




































































52 NEWS FROM PANNONIA. 

])ru. Nay, thou malign'st thyself--in vain to me. 
No two men are alike, nor no two Stoics. 
But here are maxims fit for every man: 
" Act as thy nature leads, observing justice. 
Rate everything according to its value. 
Bear what the common nature brings to thee." 
"Study not what thy neighbour says, does, thinks, 

• But live thine own life rightly. Talk no more 
Of how a man should live, but so live thou."-
" The Soul's a sphere, and keeps her proper shape 
If not stretch'd forth to outward things too far, 
Contracted inward, sunken, or disperst."-
" Seek imperturbably to live a life 
Of wisdom, justice, temperance, fortitude; 
Be ever friendly, mild, benevolent; 
And follow thy eudremon-God within thee." 

Pro. Gold words! The sweetest of the Stoics, he. 
Unless it were his Father. 

])ru. Nay, for him 
Good life sufficed, without philosophy. 

Pro. Little have I of either! But note this; 
Marcus's nature, that was rational, 
Mild, kind and sociable; the voice within 
Counsell'd him good not evil things. We all 
Are not so made. Some men are idly given, 
Care but for feasts and flowers and fluteplayers ; 
Why should they baulk their fancies 1 Others 

thirst 
For glory, praise, and power; and why not seek 

them, 
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Such being their nature 1 How fit every man 
To Marcus 1 

Dru. Ay, or any other pattern 1 
I said, no two alike, each his own life; 
And yet must none live solely for himself. 
The idle and the grasping miss true life, 
Through error; help them; for, as Plato wrote, 
Willingly is no soul deprived of truth; 
Count all amendable. 

Pro. Nay, some I know 
In whom a cacodremon surely whispers ! 
How deal with these 1 
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D1'u. Shun, guard against, repress, 
At utmost need, expunge them solemnly, 
As curs'd by fate or their perverted wills. 
Aurelius could be stern-but ever sadly. 
Yet, tho' in his self-judgment strict, and all 
That touch'd the State, to other men at tlmes 
(Perhaps because he did not rate them high) 
And women, he was far too mild, too easy ; 
His only fault. Witness his former colleague. 
Witness his -- But enough. His life was pure, 
His death was tranquil. May our souls tread firm 
To follow his ! 

Pro. Alas, I would the Gods, 
My Drusus, plainlier spoke to us poor men 
On life and death! How should our souls be firm 
When oracles are doubtful 1 Will new Cresar 
Follow the fierce Bellona's flashing helm 1 

])1'1£. Not if he hold his father's counsel dear. 
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54 NEWS FROM PANNONIA. 

"Jove grant my son," Aurelius used to say, 
" Have little need and no desire of war. 
War I detest. Yet I have lived in war, 
To keep Augustus Coosar's legacy, 
Our empire's bounds, unbroken--<>n the west 
The Atlantic Ocean, on the north the Rhine 
And Danube, with Euphrates to the east, 
Africa's burning deserts to the south; 
The savage isle of Britain join'd to these 
By later outpulse of imperial force, 
And Hadrian's Dacia afterwards. War-war-" 
Would he exclaim, " I hate war-could not shun it ! 
o happy Antoninus, fitly named 
The Pious, three-and-twenty peaceful years 
The lifting of thy sceptre sway'd the world, 
No further journeying than Lanuvium !" 

Two months ago, as many times before, 
He spake in this wise; and on that same evening 
Came I for orders to the Emperor. 
And found him pacing lonely on the bank 
Of the broad Danube in a wintry dusk. 
My business done, he lifted up his eyes, 
And seeing great stars rising in the east, 
" Think of the courses of the heavens," he said, 
"The boundless gulf of past and future time, 
And what our little lives are. This whole Earth, 
We move upon, is but a point." He stept 
Silent some way, then stopping short exclaim'd­
"Who can believe that good and noble souls, 
The highest things we wot of, when they leave us 

NEWS FROM PANNONIA. 

Perish and are extinguished, or that God 
Will not preserve them, if the general scheme 
Allow thereof 1 This body is not me ; 
'Tis but the vessel and the instrument 
Of an imperishable essence ; yea, 
Myself and God are tmder one same law." 
He ceased ; then added in a lower voice-
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"Shall man dispute with God 1 0 reverence 
Him, 

Confide in Him who governs everything! 
The perfect living Being, good and just 
And beautiful, who generates, who holds 
Together all things, who contains them all, 
Continually dissolved and reproduced, 
Himself not changed; from whom the soul of 

man 
Is drawn, an efflux of the Deity." 
'When next I saw Marcus Aurelius, 
He lay in fever. 

Pro. Did it long endure 1 
Dru. I'll tell thee, Probus. On the fifteenth day 

I watch'd him, kneeling by the couch. His mind 
Had wander'd, but he now lay motionless, 
As in a trance, from noon till the fifth hour. 
All unexpectedly, he look'd upon me. 
Forth came his hand. I kiss'd it. My heart leapt 
With a pang of fieeting joy. He merely said­
"Farewell, Drusillus. Bear the news to Rome." 
Then his eyes closed again; and no more words. 

Pro. Young Commodus, I think --
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Dru. I think, my friend, 
He had a virtuous and most noble Father. 

Pro. Truly. And I for my part recollect 
Caligula's father was Germanicus, 
Domitian's Titus. But-Hail, Commodus ! 
Coosar and Emperor, seventeenth in count 
From shrewd Augustus-some amongst them great 
And many vile. Fortune hath strangely throned 
Pernicious human monsters, gorging blood 
Until it choked them. 

Dru. Yea, but Rome endures; 
Jove's oak, whereon some carrion vultures perch'd; 
Empire that was, and is, and will be great; 
Never before so powerful and so happy 
As under Trajan, Hadrian, Antonine, 
And our beloved Aurelius. 

Pro. And yet, 
All things, Drusillus, have their term. Jove's oak 
Rock-rooted, wide-arm'd, after many years 
Grows hollow, one day crumbles. Shall men see 
Great Rome a ruin? 

IJru. Choose more lucky words, 
Dear Probus !-or indeed wilt thou forebode 
This Christian superstition, the crush'd worm, 
Lord of our seven hills, with superber shrine 
Than J ove's own temple now 1 or dost thou fear 
The Britons may outrival us in arms, 
Wealth, power, and policy, and one day build 
A greater city than on Tiber's banks 
By some cold fenny river of the north? 
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~ . N I love Rome. Live Rome! 
110. ay, She'll outlast us, 
Dru. t th I 

h 'll C~sar May the Gods pro ec er . Bewowl "". 
Thanks and farewell, my friend! 't ' 

The slaves aWal you. 
Pro. D ill I Fare thee Health and sound sleep, rus us. 

well ! 

Donegal County Library Service



58 NURSERY RHYME FOR THE ELDERS. 

SONNET. A NURSERY RHYME FOR 
THE ELDERS. 

THE Masters of the World when we are gone 
. Play round our knees, look up to us with awe, 

From our lips take their earliest deepest law; 
In jest we mould the clay that turns to stone, 
Give little care what sort of seed is sown, 

What weeds therewith, or venoms. If we saw 
The Future, with our part distinctly shown, 

Vulture Remorse might tear us, beak and claw. 

Dolt! Coward ! Rogue! must Ages yet to be 
Inherit, with Life's necessary griefs, 

What thou thyself perceivest base in thee 1-
Factitious crimes and duties, sham beliefs, 
Pride like a murderer's, pleasure like a thiers, 

Man's very best besteep'd in falsity! 

THE FUNERAL. 

THE FUNERAL. 

C1 AY not we "bury him;" nor talk 
D Of" sleeping in the grave." 
With foolish words we bind and baulk 

The soul, and make it slave. 

The mystic form whereby we knew 
Our parent once, or friend, 

Let this, indeed, have reverence due 
For life's sake, though at end. 

But this no more is man at ail, 
Mere water now and clay, 

Fit to be purged by fire, or fall 
Apart in slow decay. 

Life-Death-are hieroglyphics, writ 
By one mysterious hand j • 

Their meaning passes all our WIt, 
We may not understand. 

Forget men's timid vain pretence, 
Forget their babbling speech; 

Trust to thy Spirit's highest sense 
The truest faith to reach. 

59 

Donegal County Library Service



60 NO FUNERAL GLOOM. 

N° funeral gloom, my dears, when I am gone, 
Corpse-gazings, tears, black raiment, grave-

yard grimness; 
Think of me as withdrawn into the dimness, 
Yours still, you mine; remember all the best 
Of our past moments, and forget the rest; 

And so, to where I wait, come gently on. 

THIS patchwork world of things confus'dly named, 
What voice a frank account thereof could give 

And not be almost for a devil 's blamed ~ 
Dear trusting eager Spirits, how shall I 
To your incessant questionings reply ~ 

Children! they make me heartily ashamed 
That we amid such rubbish-mountains live, 

And true horizons hardly can espy. 

A WEEK-DAY HYMN. 

A WEEK-DAY HYMN. 

ALMIGHTY-PLUTUS ! Lord of Earth, 
And Giver of all Good, 

Thou who hast bless'd me, from my birth, 
With lodging, clothes, and food; 

Whose glory brightens every thought, 
Inspirits every deed; 

In whose great name are wonders wrought; 
Whose smile is virtue's meed; 

Turn not Thy face from him who bends 
Untiring at Thy throne! 

Repute and station, wife and friends, 
I owe to Thee alone. 

Thou helping-man dilates in form, 
And proudly looks around ; 

Without Thee, he's a two-legg'd worm, 
But fit for underground. 

The braggart sword, the subtle pen, 
To Thee are dedicate ; 

Yea, all the works and wits of men 
Upon Thy service wait. 
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62 A WEEK-DAY HYMN. 

Barons alld dukes are feeble things, 
At Thy goodwill they shine; 

Mere vassals are the greatest Kings, 
Their fleets and armies Thino. 

Before Thy footstool Beauty bows, 
And Rank is cheap as mud, 

And thin as smoke the bands and vows 
Of Honour, Love, or Blood. 

His body in Thy service doom'd, 
The Martyr's not afraid; 

Nay, gives his soul to be consumed 
To cinders, undismay'd. 

In every tongue and clime confest, 
In many shapes adored, 

From North to South, from East to West, 
The nations own Thee Lord,-

Thou other and thrice-golden Sun 
That dost the world illume, 

Bright'ning whate'er Thou look'st upon, 
And gilding ev'n the tomb ! 

o may Thy sceptre, Plutus ! be 
Supreme o'er land and wave­

So bless Thou me, and smile on me, 
Thy subject, and Thy slave! 

A MODERN PLEASAUNCE. 

A MODERN PLEASAUNCE. 

OUR Garden is full of flowers and bowers; 
But the toll of a death-bell haunts the air. 

We have tried to drown it with lute and voice, 
Love-songs and banquet-songs for choice, 
But still it is ever tolling there; 
And who can silence that dreadful bell 1 
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Take the grim key-note; modulate well; 
Let us keep time and tune with the knell,­
Sing of mad pleasure and fierce despair, 
Roses, and blood, and the fire of hell ! 
With pants and with sobs, with shrieks and moans, 
Loud laughter mingled with dying groans; 
The death-bell knolling pitilessly 
Through all, our key-note,-and what care we, 
In our Garden full of bowers and flowers 1 
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AN INVITATION. 

To the Wits thus writeth Crcesus : 
Gracious Heav'n hath freely giv'n 

Wealth, and now of Wit we're fain; 
Clever Talker,-Thinker,-Poet,­
Come and amuse us, lull us, please us ; 
Let's each other entertain. 
Never thwart us, never tease us ; 
If you do, we'd have you know it, 
Men of scanty dish and cup, 
Not the least bit or sup 
Of our feast shall fall your way. 
Come, friends, come, talk and dine, 
Drink our wine, and let's be gay! 

Thought, song, and wit, 
Are pretty things; 
With nimble wings 

Around they flit, 
Tame little birds, and gently sit 
With pleasant twitter-wit-wit-twit ! 
Our world, the solid and the true, 
Likes its decorations too, 
And we embellish it with you, 
When we've nothing else to do. 

So honour us, dear friends, and come, 
Eat, drink, make yourselves at home; 
Nothing ever do or say 
Which might vex us, while you stay; 
Ere you bore us, go away; 
And come again, another day. 
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THE FIRST ENGLISH POET. 

DWELT a certain poor man in his day, 
Near at hand to Hilda's holy house, 

Learning's lighthouse, blessed beacon, built 
High o'er sea and river, on the head, 
Streaneshalch in Anglo-Saxon speech, 
Wl!itby, after, by the Norsemen named. 
Credmon was he call'd; he came and went, 
Doing humble duties for the monks, 
Helping with the horses at behest; 
Modest, meek, unmemorable man, 
Moving slowly into middle age, 
Toiling on,-twelve hundred years ago. 

Still and silent, Credmon sometimes sat 
With the serfs at lower end of hall; 
There he marvell'd much to hear the monks 
Singing sweetly hymns unto their harp, 
Handing it from each to each in turn, 
Till his heart-strings trembled. Otherwhile, 
·When the serfs were merry with themselves, 
Sung their folk-songs upon festal nights, 
Handing round the harp to each in turn, 
Credmon, though he loved not lighter songs, 
Long'd to sing,-but he could never sing. 

F 
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Sad and silent would he creep away, 
Wander forth alone, he wist not why, 
Watch the sky and water, stars or clouds 
Climbing from the sea; and in his soul 
Shadows mounted up and mystic lights, 
Echoes vague and vast return'd the voice 
Of the rushing river, roaring waves, 
Twilight's windy whisper from the fells, 
Howl of brindled wolf, and cry of bird; 
Every sight and sound of solitude 
Ever mingling in a master thought, 
Glorious, terrible, of the Mighty One 
Who made all things. As the Book declared 
" In the Beginning He made Heaven and Earth ." 

Thus lived Credmon, quiet year by year; 
Listen'd, learn'd a little, as he could; 
W ork'd, and -mused, and pray'd, and held his pEk'tce. 

Toward the end of harvest time, the hinds 
Held a feast, and sung their festal songs, 
Handing round the harp from each to each. 
But before it came where Credmon sat, 
Sadly, silently, he stole away, 
Wander'd to the stable-yard and wept, 
Weeping laid him low among the straw, 
Fell asleep at last. And in his sleep 
Came a Stranger, calling him by name: 
" Credmon, sing to me ! " "I cannot sing. 
Wherefore-wo is me !-I left the house." 
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"Sing, I bid thee! " " What then shall I sing ? " 
" Sing the Making of the World." Whereon 
Credmon sung: and when he woke from sleep 
Still the verses stay'd with him, and more 
Sprang like fountain-water from a rock 
Fed from never-failing secret springs. 

Praising Heaven most high, but nothing proud, 
Credmon sought the Steward and told his tale, 
Who to holy Hilda led him in, 
Pious Princess Hilda, pure of heart, 
Ruling Mother, royal Edwin's niece. 
Credmon at her bidding boldly sang 
Of the Making of the World, in words 
Wondrous; whereupon they wotted well 
'Twas an Angel taught him, and his gift 
Came direct from God : and glad were they. 

Thenceforth Holy Hilda greeted him 
Brother of the brotherhood. He grew 
Famedest monk of all the monastery ; 
Singing many high and holy songs 
Folk were fain to hear, and loved him for : 
Till his death-day came, that comes to all. 

Credmon bode that evening in his bed, 
He at peace with men and men with him ; 
Wrapt in comfort of the Eucharist; 
Weak and silent. " Soon our Brethren sing 
Evensong?" he whisper'd. "Brother, yea." 
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" Let us wait for that," he said; and soon 
Sweetly sounded up the solemn chant. 
Coodmon smiled and listen'd; when it lull'd, 
Sidelong turn'd to sleep his old white head, 
Shut his eyes, and gave his soul to God, 
Maker of the World. 

Twelve hundred years 
Since are past and gone, nor he forgot, 
Earliest Poet of the English Race. 
Rude and simple were his days and thoughts. 
Wisely speaketh no man, howso learn'd, 
Of the making of this wondrous World, 
Save a Poet, with a reverent soul. 
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SONNET: IN A BOOK OF MAXIMS. 

" M AXIMS" of wisdom,-minims fitlier named, 
If wise in any sense; the nobler part 

Of human nature sneeringly disclaim'd, 
The low put forward with malicious art! 
Chicane at court and cheating in the mart 

All see; but now examine unashamed 
The vanities and failings of the famed, 

The selfishness of good folk : does your heart 
Not feel its cockles tickled? 'We pretend 

To nothing, you and I, we know too well 
How mean we are; but just observe, my friend, 

More closely these pretentions to excel, 
And with a smile admit that, truth to tell, 

You find us all poor creatures in the end!' 
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THE STOLEN PATH. 

HIGHWAYS, byways, such are my ways· 
Parks like this I detest ' 

Grumble to travel on miles or'gravel 
Through landscapes robb'd of their zest . 

Even through the gatelodge sentry , 
Yields us privilege of entry, 
Lets us view, in passing through, 
Lawns and groves whose loneliness 
Doth imprisonment express 
Not freedom, rhododendron flowers 
Lording it over woodland bowers 
Wandering rill damm'd up to m~ke 
A lazy languid pleasure-lake, 
(~ho therein doth pleasure take 1) 
Clipt yews; geometric beds· 
All 'twixt gate and gate that' spreads. 

B.ut where is that old Pathway's line, 
WhlCh, could we find it, is yours and mine, 
Free from before King Alfred's day . 
A winding walk, a pleasant way, ' 
By mead and heath, by grove and glen 
Belonging to the feet of men ' 
Past, present, and to come; that show'd 
The prospect, saved the dusty road 1 

Those who already have too much 
Would fain get all into their clutch; 

THE STOLEN PATH. 

The demon greed of robber kings 
Is busy here in lesser things; 
The Path is gone; not shut by law, 
But filch'd with shameless cunning paw 
And swallow'd : none at hand to dare 
Beard the culprit in his lair, 
The Great Man, to whose mind are known 
No rights at all except his own, 
Who fain would shut from every eye 
Th' old landscape and more ancient sky, 
Save upon sufferance. Honoured Sir, 
Reflect! Art thou indeed a cur, 
A caitiff 1 What, beneath the sun, 
Hast thou, have those before thee, done, 
To earn so huge an overshare 
Of the world's good things 1 Have a care, 
Lest, when your Worship sits on high, 
A pilferer of twigs to try, 
Or casual poacher, some one cry 
In accents of contempt and wrath, 
"Who stole our ancient Public Path 1" 
-A crime incomparably worse 
Than his who merely takes a purse, 
Poor devil! with the treadmill near; 
No Magistrate, M.P., or Peer. 
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PER CONTRA. 

THIS old hereditary ground 
Welcomes within its peaceful bound 

All peaceful comers. Push the gate . 
What miles of oak and fern await . 
Our f?otsteps; unmolested space 
As fair and free for you and me 
As for His Grace who owns the place 
Whose ownership is not the same ' 
As selfishness, with finer name­
Long live such noble dukes as he I 

In lieu of herald's meagre leaves, . 
The grateful Fancy richller weaves 
And doth the whole wide woodland set 
For garland round this coronet. 
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THREE SISTERS. 

T HREE sisters, Charlotte, Emily, and Anne, 
Afar in Yorkshire wolds they live together ; 

Names that I keep like any sacristan, 
The human registry of souls as pure 
As sky in hermit waters on a moor, 
Those liquid islands of dark seas of heather; 
Voices that reach my solitude from theirs ; 
Hands that I kiss a thousand miles away, 
And send a thousand greetings of my own­
But these, alas! only the west wind bears. 
-Nay, they are gone. The hills and vales are lone 
Where Earth once knew them. What is now to sa,y 1 
Three strangers dead-'tis little to endure: 
A crowd of strangers vanish every day. 
Yet will I see those gravestones if I can. 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE LAMP. 

S
LOW-BURNING in the cavern's depth appears 

The Talismanic Lamp which rules the spheres 
Of men and spirits. Safely he hath pass'd 
Swords, flames, ghouls, dragons, demons; but at last 
A Phantom, like his Mother, sadly stands 
Full in the destined way, with warning hands. 
He pauses, he forgets, he sinks, he sleeps,-
And in Elysium his true Mother weeps. 
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MINE-mine-
o Heart, it is thine­

A look, a look of love! 
o wonder! 0 magical charm! 
Thou summer-night, silent and warm! 

How is it a glance 
Can make the heart dance 

Which was weary and dull before 1 
Hush! whisper and question no more; 

Nor to wind, nor to wave, nor to starlight above 
Tell thy joy; let it rest 
Like a bird in the nest, 

Fall asleep without thinking, content to be blest, 
And to know that this world is divine. 

It is rnine-rnine­
o Heart, it is thine­

A glance of love-of love! 
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I AND my Love together, 
Deep in sunny sheen; 

Raiment of white innocence 
Clothed us on the green. 

We reclined together, 
Musing grave and sweet; 

Golden air embraced us, 
Blue waves nigh our feet. 

Love be my guardian, 
Dreams my heritage! 

My Love and I together 
In the golden age. 

WHO could say that Love.is blind~ 
Piercing-sighted, he will find 

A thousand subtle charms that lie 
Hid from every common eye. 

You that love not, blind are ye, 
Learn to love, and learn to see. 
'Tis the insight of the lover 
Beauty's essence can discover. 
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POESIS HUMANA. 

WHAT is the Artist's duty 1 
His work, however wrought, 

Shape, colour, word, or tone, 
Is to make better known 
(Himself divinely taught), 
To praise and celebrate, 
Because his love is great, 
The lovely miracle 
Of Universal Beauty. 
This message would he tell. 

Amid the day's crude strife, 
This message is his trust; 
With all his heart and soul, 
With all his skill and strength, 
Seeking to add at length, 
Because he may and must, 
Some atom to the whole 
Of man's inheritance ; 
Some fineness to the glance, 
Some richness to the life. 

And if he deal perforce 
With evil and with pain, 
With horror and affright, 
He does it to our gain; 

POESIB HUMANA. 

Makes felt the mighty course, 
Our courage to sustain, 
That sweepeth on amain, 
Of law-whose atmosphere 
Is beauty and delight ; 
For these are at its source. 

His work, however small, 
Itself hath rounded well, 
Even like Earth's own ball 
Wrapt in its airy shell. 
His gentle magic brings 
The mystery of things; 
It gives dead substance wings ; 
It shows in little, much; 
And by an artful touch 
Conveys the hint of all. 
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GREAT ANCESTRY. 

WE sat withi.n a cottage by the waves, 
Hearkenmg to music, voice and instrument 

That floated to the still autumnal night ' 
Starr'd over downs and ocean; and between 
Its pulses, boom'd the cadence of the sea 
Surge after surge along our island shore. 

Fair the musicians, and the listeners fair. 
But I, apart, not merely saw and heard 
Those living faces-songs-the sea-the stars· 
For two majestic Shades were in the night : ' 
~eep-s.ounding echoes ~ut of England's past 
Commmgled vaguely WIth the murmuring flood · 
John Milton's daughters made us melody, ) 
And Cromwell's daughters listen'd while they sang. 

[Fr .. hwater Bay.] 
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AUTUMN and sunset now have double-dyed 
The foliage and the fern of this deep wood, 

The sky above it melting placidly 
All crimsonings to gray. No sound is heard. 
The Spirit of the Place, like mine, seems lull'd 
In pensive retrospection. One more Spring, 
And one more Summer past, and one more Year. 

Anon the distant bell begins to chime, 
And calls me homeward, calls me to a home 
As lonely as the forest, peopled but 
With memories, and fantasies, and shadows. 
These wait for me this evening. What beyond 1 . .. 
The silent sunset of a lonely life 1 

F OUR ducks on a pond, 
A grass-bank beyond, 

A blue sky of spring, 
White clouds on the wing; 
What a little thing 
To remember for years­
To remember with tears! 
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'ALAS, friend, since your journey was begun, 
How many have outstript you in the race!' 

I have not raced at all, nor even run, 
But gone along my track at easy pace, 

Look'd at the landscapes, gather'd berries, shared 
Wayfaring talk, and barter'd song and tale j 
Loiter'd to hear the lark or nightingale; 

'Twas for the journey, not the goal, I cared. 

"QUE SCAIS-JE 1" 
b 

OLD Michael of the Mountain, strolling past, 
Careless and quiet, now and then would cast 

To right or left a penetrating look j 
And gather'd waifs and strays up with a hook 
Shaped like the sign of query; scrap and rag 
In easy reach he c1apt into his bag, 
Idly assiduous, mocking his own whim 
With twinkling eye, and took all home with him, 
Where lazily he sorted them at last. 
What skill or magic in his fingers lay, 
What subtly added he, 'twere hard to say; 
But somehow, this took substance as a Book 
That shines where all around hath fallen dim. 
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EQUALITY AT HOME. 

"ANTOINE," cries Mirabeau, returmng gay 
From the Assembly, "on and from to-day 

Nobility's abolish'd,-men are men,-
No title henceforth used but Citizen! 
A new thrice-glorious era dawns for France! 
And now, my bath." " Yes, Citizen." A glance 
Of flame the huge man at his servant shot ; 
Then, wallowing sea-god-like, " Antoine ! more hot," 
He growfd. "Good, Citizen." A hand of wrath 
Gript Antoine's head and soused it in the bath. 
He spluttering, dripping, trembling,-" Rascal! 

know" 
His master thunder'd as he let him go, 
" For you I still remain Count Mirabeau ! " 

A REMINISCEN"CE OF THE ISLE OF MAN. 

ONE April found me upon Mona's shore, 
With daily prospect of the Cumbrian Hills, 

Cloud-wreathed or sunlit, o'er the Irish Sea. 
"A Man dwells there j and one day I shall walk 
Throu~h landscapes that confess him suzerain 

G 
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Under the SOVEREIGN LORD of earth and men,­
May see the Prince himself, may humbly meet 
His venerable eye, may hear his voice." 
And day by day new Spring upon the fields 
And waves grew brighter. 

One day brought this word­
'The wise old Poet of the mountain-land 
Is gone away for ever. You may seek 
But never shall you find him any more 
Among the shadows of the folded hills, 
By lonely tarn or dashing rivulet, 
Down the green valley, up the windy fell, 
In rock-built pass, or under whispering leaves, 
Or floating on the broad translucent mere 
Between two heavens. You will but find his grave.' 

I paced the strand, and clearer than till now 
Saw the far coast across a glittering tide; 
But how forlorn those faint-blue rocky peaks! 
How emptied of its joy the enchanted ground! 
I paced the strand, and raised mine eyes anew, 
And saw as 'twere a halo round the peaks. 
Something of Him abides there, and will stay. 
Those Mountains were in W ORDSWORTH'S soul; 

his soul 
Is on those Mountains, now, and evermore. 
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DREAMS. 

I N morning mist and dream I lay, 
And saw, methought, two Babes at play 

In a green garden, girl and boy; 
With Lucy painting in her chail', 
The sunshine catching golden hair 
At moments when she lifts her head 
To look at these.-

A dream 'I'-Ah woe! 
This used to be, long time ago. 
The Mother and the Babes are dead, 
And I am old and lonely : fled 
Life's pleasure now, itself a dream. 

How long a dream lasts, who can say, 
Or how it drifts, and intershifts 1 
I woke, I saw the sunny beam, 
I heard the shrieking of the swifts, 
Then flung my curtain back. Below, 
Two merry faces all a-glow 
Look up, "Good morning, dear Papa ! 
}Iama is coming home to-day." 

Grant us to taste, ye Mystic Powers, 
Our happy hours,-O how they haste! 
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VIVANT! 

N0 need, I hope, to doubt my loyalty; 
From childhood I was fond of Royalty; 

To Kings extravagantly dutiful, 
To Queens yet more, if young and beautiful. 

How rich their robes! what crowns they all had too ! 
And yet how friendly to a small lad too ! 
At gloriouB banquets highly gracing him, 
Beside the lovely Princess placing him. 

Their kingdoms' names I did not care about; 
They lay in Fairyland or thereabout; 
Their l1'l.te, though, to forget were crime indeed,­
Exactly, " Once upon a time" indeed. 

And still they reign o'er folk contented, there: 
I hope to have my son presented there: 
At every virtuous court in Fairyland, 
Its Cave-Land, Forest-Land, and Airy-Land. 

So down with democratic mania! 
Long live great Oberon and Titania, 
Imperial Rulers of those regions !-he 
Be shot who wavers in allegiancy ! 

And bless all Monarchs in alliance with them, 
Who've no enchanters, dragons, giants with them, 
To keep sweet ladies under lock and key, 
And answer challenges in mocking key! 
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BIRDS' NAMES. 

OF Creatures with Wings, come now let us see 
Which have names like you and me. 

Hook-nosed Poll, that thinks herself pretty, 
Everyone knows, of all birds most witty. 
Daw our good friend, in grayish black, 
If you ask him his name, will answer" Jack!" 
Bold Philip Sparrow hopping you meet, 
"Philip! Philip! "-in garden and street. 
Robin Redbreast perches near, 
And sweetly sings in the fall of the year. 
Grave Madge Owlet hates the light 
And shouts" hoo ! hoo ! " in the woods at night. 
Sweet ightingale, that May loves well, 
Old Poets have call'd her Philomel, 
But Philomelus, he sings best, 
While she sits listening in her nest. 
Martin! Martin !-tell me why 
They call you so ; I know not, I ; 
Martin the black, under cottage eaves, 
Martin the small, in sandy caves. 
Willy, Willy Wagtail, what runs he takes! 
Whenever he stops, his tail he shakes. 
Head and tail little Jenny Wren perks, 
As in and out of the hedge she jerks. 
Brisk Tom Tit, the lover of trees, 
Picks-off every fly and grub he sees. 
Kitty Wake on the sea-wave rides, 
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Her nest on the lofty cliff abides. 
Mag, the cunning chattering Pie, 
Builds her home in a tree-top high,­
Mag, you're a terrible thief, ° fie ! 

Tom and Philip and Jenny and Polly, 
Madge and Martin and Robin and Willy, 
Philomelus and Kitty and Jack,-
Mag the rogue, half-white, half-black, 
Stole an egg from every Bird; 
Such an uproar was never heard ; 
.All of them flew upon Mag together, 
And pluck'd her naked of every feather! 

I'M but a lowly gooseberry 
Hanging on my native tree 

Here i' the sunshine of the garden 
(For which I humbly beg your pardon) 
Just within the children's reach; 
Don't be angry with me, pray, 
Mister Critic,-did I say, 
Ever say I was a peach 1 
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AMY Margaret's five years old, 
Amy Margaret's hair is gold, 

Dearer twenty-thousand-fold 
Than gold, is Amy Margaret. 

"Amy" is friend, is "Margaret" 
The pearl for crown or carkanet 1 
Or peeping daisy, summer's pet 1 

Which are you, Amy Margaret 1 

A friend, a daisy, and a pearl, 
A kindly, simple, precious girl,­
Such, howsoe'er the world may twirl, 

Be ever,-Amy Margaret ! 

I SAW a little Birdie fly, 
Merrily piping came he; 

"Whom d'ye sing to, Bird 1" said I; 
"Sing 1-I sing to Amy." 

"Very sweet you sing," I said; 
" Then," quoth he, "to pay me, 

Give one little crumb of bread, 
A little smile from Amy." 

" Just," he sings, "one little smile; 
0, a frown would slay me ! 

Thanks, and now I'm gone awhile,­
Fare-you-well, dear Amy!" 
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A MOUNTAIN ROUND. 

TAKE hands, merry neighbours, for dancing the 
round! 

Moonlight is fair, and delicious the air. 
From valley to valley our music shall sound, 

And startle the wolf in his lair. 
From summits of snow to the forests below, 
Let vulture and crow hear the echoes-O ho ! 

(0 ho!) 
While shadows on meadows in dancing the round 

Go whirligig, pair after pair ! 

• 
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JOHN CL ODD. 

JOHN CL ODD was greatly troubled in his mind, 
But reason for the same could noways find. 

Says he " I'll go to Mary; I've no doubt, 
If any mortal can, she'll vind it out." 
" Why, John, what is the matter 1 where dost ail 1 
In 'ead or stummick 1 eh, thou dost look pale. 
Can't ait 1 can't sleep 1 yet nayther sick nor sore 1 
Ne'er velt the like in all thy life afore 1 
Why, lad, I'll tell 'ee what,-thou beest in love." 

John look'd at Mary, gave his hat a shove, 
.And rubb'd his chin awhile, and mutter'd " There! 
Only to think 0' that !"-then from a stare 
Broke by degrees into a smile, half-witted, 
" Dang! Mary, I don't know but what you've hit it ! 
I thought on no sich thing, but now I see 
'Tis plain as haystack. Yaas, in love I be ! 
But who be I in love wi, Mary 1 Come!" 
"Why, can't yo tell that, John 1 .Art blind, or dumb 1 
Is't Emma White 1 or Liz 1 or Dora Peak 1 
Or pirty little Sue 1 or Widow Sleek 1 
Or Tilda Ruddilip 1 or Martha's Jane 1 
Or Squire's new Dairymaid 1 or old Miss Blaine, 
Wi' lots 0' money 1 Don't be angry, John, 
I've guess'd all round,-you hates 'em everyone 1 
Still, you loves zumbody . . . Mayhap 'tis me?" 

\ 

JOHN CLODD. 

"Why, Mary, what a clever lass you be ! 
I never once took thought on sich a thing ; 
But you it is, and no one else, by Jing !" 
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" Well, John, that's settled; so Goodnight at last." 
"No, Mary, don'tee run away so fast! 
What next are we to do 1" 

"What next 1 0 bother ! 
Get married, I suppose, sometime or other." 
" Right, lass, again! I niver thought 0' that. 
How do'ee iver vind out things so pat 1 
But stop a minute, Mary,-tell me how 
Does folk- .. . She's off! I'm fairly puzzled now! " 
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FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A LITTLE BOY, 

With a Book of "Songs, &c." 

I MUST own, my dear Sonny, 'tis likely but few, 
Will care for this book; but I count upon you 

For one reader, and hope you'll find something to 
please 

And nothing to plague you in verses like these. 
You've already a much truer taste in poetics 
'fhan many grown-up folk, 'and some famous critics ; 
An " ear," which you lkwe, is essential; but this 
The people most wanting in can't even miss. 
o give me the yOlmg! And at least you'll be mine; 
You'll sometimes remember a song or a line 
.As the years travel round, as new mornings arise, 
New sunsets draw softly away from the skies, 
Like the old ones I saw 1 When your life-wheel 

shall bring 
The freshness, the flutter, the ripple of Spring, 
And Summer's broad glow, and grave Autumn be­

dight 
In his tarnish'd gold russet; then bareness and white, 
And the clasp of sweet home in the long Winter's 

night, 
With their moods and their fancies ;-".As I feel, he 

felt," 
Perhaps you will say, "and was able to melt 
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Life's crudeness and strangeness, some part, into 
song, 

For his soothing and mine." Dearest Gerald, so 
long 

As a ghost may keep earth round him (not meaning 
clay) 

This will soothe too, to fancy 'Perhaps he will say.' 
Nor will that ghost be happy unless he may know 
Your footsteps have wander'd where his used to go 
In the young time and song-time-among those 

green hills 
And gray mossy rocks, and swift-flowing rills, 
On mountain, by river and wave-trampled shore, 
Where the wild region nourish'd the poet it bore, 
And colour'd his mind with its shadows and gleams. 
That lonely west coast was the house of his dreams 
And his visions,-O Future and Past that combine 
At a point ever shifting and flitting, to shine 
In the spark of the Present! Old stories re-sown 
Sprang to life once again, became part of my own, 
Like 'mummy-wheat' sprouting in little home-

croft; 
The Ladder for Angels-it slanted aloft 
From our meadow; the Star in the East hung on 

high 
Where Fermanagh spreads dark to the midwinter 

sky; 
And the Last Trumpet sounded o'er Mullinashee 
With its graves old and new. And now tenderly, 

see, 
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They glide forward, and gaily, the sweet shapes of 
Greece, 

All natives and neighbours, for wonders don't cease; 
Shy Dryads come peeping in woody Corlay, 
And surge-lifted Nereids in Donegal Bay. 
Olympus lay south, where the mists meet and melt 
Upon Truskar. My Helicon, drought never felt; 
It was Tubbernaveka, that deep cressy well. 
A goddess-nymph kiss'd my boy-lips if I fell 
Into slumber at Pan's hour in fragrant June grass; 
Processions of helmeted heroes would pass 
In the twilight; I saw the white robes of the bard 
With his lyre. But the harp whose clearmusicI heard 
Was Irish, and Erin could also unfold 
Her songs and her dreams and her stories of old. 
See Ireland, dear Sonny! my nurture was there; 
And my song-gift, for which you at least are to care, 
Took colours and flavours unfitted for vogue, 
(With a tinge of the shamrock, a touch of the brogue, 
Unconsciously mingling and threading through all) 
On that wild verge of Europe, in dark Donegal. 
-" Dark," did I say!- Is there sunshine elsewhere 1 
Such brightness of grass, such glory of air, 
Such a sea rolling in on such sands, a blue joy 
Of more mystical mountains 1 

o eyes of the Boy ! 
o heart of the Boy! newly waken'd from sleep. 
Might I sleep again, MASTER, long slumber and deep, 
To wake rested! 

But go there, my Gerald, this book 
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In your pocket, with fresh heart and eyes take a look, 
At the poor lonely region,-ah, where will you see 
The heavenly enchantment that wrapt it for me 1 

In any case, Laddie, I trust you will be as 
Good son as was formerly pious 1Eneas, 
Will carry your Daddie the poet right through 
This house-afire Present and hullabaloo, 
And, going on calmly when forward you've bent your 

eye, 
Set him down safe in the Twentieth Century. 
Strange feels that no-when! I shiver at sight 
Of a realm like the North Pole, of icefields and night! 
Can the world and old England be yet living on 1 
Our Critics and Big-Wigs, 0 where are they gone 1 
Nay, courage! methinks one may feel more at home 
By degrees there: a sweet chilly breath seems to 

come, 
Like new Spring's, from the Future. It won't be so 

bad; 
In fact I believe it will suit me, my lad! 
We travel to new things in time as in space, 
And escape out of habitude's bonds that embrace 
And enjail us ; we win change of air for our thought, 
And that same with restorative virtue is fraught. 
Though knaves, fools, and humbugs no doubt there 

will be, 
They won't be the same we're accustom'd to see 
And be plagued with. 'Tis thinking about them 

offends; 

0462356 
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But the new can't take hold. Nay, respectable 
friends 

Often bore us-the crowd of relations, connections, 
Conditions, traditions, and foolish subjections ; 
(Small wonder if people run sometimes away, 
"Without any reason," as dull neighbours say, 
Who themselves are the reason, with all the routine 
One got sick of)-Hurrah! change of air! change 

of scene! 
"Number Twenty will have its own Poets, be sure, 

Its own Judges"-I hope so: do fashions endure? 
They flow, eddy, try back, as one often has found; 
And a thing out of favour - its turn may come 

round; 
Dear Public may long for the simple and plain 
For a change, too,-sound appetite come, or again 
Perhaps from a hot queasy stomach's sensations 
Demanding cool drink after fiery potations. 
Why care? Just because there are people, a few, 
Scatter'd up and down space (perhaps more, if we 

knew) 
Whom a flying word reaches, a force yet more subtle 
And swift than the ether's electrical shuttle, 
All-weaving; a shaft thrilling muscle and marrow, 
Or lighting as softly as thistle-seed arrow, 
To comfort, to kindle, to help, to delight; 
And our brave English speech has a far-reaching 

flight, 
(Though wha~ may become of it soon there's no tel­

ling 
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With novel and newspaper, slang and misspel-
ling),-

A mere little Song-Yes, one's hardly content 
To think one's fine impulses, efforts, misspent, 
All the hopes and sweet fancies but blossom aud 

cloud 
Of an old merry May time, long stretch'd in it::; shroud. 
But enough to this ttme. So cushla-ma-clwee, 
(As my nurse used to say) and dear Reader to be, 
Gamit og, may God bless thee, my own litt~e SOH! 
-Look me up in the year Nineteen-hundred-and-one. 

H 
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'£HE WINTER PEAR. 

I s always Age severe 1 
Is never Youth austere 1 

Spring-fruits are sour to eat; 
Autumn's the mellow time. 
Nay, very late i'th' year, 
Short day and frosty rime, 
Thought, like a winter pear, 
Stone-cold in summer's prime, 
May turn from harsh to sweet. 

' N EW He.wens and New Earth,'-and must all 
be new-created 1 

No. One touch to YOtW microcosm may do what­
soever is fated. 
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WHEN I was young and fresh and gay, 
Full moody oft I went; 

The troubles of the passing day 
So wrought me discontent ; 

Those flaws and failings-short in life 
Which everyone must bear, 

Oppressions, hints to rebel strife, 
Enormous wrongs they were. 

Whatever man could have or be, 
Nay, every fancied boon, 

Belong'd, I thought, as much to me 
As share of sun and moon ! 

Whom Eden could not satisfy 
Is thankful for a flow'r ; 

Who craved for earth and sea and sky 
Loves most a quiet hour. 

To run safe through this earthly lease, 
Be kindly with one's kind, 

Enjoy a little, part in peace, 
Were rare good luck, I find. 

Donegal County Library Service



]00 

LIBER LOQUITUR. 

IF perchance you like my look, 
Buy (don't bol'l'ow) me, little Book; 

:Money I was never made for, 
But the printing must be paid for j 
If you purchase for a groat 
Per thousand lines, find one good thought 
Per thousand, am I dearly bought? 

J.. IRZL.l.ND .AND 00 •• PRINTERS, PALL KALL. UA1I:CHB8TXR. 
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