink from notice and regard;
the ebb and flow of the world veses me; 1 desire to be
left in peace. Perseculion, contumely, and calumny, have
been heaped upon me in profuse measure; and domestic
conspiracy and legal oppression have violated in my person
the most sacred rights of nature and humanity. The bigot
will say it was the recompense of my errors; the man of
the world will eall it the result of my imprndence; but
never upon one head . . ..

» Reviewers, with some .rare exceptions, are a most stupid
and malignant race. Ag a bankrupt thief turns thief-taker
in despair, so an onsuccessful author turns critiec. But a
young spirit panting for fame, doubtful of its powers, and
certain only of its aspirations, is ill qualified to assign its
true value to the sneer of this world, He knows not that
such stufl’ as this is of the abortive and monstrous births
which Time consumes as fast as it produces. He sees the
truth and falsehood, the merits and demerits of Lis case,
inextricably entangled No personal offence should
have drawn from me this public comment upon such
staff . . ..

«fThe offence of this poor victim seems to have consisled
solely in his intimacy with Leigh Hunt, Mr. Haslitt, and
some other enemies of despotism and superstition. My
friend Hunt has & very Bard skull to crack, and will take

:{; dealof killing, I do not know much of Mr, Hadlitt,
e .



ADONAIS 39

I knew personally but little of Keats; but on the news
of his situstion I wrote to him, suggesting the propriety of
trying the Italian climate, and mviting him to join me.
Unfortunately he did not allow me , . , .

CANCELLED FRAGMENTS OF ADONAIS

(1)
AND ever as he went he swept a lyre
Of unaccustomed shape, and strings
Now like the of impetuous fire,
Which shakes the furest with its murmurings,
Now like the rush of the aerial wings
Of the enamourcd wind among the treen,
Whispering unnmaginable things,
And dying on the streams of dew sevene,
Which feed the unmown meads with ever-during green.

&)

AND the green Paradise which western waves
Tmbosom in their ever-wailing sweep,—
Talking of freedom to their tongueless caves,
Or to the spirits which within them keep
A record of the wrongs which, though they sleep,
Die not, but dream of retribution,—heard
His hymns, and echoing them from steep to steep,
Kept

% * * *

€
Awp then came one of sweet and earnest looks,
Whose soft smiles to his dark and nighg-like eyes
Were as the clear and ever-living brooks
Are to the obsecure fountains whence they rise,
Shewing how pure they are: a Paradise
Of happy truth upon his forehead low
Lay, making wisdom lovely, in the guise
Of earth-awakening morn upon the brow
Of star-deserted Heaven, whilc ocean gleams below,

His song, though very sweet, was low and faint,
A simple strain .
* * 2K * &
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@ ,
A mieury Phantasm, half concealed

In darkness of his own exceeding light,

Which clothed his awful presence unrevealed,

Charioted on the night
Of thunder-smoke, whose shirts werc chrysolite
* * #+ %

)

Axn like a sudden meteor, which outstrips

The splendour-wingéd chaviot of the sun,
cclipse

The armies of the golden stars, each one

Pavilioned in its tent of light—all strewn
Over the chasms of blue night
#* * * *




PROLOGUE TO HELLAS
A FRAGMENT
(1821)

Hrratp or FresNITY

T is the day when all the sons of God

Waitl in the roofless senate-house, whose floor

Is Chaos, and the immoveable abyss
¥rozen by His steadfast word to hyaline

* ® * #
The shadow of God, and delegate
Of that before whose breath the universe
Is as a print of dew.

Hievarchs and kings
Wha froma your thranes pinnacled an the past
Sway the reluctani present, ye who sit
Pavilioned on the radiance or the gloom
Of mortal thought, which like an exhalation
Steaming from earth, conceals the of Heaven
‘Which gave it birth, assemble here
Before your Father’s thvone ; the swift decree
Yet hovers, and the fiery incarnation
Is yet withheld, clotheéd in whieh it shall
annul
The fairest of those wandering isles that gem
The sapphire space of interstellar air,
That green and azure sphere, that Earth imwrapt
Less in the beauty of its tender light
Than in an atmosphere of living spirit
Which interpenetrating all the
it rolls from realm to realm

And age to age, and in its ebb and flow
Impels the generations
To their appointed place,
Whilst the high Arbiter  *
Beholds the strife, and at the appointed time

Sends his decrees veiled in eternal
a

10

20

30
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by 44

Within the circuil of this pendent orb

There lies an antique region, on which fell e

The dews of thought in the world’s golden duwn
Earliest and most benign ; and from 1l sprung
Temples and citics and immortal forms

And harmonies of wisdom and of song,

And thoughts, and deeds worthy of thoughts so fair,
And when the sun of 1ts dominion failed,

And when the Winler of its glory came,

The winds that stript it bare blew on, and swept 40
That dew into the ulmost wildernesses

In wandering clouds of sunny rain that thawed

The unmaternal bosom of the North.

Haste, sons of God, for ye beheld,
Reluctant, or consenting, or astonished,

The stern decrees go forth, which heaped on Greece
Ruin and degradation and despair,

A fourth now waits: assemble, sons of God,

To speed or to preveut or to suspend,

If, as ye dream, such power be not withheld, 50
The nnaccomplished destiny.

* sk * ok

Cnonus

The curtain of the Universe
I8 vent and shattered,

The splendonr-wingéd worlds disperse
Like wild doves scattered.

Space is roofless and bare,
And in the midst a cloudy shrine,
Dark amid thrones of light.
In the blue glow of hyaline

Golden worlds revolve and shine, 6o
In flight

From every point of the Infinite,
Like a thousand dawns on a single night
The splendours rise and spread ;
And through thunder and darkness dread
Light and musie are radiated,
And in their pavilioned chariots led
By living wings high overhead
The giant Powers move,
Gloomy of bﬂight as the thrones they All. 70
r ® O Eria, * %

)
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A chaos of light and motion
Upon that g é,lassy ocean.
.k 4 #
‘The senate of the Gods is met,
Fach in his rank and station set
There is silence in the spaces—

Lo! Satan, Christ, and Mahomet

Start from their places |

Cunisy

Almighty Father !
Low-kneeling at the feet of Destiny

; * * *

There are two fountains in which spirits weep 80
When mortals err, Discord and Slavery named,

And with their bitter dew Lwo Deslinies

Filled each their irrevocable urns; the third,

Tiercest and mightiest, mingled both, and added

Chaos and Death, and slow Oblivion’s Iymph,

And hate and terror, and the poisoned rain

* * * *

The Aurora of the nations. By this brow

Whose pores wept tears of bloed, by these wide wounds.
By this imperial crown of agony,

By infamy and solitude and death,— 50
For this I underwent; and by the pain

Of pity for those who would for me

The unremembered joy of a revenge,—

For this I felt; by Plato’s sacred light,

Of which my spirit was a burning morrow ;

By Greece and all she cannot cease to be,

Her quenchless words, sparks of immortal truth,

Stars of all night; her harmonies and forms,

Echoes and shadows of what Love adores

In thee ;—I do compel thee, send forth Fate, 100
Thy irrevocable clnld : let her descend

A seraph-wingeéd victory

In lempest of the omnipotence of God

Which sweeps through all things.

From hollow leagues, from Tyranny which arms
Adverse misereeds and emulons anarchies

To stamp, as on a wingdd serpant’s seed,

Upon the name of Freedom ; from the storm

Ot faction, which like earl:hqﬂake shakes and sickens
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The solid heart of enterprise; from all
By which the holiest dreams of highest spirits
Are stars beneath the dawn

110

She shall arise
Victorious as the world arose from Chaos !

And as the Heavens and the Earth arrayed
Their presence in the beauty and the light
Of thy first smile, O Father; as they gather
The spirit of thy love which paves for them
Their path o’er the abyss, 1ill every sphere
8hall be one living Spirit ; so shall Greece—

Saran

Be as all things beneath the empyrean,
Mine! Art thou eyeless like old Destiny,
Thou mockery-king, crowned with a wreath of thorns?
Whose sceptre is a veed, the broken yeed
Which pierces thee! whose throne a chair of scorn ?
Tor seest thou not beneath this erystal floor
The innumerable worlds of golden light
Which are my empire, and the least of them
which thou wouldst redeem from me?
Know'st thou not them my portion ?
Or wouldst rekindle the strife
Which our great Father then did arbitrate
When he assigned to his competing sons
Fach his apportioned realm ?

I20

130

Thou Destiny,
Thou who art maijled in the omnipotence
Of Him who sends thee forth,—whate’er thy task,
Speed, spare not to aecomplish ; and be mine
Thy trophies, whether Greece again become
The fountain in the desert whence the earth
Shall drink of freedom, which shall give it strength
To suffer, or a gulph of hollow death
To swallow all delight, all life, all hope.
Gao, thou Vicegerent of my will, no less
Than of the Father's; but less thou shouldst faint,
The wingéd hounds, Famine and Pestilence,
Shall wait on thee, the hundred-forkéd snake,
Ingatiate Supexstition, still shall
The earth behind thy steps, and Wax shall hover
Above, and TFraud shall gape below, and Change
Shall it before thee on %e:' dragon wings,
Convulsing and eonsuming ; and I add
Three vialﬂ«oﬁ#m tears which demons weep

140
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When virtuous spirils through the gate of Death
Pags triumphing over the thorns of life,—

Sceptres and erowns, mitres and swords and snares,
Trampling in scorn, like Him and Socrates.

The first is Anarchy; when Power and Pleasure,
Glory and science and secunty,

On Freedom hang like frmit on the green tree,
Then pour it forth, and men shall gather ashes.
The second, Tyranny—

Crnist

Obdurate spirit! 160
Thou seest but the Past in the To-come,
Pride is thy crror and thy punishment.
Boast not thine empire, dream not that thy worlds
Are more than fnnace-sparks or rainhow-drops
Before the Power that wields and kindles them.
True greatness asks not space, true excellence
Lives in the Spirit of all things that live,
Which lends it to the worlds thou callest thine,

* * * *
Manomer
* * * *

Haste thou and fill the waning crescent
With beams as keen as those which pierced the shadow 150
Of Christian night, rolled back upon the West,
When the orient moon of Islam rode in triumph
From Tmolus to the Acroceraunian snow.
* * * *
Wake, thou Word
Of God, and from the throne of Destiny
Fven to the utmost limit of thy way
May Trinmph
# #* * #
Be thou a curse on them whose creed
Divides and mulliplies the most high God.
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PREFACE

Tur poem of Hellas, written at the suggestion of the
events of the moment, is a mere improvise, and derives
its intevest (should it be found to possess any) solely from
the intense sympathy which the Author feels with the
cause he would celebrate,

The subject, in its prescnt state, is insusceptible of being
treated otherwise than lyrieally, and if I have called this
poem a drama from the eircumstance of ils being composed
in dislogue, the Heense is not greater than that which has
been asswmed by other- poets who have called their
preductions eples, only because they have been divided
&hﬂ,&mﬂ@ or twenty-four boﬂoks.

i 3
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The Persew of Aschylus afforded me the first model of
my* coneaption, although the decision of the glorions
contest now waging in Greeece being yet suspended forhids
a catastrophe parallel to the veturn of Xerxes and the
desolation of the Pevsians. I have, therefore, contented
myself with exhibiting a series of lyrie pictures, and with
having wrought upon the curtain of fulurty, which falls
upon the wnfinished scene, such figures of indistinet and
visionary delinention as suggest the final triumph of the
Greek cause as a portion of Lhe cause of civilization and
social improvemnent,

The drama (if drama it must he ealled) 1s, however, so
fnartificial that I doubt whether, if recited on the Thespian
waggon Lo au Athenian village al the Dionysiaca, it would
have obtained Lhe prize of the goat.  Ishall bear with eqaa-
niwmityany punishment greater than the loss ot such areward,
which the Aristarchi of the hour may think fit to inflict.

The only goat-song which I have yet attempted has, I
confess, in spite of the unfavourable nature of the subject,
received a greater and a more valuable portion of applause
than I expected or Lthan it deserved.

Common fame is the only aunthority which I can allege
for the details which form the basis of the poem, and I
must trespags upon the forgiveness of my readers for ithe
display of newspaper erudition to which I have been
reduced. Undoubtedly, until the conclusion of the war,
it will be impossible to obtain an account of it sufficiently
authentic for historical materials; but poets have their
privilege, and it is unquestionable that actions of the most
exalted eourage have been performed by the Greeks—that
they have gained more than one naval victory, and that
their defeat in Wallachia was signalized by cwcumstances
of heroism more glorious even than victory.

The apathy of the rulers of the civilized world to the
astonishing circumstance of the descendants of that nation
to which they owe their civilizalion—uising as it were
from the ashes of their ruin, is something perfectly inex-
plicable to a mere spectator of the shews of this mortal
seene. We are all Greeks. Our laws, our literature, our
religion, our arts, have their root in Greece. But for
Greece—Rome, Lhe instructor, the conqueror, or the
metropolis of our ancestors, would have spread no illumina-
tion with her arms, and we might still have been savages
and idolaters; or, what is worse, might have arrived at
such a stagnant and miserable state of social institution
as China and Japan possess. .

The human form and the buman mind attained to a
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perfection in Greece which has impressed its image on
those faultless productions whose very fragments are the
despair of modern art, and has propagated impulses which
cannot cease, through a thousand channels of manifest or
imperceptible operation, to ennoble and delight mankind
until the extinction of the race.

The modern Greek is the descendant of those glorious
beings whom the imagination almost refuses to figure to
itself as belonging to our kind, and he inherits much of
their sensibility, their rapidity of conception, their
enthusiasm, and Lheir courage. If in many instances he
is degraded by moral and political slavery to the praclice
of the basest vices it engendcers, and that below the level
of ordinary degradation ; let us reflect that the corruption
of the best produces the worst, and that habits which
subsist only in relation fo a peculiar state of social
institution may be expected to cease as soon as that
relation is dissolved. In fact, the Greeks, since the
admirable novel of Anastasius could have been a faithful
picture of their manners, have undergone most important
changes; the flower of their youth, returning to their
country from the universities of Italy, Germany, and
France, have communicated to their fellow-cilizens the
latest vesults of that social perfection of which their
ancestors were the original source. The university of
Chios contained before the breaking out of the revolution
eight hundred students, and among them several Germans
and Americans, The munificence and energy of many of
the Greek princes and merchants, directed to the renova-
tion of their country with a spirit and a wisdom which has
few examples, is above all praise.

The English permit their own oppressors to act accord-
ing to their natural sympathy with the Turkish tyrant,
and to brand upon their name the indelible blot of an
alliance with the enemies of domestic happiness, of
Christianity and civilization.

Russia desires to possess, not to liberale Greece; and
is contented to see the Turks, its natural enemies, and the
Greeks, its intended slaves, enfeeble each other until one
or both fall into its net. The wise and generous policy
of Fngland would have consisted in establishing the
independence of Greece, and in maintaining it both
against Russia and the Turk;—but when was the
oppressor generous or just?

Should the English peeple ever become free, they will
reflect upon the part which those who presume to repre-

yaent- their will have played in the great dwma of the
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vevival of liberty, with feelings which it would become
them to anlicipate. This is the age of the war of the
oppressed against the oppressors; and every one of those
vingleaders of the privileged gangs of murderers and
swindlers called Sovereigns, look to each other for aid
against the common enemy, and suspend thelr mutnal
jealousies in the presence of a mightier fear. Of this holy
alliance all the despots of the earth are virtval members.
But a new race has arisen throaghout Europe, nursed in
the abhorrence of the opinions which are ils chains;
and she will conlinue to produce fresh generalions to
accomplish that destiny which tyrants foresee and dread.

The Spanish Peninsula is already free. TFrance is
tranquil in the enjoyment of a partial exemption from the
abuses which its uunatural and feeble government are
vajuly attempting torevive, The seed of blood and misery
has been sown in Italy, and a more vigorous race is arising
to go forth to the harvest. The world waits only the news
of a revolution of Germany to see the tyrants who have
pinnacled themselves on its supineness precipitated into
the ruin from which they shall never arise. Well do these
destroyers of mankind know their enemy, when they
impute the insurrection in Greece to the same spirit before
which they tremble throughout the rest of Turope; and
that enemy well knows the power and the cunning of its
opponents, and watches the moment of their approaching
weakness and inevitable division to wrest the bloody
sceptres from their grasp.

DRAMATIS PERSONA

Maumup, Hassan, Daoob, AHASUERUS) a Jew.
Puantor oF MaHOMET THE SECOND,

Cronus of Greek Gapﬁ'ﬂ: Wemen. l\»fe.rnngtr.r, Slawes, and Atbendanis.

Scene,— Constantinople.  Trnae,—Suncet.

Scenm.—a Terrace an the Seraglio,
Marmuop (sleeping) s an Indian Slove sitiing beside his Couch.

Cuorus or Grreg CarrTive Womew

E strew these opiate flowers
On thy restlegs pillaw ;
They were stript from Orient bowers
By the Indian billow.

?
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Be thy sleep
Calm and deep, n
Like theirs who fell—not ours who weep !

Inpian

Awny, vnlovely dreams !
Away, false shapes of sleep!
Be his, as Heaven seems, 0
Clear, and bright, and deep!
Soft as love, and calm as death,
Sweet as a summer night without a breath.

Cronrus

Sleep, sleep! our song is laden
With the soul of slumber;
1t was sung by a Samian maiden,
Whoase lover was of the number
‘Who now keep
That calm sleep
Whence none may wake, where none shall weep. 20

InpiaN

1 touch thy temples pale!
1 brealhe my sonl on thee!
And could my prayers avail,
All my joy should be
Dead, and I would live to weep,
So thou mightst win one hour of quiet sleep.

Crionus

Breathe low, low,
The spell of the mighty mistress now!
When Conscience lulls her sated snake,
And Tyrants sleep, let Freedom wake, 30
Breathe low—low,
The words which, like secret fire, shall fow
Through the veins of the frozen earth—low, low!

Semrcnonus I
Life may change, bt it may fly not;
Hope may varish, but can die not;
I'rath be veiled, but still it burneth ;
‘Love repulsed,—but it returneth !
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SEdicHORUS 11

Yet were life a charnel where
Hope lay colfined with Despair;
Yet were truth a sacred lie,
Love were lost—

Segmicuonus I

If Liherty
Lent not life its soul of light,
Hope ils ivis of delight,
Truth its prophet’s rohe to wear,
Love its power to give and bear.

Crionus

In the great moming of the wold,
The Spirit of God with might unfurled
The flag of Freedom over Chaos,
And all its banded anarchs fled,
Like vultures frighted from Imaus
Before an earthquake’s tread.—
So from Time’s tempestuous dawn
Freedom’s splendour burst and shone :-—
Thermopyle and Marathon
Caught, like mountains beacon-lighted,
The springing Fire.—The wingéd glory
On Philippi half alighted,
Like an eagle on a promontory.
Its unwearied wings could fan
The quenchless ashes of Milan.?
From age to age, from man to man,
It lived ; and lit from land to land
Florence, Albion, Switzerland.

Then night fell ; and, as from night,
Re-assuming fiery flight,
From the West swift IFreedom came,
Against the course of Heaven and doom,
A second sun arrayed in flune,
To burn, to kindle, to illume.
Irom far \tlantis its young beams
Chased the ohadows and the dreams.
Frauce, with all her sanguine steams,
Hid, but quenched it not; again
Through clouds its shafts of glory rain
Frow wkmost Germany Lo Spain,

51
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As an eagle fed with morning

Scorns the embattled tempest’s warning,

When she seeks her acrie hanging.
In the mouniain-cedar’s hair,
And her brood expect the clanging
Of her wings through the wild air,
Sick with famine :—I'reedom, so
To what of Greece remaineth now
Returns ; her hoary ruins glow
Like orient mountains lost in day ;
Beneuth the safety of her wings
Her renovated nurslings prey,
And in the naked lightenings

Of truth they purge their dazzled eyes.

Let Freedom leave—where’er she flies,
A Desert, or a Paradise :

Let the beauliful and the brave

Share her glory, or a grave.

Semicnorus 1

With the gifts of gladness
Greece did thy cradle strew ;

Semicuonus IT

With the tears of sadness
Greece did thy shroud bedew!

Semicmonus I |

With an orphan’s affection
She followed thy bier through time!

Semrcnonrvus II.,

And at thy resurrection
Re-appeareth, like thou, sublime !

Semrcaorus .,

If Heaven should resume thee,
To Heaven shall her spirit ascend ;

Seyrermorus IT,

If Hell should entomb thee,
To Hell shall her high hearts bend.

8o
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N Scmrcuonus 1
If Annihilation—

Sevicnorus 11

Dust let her glories be!
And a name and a natjon
Be forgotten, Freedom, with thee!

INDIAN

His brow grows darker—JPreathe not—move not! 110
He starts—he shudders: ye that love nol,

With your panting loud and fast

Have awakened him at last.

Mawumup (stariing from his sleep)

" Man the Seraglio-guard ! make fast the gate.
What! from a cannonade of three short hours?
"T'is false] that breach towards the Bosphorns
Cannot be practicable yet.—Who stirs?
Stand to the match ; that when the foe prevails;
One spark may mix in reconciling 1min
The conqueror and the conquered! Heave the tower 120
Into the gap—wrench off the roof.

Enter Hassan.

Ha! what!
The truth of day lighlens upon my dream
And I am Mahmud still,

I assan

Your Sublime Highness
Is strangely moved.

Maunmup

The tines do casl strange shadows
On those who watch and who must rule their cowse,
Lest they, being first in peril as in glory,
Be whelmed in the fierce ebb :—and these are of them.
Thrice has a gloomy vision hunted me,
As thus, from sleep into the Lroubled day H
It shakes me as the tempest shakes the sea, 130
Leaving no figure upon memory’s glass,
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Would thal... No matter. Thon didst say thou knewest,

A Jew, whose opirit is a chronicle

OF strange and secrel and forgotten Lhings.

I bade thec suminon him :—’tis said bis tribe
Dream, and are wise interpreters of dreams.

Hassawn

The Jew of whom I spake is old,—so old

Tie seems to have outlived a world’s decay ;

The hoary mountains and the wrinkled ocean
Seem younger stitl than he ;—his hair and beard
Are whiter than the tempest-sifted snow ;

His cold pale limbs and pulseless arteries

Are like the fibres of a cloud instinet

With light, and to the soul that quickens them
Are as the atoms of the mountain-drift

To the winter wind :—Dbut from his eye looks forth
A life of unconsuméd thought which pierces

The present, and the past, and the Lo-come.
Some say that this 1s he whom Lhe great prophet
Jesus, the son of Joseph, for his mockery
Mocked with the curse of 1mmortality.

Some feign that he is Enoch: others dream

He was pre-adaymite and has survived

Cycles of generation and of run.

The sage, in trath, by dreadful abstinence

And conquering penance of the mutinous flesh,
Deep contemplation, and unwearied study,

In years outstretched beyond the date of man,
May have attamned to sovereignty and science
Over those strong and secret things and thoughts
Which others fear and know not.

Maaynup

I would talk
With this old Jew.

Hassan

Thy will is even now
Made known to him, where he dwells in a sea-cavern
"Mid the Demonesi, less accessible
Than thou or God! He who would question him
Muast sail alone at sunsel, where the stream
Of Qcean sleeps around those foamless isles,
‘When the youug moon is westering as now,
Andfévening airs wander upon the wave ;
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And when the pines of that bee-pasturing isle, 170
Grecn Erebitthus, quench the fiery shadow

Of his gill_prow within the sapphire water,

Then must the lonely helmsman ery aloud

« Ahasuerus | and the caverns round

Will answer “ Ahasuerus ! If hiy prayer

Be granled, a faint meteor will arse

Lighting him over Marmora, and a wind

Will rush out of the sighing pine-forest,

And with the wind a storm of harmony

Unutterably sweel, and pilot him 180
Through the soft. twilight to the Bosphorus :

Thenee, at the hour and place and circumslance

Fil for the matter of thew conlerence,

The Jew appears. Few dare, and few who dare

Win the desived communion . .. But that shout

Bodes (A shout with,

Mpmon

TLyil, doubtless ; like all human sounds.
Let me converse with spirits.

Hassan
That shout again.

M armup
This Jew whom thou hast summoned—

Hassan
Will be here—
Manmup

When the omnipotent Hour to which are yoked
He, I, and all things, shall compel. .. Enough. 190
Silence those mutineers—that drunken crew,
Thak crowd about the pilot in the storm,
Ay! strike the foremost shorter by a head !
They weary me, and I have need of rest,
Kings are like stars: they rise and set, they have
The worship of the world, but no repose.
[ Ereunt severally.

Cronus.?

Worlds on worlds are rolling ever
TFrom creation to decuys
Yike the bubbles on a river,
Sparkling, bursting, borne away. 200
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But they are still immortal
Who, through birth’s orient portal @
And death’s dark chasm hurrying to and fro,
Clothe their unceasing flight
In the brief dust and light
Gathered around their chariots as they go;
New shapes they slill may weave,
New gods, new laws receive ;
Bright or dim are they, as the robes they last
On Death’s bare ribs had east. 210

A Power from the unknown God,
A Promethean conqueror came ;
Like a triumphal path he trod
The thorns of death and shame,
A mortal shape to him
Was Iike the vapour dim
Which the orient planet animates with light ;
Hell, Sin, and Slavery came,
Lake bloodhounds mild and tame,
Nor preyed, until thar Lord had taken fhght; 220
The moon of Mahomet
Avrose, and 1f shall set:
While blazoned as on Heaven's immortal noon
The cross leads generations on.

Swift as the radiant shapes of sleep
From one whose dreams are Paradise
Fly, when the fond wretch wakes to weep,
And Day peers forth with her blank eyes;
So fleet, so faint, so fair,
The Powers of earth and air 230
Fled from the folding-star of Bethlehem :
Apollo, Pan, and Love,
And even Olympian Jove
Grew weak, for killing Truth had glared on them
Our hills and seas and streams,
Dispeopled of their dreams,
Their waters turned to blood, their dew to tears,
Wailed for the golden years.

Enter Manmup, Hassan, Daocop, and others.

Maimup

More gold?  Our ancestors bought gold with victory,
And shall I sell it for defeat ¥
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Duoop

. The Janizars 240
Clamour for pay.

Maumup

Go! bid them pay themselves
With Christian blood! Are there no Grecian virgins
Whose shrieks and spasms and tears they may enjoy ?
No infidel children to impale on spears ?
No hoary priests after that Patriavch®
Who bent the curse against his country’s heart,
Which clove his own at last?  Gol bid them kill ;
Blood is the sced of gold.

Daoop

It has been sown,
And yet the harvest to the sicklemen
s as a grain to each.

Mannun

Then, take this signet; 250
Unlock the seventh chamber, in which lie
The treasures of victorious Solyman—
An empire’s spoils stored for a day of ruin.
O spirit of my sires! is it not come?
The prey-birds and the wolves are gorged and sleep;
But these, who spread their feast on the red earth,
Hunger for gold, which fills not.—See them fed ;
Then, lead them to the vivers of fresh death. [Frxf Daocon,
Oh, miserable dawn, after o night
More glorious than the day which it usurped! 260
O faith in God! O power on earth! O word
Of the great Prophet, whose o’ ershadowing wings
Darkened the thrones and idols of the West,
Now bright !~for thy sake cursc¢d be the houar,
Even as a father by an evil child,
When the orient moon of Islam rolled in Lrimmph
From Caucasus to white Ceravnia !
Ruin above, and anarchy below ;
Terror without, and treachery within ;
The Chalice of Destruction full,and all 270
‘Thirsting to drink ; and who among vs dares
To dash it from his lips? and where is Hopef



53 PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

Hassan

The lamp of our dommion still rides high ;

One God is God—Mahomnet is his Prophet.
Four hundred thousand Moslems from the lmits
Of utmost Asia, irresistibly

Throng, like full clouds at the Siroceo’s ery;
But not like them lo weep their strength in tears :
They bear destroying lightning, and their step
Wakes earthquake to consume and overwhelm,
And reign in yuin.  Phrygian Olympus,
Tmolus, and Latmos, and Myeale, roughen
Wilh horrent ayms ; and lofty ships even now,
Like vapours anchored to a mountain’s edge,
Freighted with fire and whirlwind, wait at Scala
The convoy of the ever-veering wind.

Samos is drunk wilh blood ;—the Greek has paid
Brief victory with switt loss and long despair.
The false Moldavian serfs fled fast and far,
When the fierce shout of © Allah-illa-Allah !
Rose like the war-cry of the northern wind
‘Which kills the sluggish elouds, and leaves a flock
Of wild swans struggling with the naked storm.
B0 were the lost Greeks on the Danube’s day!
If night is mute, yet the retorning sun

Kindles the voices of the morning bivds ;

Nor at thy bidding less exultingly

Than birds rejoicing in the golden day,

The Anarchies of Africa unleash

Their tempest-wingéed cities of the sea,

To speak in thunder to the rebel world.

Like sulphurous clouds, half-shattered by the storm,
They sweep Lhe pale Agean, while the Queen
Of Ocean, bound upon her island-throne,

Far in the West, sits mourning that her sons
Who frown on Freedom spare a smile for thee:
Russia still hovers, as an eagle might

Within a cloud, near which a kite and erane
Hang tangled in inextricable fight,

To stoop upon the vietor ;—for she fears

The name of Freedom, even as she hates thine,
But vecreant Austria loves thee as the Grave
Laves Pestilence, and her slow dogs of war,
Fleshed with the chase, come up from Italy,
And howl upon their limits ; for they see

The panther, Freedom, fled to her old cover,
"Mjd' séas and mountains, and a mightier brood
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Crouch round. Whal Anarch wears a crown or niitre,

Or bears thessword, or srasps the key of gold,

Whose friends are not Lhy friends, whose foes thy foes ? 320
Our arsenals and our annouries ave full ;

Our forts defy assault; ten thousand cannon

Lie ranged upon the beach, and hour by hour

Thew earth-convulsing wheels affright the city ;

The galloping of fiery steeds makes pale

The Christian merchant, and the yellow Jew

Hides his hoard deeper in the faithless earth.

Like clouds, and Iike the shadows of the clouds,

Over the hills of Anatolia,

Swift in wide troops the Tartar chivalry 330
Sweep ;—the far flashing of their starry lances
Reverberates the dying light of day.

We have one God, one King, one Hope, one Law;

But many-headed Insurrection stands

Divided 1n itself, and soon must {all.

Manvubp

Proud words, when deeds come short, are seasonable :
Look, Hassan, on yon erescent moon, emblazoned
Upon that shattered flag of fiery cloud

Which leads Lhe rear of the departing day ;

Wan emblem of an empire fading now! 340
See how it trembles in the blood-red air,

And like a mighty lamp whose oil is spent

Shrinks on the horizon’s edge, while, from above,
One star with insolent and victorious light

Hovers above its fall, and with keen beams,

Like arrows through a fainting antelope,

Strikes its weak form to death.

Hassanw

Even as that moon
Renews itself-

Maumup

Shall we be not renewed |
Tar other bark than ours were needed now
To stem the torrent of descending time: 350
The spirit thak lifts the slave before his lord
Stalks through the capitals of amnéd kings,
And spreads his ensign in the wilderness :
Exulis in chains; and, when the rebel falls,
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Cries like the Dlood of Abel fromn Lhe dust;
And the inheritors of the earth, like beasts
When earthquake is unleashed, with idiot fear
Cower in their kingly dens—as I do now.
What were Defeat, when Viclory musl appal!
Or Danger, when Securily looks pale!

How said the messenger—who, from the fort
Islanded in the Danube, saw the battle

Of Bucharest P—that—

Hassan

Ibralim’s scimitar
Drew with its gleam swift victory from Heaven;
To burn before him in the night of battle—
A light and a destruction,

Maumun

Ayl the day
Was ours ; but how ?—

Hassan

The hght Wallachians,
The Arnaut, Servian, and Albaman allies
Iled from the glance of our artillery
Almost before the thunderstone alit,
One half the Grecian army made a bridge
Of safe and slow retreat, with Moslem dead ;
The other—

Manuup
Speak—tremble not—

H assan

Islanded
By victor myriads, formed in hollow square
With rough and steadfast front, and thrice flung back
The deluge of our foaming cavalry ;
Thrice their keen wedge of battle pierced our lines,
Our baffled army trembled like one man
Before a host, and gave them space; bul soon,
From the surrounding hills, the batteries blazed,
Kneading them down with fire and iron rain :
Yet none approached ; till, like a field of corn
Under the Il)mmk of the swart sickleman,
The band, intrenched in mounds of Turkish dead,

4
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Grew weak and few.—Then said the Pacha, « Slaves,
Render yourselves—they have abandoned you—
‘Whal hope of vefuge, or retreat, or aid?

We grant your hives.”— Grant that which is thune own'”
Cried one, and fell upon his sword and died!

Another— God, and man, and hope abandon me; 390
But I to them, and to myself, remain

Constant ;’—he bowed his head, and his heart burst
A third exclamed, “There 1s a refuge, tyrant,
Where thou darest not pursue, and canst not harm,
Shonldst thou pursue; there we shall meet again.”
Then held his breath, and, after a biuief spasin,

The indignant spirit cast ils mortal garment

Among the slam-—dead earth upon the earth !

So these survivors, each by different ways,

Some strange, all sudden, none dishonourable,

Met in Lrrnmphant death ; and when our army
Closed in, while yet wonder, and awe, and shame,
Held back the base hywenas of the battle

That feed upon the dead and fly the living, s
One rose oul of the chaos of the slain:

And if 1t were a corpse which some dread spirit

Of the old saviours of the land we rule

Had lfted in 1ts anger, wandering by ;—

Or if there burned within the dying man

Ungquenchable disdain of death, and faith 410
Creating what it feigned ;—I cannot tell :

But he cried, < Phantoms of the free, we come!

Avmies of the Eternal, ye who strike

To dust the citadels of sanguine kings,

And shake the souls thioned on iheir stony hearts,

And thaw thear frost-work diadems like dew ;—

O ye who float around this clime, and weave

The garment of the glory whieb 1t wears;

Whose fame, though earth betray the dust it clasped,
Lies sepulchred in monumental thought ;— 420
Progenitors of all that yet is great,

Aseribe Lo your bright senate, oh, accept

In your high ministrations, us, your sons—

Us first, and the more glorions yet to come |

And ye, weals conquerors ! gnants who look pale
When the ernshed worm rebels beneath your tread,—
The vultares and the dogs, your pensioners tame,

Ave overgorged ; but, hike oppressors, still

They erave the relic of Destruction's feast.

The exhalations and the thirsty winds .

Ave sick with blood ; the dew is fonl with death;

400

430



Gz PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

Heaven's light is quenched in slaughter: thus, where'er

Upon your camps, cities, or Lowers, or {leets,
The obscene birds the reeking remnants cast

Of these dead linbs,—upon your sireams and mountains,

Upon your fields, your gardens, and your house-tops,
Where’er the winds shall ereep, or Lhe clouds fly,
Or the dews fall, or the angry sun look down
With poisoned light—Famine and Peslilence,

And Panic, shall wage wur upon our side !

Natnre from all her boundaries is moved

Against ye: Time has found ye light as foam,

The Rarth rebels ; and Good and Evil stake

Their empire o’er the unborn world.of men

On this one cast ;—but erc the die be Lthrown,
The renovated genius of our race,

Proud umpire of the impious game, descends

A seraph-wingéd Victory, bestriding

The tempest of the Omnipotence of God,

Which sweeps all things to their appointed doom,
And you to oblivion!”—More he would have said,
But—

Maunmun

440

450

Died——as thou shouldst ere thy lips had painted

Their ruin in the hues of our success.
A rebel’s crime, gilt with a rchel’s tongue !
Your heart is Greek, Hassan.

Hassan
It may be so:
A spirit not my own wrenched me within,
And I have spoken words I fear and hate;
Yet would I die for—

Maumup

Live! Oh live! outlive
Me and this sinking empire. But the fleet—

Hassan
Alag —

Manmup
‘ The fleet whigh, like a flock of clouds
Chuised by the wind, flies the insurgent banner—
Our wingéd castles from their merchant-ships !

460
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Our myriads before their wealk pirate-bands !

Ofr arms before their chainy! omr years of empire
Before their centuriea of servile fear !

Death is awake! Repulse is on the waters;

They own no more the thunder-bearing banner

Of Mahmud ; but, like hounds of a base breed,
Gorge from a stranger’s hand, and vend Ltheir master.

Hassax

Latmos, and Ampelos, and Phanae, saw 470
The wreck—

Manmun

The caves of the Iearian isles
Told each to the other in loud mockery,
And with the tongue as of a thowsand echoes,
First of the sea-convulsing fight—and, then,
Thou darest to speak: senseless are the mountains;
Interpret thou their voice !

Hassan

My presence bore
A part in that day’s shame. The Grecian fleet
Bore down at day-break from the North, and hung
As multitudinous on the ocean line,
As eranes upon the cloudless Thracian wind. 480
Our squadron, convoying ten thousand men,
Was stretching towards Nauplia when the battle
Was kindled.—
First through the hail of our artillery
The agile Hydviote barks with press of sail
Dashed —ship to ship, cannon to cannon, man
To man were grappled in the embrace of war,
Inextricable but by death or victory.
The tempest of the raging fight convulsed
To its crystalline depths that stainless sea, 490
And shook Fleaven’s roof of golden moming clouds,
Poiged on an hundred azure mountain-isles,
In the brief of trances of the artillery,
One cry from the destroyed and the destroyer
Rose, and a cloud of desolation wrapt
The unforeseen event, till the north wind
Sprung from the sea, lifting the heavy veil
Of battle-smoke—then “ Vietory—Victory !
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For, as we thought, three frigates from Algiers

Bore down from Naxos to our aid ; but soon .

The abhorréd cross glimmered behind, before,

Among, around us ; and that fatal sign

Dried with ils beams the strengtlh in Moslem he arts,
As the sun drinks the dew.—What more? We fled ! —
Our noonday path over the sanguine foam

Was beaconed,—and the glare struck the sun pale,—
By our consuming transports : the fierce light

Made all the shadows of our sails blood-red,

And every countenance blank. Some sh]ps lay feeding
The ravening fire, even to the water’s level ; 510
Some were blown up ; some, settling heavﬂy,

Sunk; and the shrieks of our companions dicd

Upon the wind, that bore us fast and far,

Even after they were dead. Nine thousand perished !

‘We met the vultures legioned in the air,

Stemming the torrent of the tainled wind;

"They, screaming from their clondy mountain-peaks,
Stooped thro’ the sulphurous battle-smoke and perched
Each on the weltering carcase that we loved,

Like its ill angel or its damned soul, 520
Riding upon the bosom of the sea.

We saw the dog-fish hastening to their feast,

Joy waked the “Toiceless people of the sea,

And ravening Famine left his ocean cave

To dwell with War, with us, and with Despair,

We met night three hours to the west of Patmos,

And with night, tempest

500

Manmup
Cease !

Enter a MESSENGER.

MussENGER

Your Sublime Highness,
That Christian hound, the Muscovite ambassador,
Has left the city.—If the rebel fleet
Had anchored in the port ; had vietory 530
., Crowned the Greek legions in the Hippodrome,—
Panic were tamer.—Obedience and Mutiny,
Like giants in contentiap planet-struck,
Stand gawing on each other.—There is peace
Tn Stamboul—
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\ Mauvun

Is the grave not calmer still?
Its ruins shall be mine.

Hassan

Fear not the Russian:
T'he tiger leagues not with the stag at bay
Against the hunter.—Cunning, base, and crucl,
He crouches, watching till the spoil be won,
And must be paid for his reserve in blood. 540
After the war is fought, yield the sleck Russian
That which thou canst not keep, his deserved portion
Of blood, which shall not flow through streets and fields,
Rivers and seus, like that which we may win,
But stagnate in the veins of Christian slaves!

Enter Second MESSENGER.

Seconp MEOSSENGER

Nauplia, Tripolizza, Mothon, Athens,
Navarin, Artas, Monembasia,
Corinth and Thebes are carried by assault,
And every Islamite who made his dogs
Fat with the flesh of Galilean slaves 550
Past at the edge of the sword : the lust of blood
Which made our warriors drunk, is quenched in death;
But like a fiery plague breaks out anew
In deeds which made the Christian cause look pale
In its own light. The garrison of Patras
Has store but for ten days, nor is there hope
But from the Briton: at once slave and tyrant,
His wishes still are weaker than his feavs,
Or he would sell what faith may yet remain
From the oaths broke in Genoa and in Norway ; 560
And if you buy him not, your treasury
Is empty even of promises—his own coin.
The freedman of a western poet-chief ¢
Holds Atiiea with seven thousand rebels,
And has beat back the Pacha of Negropout:
The aged Ali sits in Yanina
A crownless metaphor of empire ;
His name, that shadow of his withered might,
Holds our besieging army like a spell
In prey to famine, pest, and mutiny 3 570
He, bastioned in his citadel, looks forth
uL—3 s
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Joyless upon the sapphire lake Lthat mirrors

The ruins of the city where e reigned |
Childless and sceptreless. The Greek has reaped
The costly harvest his own blood matured ;

Not the sower, Ali—who has bought a truce
From Ypsilanti, with ten camel-loads

Of Indian gold.

Enter a Trird MESSENGER,

MasMUD
‘What more?

Tuimp MESSENGER

The Christian tribes
Of Lebanon and the Syrian wilderness
Are in revolt ;j—Damascus, Hems, Aleppo, 580
Tremblc ;—the Arab menaces Medina ;
The Athiop has intrenched himself in Sennaar,
And keeps the Bgyptian rebel well employed,
Who denies homage, claims investiture
As price of tardy aid. Persia demands
The cities on the Tigris, and the Georgians
Refuse their living tribute. Crete and Cyprus,
Like mountain-twins that from each other’s veins
Catch the voleano-fire and earthquake-spasm,
Shake in the general fever. Through the city, 590
Like birds before a storm, the Santons shriek,
Anad prophesyings horrible and new
Are heard among the crowd: that sea of men
Sleeps on the wrecks it made, breathless and still,
A Dervise, learnéd in the Koran, preaches
That it is written how the sins of Islam
Must raise up a destroyer even now.
The Greeks expect a Saviour from the west,?
‘Who shall not come, men say, in clouds and glory,
But in the omnipresence of that Spirit 6oo
In which all live and are, Ominous signs
Are blazoned broadly on the noonday sky:
One saw a red cross stamped upon the sun;
It has rained blood ; and monstrous births declare
The secret wrath of Nature and her Lord.
The army encamped upon the Cydaris
‘Was roused last night by the alarm of battle,
And saw two hosts conflicting in the air,—
The shadows doubtless of the unborn time |
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Cast on the mirror of the night. While yet 610
The fight huvwg balanced, there arose a storm

Which swept the phantoms from among the stars.

At the third watch the Spirit of the Plague

Was heard abroad flapping among the tents;

Those who relieved watch found the sentinels dead.

The last news from the camp is, that a thousand

Have sickened, and.

Enter ¢ Fourntii MESSENGER.

Maumup

And thou, pale ghost, dim shadow
Of some untimely rumour, speak !

Fourre MESSENGER

One comes
Fainting with toil, covered with foam and blood:
He stood, he says, upon Chelonites’ 620
Promontory, which o'erlooks the isles that groan
Under the Briton's frown, and all their waters
Then trembling in the splendour of the moon ;
When, as the wandering clonds unveiled or hid
Her boundless light, he saw two adverse fleets
Stalk thro’ the night in the horizon’s glimmer,
Mingling fierce thunders and sulphureous gleams,
And smoke which strangled every infant wind
That soothed the silver clonds through the deep air.
At length the battle slept, but the Sirocco 630
Awoke, and drove his flock of thunder-clouds
Over the sea-horizon, blotting out
All objects—save that in the faint moon-glimpse
He saw, or dreamed he saw, the Turkish admiral
And two the loftiest of our ships of war,
With the bright image of that Queen of Heaven,
Who hid perhaps her face for grief, veversed ;
And the abhorred cross

Enter an ATTENDANT.

ATTENDANT

Your Sublime Highness,
The Jew who

Manmup .

Could not come more seasonably :
Bid him attend. T'11 hear no more! too long 640
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We gaze on danger through Lhe mst of fear,

And multiply upon our shattered hopes

The images of ruin.  Cowne what will !

To-morrow and to-morrow are as lamps

Set i our path to hight us to the cdge

Through rough and smooth, nor can we suffer aught
Which He mnflicts not in whose hand we are. [ Exeunt,

SemicHorUs T

Would I were the wingéd clond
Of a tempest swift and loud !
I would scorn
The smile of morn,
And the wave where the moonrise is born!
I would leave
The spirits of eve
A shroud tor the corpse of the Day to weave
T'rom other threads than mune!
Bask 1n the deep-blue noon divine
Who would P—Not I,

630

Srarcuorus I
Whather to fly ?

Semicaorus I

Where the rocks that gird th’ Egean 660
Echo to the battle paan

Of the free—

I would flee,
A tempestuous herald of victory!

My golden rain

For the Grecian slain
Should mingle in tears with the bloody main ;

And my solemn thunder-knell

Should ring to the world the passing bell

Of Tyranny ! 670

Semrcuorus 11

Ah king! wilt thou cham
The rack and the rain?
Wilt thou fetter the lightning and hurricane ¢
The storfns are free,
But we
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" Cuorus

O Slavery! thou fiost of the world’s prime,
Killing its flowers and leaving its thorns bare !
Thy touch has stamped these limbs with crime,
These brows thy branding garvland bear,
But the free heart, the impassive soul, 680
Scoin thy conlroul!

Sewiciionus [

¢ Lel there be light | said Liberty,
And hike sanrse {from the sea,
Athens arose l—Around her born,
Shone hke mountams in the mom
Glornous stales ;—and are they now
Ashes, wrechs, oblivion ?

Semicriorus 11

Go
Where Therma and Asopus swallowed
Persia, as the sand does foam.
Deluge upon deluge followed, oo
Discord, Macedon, and Rome:
And lastly thou!

Srumicuorus I

Temples and towers,
Citadels and marts, and they
Who live and die there, have been ours,
And may be thine, and must decay;
But Greece and her foundations are
Built below the tide of war,
Based on the erystalline sea
Of thought and 1ts eternity;
Her citizens, imperial spirits, 00
Rule the present from the past,
On all this world of men nherits
Their seal is sel,

Seyicnonus 11

Hegr ye the blast,
Whose Orphic thunder thrilling calls
From ruin her Titanian walls?
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‘Whose spiiit shakes the sapless bones
Of Slavery? Argos, Corinth, Cre*e
Hear, and from their mountain-thrones
The demons and the nymphs repeat
The harmony.

Semiciiorus T
I hear! I hear!

Semicuorus [I

The world's eyeless charioteer,
Destiny, is hurrying by!
What faith is crushed, what empire bleeds
Beneath her earthquake-footed steeds?
What eagle-wingéd Victory sits
At her nght hand # what Shadow flits
Before ? what Splendour rolls behind ?
Ruin and Renovation cry
“Who but we?”

Semicxorus I

I hear! I hear!
The hiss as of a rushing wind,
The roar as of an ocean foaming,
The thunder as of earthquake coming,
1 hear! I hear!
The crash as of an empire falling,
The shrieks as of a people calling
« Mercy ! Mercy | "-—How they thyill!
Then a shout of «“ Kill! killt Jall!”
And then a small still voice, thus—

Semicuorus I

For
Revenge and Wrong bring forth their kind,
The foul cubs like their parents are;
Their den is in the guilty mind,
And Conscience feeds them with despair,

Scurcuorus 1

In sacred Athens, near the fane
Of Wisdom, Pity’s altav stood ;
Serve not the upknown God in vain,
But pay that broken shrine again
-Love for hate and tears for blood.

710
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» Enler Manyup and Anasvervs.

Marmun
Thou art a man, thou sayest, even as we.

ANASUERUS
No morel

Manmup

But raised above thy fellow men
By thought, as I by power.

Anasunrus
Thou sayest so. 740

Manumup

Thou art an adept in the difficult lore

Of Greek and Frank philosophy ; thou numberest
The flowers, and thou measurest the stars;

Thou severest element from element ;

Thy spuit is present in the past, and sees

The birth of this old world through all its cycles
Of desolation and of loveliness ;

And when man was not, and how man became
The monarch and the slave of this low sphere,
And all its narrow circles: it is mach, 750
1 honour thee, and would be what thou art

Were I not what I am; but the unborn Hour,
Cradled in fear and hope, conflicting storms,

Who shall unveil?  Nor thou, nor I, nor any
Mighty or wise. I apprehended not

What thou hast taught me, but I now perceive
That thou art no interpreter of dreams;

Thou dost not own Lhat art, device, or God,

Can make the future present. .. let it come!
Moreover thou disdainest us and ours ; 760
Thou art as God, whom thou eontemplatest.

Anisuenus
Disdain thee #—not the worm beneath thy feet !
The Fathomless has care for meangr things
Than thou canst dream, and has made pride for those
Who would be what they may not, or wonld seem
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That which they are not.  Sullan ! talk no more

Of thee and me, the future and the past; <

But look on that which cannot change—the One,

The unborn and the undying. Earth and ocean,

Space, and the isles of life or light thal gem 770
The sapphire floods of interstellar ajr,—

This firmament pavilioned upon chaos,

With all its cressets of immortal five,

Whose outwall, bastioned impregnably

Against the escape of boldest thoughts, repels them

As Calpe the Atlantic clonds: this whole

Of suns, and worlds, and men, and beasts, and flowers,
With all the silent or tempestuous workings

By which they have been, are, or cease to be,

Is but a vision ;—all that it inhenits %80
Are motes of a sick eye, bubbles, and dreams;

Thought is its cradle and its grave ; nor less

The future and Lhe past are idle shadows

Of thought’s eternal fight—they have no being:

Nought 1s, but that which feels itself to be.

MAnmuDp

‘What meanest thon? Thy words strecam like a tempest
Of dazzling mist within my brain—they shake

The earth on which I stand, and hang like night

On Heaven above me. What can they avail ?

They cast on all things surest, brightest, best, 790
Doubt, insecurity, astonishment.

AHASUERUS

Mistake me not! All is contained in each.
Dodona’s forest to an acorn’s cup

Is that which has bheen, or will be, to that

Which is—the absenl to the present. Thought
Alone, and its quick elements, Will, Passion,
Reason, Imagination, cannot die ;

They are—what that which they regard appears—
The stuff whence mutability can weave

ATl that it hath dominion o’er, worlds, worms, 800
Empires, and superstitions. What has Thought
To do with time, or place, or circumstance ?
Wouldst thou behold the future P~—ask and have!
Kxnock and it shall be opened :—lack and, lo!

The coming age is shadowed on the past

As on 2 glass,



HEILLAS 73

Maumup
Wild, wilder thoughts convulse
My spreit.—Ind not Mahomet the Second
Win Stamboul ?
AHASUERUS
Thou wouldst ask that giant spirit
The written fortunes of thy house and faith?
Thou wouldst cite one out of the grave to tcll 810
Fow what was born in blood must die?

Mavun

Thy words
Have power on me! I see

AHASUERUS
What heavest thou ?

Manmup

A far whisper
Terrible silence.

AJIASUERUS
What succeeds ?

Minmup

The sound 6
As of the assault of an Imperial City,
The hiss of inextinguishable fire,
The roar of giant cannon; the earthquaking
Yall of vast bastions and precipitous towers,
The shock of crags shot from strange enginery,
The clash of wheels, and clang of armeéd hools, 8z0
And crash of brazen mail, as of the wreck
Of adamantine mountains—the mad blast
Of trumpets, and the neigh of raging steeds,
And shrieks of women whose thrill jars the blood,
And one sweet laugh, most horrible to hear,
As of a joyous infant waked and playing
With its dead mother's breast; and now more loud
The mingled battle-cry,—ha! hear I not
L0 (1Y 'rof'ﬂP viky T—F Al]ah—illa-Alla}x e

AnssuEnus
The sulphurous mist is raised—thou seest—,
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¢
Manvup

A chasm, 830
As of two mountains, in the wall of Stamboul ;
And in that ghastly breach the Islamites,
Like giants on the ruins of a world,

Stand in the light of sunrise. In the dust
Glimmmers a kingly diadem, and one

Of regal port has cast himself beneath

The stream of war. Another proudly clad

In golden arms spurs a Tartarian barb

Into the gap, and with his iron mace

Directs the torrent of thal tide of men, 840
And secms—he is—Mahomet!

ATIIASULRUS

What thou seest
Is but the ghost of thy forgotten dream.
A dream itself,—yet less, perhaps, than that
Thon call’st reality. Thou mayst behold
How cities, on which Empire sleeps enthroned,
Bow their towered crests to mutability.
Poised by the flood, e'en on the height thou holdest,
Thou mayst now learn how the full tide of power
Ebbs to its depths.—Inherttor of glory,
Conceived in darkness, born in blood, and nourished 850
With tears and toil, thou seest the mortal throes
Of that whose birth was but the same. The Past
Now stands before thee like an Incarnation
Of the To-come ; yet, wouldst thou commune with
That portion of thyself which was ere thou
Didst start for this brief race whose crown is death,—
Dissolve with that strong faith and fervent passion
‘Which called it from the uncreated deep,
Yon cloud of war, with its tempestuous phantoms
Of raging death ; and draw with mighty will 860
The Imperial Shade hither. [ Exit AHASUBRUS.

Maumup
Approach!

Puantom
« I come
Thence whither thou must go! The grave is fitler
To take the living than give up the dead;
Xet has thy faith prevailed, and I am here.
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The heavy fragments of the power which fell
When I arose, like shapeless crags and clouds,
Hang round my throne on the abyss, and voices
Of strange lament soothe my supreme repose,
Wailing for glory never to return.—

A later Empire nods in its decay:
The Autumn of a greener faith is come,
And wolfish Change, like Winter, howls to strip
The foliage in which Fame, the eagle, buill
Her a€rie, while Dominion whelped below.
The stoum is in its branches, and the frost
Is on its leaves, and the blank deep expects
Oblivion on oblivion, spoil on spoil,
Ruin on ruin.—Thou art slow, my son;
"T'he Anarchs of the world of darkness keep
A throne for thee, round which thine empire lies
Boundless and mute ; and for thy subjects thou,
Like us, shalt rule the ghosts of murdered life,
The phantoms of the powers who rule thee now——
Mutinous passions, and conflicting fears,
And hopes that sate themselves on dust and die—
Stript of their mortal strength, as thou of thine,
Islam must fall, but we will reign together
Qver its ruins in the world of death :—
And if the trunk be dry, yet shall the seed
Unfold itself even in the shape of that
‘Which gathers birth in its decay, Woe! woe!
To the weak people tangled in the grasp
Of its last spasms.

Maumup

Spirit, woe to all!
Woe to the wronged and the avenger! Woe
To the destroyer, woe to the destroyed !
Woe to the dupe, and woe to Lhe deceiver!
Woe to the oppressed, and woe to the oppressor}
Woe both to those that suffer and inflict ;
Those who are born and those who die! But say,
Imperial shadow of the thing I am,

When, how, by whom, Destruction must accomplish

Her consummation ¥

Pranton

Ask the cold, pale Hour,
Rich in reversion of impending death,
When ke shall fall upon whose ripe grey hairs
Sit Care, and Sorrow, and Infirmity— .

-
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The weight which Crime, whose wings are plame- with years,
Lecaves in lus flight from ravaged heart to heart
Over the heads of men, under which burthen

They bow themselves unto the grave. Fond wretch!
He leans upon his crutch, and talks of years

To come, and how 1 hours of youth renewed

He will renew losl. joys, and

910

Vorce without

Victory ! Victory!
[The Phantom vamshes.

MANMUD

What sound of the importunate earth has broken
My mughty trance?

Voice mithout
Vietory ! Victory!

Mauvup

Weak lightning before darkness! poor faint smile

Of dying Islam! Vowe which art the response

Of hollow weakness —Do I wake and live?

Were there such things, or may the unquiet brain,

Vexed by the wise mad talk of the old Jew,

Have shaped 1itself these shadows of its fear?

It matlers not —for nought we see or dream,

Possess, or lose, or grasp at, can be worth

More than it gives or teaches. Come what may,

The future must become the past, and I

As they were, to whom once this present hour,

This gloomy crag of time to which I cling,

Secmed an Elysian isle of peace and joy

Never to be attained.—I must rebuke

This drunkenness of triumph ere it die,

And dying, bring despair.~ Victory > I-— Poor slaves |
[ Loxit Matup.

920

930

Voicr without
Shout in the jubiles of death! The Greeks
Are as a brood of lions in the net
Round which the kingly hunters of the earth
Stand smiling. Anarchs, ye whose daily food
Axe cursés, groans, and gold, the fruit of death
From Thulé to the girdle of the world,
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Come, feast! the board groans with the flesh of men;
The cup is Toaming with a nation’s blood ;
Famine and Thirst await! eat, drink, and die!

Stamicnonrus I

Victorions Wrong, with vulture seream, 940
Salutes the risen sun, pursues the flying day!
I saw her, ghastly as a tyrant’s dream,
Perch on the trembling pyramid of night,
Bengath which earth and all her realms pavilioned lay
In visions of the dawning undelight.
Who shall impede her flight ?
‘Who rob her of her prey?

. Vorick without

Victory ! Victory ! Russia’s famished eagles

Dare not to prey beneath the crescent’s light.

Linpale the remnant of the Greeks! despol! 950
Violate! make their flesh cheaper than dust!

Semrcuorus 11

Thou voice which art

The herald of the ill in splendour hid !
Thou echo of the hollow heart
Of Monarchy, bear me to thine abode
When desolation flashes o’er a world destroyed :
Oh, bear me to those isles of jagged cloud
Which float ike mountains on the earthquake, 'mid
The momentagy obeans of the lightning ;
Or to some toppling promontory proud 960
Of solid tempest whose black pyramid,
Riven, overhangs the founts intensely brightning
Of those dawu-tinted deluges of fire,
Before their waves expire,

When Heaven and 'earth are light, and only light

In the thunder-night!

Vorck nithout
Victory! Victory! Austria, Russia, England,
And thal tame serpent, that poor shadow, France,
Cry peace, and that means death when monarchs speak.
Ho, there! bring torches, sharpen those red slakes!  g70
These chains are light, fitter for slaves and poisonera
Than Greeks, Kill! plunder! burn! let none remain.
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Semrciorus I
Alas! for Liberty!
If numbers, wealth, or nnfulfilling years,
Or fate, can quell the free !
Alas! for Virtue! when
Torments, or contumely, or the sneers
Of erming-judging men
Can break the heart where il abides,
Alag! if Love, whaose smile makes this obscure world
splendid, * 080
Can change with its false times and tides,
Like Hope and Terror,—
Alas for Love!
And Truth, who wanderest lone and unbefriended,
If thou canst veil thy lie-consuming mirror
Before the dazzled eyes of Frror,
Alas for thee ! Image of the Above.

Semicuonus II

Repulse, with plumes from conquest torn,
Led the ten thousand from the limits of the morn
Through many an hostile Anarchy! 990
At length they wept aloud, and'cried, “The Sea! the Seal”
Through exile, persecution, and despair,
Rome was, and young Atlantis shall become
The wonder, or the terror, or the tomb
Of all whose step wakes Power lulled in her savage lair:
But Greece was as a hermit child,
Whose fairest thoughts and limbs were built
To woman’s growth, by dreams 50 mild
She knew not pain or guilt;
And now, O Victory, blush! and Empire, tremble roco
When ye desert the free,
If Greece must be
A wreck, yet shall its fragments re-assemble,
And build themselves again impregnably
In a diviner clime,
To Amphionic music, on some Cape sublime
Which frowns above the idle foam of Time.

Semicrrorvs 1

Let the tyrants rule the desert they bave made;

Let the free possess theparadise they claim ;

. Be the fortupe of our fierce oppressors weighed 1010
%y, With our ruin, our resistance, and our name !

L
poats
wrlided [ *




HELLAS 79

- Semicuwonus 11

Our dead shall be the seed of their decay,
Our survivors be the shadow of their pride,
Our adversity a dream to pass away—
Their dishonour a remembrance to abide!

Voice without
Victory ! Viclory ! The bought Briton sends
The keys of ocean to the Islamite.—
Now shall the blazon of the ceross be veiled,
And British skill, directing Othman might,
Thunder-strike rebel Vietory., Oh keep holy 1020
This jubilee of unrevenged blood-~
Kill! erush! despoil! Let not a Greck escape!

Semicnonvs I

Darkness has dawned in the Fast
On the noon of time:
The death-birds descend to their feast,
From the hungry clime,
Let Freedom and Peace flee far
To a sunnier strand,
And follow Love’s folding-star
To the Evening land! 1030

Seyicuonus 11

The young moon has fed
Her exhausted horn,
With the sunset’s fire:
The weak day is dead,
But the night is not bomn;
And, like loveliness panting with wild desire
While it trembles with fear and delight,
Hesperus flies from awakening night,
And pants in its beauty and speed with light
Fast-flashing, soft, and bright. 1040
Thou beacon of love! thou lamp of the free!
Guide us far, far away,
To climes where now veiled by the ardour of day,
Thou art hidden
From waves on which weary Noon
Faints in her summer swoon,
Between kingless continents sinless as Eden,
Around mountains and islands invio Iy
Prankt on the sapphire sea. ’

’
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Semrcionus 1

Through the sunset of hope, 1050
Like the shapes of a dream,
What Paradise islands of glory gleam !
Beneath Heaven's cope,
Their shadows more clear float by—
The sound of their oceans, the light of their sky,
The music and fragrance their solitudes breathe
Burst, like morning on dream, or like Heaven on death,
Through the walls of onr prison ;
And Greece, which was dead, is arisen !

Criorus

The world’s great age begins anew,” 1060
The golden yeaxs return,

The earth doth like a snake renew
Her winter weeds outworn :

Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam

Like wrecks of a dissolving dream.

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains
From waves serener far;
A new Peneus rolls his fountains
Against the morning-star.
Where fairer Tempes bloom, there sleep 1070
Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep.

A loftier Argo cleaves the main,
Fraught with a later prize;
Another Orpheus sings again,
And loves, and weeps, and dies,
A new Ulysses leaves once more
Calypso for his native shore.

Ob, write no more the tale of Troy,
If earth Death’s scroll must be !

Nor mix with Laian rage ihe joy 1080
‘Which dawns upon the free:

Although 4 subtler Sphinx renew

Riddles of death Thebes never knew.

Angther Athens shall arise,
And to remoter time
Bequeath, like sunset to the skies,
The splendour of its prime;
And leave, if nought so bright may live,
All earth can take or Heaven can give,
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Saturn and Love their long repose 8 1060
Sall burst, more bright and good

Than all who fell, than One who rose,
Than many unsubdued :

Not gold, not blood, their altar dowers,

But votive tears and symbol flowers.

Oh cease! must hate and death return ?
Cease! must men kill and die?
Cease! drain not to its dregs the urn
Of bitter prophecy.
The world is weary of the past,— 1100
Oh, might it die or rest at last!

FRAGMENTS WRITTEN FOR HELLAS
(M)

Famest of the Destinies,
Disarray thy dazzling eyes :
Keener far their lightnings are
Than the winged thou bearest,
And the smile thou wearest
Wraps thee as a star
Is wrapt in light.

(2
CouLp Arethuse to her forsaken urn
From Alpheus and the bitter Doris run,
Or could the morning shafts of purest light
Again into the quivers of the Sun
Be gathered: could one thought from its wild flight
Return into the temple of the brain
Without a change, without a stain,—
Could aught that is, ever again
Be what it once has ceased to be;—
Greece might again be free! 0

©)
A gran has fallen upon the Earth
'Mid the benighted nalions,
A quenchless atom - of imnftortal light,
A lving spark of Night,
A cresset shaken from the conste]latlons,

a
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Swifter than the thunder fell
To the heart of Earth, the well
Where its pulses flow and heat ;
And unextinet in that cold source
Burns, and on course 10
Guides the sphere which is its prison,
Like an angelic spirit pent
In a form of mortal birth ;—
Till, as a spirit half arisen
Shatters its charnel, it has rent,
In the rapture of its mirth,
The thin and painled garment of the Tarth,
Ruiniug its chaos: a fierce breath
Consuming all its forms of living death.

SHELLEY'S NOTES ON HELLAS

1 The quenchless ashes of Milan. [line 60}

Milan was the centie of the 1esistance of the Lombaid league against
the Austrian tyrant. Frederick Barbarossa burnt the city to the
glound, but liberty lived in its ashes, and it 10se like an exhalation
from its ruin. See Sismondi’s Historres des Républiques Italiennes, 2 book
which has done much towards awakening the Italians to an imitation
of their great ancestors.

3 The Chores, {line 197 e seq.].

The popular notiens of Christianity are represented in this chorus
as true in their relation to the worship they superseded, and that
~which in all probability they will supeisede, without considering their
merits in a relation more universal. The first stanza contrasts the
immortality of the living and thinking beings which inhabit the planets,
and to use a common and inadequate phrase, dethe themselues in matter,
with the transience of the noblest manifestations of the exteinal world,

The concluding verses indicate a progiessive state of more or less
exalted existence, according to the degiee of perfection which every
distinct intelligence may have attained. Let it not be supposed that
1 mean to dogmatize upon a subject, concerning which all men are
equally ignorant, or that I think the Gordian knot of the origin of
evil can be disentangled by that o1 any similar asseitions. The received
hypothesis of a Being resembling men in the moral attributes of his
nature, having cailed us ont of non-existence, and after inflicting on
us the misery of the commission of error, should superadd that of the
punishment and the privations consequent upon it, still would remain
inexplicable and incredible. ‘That there is a trne solution of the
riddle, and that in our present state that solution is unattainable by
us, are propositions which may be regarded as equally certain ; mean-
while, as it is the province of the poet to attach himself to those ideas
which exalt and ennoble humanity, let him be permitted to have
conjestured the condition of that futurity towards which we are all
impelled by an inestinguishakle thirst for immortality. Until better
ar%'xmmms can be produced than sophisms which disgiace the cause,

.. tblg deaire itself must rermain the strongest and the only presumption
", 1 that erernity is the inheritance of every thinking being.

Wik
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3 My hoary priests after that Patriarch. [line 245).

The Greek Patriarch, after having been compelled to {fulminate an
anathema against the insurgents, was put to death by the Turks.

Fortunately the Greeks have been tanght that they cannot buy
secutity by degradation; and the Turks, though equally cruel, are
less cunning than the smooth-faced tyrants of Europe.

As to the anathema, his Holiness might as well have thrown his
mitre at Mount Athos for any effect that it produced. The chiefs of
the Greeks are aimost all men of comprehension and enlightened views
on religion and polities.

4 The freedman of a wwestern post-chief, [Line 563).

A Greek who had been Loid Byron’s servant commands the in-
surgents in Attica. This Greek, Lord Byion informs me, though a
poct and an enthusiastic patriot, gave him rather the idea of a timid
and unenterprising persom It appeats that circumstances make men
what they are, and that we all contain the germ of a degree of
degradation o1 of greatness, whose connexion with ow character is
determined by events.

5 The Greeks expect u Saviour from the wvest, [line 5981,

It is reported that this Messialh had arrived at a sea-port near
Lacedemon in an American brig. 'The association of names and ideas
is irresistibly ludicrouns, but the prevalence of such a rumour strongly
marks the state of popular enthusiasm in Greece,

8 The sounn

Ay of the assault of an Tmperial Gty [line 813).

For the vision of Mahmnud of the taking of Constantinople in 1453,
see Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, vol. xii. p. 223

The manner of the invocation of the spint of Mahomet the Second
will be censured as over-subtle. I could easily have made the Jew a
regular conjuror, and the Phantom an ordinary ghost. I have pre-
ferred to represent the Jew as disclaiming all pretension, or even belief,
in supernatural agency, and as tempting Mahmud to that state of mind
in which ideas may be supposed to assume the force of sensations,
throngh the confusion of thought with the objects of thought, and
the excess of passion animating the creations of imagination,

It is a sort of patural magic, susceptible of being exereised in a
degree by any one who should have made himself master of the secret
associations of another's thoughts,

@ The Chorur. [line 1060 ¢f 129,

"The final Chorus is indistinct and obscure, as the event of the living
drama whose arrival it foretells,

Prophecies of wars, and rumours of wars, ete., may safely be made
by poet or prophet in any age; but to anticipate, however darkly, a
period of regeneration and happiness is a more hazardous exercise of
the faculty which bards possess or feign, It will 1emind the reader,
“magno ne proximus intervallo” of Isaiah and Virgil, whose ardent
spirits, overleaping the actual reign of evil which we endure and
bewail, already saw the possible and peshaps approaching state of
society in which the “ lon shalf lic down with the lomb," and ¢ omnis
{eret omnia tellus.” Let these great names be my authority and my
exeuse,

LN
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8 Saturn and Love their long repose Shall burst. [line 1090],

Saturn and Love were amoug the deities of a real or imaginary state
of innocence and happiness. 4/ those wiha feil, or the Gods of Gy eece,
Asia, and Egypt; the One who rose, or Jesus Christ, at whose appeal-
enee the idols of the Pagan World were amerced of their worship;
and ihe many wnsubdued, or the monstrous objects of the idolatry of
China, India, the Antaictic islands, and the native tribes of America,
certainly have reigned over the undeistandings of men in conjunction
or in succession, duling periods in which all we know of evil has been
in a state of portentous, and, until the revival of learning and the arts,
peipetually increasing activity, The Grecian gods seem indeed to
have been personally more innocent, although it cannot be said, that
as far 15 temperance and chastity are concerned, they gave so edifying
an example as thew successor. The sublime human chaiacter of Jesus
Chiist was deformed by an imputed identification with a power who
tempted, betiayed, and punished the innocent beings who were called
into existence by his sole willj and for the period of a thousand years,
the spirit of this most just, wise, and benevolent of men, has heen
propitiated with myiiads of hecatombs of those who approached the
nearest to his innocence and wisdom, saciificed under every aggravation
of atrocity and variety of torture. The horrors of the Mexican, the
Peruvian, and the Indian supeistitions are well known.



GINEVRA
(1821)

ILD, pale, and wonder-stricken, even as one
Who staggers forth into the air and sun

From the dark chamber of a mortal fever,—
Bewildered, and incapable, and cver
Faneying strange comments in her dizzy brain
Of usual shapes, till the familiar train
Of objecls and of persons past like things
Strange as a dreamer’s mad imaginings,—
Ginevra from the nuptial altar went ;
The vows to which her lips had sworn assent 10
Rung in her brain still with a jarring din,
Deatening the lost intelligence within.

And so she moved under the bridal veil,
Which made the paleness of her cheek morve pale,
And deepened the faint crimson of her mouth,
And darkened her dark locks, as moonlight doth,—
And of the gold and jewels glittering there
She scarce felt conscious,—hut the weary glare
Lay like a chaos of unwelcome light,
Vexing the sense with gorgeous undelight. 20
A moonbeam in the shadow of a cloud
Was less heavenly fair: her face was bowed,
And as she past, the diamonds in her hair
Were mirrored in the polished marble stair
Which led from the cathedral to the street;
And ever as she wenl her light fair feel
Erased these images.

* * * *

The bride-maidens who round her thronging came,
Some with a sense of self-rebuke and shame,
Hnvying the unenviable; and others 30
Making the joy which should have been another's
Their own by gentle sympathy ; and some
Sighing te think of an unhappy home :
8

[



36 PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

Some few admiring what can ever lure 7
Maidens to leave the Heaven serene and pure
Of parents’ smiles for life’s great cheat—a thing
Bitter to taste, sweet in imagining,

Bul they are all dispersed—and, lo! she stands
Looking in idle grief on her white hands,
Alone within the garden now her own;
And through the sunny air, with jangling tone,
The music of the merry marriage-bells,
Killing the azure silence, sinks and swells j—
Absorbed like one within a dream, who dreams
That he is dreaming, until slumber seems
A mockery of itself ;—when suddenly
Antonio stood before her, pale as she.
With agony, with sorrow, and with pride,
He lifted his wan eyes upon the bride,
And said—* Is this thy faith?” And then as one
Whose sleeping face is stricken by the sun
With light, like a harsh voice which bids him rise
And look upon his day of life with eyes
Which weep in vain that they can dream no more,
Ginevra saw her lover, and forbore
To shriek or faint, and checked the stifiing blood
Rushing upon her heart, and unsubdued
Said—* Friend, if earthly violence or ill,
Suspicion, doubt, or the tyrannic will
Of parents, chance or custom, time or change,
Or circumstance, or Lerror, or revenge,
Or wildered looks or words, or evil speech,
With all their stings and venom can impeach
Oux love,—we love not :—if the grave which hides
The victim from the tyrant, and divides
The cheek that whitens from the eyes that dart
Imperious inquisition to the heart
That is anothet’s, could dissever ours,
We love not.”—“What! do not the silent hours
Beckon thee to Gherardi’s bridal bed ?
Is not that ring” a pledge, he would have said,
Of broken vows; but she with patient look
The golden circle from her finger took,
And said— Accept this token of my faith,
The pledge of vows to be absolved by death;
And I am dead or shall be soon~-my knell
Will mix its music with that merry bell ;
Does it not sound as if they sweetly said
“We toll & corpse ont of the marriage-bed’ ?

40
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The flowess upon my bridal chamber strewn 8o
Will serve untfaded for my bier—so soon

That even the dying violet will not die

Before Ginevra.,” The strong fantasy

Had made her accents weaker and mnore weak,

And quenched the crimson life upon her cheek,

And glazed her eyes, and spread an atmosphere

Round her, which chilled the hwming noon with fear,
Making her but an image of the thought,

Which, like a prophet or a shadow, brought

News of the terrors of the coming time. 90

Like an accuser branded with the crime
He would have cast on a belovéd friend,
Whose dying eyes reproach not to the end
The pale betrayer—he then with vain repentance
Would share, he cannot now avert, the sentence—
Antonio stood and would have spoken, when
The compound voice of women and of men
Was heard approaching ; he retired, while she
Vas led amid the admiring company
Back to the palace,—and her maidens soon 100
Changed her attire for the afternoon,
And left her at her own request to keep
An hour of quiet and rest :—like one asleep
With open eyes and folded hands she lay,
Pale in the light of the declining day.

Meanwhile the day sinks fasl, the sun is set,
And in the lighted hall the guests are met;
The beautiful looked lovclier in the light
Of love, and admiration, and delight
Reflected from a thousand hearts and eyes 110
Kindling a momentary Paradise.
This crowd is safer than the silent wood,
Where love’s own doubts disturh the solitude;
On frozen hearts the fiery rain of wine
Talls, and the dew of music more divine
Tempers the deep emotions of the time
To spirits cradled in a sunny clime —
How many meet, who nover yet have met,
To part teo soon, but never to forget!
How many saw the beauty, power and wit 120
Of looks and words which ne’er inchanted yet!
But life's fumiliar veil was now withdrawn, -
As the world leaps befare an ezu'thqnakq: s dawn,
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And, unprophetic of the coming hours,

The matin winds from the expanded flowers

Scatter theiwr hoarded incense, and awaken

The earth, until the dewy sleep is shaken

From every living heart which it possesses,

Through seas and winds, cities and wildernesses,—
As if the fulure and the past were all 130
Treasured i’ the instant ;—so Gherardi’s hall
Laughed in the mrth of its lord’s festival,

Tillsome one asked— Where 1s the Bride?” Andthen
A bride’s-maid went,—and ere she came again

A silence fell upon the guests—a pause

Of expectation, as when beauly awes

All hearts with its approach, though unbeheld ;
Then wondcr, and then fear that wonder quelled ;—
For whispers past from mouth to ear which drew
The colour from the liearer’s cheeks, and flew 140
Louder and swifter round the company ;

And then Gherardi entered with an eye

Of ostentatious trouble, and a erowd

Surrounded him, and some were weeping loud.

They found Ginevra dead ! if it be death
To lie without motion, or pulse, or breath,
With wazen cheeks, and limbs cold, stiff, and white,
And open eyes, whose fixed and glassy light
Mocked at the speculation ithey had owned.
If it be death, when there is felt around 150
A smell of clay, a pale and icy glare,
And silence, and a sense that lifts the hair
From the sealp to the ankles, as it were
Corruption from the spirit passing forth,
And giving all it shrouded to the earth,
And leaving as swift lightning in its flight
Ashes, and smoke, and darkness: in our night
Of thought we know thus much of death,—no more
Than the unborn dream of our life, before
Their barks are wrecked on its inhospitable shore. 160

The marriage-feast and its solemnity
Was turned to funeral pomp—the company
With heavy hearts and looks, broke up; nor they
Who loved the dead went weeping on their way
Alone, but sorrow, mixed with sad surprise,
Loosened the springs of pity in all eyes,
In which- that form, whase fate they weep in vain,
Will never, thought they, kindle smiles again,
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The lamps which, half extinguished in their haste,
Gleamed few and faint o’er the abandoned feast, 170
Shewed as it were within the vaulled room

A cloud of sorrow hanging, as if gloom

Had past out of men’s minds into the air,

Some few yet stood around Gherardi there,

Friends and relations of the dead,—and he,

A loveless man, accepted torpidly

The consolation that he wanted not;

Awe in the place of grief within him wrought.

Their whispers made the solemn silence seem

More still—some wept, 180
Some melled into tears without a sob,

And some with hearts that might be heard to throb
Leant on the table, and al intervals

Shuddered to hear through the deserted halls

And corridors the thrilling shrieks which came

Upon Lhe breeze of night, that shook the flame

Of every torch and taper, as it swept

From out the chamber where the women kept ;-—
Their teaxs fell on the dear companion cold

Of pleasures now departed; then was knolled 190
The bell of death, and soon the priests arrived,

And finding Death their penitent had shrived,
Returned like ravens from a corpse whereon

A vulture has just feasted to the bone.

And then the mourning women came

# * e #*

THE DIRGE

Old Winter was gone
In his weakness back to the mountains hoar,
And the Spring came down
From the planet that hovers upon the shore
Where the sea of sunlight encroaches 200
On the limits of wintry night ;—
If the land, and the air, and the sea
Rejoice not when Spring approaches,
We did not rejoice in thee,
Ginevra !

She is gtill, she is cold
On the bridal couch.

One step to the white death-bed,
And ope to the bier,
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And one to the charnel—and one, oh where ?
The dark arrow fled -
In the noon.

Ere the sun through Heaven once more has rolled,
The rats m her heart
Will huve madc their nest,
And the worms be alive in her golden hair;
While the Spirnt that gmdes the sun,
Sits throned in his flaming chai,
She shall sleep.

210



FRAGMENTS OF AN UNFINISHED
DRAMA

Scene,— Before the Cavern of the INnpian ExcuaNTRESS.
T'he Encriantnss comes forth,

ENcuaANTRESS

T came like a dream in the dawn of life,
I He fed like a shadow before its noon ;
He is gone, and my peace is turned to strife,
And I wander and wane like the weary moon.
O sweet Echo, wake,
And for my sake
Make answer the while my heart shall break |

But my heart has a music which Echo's lips,
Though tender and true, yet can answer not,
And the shadow that moves in the soul's eclipse 50
Can return not the kiss by his now forgot;
Sweet lips! he who hath
On my desolate path
Cast the darkness of absence, worse than death!

The Encuanrrrss makes her spell: she is answered by
a Spirit.

Semrr

Within the silent centre of the Earth

My mansion is ; where I have lived insphered

From the beginning, and around my sleep

Have woven all the wondrous imagery

Of this dim spot, which meortals call the world ;

Infinite depths of unknown elements 20
Massed into one impenetrable mask ;

Sheets of immeasurable fire, and veins

Of gold and stone, and adamanline jron.

And as a veil in which T walk through Heaven

[ have wrought mountains, seas, and waves, and clouds,
And lastly light, whose interfusion dawns

In the dark space of interstellar air,
o1
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ANOPIER SCENE
InpiaN Yourn and Lanvy,

IvpIax

And if my grief should still be dearer to me
Than all the pleasures in the world beside,
Why would you lighten it ?—

Lapy
I offer oniy 30
That which I seek, some human sympathy
In this mysterious istand.

Inpran
Oh! my friend,
My sister, my beloved I—What do I say?
My Dbrain is cdizzy, and I scarce know whether
I speak to thee or her.

Lapy

Peace, perturbed heart
T am Lo thee only as thou to mine,
The passiug wind which heals the brow at noon,
And may strike cold into the breast at night,
Yet cannot linger where it soothes the most,
Or long soothe could it linger.

Inpran
But you said 40

You also loved ?

Lapy

Loved! Oh, Ilove, Methinks

This word of “love” is fit for all the world,
And that for gentle hearts another name
Would speak of gentler thoughts than the world owns.
I have Ioved.

INDIaN

And thou lovest not? If so,
Young as thou art thou canst afford to weep,

Laoy

Oh!. would that I could claim exemption
From all the bitterness of that sweet name,
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1 loved, I love, and when I love no more

Let joys and’grief perish, and leave despair 50
To 1ing the knell of youth. He stood beside me,

The embodied vision of the brightest dream,

Which like a dawn heralds the day of life ;

The shadow of his presence made my world

A paradise. All familiar things he touched,

All common words he spoke, hecame to me

Like forms and sounds of a diviner world.

He was as is the sun in his fierce youth,

As torrible and lovely as a tempesl ;

He came, and went, and left me what I am. 6o
Alas! Why must I think how oft we two

[Tave sate together near the river-springs,

Under the green pavilion which the willow

Spreads on the Hoor of the unbroken fountain,

Strewn by the numselings that huger there,

Over that islet paved with flowers and moss,

While the musk-rose leaves, like flakes of crimnson snow,
Bhowered on us, and the dove mourned in the pine,
Sad prophetess of sorrows not her own 7

The crane returned to her unfrozen haunt, 70
And the false cuckoo bade the spray good morn;

And on a wintry bough the widowed bixd,

Hid in the deepest night of ivy-leaves,

Renewed the vigils of a sleepless sorrow,

1, left like her, and leaving one like her,

Alike abandoned and abandoning

(Oh! unlike her in this!) the gentlest youth,

Whose love had made my sorrows dear to him,

Even as my sorrow made his love to me!

Inpian

One curse of Nature stamps in the same mould 8o
The features of the wretched ; and they are

As like as violet to violet,

When memory, the ghost, their odours kecps

"Mid the cold relics of abandoned joy.—

Proceed.

Lany

He was a simple innocent boy.
I loved him well, but not ag he desived ;
Yel even thus he was conlent to be :—
A short content, for I was., ..
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InpiaN (aside)

God of Heaven|
From such an islet, such a river-spring...!
I dare not ask her if there stood upon it %
A pleasure-dome surmounted by a crescent,
With steps to the blue water. [dioud.] It may be
That Nature masks in life several copies
Of the same lot, so that the sufferers
May feel another’s sorrow as their own,
And find in friendship what they lost in love.
That cannol be: yet it is strange that we,
From the same scene, by the same path to this
Realm of abandonment. ., But speak ! your breath—
Your breath is like soft music, yomr words are 100
The echoes of a voice which on my heart
Sleeps Like a melody of early days.
But as you said—

Lapy

He was so awful, yet
So beautiful in mystery and terror,
Calming me as the loveliness of Heaven
Soothes the unquiel sea :—and yet not so,
For he seemed stormy, and would often seem
A quenchless sun masked in portentous clouds ;
For such his thoughts, and even his actions were ;
But he was not of them, nor they of him, 119
But as they hid his splendour from the earth.
Some said he was a man of blood and peril,
And steeped in bitter infamy to the Lips.
More need was there I should be innocent,
More need that I should be most trne and kind,
And much more need that there should be found one
To share remorse, and scorn and solitude,
And all the ills that wait on those who do
The tasks of ruin in the world of life.
He fied, and I have followed him.

Inpi1aN

Such a one 120
Is he who was the winter of my peace.
But, fairest stranger, when didst thou depaxt
Prom the far hills where rise the springs of India ?
Hw didst thon pass the intervening sea ?
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” Lany

1£ I be sure I am not dreaming now,

I should not doubt to say it was a drcam.
Methought a star came down from Heaven,

And rested *mid the plants of India,

Which I had given a shelter from the frost,

Within my chamber. There the meteor lay,

Panting forth light among the leaves and flowers,

As if it lived, and was outworn with speed ;

Or that it loved, and passion made the pulse

Of its bright life throb like an anxious heart,

Till it diffused itself, and all the chamber

And walls seemed melted into emerald fire

‘That burned not ; in the midst of which appcared

A Spirit "ike a child, and laughed aloud

A thr.g peal of such sweel meniment

As made the blood tingle 1n my warm feet .

Then bent over a vase, and murmuring

Low, unintelligible melodies,

Placed something in the mould like melon-seeds,

And slowly faded ; and in place of it

A soft hand issued from the veil of fire,

Holding & eup like a magnolia-flower,

And poured upon the earth within the vase

The element with which it overflowed,

Brighter than morning light, and puer than

The water of the springs of Himalah.

Inpisw
You waked not?

Lany

Not until my dream became
Like a child’s legend on the tideless sand,
Which the first foam erases half, and half
Leaves legible. At length I rose, and went,
Visiting my flowers from pot to pot, and thought
To set new cultings in the empty urns;
And when I came to that beside the lattice,

I saw two little dark-green leaves

Lifting the light mould at their birth, and then
I Lialf remerabered my forgotten dream.
And day by day, green as a gourd in June,
The plant grew fresh and thick, yet no one knew
What plant it was; its stem and tendrils seemed

140

150
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Like emerald snakes, mottled and diamouded

With azure mail and streaks of woven silver;

And all the sheaths thal folded the dark buds

Rose like the erest of cobra-di-capel,

Until the golden eye of the bright flower

Through the dark lashes of those veinéd lids,
disencumbered of their silent sleep,

Gazed like a star into the morning light.

Its leaves were delicate,—you almost saw

The pulses

With which the purple velvet flower was fed

To overtlow, and like 2 poet’s heart

Changing bright fancy to sweet seniliment,

Changed half the light to fragrance. It soon fell,

And to a green and dewy cmbryo-fruit

Left all its treasured beauty. Day by day

I nursed the plant, and on the double flute

Played to it on the sunny winter days

Soft melodies, as sweet as April rain

On silent leaves, and sang those words in which

Passion makes Echo taunt the sleeping strings;

And T would send tales of forgotten love

Late into the lone night, and sing wild songs

Of maids deserted in the olden time,

And weep like a soft cloud in April's bosom

Upon the sleeping cyelids of the plant,

So that perhaps it dreamed that Spring was come,

And crept abroad into the moonlight air,

And loosened all its limbs, as, noon by noon,

The sun averted less his oblique beam.

Inpian
And the plant died not in the frost?

Lapy
It grew;

And went out of the lattice which I left
Half open for it, trailing its quaint spires
Along the garden and acrgss the lawn,
And down the slope of moss and through the tufls
Of wild-flower roots, and stumps of trees o’ergrown
With simple Hchens, and old hodry stones,
On to the margin of the glassy pool,
Even to 4 nook of unblown violets
And lilies-of-the-valley yet inborn,
l‘}fﬁ;}ﬁer a ping with ivy overgrown.

170
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And there its fruit lay like a sleeping lizard

Under the shadows; but when Spring indeed
{ame to unswathe her infants, and the lilies
Peeped from their bright-green masks to wonder at
This shape of Autumn couched in their recess,
Then it dilated, and it grew until 210
One half lay floating on the fountain wave,

Whose pulee, elapsed in unlike sympathies,

Kept time

Among the snowy water-lily buds,

Its shape was such as summer melody

Of the south wind in spicy vales might give

To sorae light eloud, bound from ithe golden dawn
To fairy isles of eveuing ; and 1t seemed

In hue and form that it had been a mirror

Of all the hues and forms around it and 220
Upon il pictured by the sunny beams

Which, from the Inight vibrations of the pool,
Were thrown upon the rafters and the roof

Of boughs and leaves, and on the pillared stems

Of the dark sylvan temple, and reflections

Of every infant flower and star of moss

And veined leaf in the azure odorous air.

And thus it lay in the Elysian caln

Of its own beauty, floating on the line

Which, like a film in purest space, divided 230
The Heaven beneath the water from the Heaven
Above the clouds ; and every day I went

Watching its growth and wondering ;

And as the day grew hot, methought I saw

A glassy vapour dancing on the pool,

And on it little quaint and filmy shapes,

With dizzy motion, wheel and rise and fall,

Like clouds of gnats with perfect lineaments.

4 * * %

O friend, sleep was a veil uplift from Heaven—

As if Heaven dawned upon the world of dream— 240
When darkness rose on the extinguished day

Out of the eastern wilderness.

Inpran

. I too
Have found a moment’s paradise in sleep
Half compensate a hell of waking sorrow.

1 { o
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Gentlemen of the Inns of Court, Citizens, Pursurvantsy, Muarzhalsmen,
Lawv Students, Judges, Clerk.

ACT I
Scene I.—T'he Masque of the Inns of Court.

A Punsuivant
PLACEJ for the Marshal of the Masque |

Fmst Crrizen

What thinkest thou of this quaint masque, which turns,
Like morning from the shadow of the night,
The night to day, and London to a place
Of peace and joy ?
Seconn Crrizen

And Hell to Heaven.
Eight years are gone,
And they seem hours, sinee in this populous street
I trod on grass made green by Summer’s rain ;
For the red plague kept state within that palace
Where now that vanily reigns. In nine years more
The roots will be refrashed with civil blood ;
And thank the merey of insulted Heaven

]
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at sin and arongs wonnd, as an orphan’s cry
That {8 s wound, a Pl Vs
The patience of the great Avenger's ear.

I g

A Yovuru
Yet, father, ’tis a happy sight to see,~—
Beautiful, innocent, and unforlidden
By God or man ;—"tis hke the bright procession
Of skiey visions m a solemn dream
TFrom which men wale as from a paradise,
And draw new strength to Lread the thorns of life. 20
If God be good, wherefore should this be evil ?
And if this be not evil, dost thou notl draw
Unseasonable poisen from the flowers
Which bloom so rarely m this barren world ?
Oh, kill these bitter thoughts which make the present
Dark as the future !—

* % ED K

When Avarice and Tyranny, vigilant Fear,

And open-eyed Conspiracy he sleeping

As on Hell’s threshold ; and all gentle thoughts

Waken to worship Him who giveth joys, 30
With his own gift,

Seconn Crrmizen

How young art thou in this old age of time!

How green in this grey world! Canst thou discern
The signs of seasons, yet pereeive no hint

Of change in that stage-scene in which thou art

Not a spectator but an actor? or

Art thou a puppet moved by

The day that dawns in fire will die in stormns,

Bven though the noon be calm. My travel's done;
Before the whirlwind walies 1 shall have found 40
My inn of lasting rest, but thou must still

Be journeying on in this inelement air,

Wrap thy old cloak about thy back ;

Nor leave the broad and plain and beaten road,
Although no flowers siile on the trodden dust,

For the violet paths of pleasure. This Charles the First
Rose like the equinoctial sun

By vapours, throngh whose threatening ominous veil
Darting his altered influence he has gained

This height of noon-—from which he must decline %0
Amid the darkness of conflieting storms,

To dank extinction and to latest night..
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There goes the apostate Strafford ; he whose-titles

{sc. 1.

whispered aphorisms

From Machiavel and Bacon : and, if Judas
Had been as brazen and as bold as he

First Crrizen
That is the Archbishop—

Seconp Crrizen

Rather suy the Pope.
London will be soon his Rome : he walles
As if he trod upon the heads of men.
He looks elate, drunken with blood and gold ;—
Beside him moves the Babylonian woman
Invisibly, and with her as with his shadow,
Mitred adulterer! he is joined in sin,
Which turns Heaven’s milk of mercy to revenge.

Tumo Crrizen (lifting up his eyes)
Good Lord! rain it down upon him!
Amid her ladies walks the papist queen
As if her nice feet scorned our English earth.
The Canaanitish Jezebell 1 would be
A dog if T might tear her with my teeth!
There's old Sir Henry Vane, the Harl of Pembroke,
Lord Essex, and Lord Keeper Coventry,
And others who make base their English breed
By vile participation of their honours
With papists, atheists, tyrants, and apostates.
When lawyers masque ’tis time for honest men
To strip the vizor from their purposes.
A seasonable time for masquers this!
When Englishmen and Protestants should sit
dust on their dishonoured heads,
To avert the wrath of Him whose scourge is felt

60

70

So

For the great sins which have drawn down from Heaven

and foreign overthrow.
The remnant of the martyred saints in Rochefort
Have heen abandoned by their faithless allics
‘o that idolatrous and adulterous torturer
Lewis of France,—the Palatinate is lost

Enter LetanroN (rcho has been branded in the face)

and Bagrwick.

Canst thou be—art thou. .. ?
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A LEguTON

I mwas Leighton : what

I am thou seest. And yet twrn thine eyes,

And with thy memory look on thy friend’s mind,
Which is unchanged, and where is written deep
The sentence of my judge

Tuammp Crrizey

101

Are these the marks with which

Laud thinks to improve the image of his Makex
Stamped ou the face of man? Curses upon him,
The impious Lyrant !

Seconp Crrizen

It is said hesides
That lewd and papist drunkards may profane
The Sabbath with their
And has permitted that most heathenish custom
Of dancing round a pole dressed up wilh wrealhs
On May-day.
A man who thus twice crucifies his God
May well his brother.—In my mind, friend,
The root of all this ill is prelacy.
I would cut up the root.

Tumrp CrTizeNy
And by what means?

Seconp Crrizen
Smiting each Bishop under the fifth rib,

Tuirp Crrrzeny

You seem to know the vulnerable place
Of these same crocadiles.

Seconp Crrizen

I learnt it in
Egyptian bondage, sit.  Your worm of Nile
Betrays not with its flattering tears like they;
Vor, when they cannot kill, they whine and weep.
Nor iy it half so greedy of men’s bodies
As they of soul and all ; nor doeg it wallow
In slime as they in simony and lies
And close Tusts of the flesh.

I00

110
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A MARSHALSMAN 4
Give place, give place!—
You torch-bearers, advance to the great gate,
And then attend the Maxshal of the Masque
Into the Royal presence.

A Law STUDENT

What thinkest thou
Qf this guaint shew of ours, my aged friend ?
Fven now we sec the redness of the torches
Inflame the mght to the castward, and the clarions
(Gasp to us on the wind’s wave. It comes!
And their sounds, floating hither round the pageant,
Rouse up the astonished air,

120

Finsr Crrizon

1 will not think but that our country’s wounds
May yet be healed. The king is just and gracious,
Though wicked counsels now pervert his will:
These once cast off—

Seconp Crrrzew
As adders cast their sking
And keep their venom, so kings often change ;
Councils and counsellors hang on one another,
Hiding the loathsome
Like the base patchwork of a leper’s rags. I30

Tue Yourn

Oh, still those dissonant thoughts. List how the music
Grows on the enchanted air !  And see, the torches
Restlessly flashing, and the crowd divided

Like waves before an Admiral’s prow.

A MARSHALSMAN
Give place
To the Marshal of the Masque!
A Ponsurvant
Room for the King )

Tuae Youra

How glorious! See those thronging ehariots
Rolling like painted clouds before the wind,

™
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BehinA their solemn steeds : how some are shaped
Like curved sea-shells dyed by the azure depths
Of Indian seas ; some like the new-born moon; 140
And some Iike cars in which the Romans climbed
(Canopied by Victory's eagle wings outspread)
The Capitohan,  See how glonously

The meltled hoises in the torchhght stir

Their gallant nders, while they check their pride,
Like shapes of some diviner element

Than English air, and beings nobler than

The envious and admiring multitude.

Seconp Crrizen
Ay, there they are—
Nobles, and sons of nobles, patentees, 150
Monopolists, and stewards of this poor farm,
On whose lean shecp sit the prophetic crows.
Here is the pomp that strips the houseless orphan,
Here is the pride that breaks the desolate heaxt.
These are the lilies glorious as Solomon,
Who toil not, neither do they spin,—unless
It be the webs they cateh poor rogues withal.
Here is the surfeit which to them who eamn
The niggard wages of the earth, scarce leaves
The tithe that will support them till they crawl 160
Back to her cold hard bosom. Here is health
Followed by grim disease, glory by shame,
Waste by lame famine, wealth by squahd want,
And England’s sin by England’s punishment.
And, as the effect pursues the cause foregone,
Lo, giving substance to my words, behold
At once the sign and the thing signified—
A troop of cripples, beggars, and lean outeasts,
Horsed upon stumbling jades, carted with dung,
Dragged for a day from cellars and low cabins 170
And rotten hiding-holes, to point the moral
Of this presentment, and bring up the rear
Of painted pomp with misery!

Tuo Youru
*Tis but
The anti-masque, and sevves as discords do
In sweetest music.  Who would love May flowers
If they succeeded not to Wihter's faw
Or day unchanged by night; or joy itself
Without the touch of sorrow ?
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Scconn Crrizey
I and thou

LY

A MARSHALSMAN
Place, give place!

Scene IL—A Chamber in Whitchall.  Enter the Kina,
QuerN, Laun, Lorp Sraarronp, Lorp CorriNeron,
and other Lords; Awrcuy; also St. Joun, mith some
Gentlemen of the Inns of Courl,

King

Thanks, gentlemen, I heartily accept

This token of your service : your gay masque

Was performed gallantly.  And it shews well
When subjects twine such flowers of observance
With the sharp thorns that deck the English crown.
A gentle heart enjoys what it confers,

Even as it suffers thal which it inflicts,

Though Justice guides the stroke.

Accept my hearty thanks.

Queen

And, gentlemen,
Call your poor Queen your debtor. Your quaint pageant o
Rose on me like the figures of past Years,
Treading their still path back to infancy,
More beautiful and mild as they draw nearer
The quiet cradle. I could have almost wept
To think I was in Paris, where these shews
Are well devised—such as I was ere yet
My young heart shared a portion of the burthen,
The careful weight, of this great monarchy.
There, gentlemen, between the sovereign’s pleasure
And 1that which it regards, no clamour lifts 20
Its proud interposition.
In Paris vibald censurers dare not move
Their poisonous tongues against these sinless sports;
And liy smile
Warms those who baslt in it, as ours would do
If.., Take my heart’s thinks: add them, gentlemen,
To those {;ood words which, were he King of France,
My royal lord would turn to golden deeds.
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A
St. Joun
Madam, the love of Englishmen can make
The lightest favour of their lawful lung 30
Qutweigh a despol’s.—We humbly take our leaves,
Fnriched by smiles which France can never buy.
[(Ereunt Sv. Joun and the Gentlemen of the Inns of Court.

Kine
My Lord Archbishop,
Mark you what spirit sits in St John's eyes?
Methinks it is too saucy for this presence,

Ancny

Yes, pray your Giace look: for, ke an unsophisti-
cated sees everything upside down, you who are
wise will discern the shadow of an idiot in lawn sleeves
and a rochet setting springes to calch woadcocks in hay-
making time. Poor Archy, whose ownl-eyes are tempered 40
to the error of his age, and because he is a fool, and by
special ordinance of God forbidden cver to see himsell
as he is, sees now in that deep eye a blindfold devil
sitting on the ball, and weighing words out between king
and subjecis. Onescale is tull of promises, and the other
tull of protestations: and then another devil creeps be-
hind the first out of the dark windings <of a> pregnant
lawyer’s brain, and takes the bandage from the other’s
eyes, and throws a sword into the left-hand secale, for
all the world like my Lord Essex’s there. 50

STRAFFURD
A rod in pickle for the Fool's back!

Arcuy

Ay, and some are now smiling whosc tears will make
the brine; for the Fool sees——

STRAFIORD

Insolent! You shall have your coat turhied and be
whipped out of the palace for this,

Arcuvy»

when all the fools are whipped, and all
the Protestant writers, while the knaves are whipping the

* .
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fools ever since a thicf was set to catch a thiefp If all
turncoats were whipped out of palaces, poor Archy wonld
be disgraced in good company. Let the knaves whip 6o
the fools, and all the fools laugh atit. < Let the>> wise
and godly slit cach other's noses and ears (having no
need of any sense of discernment in their eraft) ; and the
knaves, to marshal them, join in a procession to Bedlamn,
to entreat the madmen to ot their sublime Platonic
contemplations, and manage the state of Ingland. Let
all the honest men who lie penned up at the prisons or
the pillorics, in cuslody of the purswmvants of the High-
Commission Court, marshal them,

Enier Secretary Lyrreiron, with papers.

Kme (looking over the papers)
These stiff Scots
His Grace of Canterbury must take order
To force under the Church’s yoke,—You, Wentworth,
Shall be myself in Ireland, and shall add
Your wisdom, gentleness, and energy,
To what in me were wanting.—My Lord Weston,
Look that those merchants draw not without loss
Their bullion from the Tower; and, on the payment
Of shipmoney, take fullest compensation
For violation of our royal forests,
‘Whose limits, from neglect, have been o’ergrown 8o
With cottages and cornfields. The uttermost
Farthing exact from those who claim exemption
From knighthood : that which once was a reward
Shall thus be made a punishment, that subjects
May know how majesty can wear at will
The rugged mood.~—My Lord of Coventry,
Lay my command upon the Courts helow
That bail be not accepted for the prisoners
Under the warrant of the Star Chambenr.
The people shall not find the stubbornness 90
Of Parliament a cheap or easy method
Of dealing with their rightful sovercign :
And deoubt not this, my Lord of Coventry,
We will find time and place for fit rebuke.—
My Lord of Canterbury

70

4

Ancny
The fool i here.
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Laup

I crave permission of your Majesty

To order that this insolent fellow be
Chastised : he mocks the sacred character,
Scoffs at the state, and

Kme

What, my Archy?
He mocks and mimics all he sees and hears, 100
Yet with & quaint and graceful license. Prithee
For this once do not as Prynne would, were he
Primate of England.  With your Grace’s leave,
He lives in lus own world ; and, like a panot
Hung in his gilded prison from the window
Of a queen’s bower over the public way,
Blasphemes with a bird’s mind :—his words, like arrows
Which know no aim beyond the archer’s wit,
Strike sometimes what cludes philosophy.

(To Arcuy)

Go, sirrah, and repent of your offence 110
Ten minutes in the rain: be it your penance
To bring news how the world goes there. [Exit Arcuy.

Poor Axchy!
He weaves about himself a world of mirth
Dut of the wreck of ours.

Lavp

I take with patience, as my Master did,
All seoffs permitted from above.

King
My lord,
Pray overlook these papers. Archy’s words
Had wings, but these have talons,

QuEEN
And the Hon

That wears them must be tamed. My dearest lovd,
1 see the new-born courage in your eye 120
Armed to strike dead the spirit of the time,
Whieh spurs Lo rage the many—headcd heast.
Do thou persist: for, faint but in resolve,
And it were better thou hadst still remained
The slave of thine own slaves, who tear like curs
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The fugitive, and flee {from the pursuer; d
And Opportunity, that emply woll,

Flies at his throat who falls. Subdue thy actions
Even to the disposition of thy purpose,

And be that tempered as the Kbro’s steel ;

And banish weak-eyed Mercy to the wealk,
Whence she will greet thee with a gift of peace,
And not betray thee with a traitor’s kiss,

As when she keeps the company of rebels,

Who think that she is Fear. This do, lest we
Should fall as from a glorious pinnacle

In a bright dream, and wake, as from a dream,
Out of our worshipped state.

[se. .,

130

Kive

Beloveéd friend,
Geod is my witness that this weight of power,
Which he sets me my earthly task to wield
Under his law, is my delight and pride
Only because thou lovest that and me.
For a king bears the office of a God
To all the under-world ; and to his God
Alone he must deliver up his trost,
Unshorn of its permitted atiributes.
It seems> now as the baser elements
Had mutinied against the golden sun
That kindles them to harmony, and quells
Their self-destroying rapine. The wild million 150
Strike at the eye that guides them ; like as humourg
Of the distempered body that conspire
Against the spirit of life throned in the heart,—
And thus become the prey of one another,
And last of death,

140

StrarFoRD

That which would be ambition in a subject

Is duty in a sovereign ; for on him,

As on a keystone, hangs the arch of life,

Whose safety is its strength. Degree and form,

And all that makes the age of reasoning man 160
More memorable than s beast’s, depend

On this—that Right should fence itself inviolably

With power; in which respect the state of England,
From usurpation by the insolent commons,

Cties for reform.

Getb treason, and spare treasure. Fee with coin
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The londestymurmurers ; feed with jealousies
Opposing factions,—be thyself of none;

And borrow gold of many, for those who lend

Will serve thee till thou payest them ; and thus
Keep the fierce spirit of the hour at bay,

il Time, amid its coming generations

Of pights and days unbore, bring some one chance,

* * * *

Qr war or pestilence or Nature’s self,
By some distemperalure or ternble sign,
Be as an arbiter betwixt themselves.
Nor let your Majesty
Doubt here the peril of the unseen cvent.
How did your brother kings, coheritors
In your high interest in the subject earth,
Rise past such troubles to that height of power
Where now they sit, and awfully serenc
Smile on the trembling world?  Such popular storms
Philip the second of Spain, this Lewis of France,
And late the German head of many bodies,
And every petty lord of Italy,
Quelled or by arts or arms.  Is England poorer
Or feebler? or art thou who wield st her power
Tamer than they? or shall this island be—
by its inviolable waters—
To the world present and the world to come
Sole pattern of extinguished monarchy ?
Not if thou dost as I would have thee do.

Kmve
Your words shall be my deeds:
You speak the image of my thought. My friend
{If kings can have a friend, I eall thee so),
Beyond the large commission which
Under the great seal of the realm, take this:
And, for some obvious reasons, let theve be
No seal on it, except my kingly word
And honour as I am a gentleman,
Be~—as thou art within my heart and mind—
Another self, here and in Ireland :
Do what thou judgest well, take amplest license,
And stick not even at questionable means.
Hear me, Wentworth, My woxd is as o wall
Between thee and this world thine enemy-—
That hates thee, for thou lovest me.
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{
STRAFFORD

I own
No friend but thee, no enemies but thine:
Thy lightest thought is my eternal law., 218
How weak, how short, is ife to pay

Kine

Peace, peace!
Thou ow’st me nothing yet.

(To Laup)

My lord, what say
Those papers ?

Laup

Your Majesty has ever interposed,

In lenity towards your native soil,

Between the heavy vengeance of the Church

And Scotland. Mark the consequence of warming
This brood of northern vipers in your bosom.

The rabble, instructed no doubt

By Loudon, Lindsay, Hume, and false Argyll 220
(¥or the waves never menace Heaven until

Scourged by the wind's invisible tyranny),

Have in the very temple of the Lord

Done outrage to his chosen ministers.

They scorn the liturgy of the holy Chureh,

Refuse to obey her canons, and deny

The apostolic power with which the Spirit

Has filled its elect vessels, even from him

Who held the keys with power to loose and bind,

To him who now pleads in this royal presence.— 230
Let ampler powers and new instructions be

Bent to the High Commissioners in Scotland.

To death, imprisonment, and confiscation,

Add torlure, add the ruin of the kindred

Of the offender, add the brand of infamy,

Add mautilation: and if this suflice not,

Unleash the sword and fire, that in their thirst

They may lick up thal scum of schismatics.

1 laugh st those weak rebels who, desiring

What we possess, still prate of Christian peace : 240
Asg if those dreadful arbitrating messengers

Which play the parb of God "twixt right and wrong
Should be let loose against the innocent sleep
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Of templeg cities and the smiling fields,

For some poor argument of policy

Which toaches our own profit or our pride,
Where it indeed were Christian charity

To turn the cheek even to the smiter’s hand :
And when our great Redeemer, when our God,
When he who gave, accepted, and retained 250
Himself in propitiation of our sins,

Is scorned in his immediate ministry,

With hazard of the inestimable loss

Of all the truth and discipline which is

Salvation to the extremest generation

Of men innumerable—they lalk of peace!

Such peace as Canaan found, let Scolland now ¢
For, by that Christ who caimne to bring a sword,
Not peace, upon the earth, and gave command
To his disciples at the passover 260
That cach should sell his robe and buy a sword,—
Once strip that minister of naked wrath,

Aud it shall never sleep in peace again

Till Seotland bend or break.

Kine

My Lord Archbishop,
Do what thou wilt and what thou canst in this,
Thy earthly even as thy heavenly King
Gives thee large power in his unguiet realm,
But we want money, and my mind misgives me
That for so great an enterprise, as yet,
We are unfurnished.

STRATTORD

Yet it may not long 270
Rest on our wills,

CoTTINGTON

The expenses
Of gathering shipmoney, and of distraining
For every petty rate (for we encounter
A desperale opposition inch by inch
In every warehouse and on every farm),
Have swallowed up the gross sum of the imposts ;
So that, though felt as a most grievous scourge
Upon the land, they stand us in small stead
As touches the receipt.

A
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STRAFFORD f
"Tis a conclusion
Most arithmetical : and thence you infer 280
Perhaps the assembling of a parliament.
Now, if a man shounld call his dearest enemies
To sit in licensed judgment on his life,
His Majesty might wisely take that course.
[4side to CorrmvaTon.

It is enough to expect from these lean imposts
That they perform the office of a scourge,
Without move profit.  (Alowd.) Fines and confiscations,
And a forced loan from the refractory City,
Will fill our coffers: and the golden love
Of loyal gentlemen and noble friends 290
For the worshipped father of our common country,
With contributions from the eatholics,
Will make Rebellion pale in our excess.
Be these the expedients unli time and wisdom
Shall franie a settled state of government.

Lavp
And weak expedients they! Have we not drained
All till the which seemed
A mine exhaustless

STRAFFORD
And, the love which s,

If loyal hearts could turn their blood to gold

Laup
Both now grow barren: and I speak it not 300

As loving parliaments, which, as they have been
In the right hand of beld bad mighty kings
The scourges of the bleeding Church, I hate,
Methinks they scarcely can deserve our fear.

STRAFFORD

O my dear liege, take back the wealth Lhou gavest:
With that, take all I held but as in trust

For thee, of mine inheritance: leave me but

This unprovided body for thy service,

And a mind dedicated to no care

Except thy safety :—lut assemble not 310
A parliament. Hundreds will bring, like me,

Their fortunes, as they would their blood, before—-—
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' Kive
No! thou who judgest them art but one. Alas!
We should be too much out of love with Heaven,
Did this vile world shew many such as thee,
Thou perfect, just and honourable man !
Never shall it be said that Charles of England
Stripped Lhose he loved for fear of those he scoins ;
Nor will hie so much misbecome his throne
As to impoverish those who most adorn 320
And best defend it. That you urge, dear Strafford,
Inclines me rather

QUuUERN
To a parlinment ?
I this thy firmness? and thou wilt preside
Over a knot of censurers,
To the unswearing of thy Dest resolves,
And choose the worst, when the worst comes too soon ?
Plight not the worst before the worslt must come.
Oh, wilt thou smile winlst our ribald foes,
Dressed in thine own nsurped authority,

Sharpen their tongues on Henrictta’s fame? 330
It is enough! Thou lovest me no more! [ eeps.
Kine

Oh, Henrietta!
[(They talk apart.

CorTmvaTox (fo Laup)

Money we have none :
And all the expedients of my Lord of Strafford
Will scarcely meet the arrears.

Lauvp

Without delay
An army must be sent into the north ;
Followed by a Commission of the Church,
With amplest power Lo quench in fire and blood,
And tears and terror, and the pity of hell,
The intenser wrath of Heresy, God will give
Vietory ; and victory over Scotlaml give 340
The lion England tamed into our hands.
That will lend power, and power bring gold.
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CorriNgTuN t
Meanwhile
We must begin first where your Grace leaves off.
Gold must give power, or

Lavp

I am not averse
From the assembling of a parliament,

Strong actions and smooth words might teach them soon
The lesson to obey. And are they not

A bubble fashioned by the monarch’s mouth,

‘The bivth of one highl breath?  If they serve no purpose,
A word dissolves them,

Srerarrorn
The engine of parliaments 350

Might be deferred until I can bring over
The Irish regiments: they will serve to assure
The issue of the war against the Scots.
And, this game won—which if lost, all is losi—
Gather these chosen leaders of the rebels,
And eall them, 1f you will, a parliament.

Kmwe
Oh, be our feet still tardy to shed blood,
Guilty though it may be! I would stiil spare
The stubborn country of my birth, and ward
From countenances which I loved in youth 360
The wrathful Church’s lacerating hand.

(Zo Laup)

Have you o’erlooked the other articles?
{Re-enter Arcuy.

Laun

Hazlerig, Hampden, Pym, young Harry Vane,
Cromwell, and other rebels of less note,
Intend to sail with the next favouring wind
For the Plantations,

Ancay
Where they think to found

A commonwealth like Genzalo’s in the play,

Gynecocenic and pantisocratic.
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k]
Kive

What's that, sirrah ?

Ancay

New devil’s polities,
Hell is the pattern of all commonwealths : 370
Lucifer was the first republican.
Will you hear Merlin's prophecy, how three poets

“ In one brainless skull, when the whitethorn is full,
Shall sail round the world, and come back agam:
Shall sail vonnd the world in a brainless skull,
And come back again when the moon is at full : " —

When, in spite of the Church, they will hear homilies
of whatcver length or form they please.

CorrmvaeTon (?)

So please your Majesty to sign this order
Tor their detention. 380

Arcay

If your Majesty were tormented night and day by
fever, gout, rheumatism, and stone, and asthma, ete,,
and you found these diseases had secretly entered into
a conspiracy to abandon you, should yon think it
necessary to lay an embargo on the port by which they
meant to dispeople your unquiet kingdom of man?

Kive

If fear were made for kings, the Fool mocks wisely;
But in this case..(wriling). Here, my lord, take
the warrant,
And see it duly execnted forthwith.-— 350
That imp of malice and mockery shall be punished.
[Exeunt all but Kine, QueeN, and Arcis.

ARcuy

Ay, I am the physician of whom Plato prophesicd,
who was to be accused by the confectioner before a
jury of children, who found him guilty without
walting for the summing-up, and hanged him without
Lenefit of clergy. Thus Baby Charles, and the
Twelth-night Queen of Hearts, add the over-grown
schoolboy Cotiington, and thal little urchin Laud--—
who would reduce o verdict of * guilty, death,” by
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famine, if it were impregnable by composit on—all
impannelled against poor Archy for presenting them
batter physic the last day of the holidays.

QuEEN
Is the rain over, sirrah ?

Kine

When it rains
And the sun shines, "twill rain agan to-morrow :
And therefore never smile t1ll you've done erying.

Arcay

But ’tis all over now: like the Apwml anger of
woman, the gentle sky has wept itself serene.

QuUEEN
What news abroad? how looks the world this
morning ?
Arcuy

Gloriously as a giave covered with virgin flowers.
There's a rainbow in the sky. Lel your Majesty look
at1t, for

“ A rainbow in the morning
Is the shepherd’s warning;”

and the flocks of which you are the pastor are scattered
among the mountain-tops, where every drop of water

is a flake of snow, and the breath of May pierces
like a January blast.

King

The sheep have mistaken the wolf for their shep-

herd, my poor boy; and the shepherd, the wolves
for the watchdogs.

QUEEN

Buot the rainbow was a good sign, Archy: it says
that the waters of the deluge are gone, and can retarn
no more,

Arncay

Ay, the salt-water one: but that of tears and blood
must yet come down, and that of fire follow, if there
be any truth in lies.—The rainbow hung over the city
with all its shops, and churches, from north to
south, like o bridge of congregated lightning pieced

[sc. .
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by the mason?y of Heaven—Ilike a balance in which
the angel that dislributes the coming hour was weigh-
mg that heavy one whase poise is now felt in the
lightest hearts, before 1t bows the proudest heads under
the meanest feet.

Queex
Who taught you this trash, sirtah?

Anrcuy

A torn leaf out of an old book trampled in the dirt.
—But for the rainbow. It moved as the sun moved,
and untal the top of the Tower of
a cloud through 1ts left-hand tip, and Lambeth Palace
look as dark as a rock hefore the other. Methought
I saw a crown figured upon one tip, and a rmtre on the
other. So,as I had heard treasures werc found where
the rainbow quenches its points upon the carth, I set
off, and at the Tower . But I shall not tell your
Majesty what I found close to the closet-wmdow on
which the rainbow had glimmered.

Kina
Speak: I will make my Fool my conscience.

Arcuy

Then conscience is a fool.—I saw there a cat canght
in a yat-trap. I heard the rats squeak behind the
wainscots: it seemed to me that the very mice were
consulting on the manner of her death.

QuEEN
Archy is shrewd and bitter.

Ancuy

Like the season,

So hlow the winds,—
Buk at the other end of the rainbow, where the grey
rain was tempered along the (ffrrass and leaves by a
tender interfusion of violet and gold in the meadows
beyond Lambeth, what think you that I found instead
of & mitre ?

Kive
Vane’s wits perhaps.

117
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Ancuy

Something as vain. I saw

a gross vapour hovering in a stinking ditch over the 460
carcass of a dead ass, some rotien rags, and broken
dishes—the wrecks of what once administered to the
stuffing-out and the ornament of a worm of worms.
His Grace of Canterbury expects to enter the New
Jerusalem some Palm Sunday in triumph on the ghost
of this ass.

QureN
Fnough, enough! Go desive Lady Jane
She place my lute, together with the music
Mauri received last week from Italy,
Tu my boudoir, and

[ Bt Ancry,

Kive
'l go in,

QureN
My beloved lord, 470
Have you not noted that the Fool of late
Has lost his careless mirth, and that his words
Sound like the echoes of our saddest fears?
What can it mean? I should be loth to think
Some factious slave had tutored him,

KiNg

Oh no!
He is but Qceasion’s pupil. Partly "tis

That our minds piece the vacant intervals

Of his wild words with their own fashioning,—

As in the imagery of summer clouds,

Or coals of the winter fire, idlers find 480
The perfect shadows of their leeming thoughts:

And partly, that the terrors of the time

Are sown by wandering Rumour in all spirits,

And in the lightest and Lthe least may best

Be scen the current of the coming wind.

QUEEN
Your brain is overwrought with these deep thoughts.
Come, X will sing to you; et us go try
These airs from Italy,-—and, as we pass
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The gallery, #e’ll decide where that Correggio

Shall hang—the Virgin Mother 490
With her child, born the King of Heaven and earth,—
Whose reign 1s men’s salvation, And you shall see

A cradled miniature of yourself aslecp,

Stamnped on the heart by never-erring love ;

Liker than any Vandyke ever made,

A pattern to the unborn age of thee,

Over whose sweet beauty 1 have wept for joy

A thousand times,—and now should weep for sorrow,

Did I not think that afler we were dead

Our fortunes would spring high in him, and that 500
The cares we wasie upon our heavy crown

Would make it light and glorious as a wreath

Of Heaven’s beams for his dear innocent brow.

Kina
Dear Henrietta !

Scene IIL.—The Star Chamber. Laun, JuxoN, STRAFFORD,
and others, as Judges, PRYNNE as a Prisoner, and then
BisTwick.

Laup

Bring forth the prisoner Bastwick: let the clerk
Recite his sentence.

CLERK

“That he pay five thousand
Pounds to the king, lose bath his ears, be branded
‘With red-hot iron on the cheek and forehead,
And be imprisoned within Lancaster Castle
During the pleasure of the Cowrt,”

Laup

Prisoner,
If you have anght to say wherefore this sentence
Should not be put into effect, now speak.

Juxon |

If you have aught to plead in mitigation,
Spealk.
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Basrwick

Thus, my lords. If, like the prelales, I

Were an invader of the royal power,
A public scorner of the word of God,
Profane, idolatrous, popish, superstitious,
Tmpious in heart and in tyrannic act,
Void of wit, honesty, and temperance ;
If Satan were my lord, as theirs,—our God
Pattern of all I should avoid to do;
Were I an enemy of my God and King
And of good men, as ye are }—1 should merit
Your fearful state and gilt prosperity,
Which, when ye wake from the last sleep, shall turn
To cowls and robes of everlasting five.
But, as I am, I bid ye grudge me not
The only earthly favour ye can yield,
Or I think worth acceptance at your hands,—
Scorn, mutilation, and imprisonment,

even as my Master did,
Until Heaven's kingdom shall descend on earth,
Or earth be like a shadow in the light
Of Heaven absorbed. Some few tumultuous years
Will pass, and leave no wreck of what opposes
His will whose will is power.

Laun

Officer, take the prisoner from the bar,
And be his tongue slit for his insolence,

Basrwick
‘While this hand holds a pen

Lavp
Be his hands——
Juxon
Stop

Forbear, my lord}! The Longne, which now can speak
No terror, would interpret, being dumb,
Heaven's thunder to our harm ;
And hands, which now write only their own shame,
With bleeding stumps might sign owr blood away,

~ Laup

Much move sueh “merey ” among men would be,
il the ministers of Heaven's revenge

10
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Flinch ithus féom earthly retribution. I
Could suffer what I would inflict.

121

[Exit Bastwick guarded.

Bring up
The Lord Bishop of Lincoln.—

(To Stuarronn)

Know you not
Phat, in distraining for ten thousand pounds
Upon his books and furniture at Lincoln,
Were found these scandalous and seditious letters
Sent from one Osbaldistone, who is fled ?
1 speak it not as touching this poor person;
But of the office which should make it holy,
Were it an vile as it was ever spotless.
Mark too, my lord, that this expression strikes
His Majesty, if I misinterpret not.

Enler Bisnor WiLLians guarded.

STRAFFORD

"Twere politic and just that Williams taste

The bitter fruit of his connection with

The schismatics. But you, my Lord Archbishop,
Who owed your first promolion to his favour,
Who grew beneath his smile

Laup

Would therefore beg
The office of his judge from this High Comt,—
That it shall seem, even as it is, that I,
In my assumption of this sacred robe,
Have put aside all worldly preference,
All sense of all distinetion of all persons,
All thoughts but of the service of the Church.—
Bishop of Lincoln!

WiLLrams
Peace, proud hierarch!
I know my sentence, and I own it just,
Thou wilt vepay me less than T desgrve,
In stretehing to the uilmost

* * * *

50
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Scene IV.—HamepeN, Pvy, CRoMWELL, Ais Daughter,

and young Sir Harry VAnE,

Hamrpen
England, farewell! thou who hast been my cradle,
Shalt never be my dungeon or my grave !
I held what I inherited in thee
As pawn for that inheritance of {reedom
Which thou hast sold for thy despoiler’s smile :—
Fow can I call thee England, or my country —
Does the wind hold ?

Vanp

The vanes sit steady
Upon the Abbey towers. The silver lightnings
Of the evening star, spite of the city’s smoke,
Tell that the north wind reigns in ihe upper air.
Mark too thatl fleet of fleecy-wingéd clouds
Sailing athwart St. Margaret’s.

HamrpEN

Hail, fleet herald
Of tempest! that mde pilot who shall gunide
Hearts free as his, to realms as pure as thee,
Beyond the shot of tyranny,
Beyond the webs of that swoln spider
Beyond the curses, calumnies, and
Of atheist priests! And thou,
Fair star, whose heam lies on the wide Atlantic,
Athwart its zones of tempest and of calm,
Bright as the path to a belovéd home,
Oh, light us to the isles of Lhe Evening land !
Like Hoating Edens, cradled in the glimmer
Of sunset, through the distant mist of years

Touched by deparling Hope, they gleam ! lone regions,
Where Power’s poor dupes and victims yet have

never

Propitiated the savage fear of kings

With purest bloed of noblest hearts; whose dew
Is yet unslained with tears of those who wake
To weep each day the wrongs on which it dawns;
‘Whose sacred silent air owns yet no eche

Of formal blasphiemies ; nor implous rites

[sC. 1v,
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Wrest man's free worship, from the God who loves,
To the poor worm who envies us his love !

Reeewve, thou young of Paradise,

These exiles filom the old and sinful world !

A h * *

This glorious clime; this firmament, whose hights

Dart mitigated influence through themr veil

Of pale-blue atmosphere ; whose tears keep green

The pavement of this moist all-feeding carth ; 40

This vaporous horizon, whose dim round

Is bastioned by the circumfluous sea,

Repelling invasion from the sacred towers;

Presses upon me Iike a dungeon’s grate,

A low dark roof, o damp and narrow wall:

The boundless universe

Beeomes a cell too narrow for the soul

That owns a mastler; while the loathliest ward

OFf this wide prison, England, 15 a nest

Of cradling peace built on the mountain-tops,— 50

To which the eagle spirits of the free,

Which range through Heaven and earth, and scorn the
storm

Of time, and gaze upon the light of truth,

Retnrn to brood on thoughts that cannot die

And cannot be repelled.

Like eaglets floating in the Heaven of time,

They soar above their quany, and shall stoop

Through palaces and temples thunder-proof,

SceNe V.
Agrcuy
I'll go live under the ivy that overgrows the terrace,
and count the tears shed on its old as the

plays the song of

* A widow bird sate mourning
JUpon a wintry bough.”

[Sangs]
Heigho! 1he lark and the owl!
One flies the moming, and one lulls the night t—
Ouly the nightingale, poor fond soul,
Sings like the Fool through darkness and light,
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< A widow bird sale mourning for her lov
Upon a wintry bough;
The frozen wind crept on above,
The freezing stream below.

 There was no leaf upon the forest bare,
No flower upon the ground,
And little motion in the air
Except the mill-wheel’s sound,”

[se. v.

10



THE TRIUMPH OF LIFE
1822
( ﬂ)

WIFT as a spirit hastening to his task
N Of glory and of good, Lhe Sun sprang forth
Rejoicing in his splendour, and Lhe mask

Of darkness fell from the awakened Faith ; J
The smokeless altars of the mountain snows
Flamed above crimson clonds, and at the birth

Of light, the Ocean’s orison arose,
To which the birds tempered thew matin lay.
All flowers in field or forest which unclose

Their trembling eyelids to the kiss of day, 10
BSwinging theiwr censers in the element,
With orient iucense it by the new ray,

Burned slow and inconsumably, and sent
Their odorous sighs up to the smiling air;
Aund, in sucecession due, did continent,

Isle, ocean, and all things that in them wear
The form and characler of mortal mould,
Rise as the Sun their father rose, to bear

Their portion of the toil which he of old
Took as his own and then imposed on them : 20
But I, whom thoughis which musl remain untold

Had kept as wakeful as the stars that gem
The cone of night,—now they were laid asleep,
Stretched my faint limbs beneath the hoary stem

‘Which an old chesuut fung athwart the steep
Of a green Apennine : before me fled
The night ; behind me rose the day; the deep

Was at my feet, and Heaven ahove my hesd j—
‘When a strange trance over my fancy grew,

Which was not slumber, for the shade it spread 36
125
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Was so transparent, that the scene came throrgh
As clear as, when a veil of light 1 drawn
(Fer evenung hills, they glimner; and I knew

That I had fell the freshness of that dawn,
Bathed in the same cold dew my brow and haiy,
And sate as thus upon that slope of lawn

Under the self-same bough, and heard as there
The birds, Lhe fountams and the ocean hold
Sweet talk in muste through the cnamoured air;

And then a vision on my brain was volled. 40

As in that trance of wondrous thought I lay,
This was the tenonr of my waking dream :—
Methought I sate beside a public way

Thick-strewn with summer dust; and a great stream
Of people there was hmrying to and fro,
Numerous as gnats upon the evening gleam,—

All hastening onward, yet none seemed to know
Whither he went, or whenee he came, or why
He made one of the multitude, and so

Was bome amid the crowd, as through the sky 50
One of the million leaves of Summer’s bier;
O1d age and youth, manhood and infancy

Mixed in one mighty torvent did appear,
Some flying from the thing they feared, and some
Seeking the object of another’s fear;

”J(nd others, as with steps towards the tomb,
Pored on the trodden worms that crawled beneath,
And others mournfully withun the gloom

Of their own shadow walked, and called it death ;
And some fled from it as it weve a ghost, 6o
Half fainting in the afliction of vain breath :

But moere, with motions whiclt each other crost,
Pursued or shunned the shadows the clouds threw,
Q¢ birds within the noonday mther lost, ~

Upon that path where flowers never grew,—
And weary with vain toil and faint for thirst,
Heard not the fopntains whose melodions dew
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Qut of theil‘fmoasy cells forever burst ;
Nor felt the breeze which from the forest told
Of grassy paths and wood-law ns mterspersed yo

With over-arching elms and caverns cold,

And violet banks wheie sweet dreams brood ; but they
Pursued their serious folly as of old. 7y

And as I gazed, methought that in the way

The throng grew wilder, as the woods of June

When the south wind shakes the extinguished day ;

And a cold glare, intenser than the noon,
But icy-cold, obscured with blinding light
The sun, as be the stars,  Tike the young moon—

..‘th}fu on the sunlit limits of the night %o
Her white shell trembles amid ertmison air,
And whilst the sleeping tempest gathers might,

Doth, as the herald of its coming, bear
The ghost of its dead mother, whose dim form
Bends in dark mther from her infant’s chair,—

So came a chariot on the silent slorm
Of its own rushing splendour, and a Shape
So sate within, as one whom years detorm,

Beneath a dusky hood and double cape,
Crouching within the shadow of a tomb; o0
And o'er what seemed the head a cloud-like crape

Was bent, a dun and faint wiherial gloom
Tempering the light. Upon the chariot-beam
A Janus-visaged Shadow did assume

e
The guidance of that wonder-wingéd team ;
The shapes which drew 1t in thick lightenings
Were lost :—1 heard alone on the air's soft stream

The music of their ever-moving wings.
All the four faces of that charioteer
Had thew eyes banded ; little profit brings 1o

Speed in the van and blindness in the rear,
Nor then avail the beams that quench the sun
Or that with banded eyes could pierce the sphere
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Of all that is, has been or will be done; |
So ill was the car guided—but it past
With solemn speed majestically on,

-

“The erowd gave way, and I arose aghast,
Or seemed to rise, so mighty was the trance,
And saw, like clouds upon the thunder-blast,

e €D

The million with fierce song and maniac dance
Raging around i—such seemed the jubilee
As when to greet some conqueror's advance

[mperial Rome poured forth her living sea
From scenate-house, and forum, and theatre,
‘When upon the frec

Had bound a yoke, which soon they stooped to bear,

Nor wanted here the just similitude
Of a trinmphal pageant, for where'er

The chariot rolled, a captive multitude
Was driven j—all those who had grown old in power
Or misery,—all who had their age subdued

By action or by suffering, and whose hour
‘Was drained to its last sand in waal,or woe,
So that the trunk survived both friit and flower j~—

All those whose fame or infamy must grow
Till the great Winter lay the form and name
Of this green earth with them forever low ;—

All but Lthe sacred few who could not tame
Their spirits to the conqueror—but as soon
As they had touched the world with living flame,

Fled back like eagles to their native noon;
Or those who put aside the diadem
Of earthly thrones or gems till the last

Were there, of Athens and Jerusalem,
Were neither ‘mid the mighty captives seen,
Nor "mid the ribald crowd that followed them,

”ﬁm’ those who went befere, ferce and obsgeene.
The wild dance muddens in Lhe van, and those
Who lead it, fleet as shadows on the green,

110

120

130
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LA .
Qutspeed the thariot, aud witliout repose 140
Mix with each other in tempesloous measure
To savage music ; wilder as it grows,

They, tortured by their agonizing pleasure, R
Convulsed, and on the rapid whirlwinds spun b PR
OF that ficree Spirit whose unholy leisure

Was soothed by mischief since the world hegun,
Throw back their heads and loose their streating hair ;
And in their dance round her who dims the sun,

Maidens and youths fling their wild arms in ajv
As their feet twinkle; they recede, and now 150
Bending within each other's atmosphere

Kindle invisibly—and as they glow,
Like moths by light attracted and repelled,
Oft ta their bright destruction come aud go;

Till like two clouds into one vale impelled,
That shake the mountains when their lightnings mingle,
And die in rain—the fiery band which held

Their natures, snaps—while the shoek still may tingle;
One falls and then another in the path
Senscless——nor is the desolation single; 165~

Yet ere I can say 'Fare, the chariot hath
Pasi over them—nor other trace [ find
Bul as of foam after the ocean’s wrath

I3 spent npon the desert shore ;—behind,
Old men and women foully disarrayed,
Shake their grey hairs in the insulting wind,

o
And follow in the dance, with limbs decayed,
Seeking to reach the light which Jeaves them still
Farther behind and deeper in the shade.

* But ndt the less wilh impotence of will 170
They wheel—though ghastly shadows inlerpose
Round thern and round exeh affiey—and fulfil

Thelr work, and in the dust from whence they rose

8ink, and corruption veils them as they lie,

And past in thesé performs what in those.
g )
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Struck to the heart by this sad pageantry,
Half to myself I said— And whal is this?
Whose shape is that within the car?  And why”—

I would have added-—* Is all here amiss?*—
Bul a voice answered —“Life! ”—I turned, and knew 180
(O Heaven, have mercy on such wretchedness !)

That what I thought was an old root which grew
To strange distortion out of the hill-side,
Was indeed one of that deluded crew,

And that the grass, whicli methought hung so wide
And white, was but his thun diseoloured hair,
And that the holes it vainly sought to hide,

Were or had been eyes :—* If thou canst forbear
To join the dance,—which I had well forborne!”
§aid the grim Feature, of my thought aware, 10

“] wili\ug@d that which to this deep scorn
Led me and my companions, and relate
The progress of the pageant since the morn ;

“ If thirst of knowledge shalil not then abate,
Follow it thou even to the night; but I
Am weary.”—Then like one who with the weight

Of his own words is staggered, wearily
He paused ; and ere he could resume, I cried:
< First, who art thou ? "— Before thy memory,

« I feared, loved, hated, suffered, did and died ; 200
And if the spark with which Heaven lil my spirit
Had been with purer nutriment supplied,

« Corruption would not now thus much inherit
Of what was once Roussean,—nor this disguise
Stain that which ought to have disdained to wear it;

~
#If I bave been extinguished, yet there rise
* A thousand beacons from the spark I bore,”~—

« And who are those chained to the car?”’—* The wise,

*“The pgreat, the unforgitten,—they who wore
Mitres and belms snd erowns, or wreaths of light, 210
T8l of thought's empire over thought: their lore
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3 ) .
«Taught themn not this, to know themselves; their might
Could not repress the mystery within,

And, for the morn of truth they feigned, deep night

# Caught them ere evening.”-~—% Who is he with chin
Upon his breast, and hands crost on his chain? ”—
s'The Child of a fierce hour; he souglt to win

«The world, and lost all ihat it did econtain
Of grealnesy, in its hope destroyed ; and more
Of tame and peace than virtue's self can gain 220

« YWithout the opportunity which bore
i on its eagle pinions to the peak
I'rom which a thousand climbers have hefore

« Fallen, as Napoleon fell.”—1T felt my cheek
Alter to see the Shadow pass away
Whose grasp had left the giant world so weak,

That every pygmy kicked it as it lay ;
And much I gueved to think how power and will
In opposition rule our mortal day,

And why God made irreconcilable 230
Good and the means of good ; and for despair
I half disdained iine eyes’ desire to fill

With the spent vision of the times that were
And scarce have ceased to be.—* Dost thou hehold,”
Baid  my guide, “those spoilers spoiled,—Voltaire,
I LAV
# Frederick, and Paul, Catherine, and Leopold,
And hoary anarchs, demagogues, and sage
names which the world thinks always old ¢

“For in the battle Life and they did wage,
She remained conqueror. I was overcome 240
By my own heart alone, which neither age,

“ Wor tears, nor infamy, nor now the tomb
Could temper to its objeet.”— Let them pass,”
T eried, ©the world and its mysterions doom

¢ Is not so much more glorions tham it was,
That I desire to worship those who drew
New figures on its false and fragile glags
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¢« As the old faded.”— Figures ever new

Rise on the bubble, paint them as you may ;
We have but thrown, as those before us threw, 250
¢ Our shadows on it as it past away.

But mark how chained to the triumphal chair

The mighty phantoms of an elder day ;

 All 1hat is mortal of great Plato there
Expiates the joy and woe his master knew not ;
The star that ruled his doom was far too fair,

¢ And hife, where long that flower of Heaven grew not,
Conquered that heart by love, which gold, or pain,
Or age, or sloth, or slavery could subdue not.

* And near him walk the twain, 260
The tutor and his pupil, whom Dominion
Followed as tame as valture in a chain.

«The world was darlcened beneath either pinion
Of him whom from the flock of conquerors
Fame singled oul for her thunder-bearing mmion ;

“The other long outlived both woes and wars,
Throned in the thoughts of men, and still had kept
The jealous key of Truth's eternal doors,
&bLi«-—f 4 a1y
“1f Bacon's eagle spirit had not leapt
Like lightning out of darkness. He compelled 270
The Proteus shape of Nature, as it slept,

#¢To wake, and lead him to the caves that held
The treasure of the secrets of its reign.
See the great bards of elder time, who guelled

“The passions which they sung, as by their strain
May well be known : their living melody
Tempers its own contagion to the vein

« OOf those who are infected with it: I

Have suffered what I wrote, or viler pain!

And so my words have sceds of misery— 280
 Barenr as the deeds of others, not as theirs,”
And then he pointed to a company,
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‘Midst whom I [quickly| recognized the heirs

Of Casar’s ciime, from him to Constantine 3

The anarch [chiefs), whose force and murdeious snares
w8 3

Had founded many a sceplre-beanng line, s

And spread the plague of gold and blood abroad : G-

And Gregory and John, and men divine, N

Who rose like shadows between man and God (3. ¢
Till thal celipse, still hanging over Icaven, 290
Was worshipped, by the world o’er which they strode,

For the true sun it quenched. “Thew power was given
But to destroy,” rephed the leader I | Ay
Am one of those who have created, even 2

If 1t be but a world of agony.”—
“ Whence camest thou? and whither goest thou?
How dud thy course begin? ' I said, “and why?

« Mine eyes are sick of this perpetual flow
Of people, and my heart sick of one sad thought,
Speal | ”-\}L“A‘\Ihence I am, I partly seem io know, 300

« And how and by what paths I have been brought
To this dread pass, methinks even thou mayst guess;—
Why this should be, my mind can compass not;
{

ARE
“Whither the conqueljor hurries me, still less }—
But follow thou, and from spectator turn
Actor or victim m this wretchedness, -~
« And what thou wouldst be taught I then may learn
From thee. Now listen :—in the April prime,
When all the forest tips began to burn

« With kindling green, touched by the azure clime 310
Of the young season, I was laid asleep
Under & mountain, which from unknown time

“ Had yawned into a cavern, high and deep;
And from it came a gentle rivulet,
Whose water, like clear air, in its calm sweep

* Bent the soft grass, and kept forever wet
The stems of the sweet flowers, and filled the grove
With sounds, which whoso hears mmst needs forget

«
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“ All pleasurc and all pain, all hate and love,
Which they had known before that hour of rest; 320
A sleeping mother then would dream not of

¢ Her only ¢hild who died upon the breast

At eventide ; a king would mourn no more

The crown of which his brows were dispossest

“When the sun lingered o’er his ocean ﬂool‘CW
To gild his rival’s new prosperity.
Thou wouldst forget Lhus vainly to deplore

. ills, whicly, if ills, can find no cure from thee;
The thought of which no other sleep will quell,
Nor other music blot from memory,— 370

“ 8o sweet and deep is the oblivious spell ;

And whether life had been before that sleep

The Heaven which I imagine, or a hell .

¢ Like this harsh world in which I wake to weep,

I know not. I arose, and for a space

The scene of woods and waters seemed to keep,

“Though it was now broad day, a gentle trace
Of light diviner than the coramon sun
Sheds on the common earth, and all the place

% Wag filled with magic sounds woven into one
Qblivious melady, confusing sense,
Amid the gliding waves and shadows dun;

340

« And, as I looked, the bright omnipresence
Of morning throngh the orient cavern flowed,
And the sun’s image radiantly intense

« Burned on the waters of the well that glowed
Like gold, and threaded all the forest’s maze
With winding paths of emerald fire ; thert stood

“« Amid the sun, as he amid the blaze -
Of his own glory, on the vibrating 350
Floor of the fountsin, paved with flashing rays,

"« & Shape all light, which with one hand did fling
w on the earth, a3 if she were the dawn;
hd the invisible rain did ever sing
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« A gilver tmisic on the mossy lawn ;
And still before me on the dusky grass,
Iris her many-coloured scarf had drawn:

#In her right hand she bore a erystal glass,

Mantling with bright Nepenthe; the fierce splendour
& Fell from her as she moved under the mass 360
4

«OF the deep eavern, and with palms so tender
Their tread broke not the mirror of its billow,
(ilided along the river, and did bend her

s Head under the dark boughs, till like a willow,
Her fair hair swept the hosom of the stream
That whispered with delight to be ils pillow,

« As one enamoured is upborne in dream
Q’er lily-paven lakes ‘mid silver mist,
"T'o wondrous music, so this Shape might seem

« Partly to tread the waves with feet which kissed 370
The dancing foam ; partly to glide along
The air which roughened the moist amethyst,

JOr the faint morning beams that fell among
The trees, or the soft shadows of the trees;
And her feet ever, to the ceascless song

« (Of leaves, and winds, and waves, and birds, and bees,
And falling drops, moved in a measure new
Yet sweet, as on the summer-evening breeze,

“Up from the lake a shape of golden dew i}ﬂ’;
Between two rocks, athwart the rising moan, 280
Dances i the wind, where never eagle flew ;

« And still har feet, no less than the sweet tune
§..To which they moved, scemed as they moved, to blot
 The thoughts of him who gazed on them ;, and soon

« All that was, scemed as if it had been not;
And all the gazer’s mind was sirewn beneath
Her feet like embers ; and she, thought by thought,

¢ Trampled its sparks into the dust of death;
As Day upon the threshold of the East
Treads ont the lamps of night, until the breath 490
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¢ Of darkness re-illumine even the least
Of Heaven’'s living eyes—1Like day she came,
Making the night a drcamn; and ere she ceased

“To move, as one between desire and shame
Syspended, I smd—* If, as 1t doth seem,
Thou comest from the realm without a name,

“¢Into this valley of perpetual dream,
Shew whence I came, and where I am, and why:
Pass not away upon the passing streamn,’

“< Arise and quench thy thivst, was her reply.
And as a shut lily, stricken by the wand
Of dewy morning’s vital alchemy,

“1 rose; and, bending at her sweet command,
Touched with faint hips the  cup she raised;
And suddenly my brain became as sand

“ Where the first wave had more than half erased
The track of deer on desert Labrador ;
Whilst the  wolf, from which they fled amazed,

# Leaves his stamp vistbly upon the shore,
Until the second bursts ;—so on my sight
Burst a new vision, never seen before ;

« And the fair Shape waned in the coming light,
As veil by veil the silent splendour drops
From Lucifer, amid the chrysolite

#
LA

Ve Of sunrise, ere it tinge the mountain-tops ;
And as the presence of that fairest planet,
Although unseen, is felt by one who hopes

“That his day’s path may end, as he began i,
In that star’s smile, whose light is like the sceut
Of a jonquil when evening breezes fan it,

“Or the soft note in which his dear lament
The Brescian shepherd breathes, or the caress
That tumed his weary slumber to content ;

%S0 knew I in that light's severe excess
'Phe preseiice of that Shape whigh on the stream
Whived; as I maved along the wilderness,

4

40
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« More dimly than a day-appearing drcam,
The ghost of a forgotten form of sleep,
\ light of Heaven, whose half-extmguished beam

L . . » * *

¢ Through the sick day in which we wake to weep,
Glimnmers, forever sought, forever lost; -
5o did that Shape its obscure tenour keep

« Buside my path, 4s silent as o ghost.
But the new Vision, and the cold brght car,
With solemn speed and stunmnmg music, crost

«The forest ; and as if from <ome dread war
Trinmphantly 1eturning, the lood million
Ficreely entolled the tortune of hier star. -

« \ moving arch of victory the vermihon
And green and azure plumes of Irs had
Built high over her wind-winged pawilion,

« And, underneath, setherial glory clad

The wilderness, and far before her flew

The tempest of the splendour, which forbade'
At i-

«Shadow to fall from leaf and stone ;/the crew

Seemed in that light, like atomies to dance

Within a sunbeam ;}-some upon the new

« Embroidery of flowers, that did enhance
The grassy vesture of the desert, played,
Forgetful of the chariot’s swift advance ;

« Others stood gazing, till within the shade
Of the great mountain its hght left them dim;
Others outspeeded it ; and others made

 Circles around it, like the clouds that swim
Round the high moon in a bright sea of air;
And more did follow, with exulting hymn,

% The chariot and the captives fettered there i
But all like bubbles on an eddying flood
Fell into the same track at last, and were

« Borne onward.—I among the muititude
Was swept : me, sweetest flowers delayed not long ;
Me; not the shadow nor the solitude; .

137
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“ Me, not that falling stream’s Lethean song; .
Me, not the phantom of that early Form,
Which moved upon its motion :—but among

I
V4 The thickest billows of that living storm
I plunged, and bared my bosom to the chme
Of that cold light, whose ars too soon defoiny.

« Before the chariot had begun to climb
The opposing steep of that mysterious dell, &0
Behold a wonder worthy of the rthyme

¢« QOf him whom {rom the lowest depths of hell,
Through every paradise and through all glory,
Love led serene, and who returned to tell,

“In words of hate and awe, the wondrous story
How all things are transfigured except Love ;
For deaf as is a sea, which wrath makes hoary,

“The world can hear not the sweet notes that move
The sphere whose Light 15 melody to lovers : —

A wonder worthy of his thyme. The grove 48
* Grew dense with shadows to its inmost covers,

The earth was grey with phantoms, and the air

Was peopled with dim forms, as when there hovers

¢ A flock of vampire-bats before the glare
Of the tropic sun, bringing, ere evening,
Strange night upon some Indian isle ;—thus were

“ Phantoms diffused around ; and some did fling
Shadows of shadows, yet unlike themselves,
Behind them ; some like eaglets on the wing

«Were lost in the white day ; others like elves
Danced in a thousand unimagined shapes
Upon the sunny streams and grassy shelves ;

« And others sate chattering like restless apes
On vulgar hands,

Some made a cracle of the ermined capes

SOf kingly mantles ; some across the tiar
Of pontiffs sate like vultures ; others played
Upider the crown which girt with empire
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A
« A baby's 0. an idiot's brow, and made
Their nests in it.  The old anatomies 500
Sate hatching their bare hroods under the shade

« Of demon wings, and laughed from their dead eyes
To re-assuine the delegated power
Avrayed in which thuse worms did monarchize

« Who made this earth their charnel. Others more
Humble, Ithe falcons, sate upon the fist
Of coumnon men, and round their heads did soar ;

# Or hke small gnats and fies, as thick as mist
On evening maishes, thronged about the brow
Of luwyers, statesmen, priest and theorist; — 510

« And others, like discoloured flakes of s1ow,
On fairest bosoms and the sunmest haw
Fell, and were melted by the youthful glow

# Which they extinguished ; and, like tears, they were
A vell to those from whose faint lids they rained
In drops of smrow. I became aware

« Of whence those forms proceeded which thus siained
The track in which we moved. After hrief space,
From every form the beauty slowly waned ;

« From every firmest limb and fairest face 520
The strength and freshness fell like dust, and left
The action and the shape without the grace

¢ Of life. 'The marble brow of youth was cleft
With eare; and in those eyes where once hope shone,
Desire, like a lioness bereft

« Of her last cub, glared ere it died; each one
(3f that great crowd sent forth incessantly
These shadows, numerous as the dead leaves blown

“\ﬁ] autumn evening from a poplar-tree,
Hach like himeelf and like each other were 530
At first ; but some, distorted, seemed Lo be

# Ohseare elouds, moulded by the casual air;
Aud of 1his stoff the car’s ereative ray
Wrought all the busy phantoms that were thers,
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¢ As Lthe sun shapes the clouds ; thus on the JE«ray
Mask after mask {cll from the countenance
And form of all ; and long before the day

“ Was old, the joy which waked like Heaven's glance
The sleepers in the oblivious valley, died ;

And some grew weary of the ghastly dance, 540
“ And fell, as I have fallen, by the way-side ;—

Those soonest from whose forms most shadows past,

And least of strength and beauly did abide.”

“Then, what is Lafe ? ™ I cried.—The cripple cast
s eye upon the car, which now had rolled
Onward, as if that look must be the last,

And answered, “ Happy those for whom the gold
o

CANCELLED OPENING OF THE TRIUMPH
OF LITE

Our of the eastern shadow of the Earth
Amid the clouds upon its margin grey,
Seattered by Night to swathe in its bright birth

In gold and fleecy snow the infant Day,
The glorious Sun arose ; beneath his light
The earth and all



POEMS OF 1814-15
STANZA, WRITTEN AT BRACKNELL

(Mancu 1814)

HY dewy looks sink in my breast;
Thy gentle words stir poison there ;

Thon hast disturbed the only rest

That was the portion of despair!
Subdued to Duty’s hard controal,

1 could have borne my wayward lot:
The chaing that bind this ruined soul

Had cankered then—but crushed it not.

STANZAS.—ArriL, 1814

i

WAY ! the moor is dark beneath the moon,
Rapid clouds have drunk the last pale beam of even :
Away! the gathering winds will call the darkness soon,
And profoundest midnight shroud the serene lights of
Heaven.
Pause not! The time is past! Every voice cries, Away!
Tempt not with one last tear thy friend’s ungentle mood :
Thy lover's eye, so glazed and cold, dares not entreat thy
stay :
Duty and dereliction guide thee back to solitude.

1.

Away, away | to thy sad and silent home
Pour bitter tears on its desolated hearth
Watch the dira shades as like ghosts they go and come,

And complicate strange webs of melancholy mirth.
41
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The leaves of wasted auntumn-woods shall' float aronnq
thine head :
The blooms of dewy Spring shall gleam beneath thy
feet:
But thy soul or this world must fade in the frost that ind,
the dead,
Ere mudnight’s frown and mormng’s smile, ere thou ang
peace may meet.

1L

The cloud-shadows of midnight possess their own repose,
For the weary winds ave silenl, or the moon is in the
deep:
Sume respile o its turbulence unresting ocean knows ;
Whatever moves, or Loils, or grieves, hath its appointed
sleep.
Thou in the grave shalt rest :—yet till the phantoms flec
Which that house and heath and garden made dear to
thee erewhile,
Thy remembrance, and repentance, and deep musings are
not free
From the music of two voices and the light of one
sweet smile.

TO HARRIET
(May 1814)

I

HY look of love has power to ealm
The stormiest passion of my soul;
Thy gentle words are drops of balm
In Life’s too bitter bowl;
No grief is mine, but that alone
These choicest blessings I have known.

11,

Harriet! if all who long to live
In the warm sunshine of thine eye,
That price beyond all pain must give,—
eneath thy scorn to die;
Then heart thy chosen own too Inte
Hia heart most worthy of thy hate,
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.

Be thou, then, one among mankind
Whose heart is harder not for state,
Thou only virtuous, gentle, kind,
Amid a world of hate ;
And by a slight endurance seal
A fellow-being's lusting weal.

Iv.
For pale with anguish is his cheek,
His breath comes fast, his eyes are dim,
Thy namne is strugghng ere he speal,
Weak is each trembling limb ;
In merey let hum not endure
The misery of a fatal cure.

V.

Oh, trust for once no errng guide!
Bid the remorseless feeling flee;
*Tis malice, "lis revenge, “tis pride,
"Tis anything but thee;
Oh, deign a nobler pride to prove,
And pity if thou canst not love.

TO MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT
GODWIN

(June 1814)

I,

INE eyes were dim with tears unshed ;
Yes, I was firm—thus wert not thou ;—
My baffled looks did yearn yet dread
To meet thy looks—I eould not know
How anxiously they sought to shine
With soothing pity upon mine,

" 1.

To sit and curb the soul’s mute rage
Which preys upon itself alone
To curse the life which is the cage
Of fettered grief that dayes not groan,
Hiding from many a carcless eye
The scoméd load of agony
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11T,

Whilst thou alone, then not regarded,
The thou alone should be :—
To spend years thus, and be rewarded,
As thou, sweet love, requited me
‘When none were near—oh ! I did wake
From torture {for that moment’s sake.

.
Upon my heart thy accents sweet
Of peace and mty fell like dew
On flowers half dead ;—thy lips did mcet
Mine tremblingly ; thy dark eyes threw
Their soft persuasion on my brain,
Channing away its drearn of pain.

v.

‘We are not happy, sweet! our state
Is strange and full of doubt and fear;
More need of words that ills abate j—
Reserve or censure come not near
Our sacred friendship, lest there be
No solace left for thee and me.

VI.
Gentle and good and mild thou art,
Nor can I Iive if thou appear
Aught but {hyself, or turn thine heart
Away from me, or stoop to wear
The mask of seorn, although it be
To hide the love thou feel'st for me.

TO — -

ET look on me—take not thine eyes away,”
Which feed upon the love within mine own,

Which i3 indeed but the reflected ray

Of thine own beauty from my spirit thrown,
Yet speak to me = thy voice iz as the tone

Of my heart's eeho; and I think I hear

That thou yet lovest me 3 yet thou alone
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Like one before a mirror, without eave
Of aught but thine own features, v 1ged there,

L4 ~ + '

And yet I wear out life in watching thee,—
A toil so sweet al times ; and thou 1ndeed
Art kind when I am sick, and pityest me.

AAKPTED AIOIZQ TIOTMON ’ATIOTMON

1.

H, there are spirits of the air,
And genn of the evenung breeze,
And gentle ghosls, with eyes as fair
As star-beams among twilight trees :(—
Such lovely ininisters to meet
Oft hast thou turned from mcn thy lonely feel.

1IN

With mountain winds, and babbling springs,
And moonlight seas, that are the voice
Of these inexplicable things,
Thou didst hold commure, and rejoice
When they did answer thee; but they
Cast, like a worthless boon, thy love away.

IH.

And thou hast sought in starry eyes
Beams that were never meant for thine,
Another’s wealth :—tame sacrifice
To a fond faith! Still dost thon pine?
Still dost thou hope that greeting hands,
Voiee, looks, or lips, may answer thy demands?

.

1v.

Ah! wherefore didst thou huild thine hope
On the false earth’s inconstaney ?
Did thine own mind afford ne scope
Of love, or moving thoughts to thee,
That natural scenes or human smiles
Could sten) the power to wind thee in their wiles?
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V.

Yes, all the faithless smiles are fled
Whose falsehood left thee broken-hearted ;
The glory of the moon is dead ;
Night’s ghosts and dreams have now departed ;
Thine own soul still is true to thee,
But changed to a foul fiend through misery.

vi.

This fiend, whose ghastly presence ever
Beside thee like thy shadow hangs,
Dream not to chase ;—the mad endeavour
Would scourge thee to severer pangs.
Be as thon art.  Thy settled fate,
Dark as it is, all change would aggravate.

MUTABILITY

1.

E are as clouds that veil the midnight moon ;
How restlessly they speed, and gleam, and quiver,
Streaking the darkness radiantly l—yet soon
Night closes round, and they ave lost forever:

11,

Or like forgotten lyres, whose dissonant strings
Give various response to each varying blast;

To whose frail frame no second motion brings
One mood or modulation like the last.

IIL.

We rest :—a dream has power to poison sleep;

We rise :—one wandering thought pollutes the d?.y;
We feel, conceive or reason, laugh or weep;

Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away:

Iv.

It is the same !—For, be it joy or sorrow,

The path of its departare still is free :
Man’s yesterday nay ne'er be like his morrow ;
-~ Nonght may endure but Mutability.
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ON DEATH

There is no work, nor device, nor knowledze, nor wisdom, in the
grave, whither thou goest,—Zeclesiastes.

I

HE pale, the cold, and the moony smile
Which the meteor beam of a starless night
Sheds on a lonely and sea-girt isle,
Lre the dawning of morn’s undoubted light,
Is the flame of Life so fickle and wan
That flits roand our steps till their strength is gone,

.

O man ! hold thee on in courage of soul
Through the stormy shades of thy worldly way,
And the billows of cloud that around thee roll
Shall sleep in the light of a wondrous day,
Where Hell and Heaven shall leave thee free
To the universe of Destiny.

1.

This world is the nurse of all we know,
This world is the mother of all we feel,
And the coming of death is a fearful hlow
To a brain unencompassed with nerves of steel ;
When ail that we know, or feel, or see,
Shall pass like an unreal mystery.

v.

The secret things of the grave are there,
Where all but this frame must surely be;
Though the fine-wronght eye and the wondrous car
No longer will live to hear or to see
All that is great and all Lthat is siranye
In the boundless realm of unending chauge.
'
. V.
Who telleth a tale of unspeaking death ?
Who lifteth Lhe veil of what is to vome?
Who painteth the shadows that are beneath
The wide-winding caves of he peopled Loml
Or uniteth the hopes of what shall be
With the fears and the love for that which we see’
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A SUMMER-EVENING CHURCH-YARD

LECHDALE, GLOUCESTERSHIRE
(Seet. 1815)

I

HE wind has swept from the wide atmosphere
Each vapour that obscured the sunset’s ray ;
And palhd Evening Lwines its beaming hair
In duskier braids around the langmd eyes of Day :
Silence and T'wilight, unbeloved of men,
Creep hand in hand from yon obscurest glen.

IL.

They breathe their spells towards the departing day,
Fncompassing the carth, air, stars, and sea ;
Light, sound, and motion own the potent sway,
Responding to the charm with its own mystery.
The winds are still, or the dry church-tower grass
Knows not their gentle motions as they pass.

HI.

Thou too, aerial Pile! whose pinnacles
Point from one shrine like pyramids of fire,
Obeyest in silence their sweet solemn spells,
Clothing in hues of Heaven thy dim and distant spire,
Around whose lessening and invisible height
Gather among the stars the clouds of night.

Iv.

The dead are sleeping in their sepulchres :

And, mouldering as they sleep, a thrilling sound
Half sense, half thought, among the darkness stirs,
Breathed from their wormy beds all living things around
And mingling with the still night and mute sky

Its awful hush is felt inaudibly.

.
Thus solemnized and softened, death 15 mild
And terrorless as this sevenest night
Here could I hope, like some enquiring child
Sporting on graves, thatsdeath did hide from human sight
Sweet secrets, or beside its breathless sleep
. Fhat loveliest dreams perpetual wateh did keep.
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TO WORDSWORTH

OFET of Nature, thou hast wept to know
That thiugs depart which never may return:

Childhood and youth, friendship and love’s first glow,

Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee to mourn,
These common woes I feel.  One loss is mine

Which thou too feel'st, yet T alone deplore
Thou wert as u lone star, whose light did shine

On some frail bark m Winter's midnight rouy:
Thou hwt like to o rock-bult refuge stood
Above the blind and batihng multitude ;
In honoured poverty thy voice did weave

Songs conseerate to truth and hiberty j—
Deserting these, thou leavest me to gricve,

Thus having buen, that thou shouldst eease to be,

FEELINGS OF A REPUBLICAN ON
THE FALL OF BONAPARTE

HATED thee, fallen tyrant! I did groan
Ta think fhat a most unambitious slave,
Like thou, shouldst dance and revel on the grave
Of Liberty. 'Thou mightst have built thy throne
Where it had stood even now: thou didst prefer
A frail and bloody pomp which Time has swept
In fragments towards obhvion, Massagre,—
For this I prayed,—would on thy sleep have crept,
Treacon and Slavery, Rapine, Fear, and Lust,
And stifled thee, their minister, I know
Too Iate, since thow and France are in the dust,
That Virtue owns a more eternal foe
Than Force or Fraud: old Custom, legal Criwe,
And Bloody Faith the fonlest-birth of Time.

LINES
(Nov. 1813 or 1816)

4

HF cold carth slept below,
Above the cold sky shone ;
And all around,
With a chilling sound,
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From caves of ice and fields of snow,
The breath of night like death did flow
Beneath the sinking moon,

.

The wintry hedge was black,
The green grass was not seen,
The birds did rest,
On the bare thorn’s breast,
Whase roats, beside the pathway track,
Had bound their folds o’er many a crack
Which the frost had made between.

111,

Thinc eyes glowed in the glare
Of the moon’s dying light ;/
As a fen-fire’s beam
On a sluggish stream
Gleams dimly—so the moon shone there,
And it yellowed the strings of thy raven hair
That shook in the wind of night.

V.

The moon made thy lips pale, beloved ;
The wind made thy bosom chill ;
The night did shed
On thy dear head
Its frozen dew, and thou didst lie
Where the bitter breath of the naked sky
Might visit thee at will.
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THE SUNSET
TTIEILE late was One within whose subtle being,
T

As light and wind within some delicate cloud

1t fades amid the blae noon’s burning shy,
Grenius and Dealh contended. None mny know
The sweetness of the joy which made his breath
Fail, like the trances of the summer air,
When, with the Iady of his love, who then
First knew the nnreserve of mingled being,
He walked along the pathway of a field,
Which 4o the east a hoar wood shadowed o'er, 10
But to the west was open to the sky.
There now the sun had sunk ; bat lines of gold
Hung on the ashen clouds, and on the points
Of the far level grass and nodding flowers,
And the old dandelion’s hoary beard,
And, mingled with the shades of twilight, lay
On the brown massy wouds ; and in the east
The broad and burning moon lingeringly rose
Between the black trunks of the erowded trees,
While the faint stars were gathering overhead.— 20
Iy it not strange, Isabel,” said the youth,
¢ I never saw the sun?  We will walk here
To-morrow ; thou shalt luok op it with me.”

+ That night the youth and lardy mingled lay
‘In love and sleep ; but when the morning came
;Fhe }gjly found her lover dead and cold.
:Letfione belivve that God in merey gave

iThat stroke.  The lady died not, nor grew wild,
'But yeur by year Mved on s—in truth I think
Ier gentleness and patience and sad smiles, 10
Aud that she did not die, but hved to tend

Her agéd father, were a kind of madness,

If madness "tis to be unlike the world.

For but to see her were to vead the tale

151
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Woven by some subtlest bard to make hard hearls
Dissolve away in wisdom-working grief ;—

Her eyes weve black and lustreless and wan,

Her eyelashes were worn away with lears,

Her lips and cheeks were like things dead—so pale ;
Her hands were thin, and through their wandering veins
And weak articulations might be scen

Day’s ruddy light. The tomb of thy dead sclf

Which one vexed ghost inhabits, night and day,

Is all, Jost chuld, that now remains of thee!

40

«Inheritor of more than earth can give,
Passionless ealm and silence unreproved,—
Whether the dead find—oh, not sleep !—but rest,
And are the uncomplaining things they seem,
Or live, or drop in the deep sea of Love ;
Oh, that like thine, mine epitaph were—Peace!” 0
This was the only moan she ever made.

HYMN TO INTELLECTUAL BEAUTY

1.

’ l ‘HE awful shadow of some unseen Power
Floats, though unseen, amongst us,—visiting
This various world with as inconstant wing
As summer winds that creep from flower to ower;
Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower,
It visits with inconstant glance
Each human heart and countenance ;
Like hues and harmonies of evening,
Like clouds in starlight widely spread,
Like memory of music fled,
Like aught that for its grace may be
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery.

1E,

Spirit of Baawry, that dost consecrate
With thine own hues all thou dogt shine upon
Of human thought or form,—where art thou gone?
‘Why dost thou pass away and leave our state,
This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate ?
Ask why the sunlight not forever
Weaves rainbows o'er yon mountain river ;
Whyatght should faik ard fade that once is shewn ;
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Why fear and dream and death and bivth

Cast on the daylight of this earth

Such glovm,—why man has such o seope
For love and hate, despundency and hope.

1418

No vaice from some snblimer world hath ever
To sage or poet these responses given:
The refore the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven,
Remuin the records of Lheir vain endeavour:
Frail spells, whose ottered charin wmight not avail to sever,
rom all we hear and all we sve,
Doubt, chanee, wd mutability.
Thy light alone— ke mist o’cr mountains driven,
Or musie by the mght-wind sent
Through strings of somye still instrunent,
Or moeoulight on o midnight stream,
Gives grace and truth to life’s unquiet dream.

1V,

Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart
And come, for some uncertain momeunts lent.
Man were immortal, and omnipotent,

Didst thou, voknown and awful as thou art,

Keep with thy glorions train firm state within his heart.
Thou we-senger of sympathies
That wax and wane in lovers eyes;
Thou, that £o humnan thought arl nowrishment,
Like darkness to a dying flame!
Depart not as thy shadow came :
Depart not—lest the grave should le,
Like life and fear, u dark reality.

v.

While yet a boy, I sought for ghosts, and sped
Through many a listening chamber, cave and ruin,
And starlight wood, with fenrfal steps porsuing

Hopes of high talk with the departed dead.

I eatled £ pulsonous names with which our youth is fed :
# wasg not heard—I saw them not:—
When, musing deeply on the Jot
Of life, ab that sweet time when winds are wooing
Al vite) things that wake to bring
Nows of birds and blossomirg,—
Sudden, thy shadow fell on me;
I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy )



154 PERCY BYSSHE SHELLRY

VI

I vowed that I would dedicate my powers
To thee and thine: have I not kept the vow?
With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now
1 call the phantoms of a thousand Hours
Tach from his voiceless grave : ithey have in visioned bowers
Of studious zeal or love’s delight
Outwatched with me the envious night:

They know that never joy illumed my brow
Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst free
This world from its dark slavery,

That thou, O awful LoveLinuss,
Wouldst pive whate'er these words cannot express,

VIL

The day becomes more solemn and serene
When noon is past: there is a harmony
In Autumn, and a lustre in its sky,
Which through the Summer is not heard or seen,—
As if it could not be, as if it had not been!
Thus let thy power, which like the truth
Of Nature on my passive youth
Descended, to my onward life supply
Its calm,—to one who worships thee,
And every form containing thee,
Whom, Senrr fair, thy spells did bind
To fear himself, and love all humankind.

MONT BLANC

LINES WRITTEN IN THE VALE OF CHAMOUNI
(Jurv 1816)

1.

HE everlasting Universe of Things
Flows through the mind, and rolls its rapid waves,

Now dark—now glittering—now reflecting gloora——

Now lending splendour, where from secret springs

The source of human thought its tribute brings

Of waters,—with a sound but half its own,

SBuelh as a feeble brook will oft assume

In the wild woods, among the mountains lone,

Where waterfalls around it leap forever,

Where wonds and winds contend, and a vast river 10
o, Lver its rovks censelessly bursts and raves.
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1L

Thus thou, Ravine af Arve—dark, deep Ravine—
Thou many-coloured, many-voicéd vale,

Over whose pines, and crags, and caverns sail

Fast cloud-shadows and sunbewms @ awful scene,
Where Power in likeness of the Arve comes down
From the ice-gnlphs that givd his seeret throne,

Iiur ting througlt these dark mountains like the flame
Of hightning thro' the benpest s thou dost le,

Thy giant heood of pines around thee clinging, 20
Childeen of elder thae, in whose devotion

The chainless winds still come and cver came

To Jdrink their odoars, and their mighty swinging

To hear-—an old and solemm harmony

Thine carthly rainbews stretehed aeross the sweep
Of the etherial waterfull, whose veil

Rohes some unseulptured image ; the strange sleep
Which, when the voices of the desert fail,

Wraps all in its own deep eternity ;-—

Thy caverns ¢choing to the Arve’s commotion,— 3o
A loud, lone sound no other sound can tame ;

Thou art pervaded with that ceaseless rotion,

Thou art the path of that unresting sound—

Dizzy Ravine! and when I gaze on thee,

I secm as in a trance sublme and strange

To muse on my own separate phantasy,

My own, my human mind, which passively

Now renders and receives fast influeneings,

Holding an unremitting interchange

With the elewr Universe of Things around ; 40
One legion of wild thoughts, whose wandering wings
Now float above thy darlness, and now rest

Where that or thow urt no unbidden guest,

In the skill eave of the witeh Poesy ;

Seeking among the shadows that pass Ly

Ghosts of all things that are~—some shade of thee,
Some phantom, some faint image : il the breast
From whith they fled recalls them, thon arl there!

158,

Bome say that gleams of a remoler world

Visit the soul in sleep,~ ~that death Js slumber, 50
And that ats shapes the busy theaghts vutnumber

Of those who wake and live.—I look orn high ;

Has some unknown Omudpotence unfurled -
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The veil of life and death? or do I lie

In dream, and does the mightier world of sleep
Spread far around and inaccessibly

Its circles? For the very spirit fails,

Driven like a homeless cloud from steep to steep
Thal vanishes among the viewless gales!

Far, far above, picreing the infinite sky, 6o
Mont Blane appears,—still, snowy, and serene.

Its subject mountains their unearthly forms

Pile around it, ice and rock ; broad vales between

Of frozen floods, unfalhomable deeps,

Blue as the overhanging Heaven, that spread

And wind among the aceumulated steeps ;

A desert peopled l)iy the storms alone,

Save when the eagle brings some hunler’s bone,

And the wolf tracks her there. How hideously

[ts shapes are heaped around! rude, bave, and high, o
Ghastly, and scarred, and riven.—Is this the scene

Where the old Earthquake-demon tanght her young
Ruin? Were thesc their toys? or did a sea

Of fire envelop once this silent snow ?

None can reply : all seems eternal now.

The wilderness has a mysterious tongue

Which teaches awful doubt, or faith so mild,

So solemn, so serene, that man may be

But for such faith with Nature reconciled ;

Thou hast a voice, great Mountain, to repeal 8
Large codes of fraud and woe ; not understood

By all, but which the wise, and great, and good

Interpret, or make felt, or deeply feel.

1v.

The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the streams,
Ocean, and all the living things that dwell
Within the diedal earth; lighining, and rain,
Barthquale, and fiery flood, and hurricane,
The torpor of the year when feeble dreams
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep
Holds every future leaf and flower ;—the bound 90
With which from that detested trance they leap;
The works and ways of man, their death and birth,
And that of him and all that his may be;
All things that move and breathe, with toil and sound
Are born and die ; revolve, subside and swell,
Power dwells spart in its tranquillity,
~Hemote, serene, and accessible ¢
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And his, the naked eountenance of earth,

Ou which I gaze, even these primeasal mountains,

Teach the adverting mind. The glaciers creep 100
T.ike snakes that wateh their prey, from ther far fountains,
Slow rolling on; theve, many a precipice

Frost and the Sun in seorn of mortal power

Have piled : dome, pyramid, and pinnacle,

A city of death, distinet with many a tower

And wall impregnable of beaming ice.

Yet not a eity, hut a Hood of ruin

s there, that from the boundarics of the oky

Holls s perpetual strema ;) vast pines are strewing

Loy destined path, or in the mangled «oil 1o
Branchless and shattered stand ; the rocks, drawn down
From yon vemodesl wiste, have overthrown

Fhe Hmits of the dewd and hiving world,

Never to be reclajued. The dwelling-place

Of inseets, beasts, and birds, becomes 1ts spoil 5

Their foud and thew retreat forever gone,

So much of life and joy is lost,  The race

Of man flies {ar in dread ; his work and dwelling

Vanish, like smoke before the tempest’s stremu,

And their place is not known. Belowm, vast caves 120
Shine in the rushing torrents’ restless gleam,

Which from those secret chasms i tumult welling

Meet in the Vale ; and one majestic River,

The breath and blood of distant lands, furever

Rolls its loud waters to the ocean waves,

Breathes its swifl vapowms to the civcling air,

V.
Mont Blauc yet gleams on high :—the Power is there,

The still and solemn power of many sights,

And many sounds, and much of life and death,

In the calm darkness of the moonless nights, 130
In the lone glare of day, the snows deseend

Upon that Mountain ; none beholds them there,

Nor whew the flakes burn in the sinking sun,

Or they star-beams dart through them —winds contend
Silentty there, and heap the snow with breath

Rapid and strong, but silently ! 1ts home

The voiecless lightning in these solitudes

Keeps innocently, and like yapour broods

Over the snow. The sceret Strength of Things

Which governs thought, ane to the infinite dome 40
Of Heaven ia as x law, inhabits thee | -
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And what weie thou, and earth, and siars, and ses,
If to the human mind's 1maginings
Silence and solitude were vacancy ?

CANCELLED PASSAGE OF MONT BLANC

THERE is a velce, not understood by all,
Sent fiom these desert caves It is the roar
Of the rent ice-cliff which the sunbeams eall,
Plunging mto the vale——it 1s the blast
Descending on the pines: the torrents pour

* * & *

FRAGMENT : HOME

EAR home, thou scene of earliest hopes and joys,
The least of which wronged Memory ever makes
Bitterer than all thine unremembered tears.

FRAGMENT : HELEN AND HENRY

* * * *
A shovel of his ashes took
Trom the hearth’s obscurest nook,
Muttering mysteries as she went.
Helen and Henry knew that Granny
Was as much afraid of ghosts as any,
And so they followed hard—
But Helen clung to her brother’s arm,
And her own spasm made her shake.
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MARIANNE'S DREAM

I

PALT Dream came to o Lady fair,
And sud, © A boon, a boon, I pray !
I know the secrets of the am,
And things are lost i the glare of day,
Which I can make the sleeping see,
If they will put their trust m me.

1L,

And thou shalt know of things unknown,
If thon wilt let me rest belween

The veiny lids, whose fringe 15 thrown
Over thine eyes so dark and sheen:”

And half in hope. and half in fright,

The Lady closed her eyes so bnght,

1%,

At first all deadly shapes were driven
Tumultuously across her sleep,

And o’er the vast cope of bending Heaven
Al ghastly-visaged clouds did sweep ;

Aud the Lady ever luoked to spy

If the golden sun shone forth on Ingh.

V.

And ns towards the east she barned,
she sow aloft in the moyning air,
Which now with hues of swnse burned,
A great black Anchor rising there;
And wherever the Lady tumned her eyes,
It hung before her in the skies,
150
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v.

The sky was blue as the summer sea,
The depths were cloudless overhead,
The air was calin as it could be,
There was no sight or sound of dread,
But that black Anchor floating still
Over the piny eastern hill,

Vi,

The Lady grew sick with a weight of feax,
To see that Anchor ever hanging,

And veiled her eyes; she then did hear
The sound as of a dim low clanging,

And looked abroad if she might know

Was it aught else, or bul the flow

Of the blood in her own veins, to and fro.

VIL

There was a mist in the sunless air,
‘Which shook as it were with an earthquake shack,
But the very weeds that blossomed there
Were moveless, and each mighty rock
Stood on its basis steadfastly ;
The Anchor was seen no more on high,

VIII,

But piled arovnd, with summits hid
In lines of cloud at intervals,
Stood many a mountain pyramid
Among whase everlasting walls
Two mighty cities shone, and ever
Through the red mist their domes did quiver.

X,

On two dread mountains, from whose crest,
Might seem, the eagle, for her brood,
Would ne’er have hung her dizzy nest,
Those tower-encircled cities stood.
A vision strange sucli towers to see,
Heulptured and wrought so gorgeously,
+ Where human art could never be.
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X,

And colwmns framed of marble white,
And giant fanes, dome over dome
Piled, and trimnphant gates, all bright
With workmanship, which could not come
From touch of mortal instrument,
Shot o'er the vales, or lusire lent
From its own shapes magnificent.

X1

But still the Tady heard that clang
Filling the wide aiv far away ;

And still the mist whose light did hang
Among the mountains shook alway,

Ho that the Lady's heart beat [ast,

As half in joy, and half aghast,

On those high domes her look she cast,

XII.

Sudden, from out that city sprung
A light that made the earth grow red ;
Two Samesz that each with quivering fongue
Licked its high domes, and overhead
Among those mighty towers and fanes
Dropped fire, as a voleano rains
Ite sulphurous ruin on the plains,

Xui.

And hark! a rush as if the deep

Had burst its bonds ; she looked behingd
And saw over the western steep

A raging flood descend, and wind
Through that wide vale; she felt no fear,
But sald within herself, ' Tis clear
These towers are Nature's own, and she
To save them has sent forth the gea.”

XV,

And now those raging billows came
Where that fair Lady sate, and <he
Was borne towards the showering flame
By the wild waves heaped tumultuously,
And on a little plank, the flow
Qf the whirlpool bore her to and fro.
L6
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XV,
The flames were fiercely vomited

From every tower and every dome,
And dreary light did widely shed

O’er that vast flood’s suspended foam,
Beneath the smoke which hung its night
On the stained cope of Heaven's light.

XVIL

The plank whereon that Lady sate

Was driven thro” the chasms, about and about,
Between the peaks so desolate

Of Lhe drowning mountains, in and out,
As the thistle-beurd on a whirlwind sails—
Whale the flood was filling those hollow vales.

XVIIL

At last her plank an eddy crost,
And bore her to the city’s wall,

Whieh now the flood had reached almost 3
It might the stoutest heart appal

To hear the five roar and hiss

Through the domes of those mighty palaces.

XVIII,

The eddy whirled her round and round
Before a gorgeous gate, which stood

Piercing the clonds of smoke which bound
Its aery arch with light like blood ;

She looked on that gate of marble clear,

With wonder that extinguished fear.

XI1X.

For it was filled with sculptures rarest,

Of forms most beautiful and strange,
Like nothing human, but the faivest

Of wingéd shapes, whose legions range .
Throughout the sleep of those that are,
Like this sume Lady, good and fair.

XX,

And as she looked, still lovelier grew
Those marble firms ;—the sculptor, sure,
Was a strong spirit, and the hue
Of his own mind did there endure
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After the touch, whose power had braided
Buch grace, was 10 some sad change faded.

XXI.

She looked,—the flames were dim, the flood
Grew tranquil as a woodland river
Winding through hills in solitude ;
Those marble shapes then scemed to quiver,
And their fair himbs to float in motion,
Like weeds unfolding in the ocean.

xxir,

And their lips moved ; one scemed to speak,—
When suddenly the mountain erackt,

And through the chasm the flood did break
With an earth-uphfting cataraet :

The statues gave a joyous scream,

And on its wings the pale thin Dream

Lifted the Lady from the stream.

Xxnr.

The dizay Bight of that phantom pale
Waked the fair Lady from her sleep,
And she arose, while from the veil
Of her dark eyes the Dream did creep;
And she walked about as one who knew
That sleep has sights as clear and true
As any waking eyes can view.

TO CONSTANTIA, SINGING

I

B ASE, cease t—for such wild lessons madmen learn,
Thas to be lost, and thus to sink and die,
Perchanee were death indeed l—Constantia, turn |
In thy dark eyes a power like light doth lie ;
#Miven though the sounds its voice that were
Between [thy] lips me laid to sleep,
Within thy breath, and on thy hair
Like odour it is {lingering] yet,
And from thy teuch like five doth leap.
Even while I write, my burning cheeks are wet =—
Alas, that the torn hemt can bleed, but not forget !
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II.

A breathless awe, like the swift change
Of dreams unscen, but fell in youthful stumbers,
Wild, sweel, yet incommunicably strange,
Thou breathest now in fast-ascending numbers,
The cope of Heaven seems rent and cloven
By the inchanlmenl of thy strain,
And on my shoulders wings are woven,
To follow 1its sublime carcer,
Beyond Lhe mighty moons that wane
Upon the verge of Nalure’s ulmost sphere,
Till the world’s shadowy walls are past and disappear.

I
Her voice is hovering o’er my soul—it lingers
O’ershadowing it with soft and lulling wings ;
The blood and life within those snowy fingers
Teach witcheraft to the instrumental strings.
My brain is wild, my breath comes quick—
The blood is listening in my frame,
And thronging shadows, fast and thicl,
Fall on my overflowing eyes ;
My heart is quivering like a {lame;
As morning dew, that in the sunbeam dies,
I am dissolved in these consuming ecstasies.

.

I have no life, Constantia, now, but thee,
Whilst, like the world-surroundmng air, thy song
Flows on, and fills all things with melody.—
Now is thy voice a tempest swift and strong,
On which, like one in trance upborne,
Secure o’er rocks and waves I sweep,
Rejoicing like a cloud of morn:
Now 'tis the breath of summer night,
Which when the starry waters sleep,
Round western isles, with incense-blossoms bright,
Lingering, suspends my soul in its voluptuous flight.

FRAGMENT : TO ONE SINGING

Y spirit like a charméd bark doth swim
Upon the liquid waves of thy [sweet singing],
~ar, far away into the regions dim
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Of rapture—as < a> boat, with swifl sails winging
Its way adown some many-winding river,
Speeds thro” dark forests o’er the waters swinging.

TO CONSTANTIA

1.

HE red rose that drinks the fountain-dew
In the fragrant air of noon,
Grows pale and blue with altered hue—
In the gaze of the nightly moon ;
Fur the planct of Frost, so cold and bright,
Makes it wan with borrowed light.

In.
Such is my heart :—roses are fair,

And that at best 2 withered blossom ;
But thy false care did idly wear

Its withered leaves in a faithless bosom ; °
And fed with love, like air and dew,
Its growth

FRAGMENT : TO MUSIC

ILVER key of the fountain of tears,
‘Where the spirit drinks till the brain is wild ;
Softest grave of a thousand fears,
Where their mother, Care, like 2 drowsy child,
Is 1aid asleep in flowers.

ANOTHER FRAGMENT TO MUSIC

O, Music, thou are not the ‘food of Love,
Unless Love feeds upon its own sweet self,
Till it becomes all Music murmurs of,

"TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR

L

HY country’s curse is onthee, darkest crest

Of that foul, knotted, many-headed worm,

Which rends our Mother's bosom I—Priestly Pest!
Masked Resurrection of a buried Form !
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1L

Thy country’s eurse is on thee! Justice sold,
Truth trampled, Nature’s landmarks overthrown,
And heaps of fraud-accumnlated gold,
Plead, lond as thunder, al Destruction’s throne.

111,

And whilst that slow sure Angel, which aye stands
Watching the beck of Mulability,

Delays to execute her high commands,
And, though a nation weeps, spares thine and thee,

1v.

Oh let a father’s curse be on thy soul,
And let a danghter’s hope be on thy tomb,
And both on thy grey head a leaden cowl,
To weigh thee down to thine approaching doom !

V.

I curse thee by a parent’s outraged lave,
By hopes long cherished and too lately lost,
By gentle feelings thou couldst never prove,
By griefs which thy stern nalnre never crost:

VI

By those infantine smiles of happy light,
Which were a fire within a stranger’s hearth,
Quenched even when kindled, in untimely night
Hiding the promise of a lovely birth :

vIL
By those unpractised accents of young speech,
‘Which he who is a father thought to frame
To gentlest lore, such as the wisest teach j—
Thou strike the lyre of mind! Oh grief and shame !

vrr.

By all the happy see in childven’s growth—
That undeveloped flower of budding years—
_Sweetness and sadness interwoven both,
Source of the sweetest hopes and saddest fears :
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1X.

By all the days under an hireling’s care
Of dull constraint and bitter Lheaviness ;

Oh, wretched ye, if ever any were,—
Sadder than orphans, yet not fatherless !

X.

By the fulse cant, which on their innocent lips
Must hang like poison on an opening bloom,

By the dark creeds which cover with eclipse
Their pathway from Lhe cradle to the tomb :

XI.

By thy most impious Hell, and all it terror,
By all the grief, the madness, and the guilt

Of thine impostures, which must be their error,—
That sand on which thy crumbling power is built:

XII.

By thy complicity with lust and hate,

Thy thirst for tears, thy hunger after gold,
The ready frands which ever on thee wait,

The servile arts in which thou hast grown old :

XIn.
By thy most killing sneer, and by thy smile,

By all the snares and nets of thy black den,
And—for thou canst outweep the crocodile—

By thy false tears—those millstones braining men:

Xiv,

By all the hate which checks a father's love,
By all the scorn which kills a father’s carc,

By {3se most impious hands that daved remove
Nature’s high bounds ; by thee—and by despair—

xv
Yes, the despair which bids a father, groan,
And cry, “ My children are no longsr mine;
The blood within those veins may be mine own,
But, Tyrant, their polluted souls are thine : -
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xvi

I curse thee, though I hate thee not ;—O slave !

If thou couldst quench the earth-consuming Hell
Of which thou art a demon, on thy grave

This curse should be a blessing. Fare thee well!

TO WILLIAM SHELLEY

L

HE billows on the beach are leaping around it,
The bark is weak and frail ;

The sea looks black, and the clouds that bound it
Darkly strew the gale.

Come with me, delightful child,

Come with me ; though the wave is wild,

And the winds are loose, we must not stay,

Or the slaves of the law may rend thee away.

L,

They have taken thy brother and sister dear,
They have made them unfit for thee;

They have withered the smile and dried the tear
‘Which should have been sacred to me.

To a blighting faith and a cause of crime

They have bound them slaves in youthly prime,

And they will curse my namme and thee

Because we fearless are and fiee.

I,

Come thou, belovéd as thou art
Another sleepeth still

Near thy sweet mother's anxious heart,
Which thou with joy shalt fill,

With fairest smiles of wonder thrown

On that which is indeed our own,

And which in distant lands will be

The dearest playmate unto thee,

1v.
Fear not the tyrants will rule fovever,
Or the priests of the evil faith ;
They stand on the brink of that raging viver,
=~ ~Whose waves 1hey have tainted with death.
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It is fed from the depth of a thousand dells,
Around thern it foams and rages and swells ;

And their swords and their sceptres I floating see,
Like wrecks on the surge of Eternity.

v

Rest, rest, shriek not, thou gentle child !
The rocking of the hoat thou fearest,

And the cold spray and the elamour wild ?—
There, sit between us two, thou dearest—

Me and thy mother: well we know

The storm at which thou tremblest so,

With all its dark and hungry giaves,

Less eruel than the savage slaves

Who hunt us o’er these sheltering waves.

V1.

This hour will in thy memory
Be a dream of days forgotten long;
We soon shall dwell by the azure sea
Of serene and golden Italy,
Or Greece, the Mother of the free.
And I will teach thine infant tongue
To call upon those heroes old
In their own language, and will mould
Thy growing spirit in the flame
Of Grecian lore ; that by such name
A patriot’s birthright thou mayst claim !

CANCELLED PASSAGES OF THE POEM
TO WILLIAM SHELLEY

&)
Tue world is now our dwelling-place;
Wherer the carth one fading trace
Of what was great and free does keep,
T*at is our home !
Mild thoughts of man’s ungentle race
Shall our contented exile veap:
For who that in some happy place
His own free thoughts can freely chase
By woods aud waves, can clothe his face
In cynic smiles? Child! we shall weep
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this lament ;
The memory of thy grievous wrong
Will fade
But Genius is omnipotent
To hallow

ON FANNY GODWIN

ER voice did quiver as we parted,
Yet knew I not that heart was broken
Yrom which it came,—and I departed
Heeding not the words then spoken.
Misery—O Misery,
This world is all too wide for thee.

DEATH

L

HEY die—the dead return not. Misery
Sits near an open grave and calls them over,
A Youth with hoary hair and haggard eye.

They are the names of kindred, friend, and lover,
Which he so feebly calls: they all are gone—
Fond wretch, all dead !—Those vacant names alone,

This most familiar scene, my pain,
These tombs,—alone remain,

i,
Misery, my sweetest friend—oh, weep no more!
Thou wilt not be consoled :—I wonder not !
For I have seen thee from thy dwelling’s door
Watch the ealm sunset with them, and this spob
Was even as bright and calm, but transitory ;
And now thy hopes are gone, thy hair is hoary;
This most familiar scene, my pain,
These tombs,—alone remain,

LINES
(Nowv. 5, 1817)

HAT time is dead forever, child,
Drowned, frozén, dead forever!
We look on the past
And stare aghast



A HATE-SONG

At the speclres wailing, pale and ghast,
Of hopes which thou and I beguiled
To death on life’s dark river.

The stream we gazed on then, rolled by ;
Its waves are unreturning ;
But we yet stand
In a lone land,
Like tombs Lo mark the memory
Of hopes and fears which fade and flee
In the light of life’s dim morning,

LINES TO A CRITIC

ONEY from silkworms who can gather,
l I Or silk from the yellow bee?
e grass may grow in winter weather
As soon as hate in me.

Hate men who cant, and men who pray,
And men who rail like thee;

An equal passion to repay
They are not coy like me,

Or seek some slave of power and gold,
To be thy dear heart’s mate ;

Thy love will move that bigot cold,
Sooner than me thy hate.

A passion like the one I prove
Cannot divided be

1 hate thy want of truth and love—
How should I then hate thee?

A HATE-SONG

HATER be came and sat by a diteh,
A And he took out s old eracked lute;
A

171

nd he sang a song which was more of » sereech

'(ainst a woman that was s brute.
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OZYMANDIAS

MET a traveller from an antigue land
Who said: “Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert... Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculplor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal these words appear:
¢ My name is Ozymandias, king of kings :
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!’
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands siretch far away.”

OZYMANDIAS
(FRAGMENT OF AN EARLIER DRAFT)

[Taere stands by Nile a single pedeslal,
On] which two trunkless legs of ernmbling stone
Quiver thro’ sultry mist; beneath ihe sand
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whase frown
And wrinkled lips impatient of command
Betray some sculptor’s art, whose

FRAGMENT : « MIGHTY EAGLE”

IGHTY eagle! thou that soarest
O’er the misty mountain forest,
And amid the light of morning
Like a cloud of glory hiest,
And when night descends defiest
The embattled tempests’ warning !

FRAGMENT : OTHO

i

HOU wert not, Cassius, and thou couldst not be,
Last of the Romans,—tlhough thy memory claim
From Brutus his own glory, and on thee
. Rests the full splendour of his sacred fame ;
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Nor he who dared make the foul tyrant quail
Amid his cowering senate with thy name,—

Though thou and he were greal; it will avail

To thine own fame that Otho’s should not fail.

I1.

"Twill wrong thee not—thou wouldst, if thou couldst feel,
Abjure such envious fame : great Otho died
Like thee—he sanctified his country’s steel,
At once the tyrant and tyrannicide,
In his own blood. A deed it was to bring
Tears from all men—though full of gentle pride,
Such pride as from impetuous Jove may spring,
That will not be refused its offering.
& *® * i

FRAGMENTS

PropapLy mteNpEp ror OTHO

ey
Tuose whom nor power, nor lying faith, nor toil,
Nor Custom, gqueen of many slaves, makes blind,
Have ever grieved that man should be the spoil
Of his own weakness, and with earnest mind
Fed hopes of its redemption ; these recur
Chastened by deathful victory now, and find
Foundations in this foulest age, and stir
Me whom they cheer to be their minister.

@
Dark is the realm of grief; but human things
Those may not know who cannot weep for them,

FRAGMENT : THE SOARING MIND

NCE more descend
The shadows of my soul upon mankind ;.
For to those hearts with whicl they never blend,
Thoughts are but shadows which the flashing mind
From the swift. clouds which track its flight of fire,
Casts on the gloomy world ik leaves behind.
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FRAGMENT : A CLOUD-CHARIOT

H that a chariot of cloud were mine!
Q Of cloud which the wild tempest weaves in air,
‘When the moon over the ocean’s line

Is spreading the locks of her bright grey hair.
Oh that a chariot of cloud were mine!
1 would sail on the waves of the billowy wind
To the mountain peak and the rocky lake,
And the

FRAGMENT : TO ONE FREED FROM
PRISON

OR me, my fiiend, if not that tears did tremble
In my faint eyes, and that my heart beat fast
With feelings which make raplure pain resemble,
Yet, from thy voice that Falsehood starts aghast
I thank thee. Let the tyrant keep
His chains and tears: yea, let him wecp
With rage to see thee freshly risen,
Like strength from slumber, from the prison,
In which he vainly hoped the soul to bind
Which on the chains must prey that fetter humankind.

FRAGMENT : SATAN AT LARGE

GOLDEN-WINGED Angel stood
Before the Eternal Judgment-seat:
His looks were wild, and Devils’ blood
Stained his dainty hands and feet.
the Father and the Son
Knew that strife was now begun.
They knew that Satan had broken his chaid,
And with millions of demons in his train,
Was ranging over the world agam.
Before the Angel had told his tale,
A sweet and a ereeping sound
Like the rushing of wings was heard around ;
And suddenly the lamps grew pale—
The lamps, before the Archangels seven,
» ~That burn continuslly in Heaven.
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FRAGMENT : UNSATISFIED DESIRE

O thirst and f{ind no fill— to [wail] and wander
With short unsteady steps—to pause and ponder—

To feel the blood run thro’ the veins, and tingle
Where busy thought and blind sensation mingle ;
T'o nurse the image of unfclt caresses
Till [dizzy] imagiuation just possesses
The half-created shadow :—then all the night
Sick

FRAGMENT : LOVE IMMORTAL

EALTH and dominion fade into the mass
Of the great sea of human right and wrong,
When once from our possession they must pass ;
But love, though misdirected, 1s among
The things which are immortal, and surpass
All that frail stuff which will be, or which was,

FRAGMENT : ELUSIVE THOUGHTS

Y thoughts arise and fade in solitude ;
The verse that would invest them melts away
Like moonlight in the Heaven of spreading day;
How beautiful they were! how firm they stood,
Flecking the starry sky like woven pearl!

FRAGMENTS
FROM THE BODLEIAN MS.

&)
ERENE, in his unconquerable mighl,
Endued, the Almighty King,—hiy steadfast throne
Encempassed snapproachably with power
dad darkness and deep solitude and awe,—
Stood like a black cloud on some aery cliff
Buahosoming its lightmng : in his sight
Unnumbered glorious spirits trembling stood
Like slaves before their Lord : prostrate around
Heaven's multitudes hymned everlasting praise.
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Sorr pillows for the fiends,
Of power to renovate their blighted pinions
For

(3)
ADDRESS TO THE HUMAN MIND

Tuou living light, thal in thy rainbow hues
Clothest this naked world ; and over Sea
And Earth and air, and all the shapes that be
In peopled darkness of this wondrous world,
The Spirit of thy glory dost diffuse ;
truth thou Vital Flame,
Mysterions Thought, that in this mortal frame
Of things, with unextinguished lustre burnest,
Now pale and famt, now high to Heaven upeurled ;

That &’er as thou dost languish, still returnest, 10
And ever
Before the before the Pyramids

So soon as from the Farth formless and rude
One living step had chased drear Solitude,
Thou wert, Thought ; thy brightness charmed the lids
Of the vast snake Eternity, who kept
The tree of good and evil.—

(4)
Anrise, sweet Mary, rise—
For the time is passing now

(5)
Hzien-no, wisdom and folly:
Heigh-ho, Edward and Mollys\i
He'll wear the willow and she'll wear the helly.
There's dear Mr. Mag going wild for our Dolly;
Let us follow him out to his in the colly
And bother him out of his melancholy.



POEMS OF 1818

TO THE NILE

ONTH after month the gathered rains descend
Drenching yon secret Althiopian dells,
And from the desert’s ice-girt pinnacles
Where I'rost and Heat in strange embraces blend
On Atlas, fields of moist snow half depend.
Girt there with blasts and meteors, Tempest dwells
By Nile's aerial urn, with rapid spells
Urging those waters to their mighty end.
O’er Egypt’s land of Memory floods are level,

And they are thine, O Nile: and well thou knowest 10

That soul-sustaining airs and blasts of evil

And fruits and poisons spring where'er thou flowest,
Beware, O Man—for knowledge must to thee
Like the great flood to Egypt, ever be.

PASSAGE OF THE APENNINES

ISTEN, listen, Mary mine,
To the whisper of the Apennine.

It bursts on the roof like the thunder’s roar,
Or like the sea on a northern shore,
Heard irvits raging ebb and flow
By the captives pent in the cave below.
The-Apennine in the light of day
¥'s mighty mountain dim and grey,
Which between the earth and sky doth lay;
But when night comes, a chaos dread
On the dim starlight then is spredd,
And the Apennine walks abroad with the storm,

Shrouding
17

o
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THE PAST

L

ILT thou forget the happy hours
Which we buried in Love’s sweet bowers,
Heaping over their corpses cold
Blossoms and leaves instead of mould ?
Blossoms which were the joys that fell,
And leaves, the hopes that yet remain,

1L,

Forget the dead, the past? Oh yet
There are ghosts that may take revenge for it,—
Memories that make the heart a tomb,»" 1 )
Regrets which glide through the spint's gloom,
And with ghastly whispers Lell !
That joy, once lost, is pain. *

ON A FADED VIOLET

L

HE odour from the flower is gone,
Which like thy kisses, breathed on me...
The eolowr from the flower is flown,
‘Which glowed of thee, and only thee!
IL .
A shrivelled, lifeless, vacant form,
It lies on my abandoned breast—
And mocks the heart which yet is warm,
With cold and silent rest.

IIL

I weep—my tears revive it not!

1 sigh—il breathes no more on me;
Its route and uncomplaining lot
Is such as mine should be.

SONNET

IFT not the painted veil which those who live
Call Life: though unreal shapes be pictured there,
nd it but mimie all we would believe,
~3¥ith colours idly spread :—behind, Jurk Fear
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And Hope, twin destinies; who ever weave
Their shadows o’er the chasm sightless and drear.
I knew one who had lifted it : he sought,
For his lost heart was tender, things to love,
But found them not, alas! nor was there aught
The world contains, the which he could approve. 10
Through the unheeding many he did move, -
A splendour among shadows, a bright blot
Upon this gloomy scene, a Spirit that strove
For truth, and like the Preacher found it not.

THE WOODMAN AND THE
NIGHTINGALE

WOODMAN whose rough heart was out, of tune
(I think such heurts yet never came to good)
Hated to hear, under the stars or moon

One nighiingale in an interfluous wood
Satiate the hungry dark with melody ;—
And as a vale is watered by a flood,

Or as the moonlight fills the open sky
Struggling with darkness—as a tuberose
Peoples some Indjan dell with scents which lie

Like clouds above the flower from which they rose,— 10
The singing of that happy nightingale
In this sweet forest, from the golden close

Of evening, till the star of dawn may fail,
Was interfused upon the silentness;
"The folded roses and the violets pale

Heard her within their shumbers; the abyss
Of Heaven with all its planets ; the dull eax
Of the night-eradled Barth; the loneliness

Of the circumfluous waters,—every sphere
Ay every flower and beam and cloud and wave, 20
And every wind of the mute atmosphere,

1
Aund every beast siretched in its rugged cave,
And every bird lulled on its mossy bough,
And every silver moth fresh from the grave
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Which is its cradle—ever from below
Aspiring like one who loves oo fair, too far,
To be consumed within the purest glow

Of one serene and unapproachéd stav,
As if it were a lamp of earthly light,—
Unconscious, as some human lovers are,

Itself how low, how high beyond all height
The Heaven where it would perish |—and every form
That worshipped in the temple of the night

Was awed into delight, and by the charm
Girt as with an interminable zone,
Whilst that sweet bird, whose music was a storm

Of sound, shook forth the dull oblivion
Out of their dreams ; harmony became love
in every soul but one.

¥ * * *
And so this man returned with axe and saw

At evening close from killing the tall ireen,
The soul of whom by Nature’s gentle law

Was each a wood-nymph, and kept ever green
The pavement and the roof of the wild copse,
Chequering the sunlight of the blue serene

With jaggeéd leaves,—and from the forest tops
Singing the winds to sleep—or weeping oft
Fast showers of aerial water-drops

Into their mother's bosom, sweet and soft,—
Nature's pure tears which have no bitterness ;—
Around the cradles of the birds aloft

They spread themselves into the loveliness
Of fan-like leaves, and over pallid flowers
Hang like moist clouds:—or, where high branchf s kiss,

Make a green space among Lhe silent bowers,
Like a vast fane in a metropolis,
Surrounded by the columns and the towers

All overwronght with branch-like traceries
In which. there is religion, and the mute
Pexsnasion of unkindled melodies,
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Odours and gleams and murmurs, which the lute
Of the blind pilot-spirit of the blast
Stirs as it sails, now grave and now acute,

Wakening the leaves and waves, ere it has past
To such brief unison as on the brain
One tone, which never can recur, has cast,

One accent never to return again,
* w® * *

The world is full of Woodmen who expel
Love's gentle Dryads from the haunts of life,
And vex the nightingales in every dell. 70

INVOCATION TO MISERY

I

OME, be happy !~—sit by me,
Shadow-vested Misery:
Coy, unwilling, silent bnde,
Mourning in thy robe of pride,
Desolation—deified !

I1.

Come, be happy !—sit near me:
Sad as I may seem to thee,

I am happier far than thou,
Lady, whose imperial brow

Is endiademed with woe.

111,

Misery ! we have known each other,
Like a sister and a brother

Living in the same lone home,
Many years : we must live some
Hours or ages yet to come.

v,

"Tis an evil lot, and yet

Let us make the best of it

Il love can live when pleasure dies,
We two will love, till in our eyes
This heart’s Hell seemn Paradise,
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V.

Come, be happy |—lie thee down
On the fresh grass newly mown,
Where the grasshopper doth sing
Merrily—one joyous thing

In a world of soirowimng !

VI

There our tent shall be the willow,

And thine arm shall be my pillow;
Sounds and odours sorrowiul

Because they once were sweet, shall lull
Us to slumber, deep and dull,

VII.

Ha! thy frozen pulses flutter

With a love thon darest not utter.

Thow art mwmuring—thou art weeping:
Was thine icy bosom leaping

While my burning Leart was sleeping ?

VI,

Kiss me ;-—oh! thy lips are cold :
Round my neck thine arms enfold.
They are soft, but chill and dead ;
And thy tears upon my head

Buwrn like points of frozen lead.

o'

Hasten to the bridal bed—
Underneath the grave “tis spread :
In darkness may our love be hid,
Oblivion be our coverlid—

We may rest, and none forbid.

X

Clasp me till our hearts be grown
Like two lovers into one;

Till this dreadful transport may
Like a vapour fade away,

In the sleep that lasts alway.

. X1
We may dream, in that long sleep,
That we are not those who weep;
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Even as Pleasure dreams of thee,
Life-deserting Misery,
Thou mayst drcam of her with me,

XN

Let us laugh, and make our inirth,

At all shadows on the Earth,

As dogs bay the moonhght clouds,
‘Which, like spectres wrapt in shrouds,
Pass a’cr night in multitudes.

P44

All the wide world, beside us

Shew like multitudinous

Pappets passing from a scene;

What but mochery can they mean,
Where I am—where Thou hast been ?

STANZAS -

WRITTEN IN DEJECTION, NEAR NAFPLES

L

HE sun is warm, the sky is clear,
{ The waves are dancing fast and bright;
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear
The purple noon’s transparent might ;
The breath of the moist egyih is hght
Around its unexpangled buds; °,
Like many a voice of one tleliglht,,
The winds, the birds, the ocean-floods,
The City’s voice itself is soft, like Solitude’s.

N,

1 see the Deep’s untrampled floor

With green and purple sea-weeds strown ;

I see the waves upon the shore,
Like light dissolved in star-showers, thrown:
I sit wpon the sands alone ;

The lightning of the nantide cecan
Is flashing round me, and a tone °

Arises from its measuved wotion,

How sweet | did any heart now share in my exwotjon
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Ir.

Alas! I have nor hope nor health,
Nor peace within nor calm around,

Nor that content surpassing wealth
The sage in meditation found,
And walked with inward glory crowned ;

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure.
Others I see whom these surround ;

Smiling they live and call Iif¢ pleasure ;—

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure.

v,

Yet now despair itself is mild,
Even as the winds and waters are;
1 could lie down hike a tired child,
And weep away the life of care
Which I have borne and yet musl bear,
Tl death like sleep might steal on me,
And I might feel in the warm air
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea
Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony.

V.

Some mught lament that I were cold,
As I, when this sweet day is gone,
‘Which my lost heari, too soon grown old,
Insulis with this untimely moan ;
They might lament—for I am one
‘Whom men love not,—and yet regret;
Unlike this day, which, when the sun
Shall on its stainless glory set,
Will linger, thongh enjoyed, like joy in memory yet.

SCENE FROM «TAS80”

Maonaro, 2 Courtter, PioNa, o Minisier,
MaLriGeio, 2 Poet, AvLBANO, an UshE,,

Mappato

O access to the Duke! You have not said
That the Count Maddale would speak with him?

Piona

* Did you inform his Grace that Signor Pigna
- Wadtg-vith state-papers for his signature?
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MavLpigLio
The Lady Leonora cannot know
That I have written a sonnet to her fame,
In which I Venns and Adonis
You should not take my gold and serve me not.

ALpaNo
In truth T told her, and she smiled and said,
«If I am Venus, thou, coy Poesy, 10
Art the Adonis whom I love, and he
The Erymanthian boar that wounded him.”
Oh, trust Lo me, Signor Malpigho,
Those nods and smiles were favours worth the zechin.

MarrrgLio

The words are twisted in some double sense
That I reach not: the smiles fell not on me,

Piena
How are the Duke and Duchess occupied ?

ALBANO
Buried in some strange talk. ‘The Duke was leaning,
His finger on his brow, his lips unclosed.
The Princess sate within the window-seat, 20
And so her face was hid; but on her kuee
Her hands were clasped, veinéd and pale as snow,
And guivering. Young Tasso, too, was there.

Mappavro

Thon seest on whom from thine own worshipped Heaven
Thou drawest down smiles: they did not rain on thee,

MavpigLIo

Would they were parching lightnings, for his sake
On whom they fell !

SONG FOR «TASSO”

I

LOVED—alas! our lify is love;
But when we cease to breathe and move
I do suppose love ceases too,
I thought, but not as now I do,
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Keen thoughts and bright of linked lore,—
Of all that men had thought before,
And all that Nature shews, and more,

1I.

And still I love, and still I think,

But strangely, tor my heart can drink
The dregs of such despair, and live,
And love;

And if T think, my thoughts come fast,
I mix the preseut with the past,

And each seems uglicr than the last.

TI.

Sometimes I see before me flee
A silver spirit’s form, like thee,
O Leonora, and I sit
still watching it,
Till by the grated casement’s ledge
It fades, with such a sigh, as sedge
Breathes o’er the breezy streamlet’s edge.

FRAGMENT : TO MARY ———

H, Mary dear, thai you were here
With your brown eyes bright and clear,
And your sweet voice, like a bird
Singing love to its lone mate
In the ivy-bower disconsolate ;
Voice the sweetest ever heard |
And your brow more

Than the sky
Of this azure Italy.
Mary dear, come to me soon,— 10

I am not well whilst thou art far;
As sunset to the spheréd moon,

As twilight to the western star,
Thou, beloved, a%'t to me,

Oh, Mary dear, that you were here;
~ The Castle echo whispers « Here !”
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FRAGMENT : ADDRESSED TO BYRON

MIGHTY mind, in whose deep stream this age
Shakes like a reed in the unheeding storm,
Why dost thou curb not thine own sacred rage?

FRAGMENT : TO SILENCE

ILENCE! Oh well are Death and Slecp and Thou
Three bretbren named, the guardians gloomy-winged
Of one abyss, where life, and truth, and joy
Are swallowed up.  Yet spare me, Spirit—pity me —
Until the sounds I hear become my soul,
And it has left these fainl and weary limbs,
To track along the lapses of the air
This wandering melody, until it rests
Among lone mountains in some

FRAGMENT : THE STREAM’S MARGIN

HE fierce beasts of the woods and wildernesses
Track not the steps of him who drinks of it ;
Tor the light breezes, which for ever fleet
Around its margin, heap the sand thereon.

FRAGMENT : A LOST LEADER

Y head is wild with weeping for a grief
Which is the shadow of a gentle mind,
T walk into the air, (but no relief
To seek,—or haply, if I sought, to find;
It came unsought) ; to wonder that a chief
Amongemen’s spirits should be cold and blind.

FRAGMENT : THE VINE

M LOURISHING vine, whose kindling clusters glow
ll_‘ Beneath the antumnal sun, none taste of thee;
or thou dost shroud a ruin, and below
The rotting bones of dead autiquity
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FRAGMENT : « GREAT SPIRIT "t

REAT Spirit whom the sea of boundless mind
Nurtw es within 1ts nmmagined caves;
In which thou sittest solemnly rechined,
Giving a voice to 1ts mysterious waves:
Which breathes withm the winds that wake mankind
Like golden-wingéd Love, whose footstep paves

1 Hithetto placed among Poems of 1821, The last two lines, and
wwo corrections 1n lines 1 and 3, are fiom the Bodleian MS —Lbp



POEMS OF 1819

LINES WRITTEN DURING THE
CASTLEREAGH ADMINISTRATION

[

ORPSIES are cold in the Lomb;
Stones on the pavement are dumb; .-
Abortions are dead 1n the womb,—
And their mothers look pale, like the death-wlite shote
Of Albion, free no more.

1L

Hex sons are as stones in the way;
They are masses of senseless clay;
They are trodden, and move nol away ;—
The abortion with which she travaileth,
Is Liberty, smitten to death.

IIL.

Then trample and dance, thou Oppressor !
For thy victim is no redresser ;
Thou art sole lord and possessor
Of her corpses, and clods, and abortions—they pave
Thy path to the grave.

1v.
Hearest thou the festival din
Of Death, and Destruction, and Sin,
And Wealth erying Havock ! within?
*T1s the Ba%chanal triumph which makes Truth dumb—
Thine Epithalaminm.
. v
Ay, marry thy ghastly wife !
Let Fear, and Disquict, and Strifp
Spread thy couch in the chamber of Life:
Marry Ruin, thou Tyrant! and Hell be thy guide
To the bed of the bri;lag!
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SONG
TO THE MEN OF ENGLAND

1.

EN of England, wherefore plough
Yor the lords who lay ye low?
Wherefore weave with toil and care,
The rich robes your tyrants wear?

i1,

Wherefore feed, and clothe, and save,
From the cradle Lo the grave,

Those ungrateful drones who would

Drain yowr sweat—nay, drink your blood ?

138
Wherefore, Bees of England, forge
Many a weapon, chain, and scowmge,
That these stingless drones may spoil
The forced produce of your toil ?

1V,

Have ye leisure, comfort, calm,
Shelter, food, love’s gentle balm ?
Or what 15 it ye buy so dear

With your pain and with your fear?

v.

The seed ye sow, another reaps;
The wealth ye find, another keeps;
The robes ye weave, another wears;
The arms ye forge, another bears.

VI

Sow seed,—but let no tyrant reap;
Find wealth,—let no impostor heap ;
Weave robes,—let not the idle wear;
Forge arms,—in your defence to bear,

VIL

Shrink to your eellars, holes, and cells;
In halls ye deck another dyells.
Why shake the chains ye wrought? Ye see

. The steel ye tempered glance on ye.
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VI,

With plough and spade, and hoe and loom,
Trace your grave, and build your tumb,
And weave your winding-sheet, till fuir
England be your sepulchre.

TO SIDMOUTH AND CASTLEREAGH

S from an ancestral oak
Two emply ravens sound their clarion,
Ye

by yell, and eroak by eroak,
When they scent the noonday smoke
Of fresh human carrion —-

As two gibbering night-birds Hit
Trow thewr bowers of deadly yew,
Through the mght to frighten it,
When the moon is 1n a fit,
And the stars arve none, or few :—

As a shark and dog-fish wait
Under an Atlantic isle,

For the negro-ship whose freight

Is the theme of their debate,
Wrinkling their red gills the while—

Are ye, two vultures sick for battle,
Two scorpions under one wet stone,
Two bloodless wolves whose dry throats rattle,
Two erows perched on the murrained cattle,
Two vipers tangled into one.

ENGLAND IN 1819

N old, mad, blind, despised, and dying king,—
A Flinces, the dregs of their dull race, who flow
F'hrough publie scorn—mud from a muddy spring ;
Rulers, who neither see, nor feel, nor know,

sBut leech-like to their fainting country cling,
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow ;

A people starved and stabbed ingthe untilled field, —
An ammny, which liberticide and prey

Makes as 2 two-edged sword o all who wield ;
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay$
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Religion Christless, Godless—a book sealed ;

A Senate, aled,—
Are graves, from wh1ch a glorious Phantom may
Burst, to illumine owr tempestuous day.

FRAGMENT : TO THE PEOPLE
OF ENGLAND

EOPLE of England, ye who 1oil and groan,
Who reap the harvests which are not your own,
Who weave the clothes which your oppressors wear,
And for your own take the inclement air;
Who build warm houses
And are like gods who give them all they have,
And nurse them from the cradle to the grave;

* * * *

What men gain fairly—that they should possess,
And children may inherit idleness

From him who earns it. This is understood ;
Private injustice may he general good.

But hie who gains by base and arméd wrong,

Or guilty fraud, or base compliances,
May be despoiled ; even as a stolen dress
Is stript from a convicted thief, and he
Left in the nakedness of infamy.

A NEW NATIONAL ANTHEM

OD prosper, speed and save,
God raise from England’s grave

Heyr murdered Queen !
Pave with.swift victory
The steps of Liberty,
Whom, Britons own to be
Iramortal Queen.



A NEW NATIONAL ANTHEM 193

1.
See, she comes throned on high,
On switt Lternity !

God save the (Queen}
Milions on millions wait
Firm, rapid, and clate,
On her majestic state |

God save the Queen®

Il

She is thine own puve soul
Moulding the mghty whole,—

(iod save the Queen!
S .
She iv thine own deep love
Rained down from Heaven above, —
Wherever she rest or move,

God save our Queen !

v,

*Wilder her enemies

In their own dark disguise,—
God save our (Jueen!

All earthly things that dare

Her sacred name to bear,

Stip them, as kings ave, bare
God save the Queen!

v.

Be her eternal throne

Built in our hearts alone,—
Cod save the Queen!

Let the oppressor hold

Canopiexd seats of gold ;

She sits enthroned of old
O’er our hearts Queen,

128

Lipy touched hy seraphim
Breathe out the choral hymn
“ God save the Queen!”
Sweet as if Angels sang,
Loud as that trumpet’s clang
Wakening the world’s dead gang,—
Gotl save the QQueen!
T wain ¥y
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AN ODE

WhrrrteN OcTorer, 1810, DITORE THE SPANIARDS Hap
RECOVERLCD THEIR LIBERTY

1,
RISE, arise, arise!
There is blood on the earth that denies ye bread ;
Be your wounds like eyes ’
To weep for the dead, the dead, the dead.
What other grief were it just to pay ?
Your sons, your wives, your brethren, were they;
Who said they were slain on the baitle-day ?

II.

Awaken, awaken, awaken!
The slave and the tyrant are twin-born foes;
Be the cold chams shaken
To the dust where your kindred vepose, repose :
Their bones in the grave will start and move,
When they hear the voices of those they love,
Most loud in the holy combat above.

I,

Wave, wave high the banner!
When Freedom is riding to conquest by :
Though the slaves that fan her
Be Famine and Toil, giving sigh for sigh.
And ye who attend her imperial cay,
Lift not your hands in the banded war,
But in her defence whose children ye are.

1V,

Glory, glory, glory,
To those who have greatly suffered and done!
Never name in story
Was greater than that which ye shall have won.
Conquerors have conguered their foes alone, =
Whose revenge, pride, and power they have overthrown
Ride ye, more victorions, over your own,

v,
Bind, bind every brow
‘With crownals of violet, vy, and pine:
.Hide the blood-stains now
With hues which sweet Nature has made divine—

-
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Green stienglh, azare hope, and cternity
But lel not the pansy among them be;
Ye were injured, and that menns memory.

VI
[Gather, oh gather,
Foeman and firend in love and peace !
Waves sleep together
When the blasts that called them to hattle ceasc
For fingless Power, grown tame aned mld,
Is at play with Freedom’s fearless ehild,—
The dove and the serpent reconciled !

ODE TO HEAVEN
Cuorus ol Seiniis

Fiusr Spinrr
ALACE-ROOF of cloucdless nights}
Paradise of golden lights!
Deep, mmeasurable, vagt,—

Which art now, and which wert then ;
Of the present and the past,

Of the eternal where and when,
Presence-chamber, temple, home ;
Exer-canopying dome
Of acts and ages yet Lo come

Glorious shapes have life in thee,— 10
Farth, and all earth’s company ;
Living globes which ever throng
Thy deep chasms and wildernesses;
And green worlds that glide along;
And swift stars with flashing {resees;
And icy moons most cold and bright,
And mighty suns beyond the Night,
Atoms of intensest lght,

Even thy name is as a god,

Heaven ! for thou art the abode 20
Of that Power which is the glass

~Wherein man his nature sees.

Geunerations as they pass

Worship thee with bended knees,
Their unremaining gods and they
Like a viver roll away :
Thou remainest such—alway
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SecoND SPIRIT

Thou art but the mind’s first chamber,
Round which its young fancies clamber,
Like weak insects in a cave
Lighted up by stalaclites ;
But the portal of the grave,
Where a world of new delights
Will make thy best glories seem
But a dim and noonday gleam
From the shadow of a dream !

30

Tiump Semmir

Peace! the abyss is wreathed with seorn
At your presumption, atom-born |
What is Heaven? and what are ye
Who its brief expanse inherit? 40
What are suus and spheres which flee
With the instinct of that Spirit
Of which ye are but a part?
Drops which Nature’s mighty heart
Drives through thinnest veins, Depart!

What is Heaven? a globe of dew,
Filling in the morning new
Some eyed flower whose young leaves waken
On an vnimagined world : s
Constellated suns unshaken, 50
Orbits measureless, are furled
In that frail and fading sphere,
‘With ten millions gathered there,
To tremble, gleam, and disappear.

AN EXHORTATION®

I

AMELIONS feed on light and air:
Poets’ food is love and fame: «
If in this wide world of care
Poets could but find the same
With as Iittle Loil as they,
Would they ever change their hne
As the light camelions do,
Suiting it Lo every ray
Twenty times a day?
1 Perhaps written in 1820.~-En.
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L.

Poets ave on this cold carth,
As camelions might be,
Hidden from their early birth
In a cave heneath the sea;,
Where light is, camehons change :
Where love is not, poets do:
TFame is love disguised : if few
Find either, never think il strange
That pocts range.

1T,

Yet dare not stain with wealth or power
A poet’s free and heavenly mind
If bright cawmelions should devour
Any food but beams and wind,
They would grow as earthly svon
As their brolher lizards ave.
Children of a sannier star,
Spirits from beyond the rmoon,
Oh, refuse the boon!

ODE TO THE WEST WIND?

"L
WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being,

Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead
Are driven, like ghosls from an enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectie red,
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

3 This poemlvas conceived and chiefly written in a wood that skirts
the Arno, ncar Florence, and on a day when hat tempestuons wind,
whase temperature is at once mild and animating, was collecting the
vapours which pour down the sutwmnal sans.  They began, as 1
Forepaw, st sunset with a violent tempest of hail and rain, attended
by that magnificent thunder and lightning peculiar to the Cisslpine
repions,

T'he phenomenon alluded to at the conclusion of the thivd smnrais
well known to naturalists.c The vegetution at the hottom of the sem,
of rivers, and of lakes, symputhizes with that of the land In_the
change of seasons, and is consequently influenced by the \{in.ds which,
anwounes it v ‘
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The wingéd seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Fach like a corpse within ils grave, until
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow

Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill
(Driving sweet budg,like flocks to feed in air)
With living hues and odours plain and hill,

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere ;
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear!

II.
Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky’s commotion, 4

Loose clayds like Liarth’s decaying leaves are shed,
shook from the tangled Houghs gaverand Uéean, |

Angels of rain and lightning : there are spread -
On the blue smface of thine airy surge, 2
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head *

Of some fierce Menad, even from the dim vergea
Of the horizon to the zenith’s height
The locks of the approachung storm. Thou dirge &

Of the dying Year, to which this closing night 4
‘Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, a
Vaulted with all thy congregated might b

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere &
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh, hear! o

111

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreamw
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, \parir™
Lulled by the coil of his erystalline streams,

+Beside a pumige-isle in Bala’s bay, ot 4
JAnd saw in sleep old palaces and towers
Quivering wilhin the wave’s intenser day,

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers
So sweet, the sense fuints picturing them! Thou
For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below
;%L%blo ms and the oozy woods which wear
w8y foliage of the océan, know
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Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear,
And trerable and despoil themselves: oh, hear!

Iv.
If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;
If I were a swilt cloud to fly with thee;
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share

The impulse of thy strength, only less free
Than thou, O nncontrofilable ! If cven
I were as in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,
As then, when to oulstnp thy skiey speed
Searce seemed a vision ; I would ne’er have striven

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need,
Oh! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a clond | |
1 fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!,

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed
Oue too like thee: lameless, and swift, and proud.

V.

" Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:

What if my leaves are falling like its own!
The tumult of thy mighty harmeonies

Will take from boih a deep, antwmnal tone,
Sweet though in sadness, Be thou, Spirit fierce,
My spirit! Be thou 1ag, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe

Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth!

And, by the jneantation of this verse,
-y

Peatter, as from an unectinguished hearth

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind |

Be through my lips to unawakened Earth

The trampet of a prophecyt O Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind i
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ON THE MEDUSA OF LEONARDO
DA VINCI

IN THE FLORENTINE GALLERY

I.

T lieth, gazing on the midnight sky,
Upon the cloudy mountain-peak supine ;
Below, far lands are seen tremblingly ;
Its horror and ils beauty are divine.
Upon its lips and eyelids seems to lie
Lovelincss like o shadow, from which shine,
Fiery and lurid, struggling nnderneath,
The agonies of anguish and of death.

XL

Yet it is less the horror than the grace
‘Which turns the gazer’s spirit into stone,
Whereon the lineaments of that dead face
Are graven, till the characters be grown
Into itself, and thought no more can trace;
"Tis the melodious hues of beauty thrown
Athwart the darkness and the glare of pain,
Which humanize and harmonize the strain.

1L
And from its head as {rom one body grow,
As grass out of a watery rock,

Hairs which are vipers, and they curl and flow
And their long tangles in each other lock,
And with unending involutions shew
Their mailéd radiance, as it were to mock
The torture and the death within, and saw
The solid air with many a ragged jaw.

v,

And from a stone beside, & poisonous eft
Peeps idly into those Gergonian eyes;
Whilst in the air a ghastly bat, bereft
Of sense, has flitted with a mad surprise
Out of the cave this hideous light had cleft,
And he comes hastening like a moth that hies
After a taper; and the midnight sky
‘Fléres, a light more dread than obscurity.



THE INDIAN SERENADE

V.

"Tis the teinpestuous loveliness of tervor ;

For from the serpents gleams a hrazen glave
Kindled by that inextricable error,

Which makes a thrilling vapour of the air
Become a and cver-shifting mirror

Of all the beanty and the terror theve—
A woman’s countenance, with serpent locks,

Guzing in death on Heaven {rom those wet rocks,

THE INDIAN SERENADE

1

ARISE from dreams of thee

I] In the first sweet sleep of night,
When the winds are breathing low,

And the stars are buwning bright :
I arise from dreams of thee,

And a spirit in my feet
Hath led me—who knows how?

To thy chamber window, sweet !

L.

The wandering airs they faint

On the dark, the silent stream ;
The Champak adours fail

Like sweet thoughts in a dream ;
The nightingale’s complaint,

It dies upon her heart,
As I must die on thine,

Oh, belovéd as thoun art!

ur.

Oh lift me from the grass!
I die! I fuint! I faill
Let thy love in kisses rain
On my lips and eyelids pale.
My cheek is cold and white, alay!
My heart beats loud and fast,—
Oh' press it close to thine again,
Where it will break at last.

201
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TO SOPHIA

I

HOU art fair, and few are fairer
Of the nymphs of earth or ocean,
They are robes that fit the wearer—
Those soft limbs of thine, whose motion
Ever falls and shifls and glances,
As the hife within them dances.

1L

Thy deep eyes, a double planet,
Gaze the wisest into madness
With soft clear fire. The winds Lhat fan it
Are those thoughts of tender gladness
Which, like zephyrs on the billow,
Make thy gentle soul their pillow,

L.

If whatever face thou paintest

In those eyes, grows pale with pleasure,
If the fainting soul is faintest

When 1t hears thy harp’s wild measure,
Wonder not that when thon speakest,
Of the weak my heart is weakest.

v,

As dew Deneath the wind of morning,
As the sea which whulwinds waken,
As the birds at thunder’s warning,
As aught mute yet deeply shaken,
Ag one who feels an unseen spirit,
Is my heart when thine is near it.

LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY

| &

HE fountsins mingle with the river,
I And the rivers with the ocean;
The winds of Heaven mix forever

*  With a sweet emotion ;

fad



TO WILLIAM SHELLEY

Nathing in the world is smgle;
All things by a law divme
In one another's being mingle ;-
Why not I with thine?

II.

See the mountains kisy high Heaven,
And the waves clasp one another;
No sisker flower would be forgiven
If it divlamned ats brother;
And the sunlight clasps the carth,
And the moonbeams Lioes the sen:
What are all these hisvings worth,]
If thou kss uot e ? g

’

TO WILLIAM SHELLEY

(With what truth ray I say—
Roma ! Roma! Roma!
Non & pit come era piimal)

L
Y lost Wilham, thou in whom

Some bright spirit lived, and dul

That decaying robe comsume

Whach its lustre faintly hid,—
Here its ashes find a tomb,

But beneath this pyramid
Thou art not—if a thing divine
Like thee can die, thy funeral shrine
Is thy mather’s grief and wine.

%

138

Where art thou, iy seutle child?
Let me think thy sping feeds,
With its life intense and mild,
The love of hving leases and weeds,
Avnong these tomby and ruins wild j -
Tet me think tut though low seeds
Of sweet Howers and sunuy grasy,
Into their hues and seenls may pass
A periion

203
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TO WILLIAM SHELLEY

HY little footsteps on the sands
Of a remote and lonely shore ;
The twinkling of thine mfant hands
Where now the worm will feed no more:
Thy mingled look of love and glee
When we returned to gaze on thee:

TO MARY SHELLEY

Y dearest Mary, wherefore hast Lthou gone,
And left me in this dreary world alone!
Thy form is here indeed-—a lovely one—
But Lhou art fled, gone down the dreary road,
That leads to Sorrow’s most obscure abode ;
Thou sittest on the hearth of pale despair,
where
For thine own sake I cannot follow thee.

TO MARY SHELLEY

HE world is dreary,
And I am weary
Of wandering on without thee, Mary ;
A joy was erewhile
In thy voice and thy smile,
And ’tis gone, when I should be gone too, M. ry.

FRAGMENT : “FOLLOW "'

* * * ®
OLLOW to the deep wood’s weeds,
‘E Follow to the wild-briar dingle,
here we sink to intermingle,
And the violet tells her tale
To the odonr-scented gale,
Tor they two have enough to do

~Of such work as I and you. %
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THE BIRTH OF PLEASURE

T the creation of the Earth
Pleasure, that divinest birth,

From the soil of Heaven did 11.e,
Wrapt 1n sweet wild melodies—
Like an exhalation wreathing
To the sound of air low-breathing
Through Molian pmes, which make
A shade and shelter to the lake
Whenee it rises soft and slow ;
Her life-breathing did flow
In the harmony divine
Of an ever-lengthening lhine
Which enwrapt her perfect form
With a beauty clear and waim.

FRAGMENT : TO-DAY

ND who feels discord now or sorrow ?
Love is the universe to-day:
These are the slaves of dim to-morrow,
Darkening Life’s labyrinthine way.

FRAGMENT : “A GENTLE STORY

GENTLE story of two lovers young,
‘Who met in innocence and died in sorrow,
And of one selfish heart, whose rancour clung
Lake curses on them; are ye slow to horrow
The lore of truth from such a tale ?
Or in this world's deserted vale,
Do ye not see a star of gladness
Pierce the shadows of its sadness,
When ye are told that love is a light seng
From Heaven, which none shall quench, to cheer the
Tnmocent ?

FRAGMENT : LOVE’S ATMOSPHERE

HYERE is & warm and gentle atinosphere
About the form of one we love, and thus
AS'in a tender mist our spirits are
Wrapt in Lhe of that which is to us
The health of life's own life.
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FRAGMENT : THE POET'S LOVER

AM as a spirit who has dwelt

Within his heart of hearts; and I have felt
His feelings, and have thought his thonghls, and known
The inmosL converse of his soul,—the tone
Unheard but in the silence of his blood,
When all the pulses in their multitude
Image the trembling calm of summer seas.
I have unlocked the golden melodies
Of his deep soul, as with a master-key,
And looscned them and bathed myself therein—
Kven as an cagle in a thunder-mist,
Clothing his wings with lightning,

FRAGMENT : A MYSTERY

S it that in some brighler sphere
We part from friends we meet with here ?

Or do we see the Future pass
Over the Present’s dushy glass?
Or what is that that makes us seem
To patch up fragments of a dream,
Part of which comes true, and part
Beats and trembles in the heart ?

FRAGMENT : FOREBODINGS

S not to-day enough? Why do I peer
Into the darkness of the day to come?
Is not to-morrow even as yesterday ¢
And will the day that follows change thy doom ?
Few flowers grow upon thy wintry way;
And who waits for thee in thai cheerless home
Whence thou hast flad, whither thou must retwrn

Charged with the load that makes thee faint and mourn?
Ld

FRAGMENT : TRANSIENT THOUGHTS

B gentle visitations of calm thought—
Moods like the memories of happier earth,
Which eome arrayed m thoughts of little worth,
Like stars in clouds by the weak winls enwronght,
But that the clonds depart and stars remain,
i Whitle 2hoy vemain, and ye, alus, depart !

v
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FRAGMENT : POETRY AND MUSIC

OW sweet it is to sit and read the tales
Of mighty poets, and to hear the while
Sweet music, which when the attention fails
Fills the cdim paunse

FRAGMENT : THE TOMB OF MEMORY
.AND where is truth?  On tombs? for such to thee
1

Has been my heart—and thy dead memory
a8 lain from childhood, many a changeful year,
Unchangingly preserved and buried there.

FRAGMENT : SONG OF FURIES

1.

HEN a lover clasps bis fairest,
Then be our dread sport the rarest.
Their caresses were like the chaff
In the tempest, and be our laugh
His despair—her epitaph!

1L

When a mother clasps her child,
Watch till dusty Death has piled
His cold ashes on the clay;

She has loved it many a day—
She remaing,—it fades away.

FRAGMENT : A SERPENT ASLEEP

AXE the serpent not—lest he
Should not know the way to go;—

Let him erawl, which yet les sleeping,
Through the deep grass of the meadow |
Not a bee shall hear him creeping,
Not & may-fly shall awaken
From its eradling blue-bell shaken,
Not the starlight as he's sliding
Through the grass with silent gliding.



208 PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

FRAGMENT : RAIN AND WIND

HE fitful alternations of the rain,
When the chill wind, languid as with pain
Of its own heavy moisture, here and there
Drives through the grey and beamless atmosphere.

FRAGMENT : A TALE UNTOLD

NE sung of thee who left the tale untold,
Like the false dawns which perish in ihe bursling :
Like emnpty cups of wrought and dewedal gold,
Which mock the lips with air, when they are thirsting—

FRAGMENT : TO ITALY

S the sunrise to the night,
As the north wind to the clouds,
As the earthquake’s fiery flight,
Ruining mountain solitudes,
Everlasting Italy,
Be those hopes and fears on thee.

FRAGMENT : WINE OF EGLANTINE

AM drunk with the honey-wine
I Of the moon-unfolded eglantine,
Which fairvies catch in hyacinth howls :—
The bats, the dormice, and the moles
Sleep in the walls or under the sward
Of the desolate Castle yard;
And when ’tis spilt on the summer earth
Or its fumes arise among the dew,
Their jocund dreams are full of mirth,
They gibber their joy in sleep ; for few
Of the fairies bear those bowls so few!

FRAGMENT : A ROMAN'S CHAMBER

N the cave which wild weeds cover
Wait for thine etherial lover;
or the pallid moon is waning,
Q’er the spiral cypress hanging,
= And the moon no cloud is staining.
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It was once a Roman's chamber,

Where he kepl his darkest revels,

And the wild weeds twine and clamber ;
It was then a chasm for devils.

FRAGMENT : ROME AND NATURE

OME has fallen,—ye see it lying
Heaped in undistinguished ruin:
Nature is alone undying.

FRAGMENT : O PII.LLOW COLD

PILLOW cold and wet with tears,
Thou breathest sleep no niore |

FRAGMENTS
FROM THE BODLEIAN MS.

(1)
HEN ua Nation sereams aloud
Like an eagle from the cloud,
* * * *
Waich the look askance and old—
See neglect and falsehood fold

®
Tug [living frame which sustains my soul]
Is [sinking beneath the fierce controul] :
Down through the lampless deep of song
I am drawn and driven along.



POEMS OF 1820
A VISION OF THE SEA

’ IS the terror of tempest. The rags of the sail

Arve flickering in ribbons within the fierce gale :
From the stark night of vapours the dim rain is driven,
And when Lightning is loosed, like a deluge from Heaverr—
She sees the black trunks of the water-spouts spin,
And bend, as if Heaven was ruining in,
Which they seemed to sustain with their terrible mass
As if ocean had sunk from beneath them: they pass
To their graves in the deep with an earthquake of sound,
And the waves and the thunders made silent around 10
Leave the wind to its echo. The vessel, now tossed
Through the low-trailing rack of the tempest, is lost
In the skirts of the thunder-cloud : now down the sweep
Of the wind-cloven wave to the chasm of the deep
It sinks, and the walls of the watery vale
Whose depths of dread calm are unmoved by the gale,
Dim mirrors of ruin, hang gleaming about ;
While the smif, like a chaos of stars, like a rout
Of death-flames, like whirlpools of fire-flowing iron
With splendour and terror the black ship environ, 20
Or, like sulphur-flakes hurled from a mine of pale fire,
In fountains spout o’er it. In many a spire
The pyramid-billows with white points of brine
In the cope of the lightning inconstantly shine,
As plercing the sky from the floor of the sea.

The great ship seems splitting ! it cracks as a tree

While an earthquake is splintering its root, ere ¢he blast
Of the whirlwind that stripped it of branches has past.
The intense thunder-balls which are raining from Heaven
Have shattered its mast, and it stands black and riven. 30
The chinks suck destruction. The heavy dead hulk "
On the living sea rolls, an inanimate bulk,

Like a corpse on the clay which is hungering to fold

Its corruption around it. Meanwhile, from the hold,

One deck is burst up by the waters below,

Aend, it"splits like the ice when the thaw-breezes blow
C 210
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Q'er the lakes of the desert! Who sits on the other?
Is that all the crew that lie burying each other,
Like the dead in a breach, round the foremast? Are those
Twin tigers, who burst, when the waters arose, 40
In the agony of terror, their chains in the hold;
What now makes them tame, is what then made them
bold ;)
Who crouch, side by side, and have driven, like a crank,
The deep grip of their claws through the vibrating plank,—
Ave these all?
Nine wecks the tall vessel had lain
On the windless expunse of Lhe watery plain,
YWhere the death-darting sun cast no shadow at noom,
~Apd there secemed to be fire in the beams of the moon g
Till & lead-coloured fog gathered up from the deep,
Whose breath was quick pestilence 5 then, the cold sleep 5o
Crept, like blight through the ears of u thick field of corn,
O’er the populous veascl.  And even and morm,
With their hammocks for coffins the seamen aghast
Like dead men the dead limbs of their comrades cast
Down the deep, which closed on them above and around,
And the sharks and the dog-fish their grave-clothes un-
bound,
And were glutted like Jews with e€his manna rained dowrn
From God on their wilderness. One after one
The mariners died ; on the eve of this day,
When the tempest was gathering in cloudy array, 6o
But seven remained. Six the Lthunder has smitten,
And they lie black as mummies on which Time has written
His scorn of the embalmer; the seventh, frum the deck
An oak-splinter pierced throngh his breast and his back,
And hung out to the lempest, a wreck on the wreck.

Nomore? At the helm sits o woman more fair

Than Heaven, when, unbinding its star-braided hair,

It sinks with the sun on the carth and the sea,

She clasps a bright ehild on her upgathered knee ;

It laughs at the lightning, it mocks the mired thunder 7o
Of the air and Lhe sea, with desire and with wonder

It is beckoning the ligers to rise and eome near,—

It would play with thuse eyes where the radianee of few
Is-pulshining the meteors 3 its busoin beals high,

The heart-fire of pleasure has kindled its eye;

Whilst its mother’s is lustreless. % SinHle not, my eliild,
But sleep deeply and swectly, and so be hegaile

Of the pang that awaits ns, whatever that bey

So dreadful sinee thou must divide it with me!
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Dream, sleep! This pale bosom, thy cradle and bed, g,

Will it rock thee not, infant ? Tis beating with dread!

Alas! what is life, what is death, what are we,

Thal when the ship sinks we no longer may be?

What! to see thee no more, and to feel thee no morve ?

To be after life what we have been before ?

Not to touch those sweet hands? Not to look on thoge
eyes,

Those hps, and that hair, all that smiling disguise

Thou yet wearest, sweel spirit,—which I, day by day,

Have so long called my child, bal which now fades
away

Like a rainbow, and I the falI'n shower?”

Lo! theship m

Is settling, it topples, the leeward ports dip ;

The tigers leap up when they feel the slow brine

Crawling inch by inch on them ; hair, ears, limbs, and
eyne,

Stand rigid with horror; a loud, long, hoarse cry

Bursts at once from their vitals tremendously,

And ’tis borne down the mountainous vale of the wave,

Rebounding, like thunder from crag to cave,

Mixed with the clash of the lashing rain,

Hurried on by the might of the hurricane :

The hurricane came from the west, and past on 100

By the path of the gate of the eastern sun,

Transversely dividing the stream of the storm ;

As an arrowy serpent, pursuing the form

Of an elephant, bursts through the brakes of the waste,

Black as a cormorant the sereaming blast,

Between ocean and Heaven, like an ocean, past,

Till it came to the clouds on the verge of the world

‘Which, based on the sea and to Heaven upcurled,

Like columns and walls did surround and sustain

The dome of the tempest ; it vent them in twain, 110

As a flood rends its barriers of mountainous crag :

And the dense clouds in many a ruin and rag,

Like the stones of a temple ere earthquake har past,

Like the dust of its fall, on the whirlwind are cast;

They are scattered like foam on the torrent ; and where

The wind has burst out through the chasm, from the air

Of clear morning the beams of the sunrise flow in, -

Unimpeded, keen, golden, and crystalline,

Banded armies of lipht and of air; al one gale

They encounter, but interpenetrate. 129

And that breach in the tempest is widening away,

#And thercaverns of cloud axe torn up by the day,
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And the fierce winds are sinking with weary wings
Lulled by the motion and murmurings,
And the long glassy heave of the rocking sea;
And overhead glorious, but dreadful to see,
The wrecks of the tempest, like vapours of gold,
Are consuming in sunrise. The heaped waves behold
The deep calm of blue Heaven dilating above,
And, like passions made still by the presence of Love, 130
Beneath the clear surface reflecting it shde
Tremulous with soft influence ; extending its tide
From the Andes to Atlas, round mountain and isle,
Round sea-birds and wrecks, paved with Heaven's azure
smile,

The wide world of waters is vibrating.

Where
Is the ship? On the verge of the wave where it lay
One tiger is mingled in ghastly affray
With a sea-snake. The foam and the smoke of the battle
Stain the clear air with sunbows; the jar, and the rattle
Of solid bones crushed by the infinite stress 140
Of the snake’s adamantine voluminousness ;
And the hum of the hot blood that spouts and rains
Where the gripe of the tiger has wounded the veins
Swoln with rage, strength, and effort; the whirl and the

splash

As of some hideous engine whose brazen tecth smash
The thin winds and soft waves into thunder; the sereams
And hissings, erawl fast o’er the smooth ocean-streams,
Each sound like a centipede. Near this commotion,
A blue shark is hanging within the blue oceun,
The fir~wingéd tomb of the victor. The other 150
Is winning his way from the fate of his brother,
To his own with the speed of despair. To! a boat
Advances ; twelve rowers with the impulse of thought
Urge on the keen keel, the brine foams. At the stern
Three marksmen stand levelling. Hot bullets burn
In the breast of the tiger, which yet bears hir on
‘To his refuge and roju.  One fragment slone,—
"T'is dwindling and sinking, "tis now alinost gone, —
Of the wreck of Lhe vessel peers out of the sca.
With her left hand she grasps it impetuously, 160
With her xight she sustains her fair infant.  Dealh, Fear,
Love, Beauty, are mixed in the atmosphere,
Which trembles and barns with the fervour of drewl
Avound her wild eyes, her bright hand, and her head,
Like a meteor of light o'cr the walers!  1ler ohild
Ts yet smiling, and playing, and munnuring ; so smiled
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The false deep ere the storm.  Like a sister and brother

The child and the ocean still smile on each other,
Whilst

THE CLOUD

BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,
I From the seas and the streams ;
I bear light shade for the leaves when laid
In their noonday dreams.
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The sweel buds every one,
When rocked Lo rest on their mother’s breast,
As she dances about the sun.
I wield the flail of Lhe laslung hail,
And whilen the green plains under,
And then again I dissolve it in ramn,
And laugh as I pass in thunder.

B

10

I sift the snow on the mountains below,
And their great pines groan aghast;
And all the night "tis my pillow white,
While I sleep in the arms of the blast,
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers,
Lightuing mwy pilot sits ;
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder,—
It struggles and howls al fits; 20
Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,
This pilot is guiding me,
Lured by the love of the genii that move
In the depths of the purple sea;
Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills,
Over the lakes and the plains,
Wherever he dream under mountain or stream
The Spirit he loves remains ;
And I all the while bask in Heaven's blue smile,
Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 30

The sanguine sunvise, with his meteor eyes,
And his bwrning plumes outspread,
Leaps on the back of my sailing racl,
When the morning star shines dead :
As on the jag of & mountain crag,
Which an earthquake rocks and swings,
An eagle alit one moment may sit
. In the light of its golden wings.
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneath,
v Irg srdours of rest and of lave, 4
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And the crimson pall of eve may fall
From the depth of Heaven above,
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest,
As still as a brooding dove.

That orb¢d maiden with white fire laden,
, Whom muortals call the moon,
Glides glimmering o’er my fleece-like floor,
By the midmght breezes strewn ;
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet,
Which only the angels hear, 50
May have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof,
The stars peep behind her and peer;
~4=d [ laugh to sec them whirl and flee,
Like a swarm of golden bees,
When [ widen Lthe rent in my wind-hult tent,
Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas,
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,
Are each paved with the moon and thesc.

I bind the sun’s throne with a burning zone,
And the moon's with a girdle ot pearl ; 6o
The volcanos are dim, and the stars reel and swim,
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape,
QOver a torrent sea,
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,—
The mountains its columns be.
The triumphal arch through which I march
With hurricane, fire, and snow,
When the Powers of the air are chained to my chair,
Is the million-colonred bow ; 70
The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove,
While the moist Earth was laughing below.

I am the daughter of earth and water,
And the nursling of the sky;

I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ;
I change, but I eannot die,

For after the rain, when with never a stain
The pavilion of Heaven is bare,

And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams,
Build wp the blue dome of aiy,

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out of the caverns of rain,

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,
I arise and unbuild it again,
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TO A SKYLARK

; I
ATL to thee, blithe Spirit [—
" Bird thon never wert l—
That from Heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

I

Higher still and higher
From the earth thou springest
Like a cloud of fire;
The blue deep thou wingest,
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.
T pag
- T,
In the golden hghtning
Of the sunken sun,
O’er which clouds ave bright'ning,
Thou dost float and run :
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.

v,

The pale purple even
Melts around thy flight ;
Like a slar of Heaven,
In the broad daylight
Thou art unseen,—but yet I hear thy shrill delight,

Y.

Keen as are the arrows
Of that silver sphere,
Whose intense Jamp narrows
In the white dawn clear,
Until we hardly see-—we feel that il is there:

VI.

All the earth and air
With thy voice is loud,
As, when Night is baxre,
From one lonely clond
*The fhofu rains out her beams, and Heaven is overflowed,



TO A SKYLARK 217

VIL

‘What ihou art we know not ;
What is most like thee?
From rainbow-clouds there flow not
Drops so bright o see
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody,

VIIL

Like a Poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns unhidden
Till the woild is wrouglit
16 sympathy with hopes and fears il heeded not :

IX.

Like a high-born maiden
In a palace-tower,
Soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour
With music sweet as love, which overflows her hower:

X,
Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,
Scattering unbeholden
Its aerial hue
Among the flowers and grass which screen it from the view :

XI.

Like a rose embowered
In its own green leaves,
By warm winds deflowered,
Till the scent it gives
Makes fairfit with too much sweet those heavy-winged
thieves.

XI1X.

Sound of yernal showers
On the twinkling grass;
Rain-awakencd flowers,
All that ever was
Joyous and clear and fresh, thy music doth surpass.,
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XL
Teach us, Sprite or Bird,
, What sweet thoughts are Lhine
I have never heard
Praise of love or wine
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine:

XIV.

Charus hymeneal,
Or triumphal chaunt,
Matched with Lhine, would be all
But an empty vaunt,
A thing wherein we fcel there 15 some lndden want.

XV,

What objects are 1he fountains
Of thy happy strain ?
What fields or waves or mountains?
What shapes of sky or plain?
What love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pain?

XVI.

With thy clear keen joyance
Languor cannot be:
Shadow of annoyance
Never came near thee:
Thou lovest—but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety:

X'VIT.

Waking or asleep
Thou of death must deem
Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream, .;
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?

XVIIL

We look before and after,
And pine for what is not:
Our sincerest langhter
L.+ With some pain is fraught "
, Qul sweeest songs are those that tell of saddest thought]
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XIX.,

Yet if we could scorn
Hate and pride and fear;
If we were things born
Not to shed a tear,
« I know not how thy joy we cver should come near.

XX,

Better than all measures
Of delightful sound—
Betler than all treasures
That in books are found,
Thy skill to poel were, thou scorner of the ground !

XXI
Teach me half the gladuess
That Lhy brain must know,
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow
The world should listen then-—as I am listening now.

ARETHUSA

I
RETHUSA arose

From her couch of snows
In the Aevoceraunian mountains,—
Trom cloud and from crag,
With many a jag,
Shepherding her bright fountains.
She leapt down the rocks,
With her rainbow locks
Sti®aming among the streams ;—
Her steps paved with green
The downward ravine
Which slopes to the western gleams:
And gliding and springing,
She went, ever singing,
In muwmurs as soft as sleep ;
The Earth seemed to love her,
And Hecaven smiled above her,
As she lingered towards the deep.
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i1,

Then Alpheus bold,
On his glacier cold,
Wiih his tndent the mountains skrook ;
And opened a chasm
In the rocks ;—with the spasm
Al Brymanthus shook.
And the black south wind
It unsealed behind
The urns of the silent snow,
And earthquake and thunder
Did rend in sunder
The bars of the springs below :
And the beard and the hair
Of the River-god were
Seen through the Lorrent’s sweep,
As he followed the light
Of the fleet nymph's flight
To the brink of the Dorian deep.

III.

¢ Oh, save me! Oh, guide me!
And bid the deep hide me,
For he grasps me now by the hair!”
The loud Ocean heard,
To its blue depth stirved,
And divided at her prayer;
And under the water
The Farth’s white daughter
Tled like a sunny beam ;
Behind her descended
Her billows, unblended
With the brackish Dorian stream :—
Like a gloomy stain
On the emerald main
Alphens rushed behind,—
As an eagle pursuing
A dove to its ruin
Down the streams of the clondy wind.

1v.
Under the bowers
‘Where the Ocean Powers
8it on their pearléd thrones;
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Through the coral woods
Of the weltering floods,
Over lLieaps of unvalued stones:
Through the dimn beams
Which amid the slreams
Weave a net-work of coloured light;
And under the caves
Where the shadowy waves
Are as green as the forest’s night :—
Outspeeding the shark,
And the sword-fish dark,—
Under Lthe Ocean’s foam,
And up through the rifts
Of the mountain clifts
They past to their Dorian home.

V.

And now {rom their fountains
In Enna’s mountains,

Down one vale where the morning basks,
Like friends once parted
Grown single-hearled,

They ply their watery tasks.

At sunrise they leap
From their cradles steep

In the cave of the shelving hill;
At noontide they flow
Through the woods below

And the meadows of Asphodel ;
And at night they sleep
In the rocking deep

Beneath the Ortygian shore j—
Like spirits that lie
In the azure sky

When they love but live no mare.

SONG OF PROSERPINE

WHILE GATHERING FLOWERS ON THE
PLAIN OT ENNA

L

ACRED Goddess, Mother Earth,
Thou from whose immeortal bosom,
Gods, and men, and beasts have birth,
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Leaf and blade, and bud and blossom,—
Breathe thine influence most divine
On thine own child, Proserpine,

I
If with mists of evening dew

Thou dost nourssh these young flowers
Till they grow, in scent and hue,

Faivest children of the Hours,
Breathe thme influence most divine
On thine own child, Proserpine.

HYMN OF APOLLO

L.
HE sleepless Hours who watch me as I lie,
Curtained with star-inwoven tapestries
Trom the broad moonlight of the  sky,
Fanning the busy dreams from my dim eyes,—
Waken we when their Mother, the grey Dawn,
Tells them that dreams and that the moon is gone.

iL
Then I arise, and climbing Heaven's blue dome,

T walk over the mountains and the waves,
Leaving my robe upon the ocean foam ;

My footsteps pave the clouds with fire ; the caves
Are filled with my bright presence, and the air
Leaves the green earth Lo my embraces bare.

111,

The sunbeams are my shafts, with which I kill
Decet, that loves the night and fears the day;
All men who do or even imagine ill
Fly me, and from the glory of my ray
Good minds and open actions take new might,
Until diminished by the reign of night,  «

v,

I feed the clouds, the rainbows and the flowers
With their wtherial colours ; the Moon's globe
And the pure stars in their eternal bowers
Are cinctured with my power as with a robe;
Whatever Jamps on Earth or Heaven may shine,
Are portions of one power, which is mine.
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v.

I stand at noon upon the peak of Heaven,

Then with unwilling steps I wander down
Into the clouds of the Atlantic even ;

For grief thal I depart they weep and frown :
What look is more delightful Lhan the smile
‘With which I soothe them from the western isle ?

VI

I am the eye with which the Universe
Beholds ilself and knows it is divine;
All harmony of instrument or verse,
All prophecy, all medicine is mine,
All light of art or naturc ;—to my song,
Victory and praise in its own right belong,

HYMN OF PAN

I

ROM the forests and highlands
We come, we come ;
From the river-girt islands,
Where loud waves are dumb
Listening my sweet pipings.
The wind in the reeds and the rushes,
The bees on the bells of thyme,
The birds on the myrtle-bushes,
The cicale above in the lime,
And the lizards below in the grass,
Were as silent as ever old Tmolus was,
Listening my sweet pipings.

IL.

Liquaid Pengus was flowing,
And all dark Tempe lay
In Pelion’s shadow, outgrowing
The light of the dying day,
Speeded by my sweet pipings.
The Sileni, and Sylvans, and Fauns,
And the Nymphs of the woods and the waves,
To the edge of the moist river-lawns,
And the brink of the dewy caves,



224 PERCY BYSSIIE SHELLEY

And all that did then attend and follow
Were silent with love, as you now, Apolle,
With envy of my sweel pipings.

uf,

I sang of the dancing stais,
I sang of the dedal Rarlh,
And of Heaven—and the giant wars,
And Love, and Death, and Burth,—
And then I changed my pipings,—
Singing how down the vale of Menalus
I pursued a maiden and clasped a reed:
Cods and men, we are all deluded thus!
It breaks 1n our bosom and then we bleed :
All wept, as I think both ye now would,
If envy or age had not frozen your blood,
At the sorrow of my sweet pipings,

THE QUESTION

L

DREAMED that, as [ wandered by the way,
‘1 Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring,
nd genlle odours led my steps astray,
Mixed with a sound of watcrs murmuring
Along a shelving bauk of turf, which lay
Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream,
But kissed 1t and then fled, as thou mightest in dream.

II.

There grew pred wind-flowers and violets ;
Daisies, those pearled Arcturi of the earth,

The constellated flower that never sets;
Faint oxhips ; tender bluebclls, at whose birth

The sod scarce heaved; and that tall flower that wets-
Like a child, half in tenderness and mirtfi—

Tts mother’s face with Heaven's collected tears,

When the low wind, its playmate’s voice, it hears.

ur,

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine,
Green cow-bind and the moonlight-coloured May,
And cherry blossoms, and white cups, whose wine
Wag the bright dew yet drained not by the Day ;
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And wild roses, and ivy serpentine,

With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray ;
And flowers azure, black and streaked with gold,
Fuarrer 1han any wakened eyes behold.

IV,

~And nearer to the river's trembling edge
There grew broad flag-flowers, purple prankt with white,
And stairy 11ver-buds among the sedge,
And floahing water-lilies, broad and bright,
Which lit the oak that overhung ihe hedge
With moonlighl beams of Lhewr own walery light ;
And bulrushes and reeds, of such deep green
Asmoothed the dazzled eye with sober sheen.

V.

Methought that of these visionary flowers
I made a nosegay, bound n such a way

Thal the same hues, which i their natural bowers
Were mingled or opposed,—the like array

Kept these mmprisoned childien of the Hours
Within my hand ;—and then, elate and gay,

I hastened to the spot whence I had come,

That I might there present it!—Oh! to whom?

THE TWO SPIRITS
AN ALLEGORY

First SeiriT

THOU, who plumed with strong desire
Wouldst float above Lhe earth, beware !
A Bhadow tracks thy flight of fire—
Night is coming!
Bright are ithe regions of the air,
And atong the winds and beams
It were delight to wander there—
Night is coming !

SecoxD SpIrIT

The deathleus stars are bught above ;
If I would cross the shade of night, £ )
Withm my heart is the lamp of love,
And that is day!
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And the moon will smile with gentle light
On my golden plumes where’er they move;
The meteors will linger round my flight
And make night day.

Firsr Seinir

But if the whirlwinds of darkness waken
Hail and lightning and stormy rain ;
See, the bounds of the air are shaken—
Night is coming !
The red swift clouds of the hurricane
Yon dechning sun have overtaken,
The clash of the hail sweeps over the plain—
Night is coming !

SecoND Seirit

1 see the light, and I hear the sound;
I'll sail on the food of the tempest dark

With the calm within and the light around
Which makes night day

And thou, when the gloom is deep and stark,

,Look from thy dull earlh, slumber-bound ;

My moon-like flight thou then may’st mark
On high, far away.

Some say, there is a precipice
Where one vast pine is frozen to ruin
O’er piles of snow and chasms of 1ce
"Mid Alpine mountains ;
And that the languid storm pursuing
That wingéd shape forever flies
Round those hoar branches, aye renewing
Its aéry fountains.

Some say, when nights are dry and elear,
And the death-dews sleep on the morass,
Sweet whispers are heard by the traveller,
Which make night day:
And a silver shape like his early love doth pass
Upborne by her wild and glittering hair,
And when he awakes on the fragrant grass,
He finds night day.

20
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AUTUMN—A DIRGE

TO ——

I

FEAR thy kisses, gentle maiden,
I Thou needest not fear mine ;
My spurit is too deeply laden
Ever to burthen thine.

.

I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion,
Thou needest not fear mine ;
Innocent is the heart's devotion
With which I worship thine.

AUTUMN
A DIRGE

L.

HE warm sun is failing, the bleak wind is wailing,
‘The bare houghs are sighing, the pale flowers are

dying,
And the Year

On the earth her death-bed, in a shroud of leaves dead,

Is lying ;
Come, Months, come away,
From November to May,
In your saddest array ;
Follow the bier
Of the dead cold Year,
And like dim shadows watch by her sepulchre.

IL

The chill rain is falling, the nmipt worm is erawling,

The rivers aregswelling, the thunder is knelling
For the Year;

The blithe swallows are flown, and the lizards each gone

To his dwelling ;
Come, Months, come away ;
Put on white, black, and grey;
Let your light sisters play :—
Ye, follow the bier
Of the dead cold Year,
And make her grave green with tear on tear.
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STUDY FOR “AUTUMN, A DIRGE” (?)
FROM THE BODLEIAN MS.

HE death-knell is ringing,
T The raven is singing,
1

e earth-worm is ereeping,
The mourners are weeping,—
Ding-dong, bell.

LIBERTY

1.

HE fiery mountains answer each other ;
Their thunderings are echoed from zone to zone;
The tempestuous oceans awake one another,
And the ice-rocks are shaken round Winter’s throne
When the clarion of the Typhoon is blown,

i1,

From a single cloud the lightning flashes,
Whilst a thousand isles are illumined avound ;
Earthquake is trampling one city to ashes,
An hundred are shuddering and tottering ; the sound
Is bellowing underground.

11,

But keener thy gaze than the lightning’s glave,
And swifter thy step than the earthquake’s Lramp;
Thou deafenest the rage of the ocean ; thy stare
Makes blind the volcanos ; the sun’s bright lamp
To thine is a fen-fire damp. ’

Iv.
From bhillow and mountain and exhalation
The sunlight, is darted through vapour and blast;
From spirit to spirit, from nation to nation,
From city to hamlet thy dawning is casl,—
And tyrants and slaves are like shadows of mght
«Inethe van of the morning light.
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AN ALLEGORY

L
PORTAL as of shadowy adamant
Stands yawning on the highway of the life
w, Which we all tread,—a tavern hnge and gaunt ;
Around it rages an unceasing strife
Of shadows, like the restless clouds that haunt

The gap of some clefl mountain, lifted high
Into the whirlwinds of the upper sky.

1L
A=d many pass it by with careless tread,
Not knowing that a shadowy
Tracks every traveller even to where the dead
Wait peacefully for their companion new ;
But olhers, by more curious humour led,
Pause to examine ;—these are very few,
And they learn little there, except to know
That shadows follow them where’er they go.

THE TOWER OF FAMINE

MID the desolation of a city, H
Which was the cradle, and is now the grave,
Of an extinguished people,—so that Pity

Weeps o’er the shipwrecks of ablivion’s wave,
There stands the Tower of Famine. It is built
Upon some prison-homes, whose dwellers rave

For bread, and gold, and blood : pain, linked to guilt,
Agitates the light flame of their hours,
Until its vital oil is spent or spill :

There stands the pile, a tower amid the towers o
And sacfed doraes; each marble-ribbéd roof,
The brazen-gated temples, and the bowers

Of solitary wealth,—the tempest-proof
Pavilions of the dark Italian air,
Are by its prescnee dimmed—they stand aloof,

And are withdrawn—so that the world is bare ;
As if a specire, wrapt in shapeless terror,
Amid a company of ladies fair
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Should glide and glow, till it became a mirror
Of all their beauty,—and their hair and hue,

The life of their sweet eyes, with all its error,
Should be absorbed, till they to marble grew.

SONNET

E hasten to the grave!l What seek ye there,
Ye restless thoughts and busy purposes
Of the idle brain, which the world’s livery wear ?

O thou quick Heart, which pantest Lo possess
All that pale Expectation feigneth fuir!

Thou vainly curious Mind which wouldest guess
Wheunce thou didst come, and whither thou must go,
And all that never yet was known wouldst know—-

Oh, whither hasten ye, that thus ye press

With such switt feet life's green and pleasant path,
Seeking alike from happiness and woe

A refuge in the cavern of grey Death?

() Heart, and Mind, and Thoughts! what thing do you
Hope to inherit in the grave below?

DEATH

1

EATH is here and Death is there,
Death is busy everywhere;
. All around, within, beuneath,
Abgave is Death-—and we are Death.

II.

Death has set his mark and seal
On all we are and all we feel,
On all we know and all we fear,
* * " *®

111,

First our pleasures die—and then

Our hopes, and then our fears—and when
These are dead, the debt is due,

“Diist elaims dust—and we die too

20
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LA

All things that we love and cherish,
Like ourselves must fade and perish ;
Such is our yude morlal lot—

Love itself would, did they not,

SUMMER AND WINTER

T was a bright and cheerful afternoon,

Towards the end of the sunny month of June,
When the north wind congregates in crowds
The floaling mountaing of the silver clouds
From the horizon-—and the stainless sky
Opens beyond them like Elernity.
All things rejoiced bencath the sun; the weeds,
The river, and the corn-fieids, and the reeds;
The willow-leaves that glanced in the light breeze,
And the firm {oliage of the larger trees. 10

It was a Winter such as when birds die

In the deep forests; and the fishes lie
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes
Tiven the mud and slime of the warm lakes
A wrinkled clod as hard as brick ; and when,
Among their children, comfortable men
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold—
Alas then for the homeless beggar old !

TIME LONG PAST

I,

IKE the ghost of a dear friend dead
Is Time long past.
A téne which is now forever fled,
A hope which is now forever past,
A love so sweet it could not last,
Was Time long past.

I
There were sweet dreams in the night

Of Time long past:
And, was it sadness or delight,
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Each day a shadow onward cast
Which made us wish it yel might last—
That Time long past.

IIIL.

There is regret, almost remorse,
For Time long past.
"Tis like a child’s belovéd corse
A father watches, till at last
Beauty is like remembrance, cast
From Time long past.

GOOD-NIGHT

L

OOD-NIGHT? ah, no! the hour is ill
‘Which severs those it should unite;
Let us remain together still,—
Then it will be good night.

I

How can I call the lone night good,
Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight!

Be it not said, thonght, understood,—
That it will be-—good night.

II1.

"{I'c hearts which near each other move
From evening close to morning light,
The night is good ; because, my love,
They never say good-night.

BUONA NOTTE

Y.

&« UONA nolte, buona notte! ”—Come mai
La notte sard buona senza te?
Non dirmi buona notle,~—ché tu sai,
~ Jamnotte sk star buona da per se.
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IL
Solinga, scura, cups, senza speme,

La notte quando Ialla m'abbandona ;
Pei cuori che si batton insieme

Ogui notte, senza dirla, sard buona,

I,

Come male buona notte si suona
Con sospiri e parole interrotte i~
11 modo di aver la notle buona
E mai non dt dir la buona notte.

TO THE MOON

I

RT thou pale for weariness
Of climbing Heaven and gazing on the earth,
Wandering companionless
Among the slars that have a different birth,—
And ever changing, like a joyless eye
That finds no object worth 1ts constaney ?

ir.

Thou chosen sister of the spiit,
That gazes on thee till in thee it pities

THE WANING MOON

ND like a dying lady, lean and pale,
Who totters forth, wrapt in a gauzy veil,
Out of her chamber, led by the insane
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain,
The moon arose up in the murky east,
A white 3nd shapeless mass.

THE WORLD’S WANDERERS

I

ELL me, thou star, whose wings of light
Speed thee in thy fiery flight,
In what cavern of the night
Will thy pinions close now?
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II.

‘Tell me, moon, thon pale and grey

Pilgrim of Heaven's homeless way,

In what depth of night or day
Seekest thou repose now ?

ITL

Weary wind, who wanderest

Like the world’s rejecled guest,

Hast thou still some secref nest
On the trec or billow?

LINES TO A REVIEWER

LAS! good friend, what profit can you see

In hating such a hateless thing as me?
There is no sport in hate where all the rage
Is on one side : in vain would you assuage
Your frowns upon an unresisting smile,
In which not cven contempt lurks to beguile
Your heart, by some faint sympathy of hate.
Oh conquer what you cannot satiate !
For to your passion I am far more coy
Than ever yet was coldest maid or bhoy
In winter noon. Of your antipathy
If I am the Narcissus, you are free
To pine into a sound with hating me.

FRAGMENT OF A SATIRE ON SATIRE

¥ gibbets, axes, confiscations, chains,
And racks of subtle torture,—if the pains

Of shame, of fiery Hell’s lempestuous wave,
Seen. through the caverus of the shadowy grave
Hurling the damned into the murky air
While the meek blest sit smiling ; if Despair
And Hate, the rapid bloodhounds with which Terror
Hunts through the world the homeless steps of Krror,
Are the true seerets of the commonweal
To make men wise and just; 1a

Ané not the sophisms of revenge and fear,
Bloodier than is revenge
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Then send the priests Lo every hearth and home

To preach the burning wrath which is Lo come,

In words like flakes of sulphur, such as thaw

The frozen tears

If Satire’s scourge eould wake the slumbering hounds

Of Conscience, or erase the deeper wounds,

The leprous scars of callous Infamy ;

If it could make the present not to be, 20

Or charm the dark past never to have been,

Or turn regret to hope ; who that has seen

What Southey is and was, would not exclaim,

“ Lash on! be the keen verse dipped in flame ;
~Follow his flight with wingéd words, and urge

The strokes of the inexorable scourge

Until the heart be naked, till his soul

See the contagion’s spots foul ;
And from the mirror of Truth’s sun-like shield,
From which his Parthian arvow 30

Flash on his sight the spectres of the past,
Until his mind’s eye paint thereon

Let scorn like yawn below,

And vain on him ke dakes of fery snow.”

This cannot be, it ought not, evil still —

Suffering makes suffering, ill must follow ill.

Rough words beget sad thoughts, and, beside,
Men take a sullen and a stupid pride

In being all they hate in others’ shame,

Bya perverse antipathy of fame. %0
"Tis not worth while to prove, as I could, how

From the sweet fountains of our nature flow

These bitter waters ; I will only say,

If any friend would take Southey some day,

And tell him, in a country walk alone,

Softening harsh words with friendship’s gentle tone,
How incorrect his public conduct is,

And what men think of it,—'twere not amiss.

Far better than to make innocent ink

ORPHEUS

A

OT far from hence.  From yonder pointed hill,
Crowned with a ring of oaks, you may behold
A dark and barren field, through which thereHots,
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Sluggish and black, a deep but narrow stream,
Which the wind ripples not, and the fair moon
Gazes in vain, and finds no mirror there,
Tollow the herbless banks of that strange brook
Until you pause beside a darksome pond,

The fountain of this rivulet, whose gush
Cannot be seen, hid by a rayless night

That lives beneath the overhanging rock

That shades the pool: an endless spring of gloom,
Upon whose edge hovers the tender light,
Trembling to mingle with its paramour,—

But, as Syrinx fled Pan, so Night flies Day,
Or, with most sullen and regardless hale,
Refuses stern her Heaven-born embrace.

On one side of this jagged and shapeless hill
There is a cave, from which there eddies up

A pale mist, like acrial gossamer,

Whose breath destroys all life: awhile it veils
The rock—then, scattered by the wind, it flies
Along the stream, or lingers on the clefts,
Killing ihe sleepy worms, if aught bide there,
Upon the beetling edge of that dark rock
There stands a group of cypresses; not such
As, with a graceful spire and stirring life,
Pierce the pure Heaven of your native vale,
Whose branches the air plays among, but not
Disturbs, fearing to spoil their solemn grace ;
But blasted and all wearily they stand,

One to another clinging ; their weak boughs
Sigh as the wind buffets them, and they shake
Beneath its blasts—a weather-beaten crew!

CHoRUs

What wondrous sound is that, mournful and faint,
But more melodious than the murmuring wind
Which through the columns of a temple glides?

A

It is the wandering voice of Qrpheus’ lyre,

Borne by the winds, who sigh that their rude king
Hurries them fast from these air-feeding notes ;
But in their speed they bear ulong with them

The waning sound, scattering it like dew

Upon the startled sense.

10
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Cuonus
Does he still sing?

Methought he rashly cast away his harp
When he had lost Eurydice.

A
Ah no!
Awhile he paused.—As a poor hunted slag
A moment shudders on the fearful brink
Of a swift stream—the cruel hounds press on

With deafening yell, the arrows glance and wound, —

He plunges in: so Orpheus, seized and torn

2y the sharp fangs of an insatiate grief,
Mwnad-like waved his Iyre i the bright air,
And wildly shrieked, ©“ Where she is, it is dark !
And then he siruck from forth ithe strings a sound
Of deep and fearful melody. Alas!

In times long past, when [air Turydice

With her bright eyes sat listening by his side,
He gently sang of hugh and heavenly themes.
As in a brook, fretted with little waves,

By the light airs of Spring, each ripplet makes
A many-sided mirror for the sun,

‘While it flows musically through green banks,
Ceaseless and pauseless, ever clear and fresh,
So flowed his song, reflecling the deep joy

And tender love that fed those sweetest notes,
The heavenly offspring of ambrosial food.

But that is past. Returning from drear Hell,
He chose a lonely seat of unhewn stone,
Blackened with lichens, on a herbless plain,
Then from Lhe deep and overflowing spring

Of his eternal ever-moving grief

There rose to Heaven a sound of angry song.
"Tis as a mighty cataract that parts

Two sister rocks with waters swift and strong,
And casts'itself with horrid roar and dm
Adown a steep ; from a perennial source

It ever flows and falls, and breaks the air

With loud and fierce, but most harmonious roar,
7 And as it falls casts up a vaporous spray

Which the sun clothes in hues of Iris light.
Thus the tempestuous torrent of his grief

1s clothed in sweetest sounds and varying wards
Of poesy. Unlike all human works,

It never slackens, and through every change

37
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Wisdom and beaunty and the power divine

Of mighty poesy together dwell,

Mingling in sweet accord. As I have seen

A flerce south blast tear Lthro” the darkened sky,
Driving along a rack of wingéd clouds,

Which may not pause, but ever hurry on, 0
As their wild shepherd wills them, while the stars,
Twinkling and dun, peep from between the plumes:
Anon Llhe sky is cleared, and the lmgh dome

Of serene Feaven, starred with fiery flowers,

Shuts in the shaken earth ; or the still moon

Swiftly, yet gracefully, begins her walk,
Rising all bright behind the eastern hills
I talk of moon, and wind, and stars, and not
Of song ; but would I echo his high song,
Nature must lend me words ne’er used before,
Or I must borrow from her perfect works,

To picture forth his perfect attributes.

He does no longer sit upon his throne

Of rock upon a desert herbless plain;

For the evergreen and knotted ilexes,

And cypresses that seldom wave their boughs,
And sea-green olives with their grateful fruit,
And clms dragging along the iwisted vines,
Which drop their berries as they follow fast,
And blackthorn bushes with their infant race 110
Of blushing rose-blooms ; beeches, to lovers dear,

And weeping willow-trees,—all swift or slow,

As their huge boughs or lighter dress permit,

Have circled in his throne, and Earth herself

Has sent from her maternal breast a growth

Of gtar-like flowers and herbs of odour sweet,

To pave the temple thal his poesy

Has framed, while near his feet grim lions couch,

And kids, fearless from love, creep near his lair,

Even the blind worms seem to feel the sound. 149
The birds are silent, hanging down their heads,
Perched on the lowest branches of the treés:

Not even the nightingale intrudes a note

In rivalry, but all entranced she listens.

100

FIORDISPINA

HE season was the childhood of sweet June,
Whose surmy Hours from morning, until noon
Went creeping through the day with silent feet,
Ealh With its load of pleasure, slow yet sweet ;
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Like the long years of blest Eternity,

Never to be developed.  Joy to thee,

Fiordispina, and thy Cosimo,

For thou the wonders of the depth canst know

Of this unfathomable flood of hours,

Sparkling beneath the Heaven which embowers 10

* + * £

They were two cousins, almost like two twins,
Except that from the catalogue of sing
Nature had rased thewr love,—which could not be
But by dissevering their nativity.
And so they grew together like two flowers
Upon one stem, which the same beams and showers
ull or awaken in their purple prime,
Which the same hand will gather—the same clime
Shake with decay. This {air day smiles to see
All those who love,—and who e’er loved hike thee, 20
Tiordispina? Scarcely Cosimo,
Within whose bosom and whose brain now glow
The ardours of a vision which obscure
The very idol of its portraiture ;
He faints, dissolved into a sea of love ;
But thou art as a planet sphered above,—
But thou art Love itself, ruling the motion
Of his subjceted spirit : such emotion
Must end in sin or sorrow, if sweet May
Had nol brought forth this morn—your wedding-day. 30

* * * *

“Lie there; sleep awhile in your own dew,
Ye faint-eyed cluldven of the Hours,”
Fiordispina said, and threw the flowers
‘Which she had from the breathing

A table near of polished porphyry.
They seemed to wear a beauty from the eye
That looked on them—a fragrance from the touch
‘Whose warmth checked their life ; a light such
As sleepers wear, lulled by the voice they love,

which did reprove 40
The childish pity that she felt for them;
And a remorse that from their stem
She had divided such fair shapes made
A feeling in the which was a shade
Of gentle beauty on the flowers: there lay ]
All gems that make the earth's dark bosom gay {



240 PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

rods of myrtle-buds and lemon-bloowns,
And that leaf tinted lightly which assumes
The livery of umemembered snow :
Violets whosc eyes have drunk 50
* * * +
Fiordispina and her nurse are now
Upon the steps of the high portico;
Under the withered arm of Media
She flings her glowing arm
* * + *
step by step and stair by staw,
Thatl withered woman, grey and while and brown—
More hke a trunk by lichens overgrown
Than anything which once could have been haman,
And ever as she goes, the palsied woman
* * * *
«Iow slow and pamfully you seem to walk, 6o
Poor Media!l you tire yourself with talk,”
“ And well il may,
Fiordispina, dearest—well-a-day!
You aie hastening to a marriage-hed ;
I to the grave!”— And if my love were dead,
Unless my heart deceives me, I would lie
Beside i m my shroud as willingly
As now in the gay might-dress Lilla wrought.”
“Fie, clnld! Let that unseasonable thought
Not be remembered till it snows in June ; 70
Such fancies are a music out of lune
~With the sweet dance your heart must keep to-night.
What! would you take all beauty and delight
Back to the Paradise from which you sprung,
And leave to grosser mortals
And say, sweet lamb, wonld you nol learn the sweet
And subtle mystery by which spirils meet?
Who knows whether the loving game is played,
When, once of mortal disarrayed,
The naked soul goes wandering here and thegpe 8o
Through the wide deserts of Elysian air?
The violet dies not till 18

FRAGMENT: THE DESERTS OF SLEEP

WENT into the deserts of dim sleep—
That world which, like an unknown wilderness,
wnds this with its recesses wide and deep,
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FRAGMENT : CONSEQUENCYK.

HE viewless and invisible Consequence
Watches thy goings-out and comings-n,
And hovers o’er thy guilly sleep,
Unveihng every new-born deed, and thoughts
More ghastly than those deeds.

FRAGMENT: A FACE

IS face was like a snalce’s—wrinkled and loo.c
And withered.

FRAGMENT: TORPOR

Y head is heavy, my limbs are weary,
And it is not life that makes me move,
And my way

FRAGMENT : HOPE, FEAR, AND DOUBT

UCH hope, as is the sick despair of good,
Such fear, as is the certainty of i,
Such doubt, as is pale Expectation’s food
Turned while she tastes to poison, when the will
Is powerless, and the spirit

FRAGMENT : DISAPPOINTMENT

a
LAS! this is not what I thought life was.

I knew that there were crimes and evil men,
Misery and hate ; nor did I hope to pass
Untouched by suffering, through the rugged glemm
In mine own heart I saw as in a glass
The hearts of others And when
I went among my kind, with triple brass
Of calm endurance my weak breast I armed,

To bear scorn, fear, and hate, a woful masg! |
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FRAGMENT : MILTON’S SPIRIT

DREAMED that Milton’s spiril rose, and took
I From life’s green tree his  Uranian lute;
And from his touch sweel thunder flowed, and shook
All human things bult in contempt of man,—
And sanguine thrones and impious altars quaked,
Prisons and citadels

FRAGMENTS
FROM THE BODLEIAN MS,

(1

HEN May is painting with her colours gay
The landscape sketched by April her sweet twin,

(2
Tuy beauty hangs around thee like

Splendour aronnd the moon :
Thy voice, as silver bells that strike

Upon
)

I stoop upon a Heaven-cleaving turvet
‘Which overlooked a wide Metropolis-—
And in the temple of my heart my Spirit
Lay prostrate, and with parted lips did kiss
The dust of Desolation’s [altar]—
And with a voice too faint to falter
It shook that irembling fane with its weak prayer.
"I'was noon,—the sleeping skies were blue,
The city
)

Awp through the silent interstellar air

(5)
FRAGMENT OF A TRANSLATION (?)

DeLuee and dearth, ardours and frosts and earthquake,
Fire from high mountains, winds and rain and lightning,
lew pestilences and epidemies,

Death . ., seditious acts and transmigrations



POEMS OF 1821

DIRGE FOR THE YEAR

I,

5 RPHAN Hours, the Year is dead :
Come and sigh, come and weep!”

“Merry Hours, smile instead,

For the Year is but asleep.

See, it smiles as it is sleeping,

Mocling your untimely weeping.”

II,

“ As an earthquake rocks a corse
In its coffin in the clay,
o wiite Winter, that rougl nuse,
Rocks the death-cold Year to-day ;
Solemn Hours! wail aloud
For your mother in her shroud.”

11l

« As the wild air stirs and sways
The tree-swung cradle of a child,
So the breath of these rude days
Rocks the Year :—be calm and mild,
Trembling Hours; she will arise
With new love within her eyes.

v,

January grey is here,

Like a sexton by her grave;
YFebruary bears the bier,

Mareh with grief doth howl and rave,
And April weeps—Dbut, O ye Hours,
Follow with May's fairest owers.”

213
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TIME
NFATHOMABLE Sea, whose waves are years ;

Ocean of Tume, whose waters of deep woe
Are brackish with the salt of human {ears!
Thon shoreless flood, which in thy ebb and flow
Claspest the limits of mortality !
And sick of prey, yet howlmg on for more,
Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable shoie ;
Treacherous in calm, and terrible m stoim,
Who shall put forth on thee,
Unfathomable Sea?

TO NIGHT

L

WIFTLY walk o’er the westermn .wave,
*Spuat of Night !
QOut of the misty eastern cave,
Where, all the long and Yone dayhght,
Thou wovest dreams of joy and feaxr, -
Which make thee terrible and dear,—
© Swift be thy flight!’

.

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey,

v Star-inwronght !

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day,

Kiss her antil she be wearied out;

Then wander o’er city, and sea, and land,

Tounching all with thine opiate wand—
Come, long sought !

.
When I arose and saw the dawn,
I sighed for thee;
When light rode high, and the dew was gone,
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree,
And the weary Day turned to his rest,
Lingering hke an unloved guest,
I sighed for thee.



FROM THEL ARABIC

1v.

Thy b1 other Death came, and cried,
“Wouldst thou me?”

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,

Murmured like a noontide bee,

¢ Shall I nestle near thy side?

Wouldst thou me ? ”’—And I replied,
 No, not thee!”

-,

Death will come when thou art dead,
Soon, too soon :

Sleep will come when Lhou art fled ;

Of neither would I ask the boon

I ask of thee, beloved Night,—

Sw1ft ,be thine approaching {light,
Come soon, soon !

TO EMILIA VIVIANI

“\ /'r ADONNA, wherefore hast thou sent to me

Swees henilinnd inipmantie®
Emblemmg love and health, which never yet
In the same wreath mln-ht be.
Alas, and they are wet .'
Is it with thy kisses or thy tears?
For never rain or dew
Such fragrance drew
From plant or flower: the very doubt endears
My sadness ever new,
The sighs I breathe, the tears I shed for thee
Send the stars light, but send not love to me,
In whom love ever made
Health hike a heap of embers soon to fade.

FROM THE ARABIC
AN IMITATION

L

Y faint spirit was silling in the light
Of thy looks, my love;
It panted for thee like the hind at noon
For the brooks, my love,

245

T0



246 PERCY BYSSHI SHELLEY

Thy barb whose hoofs outspeed the tempesl’s thght
£ Bore thee far from me;
My heart, for my weak feet were weary soon,
Did compamon thee.

1L

Ah! fleeter far than fleelest storm or steed,
Or the death they bear,
The heart which tender thought clothes like a dove
With the wings of care ;
In the battle, in the darkness, in the need,
Shall mme cling to thee,
Nor claim one snule for all the comfort, love,
1t may bring o thee.

SONG

I

ARELY, rarely, comest thou,
Spint of Delght!
Wh

erefore hast thou left me now
Many a day and night?
Many a weary night and day
"Tis since thou art fled away,

L.

How shall ever one like me
Win thee back again ?

With the joyous and the free
Thou wilt scoff at pain.

Spint false! thou hast forgot

All but those who need thee not.

Iy,

As g lizard with the shade
Of a trembling leaf,
Thou with sorrow art dismayed ;
Even the sighs of grief
Reproach thee, that thou art not near,
And reproach thou wilt not hear.
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1.

Let me set my mouwrnful ditty
To a merry measure ;
Thou wilt never come for pity,
Thou wilt come for pleasure;
Pity then will cut away
Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay.

v,

I love all that thou lovest,
Bpirit of Delight!
The fresh Earth in new leaves drest,
And the stany night;
Autumn cvening, and the morn
When Lhe golden msts arve born.

VI

I love snow, and all the forms
Of the radiant firost ;
I love waves, and winds, and storms,—
Everything almost
Which is Nature’s, and may be
Untainted by man’s misery.

VIL.

I love tranquil solitude,
And such society
As is quiel, wise, and good ;
Between thee and me
What difference? But thou dost possess
"The things I seek, not love Lthem less.

VLIt

1 love Love—though he has wings,
And like light can flee;
But above all other things,
Spirit, I love thee.
Thou art love and life! Oh come,
Malze once more my heart thy home. ~
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MUTABILITY

1.

HE flower that smiles to-day
To-morrow dies;
All that we wish to stay,
Tempts and then flies;
Whal is this world’s delight?
Lightning thal mocks the night,
Brief cven as bright.

I

Virtue, how frail it is!
Friendship how rave!

Love, how it sells poor bliss
For prond despair!

But we, though soon they fall,

Survive their joy and all
Which ours we call.

L

Whilst skies are blue and bright,
Whilst flowers are gay,

Whilst eyes Lhat change ere night
Make glad the day;

Whilst yet the calm hours creep,

Dream thou—and from thy sleep
Then wake to weep.

LINES

I,
AR, far away, O ye
Haleyons of Memory,

Seek some far calmer nest
Than this abandoned breast ;—
No news of your false Spring
To my heart’s Winter bring ;
Once having gone, in vain

Ye come again,
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1L

Vultures, who build your bowers
High in the Future’s towers,
Withered hopes on hopes are spread ;
Dying joys, choked by the dead,
Will serve your beaks for prey
Many a day.

A LAMENT

WORLD! O life! O time!
™ On whose last steps I climb
Trembling at that where I had stood before ;
When will return the glory of your prime?
No more-—oh, never more !

Out of the day and night
A joy has taken flight;
Tresh Spring, and Summer, and Winter hoar,
Move my faint heart with grief,—but with delight

No more—aoh, never maore

W, NEVEF NG

TO ———

USIC, when soft voices clie,

! \/ I Vibrates in the memory;

dowrs, when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.
Rose-leaves, when the rose is dead,
Are heaped for the beloved’s bed ;
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,
Love itself shall slumbex on.

SONNET : POLITICAL GREATNESS

OR happiness, nor majesty, nor fame,
Nor peace, nor strength, nor skill in ammg or arts,
Shepherd those herds whom Tyranny makes tame ;
Verse echoes not one beating of their hearts,
History is bul, the shadow of their shame,
Art veils her glass, or from the pageant stayts,
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A to oblivion their blind millions flect,
S#uning that Heaven with obscene imagery
Oféherr own hikencss. What are numbers knit
By force or custom? Man who man would be,
Must rule the empire of himself; n 1t
Must be supreme, establishing his throne
On vanquished will, quelhng the anarchy
Of hopes and fears, being himself alone.

LINES

WRITTEN ON HEARING THE NEWS OF TH.E
DEATH OF NAPOLTON

L

HAT! alive and so bold, O Earth?
Art thou not over-bold ?
nevrs What! leapest thou forth as of old
In the ight of thy morning mirth,
bv%e Tast of the flock of the starry fold ?
Ha! leapest thoun forth as of old?
Are not the limbs still when the ghost is fled,

And canst thou move, Napoleon being dead ?

II.

How ! is not thy quick heart cold?
‘What spark is alive on thy hearth?
How! is not Jus death-knell knolled ?
And livest thou still, Mother Earth ?
Thou wert warming thy fingers old
O’er the embers covered and cold
Of that most fiery spuit, when it fled ;
‘What, Mother, do you laugh now he is dead ?

IIL.

“Who has known me of old,” replied Earth,
¢ Or who has my story told ¢
It is thou who art over-bold.”
And the lightning of scorn laughed forth
As she sung, “To my bosom I fold
All my sons when their knell is knolled,
And so with living motion all are fed,
And the quick spring like weeds out of the dead.



THE FUGITIVES

1¥.

« §till ative and still bold,” shouted Farth
« [ grow bolder, and st1ll more bold.
The dead fill me ten thousand-fold
Fuller of speed, and splendour, and murth,
I was cloudy, and sullen, and cold,
Like a frozen chaos uprolled,
Tull by the spint of the mighty dead
My heart grew warm. I feed on whom I fed.

V.

« Ay, alive and still bold,” muttered Larth -

“ Napoleon’s fierce spirit 1olled,
In teuior and blood and gold,

A touient of ruin to death from his burth.
Leave the millions who follow to mould
The metal before it be cold ;

And weave into lns shame, wlich like the dead
Shrouds me, the hopes that from his glory fled.”

THE FUGITIVES
L

HE wateis are flashing,
The white hail is dashing,
The hghtnings are glancing,

The hoar spray is dancing—
Away!

The whirlwind is rolling,

The thunder is tolling,

The forest is swingmg,

The minster bells ringing—
Come away !

The Earth is like Ocean,

Wreck-strewn and in motion:

Bird, beast, man and worm

Have crept out of the storm—
Come away !

@51
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IL.

% QOur boal has one sail,

And the helmsman is pale ;—

A bold pilot I trow,

Who should follow us now,”’—
Shouted he;

And she cried: “Ply the oar!

Put off gaily from shore!” —

As she spoke, bolts of death

Mixed with hail, speclked their path
O’er the sea.

And from isle, tower and rock,

The blue beacon-cloud broke,

And though dumb in the blast,

The red cannon flashed fast
From the lea.

I11.

And “Fear'st thou,” and ¢ Fear’st thon?"”
And “See’st thou,” and “ Hear'sl thou?”
And “ Drive we not free
QO’er the terrible sea,

I and thou?”

One boat-cloak did cover

The loved and the lover:

Their blood beats one measure,

They murmur proud pleasure
Soft and low ;—

While around the lashed Ocean,
Like mountains in motion,
Is withdrawn and uplifted,
Sunk, shattered and snfled,

To and fio.

Iv.

In the cowrt of the fortress

Beside the pale portress,

Like a bloodhound well benten

The bridegroom stands, eaten
By shame ;
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On the topmost watch-luirel,

As 2’ dealh-boding spiril,

Slands the grey tyrant father,—

To his voice the mad weather
Seems tame ;

And with curses as wild

As e’er clung Lo child,

He devotes to the blast

The best, loveliest and last
Of his name !

TO ————

L

NE word is too often profaned
TFor me to profane 1t,
One feeling too falsely disdained
For thee to disdain il.
One hope is Loo like despair
For prudence to smother,
And pity from thee more dear
Than that from another.

11,

I can give not what men call love,
But wilt thou accept not

The worship the heart lifts above
And the Heavens reject nok;

The desire of the moth for the star,
Of the night for the morrow,

The devotion to somelhing afar
From the sphere of our sorrow ?

MUSIC

I

PANT for the musie which is divine,
]I My heart in its thirst is a dying flowe:
Pour forth the sound hike enchanted wine,
Loosen Lhe notes in a silver shower;
Like a herbless plain, for the gentle rain,
I gasp, I faint, till they wake again,
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’ I

Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound,
More, oh mare,—I am thirsting yet!

It loosens the serpent which care has bound
Upon my heart to stifle it ;

The dissolving strain, through every vein,

Passes mto my heart and bram,

1.

As the scent of a violet withered up,
Which grew by the brink of a silver lake,
When the hot noon has drained its dewy cup,
And mist there was none ils thirst Lo slake—
And the violet lay dead while the odour flew
On the wings of the wind o’er the watcrs blue :(—

v,

A« one who drinks from a charmeéd cup
Of foaming, and sparkling and murmuring wine,
Whom a mighty Enchantress, filling up,
Invites to love with her kiss divine
* * + * *
* * * ¥

TO — —

I.

HEN passion’s trance is overpast,
If tenderness and truth could last
Or live, whilst all wild feelings keep
Some mortal slumber, dark and deep,
I sheuld not weep, I should not weep!

II,

It were enough to feel, to see

Thy soft eyes gazing tenderly,

And dream the rest—and burn and be

The secret food of fires unseen,
~Couldst thou but be as thou hast been,

11

~ After the slumber of the year
The yopdland violets re-appear ;



TO EDWARD WILLIAMS 255

All things revive in field or grove,
And sky,and sea, but two, which move,
And form all others, life and love.

TO EDWARD WILLIAMS

I

HE serpent is shut out from paradise.
The wounded deer must seek the herb no more
In which 1ts heart-cure hes:
The widowed dove must cease to haunt a bower
Like that from which 1ts mate with feigned sighs
-~ Fled in the April hour.
I too, must scldom seek agam
Near happy friends a mitigated pain.

IL

Of hatred I am proud,—with scorn content ;
Indifference, which once hurt me, is now grown
Itself indifferent.
But, not to speak of love, pity alone
Can break a spuwit already more than bent.
The miserable one
Turns the mind’s poison into food ;
Its medicine is tears,—its evil good.

.

Therefore, if now I see you seldomer,
Dear friends, dear friend / know that I only Ay
Your looks because they stir
Griefs that should sleep, and hopes that cannot die :
The very comfort that they minister
1 scarce can bear; yet I,
So deeply is the arrow gone,
Should quickly perish if it were withdrawn.

.

When I return to my cold home, you ask
Why I am not as I have lately been.
You spoil me for the task
Of acling a forced part in life’s dull sceng,—
Of wearing on my brow the idle mask
Of author, great or mean,
In the world’s carnival, I sought
Peace thus, and but in you I found it not. -



256  PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

V.

Full W8I an hour, to-day, I tried my lot
With various flowets, and every one still said,
«She loves me—loves me not.”
Axnd if this meant a vision long since fled—
If it meant fortune, fame, or peace of thought—
If it meant—but I dread
To speak what you may know too well—
Still there was truth in the sad oracle.

-

VI,

The crane o’er seas and forests seeks her home ;
No bird so wild but has its quiet nest,
When 1t no more would roam ;
The sleepless billows on the ocean’s breast
Break like a bursting heart, and die in foam,
And thus at length find rest:
Doubtless there is a place of peace
Where my weak heart and all its throbs will cease.

vl

I asked her, yesterday, if she believed
That I had 1esolution. One who /ad
Would ne’er have thus relieved
His hearl with words,—but what his judgment bade
Would do, and leave the scorner unveheved.
. These verses were too sad
To send to you, but that I kaow,
Happy yourself, you feel another’s woe.

REMEMBRANCE

L
WIETER far than Summer’s flight,
Swifter far than youth’s delight,
~ Swifter far than happy night,
Art thou come and goneg
As the wood when leaves are shed,
As the night when sleep 15 fled,
As the hearl when joy s dead,
I anm left lone, alone,
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II.

The swallow Summer comes again,
“The owlet Night resumes her reign,
But the wild swan Youth is fain
To fly with thee, false as thou.
My heart each day desnes the morvow,
Sleep itself is turned to sorrow,
Vanly would my Winter borrow
Sunny leaves from any bough.,

1II.

Lilies for a bridal bed,
“Roses for a matron’s head,
Violets for a maiden dead,
Pansies lel my flowers be;
On the living grave I bear
Seatter them without a tear—
Let no friend, however dear,
Waste one hope, one fear for me,

A BRIDAL SONG

L

HE golden gates of sleep unbar
Where Strength and Beauty, met together,
Kindle their image like a star '
In a sea of glassy weather.
Night, with all thy stars look down,—
Darkness, weep thy holiest dew,—
Never smiled the inconstant moon
On a pair so true.
Let eyes not see their own delight ;—
Haste, swift Hour, and thy flight
s Oftrenew.

.

Fairies, sprites, and angels keep her!
Holy stars, permit no wrong !
And return to wake the sleeper,
Dawn,—ere it be long !
Oh joy! Oh fear! what will be done
In the absence of the sun!
Come along!
—g
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IGHT, with all thine eyes look down !
Darkness shed its holiest dew !
When ever smiled the inconstant moon
On a pair so true?
Hence, coy Hour! and quench thy hght,
Lest eyes see thew own delight!
Hence, swift Hour! and thy loved flight
Oft renew,

Bovs

Oh joy! Oh fear! what may be done
In the absence of the sun?
Come along !

The golden gates of sleep unbar!

When Strenglh and Beauty meet together,
Kindles their image hike a star

In a sea of glassy weather.
Hence, coy Hour! and quench thy light,
Lest eyes see thewr own delight !
Hence, swift Hour! and thy loved flight

Oft renew.

Ginus

Oh joy ! Oh fear! what may be done
In the absence of the sun?
Come along !

Fairies ! sprites! and angels keep her!
Holiest powers, permit no wrong !
And return, to wake the slecper,
Dawn, ere it be long.

Hence, swift Hour! and quench thy light,
Lest eyes see their own delight!

Hence, coy Hour! and thy loved flight

Oft renew.

Bove anp Ginis
Oh joy! Oh fear! whal will be done
In the absence of the sun?
Come along!

0

K]
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Y

A THIRD VERSION OF THE SAMF,

Bovs Sive

IGHT ! with all thine eyes look down!
Darkness ! weep thy holiest dew !
Never smiled the inconstant moon
On a pair so true. 9
Haste, coy Hour! and quench all light,
Lest eyes see their own dehght!
Haste, swift Hour! and thy loved flight
Oft renew !

GiaLs Sineg
Fairies, sprites, and angels, keep her!
Holy stars! permt no wrong! 10
And return to wake the sleeper,
Dawn, ere it be long !
Oh joy! Oh fear! there 1s not one
Of us can guess what may be done
In the absence of the sun :—
Come along !

Bovs

Oh! linger long, thou envious eastern lamp
In the damp
Caves of the deep!

Ginvs
Nay, return, Vesper! urge thy lazy car! 20
Swift unbar
The gates of Sleep !

CHoRUS

The golden gate of sleep unbar,

When Strength and Beauty, met together,
Kindle their image, likc a star

In a sea of glassy weather.
May the purple mist of love
Round them rise, and with them move,
Nourishing eacl tender gem
Which, like flowers, will burst from them. 30
As the froit is to the tree
May their childven ever be!
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EVENING: PONTE A MARE, PISA

L

HE sun is set; the swallows ave asleep ;
The bats are fhtting fast in the grey air;
The slow soft Loads out of darp corners creep,
And evening’s breath, wandering here and there
Over the quivering surface of the strcam,
Walkes not one ripple from ils summer dream.

It
There is no dew on the dry grass to-night,
Nor damp within the shadow of the trees ;
The wind is intermitting, dry, and light;
And in the mconstant molion of the breeze
The dust and straws are driven up and down,
And whirled about the pavement of the town.

5o
Within the surface of the fleeting river
The wrinkied tmage of the oy lay,
Iromoveably unguiet, and forever
It trembles, but it never fades away;
Go to the
You, being changed, will find it then as now.

v,

The chasm in which the sun has sunk is shut
By darkest barriers of cinereous cloud,

Like mountain over mountain huddied—but
Growing and moving upwards in a crowd ;

And over it a space of watery blue,

Which the keen evening star is shining through.

-

THE BOAT ON THE SERCHIO

UR boat is asleep on Serchio’s stream,
Its sails are folded like thoughts in a dream,
The helm sways idly, hither and thither;
Domjnie, the boatman, has brought the mast,
And the oars and the sails; but 'tis sleeping fast,
Like a beast unconscious of its tether.
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The stars burnt out in the pale blue air, n
And the thin white moon lay wilhering there ;
To tower, and eavern, and rifl and tree, o
he owl and the bat fled drowsily. 0
Day had kindled the dewy woods,
~ And the rocks above and the stream below,

And the vapours in their mullitudes,

And the Apennine’s’shroud of summer snow,
And clothed with light of aevy gold

The mists in their eastern caves uprolled.

Day had awaliened all things that be,—
The lark and the thrush and the swallow free,

And the milkmaid’s song and the mower’s scythe,
And the matin-bell and the mountain bee : 20
Tire-flies were quenched on the dewy corn,
Glow-worms went out on the river's brim,

Like lamps which a student forgets to trim:
The beetle forgot to wind his horn,

The crickets were still in the meadow and hill :
Like a flock of rooks at a farmer’s gun
Night's dreams and terrors, every one,

Fled from the brains which are their prey
Frome the lamp's dasdh ko the monming ey

A1l rose to do the task He set to each, 30
Who shaped us to his ends and not our own;
The million rose to learn, and one to teach
What none yet ever knew or can be known
and many rose
Whose woe was such that fear became desirve ;—
Melchior and Lionel were not among those ;
They from the throng of men had stepped aside,
And made their home under the green hill-side.
It was that hill, whose inlervening brow
Screens Lucca from the Pisan’s envious eye,— 40
Which the circumfluous plain waving below,
Like a wide lake of green fertility,
with streams and fields and marshes bare,
Divides from the far Apennines—which lie
Islanded in the immeasurable air,

« What think you, as she lies in her green cove,

Our little sleeping boat is dreaming of ?”

« If morning dreams are true, why I should guess

That she was dreaming of oux idleness,

And of the miles of watery way 50
We should have led her by this time of day,”—
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(% Of us and of our lazy motions,”
Impatiently said Melchior,
« ¥ 1 ®n guess a boat’s emotions; #
And how we ought, two hows before,
To have been the devil knows where.”
And then, in such transalpine Tusean
As would have killed a Della-Cruscan,]!
* * * *
%« Never mind,” said Lionel,
“ Give care to the winds,—they can bear it well
About yon poplar-lops ; and see !
The white clouds are driving merrily,
And the stars we miss this morn will light
More willingly our return to-night.—
How it whistles, Dominic’s long black hair !
List my dear fellow ; the breeze blows fair:
Hear how it sings into the air.”

So Lionel according to his art

Weaving his 1dle words, Melchior said :

“She dreams that we are not yet out of bed ;
We'll put a soul into her, and a heart
Which like a dove chased by a shall beat.”

* “ * e
“ Ay, heave the ballast overboard,
And stow the eatables in the aft locker.”
« Would not this keg be best a little lowered ?
“ No, now all’s right.”—“ Those bottles of warm tea—
(Give me some straw)-—must be stowed Lenderly ;
Stch as we vsed, in Summer after six,
To cram in greai-coat pockets, and to mix
Hard eggs and radishes and rolls at Elon,
And, couched on stolen hay in those green harbours
Farmers called gaps, and we schoolboys called arbours,
Would feast till eight.”
* * * *
With a botile in one hand,

As if his very soul were at a stand,
Lionel stood—when Melchior brought him steady :—
“8it at the helm—7fasten this sheet—all ready!”

-

~%fe chain is loosed, the sails are spread,
The living breath is fresh behind ;
As with dews and sunvise fed,

Comes the langhing morning wind ;—
* Apparently an alternative version of lines 48-51,—Eb.

-

70
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The sails are full, the boat makes head
Against the Jerchio’s torrent fierce,
hThen flags with intermitting course,
\ And hangs upon the wave, and stems
The tempest of the
™ Which fervid from its mountain source
Shallow, smooth and strong doth come.
Swift as fire, tempestuously
It sweeps mto Lhe aflrighted sea;
In morning’s smile its eddies coil,
Its billows sparkle, toss and boil,
Torturing all its quiet bght
Into ecolumns fierce and bright.

™

™ * * * &
- The Serchio, Lwisting forth

Between the marble barriers which it clove
At Ripafratta, leads through Lhe dread chasm
The wave thal died the death which lovers love,

Living in what it sought; as if this spasm

Had not yet past, the toppling mountains cling ;
But the clear stream in full enthusiasm

Pours itselt’on the plain, then wandering

Down one clear path of effluence erystalline
Sends its superfluous waves, that they may fling

At Arno’s feet tribute of corn and wine:
Then, through the pestilential deserts wild
Of tangled marsh and woods of stunted pine,

It rushes to the Ocean,

FRAGMENT : «I WOULD NOT BE A

KING”

WOULD not be a king—enough
®  Of woe it is to love;
The path to power is steep and rough,
And tempests reign above.
I would not climb the imperial throne ;
*Tis built on ice which fortune’s sun
Thaws in the height of noon.
Then farewell, king! Yet, were I one,
Care would not come so soon.
Would he and [ were far away
Keeping flocks on Himalay !

tho

110
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THE AZIOLA ¢

I.

« O you not hear the Agiola cry?
Methinks she must be nigh,”
Said Mary, as we sate
In dusk, ere staxs were lit, or candles brought;
And I, who thought
This Aziola was some tedious woman,
Asked, «“ Who is Aziola?” How elate
1 felt to know that it was nolhing human,
No mockery of myself to fear or hate!
And Mary saw my soul,
And laughed, and said, ¢ Disquiet yourself not; -~
Tis nothing but a little downy owl.”

II.

Sad Aziola! many an eventide
Thy music I had heard

By wood and stream, meadow and mountain-side,
Axd Gelds and voavshes wide,—

Such as nor voice, nor lute, nor wind, nor bird,
The soul ever stirred ;

Unlike and far sweeter than them all.

Sad Aziola! from that moment I
Loved thee and thy sad cry.

-

SONNET TO BYRON

F I esteemed you less, Envy would kill
Pleasure, and leave to Wonder and Despair

The ministration of the thoughts that fill

The mind which, lilke a worm whose life may share
A portion of the unapproachable, °

Maxks your creations rise as fast and fair
As perfect worlds at the Creator’s will.
But such is my regard that nor your power

=" To soar above the heights where othexs < climb >

Nor fame, that shadow of the unborn hour

Clast from the envious future on the time,

Moves one regret for his unhonoured name
Who dares these words :—the worm beneath the sod
Maw Lft itself in homage of the God,

-
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3
FRAGMENT ON KEATS,

WI]'IO DESIRED THAT ON HIS TOMB SHOULD
BE INSCRIBED—

« ERF lieth One whose name was writ on water!”
P But ere the breath that could erase it blew,
Death, in remorse for that fell slanghter,
Death, the immortalizing Winter, flew
Athwast the stream ; Time’s printless torrent grew
A scroll of erystal, blazoning the name

Y Adonais -—

-

FRAGMENT : A DREAM

ETHOUGHT I was a billow in the erowd
Of common men, that stream without a shore,

That ocean which at once 1s deaf and loud ;

That I, a man, stood amid many more

DY a wayside Wricn Tne aspect bore
Of some imperial metropolis,

Where mighty shapes—pyramid, dome, and tower—
Gleamed like a pile of crags.

TO-MORROW

HERE art thou, beloved To-morrow ?
‘When young and old, and strong and weal,
Rich and poor, Lthrough joy and sorrow,
Thy sweet smiles we ever seek,—
In thy place—ah! well-a-day!
We find the jhing we fled—To-day.

STANZA

F I walk in Autumn’s even
While the dead leaves pass,

It I look on Spring’s soft Heaven,
Something is not there which was.
Winter's wondrouns frost and snow, *
Summer’s clouds, where are they now ?
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FRAGMENT : A WANDERER

E wanders, Iike a day-appearing dream
Through the dim wilderncsses of the mind,
Through desert woods and tracts, which seem
Like ocean, homeless, boundless, unconfincd.

FRAGMENT : FROM REST TO REST

HE babe is at peace within the womb,
The corpse is at rest within the tomb;
We begin id what we end.

FRAGMENT : «I FAINT, I PERISH
WITH MY LOVE!”

FAINT, I perish with my love! I grow
Frail as a cloud whose pale
Under the evening's ever-changing glow :
I die like mist npon the gale,
And like a wave under the calm I fail.

FRAGMENT : THE LADY OF THE
SOUTH

AINT with love, the Lady of the South
Lay in the paradise of Lebanon
Under a Heaven of cedar-boughs ; the dwouth
Of love was on her lips; the light was gone
Out of her eyes.

FRAGMENT : ZEPHYR

OME, thou awakener of the spirit’s ocean,
o Zephyr, whom to thy cloud or cave
Nethought can trace! speed with thy gentle motion!
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FRAGMENT : RAIN-WIND

H ‘HE gentleness of rain was i the wind.

FRAGMENT : HIDDEN DANGERS

HEN soft winds and sunny skies
With the green earth harmonize,
And the young and dewy dawn,
Bold as an unhunted fawn,
Up the windless Heaven is gone—
Laugh—for ambushed 1 the day,
Clouds and whirlwinds waich thewr prey.

FRAGMENT : “THE RUDE WIND
IS SINGING”

HE rude wind is singing
The dirge of the music dead ;
The cold worms are chnging
Where kisses were lately fed,

FRAGMENT : «O THOU IMMORTAL
DEITY”

THOU immortal deity
‘Whose throne1s in the depth of human thought,
I do adjure thy power and thee
By all that man may be, by all that he is not,
By all that he has been and yet must be !

FRAGMENT : LAURELS

(13

HAT art thou, Presumptuous, who profanest
The wreath to mighty poets only due,
Even whilst like a forgotten moon thou wanest

B
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Touch not those leaves which for the gternal few
Whe wander o’er thie paradise of fame,

In sacred dedication ever grew :

One of the crowd thouw art without a name.”

“ Ah, friend, "ts the false lauvel that I weayr;
Bright though it seem, 1t is not the same
As that which bound Milton’s immortal hair ;

Its dew is poison, and the hopes that quicken
Uuder its chilhng shade, though seeming fair,
Are flowers winch die almost before they sicken.”

FRAGMENT : “AND THAT I WALK

THUS PROUDLY CROWNED"”

ND that I wall thus proudly crowned withal
Is that “tis my distinchion ; if 1 fall,
1 shall not weep out of the vital day,
To-morrow dust, nor wear a dull decay.

-



POEMS OF 1822

THE ZUCCA

I

UMMER was dead and Autumn was expiring,
And infant Winter laughed upon the land
All cloudlessly and cold ;—when I, deswring
More in this world than any understand,
Wept o’er the beauty, which like sea retiring,
Had left the earth bare as the wave-worn sand
Of my lorn heart, and o’er the grass and flowers
Pale for the falsehood of the flattering Hours,

I

Summer was dead, but I yet lived to weep
The instability of all but weeping ;
And on the Earth lulled in her winter sleep
I woke, and envied her as she was sleeping.
Too happy Earth] over thy face shall creep
The wakening vernal airs, until thou, leaping
From unremembered dreams, shalt see
No death divide thy immortality.

Iy,

I loved—oh no, I mean not one of ye,
Or any earthly one, though ye are dear
As human heart to human heart may be ;—
1 loved, I know not what-—but this Jow sphere
And all that it contains, contains not thee, *
Thau, whom seen nowhere, I feel everywhere ;
Trom Feaven and Earth, and all that in tI}en‘} are,

Veiled art thou, like a star:
269
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1V.

By Heaven and Ear th, from all whose shapes Lthou flowes .,
Neither to be contained, delayed, nor hidden ;
Malking divine the loftiest and the lowest,
When for a moment thon art not forbidden
To live within the life which thou bestowest ;
And leaving noblest things vacant and chidden,
Clld as a corpse after the spirit’s fight,
Blank as the sun afler the birth of night.

v,

In winds, and trees, and streams, and all things common,
In music and the sweet unconscious tone
Of animals, and voices which are human,
Meant to express some feelings of their own ;
In the soft motions and rare smile of woman,
In flowers and leaves, and in the grass fresh-shewn,
Or dying in the Autumn, I the most
Adore thee present or lament thee lost.

VI.

And thus I went, lamenting, when I saw
A plant upon the river’s margin le,
Like one who loved beyond his nature’s law,
" And in despair had casl him down to die;
Its leaves which had outlived the frost, the thaw
Had blighted, like a heart which hatred’s eye
Can blast not, but which pity kills; the dew
Lay on its spottcd leaves like tears too true.

VII.

The Heavens had wept upon it, but the Barth
Had crushed it on her unmaternal breast.
* * * *

VIII.

I bore it to my chamber, and I planted
Tt in a vase full of the lightest mounld ;
Thee-inter beams which out of Heaven slanted
Fell through the window-panes, disrobed of cold,
Upon its Teaves and flowers ; the star which panted
In evening for the Day, whose car hag rolled
Over the homzun s wave, with looks of light
Bmiled off it from the threshold of the night,
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IX.

,\{‘he mitigatecf influences of air
“And light revived the plant, and from it grew
Strong leaves and tendrils ; and 1its flowers fair,
Full as a cup with the vine’s burning dew,
v+ O'erflowed with golden colours; an atmosphere
Of vital warmth infolded it anew,
And every impulse sent to every part
The unbeheld pulsations of its heart.

X.

Well might the plant grow beautiful and strong,
Xven if the air and sun had smiled not on it;
T'or one wept o’er it all the Winter long
Pears pure as Heaven’s rain, which fell upon 1t
Hour after hour; for sounds of soflest song,
Mixed with the siringéd melodies that won il
To leave the gentle lips on which it slept,
Had loosed the heart of him who sat and wept:—

XI.

Had loosed his heart, and shook the leaves and flowers
On which he wept, the while the savage storm
Waked by the darkest of December’s hours
Was raving round the chamber hushed and warm ;
The birds were shivering in their leafless bowers,
The fish were frozen in the pools, the form
Of every summer plant was dead and chill,
Whilst this tear-nurtured still.

* * # ¥

THE MAGNETIC LADY TO HER
PATIENT

L
« (“LEEP, sleep on! forget thy pain;
My hand is on thy brow,
My spirit on thy brain ;
My pity on thy heart, poor friend ;
And from my fingers flow
The powers of life, and like a sign,
Seal thee from thine hour of woe ;
And brood on thee, but may not blend
With thine.
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I

«Sleep, sleep on | I love thee not ;
But when I think that he
Who made and makes my lot
As full of flowers as thine of weeds,
Might have been lost Iike ihee;
And that a hand which was not mine,
Might then have charned his agony
As I another’ s—my heart bleeds
For thine,

1.

« Sleep, sleep, and with the slumber of
The dead and the unborn
Forget thy life and love;
Torget that thou must wake forever;
Forget the world’s dull scorn ;
Forget lost health, and the divine
Feelings which died in youth’s brief morn
And forgel me, for I can never
Be thine.

v,

“Like a cloud big with a May shower,
My soul weeps healing rain,
On thee, thou withered flower ;
It breathes mute music on thy sleep ;
Tts odour calms thy brain;
Its light within thy gloomy breast
Spreads like a second youth again.
By mine thy being is to its deep
Possest.

v

“The spell is done. How feel you now?”
« Better-—quite well,” replied
The sleeper.— What would do
You good when suffering and awake ?
What cure your head and side ? " —
¢« What would cure, that would kill me, Jan®!
And as I must on earth abide
Awhile, yet tempt me not to break
My chain.”
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'

LINES: «WHEN THE LAMP"IS®
SHATTERED”

1

HEN the lamp is shattered
The light in Lhe dust lies dead ;

When the clond is secattered
The rainbow’s glory is shed.

When the lute is broken,
Sweel notes are remembered not

When the lips have spoken,
Loved accents are soon forgot,

1L

As music and splendour

Survive not the lamp and the lute,
The heart’s echoes render

No song when the spirit is mute :—
No song but sad dirges,

Like the wind in a ruined cell,
Or the mournful surges

That ring the dead scaman’s knell.

I1L.

When hearts have once mingled,
Love first leaves the well-built nest ;
The weak one is singled
To endure what it once possest.
O Love! who bewailest
The frailty of all things here,
Why chose you the frailest
For your cradle, your home, and your bier ?
~

V.

Its passions will rock thee
As the storms rocl the ravens on high:
Bright reason will mock thee,
Like the sun from a wintry sky,
From thy nest every rafter
Will rot, and thine eagle home
Leave thee naked to laughter,
When leaves fall and cold winds come,
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TO JANE: THE INVITATION

EST and nightest, come away!

Faiver far than this fair Day,
‘Which, like thee to those in sorrow,
Comes to bid a sweet good-morrow
To the rongh Year just awake
In its cradle on the brake.
The brightest Hour of unborn Spring,
Through the wintcr wandering,
Fouud, it seerns, the haleyon Morn
To hoar February born ;
Bending from Heaven, in azure mirth,
1t kissed the forehead of the Rarth,
And smiled upon the silent sea,
And bade the frozen streams be free,
And waked to music all their fountaing,
And breathed upon the frozen mountains,
And ke a prophetess of May,
Strewed flowers upon the barren way,
Making the wintry world appear
Like one on whom thou smilest, dear.

Away, away, from men and towns,

To the wild wood and the downs:

To the silent wilderness

Where the soul need not repress

Its musie lest it should not find

An echo in another’s mind,

‘While the touch of Nature’s art

Harmonizes heart to heart.

I leave this notice on my door

For each accustomed visitor :—

“] am gone into the fields

To take what this sweet Hour yields ;—

Reflection, you may come to-morrow,

Sit by the fireside with Sorrow.~—

You with the unpaid bill, Despair,—
~» You tiresome veise-reciter, Care,—

I will pay you in the grave,—-

Death will listen to your stave.

Expectation too, be off !

To-day is for itself enough;

Hope, in pity mock not Woe

With amiles, nor follow where I go;
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Long baving lived on thy sweet {ood,
At léngth I find one momwent’s good
After long pain: with all your love,
This you never told me of.”

9

Radiant Sister of the Day,

Awake! arise! and come away!

To the wild woods and the plains,
And the pools where winter rains )50
Image all their roof of Jeaves,

Where the pine its garland weaves
Of sapless green, and ivy dun,
Round stems that never kiss the sun;
Where the lawns and pastures be
And the sandhills of the sea ;

Where the melting hoar-frost wets
The daisy-star thal never scts,

And wind-flowers and violets

Which yet join not scent to hue, 6o
Crown the pale Year weak and new ;
When the night is left behind

In the deep east, dun and blind,

And the blue noon is over us,

And the multitudinous

Billows murmur at our feet,

Where the earth and ocean meet,
And all things seem only one,

In the universal sun.

TO JANE: THE RECOLLECTION

I

OW the last day of many days,
All beautiful and bright as thou,
The loveliest and the last, is dead,—
~Rise, Memory, and write its praise !
Up to thy wonted work! cowe, trace
The epitaph of glory tled ¢
For now the Earth has changed its face,
A frown is on the Heaven’s brow.

11.
We wandered to the Pine Forest
That skirts the Ocean’s foam
The lightest wind was in its nest,
The tempest in its home,
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The whispering waves were half asleep,
¢ ¢« The clouds were gone to play, ¢

And on the bosom of the deep

The smile of Heaven lay.
It seemed as if the hour were one

Sent from beyond the skies,
Which scattered from above the sun

A light of Paradise.

I

We pauscd amid the Pines that stood
The gianls of the waste,
Tortured by storms to shapes as rude
As serpents interlaced,
And soothed by every azure breath,
That under Heaven is blown,
To harmonies and hues beneath,
As tender as its own ;
Now all the tree-tops lay asleep,
Like green waves on the sea,
As still as in Lhe silent deep
The ocean woods may be.

Iv,

How calm it was —the silence there
By such a chain was bound,
That even the busy woodpecker
Made stiller by her sound
The inviolable quietness;
The breath of peace we drew,
With its soft motion made not less
The calm that round us grew.
There seemed from the remotest seat
Of the white mountain-waste,
To the soft lower benecath our feet,
A magic cirele traced,—
A spirit interfused around,
~ A thrilling silent life,—
““To momentary peace it bound
Qur mortal nature’s strife.—
And still T felt the centre of
The magie circle there,
‘Was gne fair form that filled with love
. The lifeless atmosphere.
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V.

We pauzs!ed beside the pools that lie
Under the forest bough;

Each seemed as "twere a little sky
Gulphed in a world below ;—

A firmament of purple light,
Which in the dark earth lay,

More boundless than the depth of night,
And purer than the day:

In which the lovely forests grew,
As in the upper air,

More petfect both in shape and hue
Than any spreading there.

There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn,
And through the dark green wood

The white sun twinkling like the dawn
Out of a speckled cloud.

Sweet views, which in our world above
Can never well be seen,

Were imaged by the water's love
Of that fair forest green.

Aad 2l wwr dndanfonad hanarkh
‘With an elysian glow,

An atmosphere without a breath,
A softer day below.

Like one beloved, the scene had lent
To the dark water's breast

Its every leaf and lineament
With more than truth expressed.

Until an envious wind crept by,
Like an unwelcome thought,

Which from the mind’s too faithful eye
Blots one dear image out.

Though thou art ever fair and kind,
The forests ever green,

Less oft is peace in Shelley’s mindy
Than calm in waters seen.

CANCELLED PASSAGE

WerE not the crocuses that grew
Under that ilex-tree,

As beantiful in scent and hue
As ever fed the bee?

277
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WITH A GUITAR, TO JANE

» A RIEL to Miranda —Take
This slave of Music, for the sake

Of him who 15 the slave of thee,
And teach 1t all the harmony
In which thou canst, and only thou, .
Make the delighted spirit glow,
Till joy deunies itself again,
And, too intense, is turned to pain ;
For by permussion and command
Of thine own Prince Ferdinand,
Poor Ariel sends this silent Loken
Of love that never can be spoken;
Your guardian spirit, Ariel, who,
From life to life, must still pursae
Your happiness ;—for thus alone
Can Ariel ever find his own.
From Prospero’s mchanted cell,
As the mighty verses tell,
To the throne of Naples, he
Lit you o'er the trackless sea,
Flitting on, your prow before,
Like a living meteor.
When you die, the silent Moon,
In her interlunar swoon, & ¢
Is not sadder in her cell
Than deserted Ariel
When you live again on earth,
Like an unseen star of birth
Axiel guides you ¢'er Lhe sea
Of life from your nativity. *
Many changes have been run,
Since Ferdinand and you begun
Your conrse of love, and Ariel still |
Has tracked your steps, and served your will ;
Now, in humbler, bappier lot,
This is all remembered not ;

“ And now, alas! the poor sprite is
Imprisoned, for some fault of his,
In a body like a grave ;—
From you he only dares to crave,
For his service and his sorrow,
A staile to-day, a song to-morrow.
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The artist who this 1dol wroughi,

To echo all harmonious thought,
Felled ajiree, while on the steep

The woods were in their winter slcep,
Rocked in that repose divine

On the wind-swept Apennine;

And dreaming, some of Autumm past,
And some of Spring approaching fast,
And some of April buds and shogers,
And some of songs in July bowers,
And all of love ; and so this tree,—
Oh that such our death may be l—
Died in sleep, and felt no pain,

To Iive in happier form again :

From which, beneath Heaven's faivest star,

The artist wronght this loved Guilar,
And taught it justly to reply,

To all who question shilfully,

In language gentle as thine own ;
Whispering i enamoured tone
Sweet oracles of woods and dells,
And summer winds in sylvan cells;
For it had learnt all harmonies

Of the plains and of the skies,

Of the forests and the mountains,
:And Lthe many-vojced fountains ;
The clearest echoes of the lills,
The softest notes of falling rills,
The melodies of birds and bees,
The murmuring of summer seas,

" And pattering rain, and breathing dew,
And airs of evening ; and it knew
That seldom-heard mysterious sound,; ,
Which, driven on its diurnal round,
As it floats through boundless day,
Our world enkindles on ils way.
All this it knows, but will not tell
To those who cannot question well
The Spirit that inhabits it;

1t talks accarding to the wit

Of its companions; and ro more
{s heard than has been felt before
By those who tempt 1t to betray
These secrets of an elder day.

But sweetly as its answers will
Flatter hands of perfect skill,

It keeps its highest, holiest tone
For our belovéd Jane alone.
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TG JANE: «THE KELN STARS WERE
TWINKLING”

I,

HE keen stars were twinkling,
And the fair moon was rising among Lhem,
Dear Jane!
The guitar was tinkling,
Butl the notes were not sweet Lill you sung them
Again,
As the moon’s soft splendour
O’er the faint cold starlight of Ileaven
Is thrown,
So your voice most tender
To the strings without soul had then given
Its own,

11,

The stars will awaken,
Though the moon sleep a full hour later
To-night ;
No leaf will be shaken
Whilst the dews of your melody scatter
Delight.
Though the sound overpowers,
Sing again, with your dear voice revealing
A tone
Of some world far from owrs,
Where music and moonlight and feeling
Are one,

A DIRGE

OUGH wind, that moanest loud

Grief too sad for song ;

Wild wind, when sullen cloud
Knells all the night long ;

Sad storm, whose tears are vain,
Bare woods, whose branches strain,

Deep caves and dreary main,
~Wail, for the world’s wrong !
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LINES WRITTEN IN THE BAY OF
' LERICI ’

HE left me at the silent time
When the moon had ceased to climb

The azure path of Ileaven's steep,

And, like an albatross asleep,

Balanced on her wings of light,

IHovered in the purple might,

Lre she sought her ocean nest

In the chawbers of the west.

She left me, and I stayed alone,

Thinking over every tone, 10
Which, though silent to the ear,

The enchanted heart could hear,

Like notes which die when born, but still
Haunt the echoes of the hill;

And fecling ever—oh, too much —

The soft vibration of her touch,

As if her gentle hand even now

Lightly trembled on my brow ;

And thus, although she absent were,
Memory gave me all of her 20
That even Fancy dares to claim :—

Her presence had made weak and tame

All passions, and I lived alone

In the time which is our own;

The past and future were forgot,

As they had been, and would be, not.

But soon, the guardian angel gone,
The demon re-assumed his throne

In my faint heart. I dare not speak
My thoughts ; but thus disturbed and weak 30
I sat, and saw the vessels glide

Over the ocean bright and wide,

Like spirit-wingéd chariots sent

O’er some serenest element

For ministrations strange and far;
As if to some Elysian star
They sailed for dvink to medicine °
Such sweet and bitter pain as mine.

And the wind that winged their flight
From the land came fresh and light; 40
And the scent of wingeéd flowers,

And the coolness of the hours
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Of dew, and sweet warmth left by day,
Were scattered o’er the twinkling bay ;
AnA the fisher, with his lamp P
And spear, about the low rocks damp
Crepl, and struck the fish which came
To worship the delusive flame.

Too happy they, whose pleasure sought
Extingnishes all sense and thought

Of the regret that pleasure leaves,—
Destroying life alone, not peace!

LINES: « WE MEET NOT AS WE
PARTED?”

I.

E meel not as we parted,
We feel more than all may see;
My bosom is heavy-hearted,
And thine full of doubt for me.
One moment has bound the free.

!

II.

That moment is gone forever,
Like lightning thal flashed and died,
Like a snowflake upon the river,
Like a sunbeam upon the tide,
Which the dark shadows hide.

.

That moment from time was singled
As the fivst of a life of pain;

The cup of its joy was mingled-—
Delusion too sweet though vain ! 3
Too sweet to be mine again.

Iv.

Sweet lips, could my heart have hidden
That its life was crushed by you,
e would not have then forbidden
The death which a heart so true
o Seught in your briny dew.

50°
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Methinks too little cost
For aymoment so found, so lost!

THE ISLE

HERE was a little lawny islet
By anemone and violet,
Like mosaic, paven :
And its roof was flowers and leaves
Which the Summer’s bieath enweaves,
Where nor sun nor showers nor breeze
Pierce the pines and tallest trees,—
Bach a gem engraven :
Girt by many an azure wave
With which the clouds and mountains pave 10
A lake’s blue chasm.

FRAGMENT : TO THE MOON

RIGHT wanderer, fair coquette of Heaven,
To whom alone it has been given
To change and be adored forever,
Envy not this dim world, for never
But once within its shadow grew
One fair as

EPITAPH

HESE are two friends whose lives were undivided ;
® So let their memory be, now they have glided
Under the grave; let not thejr bones be parted,
For their two hearts in life were single-hearted,

END OF VOL. IIL
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Depmey Buo, 125, 64, nels
¢+ A Colonial Fdltlcm is nlsaDpubhshed..
Alexandem (Wil mm. 3y Archbishop
of Armiagh. 5 AND

HT
CRUNSELS DI‘ \IANY YEARS,

Demy 16mo. 2s. 6d.

Alken enry). See LP.L.

Allen (Charles C.). See Texthooks of
Technolagy.

Allen (1. Jessie). See Little Books on Art,

Allen EJ. Romilly), .5, 4, Sec Antiguary’s

and Maps. A Ngzu (ma' Cheager Issue.
Dem_y 8w, 74' 6d. »
Ander: IE STORY QF THE

n (I, M.}, ’1

BRI’IISH EMPIRE HOR (.HILDREN
With 42 Illustrations, Cs, 8o,

Anderson (J. G.), B.A,, NOUVDLLL
GRAMMAIRE I‘I\AN(;,AXSE, & L'vsaGe
DES BCOLES ANGLAISLS.  Crows 8zo, os.

EXERCICES D GRAMMAIRE FRAN-

CAISE, Cr, 8eo, 1s, 64.
Andrewes Bishop. PRECES PRI
ranslated and edited, with
Notes, by F. L BricurMmaAn, M.A., of
Pusey House, Oxford. Cr, Bvo. 65,
See also L\f)rﬂry of Devotion

‘Anglo-Australian,' AFTER-GLOW ME-
MORILS. Cr 8wa, 6s,

Anon., HEAT/ ’I’H, \VEALTH AND WIS.

FDOM. Cro

Aristotle, THE ETI{ICb OI‘~ Edited,
with an Introduction and Notes by IQHN
BurnerT, M. A, Cheagerissue. Demy 8wo.
108, G siet,

Asman (H. N.), MA, B.D,
Schaol Books,

Atkins (H, G.). See Oxlord Biographies,

Atkingon (C. M.). ]EREMY BENTHAM,
DemyBuro. 58, net.

*Atkingon (C. T,), M. A,, Tellaw of Exeter
College, Oxford, sometime Dem y of Mag-
dalen College, A HISTORY OF GER-

~ MANY, from 1713 to 1315 With many
Mapr, Demy Svo. 158, el

Atkinson (T.” 1,) ENGLISIL ARCHI.

See Junior

ooks,
A_}mﬂak (B.), E.S.A. "See Litt™ Books on

Aml‘lexat (Lady) A SKETCH QT
BEYPTIAN H(STORY FROM THE
EARLIEST TIMES 70 TIIE PRE-
SENT DAY, With magy Iilustrations

~

TECTURE.  With 196 Illustrations.
Second Edition, Feap, 8o, 35, 6d. net,

A CLOSSARY OT TERMS USED IN
ENGLISIIT ARCHITECTURE. With
205, Illustmtmns. Secopd Editien. Frap.
85, 35, 6d. neh
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Auden (T.), M.A,, I.S. A See Ancient Citics.
Aureliys (Marcus). WORDS OF THE
ANCIENT WISE,  Thoughts from Lpu:-
tetug, and Mareus Aurelius, Edited by
W, b, D. Roven, MLA, Litt, D, Feap,
Buo, 35 6d. net,
Pee also Standard Libiary.

Austen (Jane). See Standard Library,
&ittle Library and Miton (G, E.).
ves (Brnest), CO- OPERATIVE IN-

DUSTRY, Crows8uvo. 5s. et

Bacon (Francis), See Standuid Library
and Little Library.

Baden~Powell (R. 8. 8,) THE MATA-
BELE CAMPAIGN, 1856, With nearly
100 Illustntmns. frouril Tdifion. Large
Cr. 8wo. G5,

Bugnt (Rlchm‘d) TUI LARKES OF
NORTHERN FUALY., With 37 Hlustra.

Leap. 8nov 55, 0¢ct,

See Cowper (W, I3

See Junior Examina-

tions and a Mags
~Baileg™(J. C.}, M.A.
Baker (W, G.), M.A.
tion beries.
Baker (Julian L.), F.LC., I.CS.
Banks on Business.
Balifour (Graham), THE LIFE QT
ROBERT LQUIS STEVENSON, With
a Portrawt.  Fourtl Edition in one Volume,
Cr, 8vo. Buckrun, 5.
A Colonial Bdition is also published.
Baélard {A.), B.A,, LL.D, See Antiguary’s
k.

Bally (8. B.), See Commercial Seties.

See

Banks (Eli7abetll L. ) THE AUTO-
BIDGRAPHY OF ‘NEWSPAPER
GIlL, éccumt'Erlleu Cr. Bow, 65,

Barham (R, H. ) See Little Library.

Baring (The Hon., Maurice). ~WITH
THE RUSSIANS IN MANCHURIA.
Third Edition. DomtyBvo, 75 6d. uede

A Colonial Edition is also published.

A YEAR IN RUSSIA Second Edition.
Demry Buo, 105, 6d. ned,

A Colonial Rdition is also published,

Baring=Gould (S,). TIIE LIFE OF
NAPQLEON BONAPARTE. Withnearly
200 Hlustrations, including 2 Photogravure
Frontispiece,  Second Edition.  Wide
RayalBos. 105. G, net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

THE TRAGEDY OF THE CMESARS:
A Stupv or THE CHARACTERS OF THE
Casars oF THE JuLian anp CLAUDIAN
Houses, With numerqus Tllystrations from
Busts, Gems, Cameos, ste. Sixth Edition.
Rnyni Bvo,  Yos. 6, net,

ABRQOK QF FAIRY TALES, With
numerous Nluskations by A J. Gasxw,
Third Editien, Cr 8va. Bwckvam. 61,
alsa Demy Buo.  6d. .

OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With
numerous Lllustrations by F, D, BepForp.

& Thivd Edition. Cr, Bvo, Buchram. Gi.

THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW, Re-

ws vised Edition, With a Portrait,  7hivd
Editions Cr. oo, 35, 04,

OLD COUNTRY LII‘ £, With 6 [lustra-

tions, Fifth Bdition. LasgeCrowndgo. 6s.

A GARLAND OF 4COUNTRY SONG:
English Felk Sungs with their Tradxtmnar—
Melodies, Collected and arrmged by S.
BARING- Goum and H. F. SHEPPARD,
Deny 410, 65,

SONGS OF THE WHEST: Folk Songs of
Devon and Cornwall.  Collected from the
Mouthsofthe People. By $, Basuyc-Gourn,
M.A.,and I, FLEE1W 00D SHEPPARD, LA, ™
Newand Revised Edition, under the musical
editorship of (..LclL J. Suawre, Large fm-
Periad bvo. 55, 4

A BOOK OF NURSI"I\Y SON(:S AND

RIIYMELS, Edited by 8 Barmc Guuinn.
Hlusteated,  Second und Cheager Edition,
arge Cr, Guo. 25,6, ngds

STRANGE SURVIVALS
v rHE ¥isrory o

Somr Cuarize,
or Man. Tlfusnated.
Third Editfon, Cr. 8ro. 25, 64 nel,
YORKSHIRE ODDITIES ¢ Incmints
AMJ Sipanen Bvents,  Fifth Edition.

Cr. Bzo. 25, 6. et -

THE BARING.COULD  SEISCTIoN
READER. Arranged by G. H. Rosm
Tllustrated, Crown Bro. 18, 6d.

THE BARING-GOULD CONTINUOUS
READER. Arranged by (. H. Rosn.
Tlustrated, Cromwn Bua. 15, 64,

A BOOK OF CORNWALL. With 33
lustrations  Second Eddition. Cr. Gwo. 5.

A BOUK OF DARTMOOR, With 6a

Second Editipn. Cr, Bru.

THustrations,
A BOOK OF DEVON. Witk 13 IIlus-
trations. Secomd Tdtiton. Cr.8vo. G,

A BOOK OF ’\I()RIH WAL]"S &‘ic%.;,q
Hlustrations. Cr 8
A BOOK OF SOUTII WA&LES. With 57

Tlustrations, Cr, & 6s.

A BOCK OF BRIJ.“I‘ANY Wlth 69 Hlus.
trations. Cr. 8uo, 65,

A BOOK OF THE RHINE: me Cleve
to Mainz, With 8 Ilustratlons in Colour
by Trmvor Habpew, and 43 othar Tlus-

trations. Second Edition. Tr. 8ua. 6.
A Colonial Edition is also pahlished.
A BOOK OF THE RIVIERA, With 40
Hiustrations, € Bye. €,
A Colanial Edition is also published,
A BOOK OF THE PYRENEES, With

23 lustrations.  Cr. Boo. 65,
A Colonial Fdition is also publishad.,
See also Little Guides.

Barker SAldrcd F.). See Textbooks of
Technology.

Barker (E.}), M.A, (Late) Fe[iuw of Blegfon
College, Oxford, THIE POLITICAL
THOUGHT OF PLATO AND ARIS.
TOTLE., Dewmy oo 1on bd. net,

Bdrnes (W, E.), DD,  See Chuichman's

Bible,
Barnett (Mrs, D, A ). bep Little Lx!mlry.
Baron(R. ERENCH PROSE

D)
CO\II’OSI fION ffu.)‘ Edition, Cr%y®
25, 6\ K¢y, 35, neds
See alsa unm School Books.
Barmu (H, ¥ } M.A., W;xdh‘?m College, @
Oxford, TEX'TS TOR ‘EFRMONS With
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”antmn (. Ghmlton), M A.,M.D,, F.R.S.
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o Preface Ly CanCn Scort Horraxp,
Cr. Bup. 35, G40
Bartholoulw (J. Q.), LR8I, SeeC. G.
Robertson
Bastable (C, F.), ILD, THE COM-
MERCE OF ‘NATIONS. ~ Fourth Bd.
Cr, 8uo,

THE EVOLUTION QF LIFL With
Diagrams and many Photomicrographs.
Dery Byo, 75, 6. net,

Batson (Mr& Stephen) A CONCISE
HANDBOOK OF GARDEN FLOWERS.
Feap. Buvo. 39

THE SUM M
PLEASURE.
Calour by OsmunDd PITTMAN,
Bwa. 155 2

Batten liorm Ww.), Ph.D.,S.T.D. THE
HEBRILW P%’\OPHLI‘. CrBoe. 35,62 net

Bﬂ ley (R, Child), THE COMPLETE

8 GRAPHER With over 100
Illustranons Third Edition. With Note
on Divect Colour Process.  Deny 8vo.
108, 6d. net,

A Co]onnl Fdition is also published.

Beard (W ASY EXERCISES IN
ALGEBRA TOR BEGINNERS, Cr. 8un
15, 64. With Answers, 18, 9de

See also umor Examination Serics and
Beginner's Boo!
Beckford Peter) THOUGHTS ON
HUN G, Edited hy J. Ot#o PAGET,
and Illustmed by G, H JALLAND Second
Edition, Demy Buo.

Beokippd (Wminm) See Little Library.

Beeching (H, C, M, A, Canon of West:
minsler, See lermy of Devotion,

Beerbohm (Max). A BOOK OV CAR
CATURES, lutperial yfo, 215, et

Be, bie hﬂrold) MASTER \VORI(ERS

ustrnted Deney8vo. 75, 6. nef

Behmen (Jacoh), DIALOGULS ON THE

UPERSJEI\ oUAL LIFE, deted by
BeRNARD SIOLLAND,  Feap. Bua.

Bell (Mrs, Artue G). THR sKIRTS
OF TIIE GRLAT CITY. With 6 Tllus-
trations in Colour by ArTHUR G, Brii,
17 other Illustrations, and a Map. Second
Zdition, Cr, 8ve. 6s

Belloc (Hilaire), M.P. PARIS, With
7 i§aps and o Frontispiece in Photogravure.
Second Edition, Revised Cr. 8vo, 6s.

6d.

R GARDEN OQF
W]th 36 Illustrations in
Wade Demy

LHILLS AND THE SEA. Second Editlon.

Crowt 8uo, 65,

NOTHING AND KINDRED SUB-

LCTS.  Foup., Boo. s,

A Colonial Edition is :dso published.
Bellot(H, H.L, ), M.A, See Jones(L, A, %)-
Bennett (\;J. H,), M.A A PRIMER OF

THE BIBLE, With a concise Exbhogra—

phy. szﬂ,’thtwn. . 8ve. 25, 6
Bennett(w nd Adeney (W, F.) A
BRIBLICAL I RODUCTI N, Fourth

Edition, Cr. 8vo,
Benson (Qrchbisho ; GODS BOARD
Comnyunion Addrcsses Second Edition.

Feap. 8ugy 3t 6el. #eh

o
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Benson (A, €.), M.A  See Oxford Dio-
graplues,

Benson (R. M.), #HE WAY OF HOLI-
NIESS: a Devolional Commentarymon the
rrgth Psalm, (. 8uo, &S

Bernard (B, R.), M.A., C:mun of Salighuy.
THE ENGLISH SUNDAY: 115 Oftaiss
AND TS CLaMS, Feap Bvo, 18 Lwa

Bertouch (Baroncss de). TIIL LIPvg
OF FATHIR IGNATIUS., Ilustrated.
Dewy 8o, 105 64, net,

Bernete (A, de). See Classics of Ait.

Betham=Bdwards (Miss). HOMELITFLE
IN FRANCE. With zo Illustrations.
el Edition.  Crown 8vo. 63,

A Colonial Edition is also published,

Bethune-Baker (J. F.), M.A. See Hand-
Looks ofTheo logy.

Bidez (J.), Bee Byzanhne Texts.

B!gﬁs(c R. ), DD, See Churchman's Bible,

Bindiey (T, Herbeit), BD. ''HE UECU.#
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OTa UIIE
FAITH., With Introductions and Notes.
Second Edition.  Cy. Bvo,  6s, nek.

Binns (H. B.). THE LIFE OF WALT
WHITMAN. Illustrated, Demy Boo.
ras, éd net, L]

A Coluninl Ldition is also published,

Binyon (Mrs. Laurence), NINETEENTII
CENTURY PROSE. Selected and a-
ranged by  Crown oo, 65,

Binyot (Luureuce) TILE DEATH OF
ADAM ANDOTHERPOLMS. Cr8wo. e
35. 6d. net, a

See also Blake (William),

Birch (Walter de Gray), LL.D,, ¥.8.A
See Connoiseeur's Library,

Birnatlngl(Btllel) See Lm:le Bonks on Att,

Backmnntle(Bernard) See I.B, L.

Blair (Robert)., Seel P,L.

Blake (\/illiam). THD LETTERS OF
WILLIAM BLAKE, TOGLIUER WIlH A
Lirn ny I‘mezmcx Tatuan, Tdited
fiom the Original Manuscripts, wilth an
Intraduction and Notes, by ArcuisaLp G.
B. Russern, With 12 Ilushations,
Deany 8vo.  9s. 64, net,

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE BoOK or

OB. Witk General Introduction by
AURENCE BInvoN, Quarto, 215, net,
Sce also Blair (Robert), LD L, and
Little Library,

Bloom (J. Hmvey), MA SHAK.
SPEARE'S§ GARDEN. Ilustraled.
Ticap, E-zm 35, 6d. 3 leather, 45. 6. net,

Sce also Anuquaw s Bools
Blouet (Henri). See Beg‘gﬂ‘mr 's Books.
Boardman (T, H.), M.A,” See French (W.)

Bodle; (J C ), Author of‘ France.! THE
CORON OF EDWARD VIIL
ﬁamy Buo zn uct. By Command of the

in

Body ((ieorf;e). DD, THE SQUL'$
PILGRIMAGE : Devotional Readings
from the Puhlished and Unpublished writ#
ings of George Body, D.DD, Selected and
arranged by J. H. Busw, B.D,, T.R.8.E.
Deny xdma. 25, 6.
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Bona (Cardinﬂl). See Library of Deyotion,
Boon (F, C.), B.A, See Commercial Series.
Barrow ((eorge), Sae Little Library,

Bos (A Rltzema), AGRICULLURAL
ZOOLOGY. ' anslated by J. R. Avs.
WERTH Davis, M. A, With xqalllustratmns
Tnird Edition, Cr. Bva. 33, 6d.

Botting (C. G.), B.A, hAbY CREEK

m "EXERCISES, Cr %0 2
See also Junior iyamination Series,

Boulting (W.,) TASSOAND HIS TIMES.

th 24 Ilustrations, Demzy Svo. 105, 64,

Boultrm (E, 5,3, MLA. GTOMETRY ON
MODERYN LINES. 87/0. 25
Boulton (William B,). THOMAS
GAINSPOROUGH. His Life and Worl,
Priends and Sitters, With o Tt
tions, Sevond Kd. Denry 8uo, 75, Gl net,
SIR JOHHUA REYNOLDS, B.R,A, With
g9 llustrations,  Demy bow, s, 6. nel,
BOW “ll(L M. 'l‘“]A IMITATION O
BUDDHA: Bung Quotations {rom
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the
Year, Fifth Ldition, Cr. 16mo. 25 64,
Boyle (W.). CHRISTMAL AT TIE Z0OO,
Wh Verses by W. BovLr and 24 Coloured
Pictures by H. B. Nrisen,  Swger Royal

16mio, 25,
Brabant (F. G ), M.A, See Little Guides,
Bradiey (A. 4,), ROUND ATIOUT WILT-
SHIRE.,  With 14 lllustrations, i Colour
by T, C. Goren, 16 other Illustrations, and
aMag. Second Edvison. Cr. 8o, 65,
A Colonial Fdition is also published,
THE ROMANCE OF NORTHUMBLR-
LAND., Withi1é Illustrnuans in Colour by
Frank Savrucare, RE.A, 2nd 12 fiom
Photographs. Deaty 8zo, 75, 6 net,
A Colonial Edition is alsu nubhshcd
Br:dley (John W.). See Little Books on

.

Braid (James), Qpen Champion, 1001, 1903
and 1906, ) ‘; \TCT‘DPGOLF ’ngth
a3 Pnutagraphq and Diagrams. Thivd
Ediiwn, Doy Sve, 105, 84 net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Braid (James) and Others. GREAT
GOLFERS IN THE MAKING. Tdited
by Hewry Leach, With zg Hlustrations,
Second Edition. DentyBva, 7%, Gd. aed

A Colonial Edition 18 also published.

Brailsford (1. N.), MACEDONIA:
IT5 RACES AND THEIR FUTURE.
With Photogrz\phs and Maps. Dany Bvo.
129, 6d, net

Brodnck (Ma &v\) and Morton (A, Ander=
son). A CONCISE DICITONARY OF
EGYPTIAN ARCILUEOLOGY, A Hand-
Baok for Students and Travellers.  With %
Illustntmm and many Carlouches, Cr. 820,

Bwaka (B, E.), B.Sc. (Lond), Leicester
(\[ummp-d ’ler_hmca! Sz:}wc;li -md James
+N.), Muni-
clpal Schaal oF Technalugy, Mancheqm,
See Texthooks of Technology.
Brooks (B, W) See Hamilton (F, J.}

Brown (P. Ii,), L SCOTLAND IN
THE TIME érQ EFN \mw Doy
Boo, 75, 6. 12t

Brown (8, B.), M.A, B Scy & J~nmr Sclence
Master at Uppingham. A PRACTICAL
CHEMISTLLY NOTE-BOOK  TOR
MATRICULATION ANDARMY CAN.
DIDATES.  Easy Exgernmeniw on the
Commoner Submtances, € gl 18. 6l ned™

Brow..(J, Wood), M.A. I'H]uBUILDTR‘i
OF FLORENCE. With 7y Dustrations
Ly ITeruurr Rawron, Demy 4fo. 18s.ael,

Drowne (Sir Thomas). See Standard

Library.
Liawucll (C, L.)» THE HEART OF
TAPAN, Hlustrated, Thisd Edition.
Cr. Bvo, Gs, 3 also Deary Bug 62,
l!mwmr‘va (Robert). See Little ler'\ry
Beyant (Walter W.), B.A, F.R.AS,, IR,
Met, Soc., of the Royal Obs Servatory, Greene
wich. A‘? H15 [‘ORY]%)T AST T\ON&)\IY
Wath ssIlluetrations. DewzpBee. 75 6d, nehe, m
Buckland (Francls 1.), CUR™ISerl LY
OF NATURAL HISTORY. Illustrated
by H, B. Nuuaow, Cr. 8w, 35 6d.
Bucktun A. M) THE BURDEN or
!' N(IELA Socond Edvifon, Cr. Bva. 35

EAGER HEART: A Mystery Play, Sevenift
Edition. Cr 850, 15 net.

KINGS IN BABYLON ¢t A Drama. Cr 8o,
18, nel,

SONGS QT JOV. €7, Svo. x5, nef.

Budge (E. A. Wallis), THE GODS OF
THE EGYPTIAND,  With aver 100
Coloured P'I'\tes and many Iliustrafjons.
Two [olumes. RoyalBva. £3, @ net.

Bull (Paul), Army Chaplain, GOD AND
E)UIS{ SO LDILRS Second  Edition.

', Beo.
A Colom.xl Edition js alzo puslished,

Bulley (Miss). See Dilke (Lady).

Banyan (John). See Standard Library an!
Library of Davation.

Burch ?i Ju MA L F.R.S1 A MANUAL
OFf ELFC.L‘RICAL SCIENCE,  Dlas
trated. Cr. Bvo. 35,

Burpess (Gelett), (JOOPS ANDHOWTO
Bl THEM. Ilustrated. Swmall gto. 61

Burke gEdmund%) See Standard Library.

Burn ( ., Rector of Handsworth
and Prebonclary of Lichfield. See JTand.
books of Lheology.

Bum J, L), B D, FLREE, THRE

URCHMA ‘l 5 TREASURY OF
SONG Gatherad from the Christian
poetry of all apes.  Bdired Ty, Feall Bve,
38 64, 1ed,  See also Library of Devotion,

Burnand (Sir B, C.), RIECORDS AND

" REMINISCENCES, With a Dortrait by
H. v. Herxourn,  Co. 8vo, Fowrthand
Cheaper Bdiléon, &,

A ColoniaFldition is"also pyblished. -
Burns(Raberl), THE POEMS, Ldite {
Ayprew Lanc and W, 4, Crarcts, "Wt
Pottratt, 7hird E a’zhau. Dzm,v Sva, grild

top

0y
See also -Shud;wd Lmery
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Byragide (W, B.), M.A., OLD TESTA-
MENT  HISEORY ¥OR USE IN
SCIIOORS. Thrd Edition. Cr 8w, 38,64,

Burton(Aﬁred) eeI L.

Bussell (F, W), D.D. CHRISTIAN
THEOLOGY AND SOCIAL PROGRESS

{The Bampton Lectutes of 1905) Demy
8uo, 19y, 64, ned.
“Rutler (Josepll), DD, Sec Standard

Libra

Caldecott (Alired), DD, See Handbooks
of Theologin

Calderwood (). S.), Ileadmaster of the Noi-
mal School, Bdinlurgh, TEST CARDS
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA, Tnthree
packets of 4o, with Answers, 15, each, Or
m three Books, price ad., 2d., and 34,

Lﬂnniu%( e0ree). 'iee Fittle ber'uy

Cape; l-%. Jo See Qxford Biographies,

Carealess (John) See LP.1.

Carlyle (Thomns) THE I‘R]’«‘.NCH

QLUTION. Edited by C, R. L.

Frercnnr, Fellow of Magdalen Co)lege,
Oxfords  Three Valumes Cr. Sva. 185,

THR LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER
CROMW.[? LL.  With an Introduction
by C. M, Firrs, M.A., and Notes and
Appendices by Mis. 8. C. Lomas, Threr
Volumes, IDemy 8o, 185, ned

Carlyle (R, M, and A, J.), M.A, See
Leaders of Religion.
Carmichael (Philip), ALL ABQUT

PHILIPPINE. With 8
C». Bwo.  as. 64.
Cﬂrpentcr(MargaretBoyd) THECHILD
N T. With 50 Illustratmm Second
Edztmn Large Cr. 8uo,
Gnvun §h (Francis), M.D. (Edm) THE
OF TIIE BODY. Secong Edition
Dzmy Bop, ps. 6d. nef,
Cehma (Thomas of). THE LIVES OF §T.
NCIS OF ASSIST, Tianslated into
I‘nghah by A. G, Ferners Howsil, With
2 Trontispiece, Cr. 8'1m, 5r ned,
Channer (C? C,) and erts (M, .}
LACEMAKING IN THD MIDLANDS,
PAST AND PRESENT, With 16 fall-
page Lilustrations, Cr fwa. = 64,
Clmpmun (S, J.). See Books an Business.
Ghntterton {Thomas), See Standard
Library.
Ches;ixiheld Lord), TITE LETTERS OF,
Ydited, with an Intrcduc~
tion by C, STRACHF_V, with Notes by A,
@ CavtHRor, Twa Volumes, C# 8wa, 125
Chggterton(G. K.,). CHARLES DICKENS.
1th two Portraits in Phetogravure, Fifth
EBdition. Cp, 8wo. 6o,
Chiilde (Charles P.), B.A, F.R.CS. THE
CONTROL 0F A SCOURCE 1 O,
I-Iow QANCER 15 CURABLE

Ulustrations.

Dcmy 8w,

Ch?rl.stian an 45, ) THE CARDLINE
W‘!h wmany Tlhustrations and
aps Dzmy By, 128, 6, et

Cleero. See Classical Translations.
dZlapham (F. H.), Protessor of Economics in
the Umversny of Temls, THE WOOI-

LEN AND WORSTED INDUSTRILS,
With ar Illustratiom and Dagrams. Cr
8mo. 6s,

Clarke(F, A,), M. Al Sce Lcadexsnf]khgmn.

Clausen (George), AR A, RW,S, B1X
LECTURES ON PAINTING, W,ylh 19
lustrations, f/lzm’Ezz'ztmn Large Post
8wo. 35 Ol 7

Andé AND [DEALS v ART. Dl

Lectutes delivered to the Students of the

Royal Academy of Arts. With g2 [llustra-

nous Second Bdition. Large Post Yoo,

nel.
Cleaﬂler (Ad L) See Wagner (R).
Clinch (G.), F.G.S. See Antiquary’s Books
and Little Guides.
Clough (W, T.) and Dynstan (A, B.).
See Junior School Books and Textbaoks of
Saience.
Clougton (T, §,), M.D., C.C.D. y P S
THE UYGIENE OF MIND, Wih 1o~

lustrations, Fenrth Bdition. Dew’ Bvo.
75, 6, net,
Caonst (W, R.A,  BXAMINATION

a.),
PAPLRS IN VERGIL., Cr.Buo, as.

Cobb (W. R.), M.A, THE BQOK OF

PSALMS : witha Commentary. Deify8oo,
1058, L wef.

Coleridge(a T.). POEMS. Selested and
Arranged by ArTHur Symowns. With a
Photogravine Frontispiece. /Feag. 8uvo.
a¢. 6. net,

Collingwood (W. G.), M.A. THE LIFE~

¥ JOIIN RUSKIN.  With Alorteait.
Su‘ﬂz Edtion, Cr Bue. o8, 62, ned
Cotlins (W, E.), M.A, Bee Chuchman’s

Libra
Combea\’llllum) See [LP.1.
Conrad (Joseph) THE MIRROR OF
LA: Memories :md Impressions,
I‘Jm'd .sz.!zzm

Cr Szo. Es,
Cook( I, ALA, and Mm’chant(E. C ),
M A &Aé IS YOR UNSE

TRANSI ATION. SeIectedfromLatm and

Greek Literature, Fowsr¢h £d. Cr.8oo, 38,64,
LATIN PASSAGRES FOR TUNSEEN

TRANSLATION, 7/ird fd. Cr.8u0, 15,64,
Cookc-Taylar(R. W.). THE FACTORY
TEM, Cr 8o, 29 64
“Goulidge (W. A, BJ, M.A, THE ALPS.
With many Ilustrations. Demyp 8o,
78 6d met.
A Colonial Editian is alse published,
Corelli (Marie), THE PASSING OF T1IE
REAT QUREN, Second Edition, Feap.

A CHRISI‘MAS GREETIMG. Cr 4ta. 1.
Corkran (Alice), See Little Books on Art,
Cotes (Everard), SIGNS AND POR-
TEN'TS [N THE FAR BAST, With 35
Tilustrations, Second Edition. Demy 8vo,
75, 6d. net.
A Colonial Bdition is also published.
Cotes (Roseraary). DANTE'S GARDEN.
xth o Froutispiece, Second Rdition®
Heap. Buo, 29, 6y lenthery 35, 64 net,
BIBLE FL.OWERS, With a Frontispieca
and Plan, Frap. 8wo. 25 6d. nets
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Cowley (Abraham), See Little Library

Cowper (William), TIIE POBMS.
Edited with an Inpoduction and Notes Ly
J. C. Baeey, MoAs THustrated, ineluding
twb unpublished designs by WiLniam
BLAKE, * Demy 8uvo. 105, 64, nel,

Ccx(J. Charles). See Ancient Cities, Anti-
quar%'s Boohs, and Latlle Guides,

-Cox (Harold), B4, M.P
NATIONALIZATION AND LAND
TAXATION.  Srcond Ldition »seuised.
Cr. Buo. 3s.6d net,

Crabbe (George), See Lide Libiary,

Craik (Mrs.). See Little Library,

Crane (C. P,), ,S,0, See Little Guides

Crane (Walter), ILW.8. AN ARTISY
REMINISCENCES. With 131 lustra-
tions by the Author and others from Phato-
[;riaph‘;, Second Ldttron. Demy Bvo, 1%
ned.

A Culonial Bdition iy alwo pulilished.

INDIA TMPRES51ONS. {Vilh By Dlus-
tritions from Sketches by the Author
Second Edilion.  Demy 8vo. 5, 6d nef,

A Colonial Editien is also pullished,
Crashaw (Richard). See Little Library,

Cragviord (F, @.). See Danson (Mary C.).

Crorts (T. R. N,), M.A,, Modern Language
Master at Meichant Taylors' School. Ses
Simplified French Texts,

Cross (3. A), M.A, THE TAITH OF
THE BIBLE., Feap, 8w, 25 6d. wel,

THE LOVING BAL-

LAND

Cruikshank ((.).
LAD OF LORD BATEMAN., With 11
Plates.  Cr 16mo. 15, 6d. net,

Cl"umg (B.)s See Wagner (R.).

Cunlife (Sir F, H. B.), Fellow nf All Souls’

College, Oxford, THE HISTORY OF
THE BOER WAR, With many 1lius.
Lrations, Plans, and Portvaits,  In" 2 zols,
Quaria, 135 each.

Cunynghame (H. H.), C.B. See Copnois.
setit’s Library,

Cutts(E, L.}, D.D. See Leadersof Religion,

Daniell (G. W.), M.A.  See Leaders of

Religion,
Dante (Alighieri). 1A COMMEDIA DI
DANTE. The Itatian Test edited bLy

Pacer Tovusee, M,A., DL Litt, Cr8wa, 65.
THE DIVINE COMEDY, Translated
by H. F, Carv, Edited with a Life of
Dante and Introduoctory Notes hy Pacer
Tavuerr, M.A., D Litt, Doy G0, 64,
THE PURGATORIQ OF DANTE.
Translated_into Spenserfan Prose hy C.
Gorpoy WgieaT, With the lialian text.
Fepp, Bron gs. 6, nef.
See also Litle Tibrary, Toynhee (Paget),
snd Vernon (Hon, W, Warren).
Darley (George). See Little Labeary.
D'Arcy (R. ), LA, A NEW TRIGON-
OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. With
o numerous diagrams, O 820 ev. 64,
Davenport (Cyril),  See Connoisseur's
. Library and Littls Books on Art,
avenport (James). THE WASI-
BOURNE FAMILY., Witk 13 1Hustra-
tions and 8 Map. RoyaiSve. 215 seds

7

. Davey (Richard? THE PAGEANT OF
LONDON. With™40 Iustrations In
Colour by Joun FoLlnvio & R I InTwe
Folwmes, " Demy Bra, 155, #et.

Davis (H. W, C.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor
of Balliol Collesre. ENGLAND UNDER
THE NORMANS AND ANGEVINS:
1066-3272,  With Maps and®Ulustratiofs.
Dewy 8vo. 103, 6d. nets

Dawson (Nelson), bee Connaisseur’s Library.

l)aKvson {Mrs, Nelson). Sse Tittle Bookson

1t

Deine (A, €. See Little Library.

*Deans 1SS't(m‘ R,). TIE 1TRIALS QF
FIVE @ Uy'E ENS: KATHARINE OF
Anacon, Anxe Bouevn, Mary Quens

Ling oF Browswick, With 1z [Hustrations,
DemiyBuo, 105, Od. net,
A Colonial Edition i5 also published,

CHRIST, With 8 Illustiatioms i UG
by . Fortescue-Brickparr. Large Cr.
Bro, Gs.

Delbos (Leon). THE METRIC SYSTEM.

Cr. 8r0 25,

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND
CALLICLLES, Tdited by F. Darwin
Swirr, M.A,  Second Eaviion  Feap,
Boo, 28,

Dickens (Charles), See Little Library,
I.P.L., and Che-terton (G, K.)

Dickinson (Euniily), DPOEMS. Cr. 8uve
48 B, ned,

Dickinson (. L.), M.A., Tellow of King's
College, Camlridge, THE MREEK
VIEW OF LIFE., Sixth Zdition. Cn
8o, 2. b4

Dilke (Lady), Bulley (Miss), and Whiiley
(Mis;). WOMEN'S WORKs Cr, Boo

[+

L8, .

Dillon (Bdward), M.A. See Connolsszur’s
Library and Little Books on Art,
Ditchifield (P, H.), M.A, B.5.A. THE

STORY QF OUR ENGLISH TOWNS,
With an Introduction by AucusTus
Jrssare, D.D. Second Editiogr, Cr. 8ue. 6s.
OI'D ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at
the Present Time, Cr, Boo, 6.
ENGLISH VILLAGES, With 100 Illustra-
tions. Second Bdition. Cr, 8w, 2s. 6d. ned,
THE PARISH CLERK., WHth 3z
Hiustrations.  Z%ird Edition. Dewmy 8uo,
98 6, ned, L]
Dixon (W, M.), M.A, A PRIMER OF
TLNNYSON. Second Bdition. Cr@ue,

9, Gdds
EI\?GLISH PORTRY FROM BLAKE TO
THROWNINO, Seeond Editien, Cr, 8o,

as, 6d,
Dobbs (W, J1.), M,A.  See Textbaoks of
[ 2

Science, [ .
Doty (May). “SONGSaDT THE RES),
Cr 800 39 6d. nete

Douglas (Hugh A.). VENICEON FOOT,
With the ltineraryqof the Guand Crualy
With 75 Hlustrations and 1x Maps. Feap,
8o, 56 wet,

or Scors, Mawi Antornei1r and Cart: ™

Dearmet (Mabel), A CHILD'S I:IEESFI/

1



& Mzussrs., METITUEN'S CATALOGUR
S

Douélzm'(JameJ) THE MAN IN THE

Cr. Bus, 25, 6d, nels
Dawden (J.\D.D,, Lord Bishop of Edin-
hurgh. FUKTHI!..R STUDIES IN THE
FRAVER BOOK. (7 8zo. 6s.
Sea also Churchman’s Libary.
Drage (G.). See Books on Business,

Waper (F. #¥. M,), See Simplified French

Driver (S. R,), D.D.; D.C. L, Regins Pro-
fessor of Hebrew in the Umvelqlty of
Oxford.  SHERMONS ON SUBJECTS
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD
TESTAMENT. Cr 8vs. 6s.

See also Westminster Commentaries,

Dry (Wakeling). See Littls Guides.

Dryhuyst (A, R.).  See Little Books on A1l

D%Blllissou (J. C.), M.A. See Churchman’s

Duguid (Charles), See Books on Business.
Dumas (Alexandre). THE CRIMES OF
i A ,.EORGIAS AND  OTIIERS.
With an Introduction by R. 8. GARNETT.
‘With g 1liustrations, Cr, 8va. 65,
THE CRIMES OF URBAIN GRAN-
DIER AND OTHERS. With 8 Ilustra.

tions, € 8we.  Gs.

THE CRIMES OF THE MARQUISE
DE BRINVILLIERS AN.L) OIHI RS,
With 8 Illustmtlons Cr. 8

THE CRIMES OF ALI I’ACHA AND
OTHERS Withﬂllustt'\tmns Cr, 8vo.

Colonnl Editions are ales published.

MY « MEMOIRS. Trapslated by E. JL
Vareer. Withan Introduction by ANDREW
Lanag, With Frontispiecesin Photogravure,
Tn six Volumes, o, 8vo. 65 each volums.
. A Calonial Edition i5 also published.
Vo, 1, z802.2827, Vou. 111 1826-2830.
VoL. II. 1822-1828, Vor. LV. 1830-1831.

Dum:uu(Duvxd). B,Se., LLD, THEIIFE

LETTERS  OF HERDERT

SPL‘NCDI{) Wxth x4 Tlustrations, Dewzy

f7a. 185

Dumnn (J. T),, D.Sc., and Myndela (V. A.).
GUNERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE,
With 1r4 Ulustrahom. Second Edition,
Cr. Byo. 38

Dunsian (A E.), B.8a. (Lond.}, East Ham
Technical College.  See Textbooks of
Sciruce, and Junior School Books.

1)111-[1&1‘1{:| he Barlof), A REPORT ON
A, W)th an Introductory Note.
Demy 8Bua,

5
Dus ), Ty HORIOLK BROADS,
With coloun:d Tinstrations by TFran:
SDUTHGATE, R.B.A. Second Editran. Cr

Sze.

WILD LIFE IN FAST ANGLIA. WBh
16 Ilustrations in colonr by Frang SovTi-
GA’IJE R.B.A. o Second ‘Edztum Demy
Buo.

®ME ﬂtrnmﬁv ASSOCIATIONS Qr
EABT ANCLLA. With 8 Ulusteations in
Colout by W, Drgrer, RBA, and 16

Z other llusteations, Deay Soo, 0t Bef, drgh

Bee also Little Guides.

Barle (John), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO-
COSMOGRAPHIT, or A PIECE OF
TIIE, WORLD DISCOVLR]'D Post
16ma,  as, ned.

Edmonds(MaiorJ E ),R E;D.A.Q.&LG,
See Wood (W, Bitlheck).
Bdwards (Clement), M.P,  RAILWSY
NATIONALIZATION. Second Edition,

Revised, CrownBuvg 29, 6d, nel.

EdSwards (W. Dougfhs). Sce Commercid®
eries,
*E. wardes (Tickner). THI LORE OF

THE IIONEY BEL, With many Illustra.

tions, Cr 8wo, Gs.
Egan (Pierce) See I
Egerton (H. B.), M, A A HISTORY OF

BRITISIT COLONIAL POLICY, A

Cheaper Issue, with a  supplementary

chapter, Demzy 8w, 75, 64, nck

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Eflaby (C, G.), Sea Little Guides. @
Ellerton (F, (). See Stone(S. J.)
Epictetus, See Aurelius (Marcug), o
Brasmus, A Book called in Latin EN-

CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI,

and in Lnglish the Manual of the Christian

Knight, Feap. Boo, 25, 6.
Ewaid (Carl). TWQ LCGS AND OTHEER
STORIES. Translated from the Danish

by AurvanpEr TEIXEIRA LE MATros.
gllustmted by Avcusta Gurst, Lazge Cr.
vo. 6.
Fairbrother (W. H. ), M.A. THE PITILO-
HY QF T. GRT‘EN Second
L‘ri:tnm Cr. 8vo, r.
Fea Allan). SOME BE \U'LIE% OF THER
LVENTEENTH CENTURY. Wik
Bz Mustrations, Second Edition. Demy

Buo, 125, 6d, meds
THE FLIGHT OF TIE KING. Wih
over 70 Sketches and Photographs by the
Author.  New aﬂm' revised  Edition.
Demy 8o, g3, 64, 2
A Colonial E(Imon is ala ublished,
SECRET CHAMBERS AND HIDING-
PLACES, With8oIllustrations, Newand
revised Edition. Demy Bvo. 73, 6d, nels
A Colonial Tidition is alqoixbhﬁhcd
Ferrier (Susan). See Little Library,
Fidler (T. Claxton), M.Inst. C.E. See
Baoks on Business.
Fielding (Henry).
Figa (8. W.), .4

Erl

Firt ( B. ) See Little Guides,

Firvth (C M.A., Regius Professor of
Modern Hnstu at  Oxford, CROM-
WELL'S ARI\H}’ AHisigry of the English
Scldier during the Civil Wars, the Com-
moniealth, and the Protectorate, Cr. Bvp

6s.

Firth (Bdith B,). Ses Be nney's Etxks.
PitzGerald (BEdward). 1HE RUB ”‘&R
OF QMAR KHAVYAM. Printed from®
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com- ,&;
mentary by Mg Streicy Barsow, and é‘#
Biography of Omar by E. D, Ross, Crfé»h
Bwa, 6s. See also Miniatme Library, ’

See Standad Library.
Sec Junior Examination
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FitzGerald (H, P.). -\hCONCISE HAND-
BOOK OF CLIM3ERS, TWINERS,
AND WALL SHRUBS. Iustrated.
FeagyBoo, qs 6d. n:‘

Flthatrxck(.S. s Q.), See Ancient Cities,

Flecker (W, H.), M.A., D C, L., Headmaster
of the Lean Close Scxrml "Cheltenham
~ THEL STUDENTS BIAVER BOOK.
"akr Trer or MORMING aND EVLit
Praver ayp Livarvv.  With an Intradye-
twn and Nates. €7 Bva. a5 6.

Fletcher (J. 8). A BOOK OF YORK.
SIIIRE., Wnl 16 Ilustrations in Colour
by War Pacri and Fraxk Sau1HGATE,
R.B.A., and 12 from Phetographs, D:my
Bvo. 7: 6ud, net.

A Calanial Tdition 15 also published.

Flux (A. W.), M A., Wilkam Dow Professor
of Politieal l‘.LﬁllUl]\ym MGl Umversity,
\Iom'lml. ECQONOMIC PRINCIPLES.

Dewmy 8vo. 1. 6d. net.

Feat (é W. G), D.Litr, M.A., Assistant
Master 2t the City of London Schosl,
LONDON: A RFA. ER FORYQUNG
CiT'IZENS. \V]th ]_’].ms and Illustra-
tions. Cr. Bvo, 15,

Ford«(H. G.), M.A,, As sistant Master at
grluto] Grammar School, See Jumar School

ooks

Forel (A}, THE SENSES OF INSECTS.
Translated by MacLzop VEARSLEY. With
2 Ilushations, Demy Bro. 105 6. et

Fo:tescue (Mrs. G.).~ See Little Books on

Fmser . F), ROUND THE WORLD
ON A WHEEL. With rco Illustrations.
Fifth Edstion Cr. Bvo.  6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
French(W.), M, A, SccTemhuuksnf Sciencze,
Freudenreichy (BEd. ven), DAIRY BAC-

TERIOLOGY, A Short Manual for
Students. Translated by J. R, AwvsworTH
Davis, M. -\ .S‘econd Ldition. Revised.
Cr. 8va, 25,

Fuliord (H. W ), M.A.  See Churchman s

Bible.
Fuller (W, B.j, M.A. See Simplified French

exts,

"‘Fyvie(.]ohn) TRAGEDY QUEENS OF
THE GEORGIAN ERA, With 16 Hlus-
trations, Demy 8uo. 128, 64 net.

Qallaher (D.)and Stead (W. J.). THE
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER,
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM
With 35 Illustrations. Seeond Ed. Demy
8va, 105.6d, 212

A Colonial Edltion i» alsa published.

Gallichan (W. M.), Sec Little Guides,

Gambado (Geoffrey, Esg.). See LP.L.

Uagkell (Mys.), See Little Library, Stan-
dard Library and Sixpenny Novels,

Gnsquet. the Right Rev, Abbot, 0.5.B. Sce
Antiquary's Dooks.

George(H, B.), M.A., Fellow of New College,
Qxford, BJ\TTLYS OF ENGIISH HIS-
TORY, With numercus Plans,  Fourei
Edéton. O fvo. 3v. 6d. R

A HISTORICAL GEQGRAPHY OF THE

9

gRI;[‘NH FMPIP'): 3 P hird Edition.

Y. clg,

Qibbing (H de B.), Litt.D., M. A IN-
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND ; HISTORI.
CAL OUTLINES th 5 Mapﬁ Fifth
Ldition. Deny Bvo, 10

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTOR\@ [
ENGLAND, With Maps and Plans
Lraurteentl Edition, Revited. Cy. 8wo, 45,

ENGLISH SOCIAL I\EFORMERS
Second kditon. (v, S0

See also Hadfield (R. ‘\) Jnr] Commer-

cial Series,

dibbon (Edward), MEMOIRS OF MY
LIFE AND WRITINGS, Edned b}'
G. Birkonox Huw, LILDD Cr 8ro,

THE DRECLINE AND FALL OF ’IHE
ROMAN EMI‘IRE Edired, with Notes,
Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury,

IPA L, l') Regiuvs Professox of Greek

at (.'Lmbnd"e in Seoen  Polumes
Denty Goa, Gt top. 85 Gd. eachgeof I,
Crown Bro, 6. each.

See also Standard Library.

(ibbs (Philip)) THE ROMANCE OF
GEORGE E'IILLIIZR‘x FIRST DUKE
OF BUCKINGHAM, AND SOME MEN
AND WOMEN OF THE STUART
COURT, With 2o THustrations, Serond
Editon.  Demy Bva. 158, nel

A Colaniat Edmon is 21!50 publishad.
dibson (E. C. 8.), , Lord Bishop of

(loucester, See\VestmmsterCommemanes
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxfordgxo
graphies.

Gilbext(A R.). See Little Books on Art.

Gloug (M. R.) and Wyatt (Kate M.). A

BOOK OF ENGLISH GARDENS.

With 24 lllustrmmns in Coloug,  Demy
8vg. o5, 6 wel

Godirey (Eliznbeth). A BOOK OF RE-
MEMBRANCE. Reing Lyrical Selections
for every day in the Yean Arxangcd hy.
Feap. Bro. 25 6. net

ENGLISH CHILDREN IN THE OLDEN
TIME. With 3¢ Dlustrations. Second
Editipn, Desy Bvo, 75, 6d. net,

Gedley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen
College, Oxford, 'LYRA FRIVOLA.
Fourih Edition, Feep. Bun. g5, 6d,

VERSES TO ORDER. Swond Edif®.
Feap. 8vo.  as. 6d.

SECOND STRINGS. Feap.

Goldsmltll (Oliver), THE VI(,AR OF

AERTFIELD. With ro Plates in
Photognvure by Tory ]nhannut. Leathe®,
Feag. yomp, 25 6o, wet.

See also LP.L. and Standard Library,
Gomme (G. L.). See Antlﬁungsﬂnokﬂ.
Gondrich=Freer (A.) SYRIAN

SADDLE. JDemty 8vo. g5 6d. wat,

A Cologial Bdition is also pubhshed

Gorst (Rt Hon, Sir Juhlh THE CHIL.
DREN OF TH ON-- “Socansg
f'.dztum Demy Bm 73, Bd. net.

Goudge (H, L,) M.A, Pudneipsl of Wells
Thealogizal College. %3¢s Westminster Com.
mentatjes.

g,

ae
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Grahant (P. Aeudc.rson). THE RURAL
EXODUS. “The @roblem of the Village
and the Town, O B, 2s, 6d.

Granger (F. 8)), M.A,, Liee.D. PSYCH-
OLOGY, Third Fiition, Cr. Bon. 25 6d.

THE SQUL OF A CHRISTIAN.

'y Cr, Buo. Gs.

Graf(q. M‘Queen). GRRMAN PASSAGES
TOR UNbI‘]'N TRANSLATION. (7.
8o, 25

Gray(P. L. }, 'B.Se. THE PRINCIPLES OF
M AGNE&'ISM AND TLECTRICITY.
With 181 Diagrams. Cr Bro. 3v 64.

Green (. Buckland), DM.A., late Fellow
of 8t. John's College, Oxon. 'NOTLS ON

GREEK AND TATIN SVYNTAX.

Second Ed, veviseds Crown 8va, 35, 64,

Greenidge (AH, J. ), M. A, D.Litt, A HIS-

TORY O ROME: Tiom the Tribunate of

Tiberius Gracchus to the end of the Jugwi-

thine War, b.c 133104, Dewty Svo,

a5, 6d. jeet,

Grefrmvell (Dm‘u) See Miniature Libvary,

Gregory (R. A.)., TIIE VAULT OTF
HEAVEN. A Popu)ar Inlroducuon to
Astronomy. llustiated, Cs, 25, 6d,

Gregory (Miss E. C.). See bemxy of

Devotion.

Grubb (H. €)), See Texthooks of Technology.

Hadfield (R. A.) and {ibbing (H. de B ).
A SHOR’IT‘R WORKING DAY. C»

6.
Hﬂll (Mary A WOMAN'S TREK FROM
RE CAPH, TO CAIRO. With 64 llus-
r‘-ﬂtlons and 2 Maps. Second Edition.
LDeney 8po, 163, uet
Hall (R, N.) and Neal (W. G.). THE
ANC TENT RUINS OF RHODESIA.
Hlustrated,  Second  Ediifon, sevised.
Dcm B0, 108, 64, net.
olonial Kdition is also published.
Hnll (R. MN.).» GREAT ZIMBABWE,
With numerons Plans and  Ilustrations.
Second fdition, Demy 8on. 105, 6, net.
Hame] (ank] FAMOUS TFTRENCH
SALONS, ™ Wih 20 Illushations.
Deﬂ 8uo, 125, 64, net,
A Colonial Edmon is also published.
Hﬂmllton(F J.), D See Byzantine Teats,
unn%’ D). A SHORT HISTORY OF
ROYAL NAVY, I"DO -1688,  Illps-
tmted Deny am 7S
Hnrmay (James ), M A "THE SPIRIT
AND RIGIN OF CHRIQ'IIAN
MONASTICISM Co, 89, Gs,
THE WISDOM OF TIEDESERT. Foap.
Bup. 5. Gd, nel.
Hardle rﬁﬂ) ‘iee Canno(sseursLlhx‘ary
Hare ( THE CONSTRUC.
TION OF ARL]‘ INDUCTION COILS,
With numerous Diagrams. Dewey 8vo, 65,
Harvey(Alired), M.B. See Anclent Cities
wnd Antiquary’s Books, »
Hawthome(N-thnnlel). SeeLittle Library.
Heathg Yank R.). See Little Guides,
Heath (Dudley). See Connoissenr’s Library.
ello é\Bmest) STUDIES 1IN SAINT.
Feap 8749 35, 6.

MESSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Henderson (B, W.), Tellow of Exeter
College, Oxford,A” TIIE LIFE AND
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR
NERO. llusirated. New and cheager
issue,  Demy 8eo. 78 6d. #zt.

AT INTERVALS, Fcap 8vo.

Henderson (M. Sturge). GE RGE
MEREDITH: NOVELIST, PORT,
REFORMER. With a Portrait in Phat..
gravure. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6,

Henderson (T. R.). See Little Lihrary and

Oaford Bmgr 1aphies.

Henderson (T. B.), and Wﬂt‘t (Prancis).
SCOTLAND OF TO-DAY, With zo
Tlustrations in colom '\nd 24 other 1llus-
teations, Second Edifion. C». 8wo. 6s.

A Colonial ¥dition is also published,

Henley (W, E.), ENGLISH LVRICS,
CIIAUCER TO POF, 13401849, Secondd
Edition, Cr, 8vo, =s. 6d. nel,

Henley (W, E,)and Whibley (C.) A BOOK
OF ENGLISH FROSE, CHARACTER,
AND INCIDENT, 1387 1649, o*. Bug,
a5, 6d, net,

Henson (H. H.), B.D., Canon of Westminster,
LIGHT AND LEAVEN: Historicar
AND SoctaL Sermows, Cr 80s, 6

Herbert (Georpe). See Libiary of Devotion,

Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia-
ture Library

Hewins (W. A, 8.), B.A. ENGLISH
TRADIL AND TINANCE IN THE
SEVENTLLNTH CENTURY. Cr bzo,

Hewntt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEl® DIAL.
A Day Book of Prose and Verse. Frap,
820, 2564, ned.

Hey (H.), Inspectar, Sun-ey Education Com-
mittee, and Rose (G. H.), City and Guilds
Woodwork Teacher. THE MANTAL
TRAINING CLASSROOM Woon.

work, Book L. ,1
Heywood (W.). IALIO "AND FONTE,
Ilustrated,

25, 6d, nef,

Book of Tuscan Games,
Ra alBvo, o215, net,
ee also St, Francis of Assisi.
Hill (Clare).  See Textbooks of Technology
Hill (Henry), B.A., Headmaster of the Bo‘, s
Hieh School, Wmceslel Cape Colony,
SO0UTH AFRICAN ARITHMFTIC
C#, Bvo. 38,6
Hind (C. Le.wm) DAYS IN CORNWALL.
With 16 Ilustrations in Colour by WirLiam
Pascor, and zo other Illustrarions and a
Map, Second Edition. Cr, Bve, 6s.
Hirst (F. W.) See Books on Business,
Hoare (J. Douglas). A HISTORY OF
ARCTIC EXPLORATION. With 20
Iustrations & Maps., DeuyBoo. ps. 6. nef,
Hobhouse (L. T.), late Fellow of C.C.C,
Oxford, THE THREORY OF ENOW-
LEDGE. Dtmy 8vo. 108 6d. #el.
Habsun(.l A, MA, INTERNATIONAL
TRADE: A Qtudy of Economic P:mmp]es
Cy. Svo.  23. 8d. net,
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY., An Inquirys
into the Industrial Condition of the Poor,

Sixth Edition. Cr 8vo, 25 6d,



GENERAL LITERATURE

THE PROBLEM CF THE UNEM-
PLOYED. Thixd l"n\mu); (o Bva, 2s.6ed.
*Hodgettg(E A B ey). THL COURT
T RUSsL ’L HL NINETEENTH
CENTURY Wuh zo [llustiations,  7'woe
Palymes, Demy 8ro. 24s. nel,

AColonial Edition is also published.

Hodglin (T.), D C.L.  Sce Leaders of
Teligion,

Hodgson (Mrs, W.) HOW TO IDENTIT'Y
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN., Wuh 40
Mustrations. Seconel Edition. Postgun, 6s.

Hogz (Fhomas Jefferson). SHLLLLEY

T OXFORD. With an Introduction by
R A Steracrrinn, Feap. Swe. s nef.

Holdan=Stone (0. de). See Books on
Busiuass,

Holdich (Sir T, [1.), K.CLE. TIE
INDIAN BORDERLAND;: lbeing a
Dersolal Recoud of T'wenty Vears, Iiiuos
trnlcd Deny Buo, 103, G, wet.

folonial Tidition 14 alwe pullished.

Haldswnrth (W, 8.), M.A, A HISTORY
OF ENGLISH LAW. /Zn Txwe Poltans
Vol 1. Demy8vo. 105, 00 net.

Holland (H. (.ott‘), Canon of St. Paul's.
SeeNewman (J. I

Hollway-Calthrop (l’i C.), late of Balliol
College, Oxford; Bursar of Lton College.
PETRARCH: HIS LIFE, WORK, AND
TIMES., With 24 Tilustiations. Demy
Suo, 128 64 net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Holt (E ily). THE SECRET OF POPU-

V't How to Achieve Social Success,
Cr. 8vo, 35, Bd. med,

A Colonial Edmon 1s also published,

Holyoake (G. J.), THE CO-OPERATIVE
MOVE’\IL‘NT OF TO-DAY. Fousrth Ed.
Cr. Byo, 25 6d.

Hone(Nathaniel J. ) %ee Antiquary's Books.

Hook (A.) HUMANITY AND ITS
PRULLEMS. O 8va. ss. zet.

Hoppuer.  See Little Galleries,

Horace. See Classical Transtations,

Hnrsbur%h(E L. 8.0, MA WATERLOO :
With Plans. Second Edition. Cr. 8ve, g8

BSee also Oxford Biographies,

Horth (A, C) See’Ie\thooksnf’leclmology

Horton(R. F.),D.D. SeeLeadeisaf Religion,

Hogje (Alexander), MANCHURIA. With
Tlusirations and a Map, Secomd! Edition.
Demy Goa. g5, by %el,

A Colonial Rdition is also published.
How (F. D). SIX GREAT SCHOOL-
MASTERS, With Fortraits and Illustra.

tions, '?mvm‘ Rision, Deay 8vo. s d. |

Howell (A. G, Ferrers), FRANCISCAN |
DAYS. Being Sclections for evay day in i
the year from anuanr. Franciscan writings.
Cr. Bu. 35, 64, \

Howefl {((1.). TR \DF UNIONISM—Ngw '
AND OlD Fowrkis Edition. Cr. Buve, |

|
Hl.{%‘gms (Sir Wijliam), K.C.B., 0.0,
* eI, I.RS. THE ROYALSOCIETY,
With 25 Nesorations,  Wide Rypad 820

48, 6l met, |
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Hughes (C. E.),

THEs PRAISE OF
SHAKESPEARE.

An FEnglish Antho-
logy.  With a Pref;\ce by Smuey Lrro.

Doty 8o, 35 &d. uef
Hughes (Thomﬂs) TOM BROWN'S
YS." With an Introduction

SCHOOLDA
and Notes by VeErnor Rexpalt, [yther H
TIIE NEW

Royal 32m0.  2s. 6. net.
Hutchingon (Horace G. )
FOREST, IMustrated in colour with
so Pictwes by WALIER Tynpare and 4
gy .(Bmcv Kemp-Wrinen  728d L‘dztum
.
Hutton (A. W) M.A,  See Leaders of
Religion and lemry of Levotion
Hutton (Bdward), " TIIL CITIES OF
UMBRIA.  With 20 u-tratians in Colour
by A. Prsa, and 12 other Lilustrations, 7%ird
Edition, Cr,8v0. G,
A Colonial Edition iy alvp ]mbhahﬂd
THE CITIES OF SPAIN. With 24 Illus-
trations in Colour, by A, WV, Rm&r o,
20 other Illustrations and o Map. 'ﬁrmtd
Edition. Cr. Evo. 6r,
A Colonial Eition is also published.
FLORENCE AND THE CITIES OF
NORTHERNTUSCANY, WITH
GENQA, With 16 Ilustiations in Colour
by Wariam Pamkinson, and 16 pthe
Ilustrations, Second Edition. Cr. 8o, 65,
A Colonial Edition is also published.
ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Rdited with
an Introduction,  Frap, 8o, as, 6d. ;ed,
Huttmx (R, H.). See Leade: s of Relizion.
Hutton (W. H.), M.A, THE LIFRSI
SIR THOMAS MORE.  With Portraits
after Drawtngs by HoLuen, Second Zd.
Cr. 8w 35
See also Leaderq of Religion.
Hyde(A.G) GEORGE HERBERT AND
HIS TIMES., With 32 Illustrations.
Deay w0 105, 6, et
Hyett (F, A,), FLORENCE ; Heg HisTory
AND ART TO THE FaLL or Tu® Repusyic,
Deany Bwo. 75, 6, et
Ibgen (Henril). BRAND. A Drama
Translated by WiLLtad WiLson. Fhud
Fellow and Tutor af

Edition. Cr Bwo. 35 64,
Inge (W. R.), ALA,
ertford College, Oxford, CHRISTIAN
MVYSTICISM. (The Bunpton Lectwiedof
1899.) Demy Svo. 125, 6d. net,
See alsoLibrary of Devotion,
lngl'hnm (B. P.). See Siymplified French
exts,
Innes (4, D), M.A. A HISTORY OF THE
BRITISH IN l\'DI»\ With Maps and

Plans, Cr Bz,

LENGLAND UN‘DI‘R THE TUDORS.
With M:\pq Seecond Editon, Demy Svo.
1% 6d. nels

Jackson (G, 1.), B.A., Senfor Bhy 'm:r Master,
Bradford Gra Emur bclmol See Textbooks

of Science.

J ucksun (8.), MLA, Seu Fommercul Seyjes?

Jackson (F, Hamilton),  See Little Guides,

Juts:nb (F.), M.A. Set Junior Exammation
erigs,
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James (W, H. H.) aSee Brooks (B, E.),
, POOLS,

Jeans (J. Steplien), TRUSTS
AND CORNERS A" AFFECTING
COMMERCE AND I1.LQUSTRY. Cn
8vo. 28 64,
See also Books on Business.
@Jebb\.(Cﬂmﬂlﬂ) A STAR OF THE

ONS: JuLie pe Luseivasse. With
20 Illuatratlons Demy Bvo, 10v. o4, net,
A Colonnl L‘d!llon 1; nlqo published,
Jeliery li,egm M.A TR
THIRTINEN COLONIES OFF NORTH
AMERICA. With 8 Hlustrations and a
Map. DemyBvo 5. 6l net.
A Colonial Edi. _is also published,
Jeffreys (D, Gwyn), DOLLY'S VHEATRI-
CALS. A‘ﬂ;!:/‘t?}yﬂl téreg, 2o, Gid.
Jenks(E.), M.A, B.CL AN OUTLINE
orF LNGLISrT. LOC \LGOVERNMENT.
Second Ed. Revised byR C. K, nsor,
M.A. Cr. 820, 25, 64
Jenzex(Mrs. H.). _See Little Books on Ait.
Jennmgs Qscar), M.D. EARLY WOOD-
cUT INITIALS Deney qto. 215, ned,
Jessopp (Augustus), D.D. See Leaders of

Religion.
Jevons (F. B.), M.A,, Litt.D., Piincipal of
Hatfiel ~Hal, Durham.  RELIGION
IN E)OLUTION, Cr. 8. 3% G, ned,
See also Churchman's Library and Hand-
hooks of Theology,

Jnlmson(Mrs Barham) WILLIAM BOD.

HAM DONNE AND HIS FK\II‘NDS
Hiusirated,  Demy Bvo. 105, 6d,

Jonsston (Si- H, H.), K.C.B. BRITISI{
CENTRAL \FRICA. With nearly 2o
Tilustrations .d SixMaps, Third Ldition.
Cr, gto, 185, net,

A Colonial Edition is also published,

Jones ﬁﬂ.). See Commerclal Series.

Jones (H, F.), See Textbooks of Science.

Jones (L. A. Atherley) K.C., M.P,, and
Belfot ( %{ L.), MA., D.CL.
THE MI"?E 'S GUIDE TO THr COAL
MINES REGULATION ACTS AND
THE LAW_ OF EMPLOYERS AND
WORKMEN, C» 8w, 25 64, nat,

COMMERCE IN WAR. Royallwve. 215, net.
Jones (R Compton), M.A. POEMS OF
TH E.R LIFE. Selectedby. Thir-
%mﬂz Edu‘mz Feap.Svo. os. 64, neh

Jonson (Ben), See Standard Library.

Jullana (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA.

TIONSQF DIVINE LOVE. Ed.byGracr
WWARRACK, Second Ed. Cr. 8uo, 35, 64,

Javenal, See Classical Translations,

YKappa,’ LET YOUTH BUT KNOW:
A Plea for Reason in Bducation.  Cr. 8zg,
18, 6d. net

Kaufmann (M‘) M.A. SOCIALISM AND
MODERN THOUGHT. Second Edition
Rmu:i and Eptargad. £, 8o, 25, G,

Kentm (. E5D.D. TITE AGAPE AND
IHE LUCHARIST, Cv, 8vo, 35 64,
Xeats (Johu). THE POEMS. Edited
withIntreduction and Notes by I, de SELIN-
court, MA With a Frontispiece in

MESSRS, METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Photogravure. Speond Edition Revised.
Demy 820 78, 6 t[uct

REALMS OF GOLD. Selections from the
Works of. Fevd, Suo. 38, 6d. ner

See also l..le Library and Standard
Library,

Keble (.ohm). THE CHRISTIAN VAR,
Withuan Introduction and Notes by W, L ocr,
D.D., Wardenofiieble . coe, lustrifed
by R, Anvin Bruw, Thire dition, R Cap,
Bmo. 35 64, 3 padded morocco, 55

See also Liby m-y o fDevutlo
l(e!ym:mk (T. Iy, M M.R.C.P. THE
RINK PROBLDM IN ITS MEDICO-

SOCIOLOGICAL ASPECT. By four.
teen Medical Authorities. Edited by
With 2 Diagrams. Deuzy 8vo. 75, 6d, ne)

Kempis (Tlnomus 1. TIIE IMILMION
OF CHRIST. With an Intioduction by
DeaN Farrar. lustrated by C. M. Gorr
Tlhird Edition. Feap 8vo. 35, 6d.; padded
moracee, 55,

Also Translated by C, Biag, D, D [
8uo. 35 6d,
See ale> Montmorency (J. E. G. de),
Library ot Devotion, and Standard Library,
Keunedy (Bart), TIIE GRIEN
S LINX, Cr, 8oo. f‘: 6. met.

Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D,, Assiste
ant Lecturer in Divinityiu the Umvm‘sity of
Dublin, ST, PAUL'S SECOM » AND
ITHIRD EPISTLES TO Tl... CORIN.
THIANS, With Intruthu.tmn, Dissertations
and Notew Cr: 8va, 65

Kimmins (C. W), M.A. THE CIEMIS.

Ry OF LIFE AND HEALTH Tlus.
trnted Cr 8vo, 28
Kinglake (A, W. ) See Llltle Library.
Kiplin (Rudyard) BARRACK-RQOM
BALLADS, 83 T/'mumud Twesty-
Jowurtk Edition, Cr. Sva. 6s. Also Leather.
Feap. Svo. %:
A Colonial Edition is also published.

THE SEVEN STAR, &7tk Theusaud,
Twoelfth Edition. Cr. 8wo, 65, Also
Leather, Feap.8vo.  ss.

A Colonial ILdition 13 d]SD pitblished,

THE FIVE NATIONS, 6Gand TVousand,
Third Edition, Cr, 8wo. 6s, Alw
Leather. Feap, Buo. s

A Colonial Edition is al:a published,

DEPARTMEN LAL DITTILES. Sivteenth
Edition, Cr. 8vo. 65 Also Leather., Feap.
8wo. &5

A Coloniat Ecition is also published,

Kniﬁht {Albert E.). I COMPLETE
CKETER, With go [llustrations.
Dewy 8vo, 75, 6d. net,

A Colomal Edmon is also published.
KnPi’ght (H. J. C.), B.D. See Churchman's

Knowling (R. J.), M.A., Professor of New
Testament  Exepesis at King's College,
London. See Westminster Commentariess

Lamb (Lharles and Mary), THE WORKS,
Edited by E. V, Lucas, Illustrated. J»
Seven Volupes, Demy 8vo. 75, 64, eack,

See also Little Library and Lucas (E, V),
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Lambert (F. Ac H.). Seg Little Guides.
Lambros{Professor 5. P.). SecByrantine

exts

Lane«ole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF
LGYPTIN THL MIDDLE AGES, Fully
Tlwgtrated. Cri 8w, 65

Langhridge (F.),M.A, BALLADSOF THE

~ BRAVI: Poems of Chuvalry, Enterprise,
Cowage, and Constancy, Third Ediiton.
Cr, Svo. 25, 6d.

Law (Willinm), See Libiary of Devotion
and Standaid Library.

Leach (flenry), THE DUKE OF DEVON-
SUIRE, A PBiography, With 12 Illustra-
tions. Denusy Bro, 1z2s. 64, net.

THE SPIRIT OF THE LINKS. Cr. 8v0. 65.

A Colonial idiLion is also published.
See also Braid (James),

Le Brsz (Anatole), TIE LAND OF
PARDONS. Translated by Francrs M.
Gosrrang,  With 12 Ilustrations in Colour
by TaC. Gorcl, and 4o other Hlustrations.
Second Edition. Crown 8o, 65

Leo(Captain L, Mel~ille) A HISTORY
OF FOLICL IN ENGLAND. (7 8va.
3. 6. mel.

Lewed (V. B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER.
Ilusteated.  Cr Bwa, 28 6d.

Lewis (% 01, Gwyn), A CONCISE
HANDULOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS.
With aa Illustrations. #cap, Bva, 3s. 6d.
net.

Lisle (Fortundede). See Tittle Bookson Art,

Littiebales (11,). See Antiguary’s Books.

Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER-
BUIY YR, Serond Ed.  Cy 8ra. 35, 64,

TEE LIBLE AND CIIRISTIAN LIFE.
Cy. Bzo. 6y )

See also Keble (J.) and Leaders of Religion,

Locker (F.).  See Little Library.

Lodge (Sir Oliver), F.R.S, " THE SUB.
S51ANCE OF FAITH ALLIED WITH
SCIENCE: A Catechism for Parents
and Teacheis. Eighkth Ed, Cr, 8un, 25, nets

Lofthouse (W. F.), M.A. ETHICS AND
ATONEMENT. With a Frontispiece.
Demy 820, 55, n2t. i

Lnnigfellow (El, W.),  See Littls Library

Lorimer (George Horace) LETTERS
FROM A SRLE-MADE MERCHANT
TOQ HISSQN, Sixteenth Edition. Cr. Bvo.

5 G
# A Colonial Edition is also published.

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition
Cr, 8va, 6s,

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Lover (Samuel), See LLP.1,

E.V. L. and C. L. G. ENGLANDDAYEBY
DAY : Or, The Englishman’s Handbook to
Tfficiency. Hlustrated by GEoroe MoRRGW,
Fonrth Edition. Jcap, 4to, 15 net,

Lugas(E, V.). THELIFE OF CHARLES
LAMB. With 28 Illustrations. Fourth

* and Revised Ediiion in One Volume.
Demy Bvo, 78, 60l neé, i
A Colonial Editign is also published.
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A WANDERER IN?HOLLAND. With
20 Illustrations in Colour by HerperT
MarshaLr, 34 Illustrations after old Dutch
Masters, and a Map. Zighth Edition.
Cr. Suo, s, )

A Colonial Tdition is also published, 2
A WANDCRER IN LONDON, #ih 16

Thustrationsin Colour by NeLsor DDawsox,
36 other Illustrations and a Map. Swvik
Ldition. Cr. Svo. 6r.

A Colonial Edition is also pujlished,

THE OPLN ROAD i a Liutle Rook fur Way-
farers, Thirteenth Ldifion,  beap. Svo.
ss. 3 [ndia Paper, 7s, 6. .

THE FRIENDLY TOWN :a Little Dook
for the Urbane, Fourih Fidstion,  deap.
Bvo. s5.i Iudia Paper, 75 6els

FIRFSIDE AND SUNSHINE., Thid
Lidition,  Feap, Bvo, 55

CHARACTLR AND COMEDY. 7hird
Edition. fenp. Bve. 57. N

THE GENTLEST AKT. A Cl#d of
Letters by Entertaning Hands. Foxafh
Lidedron. Foap Bro, 95 .

ASWAN AND HLR FRIENDS, With 24
Tllustrations, Demy §vo. 125, 67, ned,

A Colonial Edition is also pubhshed.
Luclan, See Classical Translations,
Lyde (L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series.
Lydon (Noel $.). See Junior School Books,
Lyttelton (Hon, Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND

THEIR WORK, Cr 8ve. an c4

Macaulay (Lord), CRITICAL AND HIS.
TORICAL ESSAYS, Ldited by T, C. Jgmet-
TAGUE, M A, Three Volnmes. Cr. 8o, 1ls,

M‘Allen (J, E. B.), M.A. See Commercial
Series,

MacCulloch (J. A.), See CLhurchman's
Library. s

MacCunn _ (Florence A). MARY
STUART, With 44 Illustrations, in
cluding a Frontispiece in Photogravure.
New and Cheaper Edition. Lagge Cr B,

See also Teaders of Religion. -
McDermott (B, R.). Sec Locks on Rusifiesee.
M‘Dowal} (A, S.). See Oxford Blographies.
Mackay (A, M.), B.A,  See Churchman's

Library,

Mackenzie (W. Leslie) LA, le?n
D.PH, etc. THE IEALLH OF THE
SCHOOL CHILD, Cr 8vo. 2s. 6d\

Macklin (Herbert W.), M.\, Ser Anti.
auary’s Bouks,

MiNeile (A. H.), B.D.
Caommentaries.

‘ Mdlle Mori? (Author of), ST, CATHER-
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES.
W;th 28 Lllustrations, Demey 8oo, 75 6d,
HerL.

Magnus (Laurle), M.A. A PRIMER OF
WORDSWOR®H, (7. %w. 25, 64,

Mahafiy (J, P.), Lit. D, A#IISTORY OF
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES.®
Fully Musirated, Cr, 8vo. 66

Maitland (F, W.), M,%., LLD. ROMAN
CANON LAW IN THE CHUIRCH OF
ENGLAND. RapalBvs 75 ’Grf-

Ses Westminsteg,
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Malor(id.), B.A, B3 AHEALTH AND
TEMPERANCE READER. ~ Cr. Bos

Mnlden (H. E.), M.A. ENGLISH R
ORDS. A Compamon m the History of
E land, Cr, 8vo. 35 6

’lHE RIGETS AND DUTILS OF A
CITIZEN Seventh Editian, Cr. Buo,
18 6d,

See also School Histories,

Marchant ¢E. C.), M.A., Fellow of Peter-
house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO.
T.OGY  Second I“:izlmﬂ Cr. Bus. 3s. 6d.

See also Cook (A M.)
Mm‘ks (Jearmette), M.A. ENGLISH
RAL DRAMA from the Restora-
tlon to the date of the publication of the
‘Lyncal Ballads’ (1660-1798). C». Boo.

Marr (J E ), I IR.S,, Fellow of 5t John's Col-

g Cambiidge. THE SCIENTIFIC

20V OF SCENERY.  Second Fdition.
lllustmted Cr. Bvo.

AGRICULTURAL GBOLOGV Tlustsated.
Cr Boo. Gs.

Marriott (J. A, R, M.A.  THE LIFE
AND TIMLS OF LORD FALKLAND,
With 23 [lustrations. Second Eidition,
Denzy 8vo. 75, 6d. net,

Marvell (Andrew), See Little Library,

Masofield (John). SE\ LIFE IN NEL-
SON'S TIME. Illustrated, Cr Szo.
38, 6dd. ned,
st Colonial Edition is also published.

ON THE SPANISH MAIN; o, Somu
TnoLsE Toravs 1N Tir ISTHMUS or
Davien. With 2z llustrations and a Map.
Dery Ba/o 108, 6. nek,

A COlonial Edition is also published,

A SAILOR'S GARLAND,  Selected and
Tidited by. Fecond Ed. Cr. Buo. é“ 6, net,

AN ENGLISH PROSE MISCELLANY.
Selected mnd Edited by, C#. Bop, 65,

Muaskell (A.), See Cannoisseur's Library,

Mason (4. J.), D.D. Sec Leaders of Religion,

Massee(ﬁeorge) THE EVOLUTION OF
CL T LIFE: Lower Forms. Illustrated,

r. §vo.

25. 64,
Masterman (G, F. G, M.A, DM.P
A RELIGIOUS

AFENNYSON  AS
TEACHER C», Buo.

Matheson (B, F.) COUNSEIS or
LIFL. Frop 8vo, a8 6d. 2

May (Phil), THE PHIL \IAY ALBUM.
Second Bdifion. glo. 15, neds

ﬁlenkm (Anpette M. B.), Fellow of the
Anthropolo;,nml Institute. WOMA\I IN
TRANSITION. C» 820,

Mellows(EmmaS). AS ORT STORY

F ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cn

ﬂz:o 3% 642,
Methnen (A, M. 8),"MA THET
‘TRAGEDY" OF SQUTH AKFRICA.

G Bup. 29 mebe Alio Cr Swo.  3d. wet,
ENGLANDS RUIN : Thscussed 1N Six-

“opeN LETTERS w0 TyE Rient How
“IO&EPH Cmmnmmw, MDD, Seventh Edi-
i 'Hm:. Cr, Boew  ad net

MESSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Miles (Eustace), MLA. LIFE AFTER
LIFE: or, Tz '1m.ouv OF RuNcarna-
TION. (k. 820, 25 Gd s

THE POWLR OF CONCEN TRITION
How ro AcQuUIRE 1r.  Second Fdition,

¥

Cr. Bvo. 35, 6d. net.
Millais (J. 4G.). THE LIFE AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERKK'

MILLAIS, Presidentof the Royal Aes ademy,
With many [llustrations, of Which 2z are in
Fhotogiavure. New Edition, Demy $zo
7s. bd. net,

See also Little Callei{es.

Mllliﬂ (G F.). PICTORIAT, GARDEN-
N W1th 2¢ Illustiations  Crowa foo.

Millis (c T), M.LM.E. Ses Textbooks of
Teclinology.

Milne (J. G ) MA A HISTORY QF
EGYPT UNDER ROMAN RULE
Tully Nustrated, Cx 8wvo, 6,

Miltonn (John). See Litdle Libidry and
Standard Library

A DAY BOOK OF MILTON. Edited by
R. V. Townprow. Jeap. Bue, 2. 6d. nels

Minchin (H. C.},M A See Pecl(R),

Mitchell (P, Clmlmer:.), M.A. QUTLINES
OF BIQLOGY, [lustrated. Second Edi
tion. Cr. 8w, 63,

Miiton (G, E. ) JANE AUSTEN AND
HER TIMES, =~ With 2z Ilustrations
Second amd Chenper Edition. Largs Cr.
fvo, G5,

A Colonial Edltlon is alsti\lpuhlmw(

Mofmt (Mmy M.). QUISA QY

USSIA. With mllluerauons
E{lztlan Crown Buo, 6s,
A Colonial Editien is also published.
fMoil(A.)." See Books on Business.

Moir (D, M,), Sec Little Libiary,

Molinos (Dr. Michuel de). See Library of

svotion.

Money (L. Chiozza), M.P. RICHES

AND BOVERTY. Eighth Bdition. Demy
8g0. snowed Also Or Bvo. 18, nedh

SOCL ‘&L AND INDUSTRIAL PRO-
BLEMS, Dewuy 8o, 5s. het

Montaga (l-lenry), Earl of Manchestar. See
Libwary of Devation,

Mnntai ne A DAY BOOK OF. Editet

. Ponp, Feap, Bwo. os. Gd, nel,

Montgumery(ﬂ B.) THI EMPIRE OF
THE EAST. Witha Frontisplece in Colpur
and 16 other Hlustrations, Second Edition,
DazizyBuo, 75, Fd. et

A Colonial ® Eclmon lszalso puhhhhed

Mnnhnorency"'\( B.A., LL.B.

QMAS KEMP’[‘? H!S A(:-B AND
BOOX., With 2z Illustr'ttmns Secord
Edition. Demy 8wo. 75, 8d. 1

Moore (H. E.). BACK 10 'LHF_. LAND,
Cr.Byo, as. 6d.

Moorhouse (E. Hallam). NELSON'S

HAMILTON. With 51 Poutrai®,
SzcomlL‘!lmou Damy 8va, 73, 6. nate o
A Colonial Editiont is"also puhlished.

Mornn(clarenceﬁ.) See BooLsonBusmess

More (8ir Themas), See Standard Library.

Fourth
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Morflll (W, R,), OiielCollege, Oxford. A
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PLITR
THE, GREAT TO ALEXANDLR 1I,
With Mapsand Plans, Cr Bvo. 3s. 64,

Marich (R, J.), late of Clifton Callege. See
Sci™ol Examination Series,

MorlE(Mar aret W.), Founded on. THE

REK PROPLE, With 74 Illustrations,

Sq. Crown Bvo, 2. 6d.

TLE MITCHELL: Tue Stoay or &
Mountamn Squisket ToLy By Himscu,
With many Iilustiations. Sy, Cr. 8o, 25.64,
Morris(d.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN,

Wlth a4 Illustrations. Demy Bue. 125 64

Morris (Joseph E.), Sec Liutle Guides.

Morton (A, Andergon). See Brodeck (M)

Moule(H. €, 4.), D.12., Lord Bishop of Dw -
ham, »See Leaders ofRehgxon

Muir (M. M. Pattison), M.A, THI
CHEMISTRY OF I IRE,  Ilustrated,
Cr. o, 25 6d.

Mundella (V. A.), M A, See Dunn (J. T

Ml]l]nru (R.), M.A, LL D, See Antiguary's

Myer, (A Wallis), THYE COMPLETL
LAWN TENNIs PLAVLR, With many
Lilustraticns. Second Edition. Demy 8wa.
108, 6:d, Hel

Naval Offlcer (A). See 1. P, L

Neal (W. G. ). See Hall (R, N.).

Newman (Ernest). HUGD WOLF.
With 13 Illustrations. Dewey Bua. ys. 64, net.

Newmaz(ﬂeorge). M.D.,D.P.H,F.RS.L

NFANT MORTALITY, A Sociat,
PROBLEM. Wlth 16 Diagrams. Demy
8uo, 75, 6d. net,

L1

Newman (J, H}und others, Sse Librarvy
of Devotion,
“Mewsholtue, Arthur, MD., F.R.C.P.

THE PREVENTION OF TUBERCU-
LOSIS. Deuny 8vo. 108, 6. 2ei.
Nicliols (Bowyer) Sca Little Library.
Nicklin (T.), A, EXAMINATION
PAPERSIN THUCYDIDFS Cr oo, 25.
Nimrod, See L P, L.
Norgate (G. Le Grys) THE LIFE OF
SI R WALTER S5COTT. With 53 Illus-
tmtmns by Jowny Wynie.  Deny 8ve.

78 &4, et
Norre%’mrd (B. W.. THE GREAT
SIE! The Investment and Fall of Part
Arthur. With Maps, Plans, aud 25 Tllus-
trations, Demy 8zo. tos, 64, net,
A Coloniu} E I%mon is also pubhshed.
Norway (A. s NAPLES. Past ang
Presgnt, With 25 Coloured Thustrations
by Maurtce GREIFFENHAGEN,  Second
Fdition, Cr, 8uo, 6
A Colenial Edition is also published.
Novalls, THEDISCIPLES AT SAIS AND
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss
Una Birgn. J'mj 8vu. a8 6. el
Bfficer (An). See L
~ Oldfield (W. J.), M
Lincoln,
Basep on THE CATECHISM OF THE CHURCH
or ENGLAND, Crown Buva, 25 fid,

Prebendary

of
A PRIMER oF RELIGION

I5

Oldham (F. M.), B.4. S8c Textbooks of
beience,

Ollphnnt(Mrs.). See Leaders of Religion,

Oliver, Thiomas, M.D. DISEASES OF
OCCUPATION, With Hlustrations,  Se-
cond Edition. Demy Bvo.  10s. 6. net.

Oman(C, W, C.), M. A, Fellow of ABouls’,
Usford. A HISTORY OF THE ART
OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE AGES.
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 101, 6d. uci.

Ottley (R, L.), D See Hzndhooks of
"Theology and Le;ldem of In.ehgﬁsn

Overton (J. H.),  Ses Leaders of Religion.

Qwen (Doug‘lus) See Books on Nusinessy.
Oxford (M. N.), of Cuy's Hospital, A HAND.
HOOk OF NURSING. Fourth Edition,

Cx, B, 35 6d.
Pakes (W, L. C.). THE SCIENCE OF
IYGIENE, Lilustrated, Demy Bro, 13,
Parker (Gilbert), M P. A LOVER'S
DIARY. Jeap 8o, ss.
A volume of poems,

Parkes (A, K,). SMALL LLSSONS ON
GREAT TRUTHS, Fewp, Bup. 13 6d.
Parkinson (John), PARADISI IN SOLL
PARADISUS TERRLSIRIS, OR A
GARDEN OF ALL 50RTS OF PLEA-

SANT FLOWERS. Fulis, [f3,2

Parmenter (John) BELIO- TROPE&, OR
NEW POSIES TFOR SUNDIALS.
Ldited hy Percival Lanpon.  Quarte.
38, 6.2, wel,

Parmentier (Prof. Leon). See Bides ().

Parsons (Mrs, C.) GARRICK AND
CIRCLE, With 36 Illustrations. Szeond
Edilion. Demy 8wo. 12v. 64, nel,

A Coloniul Edition is also pubhshed.

Pascal,  See Library of Devation,

Paston  (George). SOCIAL &ARICA-
TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH
CENTURY. With over 200 Illustrations.
Tmperial Quavto. fa, 125, 6d, net.

LADY MARY WORTLEY JONTAGU
AND HER TIMES With 24 Illustra.
tions, S:cond Edition. Demy Buo, 15:. nel,

See also Little Books on Att and [P, L.

Paterson(W. R.)(Benjamin Swift), LIFE'S
QUESTIONINGS, Cr 8vo, 35, 64, 2el

Patters(m(A f.). NOTES OP AN LAST

COAST NATURALIST. Illuslm:cxbm
Colourby F. SOUTHGATE, R.B.A. Second
LEditian. Cr. 8zo,

NATURE IN LASTERN NORFOLK.
With 12 lustrations 1 Colour by Frang
SDUTHGATE, R.B.A Second Edition, (.r.

WILD LII‘E ON A NORFQLK I'STU-
ARY. With 4o Illustrations by the Author,
and a Prefatory Note by Her Grage the
Ducuess oF Boororp,  Demy  Bua
10s. 6d. el 1)

Peacock (Nettlg See Ligtle Haoks on Art,

Pattersan (J, B.). See Sgmplifted I‘rem,h

Texts,
Peake (€, M. A,), F.RIS A LON-
CISE HANDBO?& OF GARDEN
ANNUAL AND BIENNTAL PLANTS.
With 24 THustrations. Feap, Sva 3o G, med,
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Peel (Robert), fnd Plinchin (H. C.), M.A
ORD, With 100 Illustrations in
Colour Cr. Bya. 6s.
A Colonial Edition i- also published.

Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College,
Qxford, and Secretaiy to the Royal Com.
mie on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI.
CAL LICENSING RE'DRM Second
Ldition. Cw. 8mo, 18,

Petrie(W. M. Flinders),D ¢, L., L1L.D., Pro-
fessor o tolagy at Umversu:y Coll&ge
A HIS OR?[ %‘ EGYPT, Fully Iflus.
tratedh Ju sizwolumes, Cr. 8vo. 6s, encl

Vor. 1. Trom Tng KaruiesT KINGS 10
XVt DvnasTv, Sixth Edition,

VoL 1. Tupc XVIitg anp XVIITh
DywasTiEs. Fourth Edifion.

Vo 1, XIXTH 70 XXXTH DYNASTIES,

Vor, v, Thue EevrT of THE PTOLCMIES,
J. P. Mauarry, Lite D.

VoL.v. Rowman Egver. J. G. Miuve, M.A.

Vor=s, FEever v tue Mmpre Accs.
SravLev Lane-PooLe, M.A,

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGVPT, Lectures delivered
at University College, London. Illustrated.
Cr. 80, 2s. Gd,

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
TLAMARNA TABLETS, Cr. 3ua. 5. 6,

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated fiom the
Papyri, First Serias, tvth to xuth Dynasty.
Edited by W. M. Frivoers PeTrie. Tlis.
trated l)y TrisTRAM ELLIS, Second Edi-

1, Cr. Bwo. 18, 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the
Papyri, Second Series xvunth to xmxth
Dynasty. Illustrated by TrisTram ELLis.
Crow 8vo. 35, 6

EGYPTIAN DFCORAT]VE ART. A
Courseof Lectures delivered at the Royal
Institution, Illustrated. Cr. 820, 3+ 67

Phillips (W, A.).  See Oxford Biographies.

Phlllpotta ,CEden) MY DEVON YFAR.
With 38 Illustrations by ], Lev Prorav-
BRIDGE,  Second and Cheaper Edition.
Large Cr 8vo, G5

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG,
Tustrated by CLAupe SHEPPERSON,
Cro 4fo. 55, nel,

Phythian (J Ernest) TRERS IN NA.
TURLE, MYTH, AND ART. With 24
THustrations,  Crown 8pa, 65,

Plarr (Victor G.). Ste Schaol Hislorfes.

Plato, Se~ Standard Library.

Plautus. THE CAPTIVI, Tdiled, with

®an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com-
mentary, by W. M. Janpsay, Fellow of
JesusCollege,Oxford. Dzmy ﬂw 108,67, 1et,

Plowden=Wardlaw (J, T.), B.A, King’s
College, Cambridge. Sae Schoaol Examma-
tion Sevies,

Podmore (Prank), MOPERN SPIRI.

TUALISM, #T2on Polumes. Dewy Svo.
~ 215, nel,
Pollard (Alice), See Littls Books an Art,
See Little Books on Art,

Po ard (Bliza B),
See Books ont

aljock Do), M TN A
0888,

MESSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Potter (M. C.),nMA, T.LS. AN
ELDMENIARY ’IT‘XI‘ BOOK OF
AGRICULTURAL BOTANY, Illys-
trated. Second Edition, Cr. 8u) 4s, 6d.

Power {J. O0'Connor). TIIE MAKING
OF AN ORATOR. Cx 8za, 65 ~

Prance (G.). Sec Wyon (R.).

Prescott (. L.), ABOUT MUSIC, AND
WHAT 1T 18 MADE OF, Cr svo.
3¢ 6. net.

Price (Eleanor C.). A PRINCESS OF
THE OLD WORLD. Wih =21 Ilus.
trations, Demy 8vo, 125, 6d. net.,

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College,
Oxon, A HISTORY OF ENGLISH
POLITICAL CO TOMY FROM ADAM
SMITH TO ARNOLD TOVNBEE.
Fifth Edition, Cr, 8vo, 2, 6d.

Primrose (Deborah) A MODERN
BEOTIA, Cr 8o, 6s.

Protheroe (Ernest), 'IHE DOMINION
OF M GeograPHY IN 115 Hupan
Asrect. With 32 full-page Illustrations.
Cr 8zo. 25

Quevedo Villegﬂs See Miniature Library,
. Quiller Couch), THE
GOLDEN POMP. A ProcessiOx or
LnGLSH Lvmm FROM SURREY TO SHIR-

LEY. Secondand Cheager Edition, Cr. 8vo,

25, bet. nr,
G. R, and B, S, MR. WOODHOUSE'S
CORRESPONDENCE, Cr 8vs. 6s.

A Colonial Jidition is also published,
Rackham (R, B.), M.A. See Weatminsier
Commentaries.
Rn%g(muru M.). THE WOMEN ART-.
ISTS OF BOLOGNA. With 20 Ilius-

trations. Dewry 8va, g3, 6d nel.

Rugg (Lonsdale) B.D., Oxan, DANTE

ND HIS ITALY. With 32 Illustra.
LIDI'Hv Demy 8vo. 125, 6d. net,

Rahtz (R. J.), M.A,, B.Sc, Lecturer in
English ay Merchant Venturers' Technical
College, Bristol, HIGHER ENGLISH,
Thivd Edition. (Cr Bve, 18 6d.

Randolph (B. W.); D.D.  Sce Library of
Devotion.

Raanie (D, W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S
HISTORY OFSCOTLAND. Cr.390. 35 fd.

WORDSWORTH AND HIS CIRCLE.
thh 20 Illustrations. Desty Buo, 128, 6,

Rﬂshdﬂ“ (Hastings). M.A., Fellaw and
Tutor_of New College Oxford. DOC.
TRINE AND DEVEtOP’\iENT Cr

Rng'eli(.l W 3, DD, E.S, A See Antiquary’s

RaveneHill (L.). See Llewellyn (Ow:n)
Rawstorne (L.awrence, Bsq.), See LP.L.
Raymond (Walter). See School Historjes,
*Rea (Lilizm). MADAME DE LA FA.
YETTE, With many Illuqtranons.
Denty 8uo, 103, 6. m‘t‘
Reai Paddy (A). See
Reason (W), 3.4, UNIVEI\SHV AND *
SQCTAL SETTLEMENTS, Edited by.
Cr, Bone o1, 64,
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Redputh (H. A)), M.ApD.Litt.  See West-
minster Commentznies.

Rees (I, D.), CLE., M.P. THE REAL
IND®, Second Edition. Demy 8va. 10s.
Gli}v:lét‘

olonia] Edition 1s alse published,

*Reich (Emil), Doctor Juris. P WOMAN

+LHROUGH THE AGES, With a4 Ilfus-
trations, T Folumes, DesySup.zis, net

A Colonial Editlon is also publised,

Reynolds (Sir Joshun). See Little Galleries,

Rioades (J. R,). See Simphfied French Texts

Rhodes (W, E.), See School Histories,

Riew(H.), M.A, SeeSimplified French Texts.

Roberts (M, E.). See Channer (C. C.).

Rabertson (A.), 1.D., Lard = Bishop of
Exuter. REGNUM DTIL (The Bamptnon
Lectures of rgor). A New and Cheaper
Fditign. Deny 8vo, 75, 6d, ned

Robertson (C. Grant) MA., Fellow of
All Souls’ College, Oxford,  SELECT
STARUTES, CASES, AND CONSTI-
TUTIONAL DOCUMENTS, :680-1832.
Deiny Buo, 105, 6d. weks

Robertson (C. Grant) and Bartholomew
J. G.) FRSE, F.RGS. HIS-
TORICAL, AND MODERN ATLAS OF
THEBRITISHEMPIRL, Deiny Quarto.

A8, G, et
Robertson (Sir(3.8.),K.C.5.1. CHITRAL:
TuE §tory or A Minor Siece.  Third
Edition. Dlstrated. Cr 8ve. 20, 6d. nel.
Robinson (A. W.), M.A. Sec Churchman’s

Tible, a

Rabinson (Cecilia). THE MINISTRY
OF DEACQONESSES., With an [ntroduc-
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury.
Cr. Buo. 38, 6d, N .

Robinson (F, S.). See Conngisseur’s Libeary.

Rochefoucauld (La), See Little Lihm;y.

Rodwell (G.), B.A, NEW TESTUAMENT
GREEK. 'A Course for Beginners, With
a Preface by WarTer Lock, D.D., Warden
of Reble College.  Feag 8vo. 35, 6d.

Roe (Fred), OLD OAK F URNITURE. With
many lustrations by the Author, including
a frontispiece in colowr. Second Edition.
Denty8va, 108, 6 ned

Rogers (A, G. L.), M. A, See Books on
Business, N X

Romuey (George). See Little Galleries.

Roscoe (B, 8)), See Little Guides,

Rose (BEdward)., THE ROsE READER.
Mustrated. Cr. Bwo. 26 64, Alo in 4
Parts, Parts [ and I, 64, each; Pavt
5 8d. ; Pari g7 104,

Rnae ((]ci H.). See Hey(H.)., and Baring=

[¢

THE IMPERIAL

RE-STATFMENT OF
THE Orum Question. Third Ediiion
Revised. Cr Soo. 25, net.

Rovde-Smith (N, 4.), THE PILLOW

»BOOK: A Garngr or Manvy Moops.
Collected by. Second EBditian. Cr. Buve

45 6d, nets
PORTS OF OUR DAV, Seleeted,
with an Introduction; by, Feap, 8wa, 58

oul 3
Rowntree (Josiuna),
DRUG TRADE.
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Rubic (A. B.), D.D.e Se® Junior School
Books.
Russell (Archibald G. B.). See Blake

(Willizm),

Russell (W. Clark), THE LIFE OF

ADMIRAL LORD CULLINGWOOD.
Buagwvrn,

With Ilustrations by ¥,
QUEENS OF

Fowrtle Editian. Chr. 8vo. 6s,
yley (M. Beresford).
THE RENAISSANCE. With 24 [lus-
trations. Demy Bvo, 05, 6d. pef.
Salnsbury (Harrington), M.I°, F.R,C.P.
PRINCIPIA THERAPEUTICA,
Deney 8o, s 6if. ned. ,
St, Anselm, See Library of Devotion,
St, Augustine. Sce Library of Devgtion.
St. Bernard, See Lilrary of Devotion,
St, Cyres (Viscount), Ses Oxford Bio-

graphies,
St, Francls of Assisi, THE LITTLE
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS

MESSER, AND OF_ HIS FRJIMRS.
Done into English, with Notes by WiLLiam
Hevwoon, With 40 IHustrations from
Iwlian Painters. Dewy 8za, 55 uet,

See alss Wheldon (F. W), Libeary of
Devotion and Standard Library.

St, Francls de Sales, See Library of
Devotion,

‘Saki’ (H. Muaro) REGINALD. Second
Edilion, Ieap. 8vo. 25, 6d. nel,

Salmon (A. L.), SeeLittle Guides.

Sathas (C,) Sece Byzantine Texts,

Schmitf (John). See Byzantine Texbs g

Schofield (A, T.), M. .D.,}Hon. Phys eden.
ham Hospital.  FUNCTIONAL NERVE
DISEASES, Demylwo. 7s. 6. set,

Seott (A. M), WINSTON SPENCER
CHURCHILL, With Portraits4nd Hlus.
trations, Cr, Bvo. 3s. 67, .

Scydamore (Cyrit), See Little Guides.

Sélincourt (E. de.) Sec Keats (John),

Sells (V. P.), M.A. THE MRCHANICS
OFﬁr?AILY LIFE, lllustrated, C 87,
a8, .

Selous (Edmund}, TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS, 1lllustrated by G. W, Orp,
Tenth Edition.  Feap, Svo. o8 6d.

School Edition, 15, 6.

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMARS.
Iltustrated by Avcusta Gurst, Fourth
Edition. Feap. Bwo. o5, 5d.

School Edition, 15. 6d.

Senter (George), B.Sc. (Lond), Fh.D.
See Texthoaks of Science,

Shakespeare (William).

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 6233 réga; 1664 ;
1685, Each L4, 45. 224, or 2 complete set,
£12, 135, wel.

Folios 3 and 4 are ready, .

Folio = is riegrh rendﬁ-
THE POBMS 10T WilfJAM SHAKE.
SPRARE, With an Intra ucuenandm
hy Geonce Wenoiam. Dy Buo, -

ramty gilf tof, 108, 64, .
See also Acden Shakey aure, Stindard

Library and Little Quazto Shakespears,

A3
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Sharp (A.). *VICHORIAN FPOETS, Cr
8w 28, Ba,
Sharp Cecﬂ) See Baring-Could (8.),
Sharp (Bllzabeth). See Little Books on Art,
Shedlock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE
SONATA. Cr 8z, ss. .
Sheltay (Percy B.). Sae Standaid Library.
Sheppurd (H, FR), M.A.  Sec Barmg-

1d (S.),
Sherwell (Arthur), M.A. LIFE IN WEST
ON QN.  Thrd Edition. Cr, Swo.

Slu le Mary E.). AN ENGLISH

p y (H I?I,ISLORY FOR CHILD-
REN With a Preface by the Bishop of
Gibraltar, With Maps and Illustrations.
Part]l. Cr. Bua. s 6dd. met.

Sichel (Walter), See Oxfod Diographies.

Sidgwick (Mrs. Alfred). HOME LIFL
IN GERMANY. With 16 Ilustrations.
|Second Ecition, Demy Buvo. 108, 6d. net,
o &Colonial Edition is also published.

Sime (John), Sec Little Books on Arts

Simonson (G. A). FRANCESCO

RDIL Wuh 41 Flates,
,£2, 25, 1
Skj\atchley (R. E D)
SkAptnn (H, P. K.). See Little Backs on

Sladen (Douglas), SICILY: The New
Winter Resort, With over 200 Illustrations.
Second Bdition. (7. Buo. 55, ncl,

1l (Evan), A, THE EARTH. An
ulmductmn tu Phyaxography. Tlustrated.

¥, Buo, 25, O
Smnllwaud (M G.) See Little Books on

Art.
Smedl&y F. B, See LP.L,
Smith (Adam), THL WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction
rxd numerous Notes by Tpwin CANNAN,
Ié‘-wa volnmes. DenzyBuo. z1s, net,

Smfﬂl f. Clifford), See Connoisseur's

Smith la"lm-ace and James), See thm
X TATY.

Smith (H. mpas), M.A. A NDW
UNIOR ARITHMETIC. Crown Buo,
Without Answers, 25, With Answers, 25 6d,

@nith (R. Mudie), THOUGHTS FOR

THE AY Edited by, Feap Bvo

Smith (Nuwell C.). See Wordsworth (\V)

Smlth (John Thomas), A BOOK FOR
€ A RAINY DAY Or, Recollections of' the
l.vents Df the Years 1766-1833, Edited by
Wirred Werrapy, Illustrated. TPz
Dem, Bzm. 128, Gd, net.

Snell (F. J.), A BOOK OF EXMOOR.
Tiluwrated.  Gr Beo

Saowden (C. E.). AHANDY DIGEST OF
BRITISH JCISTORY. Demsy Boo. 4s. 64,

- Sophocles. bee Classical Translations,
8o uﬂ: (L- A.), and Acptos (M. J.) See

5ungh (B.ﬁeﬂton), MA Ses Junier Schoot

Jraperial

See Little Books on

Mrssrs. METHUEN'S CATALOGUR

Southey (R,). JMNGLISH SKAME

Ldited by David Hannay. N

Vol 1 (Iowaud, Clifford, EHawkins,
8Drake,6 Cavendish). "Second L‘dt"mn Cr.
0.

Vol . (Richad Hawkins, Geenville,
Essex, and Raleigh),  Cr, 8zo, 65,

See also Stardard Labrary,

Spence (C. H.), MA,  See .‘:chool Examma
tlon Series,

Splcer %A Dykes), M.A. THE PAPLR

A Desciiptive and Historical
Survey With Diagrams and Plans, Deiny
8wg. 125 6d. nel.

Spooner (W. A.), MLA.
Relgion,

Spragge (W. Horton), M A. See Junior
School Books,

Staley (Edgcambe). TIIE GUILDS OF
FLORENCE IMustrated. Second Editron,
Royal8uo. 16y, 2ef,

Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D. See Bimmy of
Devotion,

‘Stancliffe.” GOLT DO’S AND DONT'S,
wecond Edition, Foap. 8vo. 15

Stead (D, W.), See Gallaher (D)

Stedman (A, M. M.),

INITIALATINA: La.sy Lessons on I' lemen-
e'uy Accxdmce Tentl Edition. Feap.

I‘IRST LATIN LESSONS Eleventh Edi-
fion. Cy. Buo

FIRST LA’lIN RLADER With Notes
adapted to the Shorter Latin Brimer and
Vocabulary,  Sevenzh Edition.  x8wio.

185, v
EASY SELECTIONS TFROM C/ESAR.
The Ilelvetian War, Third KEdition,

180, 18
EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY, The
Kings of Rome, Second Edition, 18w,

15. 6.

LASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION, Twelfth Ed. JFeap,
8un. 15, 6d,

EXEMPLA LATINA, First Eaercises
in Latin Aceidence, Wlth Vocabulary,
Fourth Edition, Cr. B

EASY LATIN E‘(ERCISLS ON THDE
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With
Vocabulary, Twelf¥iand Chenper Editian.
Cy. Buo, n 6d. Owiginal Edition. 25, 6d.

Ky, 3. 2

THE LAJ‘IN COMPOUND SENTENCE :
Rules and Exercise: Second Editeon,
Cr.8vo. 15 64, With Vocabulary. 2s

NOTANDA QUARDAM : Miscellaneons
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and
Idiams, Fifth Edition, Feap, Sue. 15 64,
WzthVocabulary. o5, Key, 25 el

LATIN OCABULARIES FOR REPL-
TITION ¢ Arranged dCCOtdll‘lg lu Sub]ects
F, ﬂEt%”LEﬂ.’lt‘ﬂih Feap. Yo,

A VOCABULARY OF ATIN ID]OMS.
x8mo,  Fowrth Edition, 1s.

STEPS TO GREEK. Tiid Edition, ve
wised, x8mo. 14,

See Leaders of
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A SHORTER GREEK ,,PRI‘VIT‘R‘ Second
Ldition, Cr. Bwo, 15,

EASY GRELK PASSAGES TOR UNSLEN
TRAXBLATION, Fam th Editun, 1¢-
wised, IFeap. 8vo. 1s.

GREB¥ VOCABULAR]L'S TOR RI.
PETITION, Ananged according to Sub-
’)gr.ts Fonrth Edilion, Frap, 8vo. s 64,

GRLEK TESTAMINT SRLECTIONS.
For the use of Schools, With Intioduc-
tien, Notes, and Vm.ahulary. Lonrth
Ldition. Fenp, 8vo.  es.

$TEPS TO FRENCH, f‘lgf/tt/; Edition,

FIRST I‘RENCHLESSO\IG Eighth Edr-
fion, (1. 8o, 18,

EASY TRENCH PASSACES FOR UN.
SEEN TRAN'SLATION. Sixth K-
Yoz, {Tcnp Buo, 1%.

RASY FRIENCII ]"XTRCISTS ON ELL-
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu-
lavy. “Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. os. bd.
Ky, gs nel.

FRENCH VOCABULARIES TOR RE-
PETITION : Aranged according to Sub-
yects, Thirfeenth Ediiron, I‘t:zﬂ Szo. 18,

Se? also School Exammz,twn Series,

Sfeel (R. Elllott) M.A., F.C5. THE

OF SCIENCE, With 21
Illustﬁtmm Second Edition, C'r, 8vo. 25, 6{!7
See also School Kxamination Seites,

Stephenson (C.), of the Technical College,
Bradford, and Suddards (F.) of the
Yorkshi‘e College, Leeds. A TEXTBOOK
DEALING WITH ORNAMENTAI
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS, Wilh
&6 full-page Plates and mimerous Diagrams
m the Text, Third Edition. Demy 8uvo.

61,

Stephensm‘( (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN
TAITH. Cx 8o, 3s. 6d.

Sterne (Laurence). See Little Libary.
Steuart (Katherine), BY Al AN
WATER. Second Edition. Cr. Buo, 6s,
RICHARD KENNQWAY AND [HIS
FRIENDS, A Sequel to 'By Allan

Water.” .Demy By, 7. 6d,

Stevensun (R/L.) THE LLTTERS oF

LOUIS STEVENSON TO
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS,
Selected and Kdited by Sioney CoLvin.
Third Edition, 2vois. Cr. Buo. x20.

LiprarvEDITION. 2wols. Deamy 8o, 255, nel.

A Colonial Tdition is also published,

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched
Partrat by WiLutast SrranG.  Siath
Edition, Cr. 8vo, Buckram. 65,

A Colonial idition Is al~o published,

THE LIFE OF R, L. STEVENSON. See
Balfour (G-

Stevenson (M. L)  FROM SARAN.AC

TO THE MARQUESAS. Reing {etters

avritten by Mis. M. 1. STEVENSON during
18878, O, Svo, by, nied,

A Colonial Edition is also publistied,

LETTERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Hdited

and arranged by M. C. Batvoor  With

A

’[9

many Illustrations. $eco® Edition Cr

Boo, s nieh,

A Colonial Edition is also published,
Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio-

graphies,
Stokes (F. G.), B.A. HOURS WITH
RABELAIS.  From the translation & St ™

T. Ukounart and P, A, Morrouy, With
a Portrait in Phatogiavure, C», Bua, 35 64.

nel.

Stone (S. J.), POEMS AND _HVMNS,
With 2 Memoir by ¥. G, ‘LLLI‘RTOM
M.A. With Portratt, Cr. 8o, 6s.

Storr (Vernon F.), M.A., Canon of Win-
chester, DEVELOPMENT AND
DIVINE PURPOST‘ Cr. 8uo._ 55, nek,

Story (Alir T.), AMERICAN
SIIRI\AES IN LVCJL&ND Wuhmany
1lustrations, including two in Colour by
A. R, Quinton, Crows 8ug, 65

See also Little Guides,

Straker (F.).  See Dools on Businessg ™

bt{;.g]ne (As W.), DD, Sce Churchman's
10le,

Streatfeild (R, A, MODERN MUSIC
AND MUSICIANS. With 24 IHustra-
tions, Second Edition. DemyBuvo. 7. 6d.

net.

Stroud (Henry), D.Se., M, A, ELEMEN-
TARY PRACTICAL PHVSICS. With
115 Dingrams. Second Ldil., revised, 45.6d.

Sturch (F.), Staff Instructor to the Surrey
Cnunty Council, MANUAL ’lRMNIN(J
DRAWING (WOOD\VORI\)
Solutions to Examination Questions, Ouno
graphie, Isometric and Obligne Projection.
Wlth 5n Plates and 140 Figures, Foolscap,

5
Suddnrds(F,
Surtees (R, .).
Sutherland (lelmm) QLD AGE PEN.

SIONS IN THEORY AND PRACTICE,

wiTH somE Foreley L‘xz\mmi (7, Bzra

35, 64, ned.

Symes (J. B.), M.A, THE FRENCH
RngiOLUTION Second Bdition, Cr, 8vo.
25 O

Sympson (E. Mansel), M.A,, M.D. See
Ancient Cities

Tabor (Margaret E.). THE SAINTS )’4’

Feap, B

See 5tephenson (Cd.
See LI, L.

ART, With 2o Tllustrations.
g5, 6, ned
Tacitus. AGRICOLA. Edited by R. F.
Davis, M A, Frap. 8o, 2s,
GERMANTA, By the same Editor, ij
Bro. of,

See also Classical Translations.
Tallack(W.), HOWARDLETTERS AND
MEMORILS, Demy 8vo. 105, Gde nat.

Tatham (Fredetick), See Blake Willmm).
Taualer (J.). Scc lermyochv utHo
Taylor (A. LEIVIENL$ QF
AT D ot na
Taylor (F. G ;MA. SecCcmmerclalSemsm
Taylor (I A.), Sea Qxford Blo ra)hues.
'I‘airlur (Jolm W.). THE C
AINTS, With 26 Illustmnans.
Demy 8110 78, 64, et
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Taylor (T, M, d®A,, Fellow of Gonville
and Caius College, Cambridge, A CON-
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL
HISTORY OF ROME, To the Reign of
Donmitian, Cr. 8z0 1, 6d,

Teasdale~BuckeR (G, T,). THE COM-

© PRETE SHOT. With g3 Mustradens.
Third E(t'tlriun‘ Dengy Bvo. 125, b, nel.
A Colanial Edition is alsa publihed,

Tennysonm (Alired, Lord), TEARLY
POEMS, Edited, with Notes and an
Introduciion, by J. CiurtoN COLLINS,

M.A, Co 8ve, Bs

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Cuurton
Goruavs, MA, £ 8o 65

See also Little Library. .

Terry (C. ), See Oxford Bio%raphles.

Thnckemy]sw. M.&. See Little Librayy.

Theobald (F, V), M.A, INSECT LIFE
DMustrated. Second hdition Revised, Cr,
R 28, 63,

Thibaudent(A. ¢}, BONAPARTE AND
THE CONSULATE. Translated and
Edited by G. K. Forrrsqug, LL.D. With
12 Mustrations,  Dewy Sva.  tov, 6@, #et

Thoempson (A, H.). Sec Little Guides,

Thompson (A, P.). See Textbooks of

‘Technology,

Tileston (Mf-\r%W.). DAILY STRENGTE
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Fowriegnth Edi-
fot,  Medium ime. 2. G net,
edition in superior binding, Gs.

king (H. W.), F,R.ELS, See Litte
rooks on Aifand Little Guides,

Townley §Lndy Sugan). MV CHINESL
NOTE-BOOK,  With 15 Lifusirations and
2 Maps, T d Ed, DemyBuo, 105 6d, net,

A (oloniad Edition is alse puhliched,

Taynhee (l"'ﬂ.g;et)l M.A, D.Iatt, IN THR
FOQOTPRINTS OF DANTE. A Trea-
sury of Verse and Prose from the works of
Dante, z?mzzll Cr 8vo. 45, Bdd, nets

Bee alst Oxford Biographies and Dante

Trench (Herpert), DEIRDRE WEDDED
AND "OTHER POEMS, Second and
Ruwised Edifion. Lavge LostBye. 65,

NEW POIMS. Second Edition. Large
Posl 8ya, 63,

Trevelyan (. M.), Fellow of Trinity College,
“Lambndge, ENGLAND UNDER THE
STUARTS, With Mapsand Plans, 774
Ed{tion, Dngy B2, 195 6. net,

Troutheck (G. E.). See Little Gpides,

Js BA F.CS. See Juniar

Baaks,

Tyrril-ﬁill (Frances), See Little Books
)}

ai Art,

Varden (Hagry), TIIE COMPLETE
GOLTER, "With 63 Tliustentions.  Winth
Rditdg, Deney Buo, 105 6d. wef,

A Cofonial Edition is alko published,

Also an

aughan (He . See Lattle Litreary,
~aughan )?lfeyr)t M.R), BA, (Oxon.)fyTHE
f i,

R b

R "UART,  CARDINAL,

URE OF ?&Rﬁ With 20 iissteations,

g Fdition. Dany 8o 103, 6, net,
Lol

a !

Mrssrs, METHUEN'S CATALOGUER

THE NAPLES RIVIERA. With 25 Hlus,
trations in Colour by MAURICE GrEtrFEy.
naGon. Cr 8w, G

Yernon (Hom. W, Warren), M AP READ.
INGS ON TIIE INFERNO OF DANTE,
With en Introduction by the Rey, Dy,
Moore. In Twe Volumes, Second Ediiian,
Cr. Buo, 1559001, ot

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIQ
QF DANTLE  With an Introduction by
the fate DEaw Cuuncn,  Jn Two Volypes,
Thiyd Edition. Cr. 8go. 13 wef,

Vingent(d, B.). THROUGH BAST
ANGLIA IN & MOTOR CAR. With
16 Ipstrations in Colowr by Franw Sovrs.
GaTE, R.B.A., and a Map, Cr Bye. 65,

Voegelin (A}, M.A. See Junior Exatina
tion Seiles, o

Waddell(Col. L. A), LL.D.,C B, LHASA
AND ITS MYSTERIES, Witha Record
of the Expedition of 1goz~1go4. “Vith 155
Tllustrations and  Maps. ~ Thod and
Cheaper Edition, dlediim 8vo. ys. 6, neds

Wade (G. W.),D.D. OLDTRSTAMENT
HISTORY. With Maps. Fu/th et
Cy. 8vo, G5,

Wade (G, W,), D.D., and Wade (J. H.),
M.A. See Lattle Guides.

Wagper (Richard), RICHARD WAQG-
NER'S MUSLC DRAMAS: Tuterprets-
tions, embodying Wagner's own explana
tions, By Aurcn LeiGuron Quiaryce
and BasiL Crump. Zn Three Fohgaes
Licap Buo, 25, 64, eacl.

Vou, n.~THE Rivt oF TaE NiBELUNG.

Third Lditien,
Vo, 1.—Parsirar, Loutyewiy, and
Tur Houy GRAIL.

Vor. 11t —TRISTAN AND IsOLpE.
Walkley (A, B, DRAMA AND LIFE.
Wa G Cor See Antiquary's Book

all (3. C.). Sae Antiquary's Books.

Wallace-Hadelll (R.), Second Master at
Herne Bay College. REVISION NOTES
ON ENGLISH HISTORY, Cr. 8ro, 15

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art
anel Classics of Att.

Walton (F. W,). See Schao! Histories.

Walton (}zaak) and Cotton (Charles).

See LRI
Walton (Izaak), See Little Library,
Waterhouse (Elizabeth), WITH THE
SIMPLE-HEARTED : Little Homilies ta
Women in Country Plages. Seconud Edition.
Sanell Potl Bug, as. nigh
See also LittleLibrarfn
Watt, (Francis), Sea Honderson (T. 1),
Weatherbead (T, C.), M.A. EXAMINA-
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr. 8up. 25,
See aleo Junior Examination Sevies,
Webber (F, €.}, See Texthooks of Tectmo-

logy.

Weiy (Archibsld), M.A. AN INTRO.
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF
MODERN BUROPE. Cr 8zo. bs

Wells (Signey Hi) See Textbooksof Stience,
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Wells(.l hM.A, Fellowagd Tuter of Wadham
College. OXI‘ORD AND OXI‘ORD
LIFK,, Thtrd Ediben, Cr.8vo, 15 6d.

A SHORY HISTORY OF ROME. Ewm
Editson. With 3 Maps. Cr Soou 38 64,

SM™also Little Guides,
Wesley (John). Sce Library of Devotion.
Idon (F. W ), A LITYLE BROTHER
TO THE BIRDS., The life-story of St
Francis retold for children, With 15 Tlus.
trations, y of which are by A, H. Buck-
LaND. Large Cr, Bzo, Gs,

Whihley (C.). See Henley (W. E.),

Whibley (L.}, 3LA, Fellow of Pembroke
College, Cambiidge, GREEK OLIGAR-
CHILS THEL R ORGANISATION
AND CHARACTER. Cr. foo. 6,

Whitaker (G« He) MLA, See Churchman's

White (Gilbert) See Standard Library.

Whitfield (B, B.), M.A. Sce Commercial
Series?

Whltelmad (A, W.), GASPARD DE

1G ADMIRAT  or  Francr.
Wlth Iliustrar.wns and Plans, Demy 8o,
125, 67, net.

Whitdley (R, Lloyd), F.I.C., Principal of
the Municipal Science School West Brom-
wich, AN ELEMENTARY TEXT-
BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY.
Cr, Bz, 28,

Whitley (Miss) See Dutke (Lady).
Whitling (Miss L.}, late SiaF Ieaeher of
the Nrvional ’lnmm;, School of Cookery.
THE COMPLETE COOK., With 4=

Litustrations, Demy Bvo. 7s. 6, net.

A Colonial edition i5 alsc published.
Whitten (W,), See Smith (fohn Thomas).
Whyte(A. G.), B.5c. Sce Bookson Business.
Wﬂberiorce (Wilirid), See Lutle Books

Wi]de (Oxcar) DE PROFUNDIS.
Lleventh Edition, Cr. 8vo. 55 net,
A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE WORKS.
4 ngﬁ)rm Edition. Denty Svo,
8d. net pach volume,
THE DUCHI‘ S5 OF PADUA: A Play.
PORME,
INTENI‘I NS and THE SQUL OF MAN.
OME, A FLORENTINE TRA-
GEDY and VERA; o, THE
NIHILISTS,
LADY WINDERMERE’S TAN: A Play
abont a Good We
A WOMAN 0"? NO IMEORTANCE:

Play.
AN IDJuAL HUSBAND: A Play.
THE IMPORTANCE OF B]‘IVG EAR.
NEST‘ A Tiivial Comedy for Serious

People.
A HOUSE OP POMEGRANATES, THE
HAPP lNCE,;\ndD'lHTR TALES,
RORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME and
._OTHER PRQSE PIHCLS,
DE PROFUND .
Wilkiﬂs (W, H). B.A, THE ALIEN
INVASION. Cr Bro. as 64,
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Williams (A.) I’ET,ROL, PETER: or
Pretty Stories and Funny Pictures, IHuse
trated in Co!our by Ac W, Mints, Demy

35. 6d, net,

Wl]HﬂmBDl‘l (M. G.),, M.A, See Ancient
Cittes,

Wiltiamson (W.), B.A. See Junior,Ex-
amination Senes, Junor School Boc¥, and
Beginner's Books.

Wilmot=Buxton (B. M,). MAKERS OF
EUROPL. Outlines of It uropcan Listory
fnr the Middle Forms of Schaghh W ith 12

Maps. Niwth Edition. Cr, Lo 6d.
THE ANCIENT WORLD Wlth \hp‘; :md

Wustrations, €7 Bro, 78

A BOOK OF NOl)L'D WOMEN‘ With
16 Ilustrations, . 8 5.

A HISTORY OF G!{E,A'l‘ }‘vMT.\IN:
TROM THE CoMiNG OF rug ANGLES TU
THE S{{mle Byo,  With 2o Maps.  Cr. 8uw

5 6,

See also Peginner’s Books,
Wilson(Bishop.). See Libiary of D®albn,
Wilsen{A. J.). Sce Dooks on Dusimess,
Wilson (H, A}, See Books on Business,
Wilﬂon . A).  See Simplibed French

Tax
Wlltun (Rlchnrd), M.A, LYRA PAS.
ORA : Songs ofNatm-e. Church, and
Hnme Patt 8zo. 25 6
Winholt (S, B,), M.A, FXERCISI‘S N
LATIN ACCIDENCE, Cr, Bzo. 15 61
LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An Aid
m Compasmon. Cr, Bwe. 36, 64, Kmy,

Wmdle(B C. Ay D.5c., F.R.8., .S A, See
Antiguary’s Books, Little (:ulde'%, Ancient
Cittes, and School Histories.

Wmterbofzhnm (Canoa), M.A.q, B.Sc.,
LL. B, See Churchman's lem

Woud (Sir Evelyn), F..M, , G.C.L.,
G.C.OM.G, I‘ROM M]DRHIPMAN T3
FIELD-MARSHAL, With Illustratmm,
and 20 Maps, Fifth and Chealer Edition,
Deamy 8vo 15, Gl pet,

A Colonial Edition is also published,

Weood (I, A, B.), See Textbocks of
Technology

Waod (J, Hickory) DAN LENO. M.
trated. Thurd Edition. Cr.%pe. 6,

A Colonial Edition is alig published, &

Wood (W. Birkbeck), M.A |late Schoh\' of
Worgester College, Oxford, and Eduwonds
{Major J. E), R.E, DAr MG A

THE CIVIL WAR IN
THF, UNITED STATES. With g5
Introduction by H. Seenger Winkivson.
With z¢ Maps and Plana Second BEdiivun
Deyp Buo, 125 G #

Wordsworth (Christopher), M.A.

Antiquary's B
Wordaworth THE POEMS OF
roductun:u and  Notes by

Sex

With an 13
Nowuit, C Ssrevr, laieFellow of New
College, Oxford. !n Theee Fotupte®
DNemy Byo.  xns. #

POEMS BY wu,um WORDSWORTH.
Selected with an Initadaction by Storrons
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A. Prooxe, » Witk 4o Ilustrations by T,
H. Niw, including a Trontispiece in
Phatogravure, Cr. 8zo. 7s. 6d. net.

See also Little Library,

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (8. T.).
See Little Library,

Wright (Arthut), D.D., Fellow of Queen's
Coliége, Cambridge. See Churchman’
Library,

Wriglht (C. Gordon). See Dante.

Wright (J, C.). TO-DAY. Thoughts on
Lile for ery day. Demy16mo, 15, 64. net,

Wright (Sopiic), GLEMAN VOCADU:
LARILS FOR REPRTITION, Feap. 8o

15. 6.

Wyntt (IKate M.). See Gloag (ML R.).

Wylde (A. B.). MODERN ABYS3SINIA,
With a Map and a Portrait,  Denty 8wo,
85, el

Wryllie (M. A.). NORWAY AND 1TS
FJORDS. With 16 Illustrations, in Colour
L ‘W I, WyvLLig, R.A., and 17 other
LuuStrations, Crown 8vo. 65,

A Colonial Bdition is alsa published.

MEssrS. METHUERN'S CATALOGUL

Wyndham (Georgre).
Willi(zilzn)). p
yon (R.) and Prance (4.), TIIT
OF THE BLACK MFO‘L;NTAI v.L%‘gqiR
st Hlastrations, O 8z0. g 64, es,
Yeats (W. B.). A LOOK OF aRISH
VERSE. Rewsed and Enlargen Editing,
v Cr 80(17‘5“35. 6)rr': 1 o
oun sor). I COMPLETR
M gT ORIST, With 38 Illustrationg
New Edition (Seventh), with many addi.
tlons, Demy. Bve. 125, 6, net,
A Colonial Edition is also published,
THE JOY OF THE ROAD: An Apprecia-
non of the Motor Car.  With a Frontis.
piece in Photogravuie,  Swall Demy fon,
Your Mt("[‘ M) THT
oung (T. M.). L AME
COTTON INDUSTRY: A I%-tluc(l:yAﬁ‘
Work and Workers, Cr. 8vo, Cloth, 25, 64, 3
paper bourds, 15. 6. !
Zimmern (Antonia), WITAT 150 WL
KNOW CONCERNING TLECTRI.
CITY? Feap. Bvo, 10 6d. net,

See Shakespeare

Ancient Cities
General Editor, B. C, A, WINDLE, D,S8¢, I\R.S,

Cr. 8vo,

CuesTrr. By B. C, A, Windle, D.5e. 1R,
THustrated by T. H, New.

SuREWSBURY., By 1, Auden, M.A., I".8.A,
tftstrated by Katharine M. Roberts,

CantErnURY, By J. C. Cox, LT.D., T.S.A.
Tlustrated by B, C. Boulter.

Fowsuren. By M. G, Willlamson, M.A.
Ulustraged by Herbert Railton,

45, bd. net.

Tancory, By E, Mansel Sympson, M.A,
LD, Tlustated by B 1, e MoA»

Bristor. By Allred Harvey, M8, Ilus
trated by It, T, New.

Dusuiv, By S. A, O, Filzpatrick, llpgtrated
by W. C. Green,

The Antiquary’s Books
General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., I\8.A.

Deumy 8ue,

TyeLisH Mowastic LirE. By the Right
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.8.B. " Hlustrated,
Third Zdition,

REMAING OF THE PREHISTORIC AGR TN
Pcrann, By B, C. A, Windle, D.Se.,
F.R.5. With numerous Ilustrations and
Plans.

Oup Service Boows oF THE EnaLissw

LCHurch, By Chnistopher Wordsworth,
M.A., and Henry Littlehales,  With
Coloured and other Illustrations.

CriTic ARt 1N PaGaN AnD CHRISTIAN
Tryes. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A,
With Hmerons THustrations and Plaps,

ArcumoLocy  anp  FALSE, ANTiQUiTIES
By R, Munru,}.ﬂL,D. Hdstrated.

fwrines oF Britisn Sawyts. By]. C Wall,

With numerous Illustrations and Plans,
Tup Rovar, Formsts®or Everawp, By
*C, Cox, LL.D., F.5.A, Ilustiated,

s, Gd, net,

Tur Manor aND  MANORIAL Rrucorns.
By Nathaniel J, Hone. Illustrated.

ErGLISH SEALS, By J. Harvey Bloom,
Tlushated.

Tug Butis or Encrann, By Canon ] I
Raven, D.D,, F.S,A,  With Lltustrations.
Second Editzon,

Pawise Lire 1N MEDInvAL ENGLAND, By
the Right Rev. Abhott Gasquet, 0.5.H,
With many lustiationss Second Edition.

Tum Domrsoav Inguest. By Adolphus
Ballued, B.A., LL.B,  With 27 Ulustrations,

THE BrASSES OF ENGLAND, By Herbert
W. Macklin, M.A, Withmany Ilustrations,
Second Ldition.

Tingrisit Cauren Furneture, By J.C. Cox,
LL.D., F.5.A, and A Harvey, M.B.
Second Edition, °

Tork-LorE as an Iistoricar Science: By
(. L. Gomme. With many Hlustrations.

*#TivgLisi Cosrumm. By George Clinch, F.G.6,
With many lustrations,
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The Arden Shakespeare

Denzy 8vo, 25, 6d. net each woluse,

An ed&tion of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page,

Bdarrr. Tdited by Ed ward Dowden,

Romeo anp Jurier, Edited by Edward
Dowden.

Kine Lear.  Edited by W, J. Craig.

Jurrus Caesak,  Edited by M, Macmillay,

Tse Tempest,  Edited by Moreton Luce,

OrneLLo. Edited by H. C. Hark

Txl;rus Anoronicus, Edited by IL B Tail-
on.

CymsrLiveg,  Edited by Edward Dowiden,

Tre Merny Wives o Wrnpsor,  Edited Ly
H. C. ™art.

A Mipsumper Nicur's Dreas,  Edited by
H. Cyningham,

King HEnRY V. Tidited by H. A, Evans,

ALL's WeLL Tuat Lups Wenn, Kdited by
W. O. Brigstocke,

Tue Tamng or THE Sukcw, Edited Ly

M:lz_zlzsunz #0R MEasurs, Edited by H. L.
arty
Tweerte Nigrr,  Tdited by Moraton Luce. -
Tur MERCHANT OF Venich. ,Bdited by
C. Knox Pooler.
fidited by XK.

by R, Waiwick Hond.
Pricres. Edited by K. Deightop,

Trot.us AND CRESSIDA.
Edited
Antony AND CLEOPATRA.
Case,
Kine Ricuarn nrn Edited by @, "H,
Thompson,

Deighton,
Tue Two GENTLEMEN oF VERONA.
Edited by R, IL
Lovr's Tavour's Lowr., Edited by H. C.
Hart.
Tur Lirg ann Dears or Jne Joun, Tdited
by Ivor B. John,

R, Warwick Bond, Tui Comroy or Ergrors,  dited by Henry
Timon or Arrucas, Ldited by K. Deighton, Cuningbam,
The Beginner’s Books

. Edited by W, WILLIAMSON, B.A.
Easv Frever Ruvues. By Henri Blopet, | Basy Exercrses v ARITHMETIC, | Avrey R

Second Edition, Wustrated, Feap. 8va, 1s,
Easy Stories rrom EncList History, By
T. M. Wilmot-Buxton. Fousth Ediiion,
Cr. Bpa, 15
Stories From Romay History, By B, DML
Wilmot-Buxton 7. 8za. 15, 6d.
AFrstHistory of Grecer, ByE, E, Firth,
Cw Buo, 15, 6d,

by W. 5. Beard. Third Edition. Feap.
8z0. Without Answeis, 15, With Answers.
15. 3d.

Easy DICTATION AND SPELLIKG, 3 By W
Williamson, B.A, Sixth Ed. Fenp.Bvo 18

Ax Easy Porrry Book. Selected and
arrangad by W, Williamson, B,A, Second
Edition. Cr. 8ve. 1s. )

Books on Business

Cr. 8o,

Ports anp Docks, By Douglas Owen,

Ramwavs, By E,R. McDermott,

THE S10ck EXcHANGE. By Chas. Duguid,
Second Edition.

Tue Busingss oF INSURANCE, By A, J.
Wilson. 3

Tur Buectricat” INpusTRY ;  LIGHTING,
Tnsf\c'rmn, ann Powie. By A, G, Whyte,

. Se.

THE SrrpoynLome INDUSTRY S Tis Hivary,
Practice, Science, and Finance, Dy Diavid
Pollock, M. LN.A,

THE Mongy Manker. By T. Straker.

Twr BusiNgss Sipe or AGEICULTURT.
A, Gy L. Rogers, M. A.

Law 1y Bustwuss, Dy H, A, Wilson,

Tug BrEWmG InpusTny, By Julian L.
Baker, F.1.C., F.C.8.  Hiuntrateds

Dy

a5, 6d, nef.

THE AuTomobiLe Inpustrv. By G. We
Holden-Stone,

Minmie anp Miwinc Invesrmesrs, DBy
CA. Moil’

Tuz Business oF Apvertising, By Clarence
G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law, Iilustrated. ®

Trape Unrons. Ry G. Drage.

Civi, Excivesring. By T. Claxton Fidier,
M.Inst. CE. Illusteated.

Tug Iroy TRADE oF Oreat Brreatn, Dy
], Stephen Jeans. Ilustrated. &

Monovroraes, TR¥S1‘S, anp Karrwets, Ty
¥, W. Llinat. - .

The Corron Innustry and Trabe. By
Prof. §. J. Chapman, Dean of the Facalty
of Comitterce in the University wof Man
chesters Ifustrated.
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MrEssrs. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Edited by J. B, BURY, M.A., Litt.D,

THE SYRIAC CHRONICLE KNOWN AS THAT OF

Byzantine Texty "
Tur Hivrory oF PsELLUS, ;
Sathas, Demey Boo. 155, 715t§dl@d by C.

ZacHariag or Mitvienvz, Translated by
T, J. Hamilton, D,D., and B, W. Brooks.

ey Bup, 125, 64, e,

Jvacrivs. Edited by L. Bidez and Léon

Pavmentier, Deny 8vo.
-

10¢ 6d, el

Ecineas Crronica AND CHRONicon ™ yry.
arUM. Tdiled by Professor 8, p, Lamgrnnz

Deuy Buwo. 75, 6d, net. e

TuE CHronicLy or MorEA.  Edited by Jo
Schmitt, Demy8va. 155 ney y John

The Churchman's Bible
General Editor, ], H. BURN, B,D., F.R.8.E.

Fieap. 8vo,

e Gavatians, Lxplained by A. W,
Robinson, M.A.  Second Edition,

EccLEsiasres, Lixplained by A. W. Streane,
(R 3

Tue EvisTie or 81, PAUL THE AROSTLE TO

e PriLtprians, Taplained by C. R, D.
Biggs, D.D.  Second Ldition.

Tur Erstir oF S1. Jamcs, Explained by

L. W, Fulford BLA.

1s. Gd. net eack,
Tug Brstie or St. Pavt THE APoSTLE 10

Isatait, Explained by W. E. g
o Folumes, With Map qr‘_lrz:;gs',,][z'[,]l

Tue Bris1ie or $1. PAUL 108 Apgerry 1o
trE Beurstans. Explained by G, H, Whita.
her, M.A. L)

Tne Gosect, ACCORDING 10 Sp. Mark
Lxplained by J. €. Du Byisson, M,A.
25. 6d. ned. P

Tue Dperee or PAUL THE Apostig To
THE CoLoSSIANS AND PHllgyom Mx.
plained by IL J. C. Knight. ay, st

The Churchman’s Library
General Edilor, . H. BURN, B.D.,F.RS.E.

- Crown 8o,

Tue BeeinNINGS 0F ENGLISH CHRIs NANITY.

By W, B, Collins, AL, With Map.

T Kingpos or Hzavin HEre anp Hore.
Aarter, By Canon Wintexbotham, M.A.,
B. S, "LL B

Tue Woriaansip or 1ux Praver Boor
Tts Literary and Liturgical Aspects, By J.
andenzq).

7!

and Enbrrged.

35, 6d. cack.

»
| Lvorurion. By . B. Jevens, M4, LinD.

Some Nrw TesTAMENT PrOppne,
Asthur Wiight, D.ID. 65,

Tur Cuurcuman's INTRODUCTIGN To THE
Orp TusraMENT. By A4 M. Mackay, B.A.
Thind Bdition,

By

D, Second Ldition, Revised | Companamive Tucorowy. By 1, A, Mae.

Culloeh, 65,

Classical Translations
Crown 8ve.

ZEseayLus—The Oresteian Trilogy (Agamem-
non, Choephoroe, Eumenides),  Translated
Qby Lewis Campbell, LL.D. se.
Ciciro—De Oratore I Translated Ly E, N,
B, Moor, M.A.  Sewond Edilion. s, 6d.
CicErRo—The Speeches against Cataline and
Antony and {or Murena and Milo, Tians.
® lated by T 12, I Blakiston, DLA. 55
Cieere—De Nalgra Deprum, Translated by
T. Brooks, M.A. 12064,
Cicero—De Officils. Translated by G. B.
Gardiner; M.A. 25 64

Horace~The Qdes and Epodes, Tyanslated
by A, D. Godley, M.A. 25,

Lucran—Six Dialogues Tianslated by S, T.
Irwin, MLA, 35 60. Y

Sornoctes—Ajaxand Eleeha,  Trandated by
E. D. Morshead, M.A. 26,69

Tacrrus—Agricola and®Germypia,
lated by R. B. Townshend. gy, 64,

JuvewaL—Thirteen Satives. Tranglated by
8, G. Qwen, MJA.  2s.6d.

Trans.

Clagsies of Art

T A or T Greks, By H, B, Walters,
oo Tt g Platas amnd xB Xlustratigns in the
U‘I&% Widy Regal §ws,  xas, 6d u2d,

oS

Edited by Dr. . H, W, LAING ,

VeLazouez. By A. de Deruete. With g4
Plates, Wide Reyad 8vor 30y, 64 nefs
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Commercial Serieg
Crown 8vo,

Brimist 8Commprer anp COLONIZS FROM
HEiizaseTs 10 Vicroria, By H. de B,
Gibbws, Litt.D., MA  Third Edition. 25

Couniereral Examivatioy Parers, By H.,
B, Gibbins, Litt,D., M.A. 15 64,
Tue Ecowoncs or Comwres, By H. de
B. Gibbins, Lit. D., M.A. Second Edifion,
15, 6d.
A GERMAN CoOMMERCIAL READER,
Bally. With Vocabulary, zs.
A COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OF 1HE BRIrisn
Lwmerrr, By 1, Wi Liyde, MLA. S1vk
Edition, as.

A COoMMERGIAL GEOLRATHY OF FORI(GN
NaTiols. By F. C. Boon, BA. 25

A Primur or Businnss. By S Jackson,
M.A. MFoupth Edition 1. 6d,

DyS B

A SHovr CourERCIAL ARTTHYMELG. By b,
G. Taylor, M.A.  Fowrih Edetron. 15, 64,

T e Cusmercial CorresporDENCE, By
S E. Bally. With Vocabulary, Phird
Edriaon, s

GervaN Convneretal. CorrrsronpENCE, By
S. B, Bally. With Vocabulary. Secomd
Edition, us. 6

A Fruicr Comwererat Reanrid By S E.
Tally, With Votabulary, Secomwd Ediizon. 2s.

Precis Writme ann Qrvicr. CorResroui-
mncr, Dy B, E, Whitfield, M.A,  Second
Editwon. s

A Exreancs Guint 10 PrOFLssions AND
Busingss, Dy FL Jones, s, 6d.

"Tur Princirni s o1 Book-keermg svDovnt e
Entry, ByJ E. B MAflen, MA, 25,
Commuircrarn Law. By W, Doaglas Bdwards,
Sewend Ldition, 2 P

The Connoisseur’s Library

Wide Royal 8oo.

MrzzodnTs, By Cyril Davenport.  With 40
FPlates in Photogravure. )

Porceraiw, By Edwad Dillon, With 1g
Plares in Colour, 2o in Collotype, and 5in
Photogravure, .

Mintatures, By Dudley Heath, With g

* Platesin Colour, 15 1n Collotype, and 1510
Photogwmvure,

Ivories. By A, Maskell. With 8o Plates in
Collatype and Phatogravure.

Excust Fupnrrure. By F, S, Robinson,
With 180 Plates 1n Collotype and one n
Phatagravure. Second Edriton,

Excust Corourco Books. By Martin
Hardie, With 28 Illustrations m Colom
and Collotype.

255, el

LEurorgan Bxamers By Henry H. Cunyngo
hame, C.B. With 54 Plates in Collotype
and Half-tone and 4 Flates in Colour,

GOLDSMITHS' AND S1LyERSMITHS Ware. By

elson Dawson. With many Plates in

Collotype and a Frontispiece i Photo-
gravure  Second Ediion.

Grass Dy Ldward Dillon. With 37 o
{rations in Collotype and 12 in Colour.

SEALS, By Walter de Gray Birch  With s2
Tlustrations in Collotypr and a Trontispiece
in Photogravure. o

Jeweriery., By H. Chifford Smuth.  With 5o

Huastrations m Collotype, and 4 in Colour.

The Tlnstrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Bdoks
Feap 8vo. 35, 6d. et cack volume.
JOLOURED BOOKS

Ouo Cotouren Books, By George Paston,
With 16 Coloured Plates. #cag 8o, 25, net,

THE Lirm AND DEATH OF Joun Myt 10N, Esg,
By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured FPlates by
Henry Alken and 1. J. Rawlins, Fonsth
Fditwon,

Tue Lirt ar A SporTsman. DBy Nimrod.
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Alken

HanpLey Cross. By R, 8. Surtees, With
17 Coloured Plates and too Weodcuts in the
'-[Zext by john Leech, Second Edizion,

MR, Bronce’s SrorrTing Touom. By R &
Surtees.  With 1z Colotred Plates and go
Woedeuts in the ‘lext by Jobn Leech.

Joxrocks' Javnts anp JorLries, By R, S,
~Burtees. With 15 Colowed Plates by H.
Alken.  Seeond Lartson.

Asic Masma, Ry R, 8, Surtees. With 1,
Colauied Tlates and 70 Wondents in the
Text by John Leech.

Tue Axavvsis ot v Huniinvg Fieen. By
R. S5, Surtees.  With 7 Coloured Plates by
Henry Alken, and 43 Hlustrations on Wood.

Tue Tour or Dro Svnrax in Scance ¥
1HE PrcturesQuF. By Willlam Combe.
With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson,

Tre Touk or DocioR SYNTAY ¥ SEARCH
or Consouation, By William Combe,
With z4 Colomed Dlates by T, Rowlandeon®

Tre Tairp Tour oF Doclor HYNTAX IN
Sraxed or A Wirn, By William Combe.
With 24 Coloured Plates by T, Rowlandson.

Tur Hstory or Jonnsy Quag Grwus: the
Little Toundfing of the Tate Dr. Byntuz,
Ly the Author of * The Thyse Tours” With
24 Coloured Pltes by Rowlgndton, v

Tur LwcLisy Dance oF Deaty, fom they
Designs of T, Rowlandson, with Melrital
Mustrations hy_the Author of * Doctor
Syntay. Twe Fofumes.

"This book contains 76 Colonred Plales.
u

?C" ‘owtinuzd,
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MEssrs, METHUEN’S CATALOGUR

a - .
ILLU&THA:PED PocrEl LIsRARY oF PLAIN anp CoLoureD Boors—®mnéinned,

TneDancror Lire : A Poam. By the Author
of ‘Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 26
Coloured Engravings by 'L, Rowlandson,

Lire v LownpoN: or, the Day and Night
S&wws of Jerry Hawthorn, Ksq., and his
Tlegant Friend, Corinthian Tom, y
Pieice Egan, With 36 Coloured Plates by
1. R. and G, Cruikshank, With numerous
Designs gn Wood,

Rear Lire v Lonpon: or, the Rambles
and Adventwes of Bob Tallyho, Ksq., and
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an
Amateur (Pierce Bgan), With 31 Celourad
Plates by Alken and Rowlandson, etc.
Tave Voluines.

Tne Lire or A Actor. By Plerce Iigan.
With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane,
and saveial Designs on Wood.

Tre Vgzar o WAREFIELD, By Oliver Gold-
smith. With 24 Colouted Plates by T, Row-
landson.

Tuz Mirrary Aovenrvures or  Jouway
Nawcomt, By an Officer. With 15 Coloured
Plates by T. Rowlandson,

THr NATIONAL Srarts oF GREAT BrrTAIy.
With Descriptions and so Colotited Plates
by Henry Alken.

Tur. Aoventures oF A Pose Carramy. By
A Nava] Officer, With 24 Coloured Plales
by Mr. Williams.

k)

FLAIN

Tue Gravi: A Poem. By Robert Blair.
iustmted by 12 Krchings executed by Louis
Schiavonetti fiom the original Inventions of
William Blake, Withan Engraved Title Page
and a Portrait of Blake by L', Phillips, LA

The iljstrations are reproduced in phato-
gravure.

ILLusTraTIONS OF THE Book or Jom, In.
vented and engraved by William Blake,

These famous [llnstrations—sz in nwnbe
~are reproduced in‘;}hnmgmvure.

Aisor's FasiEs, With 380 Woodeuts by
L homas Bewiclk. .

Whkoson Castit. By W, Harrison Alnsworth.
With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text
by George Cruikshank.

GaMonta :or, the Att of Presetving Game
and an Improved Method of makirég: P]dalrr:fa:
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated
by Lawience Rawstorne, Bsq.  W&ih 15
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins.

AN AcapEny FOX GROWN Horsummn: (.
taining the completest Insteuctions  for
Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Gallaping,
Stumbling, and Tumbling, lustrated with
}.7 Cul_uuretgl I;lnteii agﬁ adorned with a

ortrait of the Author. By Geoffre
Gambado, Esq. ¥ Y

ReaL Live v IRELAND, or, the Day and
Night Scenes of Brian Bora, Esq., and his
Tlegant Filend, Sir Shawn O'?)ogherty.
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates
by Heath, Marks, etc, -

THr ADVENTURES oF Jounny NEwcoME v
THE Navy. By Alfred Burton, With 16
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandsarn

Tur Orp Encrisd Soulke! A Poem, Dy
Jobn Carcless, Esa, With 20 Colonred
Plates after the style of T'. Rowlandson,

Tur BrcLisu Sev. Py DBernard Black-
mantle, An original Wark, CharacZeristic,
Satirical, Humorous, eomprising scenes and
sketches in cvery Rank of S~siety, heing
Portraits of the Ilustrous, Eminent, Rocen-
tric, and Notorioss, With y2 Coloured
Plates by R. CrRUMASHANK, and many
Hlustrations on woad,  Zwo  Folumes,
75, net, @

BOOKS

‘Tur Towsr or Lovpow, By W, Harrison
Alnsworth, With 40 Plates and 58 Waodeuts
in the Text by Georse Cruikshanl,

Frang Farrreen, by #, B. Smedley, With
30 Plates by George Cruikshank.

Hanpy Awpv. By Samuel Tover. With =4
Tllustrations by the sauathor,

Tur Comereat AncLeg. By lzaak Walton
and Charles Cotton, With 14 Plates and 77
Woodcuts in the Text.

Tuw Prerwick Parers, By Charles Dickans.
With the 43 Ilustrations by Seymour and
Phiz, the twa Buss Plates, and the 32 Con.
temporaty Onwhyn Plates,

Junior Examination Series .
Edited by A, M. M. STEDMAN, M,A, [eap, 8vo. 15
Junior Freycn Exasmearion Parcrs, By Junior Lativ Examivarion Papeks. By C.

T. Jagob, M.A. Second Edition

Junior Encrisi Examination Parexs. By
W, Williamsg, B4, &

A URIOR ARITHNETIC TxAMINATION Parits,
By W, S, Beard, Faurih Edition

Jusion ALGuora EXAMNATION PAFres, Dy
8. W Finn, M.A®

*TuNior GREER EXAMINATION PArgrs, By I,

oot fe Wentharhead, M.A,  Kuy, 3o, 64, nef

5
¥y

G. Botting, B.A.

Fifth Edition. Ky,
5. 6d. nek

JunNioR GENERAL INFORMATION KxXAMINA.

TIoN Parers, By W. S, Deard. Kgy,
35 6 ned

JuNior Grograrny Txasiyarion Papgrs,
By W aker, M. A,

Juntor GERMAN Exammva'tioN Parsws, By
A, Voogelin, M. A,
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Methuen's Junior School-Books .
gidited by O. D, INSKIP, LL.D., and W. WILLIAMSON, B,A.

A Crass-Boox or DicraTion Passaces, By
W. Williainson, B,A, Fowsrteenth Edition.

>, Yoo, 15, B4,

T'U!‘EGOSPEL AccoRpING @ ST, MATTHLW.
Blited by E, Wilion South, M.A, With
Three Maps, Cr 8zo. 1. 6d.

TureGosro AccorpingTo ST. Mark. Edited
by A. E. Rubie, D,D. With Three Maps,
C7. Boo, 15, G,

A Junior ExeLisu Grarsmar, By W William-
son, B.A, Withnumerous passapes for parsing
and analysis, and a chapter on Kissay Writing.
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8va, 25

A Juwtor Crpsustry. By B A Uyler, B A,
[.C.5,4 With 78 Hlustrations. Foewri Edi-
tion. ’t'r, 8w, 25 Gd.

TeE Acts or 1HE Arosries.  Kdited by
A, i Rubie, D.D. Cr Buo, 2.

A Junior French Grammar, By L. A,
Sornet and M. J. Acatos, Seccond Ldition.
Cr. Bza. as.

K1EMENTARY IIXPERIMENTAL SCIENCE, Phyv-
sics 9y W, T. Clough, A. 1. C.S. CHEMISTRY
by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 2 Plates and

154 Diagrams, Siwih Edition. Cr. Boa.

25, 6d.

A {umon GromuTry. By Noel 5. T¢don,
Vith 276 Diagrams, Sur#h Editdan, Cr.
Buo. 2.

ELEMENTARY DXPERIMENTAL CHEMISTRY.
By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With4 Platesand
109 Diagrams.  Second Editbon revised,
Cr. 810, as.

A Jumion Feenen Prose. By R. B N.
Baren, M.A.  Third Kdition. Cr,8vo. zs.

Tue GosprL Accurping To ST. Luke, With
an Intreduction and Notes Ly William
Williamson, B.A, With Three Maps, Cr
Sva, asn

Tue Firet Book or Kines,  Tidited by AL E.
Rume, D.D. With Maps. £, 8va. 25,

A Jumor Greex  Hirorv. By Y, <IL
Spragge, MiA, With 4 Hlusbiations and 5

Maps. Cr 820, o5 &,
A Scuoor Lariv Gramstar. By H, G, Ford,
MA Crloven 2. 6d.

A Junior LaTin Prose. By BN, Asman,
M.A, B.D. (. 8. 20 6d

Leaders of Religion
, Bdited by H. . BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster,  With Portraits.

Cr. 8uo.
IB{y R. H. Hutton.
. Overton, MLA.
By G. W. Daniell,

Carpinar Niswnam

Jory Wesuey. By J.

Bisxop WILBERFORCE,
M.A

CarpinaL Manxing. By A, W. Hutton, M. AL

Crarees Sincon, By H, C, G. doule, D D.

Joun Kuox, By F.MacCunn, Second Edition.

%‘QHN Hawz. By R. F. Horton, D.I.
nomas Key. Dy T A. Clarke, M.A.

Grorar Fox, The Quarer. By T, Hodgkin,
D.C.L. 7hird Edséion.

Joun Kepuz, By Walter Lock, D.D.

a5, net,

Tromas CHALMERs, By Mis Qliphant® -
L.ANCELOT AwnpREwes By R, L. Ottley,

D.D. Seond Edition.
AucusTivg or Cawtersury. Dy E. L.
Cutts, D.D, "
WitLiam Laun. By W. H. Hutton, M.A,
Third Edition.

Joun Donwe, By Augustus Jessopp, D.D.

Tuomas CravMER. By A ], Magon, DD,

Bisrop LaTiMer. By R. M. Callyle and A,
J. Carlyle, ML A.

Disnor Burier. By W, A, Spooner, M.AL

The Library of Devotion

With Introductions and (where necessary) Noles.
Small Pott 8vo,y clothy as. ; leather, 25, 6d. nel,

Tux Conressions oF ST, AucusTing, Edited
by C Digg, D.D,  Sixeh Edition.

THE ImTATION OF Cueist: called also the
Teelesiastical Music. Ludited by C. Bigg,
D.D, Fifik Eaition.

Ting CurisTIAN YEar.  Rdited by Walter
Lock, D.D.  Fourth Edifion.,

Lyga Innocowtiom.  Ddited by Walter
Lock, LD, Second Edition.

Tur Temein Rdited by L €. 8. Gibson,
D.D. Sacond Edition.

A Boox oF Devorions, Tdited by J. W,
Stanbridge. B.L,  Second Eidfivon,

A Berious Carl To A Devour awv Hory
Lirs., Bdited by C, Bigg, D.D. Fourth Ed.

A Guie ro Ereenity, Edited by J. W,
Htanbridge, B.D.

2

Tur Innpr Wav, By J. Tanler.  Edited by
A W. Hutton, M. A,

On vre Lave oF Gon, By &t Francls de
Sales. Edited by W. J. Kuoe-Little, M. Ag

Tue Psatvs or Davio, Edited by B. W,
Randolph, D.I).

Lvra Aposronica. Dy Cardinal Newman
and others. Edited by Canon Scott Helland,
M.A,, and Canon H. C, Beeching, A, A.

Tur Sonc or Songs, Edited by B, Blaxland,

LA, .

Tue Tuoucurs of Pascat.  Hdited by Clo
S, Jerram, M. A, u

A Mavuar or CoNs8LADION FROM THE
Saints anp Faruers. EBdied by J. H.?
Burn, B.D, %

A a {Continned
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Tur Lisrany & Devorion—cantinvued.

THE DevTions or St. Ansnim, Edited by
C. C. J. Wabb, M.A,

GRACE ABOUNDING TO THE CHIEF Or SIN-
NErs, By John Bunyan, Edited by S. C.
TFreer, M.A.

Bisitwe Wrrson's Sacra Privata,  Edited
by A&, E. Dury, B.D,

LvRa Sacra: A Book of Sacred Verse,
Tdited by Canon H, C. Beeching, M. A
Second Bdition, revised.

ATDavYBookg rros THE SAINTS AND FATHERS
Edited by J. H, Durn, B, D,

A Lrerie Book or HrmavenLy WispoM., A
Selection from the English Mystics, Edited
by E. C. Giegory,

Licut, Live, and Love, A Selection from the
German Mystics, Edited byW R.Inge,M.A.

AN INTRODUCTION 10 THE Devour Lirm.
By St. Francis de Sales, Translated and
Edited by T. Barns, M. A,

T #rrie Frowirs or Ten GLORIOUS
MesseR ST, FrANCIS AND OF _ HIS
Friars. Done into English. by W. Hey-
wood.  With an Introduction by A. G.
Ferrera Howell,

MEssrs. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE

[

MaNCHESTER AL MoNpo ! a Contemplation
of Death and Immortality, Henry
Montagu, Eail of Manchester.” With an
Lutroduction by RElizabeth Waterhouge,
Tiditor of ‘A TLittle Book of Ifle and
Death. -

Tue SrirrTuAL Guipg, which Disentafigles
the Sonl and brinfgs it by the Inward Way
to the Tiaition of Perfect Contemplation,
and the Rich Treasure of Internal Peage,
Written by Dr. Michaelde I\Iulinosﬂ’riest.
T'ranslated {rom the Italian copy, printed at
Venice, 1685,  Edited with an Introduction
by Kathleen Lyttciton. And a Notc by
Canon Scott Holland.

DEvoTIONS FOR Every Dav or ™HE Wikk
AND THE GREAT TESTIVALS, aBy John
Wesley, Tdited, with an [ntroduction by
Canon C, Boedington.

Pruced Prevata By Lancelot A’ndreweﬁ.,
Bishop of Winchester. Selections from the
Translation by Canon F. E, Brightman.
Fdited, with an Intipduction, by A, I,

Burm, D.D, -

Little Books on Art

With many Iilustvarions.

Demy 16mo. 25, 6d, net.

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 4o Tllustiations,

including a Frontispiece in Phatogravure.

(e Ant, H. B. Walters. Fourth Editior, | Horewzr, H. P, K, Slipton.

Boorrrates, E.Almack,

ReyrvoLps. ], Sime, Second Edition,

Romney. George Paston.

Warrs o R B, D, Sketchley,

LewcuToN. Alice Corkran,

VELASQUEZ.  Vilfrid Wilberforce and A. R,
Gilbert,

GrevZE Anp Bovcuzr, Eliza F, Pollard.

Vanovcx., M. G. Smallwood.

TurneR. Trances Tyreell-Gill,

DUReRr. Jessie Allen,

HovrerrN, Mrs. G. Fortescue.

REsoravpT, Mis T, A, Sharp.
Cororr, Alice Pollard and Ethel Birnstingl,
RaruarL, A. R, Dryhurst,

MiLLET. Netta Peacock.

IeLommvateED MSS, J. W, Biadley.
CurisT 1IN ArT. Mrs, Haney Jenner,
JewELLERY. Cyril Davenporl,

Craype., L. Dillen.

Tue ArTs or Jaran, E, Dillon.
Enames. Mrs, Nelson Dawson.

Mintarvres, . Davenport,

Burne-Jones. TFortunde de Lisle.  Third Constante. I W, Tompkins.
Edition. Our Lapy v ART,  Mrs, H, L. Jenner,
"

The Little Galleries

Desny 161,

25, bd, net,

Each volume contding 2o plates in Photogravure, together with a short outling o
e life and worl of the master to whom the book is devoted, L

A LittLe GALLERY oF REYNOLDS.
A Lyrrie GALLERY OF ROMNEY.
A L17TLE GALLERY oF IJoprner.

. .3

A LirTie GALLERY oF Mirrats.
A Tarris Gariery or EveLisy Powts

The Little Guides

«With many fllustrations by B, H. NEW and other artists, and from photographs
. Sinall Polt Bva, clothy 2s. 6. nel.; leather, 3s, 64, net,
o 'The main featurds of these Guides are (1) a handy and charming form (2) illus-

tationsfrom photographs and by well-known artists ; (3} good plansand maps - (4) an
L2
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adequate but compact presentation of everything that is intereging4n the natural
features, history, au:héology, and architecture of the town or district treated,

E AND 178 Colikgrs. Dy A,

Second Edition.
Oxrorn anp 118 CoLLEGES, Ry J. Wells,
M.& Eighth Eailion.
S, Paul's CATHEURAL, Ey Geoige Clinch,
Wheeninstrr Avscv. By G T, Tronebecl..
Second Edition,

Cannri
Hamilfon Thompson,

Tug EncLisH Lakes, By I, G. Brabant, M, A,

Tur MaLvern CouNTRY. By B. C. A.
Windle, D.S¢., F.R.S.
Suawrsreare’s Country, By B, C. A

Windle, D.Sc., F.R.8.  Third Edition,

NorTa Warss. By A. T. Story.

BuckincHansure, By i, S, Roscoe.

Cupsun@, By W, M. Gallichan,

CornwaLL, By A. L, Salmon.

Dx:nnSuAgu\'E. By J. Chales Cov, LL.I,,
v, S,

Devon, 'By S, Dating-Gould.
Dorser, By Frank K. Feath, Second Ed.
Hawuepsmire. Dy J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A.

Hertrorosumme, DBy H, W, Tompkins,
F.R.IHS,

Tue Iste or Wicur, By G. Clinch,

Kenr, By G. Clinch,

Kzrrv. By C, P. Cranes

MppLESEX, By John B. Firth,

NorroLk, By W. A, Dutt,

NorTHAMPTONSHIRE, By Wakeling Dry.

OxrorDpSHIRE, By F. G, Brabam, M.A.

Somerset. Dy G W, and J, H, Wade

SurroLk. By W. A, Dutt,

Surkey, By F. A, H, Lambert,

Sussex, By F, G. Diabant, M.A.
LEdition,

Tue East Runve or YorksirL, By J. E.
Morris,

Tur Nowra RipinG or Yorasire, By J K,
Morris. -

Secand

Breerany., By S, Parlng-Gould.
Nowkmanpy, By C. Scudamore.
Rome Hy C. G Ellaby.

SiciLy. {ay F. Mamilton Jackson,

° The Little Library

Witk Intraductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces,

Smail Pott 8wo.
Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH

» L S.

Austen (Jane), PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE, Rditedby B. V. Lucas, Tas Fals.

NOLRTHANGER ABBEY, Edited by E. V.,

UCAS.

Bacon(Francis), THE ESSAYS OF LORD
BACON. Edited by Epwarp WrigHT.
Barbam (R, H.. THE INGOLDSBY
LEGENDS., Edited by J. B. Arrav.

Tawo Fobumes.

Barnett (Mrs. I A, ALITTLE BOOK
OF ENGLISH PROSE., Second Ari4rn,

Beckford (William), THLE 1TISTORY
OF TIIE CALICH VATHEK. Rdited
by E, Dryison Ross,

Blake (William), SELECTIONS FROM
WILLIAM BLAKT, Rdited by M.
PeruGint,

Borrow (Gearge). LAVENGRO. Ldiied
by F. HinpEs (srooMmE.  Two Falumes.
THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by Jonw

SAMPSON.

Browning (Robert)) SELECTIONS
FROM THE %J\RLY POEMS OF
ROBERT BRCWNING., Tdited Ly W.
HarL Grrrruy, BLA.

Canning (George), SELECTIONS FROM
THE" ANTI-JACOBIN: with GEorGE
Canning's additional Poems.  Rdited by
I1.0vD SANDERS,

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OT

BRAHANM COWLEY. Edited by H, C.
Mivcuin.

Ceabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM

%EORGE CRADDE. Rdited by A, C.
EANE.

FEack Volume, cloth, 1s. 6d, net ; leather, 25, 6d. net,

Craik (Mg, ) [T OIIN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN. REdited by Anwie
MATHESON,  Zwe Polues,

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGIRSH
POLMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW,
Edited by Epwarn HuTTon,

Dante (Alighieri), THE INFERNQ OF

ANLT.  Translated by H. & Canv.
Bdited by Pager Tovnsee, M.A., D.Litt,

THE PURCATUAI0 OF DANTE, Trans.
lated by H. F. Conv, Edited by Pacer
Tovneeg, M.A., D, Litt.

THE PAADISO OF DANTR. Trans.
lated Ly H. F. Cagrv. Edited by Pager
Tovneck, M. A., D, Litt,

Darley (Geor~e), SELECTIONS TROM
THE POL.JS OF GEORGE DARLEY,
Edited by R, A, STRECATFELD,

Desne (A, C.)» A LITTLE BOOR QF
LIGHT VERSE.

Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS
Twp Volumes.
Ferrier (Susan), MARRIAGE. Edited
by A GoobricH- FREER and Loxp
IppESLIoH,  Twe Folusmes. L

THE INHERITANCE.  Towo Folumes.

Gaskell (Mrs,), CRANFQRD. Euited by
L. V. Lucas.  Second Ecitiom

Hawthorne (Nathaniel), THE SCARLET
LETTER. Tdited by Percy Dranmeg.

Henderson (T. B.). A LITTLE BOOK
Ol SCOTTISH VERSE B

Keats (John), POEMS. With an Ingroe
duction by L. Bmwow, and Notes by J.
MASEFIELD, .

Kinglake (A, W.), FOTHEN, Withan ,
Intvodnctiun and Notes, Second Edition.

Tontinaed,
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Tue LITTLE Ignmg\'—cmn‘mmd.

Lamb (Charles), ELIA, AND THE
LAST LESSAYS OF BLIA. Tdited by
T. V. Lucas, .

Locker (F.). LONDON TYRICS Tdited
by A. D. GopLey, M.A. A reprint of the

. Iiggt Edition,
Longtellow (H, W.), SELECTIONS
M LONGFELLQW. Edited by

FRO.
L. M, FaITuryrL,

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDRI*W MARVELL. Tdited by E.
WricnT.

Milten (John), THLE MINOR POEMS
OF JOHN MILTON. Rdited by H. C
BercrmG, M.A., Canon of Westminster.

Moir (D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH, REdited
by T. T'. HeNDERSON,

Nichols (J. B, B.). ALITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH SONNETS,

Rochefoucauld (La), THE MAXIMS OF
.LAhROCT{EFOUCAUT,I). Translated
by Dean Stanmors, Rdited by G. H.
PowsLL,

Smith (Horaceand James). REJECTLD
ADDRESSES. Ldited by A. D, Goorgy,
M.A.

Sterne (Lagrence). A SENTIMENTAL

JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. PavL.

MEssrs. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE

Tennjz:'sun (Alired) Lord). THE FARLY
POLMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY.
SON. Editedby J, CHurron CoLesns, M, A,
IN MEMORIAM. Bdited by Canen
H. C. Boecuing, M.A, -
THIE PRINCESS, Ldited by Lirizavrry
WORDSWORTH. -

MAUD. Bdited by BLizane: n Wornswdri,

Thackeray (W, M.), VANITY FAIR,
Tdlited by S, GwynN. 7 Jwee Folumes,

PENDENNIS, Edited by S Gwyny,
Lhrce Volnmes,

ESVIOND. Edited by 5. Gwynwn

CIIRISTMAS BOOKS. Idited by S. Gwyyx.

Yaughan (Hem‘cy). THE POEMS OF
HENRY VAUCHAN. Edited by Eowarn
Hurron,

Walton (Izaak), THE COMPLEA’[‘
ANGLER. ZILdited by J. Bucniz,

Waterhouse (Elizabeth), A LITTLRE
BOOK OF LIFT AND DEATR. Edied
by, Eleventh Edition.

Wordsworth (W.). SKLECTIONS FROM
WORDSWORTH. Edited by NowzLr
C. SmrtH,

Wordsworth (W,) and Coleridge 68, T,),
LYRICAL BALLADS, Edited hy Groreg
SAMPSON,

The Little Quarto Bhakespears
Edited by W, J. CRATG, With Introductions and Notes
Foit 16mo, I 40 Volumes. Leather, price 1s. nel each wlzng.

Mahogany Revolving Book Case.

108, nel,

Miniature Library .
Reprints in minjature of a few interesting baoks which have qualities of
. humanity, devotion, or literary genius,

Eurnranor; A Dialogue on Vouth. By
Edward TFitzGerald, From the edition pub-
lished by W. Pickerlug in 185z, Demy
32mo.  Reather, 25, nel.

Forowrus; or Wise Saws and Modern In-
stances. By Edward FitrGerald, From
the edition published by W, Pickering
1852. Denty 32me. Leather, 25, nel.

Tue RunlivAr oF Omar Kwavvdor Dy
Edward FitzGerald, From the zst edition

& f 1859, Fourth Edition. Leather, 15. net.

Tue Lie or Epwarn, Lok Hroeuser or
Cucrpury. Written by himself.  From the
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the
vear by, Demy 32mo. Leather, 25 net,

THe Visions oF Dom Francisco Quevrpo
VirLecas, Knight of the Order of St
James, Made English by R. L. From the
edition printed for H. Herringman, 1668
Leather. 25 a2l

Porms. By Dora Gicenwell, From the edi.
tion of 1848, Leather, o5, ned

Oxford Biographies
Feap. 8zo.  Back volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net y leather, 3s. el nel,

PanTE ALIGHIERL. By Paget Toynbee, M.A.,
. Litt, With zz Wustrations, Third Edition.
Giroramo SavoNarous, By E. L. S. Hors-
burgh, M.A. With 1z Illustrations, Second
Edition.
Jomy Howarp, By E. C, 8. Gibson, D.D,,
Bish8p of Gloucester, With 13 Ilinstrations.
ArFreD TENNYSON. By Ae C, BEnson, MLA,
- With g Hlluswations,
55 Wartsr Ratmicw, By L A, Taylor
With xa Hlustrations. .
Braswot. By BE. B H, Capey. With 12
»  Tlustrations,
Tug Yotng PrETENDER,

By C. S. Terry.
’ With 12 Mlustrations,

Rorerr Burws, By T. T
With 12 Thustrations, #

Cratuam, By A, 5. MDowell, With 12
Illustrations,

Francis oF Agsist. By Anna M. Stod-
dact, Wil 16 Hlusteations.

Canning, By W. Alison Phillips. With 13
IHlustrations,

Beaconsrizip. By Walter Sichel. Witr
THustrations.

Jowann Worreane Gorrwe. By H, G
Atkins. With 16 Illustrations.

Furancors Frnzlon, By Viseount St Cyres,
With 12 IHustrations.

Hende son,
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Sehool Bxamination Series

Edited by "A. M, M, STEDMAN, M, A,

Frenclt_Examivarion Parpns. Dy Al B
M. 3t-iman, M.A.  Foprteenth fiditron.
Kuv. Stxth Edition, Gs. nel.
LaTie-Exammvarion Papews. Ly A, M. M,
Stedman, M.A,  Thirdeenth Edition,
~ Kuv, Sivth Edition.” 65, net.
GreEEx Bxammation ParErs, By A M. M.
Stedman, M.A. Ninth £dition.
KEv. Fourih Edriron. 6s. nel,
Garman Examinanion Parers, By R. J.
Morich,  Seventh Edrtion,

Kuv.,  Thivd Edition. 6s. net.

}
" GENERAL

Cr, 8vo, 25 6d, #

#ND  (GEOGRAPHY EXAMINATION
By C. H. Spence. M.A.  Third

HisToRY
PAPERS,
Fdiriva.

Puvsics Examinarion Parnws,
Steel, M.A., F.C.8.

Knowrence Rxamivation

Parres. By A, M. M. Stedman, M,A.

Siath Fdition.

Kry. Fourth Edition.

Bg R, F.

758e 2.

I Exasvation PArcks 1y EngLisH HisTory,

By J. Tait Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A.

School Histories

Hlustrared.

A Scrioo~ Hisrory or Wanwicksumn.
B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., I.R.S.

A Scuopr, History or SoMERSET.
Walte, Raymond. Second Edition.

A Scuool Historv or Lancasure. By
W, E. Rhodes,

By

Crown 8vo.
By 1 A Scnoor. Hisrory or SURREY.

15. O,
By H.E
Malden, M.A

A Scioon History or ,,‘\Imunrﬁrx.@BynV
Plarr and [, W, Walton

Methuen's Simplified French Texts

Edited by T. R, N, CROFTS, M.A,
One Shilling each.

L'Histoirg v'uve Turiee, Adapted by T. R,
N.Crofts, M.A,  Second Edition

ABpaLLAR.  Adapted by J. A, Wilson.

Le DocTEUR Marntus., ~Adapted by W. P.
Fuller.

La BounLiz v Mrer., Adapted by P. H.
Ingham,

Jean Vavsean. Adapted by F, W, . Draper.

La Cuavnson iz Ronanp.  Adapted by H,
Rieu, M.A.  Second Edition.

Mémoircs pr Capicion, Adapted by J. T,
Rhoades, -

L'EouirAGE DE LA BELLE-NIVERYRE.
Adapted by T. R. N. Ciofts,

L'Histoire  pe Picrge BT CaMILLE
Adapted by J. B. Patterson.

Methuen’s Standard Library N

Cloth,15. net; doublewolunies, 15, 6d . nel,

Tug Meprrarions oF Marcus AURELIUS.
Translated by R, Graves,

SENSE AND SENSIBILITY. Jane Austen.

Hssays anp Couwnsels and Tuc Niuw
Artvantis.  Francis  Bacon, Lord
Verulam.

Reuicio Mepicr and Upn Bueiar,  Sir
Thomas Browne, The text collated by
A, R. Waller.

THE Prerin's ProGRESS,  Juhn Bunyan,

REFLECTIONS ON THE FuuicH REVULUTION,
Edmund Burke.

TrE PoEms axp Soncs or Roserr Burns.
Dauble Volume,~

THE AnaLosy oF Rouicion, NATURAL AND
Revearkp. Joseph Butler,

Misegrranzous Poess, T, CraiterTON,

Tom Jones. Henry Fielding. Treble Vol

CranrorD,  Mrs Gaskell,

THE Histrorv oF THE DECLINE AND FALL oF

ol Rowanw Eumpire,  E. Gibhow,

Text and Notes revised by J. T, Bury.
Seven double volumes,

Tun Casn 15 Aurren, Every Maw 1x
His Hosmour, Bvery Man Our or His
Husigyr.  Ben Jonsan,

Paper, 6d. net; donble volume, 1s. ust,

THE PomsANDPLAYS 0F DLIVER GOLDSMITH,

Cynrina’s Revers, DPoETASTILR,  Ben
Jonsen.

TuE Porvsor Jous Krats. Double volume,
The Text has heen collated by E. de
Selingourt.

Ox 7y IMITATION OF CHRJST, By Thomgs
i Kempis, Translation by C, Bigg, .

A Sentops Canl 70 A DEVOUT aND Hiwy
Lire, W, Law.

Pagapise Losr,  Joln Milton,

BEiroxotLasTes ARp THE TENURE oF Kings
aNDMacisTRaTES,  Jobn Milton,

Uropgs anp PoEMs,  Sic Thomas More,

Twe Ruwonuic or Frate,  Tranglated by
Sydeubam and Taylor, Double Volame,
Trauslation revised by W. . I. Rouse,

Tge lirtie Frowsgs ok S Feawpcs,
Translated by W, Heywood. -

Trr Works oF WiLLiayw SHaARESPRARE.  In
10 volumer. "

Privcirar Poens, 18151818, Perey Bysgh,
Shelley, With an Tatendecrion by é >,
Locack, . -

Tug Lire ox Nevson.  Kobest Soothey, “

THE NaTURAKW FISTORY AND ANTIQUITIRG GF

SELuoRNg, Gilbert White

.

"
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Texthooks of Beience

Edied by G, F. GOODCHILD, M.

Fully Hhustrated,

PracricaL  MucHanics, 8, II, Wells,
Tpusgle Edition  Cry Boo, 38, 6d,

Pracricar Cnemisrry, Parit1 W, French,
M.A. Cr.8vo, Fourdh FRdition 15 6d.

Pracmican CunmusTry, Pt 1. W, Tiench
and T. H, Boardman, Cz 8za. 15, 6d,

Examrrus' iy Pavsies, By C. E. Jackson,
B.A. Cr Buvo. s 6d.

TECHNICAL ARITHMETIC AND GEOMEIRY,
By C. T. Millis, MJILM.E. o Boo.
v, 6.

Puant Lire, Studies in Carden and School.
By Horace T. Jonmes, F.C.5. With 330
Diagrams. Cr Sve. 36, 6.

~Tug ComrLe1k School. CucmisTry, By T,

M. Oldbam, B.A. With 126 Tlustrations,

& elzg, 48 64,

ELpMENTARY SCIENCE 1ok Puril. TEACHCRS.

Puvsies SectioN, By W, T. Clough,

A., BSc, and G. R, MILLS, M,A,
&

I ARCS, (Lond), F.C.5,  Cupwsrny
Suerion. By A, . Dunstan, 1.5, (Lond,)
F.C.5, With#s Plates and 10 Diagpoes,
Cr. 8vo. 24, s

FPLXAMPLES IN ELEMENTARY DMECHA,
Priactical, Graphical, and Theoreticnl.m%S;v
W. . Dobbs, M.A. With st Diagrams,
Cr. Buo, g8,

*QuTLiNes OF Puvsicar CucmisTry, B
George Senter, B.Sc. (Lond.), Ph,D, Wit{x
many Diagrams, Cr. 820, 25, 64,

*An Orcanic CHEMISTRY TOR SCHOOLS AND
Treunicar Instiryres, ByA, B, Dunstan,
L.5¢.  (Lond), T.CS. tith many
Ilustrations. Cr. 8za, 25, 64,

*FirsT YEAR PHysics. By C. E. Jacleson, M. A,
With over 40 Illuctiations and nomerous
Examples. Cr. 80, 15 64,

P

Texthooks of Technology

Rdited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc., 20d G, R. MILLS, M.,
Fully Ilustrated.

How To MakE a Dress, By J. A, E. Wood.
Fowrdl Edition. Cw, Bvo, 15, 6d,

CARPENTRY AND Joivery, By T, C. Webbe,
Fifth Edition. Cri Bva. 35, 6,

Tﬁxﬁlmmw, THEORETICAL AND PRACTICAL.
By Clare Hill, Fonrth Editron. Cr.8vo, 25,

INsTRUCTION IN CookBRY. A, F. Tiovson,
25, bd.

Ax InTRoDUCTION 10 THR Srupy oF TEX-
riLe Drsiey. By Aldred T, Backer. Demy
8vo, 75 G,

& Handbooks

Tue XXXIX, ArTiciTs oF THE CHURCH oF
Excrann,  Edited by B, C, 8, Gibson,
D.D., Sixth Edicion. Denwy Bua, 125, 6d,

Ay InTrODUCTION To THE IHISTORY OF
Reugion. By F. B. Jevons. M.A,
Litt. D, Fourth Edition. Demy Bua. 108, 6d.

e DOCTRING OF THE INCARNATION. By R.
L. Ottley, D.D. Fourth Editian+evised,
Deny 8vo. 125, 6,

Bunorrs' QuantiTics, By 1. C. Grubl,

Rgr 8vo, ﬁs. &d,
tpovsst Mrian Work, By A, €. Horf
Cr, 8vo. 25, Gd, 4 e

Evpcteic Licht anp Power; "An Intrc.
duction te the Study of Electrical Engineer-
ing, By E. E Brocks, B.Sc. (Lond )
and W. H. N, James, A,R.C.S,, A,.LE.E.
Cr, 8oo, §5. 6d,

ENGINECRING Worksaor PracTic, By
C. C. Allen, €7 Swo. 38 64,

of Theology

An InTrRODUCTION To THE HisToRrv or Tae
Crpeps. By A, E. Burne DD, Dewgy
Buo, 108, 04,

THE PALosordy oF RELIGION IN ENGLAND
AND AMERICA, By Alfred Caldecott, D,D,
Deiny Bua, 305, 6d,

A Hrstory oF BarLy CHrisTIAN DocTRINE,
By JM'F Bethune-Daker, MV A, Dery 8ua
108 0

The Westminster Commentaries

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of K&ble College,
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis n the University of Oxford,

Tue Book or Gevesis, Edited with Intro-
duetion and Notes by S. R, Driver, D.D,
Sixfe Edifion Dengy Boo, 108, 6d.

Tug Book oF Jan Edited&i; E. C, 8, Gibson,
_ "D, SecoM Editran, Dewy Bue. 65
" Aers oF THR ArostiEs, Rdited hy R

B. Rackham, M.A,  Demy 8vo.  Therd
Edition. 1038, 648
Ty Fixst Bvstie oF Paur tHE ArosTiR
@

10 tHE Cormvrarans, Edited by II. I.
Goudge, M.A,  Demy 8o, 65,

Tuc ErisTLE OF 87, JaMEs,  Edited with In.
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowimng,
D.D. Dewmy 8vo.  6s.

Tui Book or EzoireL.  Edited H, A. Ped.
path, M.AL, D Litt,  Dewy 8vo. 105, 64,

*A CoMMENTARY oy Exopus., ByA. I,
M‘Neile, B.D, With a Map and 3 Plans,
Dewmy8uvo  xos. 6d,
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With 8 [ilustrations

J'HE PRIV L’ILI RS, or
'

by Lwaua Cunro. Scconds Edition,

A POPI"I SHOW : Brivg DivErs AhD
Diverse, Tasns.  Cr. 8ol 6s.
TME ADVENTURERS, Medium Bwo. 67
WEekea (AsB.). THE PRISONERS Ok
WAR.  Medzuam 8o, 6.
\‘\clls (K G THE SEL LADY, O
*az Y Also Medum sva. 6,
Wequen (Staniey) UNDER THE RLD
ROSE, With Illustrations By R, C. Wool-
viLLe, Taenty-Fivst Dditiom, Cr. Sva, 6x.
White (Pel‘Ly) IHE SYSTEM, ZThird

Sdition. Cr, B,
A P\SSIONAI‘L "PILGRIM  Medium
THI BAR., £,

6.

Willlums (Margary).
8uo. b5,

Willintneon (Mes, C, N.)  THE AD-
VENTURE OF PI\INLLSS SYLVIA
Second Edition. Cr, bvw

’1'}‘3‘ WOMAN WHO DARLD Cr, 8o,

THE SL&fOULD TELL. Second Fdition.

Cr. Bra, On
THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS
Thivd Edition, Cr. 8vo. 6.

BCTION
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PAPA, (3, dwo. 6: .
Willimpson (C. and ‘A, M‘), f JE
LICHINING CONDUC'IOR The
Strar se Adventures of Motor,Car,  With
16 le stratione, Szwutftnt/z ﬁdzmm. Cr

§r,

I‘HE PRINCLSS PASSES: A Romam:u
of a Motot,  With 16 Wustrations, Ninth
Adilion, Cr Svo. 6s.

MY FRIFND THE CHAUIFEUR. With
16 Lllustrations, Ninik Edif,  Cr, Swoa 6s.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Tenth Edition. Cr. Swo, 65,

THE CAR OF DESTINY AND 11§
ERRAND IN SPAIN. With Tllus.
tuations,  Fowrth Edjtion. Cr. Bod. 65,

THE BOTOR CHAPERON. With a Fron-
tisptere in Colour by A, H. Buerr anp, 16
other llustt mans and a Map,  #y/th Ede-
tion. Cr 810

SCARLET R‘UNNER With I.}‘Yunll piece
in Colour by A, H BuckLany, and 3 otler
Ulustiations,  Third . Cr, 8o, 65,

Wyllarde( olD).  THE PATHWAY OF

NLER(Nous Autres), !’,mrih 3
]'n'ltnm Cr. Bua.
Yeldham (C. C.). DURHAM'S FARM.

Cr. boo, LS.

Books for Boys and Girls

Mnstrated,  Crown 8uo.

Tur Gerrivg WeLL oF Dokornv,
W. K. Clifford.  Second Edition.

Or%‘{ A Gumm Room Dos. By Edith E,

Dy Mrs.

Master ROCKAFEL{,AR'S Vovace.
Clack Russell,  7%ird £ fitios.

S¥n BeLron: Or, the Boy who would not go
to Sea, By G, Manville Fenn. Second £d.

By W.

35 64,

Tre Rup Graree By Mis, Molesworth,

A Giry o~ 1HE Proere. By L. 1. Meade,
Second + dition.

Huesv Girsy. Ly L. T, Meade. as, rd.

The Houovnaew: Miss, Tv LT l\leade
Second Editioun.

Tmrur was oNcE A Punece. By Mrs, M. Tl

ann,

Wur~ ArNoLb comes Homa. By Mrs, M E.

Mann,

The Novels of Alexandre Dumes

Medsum 8vo.
COMPLETE

Pyice G, Double Volwmss, 15,
LIST ON

APPLICATION.

Methuen's Sixpenny Books
Medium Svo.

Alfaxbeal (B, Maria)) LOVE AND
1 ENOW A MALDEN.
Austen (1), PRIDE AND PREJUDICE,
BAgot(Richurdl &ROMANM STERY.
ING OF
Balfour (Audrew) qB‘J STROKE OF
SWORD.

Bm‘iﬂ =Gould (‘5 ) I'UIMI). DBLOOM,
CHIiA ‘{AC
WROOB IRE.
1“« HE ROAR%E THE SEA,
3 B{)g}( QOF FAIRY TALES. IHustrated.

LITTLE TUPENNY,
WINEFRLD.,
THE FROBISHERS,
THE QUEEN OF LOVI.
Barr (Robert), JENNIE B\\’ILIL
IN THL MIDST OF ALARM
THE COQUNTESS THKLA,
THE MUTABLE MANY.
Benson (B, R.). DODO.
THE VINTAGE,

SHIRLEY.

Broné# (Charlotte).
THE HEART, OF

Brownell €, Lk
Burtun (J EBléuunq;He) M‘RDSS THE

Caﬂyn (Mrs) ANNE MAULEVDRER. '
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ca{?vee (ernard). THL LAKL O1

Clisfiord (Mrs. W. K, A TLipH OF

MR® KEITH'S CRIME, o

Corbett (Julmn). A BUSIN!«SS IN
GREAT WATERS.

Croker (Mrs, B M) ANGLL,

A SIATE SECR J

PE~GY OF i FARTONS

JOHANNA.

Dante (Alighierl) THE DIVINE
COMEDY (Cary)

DoylelA. Cunnny ROUND 1HE RED

Duncim (Sm-a Jeannette). A VOYAGE
O CONSOLALION,

THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMBRICANS,
Ehot (Gem ge). THE MILL ON THE

0SS,
Findlnter (Jane H.). TIIE GREEN
RAVES OF BALGOWRIE,
Gullon (Tom), RICKLRBY'S FOLLY.
Gaskell(Mrs ), CRANFORD,
M#SY BARTON.
NORTH AND SOUTH
Gerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI.
MONY,

THE CONQUEST OIF LONDON.
MADE OF MONLY.

Glssiﬂg((]) TIELOWN TRAVELLER
THE CROWN OF LIFE,
Glnnvige (Ernest)y THE INCA'S

TREASUR
THE KLOOF BRI
Glelg (Chinrles) BUN’IDRS CRUISE.

Timm ('l‘he Brothers) GRIMM'S
FAIRY T
Ho@e (Antllony A MAN OF MARK,
HANG.

Hf" CHI‘ONICLES OF COUNT

PH RO O
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES.

Hornm&g (B. W.). DEAD MEN TELL
NO TALES.
ln%ruham J, H). THE THRONE OF

‘suaux(W) THE HUNCHBACK OF
STMINSTER.
La‘\ire’ct-\’eats (5. K.). TIUE TRAITOR'S

Linton \;E Lynn), THE TRUE HIS.
or jOSHUA DAVIDSON,
ﬂll (Bdna).” DERRICK VAUGHAN,
N{Iat(Lucas THE CARISSIMA
OU'N'SEL OI‘ PERTFCT,.
RS, PETER HOWARD.

STAR.
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS,
MISER HOAD-

Marryat tuiu) MiTER SIMPLE.
TACOR Snp

MEssRs. METHUENS CATALOGUE
I

Maugh (Richatd). A METAM IRPHOSIY,

THE TWICKLNIIAM P

THE GODDESS, EERAGI&

T’IHE JOAbSB R

Mason ( ~W.)., CLIME

Mathers (Heleu)) HONEY, EN“NA '

GRIFF OT GRITFITISCO™RT

SAM'S SWELIHLART,

Meade (Mrs, L, T.).

Mitior d (Bertram).
SPIDIR

Montresor (F, F,),

DRIFT, &
THL me or Tﬂfﬁ

Morrison  (Arthur), HIIEI:{%LI%N #%
rihuy IIOLE 1
THE WALL o Il‘
Nesbit (E.) LHE RED HQUSE. !
Norris(\’\b’r. .) HIS GRACE.

THE CRLDIL OI' THE COUNTY
LORD LEONARD THL LUCKLRESS
MATITHLW AUSIIN

CLARISSA TURIOSA.

Oliphaot (Mrs,), THE LADA{ 3 WALK
SIR ROBERT S FORTUN

THE PRODIGATLS.

THE TWO MARYS.

Oppenheim (E, P.), MASTER OF MEN
Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF TH!
LAVILETTE

WIEN VALMOND CAME TO RONTIAC
TH TRAIL OF THE 8WORD.
Pemberton (Max), THE FOOTSTEP

OF A THRONE.
I CROWN TIIEE KING,
Philipatts (Eden). THE, HUMAN BOY
CHILDREN OF THE l\I
THE POACHER'S WITFE. .
II-IE RIVLR

Quiﬂer Couch).

Q‘ THE

WHITE W

Ridgo (W. Pett) A SON OF THE STATR

LOST PROPLITY,

GEORGE and THE GENERAL,

Russell (W, Clm-k) ABANDONEIL

A MARRIAGE AT SEA,

MV DANISH SWELTIEART.

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS.

Ser§eunt (Adellne) THYE MASTER O
LRCHWOO

BARBARA'S MONEY

THE YELLOW DIAMOND,

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME,

Sm‘tees R. 8. ). HANDLEY CROSH
MR. SPONGES SPORTING TCUR
ASK MAMMA.

Walford (Mrs, L. B.). MR, SMITH.
OUSINS,

[§
THE BABY'S GR ARDMOTHER.

Wallace (uenera] Léw), BEN.HUR.
THE FAIR GOD.

Wntson(H B, Marriott), THL ADVLN

TUR
Weekes (A. B ). PRISONERS OTAW
Walls (H. G.). THE SEA LADY.

White (Percys & PASSIOMATE
PILGRIM. -

¥
i






