www.libtool.com.cn

Digitized by GOOS[C



www.libtool.com.cn

Digitized by GOOS[C



www.libtool.com.cn

Digitized by GOOS[C



o\




POEMS.

. ——— e .



BY/ THE- SAME-AUTHOR.

SHAKSPERE:

A CRITICAL STUDY OF HIS MIND AND ART.

Second Edition, Post 8vo, cloth, price 12s.

“He has an I insight into the broader as well as the nicer meanings of
Shakspere. . . . The book contains many valuable remarks on the drama."—
Saturday Review

**Entitled to the honourable distinction due to thoroughly prepared materials
and elaborate workmanship. . . . Eve page bears such marks of thought and
care, both in matter and in manner."—Ezaminer.

“ He is, we think, most hap?y and most sound in his chapter on the humour
of Shakspere, but from b g to end there is no scamped work in a volume
which is as serviceable as it is lmerestmg. —World.

““The work is genial, appreciative, and well toned, glowing with admiration
for the humanity of the Stratford Smger, full of ps.ssnonate enthusnasm for his
genius, and notable for its sustained of ph and
ance with the literature of the subject. . . . Thisisa nght good book which all
%udents of English literature should value and enjoy."—Britisk Quarterly

eview.

‘“We have read the book with unflagging interest and unstinting enjoyment
from the first paﬁe to the last, and we ‘pronounce it an important and admirable
contribution to the critical literature of Engla.nd "—therarz Worid,

** Professor Dowden thoroughly Shalk . « A better
book as an introduction to the study of Shaksp than P Prof Dowden's, we
do not know."—Westminster Review.

*¢ Professor Dowden has diligently studxed in the school of the German critics,
from Gervinus to the latest writer in the Shakspere Jahrbuch, and his volume is
a welcome contribution to a branch of Shakspere criticism.”—Graghic.

“ Professor Dowden's study of the man Shakspere seems the best work of the
kind that has been written in our language."—Academy.

¢ C'est une ceuvre de haute crmque, chose assez rare chez les Anglais, de
mu ue vraiment esthétique."—Revue rttz&e

r Dowden's excellent work is in the
Guardian.

*“It is needless to expatiate on the difficulty of the task which Professor
Dowden has set himself, in the execution of which he has evidently spared neither
thought nor pains, . . . and which, in the excellent book before us, he has per-
formed with remarkable success.”—Spectator.

“Mr Dowden is at once sympathetic and sane; nor . . . will his readers
accuse him of suffering a narrow zeal for the letter to darken a large and lumin-
ous comprehension of the spirit.”'— Times.

st sense of the word original."—

HENRY S. KING & CO., LONDON.




POEMS.

BY

EDWARD DOWDEN.

SECOND EDITION.

-

&

Henry S. Kine & Co., Lonbpon.
1877,



9‘°L+S,°"C1

. e,
A AR Y _‘\\
LGRS

. <\\” —— G“\

QUTETT
\L’i{_—;l‘ -

—

The Rights of Translation and of Reproduction are Reserved.

.-




CONTENTS.

The Wanderer, . . . .
The Fountain,
In the Galleries,—
I. The Apollo Belvedere, .
I1.. The Venus of Melos, .
II1. Antinous crowned as Bacchus,
IV. Leonardo’s Monna Lisa,
V. St. Luke painting the Virgin,
On the Heights, . .
La Révélation par le Désen,
The Morning Star, v
A Child’s Noonday Sleep,
In the Garden,— '
1. The Garden, . . .
11. Visions,
III. An Interior, ° .
IV. The Singer, .
V. A Summer Moon,

VI. A Peach, . . .
VII. Early Autumn, . .
VIII. Later Autumn,
The Heroines,—
Helena, . . . .
Atalanta, . . .
Europa, .
Andromeda,

Eurydice,

30
31
32
33

35
36
37

41
47

57
62



vi ‘ CONTENTS.

88 &8 ER

PAGE
By the Sea,—
' 1./ The| Assumption), X . . . 77
I1. The Artist’s Waiting, . . . 78
III. Counsellors, . . . . . 79
IV. Evening, . . . . . 8o
V. Joy, . . . . . . 81
VI. Ocean, . . . . . 82
VII. News for London, . . 83
Among the Rocks, . . . 8
To a Year, . . . . . 88
A Song of the New Day, . . . . 89
Swallows, . . . . . . 90
Memorials of Travel,—
I Coaching, . . . . . 92
I1. In a Mountain Pass,
II1. The Castle, . . . . .
IV. ’Awbprch pavracta, . . . .
V. On the Sea-Cliff, .
VI. Ascetic Nature, . .
VII. Relics, . . . . .
VIIL On the Pier of Boulogne, . . .
IX. Dover, . . . . . . 1
An Autumn Song, . . . . . 101
Burdens, . . . . . . . 102
Song, . . . . . - . 103
By the Window, . . . . . 107
Sunsets, . . . . . . . 110
QOasis, . . . . . . . 112
Foreign Speech, . . . . . 113
In the Twilight, . . . . . . 114
The Inner Life, —
I. A Disciple, . . . . . 115
II. Theists, . . . . . 116
III. Seeking God, . . . . . 17

IV. Darwinism in Morals, . . . . 118



CONTENTS.

vii
PAGE
The Inner Life,—
V. Awakening, 119
VI. Fishers, 120
VII. Communion, . 121
VIII. A Sonnet for the T:mes, 122
IX. Emmausward, 123
X. A Farewell, 124
XI. Deliverance, 125
XII. Paradise Lost, . 126
The Resting Place, 127
New Hymns for Solitude,—
I . . . . 129
II. . . . . 130
IIL 132
IV. 134
V. 135
VI. . . 136
In the Cathedral Close, 137
First Love, . 140
The Secret of the Umverse, 143
Beau Rivage Hotel, 146
In a June Night, 147
From April to October,—
1. Beauty, . . 152
II. Two Infinities, . 153
III. The Dawn, 154
1V. The Skylark, 155
V. The Mill-Race, . 156
VI. In the Wood, . 157
VIL. The Pause of Evening, . 158
VIIL In July, . . 159
IX. In September, . 160
X. In the Window, . 161
XI. An Autumn Morning, . 1€2
Sea Voices, . . . 163



viii CONTENTS.

PAGE
Aboard the *¢ Sea-Swallow,” . . . . 165
Sea-Sighing, 2 . . . . . 166
In the Mountains, . . . . . 168
¢ The top of a Hill called Clmr "o, . . . 172
The Initiation, . B . . . . 174
Renunciants, . . . . . . 176
Speakers to God, . . . . . . 178
Poesia, . . . . . . . 180
Musicians, . . . . . . . 182
Miscellaneous Sonnets,—
A Day of Defection, . . . . . 187
Song and Silence, . . . . . 188
Love-Tokens, . . . . . 189
"A Dream, . . . . . . 190
Michelangelesque, . . . . . 191
Life’s gain, . . . . . . 192
Compensation, . . . . . 193

.To a Child dead as soon as born, . . . 194
Brother Death, . . . . . 195

The Mage, . . . . . . 196
Wise Passiveness, . . . . . 197
The Singer’s Plea, . . . . . 198
The Trespasser, . . . . . 199
Ritualism, . . . . . 200
Prometheus Unbound, . . . .. 201
King Mob, . . . . . . 202
The Modern Elijah, . . . . . 203
David and Michal, . . . . . 204

Windle Straws, . . .« . . 205




THE WANDERER.

I cast my anchor nowhere (the waves whirled
My anchor from me) ; East and West are one
To me; against no winds are my sails furled ;

—Merely iny planet anchors to the Sun.




THE FOUNTAIN.

THE FOUNTAIN.

(AN INTRODUCTION TO THE SONNETS.)

Hush, let the fountain murmur dim
Melodious secrets ; stir no limb,
But lie along the marge and wait,
Till deep and pregnant as with fate,
Fine as a star-beam, crystal-clear,
Each ripple grows upon the ear.
This is that fountain seldom seen
By mortal wanderer,—Hippocrene,—
Where the virgins three times three,
Thy singing brood, Mnemosyne,
Loosen’d'the girdle, and with grave
Pure joy their faultless bodies gave
To sacred pleasure of the wave.
Listen! the lapsing waters tell

The urgence uncontrollable




THE FOUNTAIN.

Which makes thetrouble of their breast,
And bears them onward with no rest
To ampler skies and some grey plain
Sad with the tumbling of the main.

But see, a sidelong eddy slips

Back into the soft eclipse

Of day, while careless fate allows,
Darkling beneath still olive-boughs ;
Then with chuckle liquid-sweet

Coils within its shy retreat ;

This is mine, no wave of might,

But pure and live with glimmering light ;
I dare not follow that broad flood

Of Poesy, whose lustihood

Nourishes mighty lands, and makes
Resounding music for their sakes ;

I lie beside the well-head clear

With musing joy, with tender fear,

And choose for half a day to lean

Thus on my elbow where the green

Margin-grass and silver-white



THE FOUNTAIN.

Starry buds, the wind’s delight,
Thirsting steer, nor goat-hoof rude

Of the branch-sundering Satyr brood
Has ever pashed ; now, now, I stoop,
And in hand-hollow dare to scoop

This scantling from the delicate stream ;
It lies as quiet as a dream,

And lustrous in my curvéd hand.

Were it a crime if this were drain’d

By lips which met the noonday blue
Fiery and emptied of its dew?

Crown me with small white marish-flowers !
To the good Dazmon, and the Powers
Of this fair haunt I offer up

In unprofanéd lily-cup

Libations ; still remains for me

A bird’s drink of clear Poesy ;

Yet not as light bird comes and dips

A pert bill, but with reverent lips

I drain this slender trembling tide ;

O sweet the coolness at my side,
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THE FOUNTAIN.

And, lying bdck; to|slowly pry

For spaces of the upper sky

Radiant 'twixt woven olive-leaves ;
And, last, while some fair show deceives
The closing eyes, to find a sleep

As full of healing and as deep

As on toil-worn Odysseus lay

Surge-swept to his Ionian bay.
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IN THE GALLERIES.
t. THE APOLLO BELVEDERE.

Radiance invincible! Is that the brow

Which gleamed on Python while thy arrow sped ?
Are those the lips for Hyacinthus dead

That grieved ? Wherefore a God indeed art thou :
For all we toil with ill, and the hours bow

And break us, and at best when we have bled,
And are much marred, perchance propitiated

A little doubtful victory they allow :

We sorrow, and thenceforth the lip retains

A shade, and the eyes shine and wonder less.

O joyous Slayer of evil things! O great

And splendid Victor ! God, whom no soil stains
Of passion or doubt, of grief or languidness,

—Even to worship thee I come too late.




IN THE GALLERIES. 7

II. THE VENUS OF MELOS.

Goddess, or woman nobler than the God,

No eyes a-gaze upon Agean seas

Shifting and circling past their Cyclades

Saw thee. The Earth, the gracious Earth, was trod
First by thy feet, while round thee lay her broad
Calm harvests, and great kine, and shadowing trees,
And flowers like queens, and a full year’s increase,
Clusters, ripe berry, #nd the bursting pod.

So thy victorious fairness, u;lallied '

To bitter things or barren, doth bestow

And not exact ; so thou art calm and wise ;

Thy large allurement saves ; a man may grow
Like Plutarch’s men by standing at thy side,

And walk thenceforward with clear-visioned eyes!



8 IN THE GALLERIES.

IIT. ANTINOUS CROWNED AS BACCHUS.

(In the British Museum.)

Who crowned thy forehead with the ivy-wreath
And clustered berries burdening the hair?

Who gave thee godhood, and dim rites? Beware
O beautiful, who breathest mortal breath,

Thou delicate flame great gloom environeth!

The gods are free, and drink a stainless air,

And lightly on calm shoulders they upbear

A weight of joy cterr;al, nor can Death

Cast o'er their sleep the shadow of her shrine.

O thou confessed too mortal by the o’er-fraught
Crowned forehead, must thy drooped eyes ever see
The glut of pleasure, those pale lips of thine

Still suck a bitter-sweet satiety,

Thy soul descend through cloudy realms of thought ?




IN THE GALLERIES. 9

IV. LEONARDO'S “ MONNA LISA.”

Make thyself known, Sibyl, or let despair

Of knowing thee be absolute ; I wait

Hour-long and waste a soul. What word of fate
Hides 'twixt the lips which smile and still forbear ?
Secret perfection! Mystery too fair !

Tangle the sense no more lest I should hate

Thy delicate tyranny, the inviolate

Poise of thy folded hands, thy fallen hair.

Nay, nay,—I wrong thee with rough words ; still be
Serene, victorious, inaccessible ;

Still smile but speak not ; lightest irony

Lurk ever ’'neath thine eyelids’ shadow; still
O’ertop our knowledge ; Sphinx of Italy

Allure us and reject us at thy will !
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V. ST LUKE PAINTING THE VIRGIN.
(By Van der Weyden.)

It was Luke’s will ; and she, the mother-maid,

Would not gainsay; to please him pleased her
best ; ’

See, here éhe sits with dovelike heart at rest

Brooding, and smoothest brow ; the babe is lajd

On lap and arm, glad for 'the unarra&ed

And swatheless limbs he stretches ; lightly pressed

By soft maternal fingers the full breast

Seeks him, while half a sidelong glance is stayed

By her own bosom and half passes down

To reach the boy. Through doors and window-
frame

Bright airs flow in ; a river tranquilly

Washes the small, glad Netherlandish town.

Innocent calm! no token here of shamé,

A pierced heart, sunless heaven, and Calvary.




ON THE HEIGHTS.
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ON THE HEIGHTS.

Here are the needs of manhood satisfied !

Sane breath, an amplitude for soul and sense,
The noonday silence of the summer hills,

And this embracing solitude ; o’er all

The sky unsearchable, which lays its claim,—
A large redemption not to be annulled,—

Upon the heart ; and far below, the sea
Breaking and breaking, smoothly, silently.
What need 1 aﬁy further? Now once more
My arrested life begins, and I am man
Complete with eye, heart, brain, and that within
Which is the centre and the light of being ;

O dull! who morning after morning chose
Never to climb these gorse and heather slopes
Cairn-crowned, but'lost within one seaward nook
Wasted my soul on the an‘_xbiguéus speech

And slow eye-mesmerism of rolling waves,



12 ON THE HEIGHTS.

Courting, oblivion of the heart. True life

That was not which possessed me while I lay »
Prone on the perilous edge, mere eye and ear,
Staring upon the bright monotony,

Having let slide all force from me, each thought
Yield to the vision of the gleaming blank,

Each nerve of motion and of sense grow numb,
Till to the bland persuasion of some breeze,
Which played across my forehead and‘my hair,
The last volition would efface itself,

And I was mingled wholly in the sound

Of tumbling billow and upjetting surge,

Long reluctation, welter and refluent moan,
And the reverberating tumultuousness

"Mid shelf and hollow and angle black with spray.
Yet under all oblivion there remained

A sense of some frusfra;tion, a pale dream

Of Nature mocking man, and drawing down,

As streams draw down the dust of gold, his will,
His thought and passion to enrich herself

The insatiable devourer.
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Welcome Earth,

' My natural heritage ! and this soft turf,
These rocks which no insidious ocean saps,
But the wide air flows over, and the sun
Illumines. Take me, Mother, to thy breast,
Gather me close in tender, sustinent arms,
Lay bare thy bosom’s sweetness and its strength
That I may drink vigour and joy and love.
Oh infinite composure of the hills!
Thou large simplicity of this fair world,
Candour and calmness, with no mockery,
No soft frustrétion, flattering sigh. or smile
Which masks a tyrannous purpose ; and ye Powers
Of these sky-circled heights, and Presences
Awful and strict, 1 ﬁ.nd you favourable,
Who seek not to exclude me or to slay,
Rather accept my being, take me up
Into your silence and your peace. Therefbre
By him whom ye reject not, gracious Ones,
Pure vows are made that haply he will be

Not all unworthy of the world ; he casts



14 ON THE HEIGHTS.

Forth from him, never to resume again,

Veiled nameless things, frayds of ‘the unfilled heart,

Fantastic pleasures, delicate sadnesses,

The lurid, and the curious, and the occult,

Coward sleights and shiftg», the manners of the slave,

And long unnatural uses of dim life.

Hence with you! Robes of angels touch these
heights

Blown by pure winds and I lay hold upon them.

Here is a peri:ect bell of purple heath,

Made for the sky to gaze at reverently,

As faultless as itself, and holding light,

Glad air and silence in its slender dome ;
Small, but a needful moment in the sum

Of God’s full joy—the abyés of ecstasy

O’er which we hang as the bright bow of foam
Above the never-filled receptacle

Hangs seven-hued where the endless cataract leaps.

O now I guess why you have summoned me,

Headlands and heights, to your companionship ;




ON THE HEIGHTS.
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Confess that I, this day;am needful to you!

The heavens were loaded with great light, the
winds

Brought you calm summer from a hundred
fields,

All night the stars had pricked you to desire,

The imminent joy at its full season flowered,

There was a consummation, the broad wave

Toppled and fell. And had ye voice for this ?

Sufficient song to unburde;n the urged breast ?
A pastoral pipe to play ? a lyre to touch ?
The brightening glory of the heath and gorse
Could not appease your passion, nor the cry
Of this wild bird that flits from bush to bush.
Me therefore you required, a voice for song,
A pastoral pipe to play, a lyre to touch.

I recognize your bliss to ﬁnci me here ;

The sky at morning when the sun upleaps
Jemands her atom of intense melody,

fler point of quivering passion and delight,

And will not let the lark’s heart be at ease.
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Take me, the brain with various, subtile fold,
The breast that knows swift joy, the vocal lips ;
I yield you here the cunning instrument

Between your knees ; now let the plectrum fall !
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«LA REVELATION PAR LE DESERT.

““ Toujours le désert se montre A ’horizon, quand vous prononcez
le nom de Jéhovah.” EDGAR QUINET,

Beyond the places haunted by the feet

Of thoughts and swift desires, and where the eyes
Of wing’d imaginings-are wild, and dreams

Glide by on noiseless plumes, beyond the dim.
Veiled sisterhood of ever-circling mists, |
Who dip their urns in those enchanted meres
Where all thought fails, and every ardour dies,
And through the vapour dead looms a low moon,
Beyond the fountains of the dawn, beyond

The white home of the morning star, lies spread
A desert lifeless, bright, illimitable,

The world’s canfine, o’er which no sighing goes
From weary winds of Time.

I sat me down
B

A
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Upon a red stone flung on the red sand,

In length as great as some sarcophagus

Which holds a king, but scribbled with no runes,
Bald, and unstained by lichen or grey moss.
Save me no living thing in that red land
Showed under heaven ; no furtive lizard slipped,
No desert weed pushed upward the tough spine
Or hairy lump, no slow bird was a spot

Of moving black on the deserted air,

Or stationary shrilled his tuneless cry ;

No shadow stirr’d, nor luminous haze uprose,

Quivering against the blanched blue of the marge.

I sat unbonneted, and my throat baked,

And my tongue lolI'd dogwise. Red sand below,

And one unlidded eye above—mere God

Blazing from marge to marge. I did not pray,

My heart was as a cinder in my breast,

And with both hands I held my head which
throbbed. .

I, who had sought for God, had followed God
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Through the fair world which stings with sharp
desire

For him of whom its hints and whisperings are,

Its gleams and tingling moments of the night,

I, who in flower, and wave, and mountain-wind,

And song of bird, and man’s diviner heart

Had owned the present Deity, yet strove

For naked access to his inmost shrine,—

Now found God doubtless, for he filled the heaven

Like brass, he breathed upon the air like fire.

But I, a speck 'twixt the strown sand and sky,

Being yet an atom of pure and living will,

And perdurable as any God of brass,

With all my soul, with all my mind and strength

Hated this God. O, for a little cloud

No bigger than a man’s hand on the rim,

To rise with rain and thunder in its womb,

And blot God out! But no such cloud would comé.

I felt my brain on fire, heard each pulse tick ;

It was a God to make a man stark mad;

I rose with neck out-thrust, and nodding head,
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While with dry chaps I could not choose but laugh;
Ha, ha, ha, ha, across the air it rang,

" No sweeter than the barking of a dog,

Hard as the echo from an iron cliff;

It must have buffeted the heaven; I ceased,

I looked to see from the mid sky an arm,

And one sweep of the scimitar ; I stood;

And when the minute passed with no event,

No doomsman’s stroke, no sundering soul and flesh,
When silence dropt its heavy fold on fold,

And God lay yet inert in heaven, or scorn’d

His rebel antic-sized, grotesque,—I swooned.

Now when the sense returned my lips were wet,
And cheeks and chin were wet, with a dank dew,
Acrid and icy, and one shadow huge

Hung over me blue-black, while all around

The fierce light glared. O joy, a living thing,
Emperor of this red domain of sand,

A giant snake! One fold, one massy wreath

Arched over me; a man’s expanded arms
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Could not embrace'the girth- of 'this' great lord
In his least part, and low upon the sand

His small head lay, wrinkled, a flaccid bag,
Set with two jewels of green fire, the eyes
That had not slept since making of the world.

Whence grew I bold to gaze into such eyes?

Thus gazing each conceived the other’s thought,

Aware how each read each; the Serpent mused,

“Are all the giants dead, a long time dead,

Born of the broad-hipped women, grave and tall,

In whom God’s sons poured a celestial seed ?

A long time dead, whose great deeds filled the
earth

With clamour as of beaten shields, all dead,

And Cush and Canaan, Mizraim and Phut,

And the boy Nimrod storming through large
lands ‘

Like earthquake through tower'd cities, these
depart,

And what remains? Behold, the elvish thing
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We raised| from-out his swoon, this now is man.
The pretty vermin! helpless to conceive
Of great, pure, simple sin, and vast revolt;
The world escapes from deluge these new days,
We build no Babels with the Shinat slime;
What would this thin-legged grasshopper with us,
The Dread Ones? Rather let him skip, and chirp
Hymns in his smooth grass to his novel God,
‘The Father;’ here no bland paternity
He meets, but visible Might blocks the broad sky,
My great Co-mate, the Ancient. Hence! avoid!
What wouldst thou prying on our solitude?
For thee my sly small cousin may suffice,
And sly small bites about the heart and groin;
Hence to his haunt! Yet ere thou dost depart
I mark thee with my sign.”

A vibrant tongue
Had in a moment pricked upon my brow
The mystic mark of brotherhood, Cain’s brand,
But when I read within his eyes the words

‘Hence’ and ‘avoid,” dim horror seized on me,
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And rising, with both arms_stretched forth, and
head

Bowed earthward, and not turning once I ran;

And what things saw me as I raced by them,

What hands plucked at my dress, what light wings
brushed

My face, what waters in my hearing seethed,

I know not, till I reached familiar lands,

And saw grey clouds slow gathering for the night,

Above sweet fields, whence the June mowers
strolled

Homewards with girls who chatted down the lane.

Is this the secret lying round the world ?

A Dread One watching with unlidded eye
Slow century after century from his heaven,
And that gréat lord, the worm of the red plain,
Cold in mid sun, strenuous, untameable,
Coiling his solitary strength along

Slow century after century, conscious each

How in the life of his Arch-enemy
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He lives, how ruin of one confounds the pair,—

Is this the eternal dual mystery ?

One Source of being, Light, or Love, or Lord,
Whose shadow is the brightness of the world,
Still let thy dawns and twilights glimmer pure
In flow perpetual from hill to hill,

Still bathe us in thy tides of day and night;
Wash me at will a weed in thy free wave,

Drenched in the sun and air and surge of Thee.
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THE MORNING STAR.

L

Backward betwixt the gates of steepest heaven,
Faint from the insupportable advance

Of light confederate in the East, is driven

The starry chivalry, and helm and lance,
Which held keen ward upon the shadowy plain,

Yield to the stress and stern predominance

Of Day ; no wanderer morning-moon awane
Floats through dishevelled clouds, exanimate,

In disarray, with gaze of weariest pain ;

.
O thou, sole Splendour, sprung to vindicate
Night'’s ancient fame, thou in dread strife serene,

With back-blown locks, joyous yet desperate
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Flamest ; from whose pure ardour Earth doth win

High passionate pangs, thou radiant paladin.

II.

Nay; strife must cease in song: far-sent and clear
Piercing the silence of this summer morn

I hear thy swan-song rapturous ; I hear

Life’s ecstasy ; sharp cries of flames which burn
With palpitating joy, intense and pure,

From altars of the universe, and yearn

In eager spires ; and under these the sure
Strong ecstasy of Death, in phrase too deep
For thought, too bright for dim investiture

Of mortal words, and sinking more than sleep
Down holier places of the soul’s delight ;
Cry, through the quickening dawn, to us who

creep
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’Mid dreams,and dews) of the dividing night,
Thou searcher of the darkness and the light.

II1.

I seek thee, and thou art not; for the sky
Has drawn thee in upon her breast to be

A hidden talisman, while light soars high,

Virtuous to make wide heaven’s tranquillity
More tranquil, and her steadfast truth more true,

Yea even her overbowed infinity

Of tenderness, when o'er wet woods the blue
Shows past white edges of a sundering cloud,

More infinitely tender. Day is new,

Night ended ; how the hills are overflowed
With spaciousness of splendour, and each tree

Is touched ; only not yet the lark is loud,

Since viewless still o’er city and plain and sea

Vibrates thy spirit-wingéd ecstasy.
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A CHILD'S NOONDAY SLEEP.

Because you sleep, my child, with breathing light
As heave of the June sea,

Because yoixr lips’ soft petals dewy-bright
Dispart so tenderly ;

Because the slumbrous warmth is on your cheek
Up from the hushed heart sent,
And in this midmost noon when winds are weak

No cloud lies more content ;

Because nor song*of bird, nor lamb’s keen call
May reach you sunken deep,

Because your lifted arm I thus let fall
Heavy with perfect sleep ;

Because all will is drawn from you, all power,

And Nature through dark roots
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Will hold and/nourish(you forone sweet hour

Amid her flowers and fruits ;

Therefore though tempests gather, and the gale
Through autumn skies will roar,

Though Earth send up to heaven the ancient wail
Heard by dead Gods of yore;

Though spectral faiths contend, and for her course
The soul confused must try,
While through the whirl of atoms and of force

Looms an abandoned sky ;

Yet, know I, Peace abides, of earth’s wild things
Centre, and ruling thence; .
Behold, a spirit folds her budded wings

In confident innocence.
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IN THE GARDEN.

I. THE GARDEN,

Past the town’s clamour is a garden full

Of loneness and old greenery ; at noon

When birds are hushed, save one dim cushat’s
croon,

A ripen’d silence hangs beneath the cool

Great branches ; basking roses dream and drop

A petal, and dream still ; and summer’s boon

Of mellow grasses, to be levelled soon

By a dew-drenched scythe, will hardly stop

At the uprunning mounds of chesnut trees.

Still let me muse in this rich haunt by day,

And know «all night in dusky placidness

It lies benea;th the summer, while great ease

Broods in the l;aves, and every light wind’s stress

Lifts a faint odour down the verdurous way.
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Ii. VISIONS.

Here I am slave of visions. When noon heat

Strikes the red walls, and their environ'd air

Lies steep’d in sun ; when not a creature dare

Affront the fervour, from my dim retreat

Where woof of leaves embowers a beechen seat,

With chin on palm, and wide-set eyes I stare,

Beyond the liquid quiver and the glare,

Upon fair shapes that move on silent feet.

Those Three strait-robed, and speechless as they
pass,

Come often, touch the lute, nor heed me more

Than birds or shadows heed ; that naked child

Is dove-like Psyche slumbering in deep grass;

Sleep, sleep,—he heeds thee not, yon Sylvan wild

Munching the russet apple to its core.
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II1. AN INTERIOR.

The grass around my limbs is deep and sweet ;

Yonder the house has lost its shadow wholly,

The blinds are dropped, and softly now and slowly

The day flows in and floats; a calm retreat

Of tempered light where fair things fair things
meet ;

White busts and marble Dian make it holy,

Within a niche hangs Diirer's Melancholy

Brooding ; and, should you enter, there will greet
Your sense with vague allurement effluence faint
Of one magnolia bloom ; fair fingers draw

From the piano Chopin’s heart-complaint ;
Alone, white-robed she sits ; a fierce macaw

On the verandah, proud of plume and paint,

Screams, insolent despot, showing beak and claw.
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1V. THE SINGER.

“That was the thrush’s last good-night,” I thought
And heard the soft descent of summer rain

In the drooped garden leaves; but hush! again
The perfect iterance,—freer than unsought

Odours of violets dim in woodland ways,

Deeper than coiléed waters laid a-dream

Below mossed ledges of a shadowy stream,

And faultless as blown roses in June days.
Full-throated singer! art thou thus anew

Voiceful to hear how round thyself alone

The enriched silence drops for thy delight

More soft than snow, more sweet than honey-dew ?
Now cease : the last faint western streak is gone,

Stir not the blissful quiet of the night.
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V. A SUMMER MOON.

Queen-moon of this enchanted summer night,

One virgin slave companioning thee,—I lie

Vacant to thy possession as this sky

Conquered and calmed by thy rejoicing might ;

Swim down through my heart’s deep, thou dewy-
bright

Wanderer of heaven, till thought must faint and die,

And I am made all thine inseparably, N

Resolved into the dream of thy delight.

Ah no! the place is common for her feet,

Not here, not here,—beyond the amber mist,

And breadths of dusky pine, and shining lawn,

And unstirred lake, and gleaming belts of wheat,

She comes upon her Latmos, and has kissed

The sidelong face of blind Endymion.
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VI. A PEACH.

If any sense in mortal dust remains

When mine has been refined from flower to flower,

Won from the sun all colours, drunk the shower

And delicate winy dews, and gained the gains

Which elves who sleep in airy bells, a-swing

Through half a summer day, for love bestow,

Then in some warm old garden let me grow

To such a perfect, lush, ambrosian thing

As this. Upon a southward-facing wall

"1 bask, and feel my juices dimly fed

And mellowing, while my bloom comes golden-
grey: v

Keep the wasps from me! but before I fall

Pluck me, white fingers, and o’er two ripe-red

Girl lips O let me richly swoon away !
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VII. EARLY AUTUMN.

If while I sit flatter’d by this warm sun
Death came to me, and kissed my mouth and brow,

And eyelids which the warm light hovers through,

I should not count it strange. Being half won

By hours that with a tender sadness run,

Who would not softly lean to lips which woo ‘

In the Earth’s grave speech? Nor could it aught
undo

Of Nature’s calm observances begun

Still to be here the idle autumn day.

Pale leaves would circle down, and lie unstirr’d

Where'er they fell ; the tired wind hither call

Her gentle fellows ; shining beetles stray

Up their green courts ; and only yon shy bird

A little bolder grow ere evenfall.
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VIII. LATER AUTUMN.

This is the year's despair: some wind last night

Utter'd too soon the irrevocable word,

And the leaves heard it, and the low clouds heard ;

Soa Qan morning dawned of sterile light ;

Flowers drooped, or showed a startled face and
white ;

The cattle cowered, and one disconsolate bird

Chirped a weak note; last came this mist and
blurred

The hills, and fed upon the fields like blight.

Ah, why so swift despair! There yet will be

Warm noons, the honey’d leavings of the year,

Hours of rich musing, ripest autumn’s core,

And late-heaped fruit, and falling hedge-berry,

Blossoms in cottage crofts, and yet, once more,

A song, not less than June’s, fervent and clear.
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THE HEROINES.
HELENA.
(Tenth year of Troy-Siege.)

She stood upon the wall of windy Troy,

And lifted high both arms, and cried aloud

With no man near:— .
“Troy-town and glory of Greece

Strive, let the flame aspire, and pride of life

Glow to white heat! Great lords be strong, rejoice,

LLament, know victory, know defeat—then die;

Fair is the living many-coloured play

Of hates and loves, and fair it is to cease,

To cease from these and all Earth’s comely things.

I, Helena, impatient of a couch

Dim-scented, and dark eyes my face had fed,

And soft captivity of circling arms,

Come forth to shed my spirit on you, a wind
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And sunliglit/of commingling life and death.

City and tented plain behold who stands

Betwixt you! Seems she worth a play of swords,
And glad expense of rival hopes and hates?
Have the Gods given a prize which may content,
Who set your games afoot,—no fictile vase,

But a sufficient goblet of great gold,

Embossed with heroes, filled with perfumed wine ?
How! doubt ye? Thus I draw the robe aside
And bare the breasts of Helen.

Yesterday
A mortal maiden I beheld, the light
Tender within her eyes, laying white arms
Around her sire’s mailed breast, and heard her

chide

Because his cheek was blood-splashed,—I beheld
And did not wish me her. O, not for this '
A God’s blood thronged within my mother’s veins !
For no such tender purpose rose the swan

With ruffled plumes, and hissing in his j'oy
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Flashed up the stream,,and held,with heavy wings
Leda, and curved the neck to reach her lips,
And stayed, nor left her lightly. It is well

To have quickened into glory one supreme,

Swift hour, the century’s fiery-hearted bloom,
Which falls,—to stand a splendour paramount,
A beacon of high hearts and fates of men,

A flame blown round by clear, contending winds,
Which gladden in the contest and wax strong.
Cities of Greece, fair islands, and Troy town,
Accept a woman’s service ; these my hands

Hold not the distaff, ply not at the loom ;

I store from year to year no well-wrought web
For daughter’s dowry ; wide the web I make,
Fine-tissued, costly as the Gods desire,

Shot with a gleaming woof of lives and deaths,

Inwrought with colours flowerlike, piteous, strange.

Oblivion yields before me : ye winged years
Which make escape from darkness, the red light

Of a wild dawn upon your plumes, I stand
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The mother of the stars and winds of heaven,
Your eastern Eos; cry across the storm!
Through me man’s heart grows wider ; little town
Asleep in silent sunshine and smooth air,
While babe grew man beneath your girdling towers,
Wake, wonder, lift the eager head alert,
Snake-like, and swift to strike, while altar-flame
Rises for plighted faith with neighbour town
That slept upon the mountain-shelf, and showed
A small white temple in the morning sun. .
Oh, ever one way tending you keén prows

Which shear the shadowy waves when stars are
| faint
And break with emulous cries unto the dawn,
I gaze and draw you onward ; splendid names
Lurk in you, and high deeds, and unachieved
Virtues, and house-o’erwhelming crimes, while life
Leaps in sharp flame ere all be ashes grey.
Thus have I willed it ever since the hour
When that great lord, the one man worshipful,
Whose hands had haled the fierce Hippolyta
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Lightly from out her throng of martial maids,
Would grace his triumph, strengthen his large joy
With splendour of the swan-begotten child,
Nor asked a ten years’ siege to make acquist
Of all her virgin store. No dream that was,—
The moonlight in the woods, our singing stream,
Eurotas, the sleek panther at my feet,
And on my heart a hero’s strong right hand.
O draught of love immortal ! Dastard world
Too poor for great exchange of soul, too poor
For equal lives made glorious ! O too poor
For Theseus and for Helena!

Yet now
It yields once more a brightness, if no love;
Around me flash the tides, and in my ears
A dangerous melody and piercing-clear
Sing the twin siren-sisters, Death and Life;

I rise and gird my spirit for the close.

Last night Cassandra cried ‘ Ruin, ruin, and ruin !’

I mocked her not, nor disbelieved ; the gloom
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Gathers, and twilight takes the unwary world.

Hold me, ye Gods, a torch across the night,

With one long flare blown back o'er tower and
town, .

Till the last things of Troy complete themselves :

—Then blackness, and the grey dust of a heart.”
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ATALANTA.

“Milanion, seven years ago this day

You overcame me by a golden fraud,

Traitor, and see I crown your cup with flowers,
With violets and white sorrel from dim haunts,—
A fair libation—ask you to what God?

To Artemis, to Artemis my Queen.

Not by my will did you escape the spear

Though piteous I might be for your glad life,
Husband, and for your foolish love : the Gods
Who heard your vows had care of you: I stooped
Half toward the beauty of the shining thing
Through some blind motion of an instant joy,—
As when our babe reached arms to pluck the moon
A great, round fruit between dark apple-boughs,—
And half, marking your wile, to fling away
Needless advantage, conquer carelessly,

And pass the goal with one light finger-touch .
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Just while you leaned forth the bent body’s length

To reach it. Could I guess I strove with three,

With Aphrodite, Eros, and the third—

Milanion? There upon the maple-post

Your right hand rested : the event had sprung

Complete from darkness, and possessed the world

Ere yet conceived : upon the edge of doom

I stood with foot arrested and blind heart,

Aware of nought save some unmastered fate

And reddening neck and brow. I heard you cry

¢ Judgment, both umpires!” saw you stand erect,

Panting, and with a face so glad, so great

It shone through all my dull bewilderment

A beautiful uncomprehended joy,

One perfect thing and bright in a strange.world.

But when'I looked to see my father shamed,

A-choke with rage and words of proper scorn,

He nodded, and the beard upon his breast

Pulled twice or thrice, well-pleased, and laughed
aloud, ’

And while the wrinkles gathered round his eyes
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Cried ‘ Girl, well done! My brother’s son retain

Shrewd head upon your shoulders! Maidens ho!

A veil for Atalanta, and a zone v

Male fingers may unclasp! Lead home the bride,

Prepare the nuptial chamber!” At his word

My life turned round: too great the shame had
grown

With all men leagued to mock me. Could I stay,

Confront the vulgar gladness of the world

At high emprise defeated, a free life

Tethered, light dimmed, a virtue singular

Subdued to ways of common use and wont ?

Must I become the men’s familiar jest,

The comment of the mairon—guild? I turned,

I sought the woods, sought silence, solitude,

Green depths divine, where the soft-footed ounce

Lurks, and the light deer comes and drinks and goes,

Familiar paths in which the mind might gain

Footing, and haply from a vantage-ground

Drive this new fate an arm’s-length, hand’s-breadth

off
D



50 THE HEROINES.

A little while, till certitude of sight
And strength returned.

At evening I went back,

Walked past the idle groups at gossipry,

Sought you, and laid my hand upon your wrist,

Drew you apart, and with no shaken voice

Spoke, while the swift, hard strokes my heart out-
beat

Seemed growing audible, ‘ Milanion

I am your wife for freedom and fair deeds :

Choose : am I such an one a man could love?

What need you? Some soft song to soothe your
life,

Or a clear cry at daybreak?’” And I ceased.

How deemed you that first moment? That the
Gods |

Had chahged my heart? That I since morn had
grown

Haunter of Aphrodite’s golden shrine,

Had kneeled before the victress, vowed my vow,
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Besought her pardon, ¢ Aphrodite, grace !
Accept the rueful Atalanta’s gifts,

Rose wreaths and snow-white doves’?

In the dim woods
There is a sacred place, a solitude
Within their solitude, a heart of strength
Within their strength. The rocks are heaped around
A goblet of great waters ever fed
By one swift stream which flings itself in air

With all the madness, mirth and melody
Of twenty rivulets gathered in the hills

Where might escapes in gladness. Here the trees
Strike deeper roots into the heart of earth,

And hold more high communion with the heavens ;
Here in the hush of noon the silence broods

More full of vague divinity ; the light
Slow-changing and the shadows as they shift
Seem characters of some inscrutable law,

And one who lingers long will almost hope

The secret of the world may be surprised
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Ere he depart, It is a haunt beloved

Of Artemis, the echoing rocks have heard

Her laughter and her lore, and the brown stream

Flashed, smitten by the splendour of her limbs.

Hither I came ; here turned, and dared confront

Pursuing thoughts ; here held my life at gaze,

If ruined at least to clear loose wrack away,

Study its lines of bare dismantlement,

And shape a strict despair. With fixed hard lips,

Dry-eyed, I set my face against the stream

To deal with fate ; the play of woven light

Gleaming and glancing on the rippled flood

Grew to a tyranny ; and one visioned face

Would glide into the circle of my sight, )

Would glide and pass away, so glad, so great

The imminent joy it brought seemed charged with
fear. ‘

I rose, and paced from trunk to trunk, brief track

This way and that; at least my will maintained

Her law upon my limbs ; they needs must turn

At the appointed limit. A keen cry




THE HEROINES. 53

Rose from my, heart—Toils of the world grow
strong,
‘Yield strength, yield strength to rend them to my
hands;
‘ Be thou apparent, Queen! in dubious ways
‘Lo my feet fail ; cry down the forest glade,
‘ Pierce with thy voice the tangle and dark boughs,
‘Call, and 1 follow thee.’
‘ What things made up
Memorial for the Presence of the place
Thenceforth to hold? Only the torrent’s leap
Endlessly vibrating, monotonous rhythm
Of the swift footstep pacing to and fro,
Only a soul’s reiterated cry
Under the calm, controlling, ancient trees,
And tutelary ward and watch of heaven
Felt through steep inlets which the upper airs

Blew wider.

On the grass at last I lay

Seized by a peace divine, I know not how ;
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Passive, yet never so possessed of power,

Strong, yet content to feel not use my strength,
Sustained a babe upon the breasts of life

Yet armed with adult will, a shining spear.

O strong deliverance of the larger law

Which strove not with the less! impetuous youth
Caught up in ampler force of womanhood !
Co-operant ardours of joined lives! the calls

Of heart to heart in chase of strenuous deeds!
Virgin and wedded freedom not disjoined,

And loyal married service to my Queen!

Husband, have lesser gains these seven good years
. Been yours because you chose no gracious maid
Whose hands had woven in the women’s room
Many fair garments, while her dreaming heart
Had prescience of the bridal ; one whose claims, -
Tender exactions feminine, had pleased

Fond husband, one whose gentle gifts had pleased,
Soft playful touches, little amorous words,

Untutored thoughts that widened up toward yours,
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With trustful homage of uplifted eyes,

And sweetest sorrows lightly comforted ?

Have we two challenged each the other’s heart

Too highly ? Have our joys been all too large,

No gleaming gems on finger or on neck

A man may turn and touch caressingly,

But ampler than this heaven we stand beneath—.

Wide wings of Presences august? Our lives,

Were it not better they had stood apart

A little space, letting the sweet sense grow

Of distance bridged by love? Had that full
calm,—

I may not question since you call it true,—

Found in some rightness of a woman'’s will,

Been gladder through perturbing touch of doubt,

By brief unrest made exquisitely aware

Of all its dear possession? Have our eyes

Met with too calm directness—soul to soul

Turned with the unerroneous long regard,

Until no stuff remains for dreams to weave,

Nought but unmeasured faithfulness, clear depths
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Pierced by the sun, and yielding to the eye
Which searches, yet not fathoms ? Did my lips
Lay on your lips too great a pledge of love
With awe too rapturous? Teach me how I fail,
Recount what things your life has missed through
me,
Appease me with new needs ; my strength is weak
Trembling toward perfect service.”
In her eyes
Tears stood and utterance ceased. Wondering the
boy
Parthenopceus stopped his play and gazed.
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EUROPA.

He stood with head erect fronting the herd ;

At the first sight of him I knew the God

And had no fear. The grass is sweet and long
Up the east land backed by a pale blue heaven :
Gray, shining gravel shelves toward the sea
Which sang and sparkled ; between these he stood,
Beautiful, with imperious head, firm foot,

And eyes resolved on present victory,

Which swerved not from the full acquist of joy,
Calmly triumphaﬁt. Did I see at all.

The creamy hide, deep dewlap, little horns,

Or hear the girls describe them ? I beheld
Zeus, and the law of my completed life.
Therefore the ravishment of some great calm
Possessed me, and I could not basely start

Or scream ; if there was terror in my breast

It was to see the inevitable bliss

In prone descent from heaven ; apart I lived
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Held in someé;solitude; intense and clear,

Even while amid the frolic girls I stooped

And praised the flowers we gathered, they and I,
Pink-streaked éonvolvulus the warm sand bears,
Orchids, dark poppies with the crumpled leaf,
And reeds and giant rushes from a pond

Where the blue dragon-fly shimmers and shifts.
All these were notes of music, harmonies
Fashioned to underlie a resonant song,

Which sang how no more days of flower-culling
Little Europa must desire ; henceforth

The large needs of the world resumed her life,
So her least joy must be no trivial thing,

But ordered as the motion of the stars,

Or grand incline of sun-flower to the sun.

By this the God was near; my soul waxed
strong,

And wider orbed the vision of the world

As fate drew nigh. He stooped, all gentleness,

Inviting touches of the tender hands,
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And wore the wreaths they twisted round his horns
In lordly-playful wise, me all this while
Summoning by great mandates at my heart,
Which silenced every less authentic call,

Away, away, from girlhood, home, sweet friends,
The daily dictates of my mother’s will,

Agenor’s cherishing hand, and all the ways

Of the calm household. I would fain have felt
Some ruth to part from these, the tender ties
Severing with thrills of passion. Can I blame
My heart for light surrender of things dear,

And hardness of a little selfish soul ?

Nay : the decree of joy was over me,

There was the altar, I, the sacrifice

Foredoomed to life, not death ; the victim bound
Looked for the stroke, the world’s one fact for her,
The blissful consummation : straight to this

Her course had tended from the hour of birth,
Even till this careless morn of maidenhood

A sudden splendour changed to life’s high noon:

For this my mother taught me gracious things,
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My father’s thoughts had dealt with me, for this
The least flower blossomed, the least cloud went by,
All things conspired for this ; the glad event
Summed my full past and held it, as the fruit
Holds the fair sequence of the bud and flower

In soft matureness.

Now he bent the knee;
I never doubted of my part to do,
Nor lingered idly, since to veil command
In tender invitation pleased my lord ;
I sat, and round his neck one arm I laid
Beyond all chance secure. Whether my weight
Or the soft pressure of the encircling arm
Quickened in him some unexpected bliss
I know not, but his flight was one steep rush.
Oh uncontrollable and joyous rage !
O splendour of the multitudinous sea !
Swift foam about my feet, the eager stroke
Ot; the strong swimmer, new sea-creatures brave,

And uproar of blown conch, and shouting lips
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Under the open heaven ; till Crete rose fair

With stedfast shining peak, and promontories.

Shed not a leaf, O plane-tree, not a leaf,
Let sacred shadow, and slumbrous sound remain

Alway, where Zeus looked down upon his bride.
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ANDROMEDA.

This is my joy—that when my soul had wrought
Her single victory over fate and fear,

He came, who was deliverance. At the first,
Though the rough-bearded fellows bruised my wrists
Holding them backwards while they drove the bolts,
And stared around my body, workman-like,

I did not argue nor bewail ; but when

The flash and dip of equal oars had passed,

And I was left a thing for sky and sea

To encircle, gaze on, wonder at, not save—

The clear resolve which I had grasped and held,
Slipped as a dew-drop slips from some flower-cup
O’erweighted, and I longed to cry aloud

One sharp, great cry, and scatter the fixed will,

In fond self-pity. Have you watched night-long,
Above a face from which the life recedes,

And seen death set his seal before the dawn?

You do not shriek and clasp the hands, but just
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When morning finds the world once more all good
And ready for wave’s leap and swallow's flight,
There comes a drift from undiscovered flowers,
A drone of sailing bee, a dance of light

Among the awakened leaves, a touch, a tang,

A nameless nothing, and the world turns round,
And the full soul runs over, and tears flow,
And it is seen a piteous thing to die.

So fared it there with me; the ripple ran

Crisp to my feet; the tufted sea-pink bloomed
From a cleft. rock, I saw the insects drop

From blossom into blossom; and the wide
Intolerable splendour of the sea,

Calm in a liquid hush of summer morn,

Girdled me, and no cloud relieved the sky.

I had refused to drink the proffered wine
Before they bound me, and my strength was less
Than needful: yet the cry escaped not, yet

My purpose had not fallen abroad in ruin;

Only the perfect knowledge I had won

Of things which fate decreed deserted me,
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" The vision I had held of life and death
Was blurred by some vague mist of piteousness,
Nor could I lean upon a steadfast will.
Therefore I closed both eyes resolved to search
Backwards across the abysm, and find Death there,
And hold him with my hand, and scan his face
By my own choice, and read his strict intent
On lip and brow,—not hunted to his feet
And cowering slavewise; ‘Death’ I whispered

‘Death’

Calling him whom I needed: and he came.

Wherefore record the travail of the soul |
Through darkness to gray light, the cloudy war,
The austere calm, the bitter victory?

It seemed that I had mastered fate, and held,
Still with shut eyes, the passion of my heart
Compressed, and cast the election of my will
Into that scale made heavy with the woe

Of all the world, and fair relinquished lives.

Suddenly the broad sea was vibrated,
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And the air shaken with confused noise

Not like the steadfast plash and creak of oars,
And higher on my foot the ripple slid.

The monster was abroad beneath the sun.

This therefore was the moment—could my soul
Sustain her trial? And the soul replied

A swift, sure ‘Yes:’ yet must I look forth once,
Confront my anguish, nor drop blindly down
From horror into horror: and I looked—

O thou deliverance, thou bright victory

I saw thee, and was saved! The middle air
Was cleft by thy impatience of revenge,

Thy zeal to render freedom to things bound:
The conquest sitting on thy brow, the joy

Of thy unerring flight became to me

Nowise mere hope, but full enfranchisement.

A sculptor of the isles has carved the deed
Upon a temple’s frieze ; the maiden chained
Lifts one free arm across her eyes to hide

The terror of the moment, and her head

Sideways averted writhes the slender neck:
E
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While with a careless grace in flying curve,

And glad like Hermes in his aery poise,

Toward the gaping throat a youth extends

The sword held lightly. When to sacrifice

I pass at morn with my tall Sthenelos,

I smile, but do not speak. No! when my gaze
First met him I was saved ; because the world *
Could hold so brave a creature I was free:

Here one had come with not my father’s eyes
Which darkened to the clamour of the crowd,
And gave a grieved assent; not with the eyes

Of anguish-stricken Cassiopeia, dry

And staring as I passed her to the boat.

Was not the beauty of his strength and youth
Warrant for many good things in the world
Which could not be so poor while nourishing him ?
What faithlessness of heart could countervail

The witness of that brow? What dastard chains?
Did he not testify of sovereign powers
O’ermatching evil, awful charities

Which save and 'slay, the terror of clear joy,
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Unquenchable intolerance of ill,

Order subduing chaos, beauty pledged

To conquest of all foul deformities ?

And was there need to turn my head aside,

I, who had one sole thing to do, no more,

To watch the deed ? I know the careless grace

My Perseus wears in manage of the steed,

Or shooting the swift disc : not such the mode

Of that victorious moment of descent

When the l:;lrge trahquil might his soul contains

Was gathered for a swift abolishment

Of proud brute-tyranny. He seemed in air

A shining spear which hisses in its speed

And smites through boss and breastplate. Did he
see

Andromeda, who never glanced at her

But set his face against the evil thing ?

I know not; yet one truth I may not doubt

How ere the wallowing monster blind and vast

Turned a white belly to the sun, he stood

Beside me with some word of comfort strong
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Nourishing the heart like choral harmonies.
O this was then my joy, that I could give
A soul not saved from wretched female fright,
Or anarchy of self-abandoned will,
But one which had achieved deliverance,
And wrought with shaping hands among the stuff
Which fate presented. Had I shrunk from Death ?
Might I not therefore unashamed accept—
In a calm wonder of unfaltering joy—
Life, the fair gift he laid before my feet ?
Somewhat a partner of his deed I seemed ;
His equal ? Nay, yet upright at his side
Scarce lower by a head and helmet’s height,
Touching my Perseus’ shoulder.
He has wrought
Great deeds. Athena loves to honour him;
And I have borne him sons. Look, yonder goes

Lifting the bow, Eleios, the last-born.
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EURYDICE.

“ Now must this waste of vain desire have end :

Fetter these thoughts which traverse to and fro

The road which has no issue! We are judged.

O wherefore could I not uphold his heart ?

Why claimed I not some partnership with him

In the strict test, urging my right of wife ?

How have I let him fall? I, knowing thee

My Orpheus, bounteous giver of rich gifts,

Not all inured in practice of the will,

Worthier than I, yet weaker to sustain

An inner certitude against the blank

And silence of the senses; so no more

My heart helps thine, and henceforth there remains

No gift to thee from me, who would give all,

Only the memory of me growing faint

Until I seem a thing incredible,

Some high, sweet dream, which was not, nor could
be.
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Ay, and in idle fields of asphodel

Must it not be that I shall fade indeed,

No memory of me, but myself; these hands
Ceasing from mastery and use, my thoughts
Losing distinction in the vague, sweet air,
The heart’s swift pulses slackening to the sob
Of the forgetful river, with no deed
Pre-eminent to dare and to achieve,

No joy for climbing to, no clear resolve
From which the soul swerves never, no ill thing
To rid the world of, till I am no more
Eurydice, and shouldst thou at thy time
Descend, and hope to find a helpmate here,

I were grown slavish, like the girls men buy
Soft-bodied, foolish-faced, luxurious-eyed,
And meet to be another thing than wife.

Would that it had been thus : when the song ceased
And laughterless Aidoneus lifted up
The face, and turned his grave persistent eyes

Upon the singer, I had forward stepped
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And spoken—‘King! he has wr;)ught well, nor
failed,

Who ever heard divine large song like this,

Keener than sunbeam, wider than the air,

And shapely as the mould of faultless fruit ?

And now his heart upon the gale of song

Soars with wide wing, and he is strong for flight,

Not strong for treading with the careful foot :

Grant me the naked trial of the will

Divested of all colour, scents and song :

The deed concerns the wife ; I claim my share’

O then because Persephone was by

With shadowed eyes when Orpheus sang of flowers,

He would have yielded. And I stepping forth

From the clear radiance of the singer’s heights,

Made calm through vision of his wider truth,

And strengthened by deep beauty to hold fast

The presences of the invisible things,

Had led the way. I know how in that mood

He leans on mé as babe on mother’s breast,

Nor could he choose but let his foot descend
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Where mine, left lightest pressure ; so are passed
The brute three-visaged, and the flowerless ways,
Nor have I turned my head ; and now behold
The grayness of remote terrestrial light,

And I step swifter. Does he follow still ?

O surely since his will embraces mine

Closer than clinging hand can clasp a hand :

No need to turn and dull with visible proof

The certitude that soul relies on soul !

So speed we to the day ; and now we touch
Warm grass, and drink the Sun. Oh Earth, O Sun
Not you I need, but Orpheus’ breast, and weep
The gladdest tears that ever woman shed,

And may be weak awhile, and need to know

The sustenance and comfort of his arms.

Self-foolery of dreams; come bitter truth.

Yet he has sung at least a perfect song
While the Gods heard him, and I stood beside
O not applauding, but at last content,
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Fearless for 'him;/and 'calm-through perfect joy,
Seeing at length his foot upon the heights

Of highest song, by me discerned from far,

Now suddenly attained in confident

And errorless ascension. Did I ask

The lesser joy, lips’ touch and clasping arms,

Or was not this salvation? For I urged

Always, in jealous service to his art, .

‘ Now thou hast told their secrets to the trees

Of which they muse through lulléd summer nights ;
Thou hast gazed downwards in the formless gulf
Of the brute-mind, and canst econtrol the will

Of snake, and brooding panther fiery-eyed,

And lark in middle heaven : leave these behind !
And let some careless singer of the fields

Set to the shallow sound of cymbal-stroke

The Faun a-dance ; some less true-tempered soul,
Which cannot shape to harmony august

The splendour and the tumult of the world,
Inflame to frenzy of delirious rage

The Mcenad’s breast ; yea, and the hearts of men,
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Smoke, of whose fire upcurls from little roofs,

Let singers of the wine-cup and the roast,

The whirling spear, the toy-like chariot-race,

And bickering counsel of contending kings
Delight them : leave thou these ; sing thou for Gods.’
“And thou hast sung for Gods ; and I have heard.

I shall not fade beneath this sunless sky,

Mixed in the wandering, ineﬂ'éctual tribe ;

For these have known no moment when the soul

Stood vindicated, laying sudden hands

On immortality of joy, and love

Which sought not, saw not, knew not, could not
know

The instruments of sénse; I éhall not fade.

Yea, and thy face detains me evermore

Within the realm of light. Love, wherefore blame

Thy heart because it sought me? Could the years’

Whole sum of various fashioned happiness '

Exceed the measure of that eager face

Importunate and pure, still lit with song,
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Turning from, song to,comfort of my love,

And thirsty for my presence? We are saved !

- Yield Heraclés, thou brawn and thews of Zeus,

Yield up thy glory on Thessalian ground,
Competitor of Death in single strife!

The lyre methinks outdoes the club and fist,
And beauty’s ingress the outrageous force |
Of tyrant though beneficent ; supreme

This feat remains, a memory shaped for Gods.

Nor canst thou wholly lose me from thy life ;
Still I am with thee; still my hand keeps thine;
Now I restrain from too intemperate grief
Being a portion of the thoughts that claim

Thy service ; now I urge with that good pﬁin
Which wastes and feeds the spirit, a desire
Unending ; now I lurk within thy will

As vigour; now am gleaming through the world
As beauty ; and if greater thoughts must lay
Their solemn light on thee, outshining mine,

And in some far faint-gleaming hour of Hell
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I stand unknown and muffled by the boat
Leaning an eager ear to catch some speech
Of thee, and if some comer tell aloud

How Orpheus who had loved Eurydice
Was summoned by the Gods to fill with joy
And clamour of celestial song the courts

Of bright Olympus,—I, with pang of pride
And pain dissolved in rapture, will return

Appeased, with sense of conquest stern and high.”

But while she spoke, upon a chestnut trunk

Fallen from cliffs of Thracian Rhodope

Sat Orpheus, for he deemed himself alone,

And sang. But bands of wild-eyed women roamed
The hills, whom he had passed with calm disdain.
And now the shﬁlliﬁg Berecynthian pipe

Sounded, blown horn, and frantic female cries:

He ceased from song and looked for the event.
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BY THE SEA.
I. THE ASSUMPTION.

Why would the open sky not be denied

'Possession of me, when I sat to-day

Rock-couched, and round my feet the soft slave
lay,

My singing Sea, dark-bosom’d, dusky-eyed ?

She breathed low mystery of song, she sighed,

And stirred herself, and set lithe limbs to play

In blandishing serpent-wreaths, and would betray

An anklet gleaming, or a swaying side.

Why could she not detain me? Why must I

Devote myself to the dread Heaven, adore

The spacious pureness, the large ardour? why

Sprang forth my heart as though all wanderings

Had end? To what last bliss did I upsoar

Beating on indefatigable wings ?
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II. THE ARTIST’S WAITING.

Tender impatience quickening, quickening ;

O heart within me that art grown a sea,

How vexed with lohging all thy live waves be,
How broken with desire! A ceaseless wing
O’er every green sea-ridge goes fluttering,

And there are cries and long reluctancy,

Swift ardours, and the clash of waters free,
Fain for the coming of some perfect Thing.
Emerge white Wonder, be thou born a Queen !
Let shine the splendours of thy loveliness
From the brow’s radiance to the equal poise
Of calm, victorious feet ; let thy serene
Command go forth ; replenish with strong joys

The spaces and the sea-deeps measureless.
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III. COUNSELLORS.

Who are chief counsellors of me ? 'Who know

My heart’s desire and every secret thing ?

Three of one fellowship : the enéompassing

Strong Sea, who mindful of Earth’s ancient woe

Still surges on with swift, undaunted flow

That no sad shore should lack his comforting ;

And next the serene Sky, whether he ring

With flawless blue a wilderness, or show

Tranced in the Twilight’s arms his fair child-star ;

Third of the three, eldest and lordliest,

Love, all whose wings are wide above my head,

Whose eyes are clearex heavens, whose lips have
said

Low words more rare than the quired sea-songs
are,—

O Love, high things and stern thou counsellest.

N
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IV. EVENING.

Light ebbs from off the Earth; the fields are
strange,

Dusk, trackless, tenantless ; now the mute sky

Resigns itself to Night and Memory,

And no wind will yon sunken clouds derange,

No glory enrapture them ; from cot or grange

The rare voice ceases ; one long-breathéd sigh,

And steeped in summer sleep the world must lie;

All things are acquiescing in the change.

Hush! while the vaulted hollow of the night

Deepens, what voice is this the sea sends forfh,

Disconsolate iterance, a passionless moan?

Ah! now the Day is gone, and tyrannous Light,

And the calm presence of fruit-bearing Earth :

Cry, Sea! it is thy hour ; thou art alone.
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" V. JOY.

Spring-tides of Pleasure in the blood, keen thrill
Of eager nerves,—but ended as a dream ;

Look! the wind quickens, and the long waves gleam
Shoreward, and all this deep noon hour will fill
Each lone sea-cave with mirth immeasurable,
Huge sport of Ocean’s brood ; yet eve’s red sky
Fades o’er spent wat;ars, weltering sullenly,

The dank piled weed, the sand-waste grey and still.
Sad Pleasure in the moon’s control! But Joy

Is stable ; is discovered law; the birth

Of dreadful light ; life’s one imperative way ;

The rigour hid in song ; flowers’ strict employ
Which turn to meet their sun; the roll of Earth
Swift and perpetual through the night and day.
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VI. OCEAN.

More than bare mountains 'neath a naked sky,
Or star-enchanted hollows of the night

When clouds are riven, or the most sacred light
Of summer dawns, art thou a mystery

And awe and terror and delight; O seal!

_ Our Earth is simple-hearted, sad to-day .
Beneath the hush of snow, next morning gay
Because west-winds have promised to the lea
Violets and cuckoo-buds; and sweetly these
Live innocent lives, each flower in its green field,
Joying as children in sun, air, and sleep.

But thou art terrible, with the unrevealed
Burden of dim lamentful prophecies,

And thy lone life is passionate and deep.
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VII. NEWS FOR LONDON.

Whence may I glean a just return, my friend,.

For tidings of your great world hither borne ?

What garbs of new opinion men have worn

I wot not, nor what fame world-without-end

Sprouted last night, nor know I to contend

For Irving or the Italian; but forlorn

In this odd angle of the isle from morn

Till eve, nor sow, nor reap, nor get, nor spend.

Yet have I heard the sea-gulls scream for glee

Treading the drenched rock-ridges, and the gale

Hiss over tremulous heath-bells, while the bee

Driven sidelong questéd low ; and I have seen

The live sea-hollows, and moving mounds grey-
green,

And watched the flying foam-bow flush and fail.
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AMONG THE ROCKS.

Never can we be strangers, you and I,
Nor quite disown our mysteries of kin,
Grey Sea-rocks, since I sat an hour to-day
Companion of the Ocean and of you.

I, sensitive soft flesh a thorn invades,

The light breath of a rose can win aside,
Flesh fashioned to be hourly tried and thrill’d,
Delighted, tortured, to betray whose ward
The unready heart is ruler, still surprised,
With emissary flushes swift and false,
And tremulous to touches of the stars.
You, spiny ridges of the land, rude backs,
Clawless and wingless, half-created things,
Monsters at ease before the sun and sea,
Untamed, unshrinking, unpersuadable,
My kindred.

For the wide-delivering womb
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Which casts abroad a mammoth as a man,

And still conceals the new and better birth,
Bore me and you. Old parents of the Sphinx
What words primeval murmured in my ears
To-day between the lapping of the waves ?
What recognitions flashed and disappeared ?
What rare faint touches passed of sympathy
From you to me, from me to you? What sense
Of the ancestral things shadowed the heart,
Cloud-like, and with the pleasure of a cloud. -

Therefore I know from henceforth that the shrill
Short crying of the sea-lark when his feet

Touch where thre wave slips off the shining sand
Pierces you ; and the wide and luminous air
Impregnate with sharp sea-smells is to you

A passion and allurement ; and the sun

At mid-day loads your sense with drowsy warmth,

And in the waver and echo of your caves,
You cherish memories of the billowy chaunt,

And ponder its dim prophecy,
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And I,—
Lo here I strike upon the granite too,
Something is here austere and obdurate
As you are, something rugged aﬁd untamed.
A strength behind the will. T am not all
The shapely, agile creature named a man,
" So artful, with the quick-conceiving brain,
Nerve-network, and the hand to grasp and hold,
Most dexterous of kinds that wage the strife
Of being through the years. I am notall
This creature with the various heart, alive
To curious joys, rare anguish, skilled in shames,
Prides, hatreds, loves, fears, frauds, the heart which

turns

A sudden venomous asp, the heart which bleeds
The red, great drops of glad self-sacrifice.
Pierce below these and seek the primal layer!
Behind Apollo loom the Earth-born Ones,
Half-god, half-brute ; behind this symmetry,
This versatility of heart and brain
A strength abides, sustaining thought and love,
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Untamed, unshrinking, unpersuadable,

At ease before the powers of Earth and Heaven,
Equal to any, of no younger years,b

Calm as the greatest, haughty as the best,

Q{ imprescriptible authority.

Down upon you I siffk, and leave myself,

My vain, frail self, and find repose on you,

i’rime Force, whether amassed through myriad
| years ‘

From dear accretions of dead ancestry,

Or ever welling from the source of things

In undulation vast and unperceived,

Down upon you I sink and lose myself!

My child that shouts and races on the sand

- Your cry restores me. Have I been with Pan,
Kissing the hoofs of his goat-majesty ?

You come, no granite of the nether earth,
Bright sea-flower rather, shining foam that flies,

Yet sweet as blossom of our inland fields.
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TO A YEAR.

Fly, Year, not backward down blind gulfs of night;
Thick with the swarm of mi’screated things:
Forth, flying year, through calms and broader light,
Clear-eyed, strong—Bosom’d year, on strenuous
wings;
Bearing a song more high-intoned, more holy
Than the wild Swan’s melodious melancholy,

More rapturous than the atom lark outflings.

1 follow on slow foot and unsubdued :
Have I not heard thy cry across the wind?
Not seen thee, Slayer of the serpent brood,—
Error, and doubt, and death, and anguish blind?
I follow, I shall know thee by thy plumes
Flame-tipped, when on that morn of conquered
tombs,

I praise amidst my years the doom assigned.- .
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A SONG OF THE NEW DAY.

The tender Sorrows of the twilight leave me,
And shall I want the fanning of smooth wings ?
Shall I not miss sweet sorrows? Will it grieve me

To hear no cooing from soft dove-like things?

Let ‘Evening hear them! O wide Dawn uprisen,
Know me all thine; and ye, whose level flight
Has pierced the drear hours and the cloudy prison,

Cry for the pathless spaces and the light!
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- SWALLOWS.

Wide fields of aif left iuminous,
Though now the uplands compréhend
How the sun’s loss is ultimate :

The silence grows ; but still to us
From yon air-winnowing breasts elate

" The tiny shrieks of glee descend.

Deft wings, each moment is resigned
Some touch of day, some pulse of light,
While yet in poised, delicious curve,
Ecstatic doublings down the wind,
Light dash and dip and sidelong swerve,
You try each dainty trick of flight.

Will not your airy glee relent

At all? The aimless frolic cease ?
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Know, ye notouch, of quelling pain,
Nor joy’s more strict admonishment,
No tender awe at day-light’s wane,

Ye slaves of delicate caprice?

Hush, once again that cry intense!
High-venturing spirits have your will!
Urge the last freak, prolong your glee,
Keen voyagers, while still the immense
Sea-spaces haunt your memory,

With zests and pangs ineffable.

Not in the sunshine of old woods

Ye won your warrant to be gay

By duteous, sweet observances,

Who dared through darkening solitudes,
And 'mid the hiss of alien seas,

The larger ordinance obey.
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MEMORIALS OF TRAVEL.

I. COACHING.

(In Scotland.)

Where have I been this perfect summer day,
—Or fortnight is it, since I rose from bed,
Devour'd that kippered fish, the oatmeal bread,
And mounted to this box? O bowl away
Swift stagers through the dusk; I will not say
¢ Enough,’ nor care where I have been or be,
Nor know one name of hill, or lake, or lea,
Or moor, or glen! Were not the clouds at play
Nameless among the hills, and fair as dreams ?
On such a day we must love things not words,
And memory take or leave them as they are.
On such a day! What unimagined streams
Are in the world, how many haunts of birds,
What fields and flowers,—and what an evening
Star!
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II. IN A MOUNTAIN PASS.

(In Scotland.)

To what wild blasts of tyrannous harmony

Uprose these rocky walls, mass threatening mass,

Dusk, shapeless shapes, around a desolate pass? -

What deep heart of the ancient hills set’free

The passion, the desire, the destiny

Of this lost stream ? Yon clouds that break and
form,

Light vanward squadrons of the joyous storm,

They gather hither from what untrack’d sea ?

Primeval kindred! here the mind regains -

Its vantage ground against the world ; here thought

Wings up the silent waste of air on broad

Undaunted pinion ; man’s imperial pains

Are ours, and visiting fears, and joy unsought,

Native resolve, and partnership with God.
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III. THE CASTLE.

(In Scotland.)

The tenderest ripple touched and touched the shore;
The tenderest light was in the western sky ;—
Its one soft phrase, closing reluctantly,

The sea articulated o’er and o'er

To comfort all tired things ; and one might pore,
Till mere oblivion took the heart and eye,

On that slow-fading, amber radiancy

Past the long levels of the ocean-floor.

A turn,—the castle fronted me, four-square,
Holding its seaward crag, abrupt, intense
Against the west, an apparition bold

Of naked human will ; I stood aware,

With sea and sky, of powers unowned of sense,

Presences awful, vast, and uncontrolled.
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IV. Asgbnring pavracie.

(In Ireland.)

The sound is in my ears of mountain streams !

I cannot close my lids but some grey rent

Of wildered rock, some water’s clear descent

In shattering crystal, pine-trees soft as dreams

Waving perpetually, the sudden gleams

Of remote sea, a dear surprise of flowers,

Some grace or wonder of to-day’s long hours

Straightway possesses the moved sense, which
teems

With fantasy unbid. O fair, large day !

The unpractised sense brings heavings from a sea

Of life too broad, and yet the billows range,

The elusive footing glides. Come, Sleep, allay

The trouble with thy heaviest balms, and change

These pulsing visions to still Memory.
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V.”ON-THE SEA-CLIFF.
(In Ireland.)

Ruins of a church with its miraculous well,

O’er which the Christ, a squat-limbed dwarf of
stone,

Great-eyed, and huddled on his cross, has known

The sea-mists and the sunshine, stars that fell

And stars that rose, fierce winter’s chrenicle,

And centuries of dead summers. From his throne

Fronting the dawn the elf has ruled alene, A

And saved this region fair from pagan hell.

Turn! June’s great joy abroad ; each bird, flower,
stream V

Loves life, loves love ; wide ocean amorously

Spreads to the sun’s embrace; the dulse-weeds
sway,

The glad gulls are afloat. Grey Christ to-day

Our ban on thee! Rise, let the \&hite breasts’
.gleam,

Unvanquished Venus of the northern sea !
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VI. ASCETIC NATURE.

(In Ireland.)

Passion and song, and the adornéd hours

Of floral loveliness, hopes grown most sweet,

And generous patience in the ripening heat,

A mother’s bosom, a bride’s face of flowers

—Knows Nature aught so fair? Witness ye
Powers

Which rule the virgin heart of this retreat

To rarer issues, ye who render meet

Earth, purged and pure, for gracious heavenly
dowers !’

The luminous pale lake, the pearl-grey sky,

The wave that gravely murmurs meek desires,

The abashed yet lit expectance of the whole,

—These and their beauty speak of earthly fires

Long quenched, clear aims, deliberate sanctity,—

Q’er the white forehead lo! the aureole.

G
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VII. RELICS,

(In Switserland.)

What relic of the dear, dead yésterday

Shall my heart keep ? The visionary light

Of dawn? Alas! it is a thing too bright,

God does not give such memories away.

Nor choose I one fair flower of those that sway
To the chill breathing of the waterfall

In rocky angles black with scattering spray,
Fair though no sunbeam lays its coronal

Of light on their pale brows ; nor glacier-gleam
I choose, nor eve’s red glamour ; 'twas at noon
Resting I found this speedwell, while a stream,
That knew the immemorial inland croon,

Sang in my ears, and lulled me to a dream

Of English meadows, and one perfect June.




MEMORIALS OF TRAVEL. 99

VIII. ON THE PIER OF BOULOGNE.

(A Reminiscence of 1870.)

A venal singer to a thrumming note

Chanted the civic war-song, that red flower

Of melody seized in a sudden hour

By frenzied winds of change, and borne afloat

A live light in the storm ; and now by rote

To a cold crowd, while vague and sad the tide
Loomed after sunset and fhe gray gulls cried, |
The verses quavered from a hireling throat.
Wherefore should English eyes their right forbear,
Or droop for smitten France? let the tossed sou,
Before they turn, be quittance for the stare.

O Lady, who, clear-voiced, with impulse true

To lift that cry “ 7o Arms!” alone would dare,

My heart received a golden alms from you!
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IX. DOVER.

(In a Field.)

A joy has met me on this English ground

I looked hot for. O gladness, fields still green !
Listen,—the going of a murmurous sound
Along the corn ; there is not to be seen

In all the land a single piléd sheaf

Or line of grain new-fallen, and not a tree

Has felt as yet within its lightest leaf

The year’s despair ; nay, Summer saves for me
Her bright, late flowers. O my Summer-time
Named low as lost, I turn, and find you here—
Where else but in our blessed English clime
That lingers o’er the sweet days of the year,
Days of long dreaming under spacious skies

Ere melancholy winds of Autumn rise.
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AN AUTUMN SONG.

Long Autumn rain ;
White mists which choke the vale, and blot the
sides
Of the bewildered hills ; in all the plain
No field agleam where the gold pageant was,
And silent o’er a tangle of drenched grass
The blackbird glides.

In the heart,—fire,
Fire and clear air and cries of water-springs,
And large, pure winds ; all April’s quick desire,
All June’s possession ; a most fearless Earth
Drinking great ardours ; and the rapturous birth

Of wingéd things.
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BURDENS.

Are sorrows hard to bear,—the ruin

Of flowers, the rotting of red fruit,
A love’s decease, a life’s undoing,

And summer slain, and song-birds mute,
And skies of snow and bitter air?

These things, you deem, are hard to bear.

But ah, the burden, the delight

Of dreadful joys! Noon opening wide,
Golden and great ; the gulfs of night,

'F air deaths, and rent veils cast aside,
Strong soul to strong soul rendered up,

And silence filling like a cup.
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SONG.
(From “’Tis Pity she’s a Queen.”—A.D. 1610.)

ACT IV. SCENE 2.

The LADY MARGARET, with SUSAN and Lucy; LADy M.

at her embroidery frame, singing.

Girls, when I am gone away,
On this bosom strew
Only flowers meek and pale,

And the yew.

Lay these hands down By my side,
Let my face be bare;
Bind a kerchief round the face,

Smooth my hair.

Let my bier be borne at dawn,

Summer grows so sweet,
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Deep into the forest green

Where boughs meet.

Then pass away, and let me lie
One long, warm, sweet day
There alone with face upturn’d,

One sweet day.

While the morning light grows broad,
While noon sleepeth sound,

While the evening falls and faints,
While the world goes round.

Susan. Whence had you this song lady ?
L. Mar. Out of the air;
From no one an it be not from the wind
That goes at noonday in the sycamore
trees.
—When said the tardy page he would
return ? 4

Swusan. By twelve, upon this very hour.
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L. Mar.

Look now,
The sand falls down the glass with even
pace,
The shadows lie like yesterday’s. Nothing
Is wrong with the world. You are a part
of it,—
I stand within a magic circle charm’d
From reach of anything, shut in from you,
Leagues from my needle, and this frame
I touch, '
Waiting till doomsday come—
[Knocking heard]  The messenger !
Quick, I will wait you here, and hold my
heart
Ready for death, or too much ravishment.
[Exeunt both Girls.]
How the little sand-hill slides and slides;
how many
Red grains would drop while a man’s keen
knife drawn

Across one’s heart let the red life out?
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Susan,  [returning] Lady!
L. Mar. 1 know it by your eyes. O do not fear
To tell all punctually: I am carved of

stone.
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BY THE WINDOW.

Still deep into the West I gazed ; the light

Clear, spiritual, tranquil as a bird

Wide-winged that soars on the smooth gale and
sleeps,

Was it from sun far-set or moon unrisen ?

Whether from moon, or sun, or angel’s face

It held my heart from motion, stayed my blood,

Betrayed each rising thought to quiet death

Along the blind charm’d way to nothingness,

Lull’d the last.nerve that ached. It was a sky !

Made for a man to waste his will upon,

To be received as wiser than all toil,

And much more fair. And what was strife of men?

And what was time?

Then came a certain thing.

Are intimations for the elected soul
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Dubious, ebscure, of unauthentic power

Since ghostly to the intellectual eye,

Shapeless to thinking? Nay, but are not we
Servile to words and an usurping brain,

Infidels of our own high mysteries,

Until the senses thicken and lose the world,

Until the imprisoned soul forgets to see,

And spreads blind fingers forth to reach the day,
Which once drank light, and fed on angels’ food ?

It happened swiftly, came and straight was gone.

One standing on some aery balcony

And looking down upon a swarming crowd

Sees one man beckon to him with finger-tip

While eyes meet eyes; he turns and looks again—
The man is lost, and the crowd s.ways and swarms.
Shall such an one say “ Thus ’tis proved a dream,
And no hand beckoned, no eyes met my own ?”
Neither can I say this. There was a hint,

A thrill, a summons faint yet absolute,
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Which ran across the West ; the sky was touch’d,
And failed not to respond. Does a hand pass
Lightly across your hair? you feel it pass

Not half so heavy as a cobweb’s weight,
Although you never stir; so felt the sky

Not unaware of the Presence, so my soul

Scarce less aware. And if I cannot say

The meaning and monition, words are weak
Which will not paint the small wing of a moth,
Nor bear a subtile odour to the brain,

And much less serve the soul in her large needs.
I cannot tell the meaning, but a change

Was wrought in me ; it was not the one man
Who came to the luminous window to gaze forth,
And who moved back into the darkened room
With awe upon his heart and tender hope ;

From some deep well of life tears rose ; the throng
Of dusty cares, hopes, pleasures, prides fell off,
And from a sacred solitude I gazed

Deep, deep into the liquid eyes of Life.
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SUNSETS.

Did your eyes watch the mystic sunset splen'dours
Through evenings of old summers, slow of
parting,—
Wistful while loveliest gains and fair surrenders
Hallow'd the West,—till tremulous tears came

starting ?

Did your soul wing her way on noiseless pinion
Through lucid fields of air, and penetrated

With light and silence roam the wide dominion
Where Day and Dusk embrace,— serene, un-

mated ?

And they are past the shining hours and tender,
And snows are fallen between, and winds are

driven?
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Nay, for I find across, your face the splendour,

And in your wings the central winds of heaven.

They reach me, those lost sunsets. Undivining
Your own high mysteries you pause and ponder ;
See, in my eyes the vanished light is shining,

Feel, through what spaces of clear heaven I

wander !
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OASIS.

Let them go by—the heats, the doubts, the strife;
I can sit here and care not for them now,
Dreaming beside the glimmering wave of life

Once more,—I know not how.

There is a murmur in my heart, I hear
Faint, O so faint, some air I used to sing;
It stirs my sense; and odours dim and dear

The meadow-breezes bring.

Just this way did the quiet twilights fade
Over the fields and happy homes of men,
While one bird sang as now, piercing the shade,

Long since,—I know not when.
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FOREIGN SPEECH.

Ah, do not tell me what they mean,
The tremulous brook, the scarcely stirred
June leaves, the hum of things unseen,

This sovran bird.

Do they say things so deep, and rare,
And perfect? I can only tell
That they are happy, and can bear

Such ignorance well;

Feeding on all things said and sung
From hour to hour in this high wood,

Articulate in a strange, sweet tongue
Not understood.
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IN THE TWILIGHT.

A noise of swarming thoughts,
A muster of dim cares, a foil'd intent,
With plots and plans, and counterplans and plots;
And thus along the city’s edges gray
Unmindful of the darkening autumn day
. With a droop’d head I went.

My face rose,—through what spell?— .
‘Not hoping anything from twilight dumb:
One star possessed her heaven. Oh! all grew well

Because of thee, and thy serene estate:
Silence . . . I let thy beauty make me great;
What though the black night come.

!
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THE INNER LIFE.

1. A DISCIPLE.

Master, they argued fast concerning Thee,

Proved what Thou art, denied what Thou art not,
Till brows were on the fret, and eyes grew hot,
And lip and chin were thrust out eagerly;

Then through the temple-door I slipped to free
My soul from secret ache in solitude,

And sought this brook, and by the brookside stood
The world’s Light, and the Light and Life of me.
It is ‘enough, O Master, speak no word!

The stream speaks, and the endurance of the sky
Outpasses speech : I seek not to discern

Even what smiles for me Thy lips have stirred;
Only in Thy hand still let my hand lie,

And let the musing soul within me burn.
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II. THEISTS.

Who needs God most? That man whose pulses
play

With fullest life-blood ; he whose foot dare climb

To Joy’s high limit, solitude sublime

Under a sky whose splendour sure must slay

If Godless ; he who owns the sovereign sway

Of that small inner voice and still, what time

His whole life urges toward one blissful crime,

And Hell confuses Heaven, and night, the day.

It is he whose faithfulness of love puts by

Time’s anodyne, and that gross palliative,

A Stoic pride, and bears all humanly ;

He whose soul grows one long desire to give

Measureless gifts ; ah! let Zzm quickly die

Unless he lift frail hands to God and live.
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III. SEEKING GOD.

I said “1I will find God,” and forth I went

To seek Him in the clearness of the sky,

But over me stood unendurably
'Only a pitiless, sapphire firmament

Ringing the world,—blank splendour ; yet intent
Still to find God, “I will go seek,” said I,

“ His way upon the waters,” and drew nigh

An ocean marge weed-strewn and foam-besprent ;
And the waves dashed on idle sand and stone,
And very vacant was the long, blue sea;

But in the evening as I sat alone,

My window open to the vanishing day,

Dear God! I could not choose but kneel and pray
And it sufficed that I was found of Thee.
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IV. DARWINISM IN MORALS.

High instincts, dim previsions, sacred fears,

—Whence issuing? Are they but the brain’s
amassed

Tradition, shapings of a barbarous past,

Remoulded ever by the younger years,

Mixed with fresh clay, and kneaded with new tears?

No more? The dead chief’s ghost a shadow cast

Across the roving clan, and thence at last

Comes God, who in the soul his law uprears ?

Is this the whole? Has not the Future powers

To match the Past,—attractions, pulsings, tides,

And voices for purged ears? Is all our light

The glow of ancient sunsets and lost hours?

Advance no banners up heaven’s eastern sides ?

Trembles the margin with no portent bright ?



THE INNER LIFE. 119

V. AWAKENING.

With brain o’erworn, with heart a summer clod,
With eye so practised in each form around,—
And all forms mean,—to glance above the ground
Irks it, each day of many days we plod,
Tongue-tied and deaf, along life’s common road.
But suddenly, we know not how, a sound -

Of living streams, an odour, a flower crowned
With dew, a lark upspringing from the sod,
And we awake. O joy and deep amaze!
Beneath the everlasting hills we stand,

We hear the voices of the morning seas,

And earnest prophesyings in the land,

While from the open heaven leans forth at gaze

The encompassing great cloud of witnesses.
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V1. FISHERS.

We by no shining Galilean lake

Have toiled, but long and little fruitfully

In waves of a more old and bitter sea

Our nets we cast ; large winds, that sleep and wake
Around the feet of Dawn and Sunset, make
Our spiritual inhuman company,

And formless shadows of water rise and flee
All night around us till the morning break.
Thus our lives wear—shall it be ever thus ?
Some idle day, when least we look for grace,
Shall we see stand upon the shore indeed
The visible Master, and the Lord of us,

And leave our nets, nor question of his creed,

Following the Christ within a young man’s face ?
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VIIL. COMMUNION.

Lord, I have knelt and tried to pray to-night,

But thy love came upon me like a sleep,

And all desire died out ; upon the deep

Of thy mere love I lay, each thought in light

Dissolving like the sunset clouds, at rest

Each tremulous wish, and my strength weakness,
sweet

As a sick boy with soon o’erwearied feet

Finds, yielding him unto his mother’s breast

To weep for weakness there. I could not pray,

But with closed eyes I felt thy bosom’s love

Beating toward mine, and then I would not move

. Till of itself the joy should pass away ;

At last my heart found voice,—*“ Take me, O Lord,

And do with me according to thy word.”
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VIII. A SONNET FOR THE TIMES.

What! weeping? Had ye your Christ yesterday,

Close wound in linen, made your own by tears,

Kisses, and pounds of myrrh, the sepulchre’s

Mere stone most venerable? And now ye say

“No man hath seen him, he is borne away

We wot not where.” And so, with many a sigh,

Watchiné the linen clothes and napkin lie,

Ye choose about the grave'’s sad mouth to stay.

Blind hearts! Why seek the living amongst the
dead?

Better than carols for the babe new-born

The shining young men’s speech “ He is not here ;”

Why question where the feet lay, where the head ?

Come forth ; bright o’er the world breaks Easter.
morn,

He is arisen, Victor o’er grief and fear.
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IX. EMMAUSWARD.

Lord Christ, if thou art with us and these eyes
Are holden, while we go sadly and say

“We hoped it had been He, and now to-day

Is the third day, and hope within us dies,”

Bear with us, Oh our Master, thou art wise
And knowest our foolishness ; we do not pray
“ Declare thyself, since weary grows the way
And faith’s new burden hard upon us lies.”
Nay, choose thy time; but ah! whoe’er thou art
Leave us not; where have we heard any voice
Like thine? Our hearts burn in us as we go;
Stay with us ; break our bread ; so, for our part
Ere darkness falls haply we may rejoice,

Haply when day has been far spent may know.



124 THE INNER LIFE.

X. A FAREWELL.

Thou movest from us ; we shall see thy face

No more. Ah, look below these troubled eyes,
This woman’s heart in us that faints and dies,
Trust not our faltering lips, our sad amaze ;
Glance some time downward from thy golden place,
And know how we rejoice. It is meet, is wise ;
High tasks are thine, surrenders, victories,
Corﬁmunings pure, mysterious works and ways.
Leave us : how should we keep thee in these blown
Grey fields, or soil with earth a Master’s feet ?

Nor deem us comfortless: have we not known
Thee once, for ever. Friend, the pain is sweet
Seeing thy completeness to have grown complete,

Thy gift it is that we can walk alone.
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XI. DELIVERANCE.

I prayed to be delivered, O true God,

Not from the foes that compass us about,—
Them I might combat; not from any doubt

That wrings the soul ; not from Thy bitter rod
Smiting the conscience ; not from plagues abroad,
Nor my strong inward lusts ; nor from the rout
Of worldly men, the scourge, the spit, the flout,
And the whole dolorous way the Master trod. '
All these would rouse the life that lurks within,
Would save or slay ; these things might be defied
Or strenuously endured ; yea, pressed by sin

The soul is stung with sudden, visiting gleams ;
Leave these, if Thou but scatter, Lord, I cried,

The counterfeiting shadows and vain dreams.
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XI1I. PARADISE LOST.

O would you read that Hebrew legend true

Look deep into the little children’s eyes,

Who walk with naked souls in Paradise,

And know not shame ; who, with miraculous dew
To keep the garden ever fair and new,

Want not our sobbing rains in their blue skies.
Among the trees God moves, and o’er them rise
All night in deeper heavens great stars to view.
Ah, how we wept when through the gate we came!
What boots it to look back ? The world is ours,
Come, we will fare, my brothers, boldly forth ;
Let that dread Angel wave the sword of flame
Forever idly round relinquished bowers—

Leave Eden there; we will subdue the earth.
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THE RESTING PLACE.

How all things transitory, all things vain

Desert me ! Whither am I sinking slow

On the prone wing, to what predestined home,
What peace beyond all peace, what ultimate joy?
Nay, cease .from questioning, care not to .know,
Let bliss dissolve each thought, all function cease,
Fold close the wing, let the soft-flowing light
Permeate, and merely once uplift drooped lids
To mark the world remote, the abandoned shore,
Fretted with much vain pleasure, futile pain,

Far, far.

The deepening peace! a dawn of essences
Awful and incommunicably dear!
Grace opening into grace, joy quenching joy !

Thy waves and billows have gone over me
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Blissful and calm, and still the dreams drop off,
And true things grow more true, and larger orbs

The strong salvation which has seized my soul,

The stream of the attraction draws me on
Toward some centre ; all will quickly end,

All be attained. The sweetness of repose

And this swift motion slay the consciousness

Of being, and bind up the will in sleep.

Silence and light accept my soul—I touch . . . .

Is it death’s centre or the breast of God ? ‘
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NEW HYMNS FOR SOLITUDE.

L

I come to Thee not asking aught; I crave
" No gift of Thine, no grace ;
Yet where the suppliants enter let me have

Within Thy courts a place.

My hands, my heart contain no offering ;
Thy name I would not bless
With lips untouched by altar-fire ; I bring

Only my weariness.

These are the children, frequent in Thy home;
Grant, Lord, to each his share;
Then turn, and merely gaze on me, who come

To lay my spirit bare.
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II.

Yet one more step—no flight
The weary soul can bear—
Into a whiter light,

Into a hush more rare.

Take me, I am all Thine,
Thine now, not seeking Thee,—
Hid in the secret shrine,

Lost in the shoreless sea.

Grant to the prostrate soul
Prostration new and sweet,
Make weak the weak, control

Thy creature at Thy feet.

Passive I lie : shine down,

Pierce through the will with straight
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Swift beams/ one aften one;

Divide, disintegrate,

Free me from self,—resume
My place, and be Thou there;
Yet also keep me. Come

Thou Saviour and Thou Slayer !
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IIL

Nothing remains to say to Thee, O Lord,
I am confessed,
All my lips’ empty crying Thou hast heard,
My unrest, my rest.
Why wait I any longer? Thou dost stay,
And therefore, Lord, I would not go away.

' Let me be at Thy feet a little space,
) Forget me here;
I will not touch Thy hand, nor seek Thy face,
'Only be near,
And this hour let Thy nearness feed the heart,
And when Thou goest I also will depart.

Then when Thou seekest Thy way, and I, mine,
Let the World be

Not wide and cold after this cherishing shrine
Illum’d by Thee,
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Nay, but worth worship, fair, a radiant star,

Tender and strong as Thy chief angels are.

Yet bid me not go forth: I cannot now"
Take hold on joy,

Nor sing the swift, glad song, nor bind my brow ;
Hgr wise employ

Be mine, the silent woman at Thy knee

In the low room in little Bethany.
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VA

Ah, that sharp thrill through all my frame!
And yet once more! Withstand
I can no longer; in Thy name

I yield me to Thy hand.

Such pangs were in the soul unborn,
The fear, the joy were such,
When first it felt in that keen morn

A dread, creating touch.

Maker of man, Thy pressure sure
This grosser stuff must quell ;
The spirit faints, yet will endure,

Subdue, control, compel.

The Potter’s finger shaping me
Praise, praise! the clay curves up

Not for dishonour, though it be
God’s least adorned cup.
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V.

Sins grew a heavy load and cold,
And pressed me to the dust;
“Whither,” I cried, “can this be rolled
Ere I behold the Just?”

But now I claim them for my own;
Thy face I needs must find ;

Lo! thus I wrought, yea, I alone,
Not weak, beguiled, or blind.

See my full arms, my heaped-up shame,
An evil load I bring:
Thou, God, art a consuming flame,

Accept the hateful thing.

Pronounce the dread condemning word,
I stand in blessed fear;

Dear is Thy cleansing wrath, O Lord,
The fire that burns is dear.
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NEW HYMNS FOR SOLITUDE.

VL

I found Thee in my heart, O Lord,

As in some secret shrine;

T knelt, I waited for Thy word,

I joyed to name Thee mine.

I feared to give myself away
To that or this; beside
Thy altar on my face I lay,

And in strong need I cried.

Those hours are past. Thou art not mine,
And therefore I rejoice,
I wait within no holy shrine,

I faint not for the voice.

In Thee we live; and every wind
Of heaven is Thine; blown free
To west, to east, the God unshrined

Is still discovering me.
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IN THE CATHEDRAL CLOSE.

In the Dean’s porch a nest of clay
With five small tenants may be seen,
Five solemn faces, each as wise

As though its owner were a Dean ;

Five downy fledglings in a row,
Packed close, as in the antique pew
The school-girls are whose foreheads clear

At the Venite shine on you.

Day after day the swallows sit
With scarce a stir, with scarce a sound,
But dreaming and digesting much

They grow thus wise and soft and round.

They watch the Canons come to dine,

And hear the mullion-bars across,
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Overthe fragrant fruit‘and wine

- Deep talk of rood-screen and reredos.

Her hands with field-flowers drench’d, a child
Leaps past in wind-blown dress and hair,
The swallows turn their heads askew—

Five judges deem that she is fair.

Prelusive touches sound within, -
Straightway they recognize the sign,
And, blandly nodding, they approve

The minuet of Rubenstein.

They mark the cousins’ schoolboy talk,
(Male birds flown wide from minster bell),
And blink at each broad term of art,

Binomial or bicycle.

Ah! downy young ones, soft and warm,
Doth such a stillness mask from sight
Such swiftness ? can such peace conceal

Passion and ecstasy of flight ?
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Yet somewhere ’mid| your, Eastern suns,
Under a white Greek architrave
At morn, or when the shaft of fire

Lies large upon the Indian wave, .

A sense of something dear gone-by
Will stir, strange longings thrill the heart '
For a small world embowered and close,

Of which ye some time were a part.

The dew-drench’d ﬂoweré, the child’s glad eyes
Your joy unhuman shall control,
And in your wings a light and wind

Shall move from the Maestro’s soul.
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FIRST LOVE.

My long first yea.r of perfect love,
My deep new dream of joy ;
She was a little chubby girl,
I was a chubby boy.

I wore a crimson frock, white drawers,
A belt, a crown was on it;
She wore some angel’s kind of dress

And such a tiny bonnet,

Old—fasﬁioned, but the soft brown hair
"Would never keep its place ;
A little maid with violet eyes,

And sunshine in her face.

O my child-queen, in those lost days

How sweet was daily living !



FIRST LOVE. 141

How humble and how proud I grew,
How rich by merely giving!

She went to school, the parlour-maid
Slow stepping to her trot ;
~ That parlour-maid, ah, did she feel
How lofty was her lot !

Across the road I saw her lift
My Queen, and with a sigh
I envied Raleigh; my new coat

Was hung a peg too high.

A hoard of never-given gifts
I cherished,—priceless pelf ;
"Twas two whole days ere I devour'd

That peppermint myself.

In Church I only prayed for her—
“Q God bless Lucy Hill ;”
Child, may his angels keep their arms

Ever around you still.
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But when the hymn came round, with heart
That feared some heart’s surprising
Its secret sweet, I climb’d the seat

"Mid rustling and uprising ;

And there against her mother’s arm
The sleeping child was leaning,
While far away the hymn went on,

The music and the meaning.

Oh I have loved with more of pain
Since then, with more of passion,
Loved with the aching in my love

After our grown-up fashion ;

Yet could I almost be content
To lose here at your feet
A year or two, you murmuring elm,

To dream a dream so sweet.
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THE SECRET OF THE UNIVERSE:
AN ODE.

(By a Western Spinning Desvish.)

I spin, I spin, around, around,
And close my eyes,
And let the bile arise
From the sacred region of the soul’s Profound ;
Then gaze upon the world; how strange! how new!
The earth and heaven are one,
The horizon-line is gone,
The sky how green! the land how fair and blue !
Perplexing items fade from my large view,
And thought which vexed me with its false and
true
Is swallowed up in Intuition ; this,
This is the sole true mode

Of reaching God,
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" And gaining the universal synthesis
Which makes All—One ; while fools with peering
eyes
Dissect, divide, and vainly analyse.
So round, and round, and round again !
How the whole globe swells within my .brain,
The stars inside my lids appear,
The murmur of the spheres I hear
Throbbing and beating in each ear ;
Right in my navel I can feel
The centre of the world’s great wheel.
Ah peace divine, bliss dear and deep,
No stay, no stop,
Like any top.
Whirling with swiftest speed, I sleep.
O ye devout ones round me coming,
Listen! I think that I am humming ;
No utterance of the servile mind
With poor chop-logic rules agreeing
Here shall ye find,

But inarticulate burr of man’s unsundered being.
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Ah, could we but devise some plan,

Some patent jack by which a man

Might hold himself ever in harmony

With the great Whole, and spin perpetually,
As all things spin
Without, within,

As Time spins off into Eternity,

And Space into the inane Immensity,

And the Finite into God’s Infinity,

Spin, spin, spin, spin.
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BEAU RIVAGE HOTEL.

SATURDAY EVENING.

Below there’s a brumming and strumming,
And twiddling and fiddling amain,
And sweeping of muslins and laughter,

And pattering of luminous rain.

Fair England, resplendent Columbia,
Gaul, Teuton,—how precious a smother!
But the happiest is brisk little Polly
To galop with only her brother.

And up to the fourth étage landing
~ Come the violins’ passionate cries,
Where the pale femme-de-chambre is sitting

With sleep in her beautiful eyes.



IN A FUNE NIGHT. 147

IN A JUNE NIGHT.
(A Study in the manner of Robert Brmning.)‘
L

’ See, the door opens of this alcove,
Here we are now in the cool night air
Out of the heat and smother ; above
The stars are a wonder, alive and fair,
It is a perfect night,—your hand,—
Down these steps and we reach the garden,
An odorous, dim, enchanted land,

With the dusk stone-god for only warden.

1L

Was I not right to bring you here ?
We might have seen slip the hours within
Till God’s new day in the East were clear,

And His silence abashed the dancers’ din,



148 IN A FUNE NIGHT.

Then each -have gone away, the pain
And longing greatened, not satisfied,
By a hand’s slight touch or a glance’s gain,—

And now we are standing side by side!

IIL.

Come to the garden’s end,—not so, .

Not by the grass, it would drench your feet ;
See, here is a path where the trees o’ergrow

And the fireflies flicker ; but, my sweet,.
Lean on me now, for one cannot see

Here where the great leaves lie unfurled
To take the whole soul and the mystery

Of a summer night poured out for the world.

Iv.

Into the open air once more!

Yonder’s the edge of the garden-wall
Where we may sit and talk,—deplore

This half-hour lost from so bright a ball,
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Or praise my partner with the eyes
And the raven hair, or the other one
With her flaxen curls, and slow replies

As near asleep in the Tuscan sun.

V.

Hush ! do you hear on the beach’s cirque
Just below, though the lake is dim,

How the little ripples do their work,
Fall and faint on the pebbled rim,

So they say what they want, and then
Break at the marge’s feet and die ;

It is so different with us men

Who never can once speak perfectly.

VI.

Yet hear me,—trust that they mean indeed
Oh, so much more than the words will say,
Or shall it be 'twixt us two agreed
That all we might spend a night and day
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In striving to put in a word or thought,
- Which were then from ourselves a thing apart,
Shall be just believed and quite forgot,

When my heart is felt against your heart.

VIL

Ah, but that will not tell you all,
How I am yours not thus alone,
To find how your pulses rise and fall,
And winning you wholly be your own,
But yours to be humble, could you grow
The Queen that you are, remote and proud,
And I with only a life to throw
Where the others’ flowers for your feet were

strowed.

VIII. -

Well, you have faults too! 1 can blame
If you choose : this hand is not so white
Or round as a little one that came

On my shoulder once or twice to-night
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Like a soft white dove. Envy her now !
And when you talked to that padded thing
And T passed you leisurely by, your bow

Was cold, not a flush nor fluttering.

IX.
Such foolish talk ! while that one star still
Dwells o’er the mountain’s margin-line
Till the dawn takes all ; one may drink one’s fill
Of such quiet ; there’s a whisper fine
In the leaves a-tremble, and now ’tis dumb ;
We have lived long years, love, you and I,
And the heart grows faint; your lips, then:
come,—

It were not so very hard to die.
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FROM APRIL TO OCTOBER.
I. BEAUTY.

The beauty of the world, the loveliness

Of woodland pools, which doves have coo’d to sleep,
Dreaming the noontide through beneath the deep
Of heaven ; the radiant blue’s benign caress

When April clouds are rifted ; buds that bless
Each little nook and bower, where the leaves keep
Dew and light shadow, and quick lizards peep

For sunshine,—these, and the ancient stars no less,
And the sea’s mystery of dusk and bright

Are but the curious characters that lie,

Priestess of Beauty, in thy robe of light.

Ah, where, divine One, is thy veiled retreat,

That I may creep to it and clasp thy feet,

And gaze in thy pure face though I should die?
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II. TWO INFINITIES. .

A lonely way, and as I went my eyes

Could not unfasten from the Spring’s sweet things,
Lush-sprouted grass, and all that climbs and clings
In loose, deep hedges, where the primrose lies

In her own fairness, buried blooms surprise

The plunderer bee and stop his murmurings,

And the glad flutter of a finch’s wings

Outstartle small blue-speckled butterflies.
Blissfully did one speedwell plot beguile

My whole heart long ; I loved each separate flower,
‘Kneeling. I looked up suddenly—Dear God !
There stretched the shining plain for many a mile,
The mountains rose with what invincible power !

And how the sky was fathomless and broad !
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III. THE DAWN.

The Dawn,—O silence and wise mystery!

Was it a dream, the murmurous room, the glitter,
The tinkling songs, the dance, and that fair sitter
I talk’d wsthetics to so rapturously ?

Sweet Heaven, thy silentness and purity,

Thy sister-words of blame, not railings bitter,
With these great quiet leaves, and the light twitter
Of small birds wakening in the greenery,

And one stream stepping quickly on its way

So well it knows the glad work it must do,
Reclaim a wayward heart scarce answering true
To that sweet strain of hours that closes May ;
How the pale marge quickens with pulsings new,

O welcome to thy world thou fair, great day!
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IV. THE SKYLARK.

There drops our lark into his secret nest !

All is felt silence and the broad blue sky ;
Come, the ihcess_ant rain of melody

Is over; now earth’s quietudes invest,

In cool and shadowy limit, that wild breast
Which trembled forth the sudden ecstasy

Till raptures came too swift, and song must die
Since midmost deeps of heaven grew manifest.
My poet of the garden-walk last night

Sang in rich leisure, ceased and éang again,
Of pleasure in green leaves, of odours given
By flowers at dusk, and many a dim delight ;
The finer joy was thine keen-edged with pain,

Soarer! alone with thy own heart and heaven.
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V. THE MILL-RACE.

>

“ Only a mill-race,” said they, and we;nt by,

But we were wiser, spoke no word, and stayed ;

It was a place to make the heart afraid

With so much beauty, lest the after sigh,

When one had drunk its sweetness utterly,

Should leave the spirit faint ; a living shade

From beechen branches o’er the water played

To unweave that spell through which the con-
quering sky

Subdues the sweet will of each summer stream ;

So this ran freshlier through the swaying weeds.

I gazed until the whole was as a dream,

Nor should have waked or wondered had I seen

Some smooth-limbed wood-nymph glance acr'oss
the green,

Or Naiad lift a head amongst the reeds.
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VI. IN THE WOOD.

A place where ﬁna might have fallen asleep
Assured of quiet dreams, a place to make

Sad eyes bright with strange tears; a little lake
In the green heart of a wood ; the crystal deep
Of heaven so wide if there should chance to stray
Into that stainless field some thin cloud-flake,
When not a breeze the trance of noon dare break,
About the middle it must melt away.

Lilies upon the water in their leaves,

Stirr'd by faint ripples that go curving on

To little reedy coves; a stream that grieves

To the fine grasses and wild flowers around ;
And we two in a golden silence bound,

Not a line read of rich Endymion.
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VII. THE PAUSE OF EVENING.

Nightward on dimmest wing in Twilight’s train

The grey hours floated smoothly, lingeringly ;

A solemn wonder was the western sky

Rich with the slow forsaking sunset-stain,

Barred by long violet cloud ; hillside and plain

The feet of Night had touched ; a wind’s low sigh

Told of whole pleasure lapsed,—then rustled by

With soft subsidence in the rippling grain.

Why in dark dews, unready to depart,

Did Evening pause and ponder, nor perceive
Star follow star into the central blue ?

What secret was the burden of her heart ?

What grave, sweet memory grew she loath to leave ?

What finer sense, no morrow may renew ?
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VIIL IN JULY.

Why do I make no poems? Good my friend

Now is there silence through the summer woods,

In whose green depths and lawny solitudes

The light is dreaming ; voicings clear ascend

Now from no hollow where glad rivulets wend,

But murmurings low of inarticulate moods,

Softer than stir of unfledged cushat broods,

Breathe, till oerdrowsed the heavy flower-heads
bend.

Now sleep the crystal and heart-charméd waves

Round white, sunstricken rocks the noontide long,

Or ’mid the coolness of dim lighted caves

. Sway in a trance of vague deliciousness;

And I,—I am too deep in joy’s excess

For the imperfect impulse of a song.
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IX. IN SEPTEMBER.

Spring scarce had greener fields to show than these

Of mid September; through the still warm noon

The rivulef:s ripple forth a gladder tune

Than ever in the summer ; from the trees

Dusk-green, and murmuring inward melodies,

No leaf drops yet; only our evenings swoon

" In pallid skies more suddenly, and the moon

Finds motionless white mists out on the leas.

Dear chance it were in some rough wood-god’s lair

A month hence, gazing on the last bright field,

To sink o’er-drowsed, and dream that wild-flowers
. blew

Around my head and feet silently there,

Till Spring’s glad choir adown the valley pealed,

And violets trembled in the morning dew.
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X. IN THE WINDOW.

A still gray evening: Autumn in the sky,

And Autumn on the hills and the sad wold;

No congregated towers of pearl and gold

In the vaporous West, no fiend limned duskily,
No angel whose reared trump must soon be loud,
Nor mountains which some pale green lake enfold,
Nor islands in an ocean glacial-cold;

Hardly indeed a noticeable cloud.

Yet here I lingered, all my will asleep,

Gazing an hour with neither joy nor pain,

No noonday trance in midsummer more deep;
And wake with a vague yearning in the dim,
Blind room, my heart scarce able to restrain

The idle tears that tremble to the brim.
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XI. AN AUTUMN MORNING.

O what a morn is this for us who knew .
The large, blue, summer mornings, heaven let down
Upon the earth for men to drink, the crown

Of perfect human living, when we grew
Great-hearted lik.e the Gods! Come, we will strew
White ashes on our hair, nor strive to drown

In faint hymn to the year’s fulfilled renown

The sterile grief which is the season’s due.

Lightly above the vine-rows of rich hills

Where the brown peasant girls move amid grapes
The swallow glanceé; let him cry for glee!

But yon pale mist diffused 'twixt paler shapes,—
Once sovereign trees,—my spirit also fills,

And an east-wind comes moaning from the sea.
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SEA VOICES.

Was it a lullaby the Sea went singing
About my feet, some old-world monotone,
Filled full of secret memories, and bringing
Not hope to sting the heart, but peace alone,
Sleep and the certitude of sleep to be
Wiser henceforth than all philosophy ?

Truth! did we seek for truth with eye and brain
Through days so many and wasted with desire ?
Listen, the same long gulfing voice again:
Tired limbs lie slack as sands are, eyes that tire
Close gently, close forever, twilfght grey

Receives you, tenderer than the glaring day.
[He sleeps, and after an interval awakes.)

(Ah terror, ah delight! A sudden cry,

Anguish, or hope, or triumph. Awake, arise,—
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The winds awake ! Is ocean’s lullaby

This clarion-call? Her kiss, the spray that flies
Salt to the lip and cheek? Her motion light
Of nursing breasts, this swift pursuit and flight ?

O wild sea-voices! Victory and defeat,
But ever deathless passion and unrest,
White wings upon the wind and flying feet,
Disdain and wrath, a reared and hissing crest,
The imperious urge, and last, a whole life spent

In bliss of one supreme abandonment.
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ABOARD THE “SEA-SWALLOW.”

The gloom of the sea-fronting cliffs
Lay on the water, violet-dark,
The pennon drooped, the sail fell in,

And slowly moved our bark.

A golden day; the summer dreamed
In heaven and on the whispering sea,
Within our hearts the summer dreamed;

The hours had ceased to be.

Then rose the girls with bonnets loosed,
And shining tresses lightly blown,
Alice and Adela, and sang
A song of Mendelssohn.

O sweet, and sad, and wildly clear,

Through summer air it sinks and swells,

Wild with a measureless desire,

And sad with all farewells.
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SEA-SIGHING.

This is the burden of the Sea,
Loss, failure, sorrows manifold ;
Yet something though the voice sound free

Remains untold.

Listen! that secret sigh again
Kept very low, a whole heart’s waste ;
What means this inwardness of pain ?

This sob repressed ?

Some ancient sin, some supreme wrong,
Some huge attempt God brought to nought,
All over while the world was young,

And ne’er forgot ?

Those lips, which open wide and cry,

Weak as pale flowers or trembling birds,
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Are proud, and (fixed ,immutably

Against such words.

Confession from that burdened soul
No ghostly counsellor may win ;
Could such as we receive its whole

Passion and sin?

In this high presence priest or king,
Prophet or singer of the earth,
With yon cast sea-weed were a thing

Of equal worth.
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IN THE MOUNTAINS.

Fatigued of heart, and owning how the world
Is strong, too strong for will of mine, my steps

Through the tall pines I led, to reach that spur

Which strikes from off the mountain toward the '

West. -
I hoped to lull a fretted heart to sleep,
And in the place of definite thought a sense
Possessed me, dim and sweet, of Mothe;'hood,
The breasts of Nature, warmth, and soothing hands,
And tender, inarticulate nursing-words

Slow uttered o’er tired eyes.

But suddenly
Rude waking! Suddenly the rocks, the trees
Stood up in ranged power, rigid, erect,

And all cried out on me “ Away with him !

-
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Away ! He is not|ofus, has no-part

In ours or us! Traitor, away with him !”

And the birds shrilled it “ Traitor,” and the flowers

Stared up at me with smali, hard, insolent eyes.

But I, who had been weak, was weak no more,

Nor shrank at all, but with deliberate step

Moved on, and with both hands waved off the
throng, '

And feared them not, nor sent defiance back.

Thus, till the pine-glooms fell away, and goats

Went tinkling and no herd-boy near; glad airs

With sunshine in them moved angelical

Upon the 'solitary heights; the sky

Held not a cloud from marge to marge; and now

Westward the sun was treading, calm and free.

I lay upon the grass, and how an hour

Went past I know not. When again time was,

The sun had fallen, and congregated clouds,

A vision of great glories, held the West,

And through them, and beyond, the hyaline

Led the charm’d spirit through infinite spaces on.



170 IN THE MOUNTAINS.

I think of all the men upon, this earth
The sight was mine alone; it for my soul,
My soul for it, until all seeing died.
Where did I live transfigured ? through what times
" Of heaven’s great year ? What sudden need of me
For sacrifice on altar, or for priest,
For soldier at the rampart, cup-bearer
At feasts of God, rapt singer in the joy
Of consonant praise, doom’d rebel for the fires?
—I know not, but somewhere some part I held,
Nor fail'd when summoned.

When the body took
Its guest once more the clouds were massy-grey,
The event was ended ; yet a certain thing
Abode with me, which still eludes its name,
Yet lies within my heart like some great word
A mage has taught, and he who heard it once
Cannot pronounce, and never may forget.
But this I dare record,—when all was past,
And once again I turned to seek the vale,

And moved adown the slippery pine-wood path,
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In the dimness every pine tree bowed to me
With duteous service, and the rocks lay couched
Like arméd followers round, and one bird sang
The song I chose, and heavy fragrance came I
From unseen flowers, and all things were aware

One passed who had been called and consecrate.
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“THE TOP OF A HILL CALLED CLEAR”

(In sight of the Celestial City.)

And all my days led on to this! the days
Of pallid light, of springs no sun would warm,
Of chilling rain autumnal, which decays
High woods while veering south the quick wings
swarm,
The days of hot desire, of broken dreaming,
Mechanic toil, poor pride that was but seeming,

And bleeding feet, and sun-smit flowerless ways.

Below me spreads a sea of tranquil light,
No blue cloud thunder-laden, but pure air
Shot through and through with sunshine; from this
height
A man might cast himself in joy'’s despair,
And find unhoped, to bear him lest he fall,
Swift succouring wings, and hands angelical,

And circling of soft eyes, and foreheads bright.
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Under me light, and light is,oler my head,

And awful heaven and heaven to left and right ;
In all his worlds this spot unvisited

God kept, save by the winging of keen light,
And the dread gaze of stars, and morning’s wan
Virginity, for me a living man,

Living, not borne among the enfranchised dead.

New life,—not death! No glow the senses cast
Across the spirit, no pleasure shoots o'er me
Its scattering flaw, no words may I hold fast
Here, where God’s breath streams inexhaustibly ;
But conquest stern is mine, a will made sane,
Life’s vision wide and calm, a supreme pain,

An absolute joy ; and love the first and last.
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THE INITIATION.

Under the flaming wings of cherubim

I moved toward that high altar. O, the hour!
And the light waxed intenser, and the dim

Low edges of the hills and the grey sea
Were caught and captur'd by the presént Power,

My sureties and my witnesses to be.

Then the light drew me in. Ah, perfect pain!
A, infinite moment of accomplishment!
Thou terror of pure joy, with neither wane
Nor waxing, but long silence and sharp air
As womb-forsaking babes breathe. Hush! the
event
Let him who wrought Love’s marvelious things

declare.
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Shall I who fear'd notjoy,fear grief at all ?
I on whose mouth Life laid his sudden lips
Tremble at Death’s weak kiss, and not recall
That sundering from the flesh, the flight from
time,
The judgments stern, the clear apocalypse,

The lightnings, and the Presences sublime.

How came I back to earth? I know not how,
Nor what hands led me, nor what words were
said.
Now all things are made mine,—joy, sorrow ; now
I know my purpose deep, and can refrain ;
I walk among the living not the dead ;
My sight is purged ; I love and pity men.
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RENUNCIANTS.

Seems not our breathing light ?
Sound not our voices free ?
Bid to Life’s festal bright
No gladder guests there be.

Ah stranger, lay aside
Cold prudence! I divine
The secret you would hide,

And you conjecture mine.

You too have temperate eyes,
Have put your heart to school,
Are proved. I recognize

A brother of the rule.

I knew it by your lip,

A something when you smiled,
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Which meant ¢ close scholarship,

A master of the guild.’

Well, and how good is life,
Good to be born, have breath,

The calms good and the strife,
Good life, and perfect death.

Come, for the dancers wheel,
Join we the pleasant din,
—Comrade, it serves to feel

The sackcloth next the skin.
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SPEAKERS TO GOD.

First Speaker.

Eastward I went and Westward, North and South,
And the wind blew me from deep zone to zone;
Many strong women did I love ; my mouth

I gave for kisses, rose, and straight was gone.

I fought with heroes ; there was joyous play
Of swords ; my cities rose in every land ;
Then forth I fared. O God, thou knowest, I lay
Ever within the hollow of thy hand.

Second Speaker.

I am borne out to thee upon the wave,
And the land lessens ; cry nor speech I hear,
Nought but the leaping waters and the brave

Pure winds commingling. O the joy, the fear !
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Alone with thee ; sky’s rim and ocean’s rim
Touch, overhead the clear immensity
Is merely God ; no eyes of seraphim

Gazein . . . O God, thou also art the sea!

Third Speaker.

Thus it shall be a lifetirne,—-;le’er to meet ;

A trackless land divides us lone and long;

Others, who seek Him, find, run swift to greet
Their Friend, approach the bridegroom’s door

with song.

I stand, nor dare affirm I see or hear;
How should I dream, when strict is my employ ?
Yet if some time, far herice, thou. drawest near

Shall there be any joy like to our joy?
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POESIA.

(7o a Painler.)

Paint her with robe and girdle laid aside,
Without a jewel upon her; you must hide
By sleight of artist from the gazer’s view
No whit of her fair body; calm and true
Her eyes must meet our passion, as aware
The world is beautiful, at;d she being fair
A part of it. She needs be no more pure
Than a dove is, nor could one well endure
More faultlessness than of a sovran rose,
Reserved, yet liberal to each breeze that blows.
Let her be all revealed, nor therefore less
A mystery of unsearchable loveliness ;
There must be no discoveries to be made,

Save as a noonday sky with not a shade
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Or floating cloud \of Summertol the eye

Which drinks its light admits discovery.

Did common raiment hide her could we know
How hopeless were the rash attempt to throw
Sideways the veil which guards her womanhood ?
Therefore her sacred vesture must elude

All mortal touch, and let her welcome well
Each comer, being still unapproachable.

Plant firm on Earth her feet, as though her own
Its harvests were, and, for she would be known
Fearless not fugitive, interpose no bar

"Twixt us and her, Love’s radiant avatar,

No more to be possessed than sunsets are.
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MUSICIANS.

I know the harps whereon the Angels play,
While in God’s listening face they gaze intent,
Are these frail hearts,—yours, mine; and gently
they,
Leaning a warm breast toward the instrument,
And preluding among the tremulous wires,
First draw forth dreams of song, unfledged desires,

Nameless regrets, sweet hopes which will not stay.

But when the passionate sense of heavenly things
Possesses the musician, and his lips
Part glowing, and the shadow of his wings
Grows golden, and fire streams from finger-tips,
And he is rﬁighty, and his heart-throbs thicken,
And quick intolergble pulses quicken,

How his hand lords it in among the strings!
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Ah the keen\crying of the wires! the pain
Of restless music yearning to out-break
And shed its sweetness utterly, the rain
Of heavenly laughters, threats obscure which
shake
The spirit, trampling tumults which dismay,
The fateful pause, the fiat summoning day,

The faultless flower of light which will not wane.

How wrought with you the awful lord of song?
What thirst of God hath he appeased? What bliss

Raised to clear ecstasy? O tender and strong
The eager melodist who leaned o’er this

Live heart of mine, who léans above it now:

~ The stern pure eyes! the ample, radiant brow !

Pluck boldly, Master, the good strain prolong.
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A DAY OF DEFECTION.

This day among the days will never stand,
Carven and clear, a shape of fair delight,

With singing lips, and gaze of innocent might,
Crown'd queenwise, or the lyre within her hand,
And firm feet making conquest of a land

Heavy with fruitage; nay, from all men’s sight
Drop far, cold sun, and let remorseful Night
Cloke the shamed forehead, and the bosom’s brand.
Could but the hammer rive, the thunder-stone
Flung forth from heaven on some victorious morn
Grind it to dust! Slave, must I alway see

Thy beauty soil’'d? Must shining days foregone
Admit thee peer, and wondering new-born

To-morrow meet thy dull eyes’ infamy?
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SONG AND SILENCE.

While Sorrow sat beside me many a day,

I,—with head turned from her, and yet aware
How her eyes’ light was on my brow and hair,
The light which bites and blights our gold to grey,—
Still sang, and swift winds bore my songs away
Full of sweet sounds, as of a lute-player

Who sees fresh colours, breathes the ripe soft air,
And hears the cuckoo shout in dells of May,
Being filled with ease and indolent of heart.

So sang I, Sorrow near me: chide me not,

O Joy, for silence now! Hereafter wise,

‘Large song may come, life blossoming in art,
From this new fate; but leave me, thou long sought,

To gaze awhile into those perfect eyes.
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LOVE-TOKENS.

I wear around my forehead evermore, .
The circlet of your praise, pure gold ; and how

I walk forth crown’d, the approving angels know,
And see how I am meeker than before

Being thus proud. For roses my full store,

Upon a cheek where flowers will scantly blow,

Is your lips’ one immortal touch, and lo!

All shame deserts my blood to the heart’s core.
Dare I display love’s choicest gift—this scar

Still sanguine-hued ? Here ran your sudden brand
Sheer through the starting flesh, and let abroad

A traitor’s life; your wrathful eyes afar,

Had doom’d him first. Ah, gracious, valiant hand
Which drew me bleeding to the feet of God !
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A DREAM.

I dreamed I went to seek for her whose sight

Is sunshine to my soul ; and in my dream

I found her not ; then sank the latest beam

Of day in the rich west ; upswam the Night

With sliding dews, and still I searched in vain,

Through thickest glooms of garden-alleys quaint,

On moonlit lawns, by glimmering lakes where
faint

The ripples brake and died, and brake again.

Then said I, “ At God’s inner court of light

»

I will beg for her;” straightway toward the same
I went, and lo! upon the altar-stair,

She knelt with face uplifted, and soft hair

Fallen upon shoulders purely gowned in white,

And on her parted lips I read my name.
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MICHELANGELESQUE.

Shaping thy life what if the stubborn stuff

Grudge to inform itself through each dull part

With the soul’s high invention, and thy art

Seem a defeated thing, and earth rebuff

Heaven'’s splendour, choosing darkness,—leave the
rough

Brute-parts unhewn. Toilest thou for the mart

Or for the temple? Does the God see start

Quick beauty from the block, it is enough.

The spirit, foiled elsewhere, presses to the mouth,

Disparts the lips, lives on the lighted brow,

Fills the wide nostrils, flings the imperious chin

Out proudly. Now behold! the lyric youth,

The wrestler stooping in the act to win,

Pythian Apollo with the vengeful bow.
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LIFE'S GAIN.

“ Now having gained Life’s gain, how hold it fast?

The harder task ! because the world is still

The world, and days creep slow, and wear the will,

And Custom, gendering in the heart’s blind waste,

Brings forth a wingéd mist, which with no haste

Upcircling the steep air, and charged with ill,

Blots all our shining heights adorable,

And leaves slain Faith, slain Hope, slain Love the
last.”

O shallow lore of life! He who hath won

Life’s gain doth hold nought fast, who could hold
all,

Holden himself of strong, immortal Powers.

The stars accept him ; for his sake the Sun

Hath swe}#ie heaven an oath memorial ;

N\
Around his fes—_ toop the obsequious Hours.
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COMPENSATION.

You shake your head and talk of evil days:

My friend, I learn’d ere I had told twelve years
That truth of yours,—how irrepressible tears
Surprise us, and strength fails, and pride betrays,
And sorrows lurk for us in all the ways

Of joyous living. But now to front my fears

I set a counter-truth which comes and cheers
Our after-life, when, temperate, the heart weighs
Evil with good. Do never smiles surprise

~ Sad lips ? Did the glad violets blow last spring
In no new haunts? Or are the heavens not fair
After drench’d days of June, when all the air
Grows fragrant, and the rival thrushes sing,

Until stars gather into twilight skies ?
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TO A CHILD DEAD AS SOON AS BORN.

A little wrath was on thy forehead, Boy,

Being thus defeated ; the resolvéd will

Which death could not subdue, was threatening
still

From lip and brow. I know that it was joy

No casual misadventure might destroy

To have lived, and fought and died. Therefore I
kill

The pang for thee, unknown ; nor count it ill

That thou hast entered swiftly on employ

Where Life would plant a warder keen and pure.

I thought to see a little piteous clay

The grave had need of| pale from light obscure

Of embryo dreams; thy face was as the day

Smit on by storm. Palms for my child, and bay !

Thus far thou hast done well, true son : endure.

February 1871.
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BROTHER DEATH.

When thou would’st have me go with theé, (0]
Death,

Over the utmost verge, to the dim place,

Practise upon me with no amorous grace

Of fawning lips, and words of delicate breath,

And curious music thy lute uttereth ;

Nor think for me there must be sought-out ways

Of cloud and terror ; have we many days

Sojourned together, and is this thy faith ?

Nay, be there plainness 'twixt us ; come to me

Even as thou art, O brother of my soul ;

Hold thy hand out and I will place mine there;
I trust thy mouth’s inscrutable irony,

And dare to lay my forehead where the whole
Shadow lies deep of thy purpureal hair.
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THE MAGE.

When 1 shall sing my songs the world will hear,
—Which hears not these,—I shall be white with age,
My beard on breast great as befits a mage

So skilled ; but song is young, and in no drear

Tome-crammed, lamp-litten chamber shall mine

fear
To pine ascetic. Where the woods are deep,
Thick leaves for arras, in a noonday sleep
Of breeze and bloom, gaze, but my art revere !
There I will sit, and score rare wisardry
Ih characters vermilion, azure, gold,
With bird, starred flower, and peering dragon-fly
Limned in the lines ; and secrets shall be told
Of greatest Pan, and lives of wood-nymphs shy,
Blabbed by my goat-foot servitor overbold.
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WISE PASSIVENESS.

Think you I choose or that or this to sing?

I lie as patient as yon wealthy stream

Dreaming among green fields its summer dream,
Which takes whate’er the gracious hours will bring
Into its quiet bosom ; not a thing

Too common, since perhaps you see it there
Who else had never seen it, though as fair

As on the world’s first morn ; a fluttering

Of idle butterflies ; or the deft seeds

Blown from a thistle-head ; a silver dove

As faultlessly ; or the large, yearning eyes

Of pale Narcissus ; or beside the reeds

A shepherd seeking lilies for his love,

And evermore the all-encircling skies.
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THE SINGER'S PLEA.

Why do I sing? I know not why, my friend ;
The ancient rivers, rivers of renown,

A royal largess to the sea roll down,

And on those liberal highways nations send
Their tributes to the world,—stored corn and wine,
Gold-dust, the wealth of pearls, and orient spar,
And myrrh, and ivory, and cinnabar,

And dyes to make a presence-chamber shine.
But in the woodlands, where the wild-flowers are,
The rivulets, they must have their innocent will
Who all the summer hours are singing still,

The birds care for them, and sometimes a star,
And should a tired child rest beside the stream

Sweet memories would slide into his dream.
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THE TRESPASSER.

Trespassers will be prosecuted,—so

Announced the inhospitable notice-board ;

But silver-clear as any lady’s word

Come in, in, in, come in, now rich and low,

Now with tumultuous palpitating flow,

I swear by ring of Canace I heard.

“Sure,” said I, “ this is no brown-breasted bird,

But some fair princess, lost an age ago

Through stepdame’s cursed spell, till the saints
brought her

Who but myself, the knight foredoomed of grace.”

Alas! poor knight, in all that cockney place

You found no magic, save one radiant sight,

The huge, obstreperous house-keeper's grand-
daughter,

A child with eyes of pure ethereal light.
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RITUALISM.

This is high ritual and a holy day ;

I think from Palestrina the wind chooses

That movement in the firs; one sits and muses
In hushed heart-vacancy made meek to pray ;
Listen! the birds are choristers with gay
Clear voices infantine, and with good will
Each acolyte flower has swung his thurible,
Censing to left and right these aisles of May.
For congregation, see! real sheep most clean,
And I—what am I, worshipper or priest ?

At least all these I dare absolve from sin,

Ay, dare ascend to where the splendours shine
Of yon steep mountain-altar, and the feast

Is holy, God himself being bread and wine.
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PROMETHEUS UNBOUND.

I, who lie warming here by your good fire,

Was once Prometheus and elsewhere have lain ;
Ab, still in dreams they come,—the sudden chain,
The swooping birds, the silence, the desire

Of pitying, powerless eyes, the night, and higher
The keen stars ; (if you please I fill again

The bowl, Silenus)— ; yet ‘twas common pain
Their beaks’ mad rooting; O, but they would tire,
And one go circling o’er the misty vast

On great, free wings, and one sit, head out-bent,
Poised for the plunge; then ’twas I crushed the cry
“Zeus, Zeus I kiss your feet, and learn at last

The baseness of this crude self-government

Matched with glad impulse and blind liberty.”
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KING MOB.

Dismiss, O sweet. King Mob, your foot-lickers !
When you held court last night I too was there
To listen, and in truth well nigh despair
O’ercame me when I saw your greedy ears

Drink such gross poison. I could weep hot tears
To think how three drugged words avail to keep
A waking people still on the edge of sleep,

And lose the world 5 right good score of years.

I love you too big Anarch, lately born,

Half beast, yet with a stupid heart of man,

And since I love, would God that I could warn
Work out the beast as shortly as you can,

Till which time oath of mine shall ne’er be sworn,

Nor knee be bent to you King Caliban.
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THE MODERN ELIJAH.

What went ye forth to see? a shaken reed ?—
Ye throngers of the Parthenon last night.
Prophet, yea more than prophet, we agreed ;
No John a’ Desert with the girdle tight,

And locusts and wild honey for his need,
Before the dreadful day appears in sight
Urging one word to make the conscience bleed,
But an obese John Smith, “a shining light ”
(Our chairman felt), “an honour to his creed.”
O by the gas, when buns and tea had wrought
Upon our hearts, how grew the Future bright,—
The Press, the Institutes, Advance of Thought,
And People’s Books, till every mother’s son

Can prove there is a God, or there is none.
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DAVID AND MICHAL.

(2 SAMUEL vi. 16.)

But then you don’t mean really what you say—
To hear this from the sweetest little lips,

O’er which each pretty word daintily trips
Like small birds hopping down a garden way,
When I had given my soul full scope to play
For once before her in the Orphic style ‘
Caught from three several volumes of Carlyle,
And undivulged before this very day!

O young men of our earnest school confess
How it is deeply, darkly tragical

To find the feminine souls we would adore
So full of sense, so versed in worldly lore,

So deaf to the Eternal Silences,

So unbelieving, so conventional.
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WINDLE-STRAWS.

I

Under gray clouds some birds will dare to sing,
No wild exultant chants, but soft and low ;

Under gray clouds the young leaves seek the spring,
And lurking violets blow.

And waves make idle music on the strand,
And inland streams have lucky words to say,
And children’s voices sound across the land

Although the clouds be gray.

IL

Only maidenhood and youth,
Only eyes that are most fair,

And the pureness of a mouth,
And the grace of golden hair,

Yet beside her we grow wise,

And we breathe a finer air.
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Words. lowtuttér'd)simple-sweet,—
Yet, nor songs of morning birds,

Nor soft whisperings of the wheat
More than such clear-hearted words

Make us wait, and love, and listen,

Stir more mellow heart accords.

Only maiden-motions light,
Only smiles that sweetly go,
Girlish laughter pure and bright,
And a footfall like the snow,
What in these should make us wise?

What should bid the blossom blow ?

Child ! on thee God’s angels wait,

"Tis their robes that wave and part,
Make this summer air elate,

Fresh and fragrant, and thou art
But a simple child indeed,

One dare cherish to the heart.
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IIL

Were life to last for ever, love,
We might go hand in hand,
And pause and pull the flowers that blow

In all the idle land,
And we might lie in sunny fields
And while the hours away
With fallings-out and fallings-in

For half a summer day.

But since we two must sever, love,
Since some dim hour we part,
I have no time to give thee much
But quickly take my heart,
“For ever thine,” and “thine my love,”—
O Death may come apace

What more of love could life bestow,
Dearest, than this embrace.
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IV.

Now drops in the abyss a day of life :
I count my twelve hours’ gain ;—
Tired senses? vain desires? a baffled strife,

Vexed heart and beating brain ?

Ten pages travclrrsed by a languid eye?
—Nay, but one moment’s space

I gazed into the soul of the blue sky;
Rare day! O day of grace!

V.
She kissed me on the forehead,

She spoke not any word,
The silence flowed between us,

And I nor spoke nor stirred.‘

So hopeless for my sake it was,
So full of ruth, so sweet, '

My whole heart rose and blessed her,
—Then died before her feet.
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VL

Nay, more! yet more, for my lips are fain;
No cups for a babe ; I ask the whole
Deep draught that a God could hardly drain,

—Wine of your soul.

Pour! for the goblet is great I bring, .
Not worthless, rough with youths at strife,
And men that toil and women that sing,

—It is all my life.

VIL

Look forward with those steadfast eyes
O Pilot of our star!
It sweeps through rains and driving snows,

Strong Angel, gaze afar !

Seest thou a zone of golden air ?
Hearest thou the March-winds ring ?
Or is thy heart prophetic yet
With stirrings of the Spring ?
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VIIL

Words for my song like sighing of dim seas,
Words with no thought in them,—a piping reed,
An infant’s cry, a moan low-uttered,—these

Are all the words I need.

Others have song for broad-winged winds that pass,
For stars and sun, for standing men around ;
I put my mouth low down into the grass,.

And whisper to the ground.

TURNBULL AND SPEARS, PRINTERS.



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

‘The Spectator,’” December 16, 1876,

‘“ Here, for instance, lies before us a new illustration of the
adaptation of the present age for poetry, whenever it can produce a
living interpreter of its wants and feelings and perceptions. We
refer to a little volume of poems by Edward Dowden, which has
just appeared, and which, we venture to say, no true critic will read
through without discovering in it, in greater or less degree, accord-
ing to the measure of his own faculty, the criteria of true poetry, nor
yet without acknowledging that it is poetry which has sprung
straight out of the very surface of modern thoughts and emotions.
. . . Poetically, we should speak of him as formed in the school of
Wordsworth, amongst whose very finest sonnets some of Mr Dow-
den’s might well be classed, without the separate origin of the
authorship being discovered by any one who judged by internal
evidence only. . . . In all these various regions Mr Dowden shows
a true poetic touch, which we do not say will win him a perma-
nent place in English literature,—for that he must do more and
loom larger on the mind of the present distracted generation than
this little volume would accomplish for him,—but which we do
venture to say is of the Zind to win him such a place, if he can
produce more volumes as pure and rare and delicate in flavour as
this is.” -

‘The Examiner,” December 16, 1876,

‘ Among the cycles of sonnets must be particularly noticed ¢In
the Galleries,” studies of famous statues and paintings; ‘In the
Garden,’ a delicious series of sensuous reveries, from which we
took the examples quoted above; ‘By the Sea,” which are not
quite up to the author’s level ; ‘From April to October,’ a chain
of delicate gems, each one of which is rounded like a dew-drop, and
sparkling with clear colour reflected from woodland hollow and
twilight sky. . . . There will be many readers who will find
nothing so delicate and full of solace in Mr Dowden’s volume as the
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six ‘Hymns for Solitude,” and we intend to give no ordinary
praise when'we! say (that. not/ one/of these would do dishonour to
Miss Christina Rossetti or to Father Newman. The second is
indeed a most remarkable study.

“Whether Mr Dowden will make any very striking or very
immediate success with his poems we venture to doubt, for these are
busy times, and more good verse is written than is read. But we
do not think that what success he does attain will be ephemeral,
but that whoever once reads his book will keep it, and re-read it
with increased appreciation.”

¢ The Academy,” January 13, 1877.
“All who care for poetry are likely to agree in enjoying many
things in Mr Dowden’s volume.”

‘¢ Westminster Review,”” January 1877.

‘“ Amongst the volumes of miscellaneous poetry one volume
stands out pre-eminent. ., . . Mr Dowden’s present volume makes
good his claim to be ranked among the poets of the present genera-
tion. He stands on a high level of thought. He accurately reads
the signs of the times ; he has definite opinions. . . . It is easy to
see that he will contribute much which will go to mould the minds
of his contemporaries. . . . Mr Dowden’s next volume of verse
will be looked forward to with anxious expectation. In him we
fancy we discern a poet who will unite Browning’s vigorous power
with Tennyson’s sweetness and clearness of expression.”

¢ Pall Mall Gazette, F'ebruary 10, 1877.

““Mr Dowden’s sonnets recall the weighty thoughts and high
aspirations which give a character to the sonnets of Wordsworth,
sometimes they remind us of the passionate emotion and pathetic
tenderness which permeate Mrs Browning’s ; but these memories
afford no proof that Mr Dowden is a plagiarist ; they show only
that he is more or less influenced, and no doubt influenced uncon-
sciously, by the music of contemporaries. That he could excel if he
pleased in imitative verse is proved by a very clever ‘study in the
manner of Robert Browning,’ called In a June Night.’

* Mr Dowden’s poems, as we have said, are varied in character,
and the brief quotations a reviewer can give will convey a very
inadequate impression of the volume. Referring the reader to the
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sonnets entitled ¢ The Inner Life,’ to the ‘New Hymns for Solitude,’
and to a charming/poem,|tdoflong toquote; about five swallows who
have begun life in a cathedral close, we must content ourselves with
transcribing a sonnet and four song-like stanzas.”

¢The Argus,” December 9, 1876.

o Professor Dowden has long been known to all readers making
any pretensions to culture as a singularly subtle, delicate, and pro-
found critic; and he will henceforward be known, we hope, even in
a wider circle than that just indicated, as an equally subtle, delicate,
and profound poet. This book is one to be read and read again,
until its lines and outlines are as familiar as those which mark upon
our memory the face of some much loved friend. It has come into
our hands so recently that we do not as yet pretend to know it well;
but we know enough of it to be sure that when we know it better it
will be one of the most valued poetical companions of our solitude.”
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Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price gs.

Christ in Modern Life.
Ninth Edition. Crown8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

Sermons. FirstSeries. Ninth
Edition. Crown8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

Sermons. Second Series.
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. .

Frederick Denison Maurice:
The Life and Work of. A Memorial
Sermon. Crown 8vo. Sewed, price 1s.

BROOKE (W. G.), M.A.

The Public Worship
Regulation Act. With a Classified
Statement of its Provisions, Notes,
and Index. Third Edition, revised
and corrected. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

Six Privy Council Judg-
ments—1850-1872. Annotated K
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price gs.

BROUN (J.A.).

Magnetic Observations at
Trevandrum and Augustia
Malley. Vol. I. 4to. Cloth,

price 63s.
The ﬁcport from above, separately

sewed, price 21s.
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BROWN (Rev. J. Baldwin), B.A.
The Higher Life. ItsReality,

Experience, and Destiny. Fourth
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
7s. 6d.

Doctrine of Annihilation
in the Light of the Gospel
of Love. Five Discourses. Second
Edigf“‘ Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
25.

BROWN (J. Croumbie), LL.D.

Reboisement in France; or,
Records of the Replanting of the
Alps, the Cevennes, and the Pyre-
nees with Trees, Herbage, and Bush.
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 12s. 64.

‘The Hydrology of Southern
Africa. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price

105. 6d.

BROWNE (Rev. M. E.)

Until the Day Dawn. Four
Advent Lectures. Crown8vo. Cloth,
price 2s. 6d.

BRYANT (W. C.)

Poems. Red-line Edition.
With 24 Illustrations and Portrait of
the Author. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra,
price 7s. 64.

A éhuper Edition, with Frontis-
piec6e‘.i Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price
35. 6d.

BUCHANAN (Robert).

Poetical Works. ‘Collected
Edition, in 3 vols., with Portrait.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. each.

Master-Spirits. Post 8vo.

Cloth, price xo0s. 6.

BULKELEY (Rev. H. J.).
Woalled in, and other Poems.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

BUNNETT (F. E.).

Linked at Last. Crown 8vo.
Cloth.,

BURTON (Mrs. Richard).

The Inner Life of Syria,
Palestine, and the Holy Land.
With Maps, Photographs, and
Coloured Plates. 2 vols. Second
Editioni| Demy 8vo. Cloth, price
24S.

CADELL (Mrs. H. M.).
Ida Craven: A Novel. 2
vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

GALDERON.
Calderon’s Dramas: The
‘Wonder-Working Magician—Life is
a Dream—The Purgatory of St.
Patrick. Translated by Denis
Florence  MacCarthy. 'ost  8vo.
Cloth, price 10s.

CARLISLE (A.D.), B. A.

Round the World in 1870.
A Volume of Travels, with Maps.
New and Cheaper Edition. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

CARNE (Miss E. T.).

The Realm of Truth. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss. 6d.

CARPENTER (E.).
Narcissus and other
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price
5.

CARPENTER (W. B.), LL.D.
M.D., F.R.s.,(xc'. » !

‘The Principles of Mental
Physiology. With their Applica-
tions to the Training and Discipline
of the Mind, and the Study of its
Morbid _ Conditi I d
Fourth Edition. 8vo. Cloth, price
I25.
CARR (Lisle).

Judith Gwynne. 3 vols.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

CHRISTOPHERSON (The late
Rev. Henry), M.A.
Sermons. With an Intro-
duction by John Rae, LL.D., F.S.A.
First Series. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 64. )
Sermons. With an Intro-
duction by John Rae, LL.D., F.S.A.
Second Series. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 6s. .
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CLAYTON (Cecil).

Effie’'s Game; How She
Lost and How She Won. A
" Novel. 2vols. Cloth.

CLERK (Mrs. Golfrey):

’Ilim en Nis. Historical
Tales and Anecdotes of the Times
of the Early Khalifahs. Translat
from the Arabic Originals. Illus-
trated with Historical and Explana-
tory Notes. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
75.

CLERY (C.), Capt.

Minor Tactics. With 26
Maps and Plans. Third and revised
Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 16s.

CLODD (Edward), F.R.A.S.

The Childhood of the

World : a Simple Account of Man

in Early Times. Third Edition.

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s.

A Special Edition for Schools.
e 1s.

The Childhood of Reli-
gions. Including a Simple Account
of the Birth and Growth of Myths
and Legends.  Third Thousand.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

COLERIDGE (Sara).

Pretty Lessons in Verse
for Good Children, with some
Lessons in Latin, in Easy Rhyme.
A New Edmon Illustrated. EycI:p
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

Phantasmion. A Fajry Tale.
With an Introductory Preface by the
Right Hon. Lord Coleridge, of
Ottery St. Mary. A New Edition.
lllustmted Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s.

Memoirand Letters of Sara
Coleridge. Edited by her Daughter.

With Index. 2 vols. With Two
Portraits. Edition, Revised
and Corrected. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 24s.

CheapEdmon th one Portrait.
Cloth, price 7s.

\

COLLINS (Mortimer).
The Princess Clarice.
Story of 1873. 2 vols. Cloth.
Squire Silchester’'s Whim.
3 vols. Cloth.

Miranda. A Midsummer
Madness. 3 vols. Cloth.

A

Inn of Strange Meetings,
and other Poems. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

The Secre. of Long Life.
d by sp permission to

Lord St. Leonards. Fourth Edition.

Large crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

COLLINS (Rev. R.), M.A.

Missionary Enterprise in
the East. With special reference
to the Syrian Christians of Malabar,
and the results of modern Missions.
With Four Illustrations. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

CONGREVE (Richard), M.A.,
M.R.C.P.L.
Human Catholicism. Two

Sermons delivered at the Positivist
School on the Festival of Humanity,
87 and 88, January 1, 1875 and 1876.
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 1s.

CONWAY (Moncure D.).

Republican Superstitions.
m d by the Political History
of the Umted States.  Including a
Correspopdence with M. Louis Blanc.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

CONYERS (Ansley).

Chesterleigh. 3 vols. Crown
8vo. Cloth.

COOKE (M. C.), M.A,,LL.D.

Fungi; their Nature, Influ-
ences, Uses, &c. Edited by the Rev.
M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F.L.S.
With Illustrations. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

Volume XIV. of The International
Scientific Series.
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COOKE (Prof. J. P.), of the Har-
.vard University.
The New Chemistry. With
1 Illustrations. Third Edition.
%,‘rown 8vo. _Cloth, price ss.
Volume IX. of TKe International
Scientific Series.

Scientific Culture.
8vo. Cloth, price 1s.

Crown

COOPER(T. T.), F.R.G.S.
The Mishmee Hills: an

Account of a Journey made in an
Attempt to Penetrate Thibet from
Assam, to open New Routes for
Commerce. Second Edition. With
Four Illystrations and Map. Post
8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 64.

Cornhill Library of Fiction
(The). Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
35. 6d. per volume.

Half-a-Dozen Daughters. By
,l‘. Masterman.
he House of Raby. By Mrs.G.

Hoolger.
A Fight for Life. By Moy
homas.
Robin Gray. 1%{ Charles Gibbon.
Kitty. By Miss M. Betham-

Edwards.
One of Two; or, The Left-

Handed Bride. By J. Hain Fris-

‘well,

God’s Providence House. By
Mrs. G. L. Banks.

For Lack of Gold. By Charles

Gibbon.

Abel Drake’s Wife. By John
Saunders.

Hirell. By John Saunders.

CORY (Lieut. Col. Arthur).

The Eastern Menace; or,
Shadows of Coming Events.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

Cosmos.
A Poem. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price
3s. 6d. A .
COTTON (R. T.).

Mr. Carington.
Love and Conspiracy. 3 vols. Crown
8vo. Cloth.

A Tale of

CRESSWELL (Mrs. G.).

The King’s Banner. Drama
in Four Acts. Five Illustrations.
4to. Cloth, price 10s. 6d.

CROMPTON (Henry).

Industrial Conciliation.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 25, 64.

CUMMINS (H. 1), M. A.

Parochial Charities of the
City of London. Sewed, price 1s.

CURWEN (Henry).

Sorrow and Song: Studies
of Literary Struggle. Henry Miirger
—Novalis—Alexgagnder Petisﬁ—H%n-
oré de Balzac— Edgar Allan Poe
—André Chénier. 2 vols. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 1ss.

DANCE (Rev. C. D.).

Recollectionsof Four Years
in Venezuela. With Three Illus-
tratios and a Map. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 7s. 64.

D'ANVERS (N. R.). )
The Suez Canal: Letters

and Documents descriptive of its
Rise and Progress in 1854-56. By
Ferdinand de Lesseps. Translated
by. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 64.

Little Minnie’s Troubles.
An Every-day Chronicle. With Four
Illustrations by W. H. Hughes.

Fcap. Cloth, price 3s. 62.
DAVIDSON(Rev. Samuel), D.D.,
LL.D.

The New T'estament, trans-
lated from the Latest Greek
Text of Tischendorf. ,A new and
thoroughly revised Edition. Post
8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 64.

Canon of the Bible: Its
Formation, History, and Fluctua-
tions. Small crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.
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DAVIES (G. Christopher).

Mountain, Meadow, and
Mere : a Series of Outdoor Sketches
of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and
Natural History. With Sixteen Il-
lustrations by “Basworth ' W. Har-
court.\/\Crown' 8vo. ) [Cléth,. price 65.

Rambles and Adventures
of Our School Field Club. With
Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

DAVIES (Rev. J. L.), M.A.

‘Theology and Morality.
Essays on Questions of Belief and
Prag‘tii‘ce. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
78.

DE KERKADEC (Vicomtesse
Solange).
A Chequered Life, being
Memoirs of the Vicomtesse de Leo-
ville Meilhan. Edited by. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

DE L’HOSTE (Col. E. P.).

The Desert Pastor, Jean
arousseau. Translated from the
rench of Eugene Pelletan. With a

Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap.

8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

DE REDCLIFFE (Viscount
Stratford), P.C., K.G., G.C.B.
Why am I a Christian?
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s.

DE TOCQUEVILLE (A)).

Correspondence and Con-
versations of, with Nassau Wil-
liam Senior, from 1834 to 1850.
Edited by M. C. M. Simpson. 2
vols. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 21s.

DE VERE (Aubrey).

Alexander the Great. A
Dramatic Poem. Small crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

The Infant Bridal, and
Other Poems. A New and En-
larged Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

DE VERE (Aubrey)—continued:

The Legends of St. Patrick,
and Other Poems. Smgll crown
8vo Cloth, price ss.

St. Thomas of Canterbury.
A Dramatic Poem. Large fcap. 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

DE WILLE (E.).

Under a Cloud; or, Johan-

nes Olaf. A Novel. Translated by

gl Fim Bunnitt. 3 vols. Crown 8vo.
oth.

DENNIS (J.).

English Sonnets. Collected
and Arranged. Elegantly bound.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

DOBSON (Austin).

Vignettes in Rhyme and
Vers de Société. Third Edition.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

DONNE (A.), M.D.

Change of Air and Scene.
A Physician’s Hints about Doctors,
Patients, Hygiene, and Society;

with Notes of Excursions for Health.
Second Edition. Large post 8vo.
Cloth, price gs.

DOWDEN (Edward), LL.D.

Shakspere: a Critical Study
of his Mind and Art. Second Edition.
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 12s.

Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,

_ price ss.
DOWNTON (Rev. H.), M.A.

Hymns and Verses. Ori-
ginal and Translated. Small crown
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

DRAPER (J. W.), M\.D,, LL.D.,
grotl"essor in the University of New
ork.

History of the Conflict be-
tween Religion and Science.
Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,

price ss.
Volume XIII. of The International
Scientific Series.
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DREW (Rev. G. S.), M.A.
Scripture Lands in con-
nection with their History.
Second Edition. 8vo. Cloth, price
105, 6d.

Nazareth: Its'VLife! and
Lessons. Third Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

The Divine Kingdom on
Earth as it is in Heaven. 8vo.
Cloth, price 10s. 64.

‘The Son of Man: His Life
and Ministry. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

DREWRY (G. 0.), M.D.

The Common-Sense
Mnnafement of the Stomach.
Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price 2s. 6d.

DREWRY (G. 0.), M.D., and
BARTLETT (H. C.), Bh.D.,
F.C.S.

Cup and Platter: or, Notes
on Food and its Effects. Small 8vo.
Cloth, price 2s. 6.

DRUMMOND (Miss).

Tripps Buildings. A Stggg
from Life, with Frontispiece. S;
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

DURAND (Lady). -
Imitations from the Ger-
man of Spitta and Terstegen.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 4s.

DU VERNOIS (Col. von Verdy).
Studies in leading Troops.
An authorized and accurate Trans-
lation by Lieutenant H. I T.
Hildyard, 71st Foot. Parts 1. and
II. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 7s.

EDEN (Frederick).

The Nile without a
Dragoman, Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 64.

EDWARDS (Rev. Basil).
Minor Chords; Or, Songs
for the Suffering: a Volume of
Verse. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price
3s. 6d. ; paper, price 2s. 6d.

EILOART (Mrs.).

Lady Moretoun’s Daughter.
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

ELLIOTT (Ebenezer), The Corn
Law Rhymer.

Poems. Edited by his son,
the Rev. Edwin Elliott, of St. John’s,
Antigua. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 183!

ENGLISH CLERGYMAN.

An Essay on the Rule of
Faith and Creed of Athanasius.
Shall the Rubric preceding the
Creed be removed from the Prayer-
book? Sewed. 8vo. Price 1s.

Epicof Hades(The). Book II.

By a New Writer. Author of

“¢ Songs of Two Worlds.” Fcap. 8vo.

Cloth, price ss.

Books I. and I1I. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
rice 35. 64. Complete in One Vol.
cap. 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. éd.

Eros Agonistes.

Poems. By E. B. D. Fcap. 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

Essays on the Endowment
of Research.
By Various Writers.
ListT oF CONTRIBUTORS.
Mark Pattison, B. D.
James S. Cotton, B. A.
' Charles E. Appleton, D.C. L.
Archibald H. Sayce, M. A.
Henry Clifton Sorby, F.R.S.
Thomas K. Chéyne, M. A.
W. T. Thiselton Dyer, M. A.
‘Henry Nettleship, M. A, -
' Square crown octavo.
price 10s. 6d.
EVANS (Mark).
The Story of our Father’s
Love, told to Children; being a
New and Enlarged Edition of
‘Theol for Chil With Four
Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.
A Book of Common Ptayer
and Worship for Household
Use, compiled exclusively from the
Holy Scriptures. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price 2s. 6d.

EYRE (Maj.-Gen. Sir V.), C.B,,
K.C. S.(I.,%c.

Lays of a Knight-Errant
in many Lands. Square crown
8vo. With Six Illustrations. Cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

Cloth,

A2
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FAITHFULL (Mrs. Francis G.).
Love Me, or Love Me Not.
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

FARQUHARSON (M.).
1. Elsie/Dinsmore)
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.
I1. Elsie’s Girlhood. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

II1. Elsie’s Holidays at
Roselands. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 6.
FAVRE (Mons. J.).
The Government of the
National Defence. From the 30th
une to the 3ist October, 1870.
ranslated by Ii Clark. Demy 8vo.
Cloth, price 10s. 6d.

FENN (G. M.).

A Little World. A Novel,
in 3 vols.

FERRIS (Henry Weybridge).
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

FISHER (Alice).

His Queen.
8vo. Cloth.

FOOTMAN (Rev. H.), M.A.

From Home and Back; or,

Some Aspects of Sin as seen in the
Light of the Parable of the Prodigal.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

FORBES (A.).
Soldiering and Scribbling.

A Series of Sketches. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 7s. 64.

FOTHERGILL (Jessie).
Aldyth: A Novel.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, 21s.
Healey. A Romance. 3 vols.
Crown 8vo. Cloth.

FOWLE (Rev. T. W.), M.A.
The Reconciliation of Re-
ligion and Science. Being Essays
on Immortality, ln?iration, Mira-
cles, and the Being of Christ. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 64,

Crown

3 vols. Crown

2 vols.

FOX-BOURNE (H. R.).

The Life of John Locke,

1632—1704. 2 vols. Demy 8vo.
Cloth, price 28s.

FRASER (Donald).

Exchange Tables of Ster-
ling and Indian Rupee Curren-
cy, upon a new and extended system,
embracing Values from One Far-
thing to One Hundred Thousand
Pounds, and at Rates progressing, in
Sixteenths of a Penny, from 1s. 9d. to
2. . per Rupee. Royal  8vo.
Cloth, price 1os. 64.

FRERE{Sir H.BartleE.),G.C.B.,
G.C.8.1.

The Threatened Famine in
Bengal : How it may be Met, and
the Recurrence of Famines in India
Prevented. Being No. 1 of “ Occa-
sional Notes on Indian Affairs.”
With 3 Maps. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.
FRISWELL (]J. Hain).

The Better Self. Essays for
Home Life. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 6s.

One of Two; or, The Left-
Handed Bride. With a Frontis-

picoﬁeé Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
GARDNER (H.).
Sunflowers. A Book of

Verses. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

GARDNER (J.), M.D.
Longevity: The Means of
Prolonging Life after Middle
Age. Fourth Edition, revised and
enlarged. Small crown8vo. Cloth,
price 4s.

GARRETT (E.).

By Still Waters. A Story
for Quiet Hours. With Seven Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

GIBBON (Charles).

For Lack of Gold. With a
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

Robin Gray. With a Frontis-
piece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price.
3. 6. . o
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GILBERT (Mrs.).

Autobiography and other
Memorials. Edited by Josiah
Gilbert. Second Edition. Inz2 vols.
With 2 Steel Portraits and several
Wood Engravings./\ Rost/8vo. | Clothy
price 24s.

GILL (Rev. W. W), B.A.

Myths and Songs from the
South Pacific. With a Preface by
F. Max Miiller, M.A., Professor of
Comparative Philology at Oxford.
Post 8vo. Cloth, price gs.

GODKIN (James).

The Religious History of
Ireland: Primitive, Papal, and
Protestant. Including the Evange-
lical Missions, Catholic Agitations,
and Church Progress of the last half
Century. 8vo. Cloth, price 12s.

GODWIN (William),
William Godwin: His

Friends and Contemporaries.
‘With Portraits and Facsimiles of the
handwriting of Godwin and his Wife.
By C. Kegan Paul. 2 vols. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price 28s. \

The Genius of Christianity
Unveiled. Being Essays never
before published. Edited, with a
Preface, by C. Kegan Paul. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

GOETZE (Capt. A. von).

Operations of the German
Engineers during the War of
1870-1871. Published by Authority,
and in accordance with Official Docu-
ments. Translated from the German
by Colonel G. Graham, V.C., C.B.,

With 6 large Maps. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price 21s.

GOODENOUGH g:ornmodore J.
G.), R.N,C.B,C.M.G. '

Journals of, during his Last
Command as Senior Officer on the
Australian Station,1873-1875. Edited,
with a Memoir, by his Widow. With
Maps, Woodcuts, and Steel En-
graved Portrait. Second Edition.
quare post 8vo. Cloth, price 14s.

GOODMAN (W.).

Cuba, the Pearl of the
Antilles. Crown 8vd. Cloth, price
7s. 6d.

GOULD (Rev. S. Baring), M. A,

The Vicar of Morwenstow:
a Memoir of the Rev. R. S. Hawker.
With Portrait. Third Edition, re-
vised. Square post8vo. Cloth, 10s. 62.
GRANVILLE (A. B), M.D,
F.R.S,, &c.
Autobiography of A. B.
Granville, F.R. 8., etc. Edited,
with a brief account of the concluding
%ears of his life, IB' his youngest
aughter, Paulina B. Granville. 2
vols.  With a Portrait. Second Edi-
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32s.

GRAY (Mrs. Russell).

Lisette’s Venture. A Novel.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

GREEN (T. Bowden).

Fragments of Thought.
Dedicated by permission to the Poet
Laureate. Crown 8vo, Cloth, price
7s. 6d. )
GREENWOOD (J.), * The Ama-
teur Casual.”
In Strange Company; or,
The Note Book of a Roving Corre-
spondent. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

GREY (John), of Dilston.

{:hn Grey (of Dilston):
emoirs. By Josephine E. Butler.
New and Revised Edition.
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

GRIFFITH (Rev. T.), AM, *

Studies of the Divine Mas-
ter. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 12s.

GRIFFITHS (Capt. Arthur).

Memorials of Millbank,and
Chapters in Prison History.
With Illustrations by R. Goff and
the Author. 2vols. Post8vo. Cloth,
price 21s.

The Queen’s Shilling. A
Novel. 2 vols. Cloth,

Crown
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GRIMLEY (Rev. H. N.), M.A,,
Professor of Mathematics in the
University College of Wales, and
Chaplain of Tremadoc Chu

Tremadoc Sermons, chxeﬂy
on the SPIRITUALBODY, the UNSEEN
‘WoRLD, and the Dlvmn HumanITY.
Crown 8vo, Cloth, price 75. 64, .

GRUNER (M. L.).
Studies of Blast Furnace
Phenomena. Translated by L. D.
B. Gordon, F.R.S.E., F.G.S. Demy
8vo. Cloth price 7s. ' 6d.

GURNEY (Rev. Archer).

Words of Faith and Cheer.
A Mission of Instruction and Sugges-
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

First Principles in Church
and State. Demy 8vo. Sewed,
price 1s. 6d.

HAECKEL (Prof. Ernst).
The History of Creation.

Tnnshuon revised by Professor E.
Ray Lankester, M.A., F.R.S. With
Coloured Plates and Genealoﬂxh
Trees of the various groups of
Eﬂ: and animals. 2 vols. Second
on. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 32s.

HARCOURT (Capt. A. F. P.).

‘The Shakespeare Argosy.
Canwnmg muc of the wealth of
hakespeare’s Wisdom and Wit,
alphabeucally armnéed and classi-
fied. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R), M.A.

Current Coin. Materialism—
The Devil—Crime—Drunkenness—
Paupensm—Emonon—Recreauon—
The Sabbath. | Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 6s.

Speech in Season. Third
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
9s.

Thoughts for the Times.
Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

Unsectarian Family
Prayers, for Morning and Evenin,
for a Week, with short selecte
passages from the Bible. Square
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 35. 64,

HAWTHORNE (Julian).

Bressant. A Romance. 2
vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

Idolatry. A Romance. 2vols,
Crown 8vo, Cloth.

HAWTHORNE (Nathaniel).

Nathaniel Hawthorne. A
Memoir with Stories, now first pub-

ished in thiscountry. By H. A. Page.
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 64.

Septimius. A Romance.
Second Edition. Crown8vo. Cloth,
price gs.

HAYMAN (H.), D.D.,late Head
Master of Rugby School.

Rugby School Sermons.
With an Introductory Essay on the
Indwelling of the Holy 6?};\nt.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s.

Heathergate.
A Story of Scottish Life and Cha-
racter. By a New Author. 2 vols.
Crown 8vo. Cloth.

HELLWALD (Baron F. von).

The Russians in Central
Asia. A Critical Exammatlon,
down to the gment time, of
Geograph lstory of Centra.l
'?’hs.wod ran ed b Lxem -Col.
eodore e
post 8vo. "5}?3." Map. éﬁ,
price 12s.
HELVIG (Capt. H.).

The Operations of the Ba-
varian rmy Co Translated
Captain S. ahwabe With
vel Maps. Inz2vols. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price 24s.

HINTON (James).

The Place of the Physician.
To which is added EssAavys ON THE
Law oF HUMAN LIFE, AND ON THE
RELATION BETWEEN ORGANIC AND
INorRGANIC WORLDS. Second Edi-
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

Physiology for Practical
Use. By various Writers. With
E; Illustrations. 2 vols. Second
dmon. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
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HINTON (James)—continued :

An Atlas of Diseases of the
Membrana Tympani. With De-
scriptive Text. Post 8vo. Price £6 6s.

The Questions'/of | Aural
Surgery. With Illustrations. 2 vols.
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 12s. 6d.

H. J. C.

The Art of Fumishing.
A Popular Treatise on the Prinoiples
of Furnishing, based on the Laws of
Common Sense, Requirement, and
Picturesque . Effect. = Small crown
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

HOCKLEY (W. B.).

Tales of the Zenana; or,
A Nuwab’s Leisure Hours. B{vthe
Author of ““ Pandurang Hari.” With
a Preface by Lord Stdnley of Alder-
ley. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 21s.

Pandurang Hari; or, Me-
moirs of a Hindoo.. A Tale of
Mahratta Life sixty yearsago. With
a Preface by Sir H. Bartle E.
Frere, G.C.S.1., &c. 2vols. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 21s.

HOFFBAUER (Capt.).

The German Artillery in
the Battles near Metz. Based
on the official reports of the German
Artillery. Translated by Cag’t E.
O. Hollist. With Map and Plans.
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 21s.

Hogan, M.P.

A Novel. 3vols. Crown8vo. Cloth.

HOLMES (E. G. A).
Poems. Fcap. 8vo.
price ss.

HOLROYD (Major W. R. M.)
Tas-hil ul Kilim; or,
Hindustani made Easy. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

HOPE (James L. A.).

In Quest of Coolies. With
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

Clofh,

HOOPER (Mary).

Little Dinners: How to
Serve them with Elegance and
Economy. Twelfth  Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

Cookery for Invalids, Per-
sons of Delicate Digestion, and

Children. Crown 8vo. th, price
3. 64.

HOOPER (Mrs. G.).
The House of Raby. With

a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

HOPKINS (M.).

The Port of Refuge; or,
Counsel and Aid to Shipmasters in
Difficulty, Doubt, or Distress. Crown
8vo. Second and Revised Edition.
Cloth, price 6s.

HORNE (William), M.A.
Reason and Revelation :
an Examination into the Nature and
Contents of Scripture Revelation, as
compared with other Forms of Truth.
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 12s.

HOWARD (Mary M.).
Beatrice Aylmer, and other
Tales. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

HOWARD (Rev. G. B.).

An Old Legend of St.
Paul’s. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price
4. 6d.

HOWELL (James).

A Tale of the Sea, Son-
nets, and other Poems. Fcap.
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

HUGHES (Allison).

Penelope and other Poems.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 4s. 6d.

HULL (Edmund C. P.).

The European in India.
‘Witha MEDICAL GUIDE FOR ANGLO-
INpIANs. By R. R. S. Mair, M.D.,
F.R.C.S.E. Second Edition, Revised
and Corrected. Post 8vo.

price 6s.
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HUMPHREY (Rev. W.).
Mr. Fitzjames Stephen and
Cardinal Bellarmine. Demy 8vo.
Sewed, price 1s.

HUTTON (James).
Missionary ' -Life in - “the

Southern Seas. With Illustrations.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 64.

IGNOTUS.
Culmshire Folk. A Novel.
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

INCHBOLD (J. W.).
Annus Amoris. Sonnets.
Foolscap 8vo. Cloth, price 4s. 64.

INGELOW (Jean).
The Little Wonder-horn.
A Second Series of “ Stories Told to
aChild.” With Fifteen Illustrations.
Square 24mo. Cloth, price 3s. 6.
Off the Skelligs. (Her First
Romance,) 4 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

Indian Bishoprics. By an
Indian Churchman. Demy 8vo., 64.

International Scientific
Series (The).
1. The Forms of Water in
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and
Glaciers. By J. Tyndall, LL.D.,
F.R.S. Withzs Il]ustrauons Slxth
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.
II. Physics and Politics; or,
Thoughts on the Application of the
Principles of Natural Selection ”
and ““Inheritance” to Political So-
ciety. By Walter Bagehot.
Edition. Crown8vo. Cloth, price 4s.

M.D. R.S. With nu-
merouslllush-anons Fourth Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.
IV. Mind and Body,: The Theo-
ries of their Relation. hy Alexander
Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustra-
tions. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 4s.
V. The Study of Socxolog'y
By Herbert S ncer Sixth Edition.
Crown 8vo. oth, price ss.
VI. On the Conservation of
Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M.A.,
LL.D.,F.R.S. With14 Tllustrations.
Third Edition. (,rown 8vo. Cloth,
price 5s.

IIL Foodl. l‘y Edward Smith,”

International Scientific
Series (The)—continued.

VIIL Animal Locomotion ; or.

Walking, Swimming, and Flyi g.
By J. B. Pettigrew, M D, F.R.S,
etc. With 130 lustrations. Second

Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

VIII. Responsibility in Mental
Disease. y_Henry Maudsley,
M.D. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

IX. The New Chemistry. By
Professor J. P. Cooke, of the Har-
vard University. ~With Illustra-
tions. Third Edition. &'own 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

X. The Science of Law. By
Professor Sheldon Amos. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price s5s.

XI. Animal Mechanism. A
Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial
Locomotion. By Professor E. J.
Marey. With 117 Illustrations.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

XII. The Doctrine of Descent
and Darwinism. By Professor Os-
car Schmidt (Strasburg Umvers:ty).
With 26 Illustrations. Third E

tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5:.

XII1. The History of the Con-
flict between Reh on and Sci-
ence. K W. Draper, M.D.,
LL. mth Edition. = Crown
8vo. Cloth price ss.

XIV. Fungi; their Nature In-
fluences, Uses, &c. ]! M.
Cooke, M.A., LL.D. dited by
the Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A.,
F.L.S. With numerous Illustrations.
Second Edition. .Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

XV. The Chemical Effects of
Light and Phot gmphy. By Dr.
Hermann Vogel (Polytechnic Aca-
demy of Berlln) Translation tho-
roughly revised. With 100 Illustra-
tions. ~Third Edition. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

XVI. The Life and Growth of
Language. By William Dwight
Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and
Comparative Philol in Yale Col-
lege, New Haven. ond Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, pnce 55
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International Scientific
Seties (The)—continued.
XVII. Money and the Mecha-
nism of Exchange. By W. Stan-
ley Jevons, M.A., E.R. S: | Third
Edition. Crown8vo.!Cloth, price’ss.

XVIII. The Nature of Light:
With a General Account of Physical
Optics. By Dr. Eugene Lommel,
Professor of Physics in the Univer-
sity of Erlangen. With 188 Illustra-
tions and a table of Spectra in Chro-
mo-lithegraphy. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

X1X. Animal Parasites and
M t By Monsi Van

Beneden, Professor of the University
of Louvain, Correspondent of the
Institute of France. With 83 Illus-
trations. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

XX. Fer tation. By Profe

Schiitzenberger, Director of the
Chemical Laboratory at the Sor-
bonne. With 28 Illustrations. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. Gloth, price ss.

XXI. The Five Senses of Man.
By Professor Bemnstein, of the Uni-
versity of Halle. With or Illustra-
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

XXII. The Theory of Sound in
its Relation to Music. By Pro-
fessor Pietro Blaserna, of the Royal
University of Rome. With numerous
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 5s.

Forthcoming Volumes.

Prof. W. KiNGDON CLIFFORD, M.A.
The First Principles of the Exact
Sci explained to the N
thematical.

Prof. T. H. Huxrey, LL.D., F.R.S.
Bodily Motion and Consciousness.
W. B. CARPENTER, LL.D., F.R.S.
The Physical Geography of the Sea.
W. LauvpEr Linpsay, M.D.,
F.R.S.E. ind in the wer
Animals.

Sir Joun Lussock, Bart.,, F.R.S.
On Ants and Bees.

Prof. W. T. THiseLToN DYER, B.A.,
B.Sc. Form and Habit in Flowering
Plants.

International Scientific
Series (The)—continued.
Mr. J. NorMAN Lockver, F.R.S.
Spectrum Analysis.
Brof. MicHAEL FosTER, M.D. Pro-
toplasm and the Cell Theory.
H. CHARLTON BasTiaN, M.D,,
F.R.S. The Brain as an Organ of
Mind.
Prof. A. C. Ramsay, LL.D,, F.R.S.
Earth Sculpture: Hills, Valleys,
Mountains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes;
how they were Produced, and how
they have been Destroyed. ‘
Prof. J. RosgNTHAL. General Phy-
siology of Muscles and Nerves.
P. BerT (Professor of Physiology,
Paris). Forms of Life and oﬁzr
Cosmical Conditions.
Prof. CorriELp, M.A., M.D.
(Oxon.) Air in itsrelation to Health.

JACKSON (T. G.).

Modern Gothic Architec-
ture. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

JACOB (M:&.-Gen. Sir G. Le
Grand), K.C.S.1.,C.B.
Western India Before and
during the Mutinies. Pictures
drawn from life. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

JENKINS (E.) and RAYMOND
J.), Esgs.
A Legal Handbook for
_ Architects, Builders, and Build-
ing Owners. Second Edition Re-
vised. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

JENKINS (Rev. R. C.), M.A.

The Privilege of Peter and
the Claims of the Roman Church
confronted with the Scriptures, the
C ils, and the Testimony of the
Popes themselves. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

JENNINGS (Mrs. Vaughan).

Rahel : Her Life and Let-
ters. With a Portrait from the
Painting by Daffinger. Square post
8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6.
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EVONS (W. Stanley), M.A.
s w ’ '

Money and the Mechanism
of Exchange. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. Clothﬁx;ice 58
VolumeXY1L, of International
Scientific Series!
KAUFMANN (Rev. M.), B.A.

Socialism: Its Nature, its
Dangers, and its Remedies con-
sidcae{d. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
7s. 6d.

KEATINGE (Mrs.).
Honor Blake: The Story of

a Plain Woman. 2 vols. Crown
8vo. Cloth.

KER (David).
On the Road to Khiva.
Illustrated with Photographs of the
Country and its Inhabitants, and a
copy of the Official Map in use
during the Campaign, from the Sur-
vey of Captain Leusilin. Post 8vo.
Cloth, price 12s.
The Boy Slave in Bokhara.
A Tale of Central Asia. With Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.
The Wild Horseman of
the Pampas. Illustrated. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

KING (Alice).

A Cluster of Lives. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 62.

KING (Mrs. Hamilton).

The Disciples. A New
Poem. Second Edition, with some
Not:;. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
7s. 6d.

Aspromonte, and other
Poems. Second Edition. Fcap.
8vo. Cloth, price 4s. 6. '

KINGSFORD(Rev.F.W.),M.A.,

Vicar of St. Thomas’s, Stamford Hill ;

_late Chaplain H. E. I. C. (Bengal
.Presidency).

Hartham Conferences; or,
Discussions upon some of the Religi-
ous Topics of the Day. “‘Audi alte-
ram partem.” Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles), M.A.
Letters and Memories of
his Life. Edited by his WirE.
With 2 Steel engraved Portraits and
numerous Illustrations on Wood, and
a Facsimile of his Handwriting.
Fourth Edition. 2 vols., demy 8vo.
Cloth, price 36s.

KNIGHT (A. F. C.).

Poems. Fcap 8vo. Cloth,
price ss. .

LACORDAIRE (Rev. Pire).
Life: Conferences delivered
at Toulouse. A New and Chea
Edition. Crown 8vo. "Cloth, price
35. 64.

Lady of Lipari (The).

A Poem in Three Cantos. Fcap.
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

LAMBERT (Cowley), F.R.G.S.
A Trip to Cashmere and
Ladik. With numerous Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

LAURIE (J. S.).

Educational Course of
Secular School Books for India:
The First Hindustani
Reader. Stifflinen wrapper,price 64.
The Second Hindustani
Reader. Stiff linen wrapper, price 62.
The Oriental (English)
Reader. Book I., price 64.; II.,
price 734d.; IIL., price od.; IV.,
price 1s.

Geography of India; with
Maps and Historical Appendix,
tracing the Growth of the British
Empire in Hindustan. Fcap. 8vo.
Cloth, price 1s. 6d.

LAYMANN (Capt.).

The Frontal Attack of
Infantry. Translated by Colonel
Ed Newdigate. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 2s. 62

L. D. S.

Letters 'from China and
apan. With Illustrated Title-page.
'(]Irown 8vo. Cloth, pn't‘:e 75, wrag

LEANDER (Richard).
Fantastic Stories. Trans-
lated from the German by Paulina
B. Granville. With Eight full-page
Illustrations by M. E. Fraser-Tytler.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.
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LEATHES (Rev. S.), M.A. |
The Gospel Its Own Wit-
ness. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

LEE (Rev. F. G.), D.C.L.

The Other World;, or,
Glimpses of the Su atural. ' 2-vols.
A New Edition. Crown8vo. Cloth,
price 15s.

LEE (Holme).
Her Title of Honour. A
Book for Girls. New Edition. With
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

LENOIR (J.).
Fayoum; or, Artists in Egypt.
A Tour with M. Gérome and others.
With 13 Illustrations. A New and
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

Leonora Christina, Memoirs
of, Daughter of Christian IV. of

Denmark. Written during her Im-,
risonment in the Blue Tower of the -

oyal Palace at Copenhagen, 1663-
1685. Translated by . E. BUNNETT.
With an Auto Portrait of the
Princess. A New and Cheaper
Edition. Medium 8vo. Cloth,price ss.

LEWIS (Mary A.).
A Rat with Three Tales.
‘With Four Illustrations by Catherine
F. Frere. Cloth, price 5s.
LISTADO (J. T.).
Civil Service. A Novel.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.
LOCKER (F.). !
London Lyrics. A Newand
Revised Edition, with Additions and
a Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, elegant, price 7s. 6d.
LOMMEL (Dr. E.). |
The Nature of Light: With
a General Account of Physical Optics.
Second Edition. With 188 Illustra-
tions and a Table of Spectra in
Chromo-lithography.  Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

Volume Xr’\r’lll. of The Interna-

tional Scientific Series.
LORIMER (Peter), D.D.

John Knox and the Church

of England : His Work in her Pulpit,

and his Influence upon her Liturgy,

Articles, and Parties. Demy 8vo.

Cloth, price 125,

LOTHIAN (Roxburghe).
Dante and Beatrice from
1282 to 1290. A Romance. 2 vols.
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 24s.

LOVEL (Edward).
TheOwl’s Nest in the City:
A Story. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
108, 6d.

LOVER (Samuel), R.H.A.
The Life of Samuel Lover,
R.H.A.; Artistic, Literary, and
Musical. With Selections from his
Unpublished Paj and Correspon-
dence. By Bayle Bernard. 2 vols.
With a Portrait. Post 8vo. Cloth,
price 21s.

LOWER (M, A), M.A,, F.S.A,
Wayside Notes in Scandi-
navia. Being Notes of Travel in

the North of Europe. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price gs.

LUCAS' (Alice). ’
Translations from the

Works of German Poets of the
18th and 1g9th Centuries. Fcap.
8vo. Cloth, price ss.
LYONS (R. T.), Surg.-Maj. Ben-
gal Army. .
A Treatise on Relapsing
Fever. Post8vo., Cloth, price 7s. 6d.
MACAULAY (J.), M.A,, M.D,,
Edin.
The Truth about Ireland:
Tours of Observation in 1872 and
1875. With Remarks on Irish Public
Questions. Being a Second Edition
of “Ireland in 1872,” with a New
and Supplementary Preface. Crown
8vo. (ﬁozh, price 3s. 6d.

MAC CLINTOCK g.& .
Sir Spangle and the Dingy
Hen. Illustrated. Square crown
8vo., price 2s. 6d. '

MAC DONALD (g)
Malcolm. A Novel. 3vols.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth.
St. George and St. Michael.
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

MACLACHLAN(A.N.C.),M.A.
William Augustus, Duke
of Cumberland : being a Sketch of
his Military Life and Character,
chiefly as exhibited in the General
Orders of His Royal Highness,
1745—1747. With Illustrations. Post
8vo. Cloth, price 15s.
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MAC KENNA (S. J.).
Plucky Fellows. A Book
for Boys. With Six Illustrations.
Second Edition. Crown8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

At School' ‘with-an' -Old
Dragoon. With Six Illustrations.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

MAIR (R. 8.), M.D,, F.R.C.S.E.

The Medical Guide for
Anglo-Indians. Being a Compen-
dium of Advice to Europeans in
India, relating to the Preservation

" and Regulation of Health. With a
Suppl on the Manag t of
Children in India. Crown 8vo. Limp
cloth, price 3s. 64.

MANNING (His Eminence Car-
dinal).
Essays on Religion and
Literature. By various Writers.
Third Series. my 8vo. Cloth,
price 10s. 6d.

MAREY (E. J.).

Animal Mechanics. A
Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial
Locomotion. With 117 Illustrations.
Second Edition. Crown8vo. Cloth,

price ss.
Volume XI. of The International
Scientific Series.

MARKEWITCH (B.).

The Neglected Question.
‘Translated from the Russian, by the
Princess Qurousoff, and dedicated by
Express Permission to Her Imperial
an?Royal Highness Marie Alexan-
drovna, the Duchess of Edinburgh.
2vols. Crown8vo. Cloth, price 14s.

MARRIOTT (Maj.-Gen. W. F.),
C.s.I.

A Grammar of Political
Economy. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 6s.

MARSHALL (H.).

‘The Story of Sir Edward’s
Wife. A Novel. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 1o0s. 6d.

MASTERMAN (J.).

Half-a-dozen  Daughters.
With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

MAUDSLEY (Dr. H.).
Responsibility in Mental

Disease. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

Volume VIII. of The International
Scientific Series.

MAUGHAN (W. C.).

The Alps of Arabia; or,
Travels thrOll:Fh Egypt, Sinai, Ara-
bia, and the Holy Land. With Map.
Seccnd Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s.

MAURICE (C. E.).
Lives of English Popular

Leaders. No. 1.—STEPHEN LANG-
TON. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s.64.
No. 2.—TyLER, BaLL, and OLb-
CASTLE. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
7s. 6d.

Mazzini (Joseph).

A Memoir. By E. A. V. Two
Photographic Portraits. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

MEDLEY(Lieut.-Col.].G.),R.E.

An Autumn Tour in the
United States and Canada.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

MENZIES (Sdtherland).

Memoirs of Distinguished
‘Women. 2 vols. Post 8vo. Cloth,
price 10s. 64.

MICKLETHWAITE (J. T.),
F.S.A.

Modern Parish Churches:
Their Plan, Design, and Furniture.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 64.

MILNE (James).

Tables of Exchange for the
Conversion of Sterling Money into
Indian and Ceylon Currency, at
Rates from 1s. 84. to 2s. 3d. per
Rupee. Second Edition. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price £2 2s.
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MIRUS (Maj.-Gen. von).
Cavalry Field Duty. Trans-
lated by Major Frank S. Russell,
14th (King’s) Hussars. Crown 8vo.
Cloth limp, price 7s. 6.

MIVART (St. George), F.R.Ss
Contemporary Evolution :
An Essay on some recent Social
Changes. Post 8vo. Cloth, price
7s. 6d.

MOCKLER (E.).

A Grammar of the Baloo-
chee Language, as it is spoken in
Makran (Ancient Gedrosia), in the
Persia-Arabic and Roman characters.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

MOORE (Rev. D.), M.A.
Christ and His Church.
By the Author of “‘ The Age and the
Gospel,” &c. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

MOORE (Rev. T.).
Sermonettes: on Synony-
mous Texts, taken from the Bible
and Book of Common Prayer, for
the Study, Family Reading, and
Private Devotion. Small crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 4s. 6d.

MORELL (]. R.).

Euclid Simplified in Me-
thod and Language. Being a
Manual of Geometry. Compiled from
the most important French Works,
approved by the University of Paris
and the Minister of Public Instruc-
tion. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6.

MORICE (Rev. F. D.), M.A,
The Olympian and Pythian
Odes of Pindar. A New Transla-
tion in English Verse. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 7s. 64.

MORLEY (Susan).
Aileen Ferrers.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

Throstlethwaite. A Novel.
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

MORSE (E. 8.), Ph.D.

A Novel.

First Book of Zoology.:

‘With numerous Illustrations. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 5s.

MOSTYN (Sydney).
Perplexity. A Novel. 3vols.
Crown 8vo. Cloth.

MUSGRAVE (Anthony).
Studies in Political Eco-
nomy:. !Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

My Sister Rosalind.
A Novel. By the Author of “Chris-
tiana North,” and * Under the
Limes.” 2 vols. Cloth.

NAAKE (J. T.).
Slavonic Fairy Tales.
From Russian, Servian, Polish, and
Bchemian Sources. With Four Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.
NEWMAN (J. H.), D.D.
Charactenistics from the
Writings of. Being Selections
fl‘.ol}lll lllxis xan'l;au§ Works.al Amng:ld
with the Aut! or's personal approval.
ird Edition. With ggrtra.it.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.
** A Portrait of the Rev. Dr. J. H.
I"I’ewman, mounted for framing, can
be had, price 2s. 6d.
NEWMAN (Mrs.).
Too Late. A Novel. 2 vols.
Crown 8vo. Cloth.
NEW WRITER (A).
Songs of Two Worlds.
By a New Writer. Third Series.
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price 5s.
The Epic of Hades.
8vo. Cloth, price 5s.
NOBLE (1!; A).
The elican Papers.
i d R ins of a

Fcap.

R ang
Dweller in the Wilderness. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

NORMAN PEOPLE (The).
The Norman People, and
their Existing Descendants in the
British Dominions and the United
States of America. Demy 8vo.
Cloth, price 21s.

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred).

The Inner and Outer Life
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

Northern %uestion (The);
Or, Russia’s Policy in Turkey un-
masked. Demy8vo. Sewed, price 1s.
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NOTREGE (John), A.M.
The Spiritual Function of
a Presbyter in the Church of
England. Crown 8vo. Cloth, red
edges, price 3s. 64,

Oriental /Sporting Magadzine
(The).
A Reprint of the first 5 Volumes,
in 2 Volumes. Demy 8vo. Cloth,
price 28s.

‘Our Increasing Military Dif-
ficulty, and one W:J' of Meeting it.
Demy 8vo. Stitched, price 1s.

PAGE (Capt. S. F.).
Disciplineand Drill. Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo. Price 1s.

PALGRAVE (W. Gifford).
Hermann Agha. An Eastern
Narrative. 2 vols. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, extra gilt, price 18s.

PANDURANG HARI;

Or Memoirs of a Hindoo.
‘With an Introductory Preface by Sir

H. Bartle E. Frere, G.C.S.1., C.B.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 21s.

PARKER Joseph), D.D.
The Paraclete: An Essay
on the Personality and Ministry of
the Holy Ghost, with some reference
to current discussions. Second Edi-
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 12s.

PARR (Harriet).
Echoes of a Famous Year.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 8s. 6.

PAUL (C. Kegan).
Goethe’s Faust.

Translation in Rime.
Cloth, price 6s.

William Godwin: His
Friends and Contemporaries.
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the
Handwriting of Godwin and his
Wife. 2 vols. Square post 8vo.
Cloth, price 28s.

A New

Crown 8vo.

The Genius of Christianity
Unveiled. Being Essaysby William
Godwin never before published.
Edited, with a Preface, C.
Kegan Paul. Crown 8vo. oth,
price 7s. 6d.

PAYNE (John).

Songs of Life and Death.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

PAYNE (Prof.).
Lectures on Education.
ice 6d. each.

of His

I. Pestalozzi: the Infl
Principles and Practice.

II. Frobel and the Kind
System. Second Edition.
I11. The Science and Art of Educa-
tion.

IV. The True Foundation of Science
Teaching.

A Visit to German Schools:
Elementary Schools in Ger-
many. Notesof a Professional Tour
?ri'marytsosl(l:‘l:ofl;,he ]I("unbl' ”(.t‘:rnli,'
ic

Schools, and Schools for Technical
Instruction in Hamburgh, Berlin,
Dresden, Weimar, Gotha, Eisenach,
in the autumn of 1514. With Critical
Di ions of the 1 Principl
and Practice of Kindergartens and
other Schemes of Elementary Edu-
cation. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
4. 6d.

PEACOCKE (Georgiana).

Rays from the Southern
Cross : Poems. Crown 8vo. With

Sixteen Full-page  Illustrations
by the Rev. P. h. Cloth elegant,
price 10s. 6d. ' .

PELLETAN (E.).

The Desert Pastor, Jean

{‘nrouueau Translated from the
rench. By Colonel E. P. De

L'Hoste. Witha anﬁ@liece. New
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. oth, price
35, 6d.

PENRICE (Maj. J.), B.A.

A Dictionary and Glossary
of the Ko-ran. With c('?ions Gram-
+ o Rt and Explanats

of the Text. 4to. Cloth, price 215.

PERCEVAL (Rev. P.).
Tamil Proverbs, with their
English Translation. Containing
upwards of Six Thousand Proverbs.
hird Edition. Demy 8vo. Sewed,
price gs.
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PERRIER (A.).
A Winter - in Morocco.
With Four Illustrations. A New
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

A Good Match.' 'A 'Novel.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

PERRY (Rev. S. J.), F.R.S.
Notes of a Voyage to Ker-
elen Island, to observe the
%‘uransit of Venus. Demy8vo. Sewed,
price 2s.

PESCHEL (Dr. Oscar).
The Races of Man and
thefr Geographical Distribution.
Large crown 8vo. Cloth, price gs.

PETTIGREW (J. Bell), M.D,,
Animal. Locomotion; or,
Walking, Swimming, and Flying.
With 130 Illustrations. Second Edi-
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

Volume VII. of The International
Scientific Series.
PIGGOT (J.), F.S.A,, F.R.G.S.

Persia—Ancient and - Mo-
dern. Post8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 6,

POUSHKIN (A. S.).
Russian Romance.
Translated from the Tales of Belkin,
etc. By Mrs. J. Buchan TeNer (née
Mouravieff). Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 62.

POWER (H.).
.Our Invalids : How shall
we Employ and Amuse Them ?
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6d.

POWLETT (Lieut. N.), R.A.
Eastern Legends and
Stories in English Verse. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

PRESBYTER.

Unfoldings of Christian
Hope. An Essay showing that the
Doctrine c ined in the D: -
torr Clauses of the Creed commonl,

called Athanasian is unscriptural.
Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 4s. 6.

PRICE (Prof. Bonamy).

Currency and Banking.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

PROCTOR (Richard A.), B.A.

Our Placeamong Infinities.
A Series of Essays contrasting our
little abode in space and time with
the Infinities around us. To which
are added Essays on  Astrology,”
and “ The Jewish Sabbath.” Second
g::dition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price

The Expanse of Heaven.

A Series of Essays on the Wonders

of the Firmament. With a Frontis-

F:iece. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
loth, price 6s.

PUBLIC SCHOOLBOY.

The Volunteer, the Militia-
man, and the Regular Soldier.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

RANKING (B. M.).

Streams from Hidden
ﬁssource& Crown 8vo. Cloth, price

REANEY (Mrs. G. S.).

Waking and Working ; or,
from Girlhood to Womanhood.
With a Fromtispiece. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

Sunbeam Willie, and other
Stories, Three Illustrations. Royal
16mo. Cloth, price 1s. 6d.

Reginald Bramble.

A Cynic of the Nineteenth Century.
An Autobiography. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 10s. 64.

REID (T. Wemyss).

Cabinet Portraits.  Bio-
graphical Sketches of Statesmen of
the Day. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price

7s. 6d.
RHOADES (James).

Timoleon. A Dramatic Poem.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5s.
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RIBOT (Prof. Th.).

Contemporary English Psy-
chology. Second Edition. A Re-
vised and Corrected Translation from
the latest French Edition. Large
post 8vo. Cloth, price gs.
Heredity : ' ‘A’ "Psychological
Study on its Phenomena, its Laws,
its Causes, and its uences.
Large crown 8vo. Cloth, price gs.

RgBERTSON (The Late Rev.

N

), M.A., of Brighton.

Notes on Genesis. Crown
8vo., price 5s.

The Late Rev. F. W.
Robertson, M.A,, Life and Let-
ters of. Edited by the Rev. Stop-
ford Brooke, M.A., Chaplain in Or-
dinary to the Queen

I. 2 vols., uniform with the Ser-
mons. With Steel Portmt. Crown
8vo. Cloth, Ence 7. 64.

I1. Library Edition, in Demy 8vo.,
with Two Steel Portraits. "Cloth,

rice 12s.

YII A Popular Edition, in x vol.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

New and Cheaper Editions:—

Sermons. Four Series. Small
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d. each.

Notes on Genesis. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

Expository Lectures on
St. Paul’s Epistles to the Co-
rinthians. A New Edition. Small
crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

Lectures and Addresses,
with other literary remains. A New
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

An Analysis of Mr. Tenny-
son’s ‘“In Memoriam.”” (Dedi-
cated by Permission to the Poet-
Laureate.) Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price2s.

The Education of the
Human Race. Translated from
the German of Gotthold Ephraim
Lesgl;g Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price

The above Works can also be kad
Bound in half-morocco.
** A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W.
Robertson, mounted for , can
be had, price 2s. 64,

ROSS (Mrs. E.), (“ Nelsie Brook”").

Daddy’s Pet. A Sketeh
from Humble Life. With Six Illus-
trations. Royal 16mo. Cloth, price
1s.

RUSSELL (E. R.).

Irving as Hamlet. Second
Edition. Demy 8vo. Sewed, price
18.

RUSSELL (Major Frank S.).
Russian Wars with Turkey.
With Two Maps. Crown 8vo., price
6s.

RUSSELL (W. C.).
Memoirs of Mrs. Leatitia
Boothby. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
7s. 6d.

SADLER (S. W.), R.N.
The African Cruiser. A
Midshipman's Adventures on the
West t. With Three Illustra-
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

SAMAROW (G.).

For Sceptre and Crown. A
Romance of the Present Time.
Translated by Fanny Wormald. 2
vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 15s.

SAUNDERS (Katherine).
The High Mills. A Novel.
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.
Gideon’s Rock, and other
Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

. Joan Merryweather,and other
Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
A Story of the Sea. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 6s.

SAUNDERS (John).

Israel Mort, Overman. A
Story of the Mine. 3 vols. Crown
8vo., price 31s.
Hirell. With Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s.

.Cheap Edition. = With "Frontis-
piece, price 2s.

Abel Drake’s Wife. With
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cluth,
price 3s. 64.

_Cheap_Edition. With Frontis-
piece, price 2s.
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SCHELL (Maj. von).

The Operations of the
First Army under Gen. Von
Goeben. Translated by Col. C. H.
von Wright. Four Maps. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price g,

The Operations of the
First Army under Gen. Von
Steinmetz. Translated by Captain
E. O. Hollist. Demy 8vo. Cloth,
price 10s. 64.

SCHERFF (Maj. W. von).

Studies in the- New In-
fantry Tactics. Parts I. and II
T ted from the German by
Colonel Lumley Graham. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

SCHMIDT (Prof. Oscar).

The Doctrine of Descent
and Darwinism. With 26 Illus-
trations. Third Edition. Crown
8vo. Cluth, price ss.

Volume XII. of %he International
Scientific Series. '

SCHUTZENBERGER (Prof.F.).

Fermentation. With Nu-
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.
Volume ch. of The International
ientific Series.

SCOTT (Patrick).
The Dream and the Deed,

and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

SCOTT (W. T.).

Antiquities of an Essex
Parish ; or, Pages from the History
of Great Dunmow. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss. Sewed, 4s.

SCOTT (Robert H.).

Woeather Charts and Storm
Warnings. Illustrated. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

Seeking his Fortune, and
other Stories. With Four Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

SENIOR (N. W.).

Alexis De Tocqueville,
Correspondence and Conversations
with Nassau W. Senior, from 1833
to 1859. Edited by M. C. M. Sim
son. . 2vols. Large post 8vo. Cloth,
pricezrs.

Journals Kept in France
and Italy. From 1848 to 18s2.
With a Sketch of the Revolution of
1848. [Edited by his Daui‘hter, M.
C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Post 8vo.
Cloth, price 24s.

Seven Autumn Leaves from
Fairyland. Illustrated with Nine
Etchings. Square crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

SEYD (Ernest), F.S.S.

The Fall in the Price of
Silver. Its Causes, its Consequen-
ces, and their Possible Avoidance,
with Special Reference to India.
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 2s. 64.

SHADWELL (Maj.-Gen.), C.B.

Mountain Warfare. Illus-
trated by the Campaign of 1799 in
Switzerland. Being a Translation
of the Swiss Narrative compiled from
the Works of the Archduke Charles,
‘])omini, and others. Also of Notes
y General H. Dufour on the Cam-
paign of the Valtelline in 1635. With
Appendix, Maps, and Introductory
. Réimarks Demy 8vo. Cloth, price
16s.

SHELDON (Phitip).

Woman’s a Riddle; or, Baby
Warmstrey. A Novel. 3vols. Crown
8vo. Cloth.

SHELLEY (Lady).

Shelley Memorials from
Authentic Sources. With (now
first printed) an Essay on Christian-
ity by Percy Bysshe Shelley, With
Portrait. Third Edition. Crown
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

SHERMAN (Gen. W. T.).

Memoirs of General W,
T. Sherman, Commander of the
Federal Forces in the American Civil
War. Dy '8 C? ;ols.. With
Map. Demy 8vo oth, price 24s.
Copyright English Edition.
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SHIPLEY (Rev. Orby), M.A.
Church Tracts, or Studies
in Modern Problems. By various
Writers. zvols. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

SHUTE (Richard), M.A.

A Discourse' “on - Truth.
Post 8vo. Cloth.

SMEDLEY (M. B.).
Boarding-out and Pauper
Schools_for Girls. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 35. 6.

SMITH (Bdward), M. D.,LL.B.,

Health and Dlsease, as In-
and

SPENCER (Herbert).

The Study of Sociology.
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price ss.

Volume V. of The International
Scientific Series.

SPICER (H.).

Otho’s Death Wager. A
Dark Page of History Illustrated.
In Five Acts. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price 55

STEVENSON (Rev. W. F.).

Hymns for the Church and
Home. Selected and Edited by the
Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson

'l‘he most complete Hymn Book

fluenced by the Daily, S
other Cyclical CMnEE‘cs in the Human
System. A New Edition. Post8vo.
Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

Foods. Profusely Illustrated.
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth,

anolume I11. of The International
Scientific Series.

Practical Dietary for
Families, Schools, and the La-
bouring Classes. A New Edition.
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

‘Tubercular Consumption
in its Early and Remediable
Stages. Second Edition.

8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

SMITH (Hubert).

Tent Life with English
Gipsies in Norway. With Five
full-page Engravings and Thirty-one

er Illustrations by Whymper
and others, and Map of the Country
showing Routes. Third Edition.
Revi and Corrected. Post 8vo.
Cloth, price ars.

Some Time in Ireland.

A Recollection. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

Songs for Music.

By Four Friends. Square crown
gvo. Cloth, pnceix Reginald A.
ontaining songs by Regi
?ﬁt Stgphen H. Gat

Gmxlle

ter, and Juliana wmg

Book consists of Three
For Public Worship.—
II For Fa.mxly and Private Worship.
—III. For Chi
b Publuh:d in various forms and
fru‘z:, the latter mu{mg Jrom 8d.
to 6s. Lists and full particulars
will be furnished on application to
the Publishers.

STEWART &me. Balfour), M.A,,
LL.D., F.R.S.

On the Conservation of

Energy. Third Edition. With
Fourteen Engravings. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price

Volume Vix of The International
Scientific Series.

STONEHEWER (Agnes).

Monacella: A end of
North Wales. A Poem. Fcap. 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 64.

STRETTON (Hesba). Author of
¢ Jessica’s First Prayer.”

Michael Lorio’s Cross and
other Stories. With Two Illustra-
tiong‘.i Royal 16mo. Cloth, price
1s. 6d.

The Storm of Life. With
Ten Illustrations. Sixteenth Thou-
sand. Royal 16mo. Cloth,price 1s. 64.

The Crew of the Dolphin.
Illustrated. Twelfth Thousand.
Royal 16mo. Cloth, price 1s. 64.
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STRETTON (Hesba)—continyed:

Cassy. Thirty-second Thou-
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal
16mo. Cloth, price 1s. 64.

The King’s\\Serviants:
Thirty-eighth Thousand. With Eight
Illustrations. * Royal 16mo. Cloth,
price 1s. 6d.

Lost Gip. Fifty-second Thou-

sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal
16mo. Cloth, price xs. 64.

** Also a kandsomely bound Edi-
tion, with Twelve Illustrations,
price 2s. 6d.

David Lloyd’s Last Will.

With Four Illustrations. Royal
16mo., price 2s. 6.

The Wonderful Life.
Eleventh Thousand. Fcap. 8vo.

Cloth, price 2s. 64.

A Night and a Day. With

Frontispiece. _Eighth Thousand.
Royal 16mo. Limp cloth, price 6.
Friends till Death. With
llustrations and  Frontispiece.
Twentieth Thousand. Royal 16mo.
Cloth, price 1s. 64.; limp cloth,
price 6d.

Two Christmas Stories.

‘With Frontispiece. Fifteenth Thou-
sand. Royal 16mo. Limp cloth,
price 64.

Michel Lorio’s Cross, and
Left Alone. With Frontispiece.
Twelfth Thousand. Royal 16mo.
Limp cloth, price 6d.

Old Transome. With

Frontispiece. _Twelfth Thousand.

Royal 16mo. Limp cloth, price 6.

** Taken from “The King's
Servants.”

The Worth of a Baby, and
how Apple-Tree Court was
won. With Frontispiece. Fifteenth
Thousand. Royal 16mo. Limp
cloth, price 6d. .

Hester Morley’s Promise.
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

The Doctor’s Dilemma.
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

STUBBS (Lieut.-Colonel F.'W.)
The Regiment of Bengal
Artillery. The History of its
Organization, Equipment, and War
Services. Compiled from Published
Works; Official Records, and various
Private' Sources. With numerous
Maps and Illustrations. Two Vols.
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32s.

STUMM (Lieut. Hugo), German
Military Attaché to the Khivan Ex-
pedition. ’
Russia’s advance East-
ward. Based on the Official Reports
of. Translated by Capt. C. E. H.
ViNcENT. With Map. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 6s.

SULLY (James), M.A. .
Sensation and Intuition.

Cloth, price xo0s. 6d.

Sunnyland Stories.
By the Author of ““ Aunt Mary’s Bran
Pie.” Illustrated. Small 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

SYME (David).
Outlines of an Industrial
6S:cience. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price

Demy 8vo.

Tales of the Zenana.

By the Author of ‘ Pandurang
ari.”” 2vols. Crown8vo. Cloth,
price 21s.

TAYLOR (Rev. J. W. A.), M.A,
Poems. Fcap. &vo. Cloth,
price ss.

TAYLOR (Sir H.).

Edwin the Fair and Isaac
Comnenus. A New Edition.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

A Sicilian Summer and
other Poems. A New Edition.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.
Philip Van Artevelde. A
Dramatic Poem. A New Edition.
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

TAYLOR (Col. Meadows), C.S.I.,
The Confessions ofa Thug.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

Tara: a Mahratta Tale.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.
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TELFER (d[ Buchan), F.R.G.S.,
Commander R.N.
The Crimea and Trans-
c N é

With Ilus-
trations and Maps. 2 vols. Royal

8vo. Medium 8vo. Cloth, price 36s.

TENNYSON (Alfred).

Harold. A Drama.
8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

Queen Mary.
New Edition. Crown 8vo.
price 6s.

TENNYSON (Alfred).

Cabinet Edition. Ten Volumes. Each
with Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
ptice 2s. 6d. each.

CaBINET EDITION. 10 vOls. Com-
lete in handsome Ornamental Case.
rice 28s.

TENNYSON (Alfred).

Author’s Edition. Complete in Five
Volumes. Post 8vo. Cloth gilt ; or
half-morocco. Roxburgh style.

Crown

A Drama.
Cloth,

VoLr. I. Early Poems, and
English Idylls. Price 6s.; Rox-
burgh, 7s. 6.

VoL. II. Locksley Hall,
Lucretius, and other Poems.
Price 6s. ; Roxburgh, 7s. 6d.

VoL. III. The Idylls of
the King (Complete). Price 7s. 6d.;
Roxburgh, gs.

VoL. IV. The Princess,
and Maud. Price 6s.; Roxburgh,
7s. 6d. .

VoL. V. Enoch Arden,
" and In Memoriam. Price 6s.;
Roxburgh, 7s. 6d.

TENNYSON (Alfred).
Original Editions.

Poems. Small 8vo. Cloth,
price 6s.

Maud, and other Poems.
Small 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6.

TENNYSON (Alfred).

Original Editions.

The Princess. Small 8vo.
Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

Idylls of the King. Small
8vo. Cloth, price ss.

1dylls of the King. Com-
plete. Small 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

The Holy Grail, and other
Poems. Small 8vo. Cloth, price
4s. 6d.

Gareth and Lynette. Small
8vo. Cloth, price 3s.

Enoch Arden, &c.
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

Small

'

Selections from the above
‘Works. Super royal 16mo. Cloth,
price 3s. 64. Clothgiltextra, price 4s.

Songs from the above
‘Works. Super royal 16mo. Cloth
extra, price 3s. 6d. .

In Memoriam, Small 8vo.

Cloth, price 4s.

TENNYSON (Alfred).

The Illustrated Edition. 1
vol. Large8vo. Giltextra, price 25s.

The Imperial Library Edi-
tion. In 6 vols. Demy 8vo. Cloth,
price 10s. 6d. each; in Roxburghe
binding, 12s. 64.

Pocket Volume Edition.
11 vols. In neat case, price 31s. 6d.
Ditto, ditto. Extra cloth gilt, in case,
price 35s.

Tennyson’s Idylls of the
King, and other Poems. Illustrated
by Julia Margaret Cameron. 2 vols.
Folio. Half-bound morocco, cloth
sides, price £6 6s. each.

Extracts for Schools and
Recitations. In foolscap 8vo.

™~
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THOMAS (Moy).

A Fight for Life. With
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

Thomasina.
A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo.
Cloth.

THOMPSON (Alice C.).
Preludes. A Volume of
Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth

Thompson (Painter of ‘““The Roll
Call”). 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

THOMPSON (Rev. A. S.).
Home Words for Wan-
derers. A Volume of Sermons.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s.

Thoughts in Verse.
Small Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 1s. 6d.

THRING (Rev. Godfrey), B.A.
Hymns and Sacred Lyrics.
Fcap. 8vg. Cloth, price ss.

TODD (Herbert), M.A.
Arvan; or, The Story of the
Sword. A Poem. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

TODHUNTER (Dr. J.)
Laurella ; and other Poems.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 6d.

TRAHERNE (Mrs. A.).
The Romantic Annals of
a Naval Family. A New and
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss. .

TRAVERS (Mar.).
The Spinsters of Blatch-
ington. Novel. 2vols. Crown

8vo. Cloth.

TREMENHEERE (Lieut.-Gen.
c.w

Missions in India: the
System of Education in Government
and Mission Schools contrasted.
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 2s.

TURNER (Rev. C. ,'ll‘ennyson).
Sonnets, Lyrics, and Trans-
lations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price
4s. 6d.

TYNDALL (John),L.L.D.,F.R.S.

The Forms of Water in
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and
and Glaciers. With Twenty-five
Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crown
. 8vo. Cloth, price ss.
Volume I. of The International
Scientific Series.

UMBRA OXONIENSIS.

Results of the expostu-
lation of the Right Honourable
W. E. Gladstone, in_ their
Relation to the Unity of Roman
Catholicism. Large fcap. 8vo. Cloth,
price ss. .

UPTON (Richard D.), Capt.
Newmarket and Arabia.
An Examination of the Descent of
Racers and Coursers. With Pedi-
grees and Frontispiece. Post 8vo.
Cloth, price gs.

VAMBERY (Prof. A.).

Bokhara: Its History and
Congquest. Second Edition. Demy
8vo. Cloth, price 18s.

VAN BENEDEN (Mons.).

Animal - Parasites
Messmates. With 83 Illustrations.
Second Edition. Cloth, price ss.

Volume XIX. of The International
Scientific Series.

and

VANESSA.
By the Author of * Thomasina,”
&c. A Novel. 2 vols. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

VINCENT (Capt. C. E. H.).

Elementary Military
Geography, Reconnoitring,
and Sketching. Compiled for
Non - Commissioned Officers and
Soldiers of all Square
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 64.
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VOGEL (Dr. Hermann). WETMORE (W. 8.).

The Chemical effects of Commercial Telegraphic
Light and Photography, in their Code. Second Edition. Post 4to.
application to Art, Science, and Boards, price 42s.

Industry. The translation thoroughly
revised., With, roo Illustrations, in- |- \A7hat ’tis to Love
t}:)lll‘lding sot‘rlle lgﬁl::;fildspecimens of By the Author of “.Fl 2 Adaic”
tography. ird Edition. C or o) r,”” -
sv:, c|§.h" ice ition. Crown “‘The Value of Fosterstown.” 3 vols.

Volume X' V. of he International Crown 8vo. Cloth.

Scientific Seri -
eatilic Series. WHITAKER (Florence).
VYNER (Lady Mary). . Christy’s Inheritance. A
Every day a Portion. London Story. Illustrated. Royal
Adapted from the Bible and the 16mo. Cloth, price 1s. 6d.

Prayer Book, for the Private Devo-
tions of those living in Widowhood. | WHITE (A. D.), LL.D.

(‘f;'!ﬁ'eds:nd di'::w':‘y g;:ly 2’.‘,0 Warfare of Science. With

- Square - . Prefatory Note by Professor Tyndatl.
extra, price ss. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

Waiting for Tidings. WHITE (Capt. F. B. P.).

By the Author of ‘“ White and Th . P
el ;i e Substantive Seniority
].Lck. 3 vols. Crown8vo. Cloth. Army List ore and Ca

WARTENSLEBEN (Count H. tains. 8vo. Sewed, price 2s. 6d.

von).
The Operations of the wcﬁ{;:fgfvf%f:fey D.), of Yale

South Army in January and .

February, 1871. «‘!ompned from The Life and Growth of
the Official War Documents of the Language. Second Edition. Crown
Head-quarters of the Southern Army. 8vo. Cloth, price s5. Copyright
Translated by Colonel C. H. von Edition. .
Wright. With Maps, Demy 8vo. Volume XVI. of The International

Cloth, price 6s. Scientific Series.
The Operations of the | WHITTLE (J. L.), A M.
First Army under Gen. von Catholicism and the Vati-

Manteuffel. Translated by Colonel . .
. . . can. With a Narrative of the Old
C. H. von Wright. Uniform with Catholic . Con - Muanich,

the above. Demy8vo. Cloth, price | gl 0 4T dition. Crown8vo. Cloth,
95 price 4s. 6d.

WAY (A.), M.A. . WICKHAM (Capt. E. H., R.A.)
The Odes of Horace Liter- Influence of Firearms upon
ally Translated in Metre. Fcap. Tactics : Historical and Critical
8vo. Cloth, price 2s. énvestigatiolx{s. By(an CLFFIGER oF

UPERIOR ANK (in the

WEDMOFE (F.). Army). Translated by Captain E.
Two Girls. 2 vols. Crown H. Wickham, R.A." Demy 8vo.
8vo. Cloth. Cloth, price 7s. 64.

WELLS (Capt. John C.), RN. | WILBERFORCE (H. W.).

Spitzbergen—The  Gate- The Church and the Em-
way to the Polynia ; or, A V. e pires.  Historical Periods. Pre-

to Spitzbergen. With numerous Il- ceded by a Memoir of the Author
lustrations by Whymper and others, by John Henr%Newman,'D.D. of
and Map. New and Cheaper Edi- the Oratory. ith Portrait. Post

tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 6d.
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WILKINSON (T. L.).

Short Lectures on the Land
Laws. Delivered before the Work-
ing Men’s College. Crown 8vo.
Limp Cloth, price 2s.

WILLIAMS (A. Lukyn).

Famines in India; their
Causes and Pdssible Prevention.
The Essay for the Le‘Bas Prize, 1875.
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

WILLIAMS (Rowland), D.D.

Life and Letters of, with Ex-
tracts from his Note-Books. Edited
by Mrs. Rowland Williams. With
a Photographic Portrait. 2 vols.
Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 24s.
The Psalms, Litanies,
Counsels and Collects for De-
vout Persons. Edited by his
Widow. New and Popular Edition.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

WILLOUGHBY (The Hon.
Mrs.).

On the North Wind —
‘Thistledown. A Volume of Poems.
Elegantly bound. Small crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 7s. 64.

WILSON (H. Schiitz).

Studies and Romances.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

WILSON (Lieut.-Col. C. T.).

ames the Second and the
uke of Berwick. Demy 8vo.
Cloth, price a2s. 6d.

WINTERBOTHAM (Rev. R.),
M.A, B.Sc.

Sermons and Expositions.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d.

WOINOVITS (Capt. 1.).

Austrian Cavalry Exercise.
Translated by Captain W. S. Cooke.
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. :

WOOD (C. F.).

A Yachting Cruise in the
South Seas. With Six Photo-

hic Illustrations. Demy 8vo.
loth, price 7s. 6d.

WRIGHT (Rev. David), M.A.

Man and Animals: A Ser-
mon. Crown 8vo. Stitched in
wrapper, price 1s.

WRIGHT (Rev. David), M.A.

Waiting for the Light, and
other Sermons. Crown 8vo. Cloth,
price 6s. :

WYLD (R. S.), F.R.S.E.

The Physics and the Philo-
sophy of the Senses; or, The
Mental and the Physical in their
Mutual Relation. Illustrated by

several Plates, Demy 8vo. Cloth, -

price 16s.

YONGE (C. D.).
History of the English

Revolution of 1688. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price 6s.

YORKE (Stephen).
Cleveden. A Novel. 2 vols.
Crown 8vo. Cloth.

YOUMANS (Eliza A.).

An Essay on the Culture
of the Observing Powers of
Children, especially in connection
with the Study of Botany. Edited,
with Notes and a S\i)pplement, by
Joseph Payne, F.C.P., Author of
‘ Lectures on the Science and Art of
Education,” &c. Crown8vo. Cloth,
price 2s.

First Book of Botany.
Designed to Cultivate the Observing
Powers of Children. With 300 En-
gravings. New and Enlarged Edi-
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

YOUMANS (Edward L.), M.D.

A Class Bookof Chemistry.
on the Basis of the New System.
With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
Cloth, price ss.

ZIMMERN (H.).

Stories in Precious-Stones.
With Six Illustrations. Third Edi-
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

e
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NEW UBOOKS''TNOW IN THE PRESS.

THE HISTORY OF THE EVOLUTION OF MAN.
By Professor E. HAECKEL, Author of ‘ The History of Creation.” Translated
by Professor VAN RHYN. 2 vols., profusely illustrated.

INTERNATIONAL LAW OR RULES REGU-
LATING THE INTERCOURSE OF STATES IN PEACE
AND WAR. By H. W. HaLLeck, A.M., Author of “‘Elements of
Military Art and gcience," “ Mining Laws of Spain _and Mexico,” &c.
Edited, with copious Notes and Additions, by G. SHERSTON BAKER,
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 38s.

GREENLAND AND ITS INHABITANTS. By the
Chevalier Dr. HENRY RINK, President of the Greenland Board of Trade.
With sixteen Illustrations, drawn by the Eskimo, and a Map. Edited by
Dr. RoBERT BROWN.

TRAVELS IN THE FOQOTSTEPS OF BRUCE IN
ALGERIA AND TUNIS. Illustrated by Facsimiles of his Original
eraw_ings. By Lieut.-Col. R. L. PLAYFAIR, H. B. M,’s Consul-General in

geria.

SERMONS. Third Series. ]]? the Rev. STOPFORD A. BROOKE,
M.A,, Chaplain in Ordinary to Her Majestz ‘the Queen, and Minister at
Bedford Chapel, Bloomsbury. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

NEW. READINGS AND RENDERINGS OF SHAKE-
SPEARE'S TRAGEDIES. By H. H: VAUGHAN. Demy 8vo. Cloth.

AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL RECOLLECTIONS OF SIR
{,OHN BOWRING. Edited by his son, LewiN B. BowrING. One
ol. Demy 8vo. With a Steel Engraving after the Medallion by David.

POEMS: MEDITATIVE AND LYRICAL. By AUBREY
DE VERE. Large fcap. 8vo.

PUDDINGS AND SWEETS, being Three Hundred and

Sixty-Five Receipts approved by experience. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 6d.

THE SWEET SILVERY SAYINGS OF SHAKE- .
SPEARE ON THE SOFTER SEX. Compiled by an Old Soldier.
Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt extra.

Henry S. King & Co., London.
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IONE. A Poem, in four Parts. By the Author of ‘‘Shadows
of Coming Events.” Foolscap 8vo. Cloth, price ss.

HEBE : A Tale, By Lieutenant-My H,G. GoLpIE. Foolscap
8vo. Cloth. ;

GLAN ALARCH: HIS SILENCE AND SONG. A

Poem. By EmiLy PFEIFFER.

WOMANHOOD. By the Rev. JosEPH SHILLITO. Crown §vo.

. Henry S. King & Co., London.
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