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PREFACE,

This is the first collection which has ever been

made of Dublin Greek and Latin Verses. In

1867 some translations by myself and two friends

were published under the title Hesperidum Susurrl;

and in 1869 I set on foot a terminal College maga-

zine, called Kottabos, in which translations into Greek

and Latin appeared, together with original English,

Greek, and Latin verses, translations from ancient

and modern languages, and a few light essays in

prose. Most of the translations now brought to-

gether have already appeared in Hesperidum Susurri

and Kottabos. They are all by Dublin men. With

one or two exceptions, all the contributors are,

or have been, Scholars of the House. Some of

the translators are now connected, or have been
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connected, with other Colleges and Universities.

Messrs. Cullinan, Leech, and Ridgeway are Fel-

lows of their Colleges in Cambridge. Mr. Davies

is Professor of Latin in Galway ; Mr. Crossley is

Professor of Greek in Belfast; and Mr. Boulger is

Professor of Greek in Cork. But I am authorized

by these gentlemen to state that their verses are,

in the fullest sense of the word, Dublin Translations,

written under Dublin influences, and as the result

of Dublin training.

I suppose no apology is needed for a collection

like this. Whatever opinion may be held on the

question whether versification should be requii-ed

as a condition of success at examinations for prizes

and honors in classics, it can hardly be denied that

it is desirable to preserve the best efforts of those

who have attained skill in this branch of classical

study. In truth, the more verse-writing is disused

as a test, the more reason does there appear to be

for the publication of books like this. If the com-

poser cannot secure as heretofore Scholarships and

Fellowships by the exercise of his art, it is fair
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that he should at least have the chance to recom-

mend himself thereby to the good opinion of

scholars, men of letters, and men of taste. In

Trinity College, Dublin, verse-writing is not

disused as a test. Indeed, it never was more en-

couraged than it is now. But verse-writing does

not, and never did, hold with us anything like

the place which it used to hold in the Cambridge

Tripos. Scholarships, Senior Moderatorships, even

Fellowships, may be got with little or no skill in

verse composition. But at all these examinations

the marks are so allocated as to give a very

considerable advantage to the skilful composer,

and I think it would be difificult for a student to

steadily maintain a position at the head of the

men of his year without verse-writing.

I have had throughout the invaluable aid of my

friend Professor Davies, and some of the principal

contributors have from time to time favoured me

with suggestions. But I was not able to furnish

proofs to the various contributors—chiefly because

they were widely scattered at the time when I was
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making the compilation, and it was desirable that

its publication should not be too long delayed. I

must therefore make myself, and not the contri-

butors, responsible for any errors which may be

found.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.

4, Trin. Coll., Dublin,

November, 18S.2.
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translations into (Bxtzk,

If you go on thus you will kill yourself .

How now, my Lord ! why do you keep alone

Hither came at noon Mournful CEnone .

Die Sonne tout nach alter Weise .

O unexpected stroke, worse than of death

Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot

Child, if a man serve law through all his life

Though I could 'scape shot -free at London

Ye shining hosts ......
The king is kind ; and, weU we know, the king

Can I cease to care .....
Glorious Orb ! the idol Of early nature

But, as he walk'd. King Arthur panted hard

Great honours are great burdens ; but on whom

Her arms across her breast she laid

O well for him whose Will is strong

Had I beheld That sacrilege .

Now is the winter of our discontent

You aU look strangely on me ; and you most

O gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry's wounds

Thy voice is heard thro' rolling drums .

Shakspkare
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Then this most wretched father went his way

Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb

Where Claribel low-lieth

But now farewell. I am going a long way .

Early wert thou talien, Mary

Oh, that this too, too solid flesh would melt

Ye quenchless stars ! so eloquently bright

Liest thou here so low, the child of one

Death closes all ; but something ere the end

Comrae avec irreverence

In Love, if Love be Love, if Love be ours

Leucippus, thou art shot through with a shaft

eine edle Himmelsgabe ist

.

This is no answer, thou unfeeling man

Une jeune guenon cueillit

But I remember

As Saint Kevin he was walkin'

My dearest love, since thou wilt go

Thou see'st it with a lovelorn maiden's eyes .

1 have of late (but wherefore I know not)

•Relentless walls ! whose darksome round contains

But as they left the darkening heath

Here a sheer hulk lies poor Tom Bowling

Strew on her roses, roses

This is strange : your father's in some passion

Why did you melt your waxen man, Sister Helen

The flower that smiles to-day to-morrow dies

Had'st thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife

Then tenfold round the body The roar of battle rose

The beauty of Israel is slain upon thy high places .

Meine Ruh' ist hin

Abhorred slave, Which any print of goodness wilt not take

Three children sliding on the ice .

Come on, i' God's name, once more toward our father's
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Commend me to my loving countrymen

And after these things I saw four angels

Est in Carpathio Neptuni gurgite vates .

Willkommen, schSner Jiingling

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone .

In these deep solitudes and awful cells .

You have bestowed on me a second life

If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well

worship the king, all glorious above

Whither away so fast, Aristodemus

Strengthen ye the feeble hands

Well, though it torture me, 'tis but the same

What if this cursed hand

Lo, I stand Here on this brow's crown of the city'i

There was a king in Thule ....
1 see a man's life is a tedious one .

This shalt thou Sustain not, nor thy son endure to

Make no deep scrutiny Into her mutiny .

Come, is the bride ready to go to church

Here she lies a pretty bud

To be, or not to be : that is the question

Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb .
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Sweet Western "Wind . . ...
Fair the face of orient day

Come live with me, and be my love

Ye have not sowed in vain

But, as the devil would have it . . .

Meantime o'er rocky Thrace and the deep vales

How calm, how beautiful comes on

Armour rusting in his halls

I am glad I am so acquit of this tinderbox

An arch accountant here is laid

' You are old. Father WiUiam,' the young man said

Thyrsis, when we parted, swore

Of all the girls that are so smart .

Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake . ...
Few the words that I have spoken

' Oh ! it's time I should speak to your father'

Methinlis I fain would lie by the lone sea

What ! while our arms can wield these blades

When lovely woman stoops to folly

A plague of my master .

Come, old friend ! sit down and listen

Underneath this marble herse

Come not, when I am dead

Strew on her roses, roses

O many are the beauteous isles

A widow bird sat mourning for her love

How is 't, ray noble lord

Push off the boat .

Thee Winter in the garland wears

Stay now thy hand

Moral improvement

Oh, the praties they are small

Now all these charms, that beauteous grace

In Beauty or Wit ....
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Henceforward, too, the powers that tend the soul .

The merchant to secure his treasure

Glaucopis forsakes her own .

Poor tree ! a gentle mistress placed thee here

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean

This only grant me, that my means may lie .

Thou sleep'st, soft silken flower, would I were Sleep

Break, break, break

Methinks I am batten'd well of late, grown lusty

When we for age could neither read nor write

Why, why repine, my pensive friend

The mountain-ash deck'd with autumnal berries

When Zephyr waves his balmy wings .

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn .

Thy braes were bonny. Yarrow stream .

Here lies our mutton-eating king .

Go forth ! for she is gone

Led by the jocund train of vernal hours

When some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall

The rose, that in the springtide ventures forth

He is gone on the mountain .

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew

A literary lady

She took my flowers with simple grace

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine

Here she lies, a pretty bud ...
Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain

When the Devil was sick in bed

He rose at dawn, and, fired with hope

There were two birds sat on a stone

As the moon's soft splendour

Come dowm, O maid, from yonder mountain height

Why, Damon, with the forward day

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly
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How seldom, friend, a good great man inherits

And in a moment after, wild Limours .

Come, give me back my blossoms .

The world's great age begins anew

I no longer know my own house .

Here's a bottle and an honest friend

But their way . . ...
Which when his ladie saw, she follow'd fast .

No fish stir in our heaving net

Why slumbers Gifibrd .' once was ask'd in vain

There were three sailors, of Bristol city

The world's a bubble, and the life of man

What needs my Shakspeare, for his honoured bones

My pipe is lit ; my grog is mix'd

Our life is carried with too strong a tide

The bride is dead ! the bride is dead

Idleness is a stream which flows slowly on .

Dear as remembered kisses after death .

The frail flowers are dying .

O thou hollow ship, that bearest .

We sat on the steps, for the evening was warm

There is not in the wide world a vaUey so sweet

By your truth she shall be true

Go up and watch the new-bom rill

Yes, let me like a soldier fall . .

Lady Clara Vere de Vere

You ask me, wondering, why I sing

She had left all on earth for him .

Poor tree
! a gentle mistress placed thee here

Coleridge
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DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

ANTONIO—LEONATO.

A. If you go on thus you will kill yourself;

And 'tis not wisdom thus to second grief

Against yourself

L. I pray thee, cease thy counsel,

Which falls into mine ears as profitless

As water in a sieve : give not me counsel

;

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear,

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with

mine.

Bring me a father, that so loved his child,

Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine.

And bid him speak of patience
;

Measure his woe the length and breadth of

mine,

And let it answer every strain for strain
;

As, thus for thus, and, such a grief for such.

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form :

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard,

And, ' sorrow, wag !' cry : hem, when he should

groan

;



SHAKSPEARE—MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

EPICURUS NIHILI FACIT DOLOREM.

A. ravr' y]v yevTjrai jLtaXXov olyy^aru Oavcou'

Kov crai(j>p6v(i)'i tol crujajLia^ets aXyrjBovL

SIS e \ s /

e<p avTov avTo§.

A. Xrjye fioi fiovXrjv (ftepcov

y]Ti<s 8i' aiTcov eTcnv wS' d-^yjCTTOS ws

es KocTKLVov pet I'a^a" ju,-^ /3ovXev in'

jLiiySets Se firjSev -^Sv Trpocr(f)eprj, fca/cws

ttX^v et Tis eiraOev oxtt icroppeveLv ifjioL

LTCt) TTaTTjp ns ef tcrou (f)LXa>i' tekvoi/,

i(f>' y yeyyjdev eis ictt^i' VTrep^okrjv,

KeLvo<; 8' vireiiTOL ravO' ottcos jaa^ijcro/xai

Kovffxo? iveyKeip' ei 8' apiOp/ricra'i ttovovs

afKJiolv, ifi(ov es /a^kos es 8' evpo? p.eTpwi',

OiCT'T aVTLT€lV€LV TTrjlJiai TTTJ/AaTOS, TO /tCJ'

ToC 8' dvTLcrrjKOvv, Kelva 8' aS Keivcav, Kara.

jxiXr] re kol vpoa-aTra kol 8e/ias to irai''

6 8' ei KaraipStv ttjv yivvv Kau irpocryeKojv

' epp' , aXyos' etirev, ei 8' ivoTnrva'ei', 8eov

(TTeveiv, ive-jrXacrev 8' a;(os vapoLfJiLais,

TTjv crviJ,<f)opdv 8' ej/ Tois ixepL/jivrjTals Xoycov
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Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune

drunk

With candle-wasters; bring him yet to me,

And I of him will gather patience.

But there is no such man ; for, brother, men

Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief

Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it.

Their counsel turns to passion, which before

Would give preceptial medicine to rage.

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread.

Charm ache with air, and agony with words.

No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience

To those that wring under the load of sorrow

;

But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency,

To be so moral when he shall endure

The like himself: therefore give me no counsel

:

My griefs cry louder than advertisement.

A. Therein do men from children nothing differ.

L. I pray thee, peace ; I will be flesh and blood
;

For there was never yet philosopher

That could endure the tooth-ache patiently

;

However they have writ the style of gods,

And made a push at chance and sufferance.

SHAKSPEARE.



SHAKSPEARE—MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

ifiedvcrev, el ttov yyj'S Toiouros ecr' avijp,

iTftj, rpvyTja-Q) S' SSe ttojs to Kaprepelv.

aXX ou yap ecTTiV ttSs 8' a.Tret,po<; a)V KaKcjv

iraprfyopelv re /cat ^epeiv fiovXrjv r)(ei*

yevtrrj S' cttt^v tis avrov, oi cro(f)ol Xoyou

opyrjv iyeipovcr onrep xjOiKov Tore

o^vvSiv ^e^Saia 8et/cvui/ai ra <j)dpfiaKa,

Brjcrai re fjiavCav iv p-vrw /SofifivKCav,

a^os t' eTTwSais, Tijv t ayoiviav Svijs

<f)7]fJiaL? aKeia-dai' jU,?) cru y'" d^j^^T^Swv orav

TyouT? KaKcov TLV ovTi.? ocTTis ou Oikei

crvp,fiovKo<; euvai, tov (f)€p€ii' paov KaKoi'

iravTos ToS' icTTiv epyov' dXX' ovSels fipoTcov

dvSpeto? wSe fcdcTTtj' avrapKrj? (f>vcn,v

ois Kttt TTaOcov TavT auros ejajneVetv Xoyots.

TttSr' GUI' cru /X.T7 jSovXeve' /cat yd/a oi ttovoi

vdvT(t)v vTj-epj3o(0(rL K\.r]S6va^ Xoyav.

A. vaCSav dp' dvSpes ^La^epovaw ovk€tl.

A. /ATj /Aoi Xoyous ex'' ou Xt^os irii^vK iyw'

ouSeis S', eya)ju.ai, rwi' ayav cro(f)ct)v erXi^

oSwra? dXycSi' KapTepelv, ei Kat jiidXa

CTTT/ rd (Tep.v ippi-^ev, ois ^eds ris wv,

Kttl crviJi<f)opd? re /cai rvx'^^ KaTtjXaaev.

JOHN F. DAVIKS.
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MACBETH.

LADY MACBETH—MACBETH.

L.M. How now, my Lord ! why do you keep alone,

Of sorriest fancies your companions making-,

Using those thoughts which should indeed

have died

With them they think on ? Things without

all remedy

Should be without regard; what's done is done.

M. We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it

:

She'll close and be herself; whilst our poor

malice

Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the

worlds suffer,

Ei-e we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep

In the affliction of those terrible dreams,

That shake us nightly: better be with the dead.

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to

peace.

Than on the torture of the mind to lie



SHAKSPEARE—MA CBETH.

KTPIOI* ETNnMOTAI.

r. dW, dva^, Tt Tavra ; iro'iav rrjvh' ayets ipyjjxiav,

T0t5 aiyav Xhtt/oois ofxiXatv Kap8ia<; (^avrdcr^acrw,

^jO&jjLievo? yvcofiaiCTLv otai5, rotcro' a^' wv yvaifjir)

wepL,

^vvdavelv dv-qcxKova-i XPW ^^ > i^pov^o- Td^npyaa-

fjieva,

$vfji(j)opoi<; T i^oipiAt,eLV ras dvrjKea-Tov; ^ecov.

M. 7) TeTptofJiepr] 8' l^tSi^a Kaiplav fjujirco Top,'r]v

Ta)(a Tj-aXcfjifiXaa-Ty]? acravTOv ws Trdpo<i (pavei (f>vcnv'

Svcr<f>pove? S' r)iiei<i jLiaraiw? Tpicop^ev av to TrpXv

SaKo?.

eWe yap crTpe^XolTo yata? Tn^yp^aT, eude Tdprapo?

Kovpavos TrdOoi Tt trpoadev rj 'fjue (Tvi'SeLTrvoi' ttlk-

pov

Set/t' Ixetv, UTTfois- r dvirvoi'S a)B' del Kar ev(l)p6vrji'

hvcnrpocroTTTOLcriv r oveCpois iwrapdcraecrffaL oe^as-

Tois KeKp.y)K6(Xi ^vvelvai (j)7)fjLi Tj-pea^evecv noXv,

ovs iyct) Kvpo<i paTevmv eicraTrag iKoip^ucra,

paXkov T) xpvxv^ dXveiv vvKTiirXdynTOKTiv Suat?.
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In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave

;

After life's fitful fever he sleeps well

;

Treason has done his worst ; nor steel, nor

poison,

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing-.

Can touch him further.

L.M. Come on

;

Gentle, my Lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks;

Be bright and jovial among your guests to-

night.

M. So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be you :

Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ;

Present him eminence, both with eye and

tongue

:

Unsafe the while, that we
Must lave our honours in this flattering stream,

And make our faces vizards to our hearts.

Disguising what they are.

L. M. You must leave this.

M. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife !

. Thou know'st that Banquo, and his Fleance,

lives.

L.M. But in them Nature's copy's not eterne.

M. There's comfort yet ; they are assailable
;

Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown
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rov ye Koipavov Kario^et tu/a;8os, vTrvaxrcret, jSa-

6vv,

TTiTvkov aiwi'os 7repao"as, Trvperov da-ToiOfirjTov ws.

IlpoSocria 8' efeiKc Travra S'^ koXcoV ouSe ^i^o<;,

OvS' eVOlKlOS (TToicrLS TIS, Ov8' eTTT/A.wSftJV ^ApTj?,

ouSe (fxipfJiaKov tv, Kel n rrnvSe 8v(r)(t,p.(oTepov,

TouS' i(f)a.TrTecr6ai 8vvaiT av ovttot avdu^ ucrre-

pov.

r. aye, (fyepia-T dva^, Xeijvas racrSe Tpa)(eLa<; 6<jipv?,

vvKT€pol<; doLvaTopoiv KcofLOiCTL <f)ai8p6vov? irpiire.

M. a»s tSots Iju,' wra roioi'S' ovcra ToiavTrf, <j>ik.rj!

aXka Set a oirws jLteXijcrei Bay/fov ev ti/ai; (refieiv

pTjfjLaa-Cv re /<ai irpoa-oxpei' tov yap Iv p-ecro) XP°'

vov

ov\i KivSvvcov dvev 'cttlv, ws peXiyXdi(rcroL<; Xoycov

pevpacrtv Seveiv yepa Se? Sei re TTpocnroLovpevovs

opp mroPXrjTOV KaXvirreiv ota KaX^aCvei Keap.

r. Set Se' cr ivrevOev y a.^oppa.v.

M. ft> yui'at. KevTr\pa.(Tiv

a-KopTribiV ipol ^pvei ^p-qv, ovveK es ^wvras reXei

BayKO?, ws aKe6pco<s iirLcrTq,, x^ veavias en.

r. 17 cjiva-L? S' ojLtws €Keivotv ov-)(l avyypd^aa-' e)(et

Tou /Stou TO ^vpfioXaiov ets roi' atav-^ XP°^^^-

M. ert Trapaxjjvxv Tts eaTiV ToivSe' y' ipTrmreiv irdpa'

TT/aos TaS' oSv eve\77is tcr^f tt/dIi^ yo./) ^ KaTr]p€(f>r}
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His cloister' d flight, ere to black Hecate's

summons

The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hums

Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall

be done

A deed of dreadful note.

L.3I. What's to be done ?

M. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck,

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling

night.

Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day
;

And with thy bloody and invisible hand

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond

Which keeps me pale ! Light thickens ; and

the crow

Makes wing to the rooky wood :

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse,

Whiles night's black agents to their preys do

rouse.

Thou marvell'st at my words ; but hold thee

still

;

Things bad begun make strong themselves by

ill.

So, prithee, go with me.

SHAKSPEARE.
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Iv cTToai? vvKTepiha KVKkelv Trrrjcnv, t) KoXeoTrre-

pov

Kavdapov ^aio-)(iroyvo<; Trpos 'EKaT7^s vTrdyyeKov,

Tov jSpofJLov; ^op,^ovv6' vTTV(o8ei<s, vvKT iirippoi^-

8t)V XaKelv,

a^Lov TT/jayos tl SetvoO cnfjaaros Treirpaferat.

r. aWa TL ToSe Trpayos elira? ;

M. ai'Spi? icr^t, (ftiKTaTT),

ecTT av avTO Tovpyfi ivaLvfj<;. Et' ay', ofifiaro-

crre/Des

'H/Aepas iiofJLfJidTO)(rov, Nvf, <f)iXoCKTLpp,ov <f>do<;,

alfJiaToppvTa) re
X^''/'^

KdcrKovo) crep.vov rdSe

^vfjufioXov hLacnrdpa^ov, 6 p.' ert XevKaCvet pe0o?.

ea

^vvve<f)e<s TO <j)S>? OokovTai, koX (j)L\6pvi,0a<s Kopai

TTOOS pvxov^ vXrj's TTOTaTai.' TacrOXa pkv vapei-

peva

fjpepa'i dpjSXvveTai vvv, ol 8e Xvyaiot ctkotou

irpocnroXoL iravres irpos ay/>av iieyeCpovTau /3o-

/aas.

rd/xa davpdo-aa 9(€ts ttov o-Zya 8' eixptjpcos ej^e'

TaTTO (hpoipCcov KaKMV TOi Tols KaKoi'i dXSaCveTai.

TTOOS TttS' aipe /Lioi, cr' iKVOvpai, kolvowow pvBpov

TToSoS-

MAX CULLINAN.
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OENONE.

Hither came at noon

Mournful CEnone, wandering forlorn

Of Paris, once her playmate on the hills.

Her cheek had lost the rose, and round her neck

Floated her hair, or seemed to float, in rest.

She, leaning on a fragment twined with vine,

Sang to the stillness, till the mountain-shade

Sloped downward to her seat from the upper cliff.

O mother Ida, many-fountain' d Ida,

Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die !

For now the noonday quiet holds the hill :

The grasshopper is silent in the grass :

The lizard, with her shadow on the stone,

Rests like a shadow, and the cicala sleeps.

The purple flowers droop : the golden bee

Is lily-cradled : I alone awake.

My eyes are full of tears, my heart of love

;

My heart is breaking, and my eyes are dim,

And I am all a-weary of my life.
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ATSEPnS TI2 AFAN.

TTjvel 8' rjvff evBios aydcTOvo^ rfkaivoicra

Tov Yldpw Olvcova Si^ij/Aei^a, &> to Trdpos irep

(rvfJLTraLcrS' d fieydXoiTos dv wpea ^oiKokiovn.

dv6o<i Se pohofxaXov inreppee, rdKero Be XP^^'

i-K Se Kdpr]'s SeSdvaro KOjJia kLTrapoirXoKafioLO,

'qe Koi drpefiais evcra SovevfJ^eva e^o^ icpKeu

pcoydSi, 8' iv TTCTpa KCKOVLfJiiva, olvapeoLcn

ev ivepeLcrafieva oiSvpaTO, fiecrcf)' o/ca Kw/aas

wpvyvdO' epiTOiara irerpa? dno XcTT/aaSos op^vd.

rfviBe TV dvd(TKoi(rd tv rdv iroXuTTtSa/ca ySwcTT/JOJ.

kXv0l, (f)iXa fJbdTep, rd TTavva-rara kKvOL [juev, "iSa.

rjviZe criyy fiev to fLecrapL^pwov wpea Kavp-a,

oi 8' d/cpi8es (TLycJVT, ikcXos crKua acrv^ tauet

craupos i<f> aiju,acria, cnydv 8' ej^ei dxeTa t4tti,^.

Ta p68a vevet epaaSe, (f>CXa, ^ovdd re fiiXicrcra

XevKotoLO-iv ivevSev, ip-d 8' ovx evSec dvCa.

ocrcre BeSdKpvvTai., p-eya p,dv iroTiKdpSi.oi' IXkos,

irdcra 8' oXodX' vtt l/owros, w ofjjpvcn 8' 6p,p.aTa vapK-fj,

ovS" er ipXp fieXerat ^dieiv T'qvoLo xaTci^o-a.
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O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida,

Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die !

Hear me, O earth ! hear me, O hills ! O caves

That house the cold-crown'd snake ! O mountain-

brooks,

I am the daughter of a River-god
;

Hear me, for I will speak, and build up all

My sorrow with my song, as yonder walls

Rose slowly to a music slowly breathed,

A cloud that gathered shape : for it may be

That while I speak of it, a little while

My heart may wander from its deeper woe.

O mother Ida, many-fountain' d Ida,

Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die !

I waited underneath the dawning hills :

Aloft the mountain lawn was dewy-dark,

And dewy-dark aloft the mountain pine :

Beautiful Paris, evil-hearted Paris,

Leading a jet-black goat, white-horn'd, white-hoof'd.

Came up from reedy Simois all alone.

O mother Ida, hearken ere I die !

Far off the torrent call'd me from the cleft

:

Far up the solitary morning smote
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i^viSe TV OvdcTKOLcroi tv tolv iroXvTrCSaKa ^(ocrTpS).

kXvOi,, <f>i,\a {larep, to. iravvcrTaTa KKv6i fiev, "iSa.

<f)pd(rSeo, To,' ^pdcrhea-de, yewXoc^a' k€k\v6' a Tratr^cu,

KpvTTTOKraL (nrrikvyye<s ocjav tov ^v)(poKdpavoV

kXvOl fcara^es vSwp to /cara Kpap,vS)v K^kapvahe^,

iKyiyap.e's HoTajLiw' TToXvirevdea 8' oltov e^oucra

dcreujiAai, ttJvo) 8' ws Kpdhep,v<x TTToKiidpoi

icTTdKavTi fidSrjv vtto 8&)vaKos dSu irveovTos,

a)<s ve(j)o? dypojjievov jS/ja8e<us p.oyi'S, wSe rdX-atva

6pdvoL<; oipavkOKTtv vvepfieya irdfo/iat acfia,

ivTL ydp ws iroK e/Aii' Td8e TT4vde.a BaKpvoicrq,,

a KpaSua TrXay^^^eiij aTr' dXyeos d^A-' rjfiamv.

rjViSe TV dvd<TKoi.(rd tv tolv TroXvTriSaKa /ScocTTpco.

^v vir a,Kpc>ip€Lai(xi SoKevjJieva, d/xos dvLei

"'AXtos, aKpoKve^aca 8' dvbid' ecrrtX/Se Kdpava,

^d TTLTvq dKpoKve<j)at,o? ereyyeTo TrpuiKi iroTopdpoi,

aviK diTO dpvoevTo? dfiei^op-evov XifjioevTO?

TOV TO Kakov TTodopevvTa, TO Trdv kclkov, elSov dyovTO.

atya Tidpiv -)^iix,apov, TrdvTcjv dvo v6(t<^lv CTaipcov,

dpyiKepcjT, dpyoirXov, dirav irepl oepfia KeXaivov.

rjvihe TV dvdcrKOLcrd tv Tav iroXvnCSaKa fioxTTpS).

icr^aTOCov ^eCfJuappo'; dvo payfiolo fi ifiaxTTpei,

TTjXoOe 8' dTpi'!TTOL<; vK^dcTLV fjicovoa-ToXos 'Aojq
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The Streaks of virgin snow. With down-dropt

eyes

I sat alone : white-breasted like a star,

Fronting the dawn he moved : a leopard-skin

Droop'd from his shoulder, but his sunny hair

Cluster'd about his temples like a god's

;

And his cheek brighten' d, as the foam-bow brightens

When the wind blows the foam, and all my heart

Went forth to embrace him coming ere he came.

Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die !

He smiled, and opening out his milk-whiie palm

Disclosed a fruit of pure Hesperian gold,

That smelt ambrosially, and while I look'd

And listen' d, the full-flowing river of speech

Came down upon my heart. ' My own CEnone,

Beautiful-brow'd CEnone, my own soul.

Behold this fruit, whose gleaming rind engrav'n

"For the most fair," would seem to award it

thine,

As lovelier than whatever Oread haunt

The knolls of Ida, loveliest in all grace

Of movement, and the charm of married brows.'

TENNYSOX.
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efivecrev ecrj^aTtais, to. S' eirl -)(0ovo<s o/x/Aar' eTrafa

€crhofx,iva. Kara fjiovva, 6 8' dvroXoLs ^e TrodeiKUiv,

(TTijdea 8' dcTTepoevd' uire<^atveTo, TrapBaXia Se

ywpeid' vtrep oiyno, airo KpoTa.(f)Ci)v 8e kIklvvoi,

"AXtos &)S. iKe)(yvro, deois fJuaKapecrcrtv oixolol'

Toi 8' ifceXai Ipicrcnv i^aiSpvvovTo Trapetai

ravLKa (f>aivoii4vatcriv o/ca, irveiovTos difrovj

d<f>po<s KopdrjeraL, tov 8' ws i8oi/ ws TravdnoTfJio^

i^dacrcr' rj i TraprjiMCv ope^ajxeva i ^iXacrai.

'^i'i8e Tu dvdcTKOia-d tv rdi' iroXii7ri8aKa ^axTTpS).

dXX' o ya x^'^p'
otpe^e {yikw-s 8e ot ei^ero x^'^^i^s)

XevKOTepav yXdyeos, /caXoi' 8e t' eSetfaro ftaXoi'

^vcreov, 'EcnrepiScov Kdncov o Oerjfia rervKTo,

d/A)8/)ocrias 8e TroTCJcrSev, d(f)ap 8' ivecjv dtoiaa

e/c ^u/iw 8e8ejU,at, rd 8e rot TTXrjfifivpiBL Tcra

eppeev e/c CTO/Aaros, /cat /oiev (ppevbs dt|*aTO Trdvra.

'ft) -^(apiecra Olv<!iva, ifio^ nodos, w Kvdvo(f)pv,

-qvCSe tXv To8e p.d\ov, oirep (ftaiT) ke tis '^/x.es

fiovva tIv irpeirov ddXov, oris Td8e ypdp.p,aT<x, <f>XoiS

dvveipLaL ypa(f)0ev6\ ' dns x^'P'^""^'*'''"' to7(oi'.

Odcrai, iv 'OpedSecrcrt /ce/cacr/ieva, aire TroXevvrat

Tws "iSas KvafJLOJS, a-vvo(f)pv<; Kopa, d/3pd /3i,/3d<Ta.'

ROBERT y. TYRRELL.
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PROLOG IM HIMMEL.

(DIE DREI ERZENGEL TRETEN VOR.)

RAPHAEL.

Die Sonne tont nach alter Weise

In Bruderspharen Wettgesang,

Und ihre vorgeschriebne Reise

Vollendet sie mit Donnergang.

Ihr Anblick gibt den Engeln Starke,

Wenn keiner sie ergriinden mag

;

Die unbegreiflich hohen Werke

Sind herrlich, wie am ersten Tag.

GABRIEL.

Und. schnell und unbegreiflich schnelle

Dreht sich umher der Erde Pracht

;

Es wechselt Paradieseshelle

Mit tiefer, schauervoller Nacht

;

Es schaumt das Meer in breiten Fliissen

Am tiefen Grund der Felsen auf,

Und Eels und Meer wird fortgerissen

In ewig schnellem Spharenlauf.
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I H I n N.

dcTTyoacri yu,oX7njv ovpa-vioicriv

8p6fiov devaov Te/xveL Stc^/ooi?

^aXKOKcyaawots"

ivtwevcre 8' aXw Trd/AySoros Icrxyv

[jieyoiXoLcrL ^eois, avros a^vcrcros'

KOCTfiov 8e jxeveL

(^ucrts addvaros kol dy-tjpojs-

yaias 8' i8ea iTOiKikov(iirov

rpo\ohiveiTai Tct^os d<^pacrTov,

vvKTO'i Kpvepd? rjfiap.XevKov

Siafieiypafievr)'

KvfJiaTa 8e ^ei piaKpd ^aXacro-Jjs

veioOiv dXp-ri crr)pdyya)v If'

acrrpcov o ev ooois

^ep(To<; 6^ vypd re (jiopovvTac.
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Und Stiirme brausen um die Wette,

Vom Meer auf s Land, vom Land auf s Meer,

Und bilden wiithend eine Kette

Der tiefsten Wirkung- rings umher ;

Da flammt ein blitzendes Verheeren

Dem Pfade vor des Donnerschlags :

Doch deine Boten, Herr, verehren

Das sanfte Wandeln deines Tags.

ZU DREI.

Der Anblick gibt den Engeln Starke,

Da keiner dich ergrlinden mag,

Und alle deine hohen Werke

Sind herrlich, wie am ersten Tag.

GOETHE.
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aypLoi S' aveixoL irvevfj^acn Xd^poi'S

yaiav ttovto) ^viJbfji.i^ai>Te<;

^vvi)(ovcn,v o/Aws" iravTa yap ivTO?

^v)(rj voDjjia'

(TTepoTTal 8' 6X,oas irpoSpofioi, /3povT7J<;

iK\oip,vov(TiV irdpeBpoL 8' viraTov

Zrjvo's eKrjXoL

Oajx^ovcTLV TrpaoTorov <^ws.

ftis Zews avfet irdp.^oTO'i l(T)(pv

fj,eydkoL<TL deoL's, avros a/Svcrcro?'

KocTfiov 8e jjievet

(j)va-L<; dddvaro^ koX dyqpcxi'i.

T. MAGUIRE
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EVE'S LAMENTATION.

O UNEXPECTED Stroke, worse than of death !

Must I thus leave thee, Paradise ? thus leave

Thee, native soil ? these happy walks and

shades,

Fit haunt of gods ? where I had hoped to

spend,

Quiet though sad, the respite of that day

That must be mortal to us both ! O flowers.

That never will in other climate grow.

My early visitation, and my last

At even, which I bred up with tender hand

From the first opening bud, and gave ye

names !

Who now shall rear ye to the sun, or rank

Your tribes, and water from the ambrosial

fount ?
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KAI XAIPE.

oi/Lt' ws deXTTTW, Ka,ipia.% VTrepTepav

ifhqyeicra, Ty8e crviJ.(f>opa 8tdXXu//,at.

w deiov aXcros, Set cr' ap' e/cXei7retv e/^e,

y€vi6\i6v T€ ^rjcrcrav, ev6' vttoctkiov

^apct ju,' v(j>e'LpTT£ 8aip.6v<j)v KaTOL^io<i'

iv
fj

TO Xew^^ev tijs re vCv iierai^iov

Kol rrj? (ftepovcTTjs r]^4pa'i fiCov reXos

Ikt^Xos a^-etv i7Xiricr', a^iXov dXX' o/aw?.

w )(a[peT dv0T], ^XacrTaveLv yap ovSajjiov

p^eWrjcrer aWod', S)V Tpo(f)rfv ap, rjXua)

TeWovTL npwTiov koI (f)6ivovTL koicrdicov

(fiOLTCJcra ^epcrl p,a\6aKai<; trapei-^opr^v,

a T ODVopatpv KoiXvKos e/c Xo^evfidrcov

TIS VVV Toi8' vpSiV eKTpe^OiV TT/OOS tjXlov

SiaKjotvei re (ftvXa, koI Oeta? diro

Kp'r]i'rj<; irapi^ei -^pr]cnp.coTaTov ydvo';

;
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Thee lastly, nuptial bower, by me adorn'

d

With what to sight or smell was sweet ! from

thee

How shall I part, and whither wander down

Into a lower world, to this obscure

And wild ? how shall we breathe in other air

Less pure, accustom' d to immortal fruits ?
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ere S' av trpoo'a.vha.v, u> rrriyo^ yafiTjXiov,

iravvcTTaTov deXoifiL, TracTLv iKTrpeTTe<;,

el fjioi TLv ocTfJiyj koL x^i^^fj craiveiv <^tXei*

crow hy) CTTepela-a ttS><s dju,eti/»<u/Aai irXavais

eSpa)v (TKOTeivfjv olvtI Toil's' ipyjfiLav

;

avpai; SvcravXov ttws /ac dpexfjovatv irvoai

ayrjpdTOLS KapiroLcrLv SS' cWicrfievTjv

;

W. M. J. MORGAN.
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SUNT LACRIMAE RERUM.

Q. Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot,

Doth not thy embassag-e belong to me,

And am I last that knows it? O, thou think'st

To serve me last, that I may longest keep

Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go,

To meet at London London's king in woe.

What, was I born to this, that my sad look

Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ?

Gardener, for telling me these news of woe

Pray God the plants thou graft' st may never

grow.

G. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be no

worse,

I would my skill were subject to thy curse.

Here did she fall a tear ; here in this place

I'll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace :

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen.

In the remembrance of a weeping queen.

SHAKSPEARE.
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ATH5 nAFKAATTON 0EPO2.

A. a) TTjs fieXaivT]!; wkvttovv aTrjs re/Das,

ov Srjra Krjpv^ aiev rjaO ifiot KaKcjv

;

TTO)? ovv TaS' efjLa9ov S)8' iv ucrraTOts eyw ;

dXX' varepov yap ^\0e<; ayyeXos /3/3aSu?,

ais KapSia ij,iJkl(TTOv 178' ax°5 Tpe(l)rj.

IT OVV 'AO-^uaC axTT 'AOrjvaicov iSelv

-rrevdovvT dva/cra' jawv Se8o/3/ca </)ws rdoe

Swo-ouo-a X^-Pl^' exOpola-i SaKpvcov vtto ;

K7]Trovpe, TwvSe /x.oi Xoycoi' Ka/cdyyeXe,

oXoiTO TovSe TTpep.vodev ktjttov (f)VTa.

K. ei TTCDS, avacTcra TXrjfJbov, w8e y' evTvxot?,

TrdvTco? oXoit' aiiTotcri k^ttos avdetriv.

T17S' 17 rdXaiv' e/3a\\e SaKpvov viKpov

^ irriyavov TrjS', epya.vr)v rcjv ^epvl^oiv,

iriKpov (Tirepca—irrjyal yap i$ ocro-wv TTiKpai

TrjS'' ippdyr]crav—p-v^iJia ^acrCkdov Svrjs.

A. W. QUILL.
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ATALANTA.

Child, if a man serve law through all his

life,

And with his whole heart worship, him all

gods

Praise : but who loves it only with his lips,

And not in heart and deed desiring it,

Hides a perverse will with obsequious words.

Him heaven infatuates : and his twin-born fate

Tracks and gains on him, scenting sins far off.

And the swift hounds of violent death devour.

Be man at one with equal-minded gods.

So shall he prosper : not thro' laws torn up.

Violated rule, and a new face of things.

A woman armed makes war upon herself,

Unwomanlike
; and treads down use and wont,

And the sweet common honour that she hath,

Love, and the cr}- of children.

SWINBURNE.



SWINBURNE—ATALANTA. 29

AIKA2 A' EPEIAETAI nT0MHN.

et yap ti5, w ttoX, -rravrl crvfifJieTpcji; fiia>

imrjpeTeL vofiOLcri, TLfiaX(j)(ov Blktjv

ev navTl 9vfi^, tovS' eTTaiuovcnv Oeoi'

o<; h' av (j)L\rj viv <TT6fiaT0<s ef a,Kpov [x.6vov,

fxrir epyp-OLO-iv purjT €K <f)pevav d7)pa)p.evo^,

(TKXrjpov KaXvTTTei, p,a\6aKol<; Keap Xoyois

Kol Zaip-ova deol?' TwSe Mot/a' oju-dcriro/oos

dcrcrei Kar tx^V TTOfiTTLiJiOLs TTOcriv, KaKav

e/cas JT/oos oa-fju'qv, Kal (TTTapdcra-ovcrLV kvv€<5

"AiSov Tttxetat aapKa. deolcn § '" eiKJipoa-uv

yevoiO' 6p.6(f)p(t)v, et Tts eu TrpdcraeLv 6i\ei,

Koi p.y] vd/Aoicri trpip-voOe.v TTavo)\e6poi<s

dvap'xJ'O- Te koX veaL<s KaTa(rTpo(f)aLs.

yvvfj fji€v avrfj TroXe/nta 'crd' (airXicrfievr)

ov Trpos yvvaiKO's, koI KaOcTTireveL vofiov

Koi dearfJiov, '^Bt.aTov re TrdyKotvov cre/3as,

epoyra Koi Trpocr^deyiia (^ikraTov TeKVcov.

MAX CULLINAN.
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A PLAGUE OF ALL COWARDS, SAY I.

Falstaff—Prince Henry.

F. Though I could 'scape shot-free at London, I

fear the shot here ; here's no scoring but upon

the pate. Soft ! Who are you ? Sir Walter

Blunt : there's honour for you ! here's no vanity !

I am as hot as molten lead, and as heavy too

:

God keep lead out of me ! I need no more

weight than mine own bowels. I have led my

ragamuffins -^here they are peppered; there's

not three of my three hundred and fifty left

alive ; and they are for the town's end, to beg

through life. But who comes here ?

P. What stand' st thou idle here? lend me thy

sword :

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies.
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MA20AH2, EIPnN, FAOIOS, AAAZON.

KAcCtfJ^UJUOS

—

"EpptKQS.

K. 'Ev Tayopa fiev dcru/x,/8oXos o.v dTrw^o/AT^v,

irplv yap tl irpaTreaOai nv, iKTrpa^O-qcreTai.

fia/3ai' Tis o Tavrrj Keifxevo? ; Xeyav Kvpcj

©/oacrvjua^ov ; S> Zev, to kXeos ot reXei fipoTwv

01) St) ^evaKicrphs jmo, Aia to KaXws kXv€lv.

depfiorepo^ ov jjlov ttjktoi; ovSe fiapvT€po<s

/AoXvySSos, ov Zeus diror/aeVoi vXevpav ifjiwv

aAis TO yacTTpLOV too o irtetet /^ act.

eu Toi Xo^Y*'*' ^P-ov, paKoSvT ovTa Kaddpp-aTa,

ivevvTpKT , Ik yap TMvSe TrevTrjKOVT iyco

TpiaKocrCoiv t is oikov ov p,a At' ovoe rpets

ecrocra, TreivrjcrovTas iv (popvToi KaKws

TTapa TTjv iiraX^LV.

E. ouTos, ivddSe tl naOciiv

ia-TTjKas dpyos ; (j^epe 8e, <f)dcryavov to aov

dvv(Ta<; tl ^rjcrov, ws rt? evyevTjs x^/^tt^

KCtTai yeXws ix^potcTL, Xdf TraroujU-evos,
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Whose deaths are yet unrevenged ; I prithee,

lend me thy sword.

F. Oh ! Hal, I prithee give me leave to breathe

awhile. Turk Gregory never did such deeds in

arms, as I have done this day. I have paid

Percy, I have made him sure.

P. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee.

I prithee lend me thy sword.

F. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou

get'st not my sword ; but take my pistol, if thou

wilt.

P. Give it me ; what, is it in the case ?

F. Ay, Hal; 'tis hot, 'tis hot: there's that will

sack a city.

\The Prince draws it out, andfinds it to be a bottle of sack.

P. What, is it a time to jest and dally now ?

SHAKSPEARE.
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^6v(a ircTnjyws TreXavos, a}^a to iicjxo?

Xpy^crov, <f)€p.

K. dXkd (T avTil3oXoviJi£v, ^iXrare,

Sos Ko-l ^pa^elav avaTTVorjv, ov yap KaXa

ovB' auros eS/aacr' 6 Act/Aa^os ToiaCra ttw

ol' rifiepa T7J8' ovtos av^p' iTta-dfLyfv

liepcrrjv, to npayix dSijXov ottol irpo^'qarerai,

ov TOL XekoLTT-

E. ou S-j^Ta, o"ft> yctjO eir' oXeGpoj

£,y Kelvos, dXA.' ftis to $i^o<s ov Saxrcou Xeyets

;

K. ov fjio, Tov 'AttoXXq) lfi)VT0? iKeivovL y lyu>,

dW J]v ihov OwpaKa tov ifjiov av XdySots.

E. dvucras Tt Srj fjuoL Sos' ti 8'; ap' iv TCoXvTpo)

;

K. /idXicTTa, v':^ tov Ilai'a, Kat Trai^u ^Xtapos,

cruv TwSe 8' &»s dpLCTTa Tts 6(aprj^€Tai.

E. ou Setvd ToiGJ (re TrapaXiqpelv iv XP'^^V >

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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ADDRESS TO THE STARS.

Ye shining hosts,

That navigate a sea that knows no storms,

Beneath a vault unsullied by a cloud,

As one who, long detained on foreign shores.

Pants to return, and when he sees afar

His country's weather-bleached and battered

rocks

From the green wave emerging, darts an

eye

Radiant with joy towards the happy land

;

So I with animated hopes behold,

And many an aching wish, your beamy fires,

That show like beacons in the blue abyss,

Ordained to guide the embodied spirit home

From toilsome life to never-ending rest.
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n NTH MEAAINA, XPTSEilN A2TPnN TP04>E.

acTTpav (jtaevvcov kolvottXovs ofiikCa,

re/AVoucra ttovtov Trvevfidi/rcov avi^vefiov,

TToXov KVKkatO^Lcr aWpta TrepLTTTv^fj,

axTirep -^ovitfiiv Sapov dKralcn ^ei'ats

e^ierai rts vocrripLOv CTMTrjpia^,

6a\a(r(TOTr\'rJKTov<; S' eio-tSwi' Kprjpvov'i Trdrpas,

yXavKrj'S iTravTeXkovras iK ^a(f>r]^ crdkov,

d(j)TJKe irpos yrjv evp.€.v€crrdiTrjv ckoIs

ef opp-aTcov ro^evp-a ^aihpoiiTOV -)(apd<i'

Toi&ISe KO-pov ivTedeppavrai Kcap

TTodco TTTorfOkv iXirCSiov dvpo(j)06pa),

iSovTOS avyrjv daTepunrov ovpavov

fiv6o2(TL KvaveoLCTLV, dyydpov rrvpo's

SiKTjv TrpeiTOvcrav, d)S ^porStv TV(f>Xrj fidcn?,

TOLOvS' ixfrrjyrjTrjpo? i^rjpTrjpievrj,

evpovcra Slav iravkav iKXrj^y ttovov.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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' YOU ARE A SHALLOW, COWARDLY HIND, AND YOU LIE.'

The king is kind ; and, well we know, the

king

Knows at what time to promise, when to

pay.

My father, and my uncle, and myself,

Did give him that same royalty he wears :

And—when he was not six-and-twenty strong.

Sick in the world's regard, wretched and

low,

A poor, unminded outlaw sneaking home

—

My father gave him welcome to the shore :

And—when he heard him swear and vow to

God

He came but to be Duke of Lancaster,

To sue his livery, and beg his peace.

With tears of innocency and terms of zeal

—

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd.

Swore him assistance, and perform'd it, too.

Now, when the lords and barons of the realm
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'THIS KING OF SMILES, THIS BOLINGBROKE.'

ozonYPOs.

aXX €u OLOOicn' tov o avaKT eyvw^ on

TO jxev TTpoTe.ive.iv cKTeXetv 8' eTTicrraTai

Kaipca TO, 8S)p'' iyvcoKa 8' tus tov/aov Trar/aos,

irarpos 8' d8eX(/)ou 8ovtos, ei' 8e roto-S' e/Aou,

TO (TKrJTTTpov eXa^e tov6' onep ravvv vep^ei.

ovTTO) 8' eyeipavT €KT0V dvSp' eir' er«:ocrt

(^v ya/3 TTCVTjs Ktti (^aCXos, rjcOeveu 8 a/xa

r^v a^Loio-iv, Ik <f)vyrj'?
8' expjlC^ ""'^s

\d6pa KarekOelv) Trrw^v diroTUfiov tote

oujotos TTaTrjp iSeiaT is Sop-ov; 'n-p6(f)p(i)v.

Xa^wi^ 8' evopKOV tt^oos ^ewv -^ /aijv /aovoi/

Ti/Arjv Trarpuav kol yepas to irpoa-^opov

t,y}TeZv, virap^ov axTTrep evpevov<; (f)i\ov,

Koi TavTa ttoXXois XiirapovvTa SaKpycnv,

0)5 SyjOev evvovv koI SiKaiov, euT i[x,o<;

iraTTjp (^iXoiKTos Ttts XtTttS alSovpevo'i

opvvcri craiCei'V, KaTreOrjx opKcov TeXo<;.

01 8' ow a/ato-Teis TrjaSe yrj? ol 8' eV TeXei

eVel Tcixi'O-T iveuSov ws ^op6vp.PpLO<;
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Perceived Northumberland did lean to him,

The more and less came in with cap and

knee

;

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages
;

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes ;

Laid gifts before him, profifer'd him their

oaths
;

Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow' d him,

Even at the heels, in golden multitudes.

He presently—as greatness knows itself

—

Steps me a little higher than his vow

Made to my father, while his blood was poor.

Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg

;

And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform

Some certain edicts, and some straight decrees.

That lay too heavy on the commonwealth :

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep

Over his country's wrongs; and, by this face.

This seeming brow of justice, did he win

The hearts of all that he did angle for.

Proceeded further ; cut me off the heads

Of all the favourites, that the absent king

In deputation left behind him here,

When he was personal in the Irish war.

SHAKSPEARE.
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(TTaiTj TT/Dos avTOv, /Sttios 6 ju,ev 6 8' av 7ro\v<s,

TjKovcTi, yovvTreTeu? re koI xpikov Koipa

l^oi/Te?" ev STjjLiotcrt fcal /cwjutas Kara

TToXets t' dTrafToJcr' ev CTTevoiTToiaiv ttvkvoI

Kav Tols ye<^u/3ais TrpocrSoKavTes ecTTaaav,

et TTOu napeXdoL' SS>p' avedecrav, opKLojv

TTia-TLV TTapel)(ov' av6o<s MTroLcrav ydvov;,

Kol Tras Tis auTW, XdrpLS ws, (Tvvecnrero

oTTKrde, ^pvcrov TrXrjdos a^iov <TV)(yov.

6 8' ois jU.eyas crwoiSev, oia yiyverai,

ap0eb<;, virkp ravT^ ^i^fiv twjuw Trarpl

a-jrep crvvrjvecr , evreXTjs Tts wv rore,

yujutvais ei' aKrais T-i^S KopcjveCas '^Oovo?.

KavravOa St^ttov Kapra dapa-ijcras TLva<;

vofJLOv^ avdypOov koX tol iriKpa. 6ecrp.iwv,

ft)S S'^t' iiraxOrj rij TToXef Kat rows kukois

aip'vovTa<; i^rjXey^e, KahoKEi ttoXlv

dp'qveiv /caKws wdcr^ovcrav' o/A/Aar' ouv raoe

Seifas re Kal vpocraTTov evStKov, reXo';

dripav oa-yjv -^ypevaev, a^dovov xdpiv,

Xa^oiv oLTTyei,' rcUvBe koI TTepauTepcj,

eKoijjev rjfuv av)(evai5 tS)V (juXraTcov,

ocrovs vTTcipxov? eXlttev dTToS7)p.<ov dva^,

Iv avTos dp'^OL Tov 7r/309 lipvrjv aroXov.

JOHN F. DAVIES.



40 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

ON CHLORIS BEING ILL.

Can I cease to care,

Can I cease to languish,

While my darling fair

Is on the couch of anguish ?

Every hope is fled.

Every fear is terror

;

Slumber e'en I dread,

Every dream is horror.

Hear me, Powers divine

!

Oh, in pity hear me !

Take aught else of mine,

But my Chloris spare me.
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KOPINNA.

Tis ^(y^ efjiOL iJLepbfjiVQ)v

eft)s ^1X17 KopLvva

voo-ip Sa/Aeicra Keirat

;

anacT oKcoKev cAttis,

fcd/CTrXifTTo/Aat <^d;Sotcrf

vTTVov 8e8oLKa Kavrov

airav Trroei fi oveipov.

e/AOV S' aKovcrov, w Zeu,

OLKOvcrov, oiKTicrov re'

TO. y aXXa TTcivr' a^aipov,

craxTov 8' ejaol Kopuvvav.

W. W. FLEMYNG.
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MANFRED.

Glorious Orb ! the idol

Of early nature, and the vigorous race

Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons

Of the embrace of angels with a sex

More beautiful than they, which did draw down

The erring spirits, who can ne'er return.

—

Most glorious orb ! that wert a worship, ere

The mystery of thy making was reveal' d !

Thou earliest minister of the Almighty,

Which gladden'd on their mountain tops the hearts

Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour'd

Themselves in orisons ! Thou material god !

And representative of the Unknown

—

Who chose thee for his shadow ! Thou chief star.

Centre of many stars ! which mak'st our earth

Endurable, and temperest the hues

And hearts of all who walk within thy rays !

Sire of the seasons ! Monarch of the climes,
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HTNANTTEI BIOT ATNTOS ATFAIS.

w )(pvcro(f>€yye'; yr)ye.vS)v irpSiTOV (reySas

vdcrois adiKTwv, oi, crdivei fipvav yovo^,

yiyavTes rjpoO'qa'av eK dectiv, yvats

OvrjTOLO'L i>viJL(fi(ov, atjiOuTcov KaXXCocni',

al y iKTTecr6vTa(; elcroLTra^ Trap-qyayov'

ft) ^aiSpe KVKke, kol 9eb? crv y ^crda irpXv

cro^Sii; TTe<^a.v6ai p^vhpov ovk avroKTLTov,

KOL TTayKparov? SrjvaLO? a>v X(iTpi<; Atos

aypCov? fioTrjpas iv vaT/aicri pvdp.iaa'i

Xapa y cKW'ets es yppovii dvet/ieVw?,

8ai/A<wv ivapyr]? acTKOvov r eiKOiv deov

avTov r eiTrjXv^ iKKpL0eC<;, iv dcrTpdcriv

Tj-yoecT/Sicrros avros, ovpavov (fykeywv fiecrov.

crv yalav rjfuv dpfiocras (f>OLfiq) irvpl

aTTacTL ^poias koI Trvod<; 8i,copLcra<;,

0}pS)v re ra/xtas Kavp,ar6<; re SecrTTOT'/^?,
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And those who dwell in them ! for near or far,

Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee,

Even as our outward aspects ;—thou dost rise,

And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well

!

I ne'er shall see thee more. As ray first glance

Of love and wonder was for thee, then take

My latest look ; thou wilt not beam on one

To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been

Of a more fatal nature. He is gone :

•I follow.

BYRON.
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avSpcJv 6' VTTOvTOiv, iyKe)(po}criJievcov (pXoyi,

(ftv^v <f>p6vr]fici T , iyyudev Trpocro) 6 o/aws"

^pucrous 8' avicr^oiv kol fjueawv, )(pv(rovs 8e ous.

Kol X^-^P^ ^V' ^^ y vcTTaTov Trpocroi/zojoiai"

9ap.fiS)v <f)0\Mv T€ (T e/BXeTTOv ^XacrTcov diro,

Kol vvv Sej(ou jLtoi SipyfJia tw davovp^evo),

ov yap KaTOi/zei dvrjTov av, Swprjp' orw

6dkTT0v<; Tpo(f>rj<; t aSapov ws iK^ijcreTaL.

KOL fJiTjv, eSv yoip, ovS' ejotol p.€XXT}Teov.

T. MAGUIK.E.
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MORTE D'ARTHUR.

But, as he walk'd, King Arthur panted hard,

Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed

When all the house is mute. So sigh'd the King,

Muttering and murmuring at his ear ' Quick,

quick !

I fear it is too late, and I shall die.'

But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge.

Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walk'd.

Larger than human on the frozen hills.

He heard the deep behind him, and a cry-

Before. His own thought drove him like a goad.

Dry clash'd his harness in the icy caves

And barren chasms, and all to left and right

The bare black cliff clang' d round him, as he

based

His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang

Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels

—

And on a sudden, lo ! the level lake.

And the long glories of the winter moon.
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ANHP TAP OT 2TENAKT02, AAA' EI TI2 BPOTflN 0ATMA2TO2.

liws S' e/3aiv "ApOovpos i^vxoppdyeL

wa-vep pkiiroiv tis ev Xe^et ^avraap^drcxiv

fiop(jias ap.6p<f)ov<;, ttclvtos euSovros 86fx,ov,

ouTws y i^pv)(ad', S>8' ael dpoovfjievos

irpos oiTt' ' daacrov, dacrcrov epne, p.r) Odvoi

rjv vcTTepyja-r)';'' 6 Se Trayous djuei^erai

Ta^eoJS ^ahit,(x)V, a(T6p.d t icTToXLap-evos,

\6<j)OL<; re p^eC^cov rj Kar avdpatTTOV Trpeircov

KpyaTaXkoTTyjii. Tovvicro) pev olSpaTOS

iv tS 8e irpoadev €K\vev yyjpvp^aros'

evSov S' 6 Ovpos, Kevrpov t35, yJTTeuye vlV

^vxpoL? 8' iv avT/oots ko.j' d.TravdpcoTroL'; /av^ois

Kpdpfico? eKXayie OutTrka' koX Trdvrq p,eka%

trepL^ eSouTTCi Kpr]pv6<; ol KpaTaCXecos

dypLOi^ TbOevTL crcjiaXepou da-TeiTTTOLs tx^os,

dt -^aXKOTrXevprnv Ikt'V'itovv ttooSiv vtto.

avTCiv S' drroTrrov rjv OaXdcrcruov uevap

d<fiap, (^Xeyovcra 8', ws ye ^et/Awvos, Tore

/cXeiJ^ SeXifi"*^ ^w? pdXiaff' eKij^oXov.
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Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge,

Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern,

Beneath them ; and descending they were ware

That all the decks were dense with stately forms

Black -stoled, black-hooded, like a dream—by these

Three Queens with crowns of gold, and from them

rose

A cry that shiver'd to the tingling stars.

And, as it were one voice, an agony

Of lamentation, like a wind, that shrills

All night in a waste land, where no one comes,

Or hath come since the making of the world.

TENNYSON.
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KaTTet,0' ea>p(i}v vavv tiv a»s KaTi/jyeTo,

iSw Kve<j}aLa, vefyrepcov oirws tTToXaC,

e/c Tov KaToydev Kal Kara) ySe/Siy/cores

TO, TrdvT ecreiSoi' creXixaT evirpeTrecTTaTais

fto/x^ais irvKacrdevT, ecTToXicr/AeVais TTCTrXots

fieXay^Cfjuoia-L, vvKTep ws oveipara.

rjcrav 8' dvaacrai rpels, Trap a)v ^va-aiJ.wvKOJV

dpfijvos Tapaxdels dcTTeptav TroiKiXjuara

rpipuovT e)8aXXe Kal 8tavratos yoos,

ftis yy\pv<i oiKTpd wKTepcov drjjjLoiTayp,

poi^Sovcra yrjv eprjfiov, dcTTi-firj tol vvv

TO. TTpiv T, d(j) Qv '(TTTJpiKTo vpwTa yrj? /3d0pov.

MAX CULLINAN.
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CICERO'S SPEECH.

Great honours are great burdens ; but on

whom

They're cast with envy, he doth bear two

loads

;

His cares must still be double to his joys

In any dignity ; where, if he err.

He finds no pardon : and for doing well

A most small praise, and that wrung out by

force.

I speak thus, Romans, knowing what the

weight

Of the high charge you have trusted to me is

;

Not that thereby I would with art decline

The good or greatness of your benefit

;

For I ascribe it to your singular grace,

And vow to owe it to no title else.

Except the gods, that Cicero is your Consul.

I have no urns, no dusty monuments.



JONSON—CATILINE, 51

TI2 nATEP' AINH2EI
;

a.^0% \ih> oipx'^i'V, rjv he Kai Tis dX^dvrj

<f)66vhv Trpo<s darav, avrl tov ^(aipeiv StirXas

ej^ei fi€piiiva<s, ov8', oaavirep av ttote

Kvpy '^afxapTcop raivSe (ruyyi'w/u.ij irdpa'

S)v S' av /caXois iSpacrev, dKOVTwv airo

fiipov? ivaivov Tvy)(a.vei crp-VKpov /aoXis.

Toa-avra 8' etvov, dvSpes, ovk dyvm ttovov,

dW ev KaTetSftJ9, rfjS' ocro'S TTpocryCyveTai,

dpxy> KparovvO' rj? dpTuo'S eOecrde [jlc.

o/Aws Se Toiav ov)(l fiovXofLai ^dpiv

Kop.\fi<t)<; irapavSdv, r] yap ef vp-mv p^ovrj

euvoia KOvSev dWo TrXrjv deSiv ifjue

icTTVO'ev dp^ovT ' ov ydp e/coeigat irapa

ov revxp'S, ov fivqfieiov, e/c p^aKpov xpovov

evpciev, ovS' dydXpad' 7)p.i6pavcrT exo)

iraTepcov davovTov, wros rj 8eov6' ivo?,

^ pivo^, ovSe SeXrov ev TTeTr\acrp.evr]v

rj
' KfjiapTvpija-ei /u.' evyevrj Tre^vKora,

E2
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No broken images of ancestors,

Wanting an ear or nose ; no forged tables

Of long descents to boast false honours from,

Or be my undertakers to your trust

;

But a new man (as I am styled in Rome)

Whom you have dignified ; and more, in whom

You have cut a way, and left it ope for virtue

Hereafter, to that place which our great men

Held shut up with all ramparts for themselves

;

Nor have but few of them in time been made

Your Consuls so ; new men before me !—none

!

B. JONSON.
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rjjevSyj SiSovera KOfitrov a^ioiyudroiv,

(Ta(fy^ T ev vfuv Tricmv aprCws S' iyo)

reXwv es daTovs x^ "^o^ Kokovfievo'S,

ye/Dtts XajSoJv toctovtov, evjSaTov nopov

avi(a^a vvv aWoicrii', ^ tto^' X^erai

eKelcre tiju,^s aperr) tS>v a^icov—
^v ol SoKovPTe? ev Tre^pay/ieviyi' del

auToi? ecrcoiflv—wvirep iv tw tt/oii' -)(p6va

OX) TrK'r]6o<; oXiyov w8' i<f>e<TTr)Kev 7rd\et,

ouoeis o efjiov ye Trpocru eirrjKv; ojv avrjp.

G. DE BUTTS.
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THE BEGGAR-MAID.

Her arms across her breast she laid,

She was more fair than words can say ;

Barefooted came the beggar-maid

Before the king Cophetua.

In robe and crown the king stept down,

To meet and greet her on her way

;

' It is no wonder,' said the lords,

' She is more beautiful than day.'

As shines the moon in clouded skies,

She in her poor attire was seen
;

One praised her ankles, one her eyes.

One her dark hair, and lovesome mien.

So sweet a face, such angel grace.

In all that land had never been
;

Cophetua swore a royal oath,

' This beggar-maid shall be my queen.'

TENNYSON.
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nS lAEN Q5 EMANH, 05 E2 BA0TN HAAT' EPATA.

y] 8' ap' eTTt crTiqde(r<f>c Oir aja^oj irijx^^ KaXw,

yvfJivoia-Lv 8e TroSecrcriv detKeXioicn tSecr^ai

/8i^ yo' i/ACi', ati/fa S' iKavev dya/cXeirov ^acrtX'^a,

aiTi^oucr' d/coXovs, KaXXos S ' direXdju,7reT0 ttouXu,

acnrerov avrap 6 ttJs ye, Xlttcov dpovov evda ddacrae,

)(jpv(T(S re (TTiX^iov kol elp^acri, davfj^a Iheadai,

avTLov ye kluv, koX Sei/cavowro eirecrcrt.

SSe Se Tts eMrecr/cev dywi/ vveprjvopeovTaV

S) TTOTTOL, ov /idXtt irdj^^y Toi.<f)os /a' ej^ei, ol' dyopevei,,

rySe kcv ovS' 'Hws ^aecriiJuPpoTO<i la-o^apitjoi.

ws i<j)aV yvT€ S' etcriv ev ovpavqi yepoevTi

Sia XekrjvaCT}, ctti 8' d^Xuv Kthvarai avyrj,

ws i(f)dvr), TO, Se Xvypd Trepl XP^''' ^^P'^to'- eitrro.

01 8' aur' el(Top6oiVT€% i0dp,^eov, dXkoOev aXXos,

oi /tev (j)dea Kd)C , oi 8' au (T<f>vpd /caXa loovres,

Sepyp^ard 6' ipepoevra, /cd/Aas ^' vaKivOw 6ju,otas.

ou ydp 7'"<u Toirjv tSov dvepeis 6(j)0aXpoLcn,,

ov Se/ias, ou8e (^utjv, ocrcras yat' ei/Tos ee/aye.

ev 8' 6 yepovcTLOV opKov dp' (opo(rev, ^ pkv aKOiTuv

KovpuSCrjv dyjaecrdai, dpvpova w eVl oi/fw.

ROBERT Y. TVRRELI,.
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WILL.

O WELL for him whose will is strong !

He suffers, but he will not suffer long

;

He suffers, but he cannot suffer wrong

:

For him nor moves the loud world's random mock,

Nor all Calamity's hugest waves confound,

Who seems a promontory of rock,

That compass' d round with turbulent sound,

In middle ocean meets the surging shock,

Tempest-buffeted, citadel-crown' d.

But ill for him who, bettering not with time.

Corrupts the strength of heaven-descended Will,

And ever weaker grows through acted crime.

Or seeming-genial venial fault,

Recurring and suggesting still !

He seems as one whose footsteps halt,

Toiling in immeasurable sand.

And o'er a weary, sultry land.

Far beneath a blazing vault.

Sown in a wrinkle of the monstrous hill.

The city sparkles like a grain of salt.

TENNYSON.
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mCKINOS N002.

eimoTfJio? otTTis TTjf (f)pev ayva/jLiTTov rpe^et"

Kol Stj ttot akycav Sapov ovk dXywerai'

dXyel fiev, dXyel, irayKoXoi^ S' dXywerai.

Kivei yd/3 OVK elKrj crepe kol ttoXvs fipefjiwv

ye\(o<s TTOT dvSp(tiv, ov KaKcov TpiKvp-Ca'

vp6^\7]ix,a TTOvTov (TTepeov ea-TTjKev SoKelv

<f>vpSr}v o Xd^poi's TTeplhpop.ov iravTi] ktvttol?

poOiOiv re BeLVTfv neXayLcov fii/jLveL JSiav,

Sv(T)(eCfiep6v T dveOeTO TTvpycoSei; a-Te(f)o<i.

SvaTTOT/Jios OS S' av fir/ Vi ^ekriov Tpaireli;

yvcofiT)^ deoprov (jtdeipeTat pafjui/jv ')(p6va)'

dvocria petfltv koI irkeov KaKvvera,i,

rj /cat voo"os crvyyvoicrTo^ evdvfio? t Ihelv

deC T eiTKnra koX vaXiyKoro? /neVet.

ovTO) fiedrJKe ^dcnv 68oiTTop6<; iroTe,

\\idfip,ov rts epTTOiv da-0ei>r)<; drepfiova,

<5 hva-TTOVOV 8rj koI 8i' axr^'qpd's TrXa/cds,

dvoi (f)\eyovTO<; ovpavov kvkXco, p^aKpav

opwu d-n-Xdrcov ifi<f>vTev6ela-a tttvxjJ,

dXa>v Tpv<f)o<; rt Tra/A^aes, TrpeireL vroXts.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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THE RETURN.

Ion. Had I beheld

That sacrilege, Adrastus had lain dead,

Or I had been torn piece-meal by his

minions.

But I was far away: when I return' d,

I found my father on the nearest bench

Within our door, his thinly-silver'd head

Supported by wan hands, which hid his

face

And would not be withdrawn :—no groan,

no sigh

Was audible, and we might only learn

By short convulsive tremblings of his frame

That life still flickered in it—yet at last.

By some unearthly inspiration roused,
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ANArNnPISIS.

etTre/) KaTtihov deoixvcrrj irpa^LV irapcov

KeivTjv, "ASyoacTTos w^er' av \nroiv (f)do^,

rj 'yo) cnrapayfioi's irpocnroXoiv rvpavvLKoiv

8i.co\6fir)U av aXKa rrjXovpol tottol

ei^di' /Lie. Koi Sr) Sftj/AaTirti' ecrrtav

iraXicrcrijTov p,o\6vTos, i^oScov ecrw

Trarrip fiev rjfjLLv d^Xiwraras eSpas

yipoiv idoLKU, irXiqcriov irvKoifia/roiv,

XcTTTais ipeiSiov X'^P^'' XevKavOes Koipa,

aXcTTTip yepaiOLv 6\fjLv i<TKuit,ero'

KaOiivaL S' ovK yjOek'' ovk oificoyfjLOLTCJV

iraprjv aKoveuv, ov yocDV <j)oi.Ta<s S' ael

avpa Tts avrtcTTracTTos, dOXta vdcros.

fjiMiv icrijfirjv ws cttl (rp,LKpa<s etl

poTTTJs /BXeirot (fyus' dXX' d/ytws XP^^V ^a^^i*
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He dropped his wither'd hands, and sat

erect

As in his manhood's glory—the free blood

Flush'd crimson through his \;heeks— his

furrow'd brow

Expanded clear, and his eyes opening full,

Gleam'd with a youthful fire ; I fell in awe

Upon my knees before him.

TALFOURD.
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Oeiav ri irvevfia Tr/oeo"/8vs opdiov Seftas

alpei—TTiTvoutnjs es yovv pvarjs X^P°^

—

fj^cUvTo^ bi(nrep, alfiaTO^ re ^ws veais

eTTi/o/Doais i^X-Xafe irop<f>vpeav ^acfyqv

-)(p6va TrpoaroiTTOv -^XoKicrfJievov [xaKpco

(fyauSpcoTTOv e^e^cdver' o/x./AaTwi' o' a/rro

trkiqpovp.ivoiv rjcTTpaTTTe TTvp veaviKOV

iyco 8e dafifiau yowTreTeis eS/aas mrvco.

HASTINGS CROSSLEyJ
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GLOSTER.

Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this sun of York,

And all the clouds that lower'd upon our

house

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious

• wreaths,

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments.

Our stern alarums changed to merry meet-

ings.

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.

Grim-visaged War hath smooth'd his wrinkled

front.

And now—instead of mounting barbed steeds,

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries

—

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

SHAKSPKARE.
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NUNC EST BIBENDUM.

vvv hy] cTKeSdcra'; ^eiju.wi'a Sutjs

TjXtos rjiuv crrjiJia TrarpSov

8eLKVv(ri Oepovs creXas ev^eyyes*

TO S' vTre.pd' oiKoiv vi<^o<i rfpL^ripoiv

ovK ecrriv ISelv crrvyvov, KevOei 8'

'HKeavov koXttos a^vcrcrov.

(TT€i-)(op.€v yjBrj KpeCcra-oi>€<s ixPpcov,

KoarfirjdevTe'S /cparas (rTe<f)oivoi,s,

ottX' rjfiLOpava-T iKpep,oi(r6r].

kovk4tl yala crric^os TroXifiov

TTapexcL SeivTJ? fied' ottXov Kava^rjs,

dW eiXaTTivas Kcop,ovs 6 ikapov<;,

di'Ti 8' 'A/aeias bpp/rf<i Tepirval

7ro8' CjU.oj' Kare^oucri -^opelat.

(TTvyvriv 8' 6(j)pvv yo^ywTTos "Ayaijs

Xucras avhputv ovk iKtrkrjcrcre.t,

<f)pevas dvTiirdXcjv lirireiaKriv,

Kovpai^ S' ipaTai vvv ^viiirait^eiv,

KoX TToXv^opScjv

p.ok'rrSiv vvo Kovcfya ^o/jeuei.

W. ROBERTS.
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PRINCE HENRY.

KING—CHIEF JUSTICE.

K. You all look strangely on me: and you most;

You are, I think, assured I love you not.

C. J. I am assured, if I be measured rightly,

Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me.

K. No?

How might a prince of my great hopes forget

So great indignities you laid upon me ?

What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to

prison

The immediate heir of England ! was this

easy?

May this be washed in Lethe, and forgotten ?

C y. I then did use the person of your father

;

The image of his power lay then in me :

And, in the administration of his law,



SHAKSPEARE—HENRY IV.

E2 TEA02 EHEA0OY2A AIKH THEP TBPIOS I2XEI.

A. Seiv' fc)S opojT I/a', ck Se twv fidkLo-Ta av,

eiS(U9 ye St^ttou /a'^ to croi' crripyovT eju,e.

K. ciSws /u.ei' ovv, [jberpovvTi rovfjiov evXoyo)^,

es Tovs Tvpdvvovs Kapr dvaiTto? yeycos.

A. d\rj6e<; ; vfipe.(o<s 8', es too-oStov eXTTtSwv

/3e^Q}<;, yivoiTO ttw? ai' dp-vrip^mv dva^

;

TO yap j3a\eLV KaKolcn KavSyjaaL 77eoats

Tov y^s dvd^ovT av6i<i—rj toS' evfiape's;

^ Kai Ti TouSc v'iTTTpov Ik Aif^Tjs a/fos ;

K. <f)op(ou ye /a^v tot' ojUjita tow varpos aidev

evvov TL /cat fiCp.r)iJia t-^s Tvpa.vvioo<;'

KaiTOL SiKdCcov rfVLK avri ^acriXecas
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Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth,

Your Highness pleased to forget my place,

The majesty and power of law and justice,

The image of the king whom I presented,

And struck me in my very seat of judgement

;

Whereon as an offender to your father

I gave bold way to my authority

And did commit you.

SHAKSPEABJE.
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Ti^s TTarpiSos €(r)(ov dcr^dXws virepvovuv,

eXauev eopa (jlov crov <f)p6v7}fji ajjivrjiJiovovv

@e/iis re crefj^voTTj's re vayKparov'; Si/ct^s

fcai Trpos TVTTMfia rdS' et" e/^iol TvpavvuKov,

TrXijyas S' ev auTots Tois SiKacTTtKois e/Aoi

^uyois ereivas, Kai rd^' rjvia<s ^aXcSv

TT/aoeopias, eoijcra SecrfjiWTrjv cr iyco

ws S17 iravovpyrja-OiVTa. TTpo<s waTpo? crejSas.

MAX CULLINAN.
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DEAD HENRY.

ANNE—RICHARD

.

A. O GENTLEMEN, See, See! dead Henry's wounds

Open their congealed mouths and bleed afresh !

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity !

For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood

From cold and empty veins, where no blood

dwells :

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural,'

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.

O God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his

death

!

O earth, which this blood drink' st, revenge his

death

!

Either heaven with lightning strike the murderer

dead.

Or earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,

As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood.

Which his hell-governed arm hath butchered

!
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KEPTOMIOI2 EHEESSI.

A. rSecr^', dvaKTos ^eiXecrii' ^i^iaK^ovoi';

ekKT) Ke)(r}v66' at/xaros veoppvTov?

prjyvvcri TTrjyd<;' crol 8e, Suo^cpes repas,

(TTvyrjjjb dfiop(l>ov, ov^^ trop^vpeav fia<l)'f)v

rjkXa^e xpotd; crrj^ yap lerai TTLKpaq

viraX Trpocroxpeco^ ef dvaip^drcov <j)\efiav

K€vS}v re K7)Kiov(ra crvpLyyatv Xt^Sas.

crol 8' epy dvoiKT dvocnd r i^eipyacTfLevo),

178' dvoala TrXyjfJLiivpl^ i^avit,€(Tev.

dXX' Si Oeov Toh' a.L{Jia ^ucravros crefia's,

TrecTT^/AaTos tc Faia ro{)8' dvBp6<f)0opov

po(j)ovcra TreXavov, eta, (fyaivecrOe cr(f>ayrjs

Tirai" crii 8', ovpdv, aWaXovv (rKr]\jjas /SeXos,

Tov avToevTTjv irpi^crov, rj arv, yr\<i ^ddpov

fiekav SiacTTdv, Kpvxjjov ovk es dfjifioXds,

&)s aifj^a XetTTTets rov9' o vepripav viro

eSeucr' 'Eptvus avro^eip apfjirjfievT},
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R. Lady, you know no rules of charity,

Which renders good for bad, blessings for

curses.

A. Villain, thou knowest no law of God nor

man :

No beast so fierce but knows some touch of

pity:

R. But I know none, and therefore am no beast.

A. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth !

R, More wonderful, when angels are so angry.

SHAKSPEARE.
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. TTOv o a.p Aiows 17 K<xK(si<i opoicr , ov KaKws Tra-

dovcr o/Acos,

evcTTOfJiov yXSxTcrav Trapaa-^ovcr vj3pe(o<; avricTTad-

jJ-OV

;

A. Tov 8' ej^eis decjv, KaKtcrre, tov fipoTcHv iTTL(rTpo(f)iqv

;

9r)p yap ayptos ris owTtus wcrr' aKr/Xijros /cXueii' ;

P. oit' e/i' ovv areyKTOv, a>s <toi, Orjpa ttiSs opOS)^

Xeyets ;

A. o) TTOTTot, y\o)<T(Trj<; /ca/cio-T')7s ovSa/Aws \pevSr)y6pov.

P. 5 TTOTTOi, y\a)a-(rr)<; api(TTy]<s e/cz^o/Aws T^drfyfj.ivqs-

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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'THY VOICE IS HEARD.'

Thy voice is heard thro' rolling drums

That beat to battle where he stands ;

Thy face across his fancy comes,

And gives the battle to his hands :

A moment, while the trumpets blow.

He s6es his brood about thy knee
;

The next, like fire, he meets the foe.

And strikes him dead for thine and thee.

TENNYSON.
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OAPQN ENEKA 2*ETEPAnN.

TVfJiTTav oTTov TTaTayovuTa fioixfj'; opwcn KvSoLfjiov,

(TTj (fioivrj KeXaSeLV avSpo^ iv axrl So/cei"

(Tov, yvvaL, 6(f>0a\iJ.oL'S, ovap ws, <f)Lkov ofifji^a Trapecm,

TTLCTTLV dvLKiqTOV (^vXoiTiSos Trape)(pv.

tvtOov hrj, craXvL-yyo'S ocrov TrepuiyvvTai avhrj,

(TOV yovv iraiSas eous djoK^i^v^evras opa'

avTiKa S' avTiTTakoicn,, Se/x,as ttu/jos ai9o[x,evoLO,

^vfJi^XrjOeU KTeCvei tcovS' iveK ^Sk (ridev.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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TORQUEMADA.

Then this most wretched father went his way

Into the wood that round his castle lay

;

Where once his daughters in their childhood

play'd

With their young mother in the sun and shade.

Now all the leaves had fallen ; the branches

bare

Made a perpetual moaning in the air

;

And screaming from their eyries overhead,

The ravens sail'd athwart the sky of lead.

With his own hand he lopp'd the boughs, and

bound

Faggots that crackled with foreboding sound
;

And on his mules, caparisoned and gay

With bells and tassels, sent them on their way.

LONGFELLOW,
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0T2IAI BPOTOKTONOI.

ivOevS' is vXyjv acrareTab rXi^fJuau Trarrip,

ap^oiov afJi(])L/3Xr]crTpov eidptyKCDU So/awv,

TjTrep veoyvStv Siittu^ov yoi''^i' reKvoiv

^v TTJ T€KOvcrr), TraLypLOLTOiv \ekip.fju4vrjv,

iirecrKia^e StaSoT^aicrtv tjXlov.

^afianreTTJ vvv eiSei' exx^vWov ^ihrjv,

^iXa)v 8e SevBpcov pivpiov cTTevdyp.aTO's

TrcLprjV aKOveiv' ck S' aet K\dl,oiv Kuyv

TTVKVOS Kar evvds injjLyevvtjTovs Kopa^

xfjaCpeu KeXevdov aWipos jjuekay^ip-ov.

6 8' avTOX'^i'P fiXcLCTT'iJiJiaT evSevSpov vaTrr)?

rifivei, 6epit,€L, yrjpvv ovk evdyyekov

(TTOVCiiV d(f>evTa' KdiriuuiTiov ^vXov

ovoicn, Srjcras, oIctl KcoBwvoKpoTOL

Xdix-rrovcn OvaavoL, vdcrrt/AOj/ 7re/A7ret aroXov.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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ET PROPTER VITAM VIVENDI PERDERE CAUSAS.

TALBOT—JOHN TALBOT.

T. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one

tomb?

y. Kj, rather than I'll shame my mother's

womb.

T. Upon my blessing I command thee g-o.

y. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe.

T. Part of thy father may be saved in thee.

y. No part of him but will be shame in me.

T. Thou never had'st renown, nor can'st not

lose it.

y. Yes, your renowned name ; shall flight

abuse it ?

T. Thy father's charge shall free th'^e from

that stain.

y. You cannot witness for me, being slain.

SHAKSPEARK.
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*ETr' Q2 TAXI2TA. HOI AHTA *ETrn

;

T. dpa Koiva. XPV^ TacfyrjvaL ndvd ocr 17 fxrjTr^p

T. jjur) yap oi(rTr\ay)(i>o? <f>aveLr)v ttjv <f>v(ri,v, Keivrj'S

yeyws.

T. Kot irpo'S ewoias /ceXeuw rowSe tov Trarpo'i fioXelv.

I. eis ayS)v eyotye Oacraov, ovS' "Aprjv iKCTTijcrofiai,.

T. ow^ airas, o-ov C,o)vto?, ovSe ttg/o Oavcov, redvrjK

eyct).

I. etr^Xos av 6dvoi<i 6 <^ucras, SeiXos av t,co'qv 6 (^vs.

T. ei Se jLiTj Tis eo^e Bo^av, ovS' d^iivoLL irdpa.

I. fLTj fiev ovv <j>vyy Kve(f)dCcii XafiTrpov ovofia trov,

Trdrep.

T. dXka yovv vaTrjp KeXevcra? TouSe tr' iKXvcreL

\jj6yov.

I. ow Topas iKp.apTvpi]<TeL<; tfivTi re^vij/cws raSe.

JOHN F. DAVIES.



78 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

CLARIBEL.

Where Claribel low-lieth

The breezes pause and die,

Letting the rose-leaves fall :

But the solemn oak-tree sigheth,

Thick-leaved, ambrosial,

With an ancient melody

Of an inward agony.

Where Claribel low-lieth.

At eve the beetle boometh

Athwart the thicket lone :

At noon the wild bee hummeth

About the moss'd headstone :

At midnight the moon cometh.

And looketh down alone.

TENNYSON.
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2IMMI0T TOT 0HBAIOT

rJK avefxo^ KaOvirepde TTvecav tu/a)Soio KopivvT)';

(TwOvqcrKeL TTcraXois to. poS' e/oa^e
x^'^'''

dfjifipoa-irj 8e fjbeXrjfJia /AeXi^erat v^LKOfJios 8pvs

hrjuaLOv, to Kopiq^ elveKev eVros e)(et.

7178' vwep ol6<^pova<i TTVKv6TTTepo<s i7XeTa Odfjivovs

T€TTi$ dtcro-et (Ttyy iv ka-irepirj'

Tj re p,ikL(T(r dve^ova-a \i6ov vvKa voLTJevra

oil Xijyei fiofjifiova-' rjBv fjiecrrjiJiepir)'

fji'r]vr) S' epxeTat StSe Td(f>ov ixeaovvKTLO';, oiiq,

Tov Kari^ovTa Koprjv vxpodev o^ofjLevrj.

TOWNSEND MILLS.
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THE PASSING OF ARTHUR.

' But now farewell. I am going a long way

With these thou seest—if indeed I go

(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt)

—

To the island valley of Avilion ;

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,

Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies

Deep-meadow' d, happy, fair with orchard

lawns

And bowery hollows crown' d with summer sea,

Where I will heal me of my grievous wound.'

So said he ; and the barge with oar and sail

Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted

swan

That, fluting a wild carol ere her death.

Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the

flood

With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere

Revolving many memories, till the hull

Look'd one black dot against the verge of

' dawn.

And on the mere the wailing died away.

TENNYSON.
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ANHP OT 2TENAKT05.

' vvv 8' aye, ^f^pXp^ (tv [jlol irvfjuaTov, Ilar/JOKXets 'nnrev'

eijut (Tvv ats o/aaas SoXi^^i' oSov

—

el ireov ye

firjcroyiai, ws Kai e/*ot 8i^' opcoperai evOa kol evda

dvfJLO^ dfLrj^avLT) KeKokufjifievo?—es re jj^aKaipas

kcnrepirj'i v^croio vdwas, evd' ovre ^^aXa^a

ovT€ Atos VK^eros iTmrikvaTat,, ovre ttot Ofjufipo?,

ovre ^evos Ze<f>vpoio p-eya TTveei, dXXa jU,aX' aiet

TepireTat 'qcrv)(frj ^advkeip,o}V, dyXaoKapTro?,

yovv(a dXaxiojv Xnraprj crKiepaiai re fiijcrcrac's

ras vepL ttovto? d\os p.aka vijvefio^ i(rre<f)avciirat,'

€v6a K€v Qtretkij'S travcrw 6vfio(f)66pov aA.yos.'

ws <l>dro' VTjvs 8
' dp' eneira 8iaTTprj(T(rov<Ta Kekevdov

cnreipoicriv XevKoio-iv i8e ^earfjs ekdrrjcnv

KoXkiTTev ff'iova'i, fiaOvKokvo) KVKVcp op,oirf,

7] T dpa rrplv daveeuv Xiyvprjv ld)(7](rev douSijv,

Kokov eTnirpo^eovcra p,eko^, Trrepvya^ Soveovcra

xjjvxpd'; decnrecrCa?, Kare8v 0' dka rrocrcrl KeXaivot?.

iroXXd 8e rd per^devd' opiialvotv ov Kara, Ovfibv

Lcrraro IldrpoK\o<; Srjpbv -^povov, elcroKev rj vrjv?

TrepKvov n vpoffydveaKev drr rjekiov dviovro'S,

TTavcraro Se crrova-)(r) Xtp.vrjv inrep rjepoecrcrav.

W. W. FLEMYNG.



82 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

EUTHANASIA.

Early wert thou taken, Mary,

In thy fair and glorious prime,

Ere the bees had ceased to murmur

Through the umbrage of the lime.

Buds were blowing, waters flowing,

Birds were singing on the tree,

Everything was bright and glowing

When the angels came for thee.

Death had laid aside his terror.

And he found thee calm and mild.

Lying in thy robes of whiteness.

Like a pure and stainless child.

Hardly had the mountain violet

Spread its blossoms on the sod.

When they laid the turf above thee.

And thy spirit rose to God.

AYTOUN.
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OTK E0ANE2, npnTH, METEBH2 A' E2 AMEINONA XnPON.

acopoi;, S) TTtti (fnXraTirf, crv y e^^icro,

Ba)Ckov(j aK/jLaCau KaWovrj^ veas )(dpLV,

XijyovTos rjpo<;, rjVLKa ^ovd6iTrepo<;

/AeX.icrcr i/36fji,/3et <^ikvpivrjv ova ctklolv.

Xet/Awves rjvdovv, vSar' eXa/Air' iv opydcriv,

opviOes vfivovv rj^evoL KXdBovs jxdXr},

iyika TrpocrcDiTov yrj<; ydvei, deoaSorq),

TTOfivalo? 'Epp.rjs ws o"' iKolybicr , & ^'ikiq.

ov croi y iTrrjXde 8eivov iKirvioiv /xevos

©avaros" ere 8' ovhkv iTTTorjjxeurjv, tekvov,

XeuKois i^evpev iv ireTrXois, ayvov Kapa,

KaKcov ayevcTTOv, vyjitlov fipe(f>ovs SCktjv.

lotcri St) tot rjpivoi,^ aipa via

/Sijcrcras opeuas dpTtcDS iTTi]v6i(Te,

TO CrOV T iKpv(j)67) Crw/Att fJikv -)(QiCrT(^ Td(f)(0,

^vxv S' diryjXde )(S)pov eis dfieuvova.

ARTHUR PALMER.
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SOLILOQUY.

(HAMLET.)

Oh, that this too, too solid flesh would melt.

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew !

Or that the Everlasting had not fixed

His canon 'gainst self-slaughter. O God ! O God !

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the uses of this world !

Fie on 't ! ah, fie ! 'tis an unweeded garden

That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in

nature

Possess it merely. That it should come to this !

But two months dead: nay, not so much, not two.

So excellent a king ; that was to this

Hyperion to a satyr ; so loving to my mother

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth !

Must I remember ?

SHAKSPEARE.
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nns Eni tois *0imenoi2 ameaein kaaon
;

TT^KoiTo TTcSs a.v CIS Bp6<Tov KOiTappvev

ayav irayyvOkv tovto ardpKivov kvto<s.

etO' wc^eX' efc Oewv firj htoipicrOai ^porots

Kar avTO(f)6vTov ^ecr/Aos avOdSrjs X^P°5.

a a' ea ca.,

ais irdvO' eojXa /cat kottov ttoWov vXea

Koi xffvxpoi' rdvOdh^ ia-Ti kovk ovija-Lfia.

(j)ev, <f)ev'

(US acr/caXos rot /c^ttos dyp'ua a-Tropo),

ovTco jSpvei, yrj iracrt rots WTrc/ajneVpcus

^\da-T'r]p,ov dXSaiVoucrtv i^oiyKOip-evov

TO S' ax/"' TOVTOu TTpayo^ oypicrdai robe.

KoX hr] Si/A'T/vos otxe'^'a'''. XP°^°^ i"'^"
°^^

OVTTW Sifirjvov oix^rat Oavav dva^.

Kairoi /caXos r -^v, rouSe r' €viTp€Tr4(TTepo<i,

Sarvpois 'AttoXXwi' ws Tre/jiySXeTj-ros joteVa*

p.rfTpo'i
8' cjitTjs eKirayXov ripdaOr) iroOov,

TocrovTOv a)crT€ Kavepoiv arfp^ara

icrX'^LV dv, dypCo)? p/r) Oiyoi 7rapy]''iqp<;.

S) y^ deoi re, ToJvSe Set pveiav rpe^eiv

;

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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BEAUTY OF A STARLIT NIGHT.

Ye quenchless stars ! so eloquently bright,

Untroubled sentries of the shadowy night,

While half the world is lapp'd in blissful

dreams,

And round the lattice creep your fairy beams.

How sweet to gaze upon those placid eyes

In lambent beauty looking from the skies !

And when, oblivious of the world, we stray

At dead of night along some noiseless way,

How the heart mingles with the moonlit hour.

And feels from heaven a sympathetic power !

See ! not a cloud careers yon pathless deep

Of molten azure—mute as lovely sleep
;

Full in her pallid light the moon presides.

Shrined in a halo, mellowing as she rides
;
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NOX ERAT.

a.(rfie(rTOV dcTTpcov (fteyyos, ovk oivavSoi ttws

SoKeire Xa/ATretv, aTpefirj (f)povp7}[J,aTa

vvKTo<s CTKLcoSov;' vvv S' iv S t^tXos ^pOTOVS

^tXais oveipos TrepL^oXalo'iv dfLTre^ei,,

e/Acis Se dvpiBa's dp.<l>€irovcr dyjarvpoL

d/cTwes vp,Siv, ats e/AOiye (juXraTov

dvd) yaXrjvd l3Xe(f)apa irpocrXevcrcreLV raSe

ef ovpavov (TTd.t,ovTa jneiXi^ov yavos.

Kttl VVKTOS rjv TTOT iv KaTacTTacrei fi£<T7)<;

TTOvToyv oi<f>povTis d,\|»o(^ovs oip,ov<i Ttvas

Tuyw fiahitfiiv, ws crekrjvalov Soxet

Bvy^v Trpos rjirap ofip^a, koI avvoioi ti

Trd(r)(ov(T dvcodev avyyeves ^v^V TrdOos.

LO &)S TO yXauKOV auaepos too efivvpov,

oipoios axrirep vttvo^, dcTTenrTov ^ddo'<s

criy TfO-v^d^eL, kov ve<l)o<; TTopOp^eveTai,,

Xpvcrd 8' oyetrat iravcrehqvo^, acrrepav
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And far around the forest and the stream

Wear the rich garment of her woven beam.

The luU'd winds, too, are sleeping in their

caves

;

No stormy prelude rolls upon the waves :

Nature is hush'd, as if her works adored,

Still'd into homage of her living Lord !

ROBERT MONTGOMERY.
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XajHTT/aweTat 8' lovcra, iravTodev oe yrj

Tr\eKT(ov v(^acrju,a XiTrapov aKrivwv <^opei,

poaC re Trora/Awv, irav re ^v\\d8o)v yeVo?.

KOLficoy-evai 8' evSovcnv iv /av^ois Trvoai,

ovS' otSjua TTOvTov Sew'tt <^poni.idt,eTai'

KoX irdvTa criya, ^uxrvep ev(j)r]p,elv So/cet

Tov aiei/ ovra irpcxricvvovvT dpxyjy^TTjv.

WALTER RIDDALL.



90 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

ARTHUR TO GUINEVERE.

LiEST thou here so low, the child of one

I honour' d, happy, dead before thy shame?

Well is it that no child is born of thee.

The children born of thee are sword and fire,

Red ruin, and the breaking up of laws,

The craft of kindred, and the godless hosts

Of heathen swarming o'er the Northern Sea,

Whom I, while yet Sir Launcelot, my right

arm.

The mightiest of my knights, abode with me.

Have everywhere about this land of Christ

In twelve great battles ruining overthrown.

And knowest thou now from whence I come

—

from him.

From waging bitter war with him ; and he,
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AT2MENE2IN MEN XAPMA.

Ketcrai S17, roiov t€ko? dvepoq, ov irepl Krjpt

Tipi,aov ; r\ fiaKap os irplv Kardave, irpuv ere

IhiuOai

ivd.dS' e/AOts TTapd irocrcrl KvkivhofjLevqv KovCycn.

d)vrjfir}v, oTt (T ovTi dicrav Oeol ixTjxepa t€kvci)v'

^ (riOev eKyeydacri fjid^ai t avSpoKTacriau re,

i^OLvrjecrcrd t liOKt], ept'S r ddefJLLcrTos, dcfyprjTCjp,

•^Se Kacnyvi^Twv dirciTai, ra t dir ojKeavoio

iOve iiT'^TpiiM lacTL, deSiv oinv ovk d\eyovT€<;,

rjp,£Tepr)v i-rrl yijv, SkvOlkcov yevos dypiov di>8pa>v'

Tous eyw, o<f)p' iOikecTKe Kop'ucrcreaOai TTokep.ovoe

MrjpLovrj'i Trap' ifiol p.ey dpia-To^ Sefiocrei/oos.

SwSefc' ivi KpaTepfjCTi KvSoifieov ixTp^Lvycri,

dXXvSts dXXr) iirl •)(66va ttjv Oeoq dfJi(j)tfiefir)Kev.

dXXo 8e Toi ipeci), av 8' evt (fypeal fidXXeo (TycrL'

LKOi vvv TToXe/xov irpoXiTTcav, koI (jtvXoTnv alvqv,

dvTifiirjv Kiivo) /ntfas Xe1pd<; re fievo? re'
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That did not shun to smite me in worse way,

Had yet that grace of courtesy in him left,

He spared to lift his hand against the king,

Who made him knight; but many a knight

was slain
;

And many more, and all his kith and kin

Clave to him, and abode in his own land.'

TENNYSON.
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ouS' ejLtou ai'Tios ^X^e [vefjiecra-'ijdy] to ye Bvixm,

ov fjiiv Toi vefitaC^eTo crijs iirL/Syj^ievaL evvrj's)

ovveKa T(o ttot eScoxa )u,eTa 7r/30ju.a^ot(ri jjid^ecr-

o-i-XH-V^W '^' e/ACvai" TToXeecrort 8e dv^ov aTTTjvpa'

aXkoi S', ei' 8e Irai /cal dvei//ioi ocrcroi eirovTO,

Trdpfieivav w iv re/icvei ot ^pa <l)epovT€<5,

ou8' aju.' CjUiol iOeXov iroKep-ov p-ira Ocoprj^OrjvaL.

TOWNSEND MILLS.
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ULYSSES.

Death closes all : but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks :

The long day wanes : the slow moon climbs :

the deep

Moans round with many voices. Come, my

friends,

' Tis not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and, sitting well in order, smite

The sounding furrows ;• for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down :

It may be we shall touch the Happy isles.

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

TENNYSON.
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CRAS INGENS ITERABIMUS AEQUOR.

reXei to. iravra Odvaro?, dXXa Trpiv reKelu

epyov TL KeBvov evKkee<; irpa^aL^^v dv,

rS)v T al^fjiacavTcov irpo? deovs Kard^iov.

i(j)€(r7r€poi XafnrTrjpi's eK Trerpuiv creXas

T^^rj (jiXeyovcTLv' T^p.ipoL t dirot^divci

pMKpa.' ySpaSeta t ovpavov Mijvr) irpocrco

Spopov? dvepnei' Kal irepi^ aXippoOoi

TTopoL a-TevovcTL pvpLOL<i yrjpvpacTLV.

<^ip oivv €T ecTTL Kaipos, w <^Ckoi, vea<;

t,iqTei,v irihov yjjs' dvd/yvr , ev re criXpara

6da(T0VT€s akp7]v poBcdS' e/cXeu/caivere.

epouy dpapev rjXCov (j)di,vd<TpaTa

i<j)ecnTepo)v re ttovtCovs acrrpoiv (TTaOpovs

TTapeKTTepciivTC vavcToketv ecrr av Oavo).

rd^ av KaTaKkvl^oipeO' dyKdXav's dXos,

Tciy' av 8k pandpov i<; yuas Trpocra^oipev av,

Kot TTpos ^vvrjOes opp', 'A^tXXecos /3iav.

MAX CHLLINAN.
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MERCURY AND SOSIA.

M. Comme avec irreverence

Parle des dieux ce maraud !

Mon bras saura bien tantot

Chatier cette insolence

;

Et je vais m'engager avec lui

Comme il faut.

5. Ah ! par ma foi j'avais raison,

C'est fait de moi chetive creature

;

Je vois devant notre maison

Certain homme dont Tencolure

Ne me presage rien de bon.

Pour faire semblant d' assurance

Je veux chanter un peu d'ici.

M. Qui done est le coquin qui prend tant de

licence

Que de chanter, et m'etourdir ainsi?

Veut-il qu' I. I'etriller ma main un peu s' ap-

plique ?

5. Cet homme assurement n'aime pas la musique.

MOLIERE.
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'EPMH2. 2X12IA5.

'E. ws ouTOs d/coXao"^' 17 fjaapa Ke<fiaXrf deoix; eke^ev,

aXk ov [xaKpav T178I tuttcIs cri) X^'P' fx-aKpa

KkavcreL.

TL oe /^eXXd/xecr^a ; Sci yctp ottws <f)LaXoviJi£v avriic

epym.

S. ovKovv p^a Ai' eros raO^' 6 KaKws dTroXov/Aevos

SeSotKa,

oXwXa Touroi'i Trpo OvpStv IBcov ySXeTTovra Spupv,

KovK €cr6' oTrws ou T^Se t^ Ke<^a\y KaKov Tctv'

<^e/o oSi' cr/cdXtoi' rt KcoXvei ri Teprrvov dvafiaXecrdat,

Oappeiv ToZ ' ottws 8dfw ;

"E. TO KciKov tovtX TV rjv ; 6X0LO

TTokvirpaypocrvviq';, os e/c/cefcwc^i^/cas raSt p vird-

fioiXet yap olp(ol,eLV, to 8ecva, kovSvXols cnro-

8r]6eb?

;

%. ovK i(rd' oTTws ovx ovTocTL y a.reyviii'i dpova-os

icTTL.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.



DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

VIVIEN'S TENDER RHYME.

In Love, if Love be Love, if Love be ours,

Faith and unfaith can ne'er be equal powers
;

Unfaith in aught is want of faith in all.

It is the little rift within the lute

That by-and-bye will make the music mute,

And ever widening slowly silence all.

The little rift within the lover's lute

;

Or little pitted speck in garner' d fruit.

Which rotting inward slowly moulders all.

It is not worth the keeping : let it go :

But shall it ? answer, darling, answer. No.

And trust me not at all or all in all.

TENNYSON.
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*PONHMA NHNEMOT TAAANAS.

Tois eTew ye wodevcTL irodov, va>v S' et pa Tro^eS^es,

OVTOt dTTlCTTlTJ SwaTat ^d TTUTTIM 0/AOta"

K^v Suo-TTicrTOs eijs ri to irav KeKXrjarf ainaTos.

TavTOL ye ^d fiiKKO. TrXayiavXw prj^i.<; eyevTo,

d TTOKa \acrKdcrSov(r diroKo^Tracrei dov ju.eXio"/xa,

^Ktt 8' del fjidXkov ')(a\da jJ-expi- Trdvra (ncoTrdv

ftis TaTTicrTov evecTT, okuyov Trep, Totan nodeverlv.

Tj (US ei' eTTOfJi^aXicp jxdXa) crmXa) l^vlov avTco^

crvfiiravT iKTaKevv evpoyna ivBodt fidWov.

wTvSavov TO kttJju,'" dTTO VLV r6Ka^dXkofJie<;' ov ydp ;

<^s pa-, 4>CKr) Ke(f)a\tj ; tv KpWyjT dvo, ju-ijS' iTnvevarjs,

dXkd /AOt yj TTeCcrdrjTi rd TrdvT tj p-rj tv ye pyjSev.

JOHN F. DAVIES.



100 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

CUPID'S REVENGE.

Leucippus, thou art shot through with a shaft

That will not rankle long, yet sharp enough

To sow a world of helpless misery

In this unhappy kingdom. Dost thou think,

Because thou art a prince, to make a part

Against my power ? But it is all the fault

Of thy old father, who believes his age

Is cold enough to quench my burning darts.

But he shall know ere long that my dart loose

Can thaw ice, and inflame the wither' d heart

Of Nestor. Thou thyself art lightly struck

;

But his mad love shall publish that the rage

Of Cupid has the power to conquer age.

BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER.
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EPns TiMnpoa.

ol(TT(o Kvpel';, AevKiTTTTe, ro^evOel? 8Ca

8apbv fJikv ov oaKvovTU, Kaipioi , ouev

KaKcov ioLKev airopov efajaav depos

TravcjXedpo^ Xd(^v rihe. Koipavo'i yeyws

ifioi (TV To\jU,as avTi)(€iy; dXX' atrtos

05 (T i^€<f>v(rev, oorts cjv \pv)(pos yepcov

'TTeTToide rd/Aa tflLirvp airocr^ecre.iv jSeXy].

rd^ etcrerai 8e rovixov ws olov re irws

TTjKeiv Trdyov ro^evfJia, KavavOev Keap

^Xeyetv to Neo-To/seiov. i^ava-0T]<; ye cru,

6 8' ifjbfJLavrj'; atv iracri SijXwo-et crdeveiv

'EjOWTos Tjacrov yrjpa? rjypuoiiivov.

SAMUEL ALLEN.
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WILLIAM TELL.

O EiNE edle Himmelsg-abe ist

Das Licht des Auges—Alle Wesen leben

Vom Lichte, jedes gltickliche Geschopf

—

Die Pflanze selbst kehrt freudig sich zum Lichte.

Und er muss sitzen, fuhlend, in der Nacht,

Im ewig Finstern—ihn erquickt nicht mehr

Der Matten warmes Griin, der Blumen Schmelz,

Die rothen Firnen kann er nicht mehr schauen

—

Sterben ist nichts—doch leben und nicht sehen,

Das ist ein Ungliick—Warum seht ihr mich

So jammernd an ? Ich hab' zwei frische Augen

Und kann dem blinden Vater keines geben,

Nicht einen Schimmer von dem Meer des Lichts,

Das glanzvoll, blendend mir ins Auge dringt.
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LUX IN TENEBRIS.

TO ^ws PpoTolcri Scopov ex ^ewv ocrov

^ucris ya/J aiT^s Tracra jSocr/cerat c^aet,

^aei S' dnavra re/JTrerai" tt^os '^XCov

^aos Terpap,p.4v aura ttcus ^at/jet (f>vToi'

aXX' iv (TKOTO) Kpv^Oevra rovSe Set jjieveuv'

TovS' ovK 6 -)(\o)pbs ev(l>pav£L Xetficov Kcap,

ovK dvdeoiv TroLKiXfiar , ov ra TTop(f>vpa

KpvcTTaXXoTT'tjyojv aKpa rwvSe tcSv 6pS)v.

0ave2v fJukv ovSep' i,'rjv 8e vuktos ei" Svo^ois

KaKU)V KOLKLCTTOV TOVTO' TTO)? dp' S>S' ifJiol

(TKvdpbmov ojJifJia TrpocrfiaXelv uyiias ixpyjv

;

dfJi(j)(o yoLp ofJifJiaT ecTT ip-OL crecrcocrpevo),

/ i \ '^ /^os JO'S V /\^ s V
KauTOi TvcpKco TOiO ovo eva cnnvurip e\Q)

(jjrjvat /3pa)(yv tovS' da-TreTov (f)dov<;, oaov

KVKXei, kXv8q)v ft)?, ocrcr' dpepooTJcrrj cfiXoyC,
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Blinder, alter Vater,

Du kannst den Tag der Freiheit nicht mehr schauen

;

Du soUst ihn horen—Wenn von Alp zu Alp

Die Feuerzeichen flammend sich erheben,

Die fasten Schlosser der Tyrannen fallen,

In deine Hiitte soil der Schweizer wallen,

Zu deinem Ohr die Freudenkunde tragen,

Und hell in deiner Nacht soil es dir tagen !
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Tv^ihav yepaLov a.6\Cov Trarjoos Koipa,

bpav fjbkv ov crot, y rjfjiap ecTT ikevOepov,

yvZvat, S', OT avyrj TTOfj/rri^ov TTvpo<S CTKOTras

VTTepdopovar' i<s aWep' e/c7re)u,t/(ei ipXoya,

e)(6p(av r oXeirat a-KXrjpa Sr) TTokia^x^ara,

rj croi <^iXos Tis, elcrfioXav es avXiov,

Kokrjv tot' wcriv dyyeXel ^d^LV (ftepav

crol 8' iv aKOTco trep Xa/xTrpov e/cXa/on/'et (f)aos.

A. W. QUILL.
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SHYLOCK.

J?. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man,

To excuse the current of thy cruelty.

5. I am not bound to please thee with my answer.

B. Do all men kill the things they do not love ?

5. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ?

B. Every offence is not a hate at first.

5. What, would' St thou have a serpent sting thee

twice ?

A. I pray you, think you question with the Jew :

You may as well go stand upon the beach

And bid the main flood bate his usual height

;

You may as well use question with the wolf

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb

;

You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops and to make no noise,

When they are fretten with the gusts of heaven

;

You may as well do anything most hard,
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ANTITA EPTA.

B. &) X.T7/a' areyKTOv ovhkv OLTreKpCvo), 8l o

^vyyvaxreTai, rts crmv rpoTTOiv wfjLotv oSov.

S. ov Set Xeyevv fie crol Trpo<s rjSovrjv Xoyov;.

B. av fJLT) 4>tX'rj Tts raOra kol KTeivei Xafitov

;

2. oLv yap KTOLveiv oKvrj Tts ^ ravra (rrvyet,-

B. aira^ S' afjiapTOJv Tras rts etr' ixOoLpreos

;

Z. eKOVTa yap ois aiiTOs av oaKvoi cr ocpts;

A. dfivrjfjiOvev<;, w (^CkraT, 'E^paiw fidrrfv

X6yov<s ^vvdiTTOiV, ovSk Spdcreia? yap av

dvovrjTa fjudXXov el TtaXippoiav craXov

ecrrws trap' aKTrj firj diye'iv aTrevveTroi?

opoiv TeXeCdiv, ov8e fjidXXov, el Xvko),

ol's St' ov jxeiJirjKev dpvos opcjiavq,

XoycDV St' eXffoLS, KafeXeyfetas irapcov,

ouS' et /ceXeuo-ats vxjjuyevv'iQTov'; KXdSov?

nevKa? opeias (rly e^etv deoacrvTwv

drjfxdTcov irvoalcnv '^pediafxeva?,

oiS' el OeXois Spdv tcjvS' dfirixavuTepa,

Tovd OS fiaXdcra-eiv crnXdyxvov 'E^palov ^eXets
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As seek to soften that— than which what's

harder ?

—

His Jewish heart : therefore, I do beseech you,

Make no more offers, use no farther means.

But with all brief and plain conveniency

Let me have judgement, and the Jew his will.

B. For thy three thousand ducats here is six.

5. If every ducat in six thousand ducats

Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,

I would not draw them ; I would have my bond.

D. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering none?

5. What judgement shall I dread, doing no wrong ?

You have among you many a purchased slave.

Which like your asses, and your dogs and mules.

You use in abject and in slavish parts.

Because you bought them : shall I say to you.

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ?

Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds

Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates

Be season'd with such viands ? You will answer,

' The slaves are ours ' : so do I answer you :

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him,

Is dearly bought; 'tis mine and I will have it.
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avoLKTOv, ov TV (tkXtjpov is irXeov ireXei;

roiydp (T aTrai/rS) fjLTJ tl TrpoccfyepeLV veov,

fir) fjio^dov atpeiv firjBev', dXXa avv Tpi^rj

OTTftJS Ppa^icTTTj Tov TTpocrrjKovTos xpovov

OLKrjv vTTocr^oi Tcooe, oovs o XP'^ KapeLv.

B. ToiXavT 6(f>ei\€L irevre, 8ts roa-ov Se^ou.

%. CKacTTOv el Se/c' ^v raXavTov es fJ^^pfj

o-)(i.<rT6v, jxepos S' iKacrrov el raXavTov rjv,

ovTOL Xd^OLfJi dz» ^v/ypa^-qv v(j)els ifi'rjv.

BA2. oXktov 8' airavhSiv ttcSs Tpe^eis ev ekTrtcriv

;

%. TTWS ya/3 (jto^StfJiaL Kp2p,a, prj 'Slkcov, Tooe;

vfjuels ye iroXXous uiviovs TTapacrToiras

KeKTrjfjievoi. ri/Aare rots ovois icrqv

Kvcriv re kol TTcuXoicrt rots C'vyTj(f)6pois,

d'^CTcrdv T€ ^yjcrtv SovXCav re ^cofievov

a)S dpyvpiDvrjTOKTLV el tovtovs cf>p(icrai

eKevdepovre voivTas, aare vapOevovs

vfLotv eTTLKXiQpoLcrL (TviJbl3rjvaL Xe^os"

Tl (f>opTLOl<S ')(lSpS)TL SuCTTU^OVCrtV OUS

' v[ji(ov KadevSeuv p,aX9aKot<; ev ^ep^vLois

Xprj, Koi irapo^CQVtjfJiad' rjSvvetv (XTOfia

Tavd' vfiiv
;' ap ovk avTepelre ' SecTTTorat

TcSi'S' e(Tp,ev' fti8' ovv Kair ep^oi KeicrOo) Xoyos.

KeCvov yap avSpos aapKa tt]v8' d)vrj<T(ip,T)v,

rjv ey/caXft) vvv, puvpioi Tip,y)p,aTi.
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If you deny me, fie upon your law

!

There is no force in the decrees of Venice.

I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it ?

D. Upon my power I may dismiss this court,

Unless Bellario, a learned doctor,

Whom I have sent for to determine this.

Come here to-day.

5. My lord, here stays without

A messenger with letters from the doctor,

New come from Padua.

D. Bring us the letters ; call the messenger.

B. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man, courage

yet!

The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and

all.

Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.

A. I am a tainted wether of the flock,

Meetest for death : the weakest kind of fruit

Drops earliest to the ground ; and so let me :

You cannot better be employ' d, Bassanio,

Than to live still and write mine epitaph.

SHAKSPEARE.
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ovKovv VLV efft) KvpioiS aiTOUjLtei'os ;

ei jjiTj 8' iare, tovs vojxovs /cXateiv Xeyoj,

Ktti T';^cr8e ^wpa? SdyjiiaT' eis owSev peneL.

BiKyjv jLie^TjKOj, (ftpdC^T el vep.€LTe fjLOL.

BAS. TTji'S' avTOKpoLTopt fjboi SiKTjv d^tcvai

i^ecTTL, jXTj irapovTO^ iv Trj8' rfp,epa

BeXXTjpicDVos, OS Tpificov ra ToiaSe

fierecrTdXr) jjlol TovSe Trpay/Aaros fipafiev?.

SAA. Kat ju,-^!/ irapekdcav dyyekos rts dpTCo)<;

OLTT 'HXiSos, wefjixpavTO'; dvS/aos oi' Xe'ytis,

e^ct) TTapecTTt ypafxiiar iv ^epalv (f>epct)v.

BAS. ^e^' ovi' rd ypd/jLixaT ayyekov re wpocrKaXei.

B. oif jLii) vpoXeixj/eis, ^CXTar, dXX' evKapSCoDs

e^ets er ; ^ ydp (rdpK ip.'i]v $vv aiju-ari

6o"Ta T€ SwcTft) XvTpa, irplv ere y' aiftaros

e/AOu •}(dpiv Tre/A^tya 7r/3os ttc'Sw fiaXelv.

A. (US T^v vocrcoSr) XPW ^/*' ^*' '^oCfjbvaL's oiv

dXXcDV reXevrdv TrpocrOev, wcravTos 0' opas

ddcrcrov TTiTvovTa Td(j-0evrj KapirMfidrajv.

ovTO) S' e)(ot Tciju,'" eS 8' o/aws Spdaei,^ cfiCXov

OavovT ert ^wt-, p^vrjiiaT iyypd\pas rdcfxi).

WILLIAM GERALD TYRRELL.
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LA GUENON, LE SINGE, ET LA NOIX.

Une jeune guenon cueillit

Une noix dans sa coque verte

;

Elle y porte la dent, fait la grimace, Ah ! certe,

Dit-elle, ma mdre mentit

Quand elle m'assura que les noix eioient bonnes.

Puis, croyez aux discours de ces vieilles personnes

Qui trompent la jeunesse ! Au diable soit le fruit

!

Elle jette la noix. Un singe la ramasse,

Vite entre deux cailloux la casse,

E'epIUche, la mange, et lui dit

:

Votre mdre eut raison, ma mie,

Les noix ont fort bon gout ; mais il faut les ouvrir.

Souvenez-vous que, dans la vie.

Sans un peu de travail on n'a point de plaisir.

FLORIAN.
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ni0HKOI.

TTiOcov i^eavts Kapvov evpev OLKfjidCov

-)(ko}pM XeTTvpco, Tois 8e yofK^ioLt; vp6<f>pci)v

irapeSctiKev elra, Kap^apou crecrripvla,

i^dey^aT, olpioi, ipevSo's irrXaa-ev p-yjrrjp

0)5 SrjOev eh) Kapvov rjhvkov Tpoiyeiv.

Tts ovv TO XoiTTOv ypaSiO}V Xoyo) tovtoiv

vWoiT av ; eiirep tovs viov<s cftevaKi^ei.

OVK av ^^avois es /cdyoa/cas, &> Tpdyqp^, eppov.

Xeyovcr diftrJKe' to Se iridcav veavicrKo^

eKofiCcraT, iv /iecrw Se Swo XWoiv Opavcras

i^elXe Tov\\iov, koI <f)aycov e(f)7) Keivrj'

dXX' ov KttKws euprjKev, a> (ftiXyj, fjLt^Trjp,

Xapov TO Kapvov' vXrjv ^XPW '^'P^ KOKKitfiiv.

pbifUMiqcro toivvv ws tis ev ^ua tovtco

ouTOi TTOVCDV a,T€p6ev riSovrjv efet.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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THE AMBUSCADE.

But I remember

:

Two miles on this side of the fort, the road

Crosses a deep ravine ; 'tis rough and narrow

And winds with short turns down the precipice,

And in its depth there is a mighty rock.

Which has, from unimaginable years.

Sustain' d itself with terror and with toil

Over a gulf, and, with the agony

With which it clings, seems slowly coming down

Even as a wretched soul, hour after hour,

Clings to the mass of life
; yet, clinging, leans

;

And, leaning, makes more dark the dread abyss

In which it fears to fall : beneath this crag,

Huge as despair, as if in weariness,

The melancholy mountain yawns—below
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KEI0I AH AIN0TAT02 AOX02 EIIAETO.

17 'v6ev8e 8' ovv /ceXeii^os, ois jU.vr^/Aijs ^X^'

TTvpyco ireXd^ova-' ov8' aTTOv(ra Stj fiaKpav

vepa (fxipayya, /cai, crrevwiros oSs, ttvkvoI'?

iXtcrcreTat, (TTpo(l)aL(T(, tuv KpyjfJivcav Kara,

rj<; iv p-v^oiaiv o/Spifirj crTrjpi^erai

BeLvrj re Sucr^t/Aos re tov /carw verpa

fidOov? virepcTTacr , dcTKOirov firJKOs ')(p6vov,

fjioyus re KoWy]0eL<rd ttws /5eVeiv fidSrjv

eoLK (es oyKov tus iKokk'qdr) ^Cov

^v-^rj rdXaLvd rts tov aiavrj -^(fioi'ov)'

dei Te, KoXXtjOelcra, Karavevei Kdpa,

vevovcrd re ctkoto) to <f)poK(oSe(rTaTov

dyKOS (7Kvdl,€i fiaXXov, ifiiriTveiv B' OKvei,

dOvfJuiai; fjibfirjfjia' Svcrdvfjiov S' vvo

^acr/cet, KeK/JUfjKO'; ws, opo^' KdTcoOev av

12
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You hear, but see not, an impetuous torrent

Raging among the caverns, and a bridge

Crosses the chasm ; and high above there grow,

With intersecting trunks, from crag to crag,

Cedars, and yews, and pines ; whose tangled hair

Is matted in one solid roof of shade

By the dark ivy's twine.

SHELLEY.
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kXuois [l\v a.v, )SX.e7rois 8' o,v ov, ^eLjxappoov

^pefj-ovT iv dvTpoL?, fidpadpa 8' dfi<f>i^evKT e^et

y€(j)vpa, KaTT dy/ioicriv v^podev fceSpos

crfjiiXd^ re irevKr) t e/i,7reirXey^evai KX.aSous

KOfiaLcriv ivd-qpoLO-t, fityvvvraL ctkotov

KaT7]pe(l)7J TrXoKOtcTL KLaa-rjpovs cr/cias.

MAX CULLINAN.
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' THOU WAST NOT BORN TO DIE, IMMORTAL BIRD.'

As Saint Kevin he was walkin'

By the lake of Glendalough,

'Twas then he met with King O' Toole,

An' he ask'd him for a shaugh.

Says the King, ' You're but a sthranger.

Sure yer face I niver seen,

But if ye've got a taste of weed,

I'll lend ye my dhudeen.'

As the Saint was kindlin' up the pipe.

The Monarch heaved a sigh.

Says the Saint, ' What ails ye. King O' Toole,

And are ye goin' to cry ?

'

Says the King, ' I had a gandher

That was given me by my mother.

But yesterday he cock'd his toe,

Wid some disease or other.'
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XHN OT A0HH2 AXHN.

fiy) o ifnevaL Trapa diva KelVos fJt-dvTL^ afivficov

Xiju-j'TjS, Tw Se dva^ ^vfjb^\r)T, dyado<; TvXeCSrjs,

Tov oe re Trap^dfievo? //.avrts KrjwSea (f>vWa

Tyree tov o i^/ieiper avaf ayavots eneGcrcrL

•? /- ^ » V OS 3 /S 3S\V /I ''J'

o) geiv , ayvcjCTTO? o efioi ecrcr , cttei ovtl c/ajni^ets

el Se ere (f)vX)C 6Svvij(l)ad' ekia-Qai dvfio? dvwyev,

ovK deKOJV croL kolXov ifiov vdp0r)Ka irape^o).

•^jLios oy iK vdpOrjKO'S eSaiev ^ecTTTiSaes Trvp,

Trjfiois veuodev e/c KpaSur)^ ySacriXevs (TTevd)(vC^v,

/cat //,«' (fxavijcras irpocreeiTTev jxdvTi'; dfjiVficov'

^ pd Ti vvv TTodeeii; ; kol SaKpvcrovTi eotfcas.

TOV 8' 6\o(l>vp6fievos 'rrpocri<^rj Kparepos TuXeiSi^s'

^(ifi' piOL erjv, a) p,dvTi, tov WTracre TroTVLa piqTfjp,

TeKpyjpavTO Se' ot voOcroi' ^eoi aiej/ iovTe?,

iBv(odi) Se Trecrwv, )(0i,lo'i S' 'AtSoerSe fie^iJKei,.
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' Are ye cryin' for your gandher,

You unfortunate ould goose ?

Dhry up yer tears, stop cryin', man,

In that there is no use
;

But see here, what will you give me

If yer gandher I revive ?

'

Says the King, ' I'll be yer sarvint

All the days that I'm alive.'

Says the Saint, ' You 're mighty civil,

But civility is cheap.

An' I'd sooner have a taste of land.

To pasture my poor sheep.

Now I'll revive yer gandher,

And make him whole and sound,

If you'll give me just the bit of land

The gandher flies around.'

So the King went to his palace.

In haste to fetch the bird,

Though he hadn't the laste intintion, mind ye.

Of stickin' to his word.

When the bird came from the palace.

The Saint took him from the King,

And first he touch' d him on the beak.

And then he stroked his wing.
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w XV^' V Toios ere tto^os irepl xvvo^ iKavei,

;

iravaaL haKpv)(ia>v, Ta)(ii(a<; S' aTrdXiyye yooio,

avTco'S /[Aai|»i8ift)s, /cat Kev ttoXii Kcpoiov etrj'

ei 8' a/aa juiv ^wypTjcrw, aTroivd ju,oi afia Swcrets;

Tov 8' d7ra/AetjSdju,evos Trpoae<j)r) fcpare/jo? TuXeiS?;?'

^(uypei, eyo) 8e kc roi ei8eft) '^dpiv rjp,aTa iravTa.

a)S (f)dTo' Tov 8' a/3a fidvTL<; dfivfimv dvriov rjvSa'

TTap<j>dp,evo'S CTreecrcrt y' iTnTpo^dSrjv dyopeveis'

dXkd TrapaL(f>acrLs icT dvencoXio'S, ov8' dXeyi^o)"

^/oew ye vop.ov ip-e paXkov iv w (^iXa prjXa vop

evaoi.

vvv pev dva^ij^eLv iOeXto croL XV^' iptrjpov,

viqp€pTe<s 8' oTrdaai poi 'UTrdcr^eo, /a'»78' dXtwcri^s,

dypov, oa-ovTrep dvavveva-a's XV^ dp(f)LTroT'rJTaL.

avrap eTreira 86povSe dva^ <tvto xyjv ipirjpov

oiaopevo?, <f)dTO 8' ov reXecrat Ittos, ws pev inreaTT)'

Tw 8' o.TToi'oa'TifcravTt KetVos Se^aro XV^°'''

npSiTOv pev TTTepbv ev /carepefe ot, elra 8e ^etXo?,
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He whisk'd him high into the air

;

He flew thirty miles around :

Says the Saint, ' I'll thank yer Highness,

For that little taste of ground.'

Then the King flew in a passion.

And he called the Saint a witch,

And sent off" for his six big sons,

To throw him in the ditch.

' Nabocklish !
' cried Saint Kevin,

' I'll soon settle them young urchins ;

'

So he turn'd the King and his six sons

Into the Seven Churches.
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Sti'Tjcras T opviOoL ra^' rjK dfe/moitri (jjepea-ffau'

injjiveTy)^ S' €vdv<; rifjuevos f>i^<^ ajJi^eTTOTaro

irevTrfKovToyvov. Trpocre<f)r} S' apa (jlolvti,^ dfJivfJLCJv'

S> /SacrvXev, rdSe jaoi re/oievos Tep,v, ouSe ydp eupv.

o^^Tjcras Se dva^ ir/ao creetTre ere, fjLoivTi hat^pov

If (j)iXot, 0) Tro\v<f>dpiJiaK , ivl jtieyapois yeydacrii'

vies e/Aol KparepoL, Oovpiv eTTiei/Aevoi dX^^jv,

KeCcreai wv utto X'^P^'' KuX.ivSdju,evos /card KOirpov.

Tov 8' au KepTOjjiioLs fidvTLS iireecrcrt TrpocrrjvBa'

w TTOTTOi, ^ jLieya eiTres o /cat toi piyiov ecrraf

/5ea yd^ cr^eas Travcro) KpaTepovs Trep vrjTnedcov.

ifjifiaTTeoi'i 8e dvaKTa kol vfas Xdas idrjKev,

Twv /cXeos da^ecTTov, Nrjot Se re 'ETrrd /caXevvrai.

WILLIAM RIDGEWAY.
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AMARYLLIS.

He. My dearest love, since thou wilt go,

And leave me here behind thee,

For love or pity let me know

The place where I may find thee.

She. In country meadows pearled with dew.

And set about with lilies,

There filling- maunds with cowslips you

May find your Amaryllis.

He. What have the meads to do with thee

And with thy youthful hours ?

Live thou at court, where thou mayst be

The queen of men, not flowers.

Let country wenches make 'em fine

With roses, since 'tis fitter

For thee with richest gems to shine.

And like the stars to glitter.

HERRICK.
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FLUMINA AMEM SILVASQUE.

A. o) vapiecrcr' 'Ajua/ouXXi, tv y at vv to S^jXeai, wSe

ot^eadai /i,' atrropyos iprjiJid^ovTa XiTTolcra,

ai /ATj Tiv Xt^os etTTii' d/Aa^avos €v8o6i, Ovfjios,

(jjpdaBe fjiOL, w 'AjuapuXXi, ro ^(opiov, co tv Ki^eiw.

A. a Kpiva SatSaXXet -^oepov vopiov, at re Tepuvai

dpyijpa) IvSaWovTau iv elap^evaicnv iepcrau,

etayoos es Ta\dpo)<; irpdTas Tpvydourav (XTra/j^as,

reiS' oii Ktt ^ttTwi' 'AjotapvXXiSa Ad(f>vL<s dpcdpTOL.

A. dXXa Ti Tiv jLteXerat ^Xoepos vojeaos, eucro, dvafico;

cTTei^e iroT dtftveidv TlToXefiaui) crTev'^e ttot avkdv,

al X'^s ouK dvdicov ^acrikevefiev, dXX altpr^Siv.

K(opa Tot CTTecjiavoL /card tov j'ooj' are vofieveL

TTOifLvv, ipidaKi? evcra, /car' a>pea, tIv S' eTreoiKe

<f)ai,SpoTepav ^vaolo, koi dcxTipi XdfjLTrefjbev Icrav.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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'THE PICCOLOMINI' OF SCHILLER.

COUNTESS.

Thou see'st it with a lovelorn maiden's eyes.

Cast thine eye round, bethink thee who thou art.

Into no house of joyance hast thou stepp'd,

For no espousals dost thou find the walls

Deck'd out, no guests the nuptial garland wearing.

Here is no splendour but of arms. Or think' st thou

That all these thousands here are congregated

To lead up the long dances at thy wedding !

Thou see'st thy father's forehead full of thought.

Thy mother's eye in tears ; upon the balance

Lies the great destiny of all our house.

Leave now the puny wish, the girlish feeling

:

Not to herself the woman must belong.

Annex' d and bound to alien destinies.

But she performs the best part, she the wisest,

Who can transmute the alien into self.

Meet and disarm necessity by choice

;

And what must be, take freely to her heart.

And bear and foster it with mother's love.

COLERIDGE.
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O 0HAT2 0P02.

ravd' O)? Kopj] Tts TTepl ya/Awv iJi€fi(j>Oei(r opa'i'

ai<X ojjiiJi indpacr ws e^eis tw^tjs (f>pa(raL'

ovTOL yap ififiacr o'lkov eis evrjp,epov,

ovT iv So/ioicriv eicropa<; yafiyjXCov

Tpv<j)'rj<; ayaXfiaT, ovre TrepiySeySXr^/AeVovs

Trj<s fjLeWovvfKJiov crre/Ajnar' evavOrj ^dpcv,

(reAas ya/3 ovoev ttat^v ottKov evTovu evi.

^ KoX So/cet; TTou tt^vS' dvr)pi6piov aTacriv

IxekXeuv doXXeis crots )(opev(recr9ai ya/Aois ;

tSou iraTrfp p,€V ws ^vvax^pvotp^ivo^

TToipeaTL, p-TJrrjp 8' dprtSa/c/Du?, a»s eui

o"ju,iK/3as poTTij^ earyjKe tov iravTo^ Kpi<Ti<;

So/AotcrH/ d/otois" TT/Jos rdS' GUI' Sdfai' Kevrjv

^aip^LV /idX' eiTre irapOevov t evr)6iav.

avTrjv 8' eauTTjs kS/oos ov/c exeiv )(peQ)v

yvvoLKa, jxaXkov 8' iirtTpeTreiv TTaiXTTtjcrCav

aWois" aTrao-ftiz/ 8' ifji(j)pov€crTdTr)v Xiyco

17715 ^vvrj^ev e/f 8uorj' ^vx^jv fjiCav,

(jiddvova dvdyKrjv avroKLvrjTa ^pevi,

iv dy/caXais re ^iKot4kvoi<s to yvricn,ov

/Sda-rayp,' e^ov(ra firj Tpo<f)rjv diToa-Tepfj.

RICHARD W. WEST.
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A LITTLE LOWER THAN THE ANGELS.

HAMLET.

I HAVE of late (but wherefore I know not) lost all

my mirth, foregone all custom of exercises ; and,

indeed, it goes so heavily with my disposition, that

this goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a steril

promontory; this most excellent canopy, the air,

look you—this brave o'erhanging firmament—this

majestical roof fretted with golden fire—why, it

appears no other thing to me than a foul and

pestilent congregation of vapours. What a piece

of work is man ! how noble in reason ! how infinite

in faculty! in form and moving, how express and

admirable ! in action, how like an angel ! in appre-

hension, how like a god !

SHAKSPEARK.
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OTAEN TAP OTTa TATPON Q2 ANHP EiT.

77aX.ai ttot' 17817 Tracrav, ovk etoois o tl,

Tep\jfi,v fieOTJKa, yv[wi,KS>v 8' iv6(T<f)Lcra

Tpifirjv ^vtjdyj' SvcTTOvov 8' aXujv /a' dyei

(jypovTis Toi,avT7jv mcTTe yevvaicj'i irayev

ToSe ^6ovos Tixy7)fji,a SwcrySaros irpiirei

KavT^fiepo? TTpcoV Kop^xpov aepos roS' av,

6pa<s, KaTa(TKijv(opa, kol toS' aidepo?

TrjXavyk's ay\a.'C(rp—virepTeLvov tuitows

TopevpaTcav crTcyao-pa ^vaoSaiSaXcov,

vTrep<f)ves davp—ov pev ovv ^ai/Ta^erat

ov T(o Ta8' aWo) TrXrjv arpav oprjyvpeL

piapa y ipol ctkottovvti, Xoi/x(u8ei t dyav.

TTaTTOL' TO (j)l,TVp oiov' avOpdiTov \iy(x)'

TO T eixjyves yap Trjs XoytcmK'^s oaov

TO T evTTopov TOcrwvSe p7}')(a,vrjpdTcjv'

o(rov TO yavpov tov KaXov pop<f)cipaTos,

fidtxetos Te crepvrj<;' ota Saipovos SCktjv

epSei, 6' 6(T e/)8et /cat voel Oeoli Icrov

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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ELOISA TO ABELARD.

Relentless walls ! whose darksome round contains

Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains :

Ye rugged rocks ! which holy knees have worn
;

Ye grots and caverns, shagg'd with horrid thorn !

Shrines ! where their vigils pale-eyed virgins keep
;

And pitying saints, whose statues learn to weep !

Though cold like you, unmoved and silent grown,

I have not yet forgot myself to stone.

All is not Heaven's while Abelard has part,

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart

;

Nor prayers, nor fasts, its stubborn pulse restrain.

Nor tears, for ages taught to flow in vain.

Soon as thy letters trembling I unclose.

That well-known name awakens all my woes.
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AAA5T0N OATPOMAI.

TolyoiV OLT^yKT avoLKTo. r a^J.^i^^'qcrTp iv ols

^XOT^O"' dpyjvoL TTTj/jLOvaC T avdaCpeToi,

crTV<f>e\oi re Trirpan, yovvirerel ret/oi/x/Aefat

iBpa, Karmpv^ S avt aKav6ivai<5 dKiJual?

TTVKvoJs TTVKaadeta, avrpa t '^S' avaKtopa

TO. O-e/AJ/OTl/i', OV VVKTKJipovp'qTOI.S XtTtttS

tS)v TTapdevwv i^'ikoiKTa, 8aip.6vo)u fiperrf

SaKpvppoeL' ^v)(pd ye Kalirep ova iya>

vfjiMV hiKrjv vvv, Ko,^ dKLvrjTov ttoSos

evcjiyjjJLO's, dfjuvrjiKtiv jjikv, ov ireTpa, 8' €<f>vv.

<j)ev' ^iiv deoLCTL tmv laroiv fiede^erav

e/)<us oS', avOdSr]? yap dvT€)(eL (f)V(rL<;,

rjv ovTe vijcm's ov6' LKVovfj^evrj deoix;

€)(<a Karacr^elv, ovt dir ofJbfJidTcov Xi^a

keL/3ovcra Sapov kol p.dr'qv \vbi 8' orav

cr(f>payL(TiidTO)v rapfiovcra 7re/)t^o\as aiOev,

evyv(0(TTov ovopLO, tfiiiTvpei 8vas vea<;.
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Oh, name for ever sad ! for ever dear !

Still breathed in sighs, still usher'd with a tear.

I tremble, too, where'er my own I find,

Some dire misfortune follows close behind.

Line after line my gushing eyes o'erflow.

Led through a sad variety of woe ;

Now warm in love, now withering in my bloom,

Lost in a convent's solitary gloom:

There stern religion quench' d the unwilling flame;

There died the best of passions, Love and Fame.
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ovofia, (TV 8' eX yoeSvov exxjyiXk? 8' o/xws,

fiiXd^v (TTOvoLs ois ^poLfi-ial^eTai Sa/cpu.

Kav Tovfwv evpco rrov, 8e8oiK' iSovcra i^tv

ofiocTToXoLcri cnryKeKpafJievov ttovois'

CTTt^ous re 8e\T0u, ttoikiX' iKp,erpoviiiviq

^nevdr), 8caCv(o Sv(T^Lfjba) vXrjfjifivpLSi.

Ttt jLiev TedakTTTaL hvcnroTp^ov iroffo) tol 8e

fceap KarecTKkiqK afiov iyKeKky/JievT)^

<TTeyaL<s ipi^p-ots, rj (re^as dprjCTKevfjioiTcov

aKovT epcoT airecrpeo" eve/ airw^ero

eyotus /cXeos re, rdi' fipoToXcn, (^tXrara.

LAUNCELOT DOWDALL.
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FLODDEN FIELD.

But as they left the darkening heath,

More desperate grew the strife of death.

The English shafts in volleys hail'd,

The horse in headlong charge assail' d,

Front, flank, and rear the squadrons sweep

To break the Scottish circle deep,

That fought around their king

;

Though thick the English shafts as snow,

Though charging knights like whirlwinds go,

Though billmen ply the ghastly blow,

Unbroken was the ring.

The stubborn spearmen still made good

Their dark, impenetrable wood,

Each stepping where his comrade stood,

The instant that he fell :

No thought was there of coward flight,

Link'd in the serried phalanx tight,

Groom fought like noble, squire like knight,

As fearlessly and well

;

Till utter darkness closed her wing

O'er their thin host and wounded king.

WALTER SCOTT.
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NTKTOS OMM' A*EIAETO.

TOi fjikv dp' &)S ireStov XnriTrjv, (Tkloovto 8' dpovpau'

qprvvOf] 8e l^'^XV' ''^P^ 'Y°'-P
^vxecov ip.a)(0VTo'

dpaxTKov 8' wore ^i^aXa^a dafia cTTOvoevTes olcttoC,

TTpovTvrpav 8' liTTTrjes doXXees dvTLOv alei,

TTpcOTOLCTiV TTVfUa.rOL'S TC fieCTOLCTi T £77 alCTCTOVTe?,

ei Ti /Aevei Kparepa irvKivas prj^aivTO ^aXayya?,

at (jipLcraov Sopdrecrcrcv eeX/ACfat dja^i avaKra.

yj fjbkv hri vL<f)d8eara'iv eotfcores loi evLTTTOv,

Wvaav 8' iTTTTijes djiia irvoiy? dvip,oio,

iretflX 8' d$Cvrjs avToa^eSbv ovTyjcracrKov.

dXXd Kttt ois Tpwes, 8pues &>s ev 8a<TKtw wXij,

TTu/cvol i^ecTTacrav, ovre KaKOv fnvTJcravTo (f)6^0L0,

ov 0y]<;, ov /SacrtXews, dXXd crOevo? IcraicravTo

€v /cat eina-TaiiL€vo><i, irvKa ^pd^avTe<i Sopv hovpi,

y yap veKpos eiTLTTTev eiT'^\v6ev ia-6Xo<s eratjOos,

eius vv^ TravpoTepov<i Xaous fiacnkrjd re Kpvxjiev,

ekKecTL Tet/30ju,ei'ous oXXwras r oXkyfJievov'S re.

T. MAGUIRE.
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TOM BOWLING.

Here a sheer hulk lies poor Tom Bowling,

The darling of our crew

;

No more he'll hear the tempest howling,

For Death has broach'd him to.

His form was of the manliest beauty,

His heart was kind and soft,

Faithful below he did his duty.

But now he's gone aloft.

Tom never from his word departed :

His virtues were so rare :

His friends were many and true-hearted :

His Poll was kind and fair.

And then he'd sing so blithe and jolly,

Ah ! many's the time and oft

!

But mirth is turned to melancholy,

For Tom is gone aloft.
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ETAE, *IAA *TXA.

oXkcis ar' aiJi(f)iK\acrTo<; 'AfivvTL)(0's ivOdoe /ceiraf

o/Aju,' '^v ei/jecriTjs fat </>aos rjfi€T€pr)<s'

XatX-ttTTos ovK oXoTjs eV' aKovaerai, aa-neTov '^XV^'

S irapa^e^XtjKev rrjv aKarov ddvaro?.

eTrpeirev elvaXCoLcnv iv avSpdai-v oxjjcs dyyjvop'

tJttlov aiev €<j>v pj€ikv)(}-ov re Keap'

ivOdhe irdvTa KaXws Trpafas, tov SevraTOV rjBr]

es fiaKdpav vqaov^ i^eiriprjae irkoov.

ovi\ avTjp aXicjcreu vTr6a-)(e(riv, rjwep vTTecrry],

Tocrcrov iXafirli' dperals efo^a davfiaaiacs'

TToWol? Kol KeSvol? -iTe(f>iX7]fievo? iirXeT eTrjo-iv,

TOV 8' ecrrep^e Kirjv 17 ^apiecrcra XXoyj'

da-fiaTa yrjOoavvcp 0ap,d rot XaOiKrjSea cjicDv^

jxvp" av TfeL^ev Tracrt ^a/jav TTapi^diV

^povSrj S' ev(j)poa'vvy), koI opotpev vevOo? aXacTTov,

e§ fjiaKdpcov vii](rov<s ws i'TTeprjcre ttXoov.
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Yet shall poor Tom find pleasant weather,

When He, who all commands.

Shall give, to call life's crew together.

The word to pipe all hands.

Thus Death, who kings and tars despatches.

In vain Tom's life has doff'd,

For though his body 's under hatches,

His soul is gone aloft.
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Kox \uf]v ewXoMjs tot', 'A[x,vvTtx<£, KauTos ovrja-ev,

ev6' 6 fieya Kparioiv iv ^dovl Koi ireXayei,

vdvras Trj\e(j)avei vTrb viyKapov ucTTaTOV avhy

ayKoXiaeL I3l6tov tows Trepoavra^ a\a'

wS' o y' icrcDS Kardyav ^aXajotiTas "^Se Tvpdvvovs

ju,at/> dduaTO'S depicra's ravSpo^ e^a fiioTOV

crafia fikv eis avTXov yap Kdirirecrev, vcrTO/ra 8
' avTos

es fJiaKdpcDv vt^ctous i^eTreprjcre irXoov.

W. W. FLEMYNG.
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R. I. P.

Strew on her roses, roses,

But never a spray of yew ;

In silence she reposes

—

Ah, would that I did too !

Her mirth the world required,

She bathed them in smiles and glee

;

But her heart was tired, tired
;

And now they let her be.

Her life was turning, turning,

In mazes of light and sound ;

But for peace, her soul was yearning.

And now peace laps her round.

Her cabin' d, ample spirit

Panted and strove for breath
;

To-night it doth inherit

The vasty halls of death.

MATTHEW ARNOLD.
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ETPEN EAET0EPIHN.

Zr)vo(pi.ky poo e/nTj, poo efjuj) Kara^eire aavovay,

jM'/jSe Xvypav /atjtis (TfiiXaK eTTLorTopea-rj'

TTprjvv iv rjpepuLrj euSet fidXa vriypeTov vttvov—
euoei— Kttju, V77TOS ft)s oxpeKe roios £)(£iv.

vdfiaa-Lv evcffpocrvvrjs erdpovi mre/Spe^e crwovrag,

SCiffaov ot TTacrav S)v ecfiepev ^api/rcov'

dXka KOTTO'S KpaSirjv, Kpaht-qv kottos cd^v ireipe'

vvv Se TTOvovs /ceirai iravras aTreiiraixevr).

o-TpofilSTjSov 8iveve fiios, Bivevev, aTracrais

iv SdScov aiyXais /cat KiOapmv evoTrais'

r}crv)(V7]<! Se TV)(eiv \vrjv eXiXaiero OvfJLO?,

KoX vvv y]<TV)(irj irdvToOev yjix^iacrev.

axrirep iv ipKTaZs Tjcnraipev koI iiroiTTVvev ivTo<i

(TKrjve'i Ky}p Kkrjadkv BaxpuXk^ elv okLym'

vvv 8e yaX7]vaLr)<s, vvv evpeo'S evpecn ^copov

iv Tots Ti.epa-^^ovr]'; KXrjpovofieL OaXdfjLois-

ROBBRT Y. TYRRELL.
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AD SOMNUM SI RES REDIT

F. This is strange : your father's in some passion

That works him strongly.

M. Never till this day

Saw I him touch' d with anger so distemper' d.

P. You do look, my son, in a mov'd sort

As if you were dismayed : be cheerful, sir

:

Our revels now are ended : these our actors,

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and

Are melted into air, into thin air

:

And like the baseless fabric of this vision.

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces.

The solemn temples, the great globe itself.

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve.

And, like this unsubstantial pageant faded.

Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff
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HOMERUS EADEM ALUS SOPITU' QUIETE EST.

4>. Ti viov; i^opfjia abs irarrfp Ovfibv fiapvv,

Kot Seiva TTacr^ei.

M. v^ a", es ToS' rjp,epa<;

a^iKTos opyrj'S wSe Su(7^t//,ou So/cet.

n. 5 TeKVOV, biS Tts iTTTorjiJLevos TToOiv,

TT/oeireis aXuaJV* /a^ crv y'* dX,X,' ev^pcav yevov.

rj^et irepas ^r) Kcop.o?, oi 8' viroKpLTat,

(o Ttpovkeyov aoi) Travres, eiSwXcui' crKid,

j3e/3acrL XeiTTw a-vvTaKevre? alOipi.

KoX TrjcrS' d/Jiavpcov ^acrp,OLT(iiv Te)(yy]s SiKrjv,

TTvpycofiaT dcTTpoyeLTov dyXaoiv Soficov,

vaol fji,eyav\els, iu 8' 6 ttSs ^Oovos ttoKos,

avTotat StaXa^oucrii' di'aXu^eis, tcrov

etScoXoTrXdcTTW TwSe vvv npocr^cijfJiaTi,

ovSkv Trpo\ei\\iei reKfjiap. Ik ravTov yei/ov<s



144 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep. Sir, I am vex'd :

Bear with my weakness : my old brain is

troubled.

Be not disturbed with my infirmity

:

i If you be pleased, retire into my cell,

' And there repose : a turn or two I'll walk.

To still my beating mind.

SHAKSPEARE.
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ppoToi r ovetpoi t ovre? cttI to Kvpiov

eKeXcrav vttvov repfi. 0.817jmovw, ^^^^'

crTpo^el TO yrjpa? ttjv <j}pev' aXk' avavhpia,

-^aXciiv cri) firj Sucroi^e SeiX.iai' ifirjv'

el 8' icTTL aoi dikovTi crrJKOv eis ifwv v

KOL/jito irapeXOatv, tovS' iv S irarS) (ttC^ov,

aKo^ <T<^piy(t)<Tiq<s Ka/sStas.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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SISTER HELEN.

' Why did you melt your waxen man,

Sister Helen ?

To-day is the third since you began.'

' The time was long, yet the time ran.

Little brother.'
{O Mother, Mary Mother,

Three days to-day, between Hell and Heaven !)

' But if you have done your work aright,

Sister Helen,

You'll let me play, for you said I might.'

' Be very still in your play to-night.

Little brother.'
(O Mother, Mary Mother,

Third night to-night, bet-ween Hell and Heaven .')

' You said it must melt ere vesper-bell.

Sister Helen
;

If now it be molten, all is well.'

' Even so,—nay, peace ! you cannot tell.

Little brother.'

(O Mother, Mary Mother,
O what is this, between Hell and Heaven ?)
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*APMAKETTPIA.

' etire, ri tolv SayvSa, tl TOvSe tov avepa Ta/cets

;

vvv 8' ajjLap TO TpvTOLov a.(ji S y' apfas /carara/ceti'.'

' at /cai (Tu^i'os e^aiveff, 6 8e ^(povo^ avvTO (fteTjycov.'

afjiepa aSe Tpvra tw ir/aay^aTi, Trdri/a SeXava.

' at 8e To8 ' e/cySatvei /caro, toj' voov epyov, a.Se\(f)d,

^ pa. /u,e—TT^av ya/3 /iot ttox virecr^eo—TratcrSei'

eacreis
;'

' raSe TrpeVet to. vvktl jxaX acrvya TraicrSeu, dSeXc^e.'

aS', 'E/cara BacrnXi^Ti,, rpCra vv^ e(rcrerat avra.

' dW etirds ttok ip,iv, 'EXeva, to. irodicnrepa p,€k\ev

TovSe TaKacreicrdaC Kokov ecrcrcrat, at ya TeXyrai,.'

• /cat jLtctX', lorcDs ya—rw 8', ov yap icras, w p-iKKe, (TLwirr).'

e? Tt I'll raura reXecrcretTat voKa, iroTva XeXdva

;
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' Oh the waxen knave was plump to-day,

Sister Helen

;

How like dead folk he has dropped away !

'

' Nay now, of the dead what can you say,

Little brother ?

'

(P Mother, Mary Mother,

What of the dead, between Hell and Heaven ?)

' See, see, the sunken pile of wood,

Sister Helen,

Shines through the thinned wax red as blood !

'

' Nay now, when looked you yet on blood,

Little brother ?

'

(O Mother, Mary Mother,

Howfale she is, between Hell and Heaven .')

' Now close your eyes, for they're sick and sore.

Sister Helen,

And I'll play without the gallery door.'

' Aye, let me rest—I'll lie on the floor,

Little brother.'
{O Mother, Mary Mother,

What rest to-night, between Hell and Heaven ?)

' Here high up in the balcony.

Sister Helen,

The moon flies face to face with me.'

' Aye, look and say whatever you see.

Little brother.'
(O Mother, Mary Mother,

Wliat sight to-night, between Hell and Heaven ?)
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' ei/oios Tragi's ^s o}vdpa)Tro<s o Kijptvo'; ouros,

vvu 8' t/ceXos ve.Kpo1cri Karappibiv €Kp,f.fidpavTai^

' Koi TTOK , aSeK<f>e ^iXos, tv y ^X^''^ veKpcov iripi <f>d(r6at;'

Twv y , 'E/cara ZacrirKrJTt,, v£Kpwv vepi ris ySyaoros

ol8ev

;

' -qviSe, Tw Krjpoi KaTaraKOfievo) 8t,a(f)aLV(ov

&>S (jtaKekwv 6o)[Jio<i <j)OLv(,craeraL aijuart icrov.

' dWa TV Tret ttok', dBeXtpe, TToreSpaKe? oiJi,iJia(rLV atp,a

;

ci'^poTepa TTOTtSetv T'qva <reo, iroTva %e\oiva.

' KOiT TV ya Kelcro [ivcracra, vo(re2 tIv Tw/A/Aar'" iyci) Se

e/<TOS ift)i' TO Ovpacrh' avTO^ TepxjieviJiaL ddvpav.'

' ak)C Wl p.dv, idikcD yap Keijxeva ev8ev iir' ouSeus.'

dW, 'E/cara SacTTrXTjTt, tto)^ a ya BvvdcreTai,

evSev

;

' a>S' iirl TOiKpoTdTO), 'EXeva <j)iXa, v<^66i irvpyoi

TTwrarat iroTopevcr es ifiev to. TrpocroiTra 'ZeXava.

' TrdvTocre ird'jrTavov, Ketir al tv iSojv tl TV)(ri(rda.'

raSe rt St) to, vvktX tSeti/ Trdpa, iroTva "teXava;
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' Outside it's merry in the wind's wake,

Sister Helen,

In the shaken trees the chill stars shake.'

' Hush, heard you a horse-tread as you spake.

Little brother ?

'

{O Mother, Mary Mother,

What sound to-night between Hell and Heaven f
)

' The wind is loud, but I hear him* cry.

Sister Helen,

That Keith of Ewern's like to die.'

' And he and thou, and thou and I,

Little brother.'
[O Mother, Mary Mother,

And they and we, between Hell and Heaven I)

' For three days now he has lain a-bed,

Sister Helen,

And he prays in torment to be dead.'

' The thing may chance if he has prayed,

Little brother !

'

(O Mother, Mary Mother,
If he has frayed, between Hell and Heaven .')

* The brother of Keith of Ewern : he has come to implore Helen's for-
giveness.
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' iravTa Soxet a-KLpTTJv yaOevvr' ave^oio /car' i^x^o?,

iv 8e Ttvacrcrofiiva vXq. Kpvip dcTTp' ertm^^ij.'

' (Tiyrj vvV ^aXas /cpdros iTnrto ju.' ovar e^oKXev;'

aW, 'E/cara Sacrfl-X'^ri, Tts o rpo^os ovros;

icras ya/3.

' fivKTas wuefios i<TTiv, o/aws jScJcrTpevvTO? d/couw

Tcl}vSp6<s' fieWev <f)aTl tov 'Kyea.va.KTa daveccrOai.'

' T^t'os /jiei' fidXKei, ju,eXA.eis Se tu, /acWw Krjywv.'

TTjvoi jLictj' fjiiXKovT Q.p.p.€<; 8e re, Trdrt'a SeXava.

' 'Q,yedvai Srj /cetTai cttI kXlvttjpl r/atraios,

Kttl ddvaTov (T(j)aKekoi<s TCT/su/AeVos eu^erai ivOelv.'

' aviJ.j3aL7] Be k tcrcos rd ya irpdyp.', at y ijufaro ttjj'os.'

al y , 'EKciTa SacrTrXijTi, rdS' Tjv^aro, (Tvp.fiaiy) Ka.
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' He sends a ring and a broken coin,

Sister Helen,

And bids you mind the banks of Boyne.'

' What else he broke will he ever join.

Little brother ?

'

(P Mother, Mary Mother,

Oh, never more, between Hell and Heaven .')

' He yields you these, and craves full fain.

Sister Helen,

You pardon him in his mortal pain.'

' What else he took will he give again.

Little brother ?

'

[O Mother, Mary Mother,

No more, no more, between Hell and Heaven .')

' O sister Helen, you heard the bell.

Sister Helen !

More loud than the vesper-chime it fell.'

' No vesper-chime, but a dying knell,

Little brother
!

'

(0 Mother, Mar}' Mother,

His dying hull, between Hell and Heaven .')
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' ire/LiTret juav TriiTka) irepovav koi ZaKTvKiov tlv,

KM^dav iiefivacrdai rav Ka^tcral tv xeXewet.'

' rts irepova l,<ijvai> arpei irakiv, av 6 y eXvcrev

;

ri<; TTOKa roiavTav rev^eve Ke, TroTva %e\dva

;

ravT OLTTO vvv tXv Sous Setrai creo ttoXX, iKerevoiv

(j)ffeLpoixevct) \vyp(ucrLv e^av idev oIktov avtais.

rj Kol raXX' oaa ol Ke^api(rp.€da vvv aTToSaxrei

;

ovx> 'E/cara Saa-TrXrJTL, to, y ovk oltto tis iroKa

Sftjcrei.

' a/coucras KXayya? ojcrel Ka)do)vo<;, aoeX^d,

XajxirpoTepov KeXaSevvTo? rj os to ya BeUXov d^el.

OVK ets Ipd KoXeu, OavaTO) 8
' ws ayyeXos d;)(er.'

d^ei 817 TT/i/oj davara(f>6pa, iroTva 'ZeXdva.
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' O the wind is sad in the iron chill,

Sister Helen,

And weary and sad they* look by the hill.'

' But he and I are sadder still.

Little brother !

'

[O Mother, Mary Mother,

Most sad of all, between Hell and Heaven .')

' See, see, the wax has dropped from its place,

Sister Helen,

And the flames are winning up apace 1

'

' Yet here they burn but for a space.

Little brother !

'

(O Mother, Mary Mother,

Herefor a space, between Hell and Heaven !)

' Ah ! what white thing at the door has cross' d.

Sister Helen ?

Ah ! what is this that sighs in the frost ?

'

' A soul that's lost as mine is lost.

Little brother
!

'

[O Mother, Mary Mother,

Lost, lost, all lost, between Hell and Heaven !

)

ROSSKTTF.

* The father and brothers of Keith of Eweni.
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' TTvet S' avejuos ptyakd, criSapoj 8' d)pavo<; uros'

Tov \6(j>ov diJL^aCvovTL KeKfiaKoa-LV SivSpe^ ofioiot.'

' Tutv oe irkiov drjv ttov KeKfLaKafies auros iyw re.'

TO) y', 'E/cara SacTrX'^ri, KeKfiaKwrov cfo^^'

aircti'Tcoi'.

' •^I'toe Kamrvpicras icej^urat ju.ej' 6 Krjpo'i epacrSe,

a o ava epAog: kap/iroLcr okiyo) ya itot (opavov ei/cei.

' avToOi [Jbdv rj^aiov ocrov f(p6vov aWerai aura.'

atderai Tj^aiov -)(p6vov aurd^i, Trori'a SeXai'a.

' «^ev, vapd tov jSakov tC to XevKov Trjvo TraprjvOev

;

Kat rt w TO (TTova^evv to y vtraiBpiov h> Trayw efco
;'

' ov\o[ievQ) d i^v-)(d, dSik^', ois dfid oXcoXev.'

<j)ev, 'E/cara SacnrXTjTi, to, iravTa rot i^aTToXaXev.

JOHN B. BURY.
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TOUT LASSE, TOUT PASSE, TOUT CASSE.

The flower that smiles to-day

To-morrow dies

:

All that we wish to stay

Tempts, and then flies
;

What is this world's delight ?

Lightning that mocks the night,

Brief even as bright.

Virtue, how frail it is !

Friendship too rare !

Love, how it sells poor bliss

For proud despair !

But we, though soon they fall.

Survive their joy and all

Which ours we call.
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'PETAH TA nANTA KAI 5AnP' OTAE MOI MEAEI.

o yeXa cryjfiepov avOo's ^^XiSavas

avpiov oXXucr' alava, ^pa^vv'

KovSev fiovLfiov TTXrjv a)S Sofat,

KOI So^av aira^ (U\l>' aTroKkivaf

TL ySios ; TL TreXet ravOahe. repTTva.

;

(TTepOTTrj Sv6(f>0V fj I/U/CTOS v^pil,€i,

Toi^a 8' al^vlhiov <^\6y ajxavpol.

a)S cro)<f>poa-vv7]<; reXos aKpavTov,

zeal ^L\6T7fTO<s criravLa vicrTL's,

tt60o<; ws Scjpcov avr 'A^pohirrj^

(TTeppbv dScopiDV 7rev9o<; aiieCjSet,'

TovTcov 8e ^apa?, Kamep dcopcDV

fjioX dTTOL^Ofievcov, ireptXenrofJieO S>v

Toi ye Trp6(T0' T^v^ovfiev exovTa.
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Whilst skies are blue and bright,

Whilst flowers are gay,

Whilst eyes that change ere night

Make glad the day
;

Whilst yet the calm hours creep,

Dream thou—and from thy sleep

Then wake to weep.
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(TV 8'—e<us Xa/ATrei ^oi/Satcrt JSoXol's

17X105 aufftji' draXas fcdXu/cas,

Krjfiap dydXXet ^athpa tt/do i'uktos

<^dos dXXdfoj'T' ofLfiara Xvirpov,

77-/OOS d/cacr/caiai, 8' epirovcr S>pav—
/Saidi' y' oSwoii' ovap a.fx.TTveva-rj'i,

Teyye 8' iyepOeU

8aKpvci)v Xij3d8a9 TroXuKXaucrrous.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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VARIO IRARUM FLUCTUAT AESTU.

R. Had' ST thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground

knife,

No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean,

But—banished—to kill me ; banished ?

O friar, the damned use that word in hell
;

Rowlings attend it. How hast thou the heart.

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess' d.

To mangle me with that word—banished ?

F. Thou fond mad man, hear me a little speak.

R. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment.

F. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word
;

Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy,

To comfort thee, though thou art banished.

R. Yet banished ? Hang up philosophy !

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom
;

It helps not, it prevails not ; talk no more.

F. O, then I see that madmen have no ears.

R. How should they, when that wise men have no
eyes?

SHAKSPEARE.
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MENS SAUCIA AMORE.

'PflM. oil rapa (jxipfLaK, ov Traprjv drjKTri kottis,

reXos davdcriyLOv evreXes trep, dX.X' op,m<s,

(f>v'yy 8e irarptSos wXecras' <f>€v t"^? (f>vyrjs'

irdrep, toS' ovofia rots Kara) ^Oltols <j)i\ov

(Tv^y (TTevayiJLOi'S <Tvvvop,oV vcjs ovv ItXt/s.

crep,vos iTpo<j)7JTr)^, ocria S' etw^ws (ftpoveiv,

p.aTS)v KadapTTJ'S, tt/sos S' e/xot 8rj6ev ^iA.os,

drra^ /a' iKeivrj Trdvv Kara^aiveLv (fiaTet

;

MON. ov/c ai* /cA-wois )u,ou ap-iKpa, vapaKOTroi; vep uv;

'POM. TO (Tov y av cittois av^is olv (jtvycLv TrdXtv.

MON. crayrjv p,€v ovv 77/oos TTyvSe cr' cvSucro) ^dnv,

TO cra)<j>poveLV ye, avfju^opa.'s (fn-kov ydXa,

o Kapra cr ev ^yse/zei re kol rrjv crrjv (jjvyijv.

'PflM. ToS' aSr' eKeiv' es <^d6pov ltco to a-cacfypoveiV

ei fir) TO crSx^pov 'lovXiav aXXiji/ ^uei,

Toyou re Xiji^a kol /jLeOCa-TTjcrLV ttoXiv,

axpelov i<TTiv, ov crdevei, KoiSkv Xeyeis.

MON. ap' ol i^avevTes Syr e:)(ova-iv ovKen;

PilM. ri /tTjv; OT ofifiaT ovkct eaTi rois (ro(poL<;.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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BATTLE OF THE LAKE REGILLUS.

Then tenfold round the body

The roar of battle rose,

Lii<e the roar of a burning forest

When a strong north wind blows.

Now backward, and now forward,

Rocked furiously the fray,

Till none could see Valerius,

And none wist where he lay.

For shivered arms and ensigns

Were heaped there in a mound,

And corpses stiff, and dying men

That writhed and gnawed the ground
;

And wounded horses kicking,

And snorting purple foam :

Right well did such a couch befit

A consular of Rome.

MACAULAY.
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APHS AAA0nP02AAA02.

ft)S 8' dva/Aai/Actet ySa^e' dyKea ^ecririSaes ttC/j

VXV CjaepSaXery, to S' ein/Syaejaet *s dve/jioio,

ais jxaXa Sis roo-troi' re vckvv vepi SrjpioiovTO

djSpofjiOL, avLa)(oi, Kpa/repo? S' opvfJLayho<s opcopei'

ol p' rJTOt Kara Xcra ravvcrcrav (^vKottiv alvrjv^

TTeipap eiraWafavres ofiouov Troikip^oio,

ovZi Tts o^daXp-otcTi MevotTiov op^ap^ov avSpav

OTTTTOV Keiro TTea-(ov k€ iSoi p.aKa -rrep a-KoiTLoi^cDv,

Tocrcrov tol irepi pw repeva XP^^ irdvTa KaXvipe

Sovpara t dp(f>l? dyevra /cat aioka Tev^ea <J)o}tcov

Keipevov iv veKvcov dyvpev, TroXees 8e t iir avrS

yaXav oSd^ XdCovTO, iXicrcropevoL irepl BovpC,

TTveiovTe's S' d<^pbv pivoJv diro paivv)(€'s linroi.

yrjv TTOcrl XdKTitjov ^efiXyjpevoL o^ei -)^akK^'

ov Toi deLKeXios toimv KocprjTopi Xacov

roiois iv Xe^eecra-LV eXojv Kdra T^aX/ceos vttvos-

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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HOW ARE THE MIGHTY FALLEN !

'

The beauty of Israel is slain upon thy high places :

How are the mighty fallen !

Tell it not in Gath, publish it not in the streets

of Askelon ; lest the daughters of the Philistines

rejoice, lest the daughters of the uncircumcised

triumph.

Ye mountains of Gilboa, let there be no dew,

neither let there be rain, upon you, nor fields of

offerings: for there the shield of the mighty is

vilely cast away, the shield of Saul, as though he

had not been anointed with oil

Saul and Jonathan were lovely in their lives,

and in their death they were not divided. . . .

How are the mighty fallen, and the weapons of

war perished

!

2 SAMUEL I. 19.
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AIAINON, AIAINON EinE.

<us TO crov avdo<; oXwXe ^a/Aatir€Tes / opOiov, aia,

/fXa^e, UaXaiCTTLva, Svtr/ceXaSoi' re fiodv.

ju,^ Xeyero) Fa^eds rts ei* ivpv\6pot(riv dyviais

8v(rTV)(Cav (TTpaTLOLS racrSe StoXXv/ieicas'

'AcTKaXioJV dfiadris ecrrw, /Ai7 touto fcXuouo-at

TTTJiJia ^ikCaTLvaL repxliiv i^cacn Kopau.

firjKeri, 8' dpSovTCJv VCk^aav dcnreTot ofi^poL,

p/rjB' iepev? kXltvs dvp^acn irkovTicraTa,

ev9a KaKiCTT dcnris fia.cri\e(ii<i pL(f)6e'Laa TrpoK^irai,

a)S Ke(f)a\dv ooriws ovvoTe ^ptcra/Aevov.

171' X**/"'^ d,fi.<f)OTepoL(TLv ews ^wottrt p^eTrjcrav,

Kov (T(j)e §i,apTTdt,€vv ^Swar' Atcra reXos.

ot Torrdpo? SvvaTol (ftpovSou jxaX' oovpra ^e^dcriv,

dfjifiiya T ai)(fJiaTa)v irdvT dTrdXwXe ^ikyj.

HENRY BROUGHAM LEECH.
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GRETCHEN AM SPINNRADE.

Meine Ruh' ist hin,

Mein Herz ist schwer,

Ich finde sie nimmer

Und nimmermehr.

Wo ich ihn nicht hab',

Ist mir das Grab,

Die ganze Welt

Ist mir vergallt.

Mein armer Kopf

Ist mir verriickt,

Mein armer Sinn

Ist mir zerstiickt.

Nach ihm nur schau' ich

Zum Fenster hinaus,

Nach ihm nur geh' ich

Aus dem Haus.
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xns lAON, ns emanhn, at moi htpi ©tmos ia*0H.

Kaptja. fiev 8ij ^ol Kcerat ySapeia

a,')(6os ois ev (TT'qdf.criv, a 8' airiiTraT

acrv^a (j)pdv, kov fieXeq. ctvvoCktjv

fieXKeu es aurts-

ai /cei* oil''*;/) /cjjvos aTT^, BoKyj/ii

ali/^a Te9va.K7]v okiyot ViSeuiys,

crvv Se TToivT ua yiyovev 'y6\a> re

fiea-Ta ^areucra'

ju,v/)tais 8' e'TOS trpamhoiv aXvet

VOLTTiOV VOf)^ OViatS, Bai)(0€i? 8'

axrirep ey)(^ecr(riv cftovCoLS raXaCva

6vp.o<i oXwXej/.

ovTTOT ri ois oipofneva vw eifjui,

OLKodev, TTOLVTbiv he fjLovo^ ^ciSt^Xos

^aivtrai ktjvos crKOTrta? dn a/c/aas

e/c/caro^aicr^.
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Sein hoher Gang,

Sein' edle Gestalt,

Seines Mundes Lacheln,

Seiner Augen Gewalt,

Und seiner Rede

Zauberfluss,

Sein Handedruck,

Und ach ! sein Kuss !

Mein Busen drangt

Sich nach ihm hin :

Ach, diirft' ich fassen

Und halten ihn !

Und kiissen ihn,

So wie ich wollt',

An seinen Kiissen

Vergehen sollt' !
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/Saive ^av aivrjp ikcXos deoLcn,

KaiTTTraTecrcri TTvp vTro8e8p6fiaK€v'

yjv </)va OeLa, (rrvfia 8' olov r\vdrf

d 8e (f)(i)va (f>iXTpov Ijuats aKovai,;,

d Se X^'P' ^ ^^^ <f>CXe, Ovyydvovcra.

^eipo's ws dikyei voov dXXd rots ^iX-

rjyLacri fi oXov

iraaav aiypei ')(dpfia' dikot Se Krjvov

e/ATrXeKTjv IfiepTov iv dyKd\ai<ri,v,

crTi]0eo^ S', ws ejnire^uut', ex^crOai,

dficfufiaXoLcra

^el/oas' ai k€i/ joiv/aiaKi? KvcraLcra

KOi Kvvr)v av fivpuaKus Xa^oiTjv.

aSu K cm; TavSpos ip-ol Kvvevvro'S

noTfiov inCcriT'rjv.

JOHN B. BURY.
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CALIBAN.

Abhorred slave,

Which any print of goodness wilt not take

Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee,

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each

hour

One thing or other : when thou didst not, savage.

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble like

A thing most brutish, I endowed thy purposes

With words that made them known. But thy vile

race,

Though thou didst learn, had that in 't which good

natures

Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou

Deservedly confined into this rock.

Who hadst deserved more than a prison.

SHAKSPEARE.
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ANIAXnS KAK02.

ft) SouXoi' '^^09, ft) Ka/Ta/mviJTov Kcipa,

d/aer^s a0tKTo<s koL KaKbJv a,TrXr}(rTO<; av,

iyo) St' oiKTov fiev cr ej^ojv irdXai, judXis

Xeyeti' StSdcr/cw, vrfinov ire^vKOTa,

Kad rjiJiepav cro^Lcr^jbd croc Seifas I'eoi''

drjpo? 8e ^^^' ofx' ei^ t/jottois, w ^dpfiape,

ievTa /cXayyds hvcrKpLTOvs yvcofjir)'; d/rep,

evvovv (T idyjKa Koi koycov imj/SoXov.

dXk rjv TO crov ydp ttws dirdvOpoiTrov yevo?,

Kainep p.aOovTO'i, ov^ ofivXrjTov /SpoTol'S,

86fji(ov TTerpaibiv Ta)v8' icroj, fieC^o) trddov;

8 5 f ni ^f a t J- / o/
eopaKou ecpyo) cr , aguoTaTTjv oiKiqv.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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UTILIUM SAGAX RERUM.

Three children sliding on the ice,

All on a summer's day,

As it fell out, they all fell in.

The rest they ran away.

Now, had these children been at school,

Or sliding on dry ground.

Ten thousand pounds to one penny,

They had not all been drown' d.

You parents that have children dear.

And eke you that have none,

If you will have them safe abroad.

Pray keep them safe at home.

GAMMER GURTON.
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MANTIS nN OT WETAOMAI.

bikiaOavov Xifivr) 'v TrevrjyvLO. ttot iirnrXeovTe?

Tpeis iratSes' '^v S' oLKfirj Oepovs' ws S' iKirecreiv IjneXXev

ciTra^airavTes ivitrecrov' Spofico 8' ecftevyov oXXol.

KaiTOL tot' iv iraiSoT/atjSou ^rjirovdev el KaOlcrav,

rf TTOcrlv £771 ^Tjpov ye ttcus m\i(r6ov eTTiTrXeovres,

ei^l CTTaTrjpL fJivpi '^6e\rj<Ta vapafiaXecrdaL

ToiXavT av, et /a^ irais rts vcrTeprjae tov TTViyyjvat,.

Trpoi Tav6', Lv eiS'^r', w yoveis TraiSas (j)CXov<s e^ovres,

ouS' oSv Traprfcru) tovs yovets ot iratSas ovk e(j>v(Tav,

rjv TO) fiiXy fidX' dcr^aXeis ottcus (JLevovcnv e^co

ol TTttiSes, acr<l)aXels ye p.OL (^vXaTTerw rts evSov.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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KATHERINE AND PETRUCHIO.

P. Come on, i' God's name : once more toward our

father's.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the

moon !

K. The moon ! the sun : it is not moonlight now.

P. I say it is the moon that shines so bright.

K. I know it is the sun that shines so bright.

P. Now, by my mother's son, and that's myself.

It shall be moon, or star, or what I list.

Or ere I journey to your father's house.

Go on, and fetch our horses back again.

Evermore cross'd and cross'd : nothing but

cross' d.

H. Say as he says, or we shall never go.

K. Forward, I pray, since we have come so far.

And be it moon, or sun, or what you please :
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nANTA 2TM#EP0T2' IA20NI.

S) (f)tke Zev Kol deoi, ro XPVH'"' '^V^ fJ^'qvrj'; ocrov.

K. ^v iSov fjiiqv'rj<;' rC [lijvrj's ; 17X10S /u-ej/ ovv oSe.

n. ^^/a' eyoiye TtjvSe jxnjvrjv apyvpovv ^aiveiv creXas.

K. ^'»?/a' eyw )u,aX' av^ts elj/ai <^o2/3ov ovk dWov rivet.

n. dXX' e/Li^s TT/Dos ftijT/oos uioi) TOvS', e/Aoi/ Xeyw Kcipa,

(US SoKijcrei jotoi /caXeis I'lv, etre fiiqvrjv etre -rrov

acTTipoiv ye rtva, tt/jIi' eX^etv irpos narpMa SaJ/Aara.

irpocnroXoL, Toi')^ dirdyed' Ittttov; oi/caS' es (j)dTva<s

TrdXiv,

(US aei Tts dvTepei /jloi fnvpidKvs yj koI vXeov.

'O, (TV Se SiSacTKou Tryoii' ye voarruv, ofjioXoyei, Se Trav

TTocrei.

K. ayer' uofiev, ais e/AOu ye TrdvTa a-vp.ijyda-r)'; Xoyov,

€LTe p.ijvTjv eire (^ol/3ov ovpavov (f)dcrKeLS Kparelv,
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An' if you please to call it a rush-candle,

Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me.

P. I say it is the moon.

K. I know it is the moon.

P. Nay, then, you lie : it is the blessed sun.

K. Then, God be bless' d, it is the blessed sun :

But the sun it is not, when you say it is not

;

And the moon changes even as your mind.

What you will have it named, even that it is ;

And so it shall be so for Katharine.

SHAKSPKA.RE.
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ovTivovv eir' acxTip aXkov, eire ttov kv^^vov ^iXeis

aiTOKaXeLv viv, ndvT api<TKe.i raura, kovk aXXws ipoi.

n. TijvS' eyo) jx'qv'rjv Xiyotfi dv.

K. e^ETTicTTa/Aai /caXws.

n. <^iys, avaiSes; )7Xiou yap Oclov o/A/ia BepKOfiai.

K. eoTiv djLieXet ^etov opj^ia, koX deols e^w ')(a,pLV,

(Tov 8e jLf^ (Twati'eo'ai'Tos, ou^i, Kdfaju,eiy8eTat

aroLcrLV dvTLcrTOi)(o^ do'Td.Toiai.v rj p/rjvrj (fypecruv.

o Ti jcaXeis, tout' GUI' KeKkiqcrdco, err) Se irai' (rrep^ei,

yvvrj.

WILLIAM G. TYRRELL.
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TIMON OF ATHENS.

T. Commend me to my loving- countrymen

—

5. These words become your lips as they pass

through them,

And enter in our ears like great triumphers

In their applauding gates.

^- Commend me to them,

And tell them that, to ease them of their griefs.

Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses,

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes

That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain

In life's uncertain voyage, I will some kindness

do them :

I '11 teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath.

S. I like this well ; he will return again.

T. I have a tree, which grows here in my close.

That mine own use invites me to cut down.

And shortly must I fell it : tell my friends.
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KEPTOMA BAZnN.

T. ^Ckovi TToXirats eu/xev^ /a eu^ai <f>p(i(Tov.

B. irpiir^i ye prjfjua tovt a.<^eia-i •^ei\e(Tiv

viK7j(f>6poL irepaicr vtr eixpTjfjiov ySo'^s.

T. ^aipeiv p-dk' eliTOV, koX Xey' &)9 dXyiySoj'cijt'

Trkrjyatv t d^epTcov TravKav evpyjcrco ^iXots,

^6opa? T, dSay/AoO t tjv E/9&)s ttoXus /5uj7,

fc^i' TTou craXevTj, XeTTTov ws irXotoi', <^v(n,^

^iov Tv\ai,<rf roiciS' eu Spda-co ^tXows,

•n-aiicrat SiSdcr/cwi' vfipecos rov KXeti'iou.

B. /oaXws r)(et TctS'" etcrt 8' d\jJoppo<; TrdXiv.

T. e/Aoi Ti SevSpov a-r)KO<s dp^wex^i Sofiov,

o /ce/)8os ecTTat TrpepvoOev Terp^iqKOTi,

KovK iv fjLaKp(o T€fjbOLfi dv' dyytCkov S' ep.ol's
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Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree

From high to low throughout, that whoso please

To stop affliction, let him take his haste,

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe,

And hang himself. I pray you, do my greeting.

F. Trouble him no further : thus you still shall find

him.

T. Come not to me again : but say to Athens,

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion

Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ;

Who once a day with his embossed froth

The turbulent surge shall cover : thither come.

And let my grave-stone be your oracle.

SHAKSPEARE.
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^iXots TToXirais, TrXovcrtois tttw^j^ois ^' a/>i.a,

/car' d^Cav aTracnv, ft»s eav Swtjs

C''?T^ rts evpeiv iravkav, iv rd^ei ^(peMv

ikOovTa Sevpo touS' d/irdy^acrOai ^vkov

TTpiv rj Te/Aouz/Tos TreXcKcws al(rdT]cr€TaL'

X. rotoCrov ovra p^rj iripa KMTtXke viv.

T. pr} Sevp' dveXdrj';, dXXd TrjpavTov iroXec

TocravT iojv dyyeuXov, ws icf)' dXpvpd

aKTrj TrerpwSov^ divos olKrjrmp del

pevoLp av evoao , rjv airaq ocnQfiepat

/cXv^ei TToXvv ddXacraa KW)(Xdt,ov(T d<^p6v'

poXovcri S' vp2v ovpb<s av •^rjcrai, Td(f>o?.

RICHARD W. WEST.
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ALL SAINTS' DAY.

And after these things I saw four angels standing

on the four corners of the earth, holding the four

winds of the earth, that the wind should not blow

on the earth, nor on the sea, nor on any tree.

And I saw another angel ascending from the

east, having the seal of the living God : and . he

cried with a loud voice to the four angels, to whom

it was given to hurt the earth and the sea.

Saying, Hurt not the earth, neither the sea,

nor the trees, till we have sealed the servants of

our God in their foreheads.

REV. VII. I- 3.
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QVAE VENTVRA TRAHVNTVR.

ws Tous jnev l^e ^O^a" ^eovs S' eVi ireipao-t ycwt]'i

elSoi' i<f>e(XTcii6Ta<s Tricrupas iTKTvpeacriv iovtriv,

KoiS' S' ap' E^oi' TTicrvpaiv dvifxcju XaiAJjyjpa KeXevda,

firj TTVOurjiJiv opoiaT eiri tfii^apov apovpav

SevSped 6' v^nriTrjka koX evpea vSna dakdcraiq'i.

iv 8e iSoi' 6ebv dXkov dv' 'qeXCov ai/iovros

ovpavodi Trpo KLovra, irarpos S' ej^ev aiev iovro?

')(€po'l eais cr<j>pr]ylSa, deoicn 8' 6 p^aKpov aOcre,

Tois KpdTO<; iyyvdXi^e irarrip dv8pa>v re ^ewv re

crivecrOai yaidv re Kat evpea vara daXdcrcryjs,

rois 6 ^eots Tna-vpecrcnv iKeKXert) pcuKpov ducras"

icrj^ere jutot ^eipas, //.'^ ir/Jtv /ca/ca ipSere yalav

SevBped 6' vxjjLireTiqXa koI evpea vStra 0aXdcra-7)<;,

trpiv Kev eir dcjtpvcrt tS>v ye Trar/aos (r^pyjylSa /3aXa>p,ev

aicrtjota ot epSovcr, waras r' dXeyovcn ^e//,tcrras.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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PROTEVS.

Est in Carpathio Neptuni gurgite vates,

Caeruleus Proteus, magnum qui piscibus aequor

Et iuncto bipedum curru metitur equorum.

Hie nunc Emathiae portus patriamque revisit

Pallenen ; hunc et Nymphae veneramur et ipse

Grandaevus Nereus ; novit namque omnia vates,

Quae sint, quae fuerint, quae mox ventura tra-

hantur

;

Quippe ita Neptuno visum est, immania cuius

Armenta et turpis pascit sub gurgite phocas.

Hie tibi, nate, prius vinclis capiendus, ut omnem

Expediat morbi caussam, eventusque seeundet.

Nam sine vi non ulla dabit praecepta, neque ilium

Orando fleetes
; vim duram et vineula capto
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TEPnN AAI02 NHMEPTH5.

vaiu 8e ttovtov KapTradiovs yiavTL^ fiv^ov?

U/awreus evaXios, oa-rrep i^6v(i)v o^ol<s

LTTTTCJV T€ SiTToSaV 1T0VTLa<S fjieTpei TrXtt/cas"

oaincov 8' 08' 17S77 ©ecrcraXijs opfiov ^^ovos

/cai T^i' narpmav avre IlaXXijt'T^i' eySij.

rovTw Trpoa-evxofiecrOa 'Nvfi(f>LKov yeVos

ye/xui/ re Isirjpev?- oT8e yap fiavTus tol vvv

TO 8' aS TTpocrepiTov koI to. ttjoIv ^e^iqKOTa,

avaKTi, TovTo Sofav, oS TroraivLov

(fypovpyjixa ^xukcov ^ovkoXcl 'v dXos /Jivxo'i'i'

OVTO'S, T€KVOV, (Tol TrpS>6' okcoTOS iv TTcSaiS,

oTTcos avaa-av avnav vocrrjfjiaros

oei^r), 8t8a) re ^vyu^opa's \vcriv rivd.

aet ya/3 a/ccui' Trpos /Stav p^avreverai

XiTUiv areyk:to5" irpos Ta8' aypiav fiCav
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Tende, doli circum haec demum frang-entur inanes.

Ipsa ego te, medios cum sol accenderit aestus,

Cum sitiunt herbae, et pecori iam gratior umbra

est,

In secreta senis ducam, quo fessus ab undis

Se recipit, facile ut somno adgrediare iacentem.

VIRGILIUS.
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KoX Seor/i.' aXovTi irpoo'/SdXrj^' ol yap SdXoi

TTavTcs cr<f)aKel€u av ra^' iv TouTOts Kevot.

orav Se daXiros yjXio'S fiicrov ^Xeyrj,

av6o<; Tc 8w/(Tj, Koi jro^etvos ^ cr/cia

TToijJivaLS, vpoireiixlKo (t is yipovTOS olctkottovs

Kev6p.Siva<s, ivd' av TrofTiais Kafivovd' oSois

VTTVca Se^eWa pa8i(a<i eX.ois ^edv.

MAX CULLINAN.
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AN DEN FRUHLING.

WiLLKOMMEN, schoner Jiingling-

!

Du Wonne der Natur !

Mit deinem Blumenkorbchen

Willkommen auf der Flur

!

Ei ! Ei ! da bist ja wieder !

Und bist so lieb und schon !

Und freun wir uns so herzlich,

Entgegen dir zu gehn.

Denkst auch noch an mein Madchen ?

Ei, Lieber, denke doch !

Dort liebte mich das Madchen,

Und 's Madchen liebt mich noch !

Fiirs Madchen manches Blumchen

Erbat ich mir von dir

—

Ich komm und bitte wieder,

Und du ?—du gibst es mir.

Willkommen, sch5ner Jiingling

!

Du Wonne der Natur !

Mit deinem Blumenkorbchen

Willkommen auf der Flur !

SCHILLER.
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EI2 TO EAP.

KaXXtcrre yolp^ TraiBcDV,

<^ikov 9e<av advpfJLa,

TTokXStv Kavrf<l)6p' avdeav

XetfiZva X'^^p'
oLydXXoiv.

TToOeivoi; ei /caXos re,

TjiMv Se cr' acnrdcracrdai,

IJLoXovra repirvov icrTiv.

Kvit,€i 8' epo)TL Kovpr]?;

ifwv y eKan KvitpV

f) yap (f>i,\ov(ra to Trplv

Kol vvv (jyiXei fie Kovpy)'

poB' ovv ere iroWa Kovprjv

crre^eiv BiXav to trpocrOeu

rjTovv, TToXw re cr alrSi'

Tt oij (TV; TTokk oira4et5.

/«£XXtcrre X**'/'^ iraiSwi',

(f>ikov deSyv a0vpixa,

irokXoiv Kai'r)(f)6p' avdeav

Xeifiatva X'^^p' dydWcov.

C. H. KEENK.
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MACBETH DOES MURDER SLEEP, THE INNOCENT SLEEP.

Q. How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone,

Of sorriest fancies your companions making ?

Using those thoughts which should indeed have

died

With them they think on. Things without all

remedy

Should be without regard: what's done is done.

K. We have scotch' d the snake, not kill'd it

;

She'll close, and be herself; whilst our poor

malice

Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the

worlds suffer.

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep

In the affliction of these terrible dreams.

That shake us nightly : better be with the dead,
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01 ATTni KAKA TETXEI ANHP AAAQI KAKA TETXflN.

KATT. ftii'ttf, Ti o-auTov wS' ip7)[i(o9evT €)((ov

Xvypav \oyi(Xfi.Siv ttjvS' ofiiXCav cri^eL^

;

Tt 8' ws Iraipois raicrSe (ppovTicrLV crvveu

otas a/i' i^Opols, S)v (rv (jipovrCCev^ iripi,

XPW cvvdaveiv ; ay, aivTrep ovSkv e(rT a/cos,

jxri /Sou/coXijcTTjs raur' iv' i^etpyaa-pevots.

Air. ea" 7171' extSvav ovk inavaafjiev, povov

<T\iaavTe<i ov /creivavres" 17 Se, rpavparoiv

TO cr)(L<T6ev la0el(xa, rrfv avT7}v iraXiv

6pyr)v av to^ot" Trapafievei S' 'fjp.lv kotos,

6 SetXos, aphiv rriv irpXv 6ppco8cov en.

dXX' oSv ^vcrea)<; to. Seerpa tis (TvapacrcriTO),

TTOVTw KVKaTut yalav, dXX o/aws ^apas

iBeapdrcDv dapcrovcnv aTrokav^vv depis,

VTTVov T€, Sevvmv TftivS' oveLpdrcov SC^a,

oTTola Trdo-i^s j'vktos CKcreiet rti'd.
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Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to

peace,

Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave

;

After life's fitful fever he sleeps well;

Treason has done its worst : nor steel, nor

poison,

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing,

Can touch him further.

SHAKSPEAEE.
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^eu" jotaWoi/ a.v dekoifjn, rots <J>0ltol's Karco

aira,^ (tvvolkuv (ous Ta^w KOLfiav eSet

OTTws Tvpdvvoi? SefjLvCoig KOLfjiw[i€0a)

y) V TO) (r^aSacTjLiftj twj/S' aKOLfii/JTav ttovov

veoreLv aXvoDV. ou^ 6 Suctttji'os TraXat

(Tweo-TW' AtS?; ; kovk dp' Ik irakiyKOToiv

fiCov v6(T(iiv TjSeiav ev(j)p6vriv dyei;

i<s TOV(T)(aTov yap ^Xde tov Seivov SoXos"

ov (l)dpfiaK, ov (rthrjpo<i, ovk ifji,(j)vXLo<;

0-Ta<rtS TTOT , OVK CTTaKTOS al^rjTCOV (TToXoS)

a«/fatT av avrov rmv vvr^pyfiivav irepa.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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ELOISA TO ABELARD.

In these deep solitudes and awful cells,

Where heavenly-pensive contemplation dwells,

And ever-musing melancholy reigns,

What means this tumult in a vestal's veins ?

Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat ?

Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ?

Yet, yet I love ! From Abelard it came.

And Eloisa yet must kiss the name.

Dear fatal name ! rest ever unreveal'd.

Nor pass these lips in holy silence seal'd :

Hide it, my heart, within that close disguise

Where, mix'd with God's, his loved idea lies :

Oh, write it not, my hand !—the name appears

Already written—wash it out, my tears !

In vain lost Eloisa weeps and prays,

Her heart still dictates, and her hand obeys.
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OPOPETOTSAN iPTXAN EKIIAHX0EI2A.

OeCas (rriyfj's iv roicrS' avavSoucriv fivvols

oTTov yvvaLKav Sai/xovwv iTTtcTKoiTO';

CTToX-os KadrJTCLi, Kw/t/Att crvvve(j)€^ /Spveu

dei fjiepifjivais, ttoIs dveTrrdjjiTjv vocra

TToraivia, tm, OeStv Xdrpis yeyaxr' ofico?

;

TL S' ovK diretpy rj \oicrdia ttoOovs iiMoii?

TO fxr) TrXavdaOat KaTa<^yrj ; koX tov -^dpiv

Keap TedaXTTTai Tovp}>v Ip-epov ^SeXet,

o S17 SwuXecr' e/c fiaKpov ; koI /atji' ert

BekKTrjpLov To^evfid crov, (fiiXov Kdpa,

KevTSi fjue, Tovvofi ov "f^peoiv craive.w /*' dei.

drripov ovofia, Kd^ Icrov ^LXov (j)(,Xr),

a(j)0eyKTOv aiev evros icr^payicrfKivoiv

evifnj^Ca. ai) ^eiXecw Kpv<^drfTi p,oi.

rjirap, <xv S' avTo TTVKacrov, &»s Oeov triXa'S

TTodeivbv elSos eu Xdffrj KeKpyfifievov.

X^ip, firj (TV ypdxpT)'; Tovvofi' dXXd <j>aiveTai

yeypap,fJievov' <^ip i^aXeixfiar, 6p,p,dT(x)v

ttCtvXoi. fidrrfv dp' evyp^drcov irpocrTjyopoi

reyyo) irapeidv hvcnroTp-os, ttj^ yap (f}pevh<s

f] X^^P ^^CT/Aais KttTt rreidapx^^J^ deXei.

LAUNCELOT DOWDALL.
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DUARTE.

Du. You have bestowed on me a second life,

For which I live your creature, and have better'

d

What Nature framed imperfect. My first being-

Insolent pride made monstrous, but this later

In learning- me to know myself hath taught me

Not to wrong others.

Do. Then we live indeed

When we can go to rest without alarum

Given every minute to a guilt-sick conscience

To keep us waking, and rise in the morning

Secure in being innocent ; but when

In the remembrance of our worser actions

We ever bear about us whips and Furies,

To make the day a night of sorrow to us,

Even Life 's a burden.

Du. I have found and felt it

;

But will endeavour, having first made peace

With these intestine enemies, my rude passions,

To be so with mankind.

BEAUMONT.
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TDEXnN MEPIMNAN AFPOTEPAN.

A. dXX' ovv SeS(i)Ka's Bevrepov <tv /aoi /Slov,

odev <j6^ eifii, TovK ^vcrecos yap eXXiTre?

reXeis" to, irpwra yap ju.e yevvqdivO' vl3pc<s

€gr)ypui)cre yvovra o oios et/ti 017

rpoTTOL 'SiSa^dv fi vcTTepoi to pjr] dSi/ceiv.

K. X'^ju.eis roT opdat? (l>TQ(roiJ.ev Xewcrcreiv ^dos

orav SvvdiiJLed' iv Xej^ei irecreXv avev

Tcov vvKTLirXdyKTwv Sva-0eov (^pei'os (fio^cjv

TOiv alev ovroiV i$ vttvov o' dvdcrTacnv

(TTTJvaL Si' evcrefieLav evdapcra?' drdp

orav Xecopycav ipyfjidrcov fx.ep.vrjfiei'oi

'E/Divvas Kal KevTpa irepL(l)opcofie9a,

8l SiVTTep rjfiap cu9 fiapela viii Trpiirei,

dx^o? TciS' yjSr), kov fiCo<;, yevyjaeTai,.

A. (jipevol? 8' e/^' etSojs eiSdr' eS, iraOovTa re.

dv^' wv ivocKiovcTL St) o'lij'aXXayels

e)(Opoi';, SvcrdpKTot,? Xtj/jiacrLv, Treipd<T0fiai

(TvvaWayrjvaL ry fiporcop o/iiXta.

MAX CULLINAN.
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IF IT WERE DONE, WHEN 'TIS DONE.

If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well

It were done quickly : if the assassination

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch

With his surcease success ; that but this blow

Might be the be-all and the end-all, here.

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time.

We'd jump the life to come. But in these cases.

We still have judgment here ; that we but teach

Bloody inventions, which, being taught, return

To plague the inventor.

SHAKSPEARE.
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SICARTVS SECVM RATIOCINATVR.

ei TovTO pe)^6ev kol reXevTcpyj tot av

CTTTovSyj TL<s ip^a? Tovpyov eu deiirj roSe.

ei TraJs Tts otos t rjv TrepicrTelXai ^ovov,

TTjs eXiriSos Xa^wi' p.4v, acrTQ}(ras S' dyo<;'

el vav Svvaud' rj Kaipia irX.'qyr) Trekeiv,

KOi vav TrepaCveiv, /ATjSe ttjv dTrjv TeKciv

y(p6vov Tis iKirecrajv t66' atS' icj)' ipfiaTi

eppiTTTev av kCvSvvov vcrTepov ficov.

\jirj(f>ov S' CKvpoicr rj fipoTatv ijJLTreipio,

ct)S Zr] '7r€(f)VK€ TavTa- TrapdSocriv <f)6v(ov

dyy] vpoTTefiTreLv SiaSd^wv, TJirep vo/jlco

SeLV7)v iird^ei, rois i<f>evpov<TLV vocrov.

JOHN F. DAVIK'5.
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PSALM CIV.

O WORSHIP the King, all-glorious above

;

O gratefully sing His power and His love

;

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of days,

Pavilion'd in splendour, and girded with praise.

O tell of His might, O sing of His grace,

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space

;

His chariots of wrath deep thunder-clouds form,

And dark is His path on the wings of the storm.

The earth with its store of wonders untold,

Almighty, Thy power hath founded of old.

Hath 'stablished it fast by a changeless decree.

And round it hath cast, like a mantle, the sea.
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0EO2 nPOSnSEN ETMENnS nPOSAEPKETAI.

aye 817, Qvr^Toi, tov kvSlcttov, tov fieBeovT ut/zi cre-

fiea-de,

iXeov re Kparo^ t aafievoi vfJiveiT' dtTTTis S' rjijuv Kai

epeLO-fia,

6 iraXaioyevrjis vaioiv aWpr)v kol TTepietfticrp.evo'i aiyXr).

KkeUre 8' ovv Tovh' aXKrjv koL 8S>p', oavep ye ^ows

eTTtecTTat,

w r' a,fi(j)LTTepi,(TTe(j)eTaL Koa-fios, ve^ekav re tjxiXayya

8i^/3euei

Ovyaxivoiv, vtto S' oTfjioi; jxeXavel ttoctIv Iv irTepvyecrcrt,

dviXXiq^.

yaLr}<s 8', avapiOjjiov 6r)<xavpov KTeavrnv, TrpoiraXai

KaTedrjKa?,

IlayKyoaTes, aiTra ^ejiteiXta, TavTrjv aXvro) ^tJ4>(o Sta-

T^XajU,u8os Se Slktjv poov 'flKeavoG reXecos t^8' djiK^-

eKdXu)/fa9-
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Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite ?

It breathes in the air, it shines in the light

;

It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain,

And sweetly distils in the dew and the rain.

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,

In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail

:

Thy mercies how tender ! how firm to the end

Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer and Friend.
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rts S' eo^pov ^ot 'ya.piv av yXcocrcrr) KekaoeLv; TTvet

yap jMiv arJTT)^,

iv Se (f)d€L fjiapixaCpova opewv t eKpel TreSiovSe t

eirippei

TjKa KaracTTa^ovcra yXvKepdv re Spocrov Kai pevp.

veTolo.

f)p.el<i S' oXiyoSpavee?, tttjX.oO irkda-p.aTa, ^vXov crKioei-

Se's,

aoi ye TreiroWap^eu, ouSeVor evxiys iiyjp-apTiJKap.ev r)p<oV

(US cru (^tXdvdpoiiTO's yeyeviqcrai,, ttlcttos t €V(pp(>}v re

ire<^u/cas,

877)01106/3705 ^' a;u,' dXefiKa/cos ^' ')7/xas o-w^ets /cal

d/Awets.
WILLIAM RIDGEWAY.



204 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

ARISTODEMUS,

M. Whither away so fast, Aristodemus ?

A. To find Callicrates, and tell him all.

M. Callicrates stands here, awaiting sentence.

The gods, who knew, delay'd him till thou

camest.

A. Speak to thy friend, Callicrates !

C- Speak thou.

My lips are seal'd from speaking : yet I listen.

A. Hear then the truth, O Minos, and thou, friend.

Whose love was dearer to my soul than life !

It was midsummer at Thermopylae,

Where we three hundred with our lion king

Lay in the Straits awaiting what should happen.

Then did the captain send me forth to seek

A privy passage through Trachinian hills :

For I was first of runners, stoutest-soul' d,

Men said, of athletes ; and the love I bore
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EPnS ANIKATE MAXAN.

M. ouTOS, Ti ^euyeis vcDTitras ctttouS^ Spofjiov

;

A. KaWLKpaTrjv ws ai' Kix*"' ''"^ "''^^ (f)pa(r(iiv.

M. icat /[iT7i' TO S6$av TrpocrBoKa Kpirais irapaiV

vplv yap fioXelv (r eirecr^e ^eos viv ev p.add)v.

A. ^iXo) Xeyois av, ^iXrar.

K. dWa ya/3 jneyas

vSv ^oSs CTTt yXaxray (rd(f) tcrffi 8' ws /cXvw.

M. Mivcus, cru S' ovv TohqOis, aicrauTws 8e cru

a-KOvcrov, ov rocrovrov rfpdcrOiqv epov.

depo<S /u.ev rJKjJiacr' ev IlvXais, rjfJ-eL^ Iva

i\.oxii]<Ta[iev t/ois iKarbv iv Tais ecr^SoXat?,

Aecoi'tSas t W, oXa 817 Trpo^-qa-eTOLL

KapaSoKotv, Kol Trjvix o crrpaT'q\dTrj<;

d<}yr]Ke fi i)(yev(rovTa Tyoa^iz/os X6(f)cov

(TTi/Sov Kpv<f)a'LOV yjv ydp iv TT/swrois Spofjiev^

ddXoLS T dpL<7T€V(jt)V Tod', &)S ^^^'^v ^dTi,<;.



206 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

Callicrates had crown'd my name with honour.

So I, thus bidden, girt me ; and could see,

Running, the vast barbarian host aflood

From sea-beach unto hill-side, toward our host

Surging, that rock-like rose to stem the tide.

But I the mountains clove. A dry white gorge

Mid towering crags received me, and I ran

Hour after hour ; until what time the noon

Flamed in mid ether, and my strength was

minish'd.

I came unto a barren scaur up-raised

Heaven-high above me. At its feet a pool

Lay slumbering, smooth and blue as polish'

d

steel.

Broad each way as the temple steps that front

Queen Hera's shrine in Argos : and therefrom

Gush'd a full stream pellucid-froth' d, and fill'd

Its rocky runlet down the mountain side.

Mid myrtles trembling a thin silver thread.

There on my knees I bow'd, and lean'd, and

drew

Draughts that refresh'd my spirit, while above

Burn'd summer, and my brain with heat was

heavy.
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ecrreilfei' ovofJia, koI crraX-els it,o}(yd^iriv.

avdpi.9^o<; '^v Tpi)(ovTi, ^apjSdpcov iSelv

kXvScov, 0.770 prjyfuvo? eis o/stj yoewv,

fjid^rjv ^vvd\\io}v rffiCv, av ecrrij crrdXos

TTCT/Jas hiK'qv ddXacrarav elpyoijcrrj'i' iyco S'

irefjiov opennjv drpaTroV ^rjpa <f}dpa'Y^

XevKij T eSefar' ei* Trayois irvpyovp.ivoi'i'

eopafiov T es wyoas oi/ie O'^ ot.'tjveKCi}';.

fjie(T7jfi/3pLa 8' OTTrjviK e/c rijs aWepo^

e(j)\e^e (j)S)S twS' e/c kottov napeLfjieva),

dcfytKOfJ.rji' ovpavLov 6(f>pm]v Tivd

opdv XeiraCaV 7]'S Karco, j3pCt,ovcr' oirws,

CKeLTO Xip.v'iq Kvavea keCa 6' dp.a

acrirep ctiStj/jos fecrros" yKaa-drj S' v8w/)

''H/3as ev ^Apyeu irorvtas veoi fiddpoi?

TTpovfOTTiois els evpos, evd' dvetfiae

TToXix; pecov Kol \ap,Trpb? d(f>pi£,a)v pva,^'

KoX Trjv ')(a,pdSpav i^eiihrqij, d,Kpcov o-tto

dpyv^eov vSacri Xetttov iv fjivproos nXeKcov

fiLTOv' yovvTreTr)<i oiKkacr ovv, iXKew OeXcov

dp,v<TTiv, fc)S fJieiXiyfia ttJs ij/v)(7Js, ews

/3oXd<s OepeCa? Zeus avrjiTT iv aWepi,

axTT T^v jSapv? p,OL dvfjLOS' eo-TOJTOs 8' ifiov—

-
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But when I rose—nay, listen ; this is true

—

There stood between me and the myrtle-boughs,

In blood-red chlamys like a boy array' d.

One on whose lips persuasion sat, whose eyes

Flamed fiercer than the light of summer noon.

He in his hands forth stretch' d a pomegranate,

Ripe, ruddy to the core, and smiled, and said,

' If thou would' St see Callicrates alive.

Eat this !
' Then I, who long had served love

well.

Cried :
' Even so. Lord Eros.' For I knew

How Pan unto Pheidippides vouchsafed,

Mid vales Arcadian, speech, what time he ran

From Athens to fair Sparta, night and day

;

And in my soul I deem'd that love had deign'

d

To smile on Hellas. So I took and ate

That cursdd fruit. Therewith deep slumber fell

Upon my drowsed eyes.

SYMONDS.
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Xiyoi 8' aXrjOes—iv jLterat^iw ctkicis

fjuvpTOiv TTaprjv Trais ws ns iaTo\i(riJLevo<s

(jtOLViKo^diTTco ^Xa/AuSi, Ktti Tois ^s^eiXecriv

i4>L£,e ireidd), koX aeXas KOpdv airo

fjie(n)[iPpLvrj<; e^Xe£e Xa/A7raSos dipovi

aWo^ rrXeov Kal ^(epcrlv e/creivas /aoav

OLTravT ipvdpav koI iriireLpov 'ecrOe 817/

yeXcjv TTpocreiTT , 'el t,SyvTa tov KaXXi/cpari^v

^pTj^ets 0eacrdai,' Kara tol KeSvo's yeyws

8apov XetT/ots ^eoB 'ttws yoL/o ov;' yeycov iya>

'Svaf *Ep(us'' owK ^i' ya/3 dpMijp.MV ottws

^ei8i7r7rt8Tjv Ilav 'ApKaSov iv ay/ceo-i

irpocr(f)deyfioiT(i)v ttot ri^ioycr, 6t iopap^e

'Adijvodev "tiroipTrjvSe ttjv ipdap-iov

t(TOU KOLT rjiJLap Koi /car' ev(j>p6v7)V tot ovu

"E/aws ycl/3 e8oKei trpocryeKSxTLv 'EXXa8a

pKiynLaai hi^ecrOai, <f)ev (JTvyifju-aTos, /aoav

TpcJycD \a/3a)v fjv p-rjiroT w^ekov Tpayetv,

ivdirecre 6' VTrvo? 6fjLiJi,a<rLV vapeifjievoLS.

LAUNCELOT DOWDALL.



210 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

THE DAY OF THE LORD.

Strengthen ye the feeble hands,

And confirm the tottering knees

;

Say ye to the faint-hearted—Be ye strong :

Fear ye not ; behold your God !

He Himself will come, and will deliver you.

Then shall be unclosed the eyes of the blind ;

The ears of the deaf shall be unstopp'd

;

Then shall the lame bound like a hart,

And the tongue of the dumb shall sing,

For in the wilderness shall burst forth waters,

And torrents in the desert

:

And in the haunt of the dragon shall spring forth

The grass, with the reed and the bulrush.

No lion shall be there, nor any ravenous beast

:

But the redeemed shall dwell there

;

And the ransom'd of the Lord shall return,

And come to Zion with songs and everlasting joy

:

They shall obtain joy and gladness.

And sorrow and sighing shall flee away.
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lEPON HMAP.

vvv viov adevo? \a.^oiev at vapeifievai X^P^'

Kai Ta yovvcLT , aKparrj irpiv, vvv Kparov? elrj irXea"

Tots KaKO<TiTkdY)(yoi<i dpoeiTe' vvv yivecrO' eu/cot/aSioi"

KoX Tpe<rv]T€ SeijLta iJLr)8eV el(ri8ea-0e Kvpi,ov,

CK KOLKav iXevOepcacrcov Autos iferai fipoTov<s.

TTjvLKavTa tS)v TVfjiXoiV fJiev ocrcr ave.<ayfi,4v o»//eTai,

Toiv dvrjKooiv Se kol tot wt' dKXrjcrT dKovaeTaL'

eka(f>os ws, o x<w^05 aX/ta TTjViKavTa Kou^iei,

ToG Se KCi)(f)ov yXwcrcr' ai(f>o)vo<; acrerat /ieXwStai'.

Kttt yap ej' ^rfpol'i Tovoicrt vd/JiaT e/cpayi^o-erai,

ev t' ipyjixiaLCTL Xdfipov TroTajXLCov peCOpoiv crdevo'S.

Kdv hpaKOVTeioi<i CTTadiLoicriv e.vdakr)<i ov^rjcr^TaL

rj TToa, cr)(oiv6<; 6' IXeios koX fieXdfjLtjyvWo? Sova^.

ov Xecov iK€L TTOT eXaiv, ovSe drjp ttot aypios,

teal crvvoiKriaovcri fidKape<s, ol kolkov ire^euyores,

fcai (TTeXov(Tiv iirnv^ovTe^ Trjs ©eoC a-(OTrjpia<s

es Stwi' i6vTe<s wSais crui' t dyrjpdTw X'^'P^-'

rip^iv oiS' i^ovaL ttoXX^v koI yXvKeXav t/Sovt^v,

ttSv Se Trivdo<i koI (TTevayjjibs TravreXws otx^creTai.

W. W. FLEMYNG.

P2
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MANFRED.

Well, though it torture me, 'tis but the same;

My pang shall find a voice. From my youth

upwards

My spirit walk'd not with the souls of men.

Nor look'd upon the earth with human eyes

;

The thirst of their ambition was not mine,

The aim of their existence was not mine

;

My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers,

Made me a stranger ; though I wore the form,

I had no sympathy with breathing flesh.

Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded me

Was there but one who—but of her anon.

I said, with men and with the thoughts of men,

I held but slight communion ; but instead.
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AnAN0Pnno2 stibo2.

dXX' i^epS) fjiev Kci Xeyovr aXyeiv fie XPV'

Tovfjiov yap aXyos <^66yyov evpiqaei tlvo,.

i'^XV H'^^ VH-V SfS/)' del avvovcria^

(pevyei /Sporeias ef otov to. irpSiT ecjivv.

ov TOLvOdZ', y ^Tj OvijTOV ovt, ia-Key^dp.-qv,

iarXv ydp, Stv ipaxr, e/A-^s TrpocrcD (ftpevos,

vpocro) 8e rdpya /cdiriTijSeucrets fipoT&v,

ots ra/Att TravT avapcn , rfoovai, u afia,

Xvirai T i'irL(rTpo<f>aC re jitai/tdSes (ppev6<;.

Kayo) fiev iixwovv crS)p,a ^v<s ovk dvTepco,

Tois S' aS TotouTois (Tvp-irovetv dfju/j^avo's'

iv irrjXoTrXdcTTOL'; 8' ots (rvve^vyrjv tuttois,

fjiovvT) Tis—dXX' OVK ovoixdcraL Tavvv aKfjiit].

Xea-^yj'; p.ev ovv rjKicTT iKOLVOvfi'fjv PpoToi<;,
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My joy was in the wilderness—to breathe

The difficult air of the iced mountain's top,

Where the birds dare not build, nor insect's wing

Flit o'er the herbless granite ; or to plunge

Into the torrent, and to roll along

On the swift whirl of the new breaking wave

Of river stream, or ocean, in their flow.

In these my early strength exulted.
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€T€pir6fLr)v Se, ^wpis dudpcJTrtov cttl^ov

TTVOTjv a(f>v(ra-(ov aidpCav a/cpas iwl

Kpva-TaWoTrfjyos, euda iracr a.Tvt,erai

opvL^ fieroiKetv, ov8' virkp o-tu<^X'^s irer/aas

jMUiai TTOTcovTai' Kara Se TnjSTjcras ttotc

yooas ev'r])(ov, ckSiSovs Tovfjiov Se)u,as

crTpo/Setv ikiySrjv ttovtcois k\vS(oviol';,

T) TTOTa/jLLai? 8ivai,<TL' TolcrS' rjyaXKop-riv.

RICHARD W. WEST.
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THE KING'S SOLILOQUY.

What if this cursed hand

Were thicker than itself with brother's blood ?

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heav'ns

To wash it white as snow ? whereto serves mercy

But to confront the visage of offence ?

And what 's in prayer, but this twofold force,

To be forestalled ere we come to fall.

Or pardon' d being down ? Then I'll look up
;

My fault is past. But oh, what form of prayer

Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder !

That cannot be, since I am still possess'd

Of those effects for which I did the murder,

My crown, mine own ambition, and my Queen.

May one be pardon' d, and retain th' offence ?

In the corrupted currents of this world.

Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice

;
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YTXHS IIAANHMA.

KoX St^ TravajXi^s vvv KacrLyviqTCt) /Sporo)

T^elyo i78e icds SiTrXacrtoi' rjv^rjTai ira^os'

dX\ ov <f)LXos Zeii9 ^tovos iiavyecTTepav

ofi^pov? Tpe(f>eL VLipovras; ws Xuei ri 817

PpoToiaLv otKTOs, TrXrjv Iv ef ivavTia<;

crry rais afiapTiaicn ; kol iroia Xirwi'

^eia '(TTiv, el /jltj daripov rts <ws tv^j^i;—
ei^' c[)9 ^eos vraCcrovTa Kov(f>C<Ta^ (f)Odcrrj,

eiT ovv dira^ cr(j)a\evTi (rvyyvcoiJirjv SiSw.

dvafiXeTTO) 8' ovv, ay's iir dfJufiXvvdevTi, /aou

dyet KaKLCTTca rSoe' tis oe irpocrTpoTrr)

jLieXXei, Tts eSpa //.' d)(f)e\eLv ; crvyyvoiOi fjiou

o SvcrcreySctJS at/i' eiXov ; dXXoL irot /3\eTrcoi>

(f)(o TavT, e-)((av a)v ovveK eipyacrfiLaL (f>6vov,

(TKrJTTTpoi', Xej^os re fiacrCKiKov, Kparos t ifiov

;

TTws iyKpaTel rat twv ySta XeXijcr/Aevcov

dt,yjp,La irpo^eipos ; tj SoacrTpoffyocs

pel rdvddSe poatcrw, axjQ' ct^a/arias
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And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself

Buys out the laws. But 'tis not so above.

There is no shuffling ; there the action lies

In his true nature, and we ourselves compell'd,

Ev'n to the teeth and forehead of our faults.

To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ?

Try what repentance can ? what can it not ?

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ?

O wretched state ! oh bosom black as death !

Oh limSd soul, that, struggling to be free.

Art more engaged ! Help, angels ! make assay !

Bow, stubborn knees; and, heart, with strings of

steel,

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe !

All may be well.

SHAKSPEARE.
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BiKTjv irapoiOelv
X'^'-P o"^^vet ^uo'ovju.ei'T;,

Trayoe/A'jroXa yap aOXou oKiOpiov <f}6vov

ra TToXXa 6e(Tp.ov^' dXX' e/cet voyi.it,erai

ov Tavrd y' ov (TTpo<f>i] tis" dXX' olttX^ TpoiTco

Si/cd^eTai TO Trpa.yp.a, koX ^avkov ^pewv

avTcSi' evavra tcjv Tretrk'qfiiLeK'qfLivoiv

avTov Kad' avTOv ^wra firjvuTrjv Kvpeiv.

/cat S'^ Tt XotTrov ; clia, ne.LpStp.ai rdXas,

Ti Tis Swair' aj/ os p-eriyvoiK^v ; ti 8' ou;

KaiTot Xuo"6S Tts, ju.^ perayvcovaL vapov;

/ca/cws tritrpaKTai vdvTa' <j)€v, jSovXevpara

pekavTep' AlSov, (ftev rdXaiva (^prjv, ocrw

//.aXXoi' n'aXatei, /i.aXXoi', l^ev6el<s oirat'S

6pvi<;, TreSrjOela-'' eV, dpyj^ar, St Oeoi

(TTeppov Se KapTrffv Kaptjjov ixecriav, yow
crii S', a cnSijpov crirkdyyyov ivTovcorepov,

dXXafov 6pyr)v ^jntoTepav fipi<l>ov^,

e^eo"Ti yd,p ttcds vpayos eS mTTTeiv rdSe.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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'WELL FARES THE LAJSTD THAT BEARS SUCH FRUIT.'

Lo, I stand

Here on this brow's crown of the city's head

That crowns its lovely body, till death's hour

Waste it ; but now the dew of dawn and birth

Is fresh upon it from thy womb, and we

Behold it born how beauteous ; one day more

I see the world's wheel of the circling sun

Roll up rejoicing to regard on earth

This one thing goodliest, fair as heaven or he

Worth a god's gaze, or strife of gods; but now,

Would this day's ebb of their spent wave of strife

Sweep it to sea, wash it on wreck, and leave

A costless thing contemned ; and in our stead

Where these walls were and sounding streets of men,

Make wide a waste for tongueless water-herds,

And spoil of ravening fishes ; that no more

Should men say, Here was Athens.

SWINBURNE.
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BPTXIA A' HXn nAPAMTKATAI.

TrdXeojs crre^ovcrTjs, w to8' i(rTe<j)6y) Kokov

fjLop^ixtp! , ecus 0,1' davdcrvfJuOL KaTa<TTpo<f>ai

dpSrjv aicrTaxrcucrL' vvv 8' liw opocros

\o^evixdrav r eirecrrti' euayecTTaTT^"

rjjjiei? 6' opcaixev veoyovov Te^iq^ iKel

olov TO KaXXo5' Kai Kar' rjp,ap av t6o€

rpoxov kvkXovvto? tjXlov iroKiacrvTOv

Spafjiovd' opco, yeyrjde 8' elcr^\iTru)V TraTTjp

KoXkicrrov avdo? avros, dyXaiats Atos

6p,oiov, c3s re /cetvos evBvTov ydvei'

0etcov 6' dfJuXkav 6ewv re vpocrSeSopKOTcov

d^Lov, iySfj-af vvv 8' av a/iTTwris ye /aijv

<f)6ivd'i kXvScovo)V (jjiXepiScov tmv Saufiovcov

Kkvcreii viv irpo'i Ip/Aar' iv j3vdoL<s dkos,

XiTTOVCr dTip/rjTov tl, kov itoXX^s tv^ov

cjpa? e.T dvSpav, Kavrl tcov dpiyKap-droiv

dcTTect)';, dpoov re rSiv ipoLKOvvrav crreyas,

<j)(OKaL<; dvavSoL? yrjv av '^prjfiafievrfv

ekcop TiOeCy] /cat Xd/SpoLcnv l)(6va-LV,

ws p-t]^' ^XQ ^''^ pyJTTOT eKfjidcrdai, Xoyov^

rdS' rfv 'Adrjvao.

LAUNCELOT DOWDALL.
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OTK EST" EPA2TH2 02TI2 OTK AEI *IAEI.

There was a king in Thule,

And he loved an humble maid,

And she, who loved him truly,

When she came to her death-bed,

A golden cup she gave him.

Which none could better prize ;

And ever as he drank of it.

Tears dimm'd his flowing eyes.

And when he came to die,

To his heirs his wealth he told
;

Left all without a sigh

But his mistress' cup of gold.

As at the royal banquet

Among his knights sate he,

In the high hall of his fathers.

In their fortress o'er the sea.
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MNHMA noonN.

ecTTt 8e Tis vr\o'o<i %ovk'r\ \l6^ a[iv)(dak6€cr<Ta,

euda TTOT ecTKe dva^, drjcrcrav 8' oye (f>lkaTO Kovprfv

17 Se e irapOivos aSr' i<f>i\ei,, t'^v S' "AprefiL? eKra.

fj fiev 8^ 6v7](TKOvaa 8C8ov Seiras ajJutftLKv'TTeXKov

')(fiv<T€iov, Trepl 8' '^v iravroiv Keffapicrpiivov airra'

Ik S' ore tov ^acrtXevs iMe\ir)8ea otvov iircpev,

8r) TOT e/ia/3t/»' d^Xus, /cara S' 6<^da\pMV -)(yTO

8dKpv.

TOV 8' dpa yrjpa? iirrjXde vepiTrXofievcov ivcavTwv,

^7jp(i)crTy(Ti S' eSwice eKav KeLfnjXua irdvTa,

ov TL ^ikov 6vpi)v TeTirjfievos, ov8' dXeyt^tui',

CTfti^e 8' er av ^laXrjv, ttJv ot 8o)K€v ttotc Kovpy).

^/Aos 6 8rj 8aivv fievoeiKea 8aW iTa.poL<rL,

e^ero t iv /cXtcr)u,a>, eiv vyfjrjXola-i. Sd/iotcri,

Tovs irpoyovoL ttot iSeifiav ivl prfyfuvi daXdcrcrrjq,
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Up stood the gay old monarch,

For the last time up he stood
;

For the last time drain'd the blessed cup,

And threw it in the flood.

He saw it falling, filling,

And sinking in the sea :

His eyes lost sight of it, and sank,

And never more drank he.

GOETHE.
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TTJIJ.OS 6 Tois XtTrapws yrjpda-KCJv varar dvea-rr),

vcrrar dvivTrj, e)(o)v 9' dyvov jLtera X^P^' KvireWov

€KTTi.ev va-TaT d^ap, to Se Ka^/SaXev eis aXa Slav.

Kau TO yepcov KaTaSiiv voTiSipKCTO ^ivdea \.ip.vrj<;,

TTLfMrXdnevov 9' dfjua Kal fjt,avpovixei>ov otSjuari

TTOVTOV,

aW ov 8rjv ecn,Sev, p,avp(ii9rj(Tav 8e ol ocrcre,

ovoi TTod' vcrrepov aurts oy' eKinev aWoira olvov.

WILLIAM MDGEWAY.
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IMOGEN.

I SEE a man's life is a tedious one :

I have tired myself, and for two nights together

Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick,

But that my resolution helps me. Milford,

When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd thee.

Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think

Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean.

Where they should be relieved. Two beggars

told me

I could not miss my way : will poor folks lie,

That have afflictions on them, knowing 'tis

A punishment or trial ? Yes ; no wonder,

When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in

fulness

Is sorer than to lie for need, and falsehood
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ANAPOBOTAON KEAP.

^ ra/oa XPVt''' O'^**'^? apcrevcav ^tos"

Kol S-q T^TpvfJiai, SidSo)(ov yap ev(f)p6vriv

TavTTjv iavQ} Sevrepav ^ajLtaiireTTjs.

ivocrovv av rj^iq, /at) TrenrjyvLas <j)pev6^.

crw o yjcra optucry orjKos, w kip/qv, e//,oi,

ot' e^ a,Kpov (t eSet^e neto-az/Syoos X6(j)ov.

S) Zev, 8oKov(ri tows raXaiTrw/Jous (j>vye2v

Xpeias dpayol hoyp^aTOiv dvoaTpoi^aL

TTol Stj TpaTTiap^ai ; kov TrkavrjcncrdaC ^ oSov

TTTW^ol hv dvSpes eXvoV ^ Trpda-crcov KaKU's

fidvavfTos wv Tts ^evcreTaL, Kau yvov<s on

TO, 8vcr)(eprj Sr/ ireipav ri Troivrjv deb's

edrjKev etvai; ravra S' oii dav/Jida-T eTrel

/cat Toiv Tpv(j>a)VT(ov cnrdvLOv evopKel yivo<;'

cr^erXtwre/ads tol TrkyfiLfiekSiv 6 irko'va'Los

^ Svcr^epeia? ovve^ 6 ^evSrjyopoiv

rpevSo? S' dvaKTi p.e.itflv ala-^vvqv (j)epei,

Q2
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Is worse in kings than beggars. My dear lord

!

Thou art one o' the false ones. Now I think on

thee,

My hunger 's gone; but even before, I was

At point to sink for food. But what is this ?

Here is a path to 't : 'tis some savage hold :

I were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine,

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

Plenty and peace breeds cowards : hardness ever

Of hardiness is mother. Ho ! who 's here ?

If anything that's civil, speak ; if savage.

Take or lend. Ho ! No answer ? Then I'll enter.

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy

But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look

on't.

SHAKSPEARE.
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1) Tois irhrqcriv' u> ^epicTTe Secnrorciv,

crv 8' ^a-Oa Trpo's ^evarcov dp'' ^ XiXrjOoi irov

acriro? ova-a, aov y €)(ovcr kTri<jrpo^r\V

KCKi pjr\v aTreuTTelv vvv iin cr/Atfcpas poTrrj?

rffjieWov. dXXa Trpo's demv, tl XPVt''' ^P^ >

ovK es (f>LXa)v ^8', w? iocKev, avXiov

oT/ios ju-' oStucret, TrpocrfioXeiu 8' dru^o/Aai'

XwcTTov T av euy fi'^ [ji,o\eiv' iretvi) 8' o/x<us

Briyeiv ^iX-ct ttou ffyoiv Bia^dcipeuv ^vctlv'

paOvfiCas TOL Tr\r](Tp.ovri (j)VTocnr6pos,

tot) S' av arepeia-dai a-repeov e/3Xa<TTev yivd^.

o)ij, Tts evSov; ^v Tis rfiUpoiv p,eu y<;,

<f)6ey^ai tl' ktJv Tts dypio<; ^piv ys, o/aws

vvv 7) TTapavTLK dvT dvayKaias r/oo^'^s

KepSos Tl Xijijief Sevrepov fiaTrjv Koka

€iTopdLd^ov(T eKTripafia Sto/xaTo?.

irpoKOiTTov ovv eicTeifiL (reiovcra ^U^o<s,

Kav, ws eyw, criBypov oppahfj, fioXu^

TO Sevvbv ov)(dpb? dvTe^cov elcro^eTai.

RICHARD W. WEST.
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EXTINCTUS AMABITUR IDEM.

This shalt thou

Sustain not, nor thy son endure to see,

Nor thou to live and look on ; for the womb

Bare me not base that bare me miserable,

To hear this loud brood of the Thracian foam

Break its broad strength of billowy-beating war

Here, and upon it as a blast of death

Blowing, the keen wrath of a fire-soul' d king,

A strange growth grafted on our natural soil,

A root of Thrace in Eleusinian earth

Set for no comfort to the kindly land.

Son of the sea's lord and our first-born fire,

Eumolpus ! Nothing sweet in ears of thine

The music of his making, nor a song

Toward hopes of ours auspicious ; for the note

Rings as for death oracular to thy sons.

That goes before him on the sea-wind blown
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STAT MAGNI NOMINIS UMBRA.

TTCJS Kal TO arov (fyCrvfia ; kov yap av (j)6dvoi^

Oavovcr, iSovcra rata^os' ov /x.e yap KaKov

i^vcre yacrrrip, SvaTV)(yj TCKOvcrd irep,

wcrr' XvLV dijipov ©pyKLov fiapv^pop.ov

pyjyvvvT oLKOveiv Kvp-aroTrkriyos fiaxv^

evpeiav i(r)(vv Sevpo, Kaairatpovd' dfia

ws dvejjbov AtSou Koipavov TTLKpa pAvei

^Xoyomov, ip^^vTevOev epvos aypiov

yaia TraTpcoa, pt^av e/c ®pyKr)s -)(6ovX

A7}fJirjrpo<i ifji^\yj6eL(rav, ws TTapa\pv)(rjv

\jjv)(pdv (f)iXr)s yrj<s, tov Iloo-eiSwi'os yovov

dpx'!}0ev irf^dpov, tovtov ^vpLoikirov XeycD.

ovK evp,evri<i Tovh' ovttot ouS' iircovvixo?

crra^ei St' arcav ouris ew p-oXirr) \iav.

Kkdt,€i yap acr/Aa Odvarov CKyovots a-idev,

oKeOpLov <j)6pr)iJia rats TTVoal<; <j)epeLV,
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Full of this charge laid on me, to put out

The brief light kindled of mine own child's life,

Or with this helmsman-hand that steers the state

Run right on the under-shoal and ridge of death

The populous ship with all its fraughtage gone,

And sails that were to take the wind of time

Rent, and the tackling that should hold out fast

In confluent surge of loud calamities

Broken, with spars of rudders and lost oars

That were to row toward harbour and find rest

In some most glorious haven of all the world,

And else may never near it : such a song

The gods have set his lips on fire withal

Who threatens now, in all their names, to bring

Ruin ; but none of these, thou knowest, have I

Chid with my tongue or cursed at heart for grief,

Knowing how the soul runs reinless on sheer death

Whose grief or joy takes part against the gods.

SWINBURNE.
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h^wmf i<f>eT^S)v Toil's' ifjLol creo'a'yiJievQV,

<^a)s etr' ava^Okv XeiTTOv auTO^etp e/xe

(r)8eo"ai tckovs, eir' auToi/ oiaKO(rTpo<f>€LV

ttoXlv vpos ipfi d<l>avTov, eis re ttoi'Tioi'

AlSrjv OfceiXai ^lAjpiOTrhqdrj /Sia

<j)opr)iJLoiTO}V vavv evSo^ev rriTafLevriv,

dpSrjv payei/Toiv laTiov, irkyjo'iaTiov

ajLteXXei' ovpov TrpocrXa^elv y(jiovov irori,

CTKevSiv T€ KparepSiv crujuti^o/Das dyacrrovov

iv (Tvpp6oi<i opfioLavv i^e^dapiievcov,

oiafcos dyats Kai irXaToiv ipeiTriois

St' wv av opjjiov Tis Tu^ot vavcrdXovpuevo'i

iv XifievL /cXeivw S'^ joiaXto-ra y^s oXt^s'

KOLfiov (rTepr]$ds ovtl p,r) Olyrj -)(0ov6<;.

TOiots {xfyrjrjjav a.crp,acriv Tovrou ^eol

veiXyj, criiv ois Tois Trdcri.v dp.a.dvveiv ttoXiv

iroifJM'i rjKei' Ta)v S' ap' ou KaKoppoOois,

oTa6', ovK d-TT dKpa<s <f)pevo^ dpaus KaTriv\6p.riv

XvTn;? CKaTi, Ovfiov a»s eiSws SpafJieiv

(f)iXovvT es aliTvv oXedpov a)(dXivov, X^-P^^

ehrep iTTepxodels ^ irddei deols f'dx»}v

ToXfia crvvd\\ia.L.

LAUNCELOT DOWDALL.
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THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS.

Make no deep scrutiny

Into her mutiny,

Rash and undutiful.

Past all dishonour,

Death has left on her

Only the beautiful.

Still, for all slips of hers,

One of Eve's family

;

Wipe those poor lips of hers

Oozing so clammily.

Loop up her tresses

Escaped from the comb.

Her fair auburn tresses !

While wonderment guesses

Where was her home ?
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IRREMEABILIS UNDA.

TToXk' OCT dySovXws a<f>povi dvfJiS

TToW aKoXaoTCDs TJfnrXaKe vcofjiav.

i^7]kei,xjjev KijXiSa [Jiarciv,

ov 8' eKpaTrjaev 6dvaTo<; fjiop(l>rj's.

ou fiev ajLte/Airros y , aAA. appov op,o}<;

EuTjs TTafjifjiiQTopos epvos.

eta, p.vhZvTo<; irikavov crrd/AaTos

\\iv)(fiov ofiop^are, ;^aiT')7S re ^(Xi.Si^i'

TrXe/cere ^avOrjv

ap^rrvKO^ dcrcrovcrav aSecrfJLOv.

o^Xos ws Oap-^el, ttSs tis iponSiv

TOP ireXas aei p/qripa (jipd^eLV

Tts voffev euT]' tC<; 8' 6 (f>vT€V(ras'
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Who was her fathe« ?

Who was her mother ?

Had she a sister ?

Had she a brother ?

Or was there a nearer one

Still, and a dearer one

Yet than all other ?

Oh ! for the rarity

Of Christian charity

Under the sun !

Oh ! it was pitiful,

Near a whole city full.

Home she had none.

Fatherly, motherly.

Sisterly, brotherly

Feelings had changed.

Love by harsh evidence

Thrown from its eminence.

Even God's Providence

Seeming estranged

!

HOOD.
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\iMV Ti Tokaivrj yivo<i efiXacrrev

KOLVov o^aifJMV;

fjiCJU TWO, TTttl'TOS Atof 'E/3/cei.oii

(ftiXrepov €(r)(ev ^(wiJioyevia-Tepov

;

OLfj-ou y€V€d\ri<; vrj\£0<; avhpmv

hvavov T dju-opots" rivp i^S' a/AO/oos

p,vpiOTrXrjdrj ttoXi.v ivdvrjCTKUv,

avrrj 8' airoXiV irav 8' i^XXafei'

dvfJLOv avoiKTOv Tov TTplv TO yivos'

TidvrjK aTTo/TOip TOV (fiva'avTos,

lJL7]TpOS d/ilJTft)/),

T(ov re crvvaipMV avdSe\<f)OS.

iftev' <f>pov8o<s ip(i)s (TKkTfpas ^aadvov

(TKkiqpa hvaiptiis ^^ct iXey^co'

TTOJS OVV TO, ^pOT<OV

e^opSiv icjidvr] vo6' 6 hai^KOiv

;

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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JULIET'S WEDDING-DAY.

F. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ?

C. Ready to go, but never to return
;

O son, the night before thy wedding-day

Hath death lain with thy wife :—there she lies.

Flower as she was, deflowered by him.

Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir,

My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die.

And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's.

SHAKSPEARE.

PARTA QUIES.

Here she lies, a pretty bud.

Lately made of flesh and blood.

Who as soone fell fast asleep.

As her little eyes did peep.

Give her strewings ; but not stir

The earth, that lightly covers her.

HERRICK.
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INFERNI MATRONA TYRANNI.

M. (TTei^eLV ap ecrd' y) jaeXXdt'iiju.^os evTpevq'i

;

n. (rTei)(€iv fjLEv icTTLv, ov 8' uTTOCTTpei/zet ttoXlV

T^s €V(f>p6vr)s yap T<av ydijicjv Trdpo?, tckvov,

XeKTpoicrvv AiStjs crottri cr i(f>6acrev crvvcov,

Kapirov o' aKapTTOv d)fi6(f)p(ov iSpe^aro.

AiSiys o ya/A^/ads ecrri, KijSecrrT^s t' c/ao?,

e)(et ye yij/^as tijv Kopiqv ddvoLfit Stj,

Ketva T d(f>eCrji' iravra, rovS' d(f)ei<; jSCov.

JOHN F. DAVIES.

ET0ANA2IA.

ei/epde /cetrai XX&iyots, ipvo<i evTr^oeTres"

i^Tre/D vecocTTl a-api i(j>aLve9' alp.d re,

uirvw SafieXarav Zeus iKOLp-Kr'j.rjVLKa

e/SX&pe TTpS)Tov ofifjiacTL crfiLKpoX<; <f)do^.

8ds, ft) feV, dvdecov x^^/jLar' evXa^ov 8' iwz/

/u.^ Tvpfidcrr)<; kov^v \Q6v , y\ viv d/ATre;)(et.

W. W. FLEMYNG.
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HAMLET.

To be, or not to be : that is the question :

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them ? To die : to sleep
;

No more ; and by a sleep to say we end

The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep :

To sleep : perchance to dream : ay, there's the rub :

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil.

Must give us pause : there's the respect

That makes calamity of so long life

:

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time.

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely.

The pangs of dispriz'd love, the law's delay,
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AMBAHTH2.

l,r\v r\ TO [iJi) t,r\v—rovro S'^ o'kottCw aK/iif

—

etr' ovv cro<j>o1<TCv icm KaXkiov KaXws

TXrjvai ^eXy] re a-tpevSova's t ai{iif)<; Tu^ijs,

eir' avTa)(e.ipa Trij/iovas navaai, Opdcros

dtrai iifxyirkiadivTa KVfiacnu KaKwv.

el ya.p TO KarOaveiv [x,€v rjv cLttXcDs opadeiv

ois 8rj9e Xvcrai tolv /3l(o ^u/AO<^^opa

Xuiras 6' ciTrao-as Trarpi/cas /3poTa)v yevec,

ev)(Stv reXos S"^ tout' av •^v avrd^ioV

ei S' av TO KarOaveLV ye hapddveiv, tC p-iq

;

KaKCi y bveipaO' e^op^^v, Trpoa-TpifieTai

(ftev T^Se Stj to irpayp.a, Kal p iprjTvei,

av Tois davoxxri SeCpaT ij OpdcrcrovO' virvov

aTTaWayeicrL croypdTcov BvrjTwv <j)opa<;'

TOVT '^v TO paKpaicDva Trjv oil,vv TiOev.

uyS/oeis yap aiKias tc tis ^wi' av cjtepov,

Kopov Te (Tepvcov, ^rjpiav tc Kpetcrcrovcov,

TToOov T dtroTTTVO'OivTa pev 6dXvovTa 8e,
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The insolence of office, and the spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear.

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,

The undiscover'd country from whose bourn

No traveller returns, puzzles the will.

And makes us rather bear those ills we have

Than fly to others that we know not of ?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all

;

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,

And enterprizes of great pith and moment

With this regard their currents turn awry.

And lose the name of action.

SHAKSPEARE.
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SiK^S T dvafioXd^, dp^iSta t ciyKcojuteVa,

croc^ous re fKopcjv rX.rj/i.dvws •qa-crTjjJievov'i,

l8pQ}v 8' eXoiTo Kal (rrevrnv avrXelv KCLKa,

SiaWay^vai ^acrydvu> Suais irapov,

ei ju,'^ TO Sei/Att /at; Ti Tois OavovcTLV y,

Iv dcTKOTToi TeCvovcTLv dSittuXoi TrXd/ces,

(}>p6uricrLv etpyev cjcrre rdcrSe o"u/A<^o/)ds

crrepyeov iv oiko) (laXXov t] Brfpdv e/cei;

a»s dvSpa SovXol ravra avwoeiv \iav,

dvdo'S 8e dvfJLOv Tw <f)poveiv [lapaiveraL

j^wTftj ridrike ^vfi^vrov ^XV'^ joievos'

rrXif^oucra S' opju,'^ iTpivivr]<; evroX/xias

TijSe /SXa/Settras ovKer WvveL poas,

\]jev8(ovviJiO)? 8' airpaKTOs eis ouSei' piireL.

T. MAGUIRE.
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OX0H2A5 A" APA EinE nP02 ON MEFAAHTOPA 0TMON.

TO 4^1' er '^ TO fi7]Ket> , rjo ap yj poinq

TTOTepd TL 6dp(ro<s evyevicTTepov rpecjioj

TV)(7)<; dcreXyov? rocra (jtepcov viratTna,

rj 'v Tw crvvdrpaL ry ttovov ^aXy ixd^rjv,

ekcov 6 okcivaL, koX davcbv vinxa TrecreLV

;

6p.o1ov' oXov S' T^Su tojS' vttvco (jivyelv

TO Srj^Wvfiov Kol TO ixvpiov crivo<i

a)v Cf) /SpoTois kXt)poyxos' rj KaTacTTpo^rj

TpLWuTTOs avrrj, KarOavovd' vttvw Trecreiv.

oifiai y , ovevpojv ')(0)pLS. dXX' avn^oeL

TO SucTTOiracTTOi', jLi'^ Trpos S>B' vTrvovp,4vov<i,

Tovs Ta>v PpoTcicDV iKKvXucrOevTas TreS&ij/,

epirr} ti Seuvov <^d(Tix. er, Irt fieWyjTeov.

TOLavO' VTTOUOMV CtKOTW? TCt TTlf/AaTtt

icr^et Tis aKCJV Kal 7ra\t/i,/A')7Kous ^Cov.

ov yap (/)(,\di/)vxds Tt? S)B' vrrepp.eTpcj'i

0)9 KevTpa Xvp-rju t aiev aicHvos 8ta,
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oio-et, Tvpdvvdiv 9' vjSpiv, iv 8e Ta>v ayav

(Tefivcav TTpoTrrjkaKKTfLov, okiympovfjiivov S'

cpcoTo^ aXyos, /cdSt/covs Sikijs Tpi^a.<;,

t5)v 8' ei/ TeXei rpvcfti^v re kol Xa/crtor/iara,

Tkrjp,(i}V OCT apeTT) Kaprepovcr rjve(T)(eTO

<f)av\o)v vtt' avSpS)v, rjv Xucrts TrdvTOiv Trapfj

yvpuvov ^C<f}OV^ eKart; tZv8' a.)(0rjB6vQ}i>

Tis av Toi' oyKov virop.4voL ;8/3u;)(WjU,evos

iSpa>v re Ka/xaTW row TaXaiircopov fitov,

ei /A-yj Tt Tap^TjcreLe Kara ras veprepa?

Tcts SvcrTeKfLdpTov; /cat SucrefdSovs TrXa/cas

o^ei' dueKvxIiev ouris; ei'^ev e/cTrXayels

6 vous ajSovXos (TviJL^LOvv TTpocrLerai

KaKol<; TTapovcTi fidWov t) KdK acTKOira

6r)pdv airetpos. '^v ap' o Ti crweiSores

SetXoi yeyovajxev iravTes, (XTToSwres 8' dcjtap

Xpotd<; To8' dvdo's Tov (r(j)piyo)vTo<; l/j^epov

Tcov fiakOaKMV to ^copov dvTap.eiPoiLev

wcrirep 8e TroTap,cov peWp , iTri(nrip')(ovTd irep

(TfjioSp' es TO TTopcrcj, TTpStves dvOecTTiqKOTe'i

irkdt,ov(TLv aXkrj, TavTO, ^17 /ou/^ij (l)pev(ov

aXXcus dt(Tcrei, kovk iirrflSoko^ /cXuet.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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HENRY VI., Part I., Act IV., Scene s, Line 34.

\The English will iefound on page 76.]

TALBOT—JOHN TALBOT.

T. T'f]v T-^s T€Kov<r7]<s iXviS' ets Kpvxpei Td(f)os

;

I. wplv Trjv TCKOvcrav vrjSvv ato^wat y' ifie.

. (pevy , a TL y evvov tovo e<p(,ecrai /farw.

I. (is cruju-^aXwi' toictS', ov KaroKvijcrcav iycj.

T. iv crol Se irarpos Kav ti craOeCrj /teyoos.

I. ovK icrd' o crcodev ov jx iv alcr^vvrj /3a\eZ

T. OVK iKnecroL's av ovttot co^tjkws /cXeos.

I. trov y ovofjLa kXcCvov ap' dTLfida-o) <f>vy(ov

;

T. TTjvS' dyvLei ktjXIS' 6 &" orpvvas vaTyjp.

I. eKfjiapTvprjcrat p.01 raS' ov hvva. davcov.

HENRY BROUGHAM LEECH.
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HENDECASYLLABICS.

O YOU chorus of indolent reviewers,

Irresponsible indolent reviewers

—

Look, I come to the test, a tiny poem,

All composed in a metre of Catullus ;

All In quantity, careful of my motion,

Like the skater on ice that hardly bears him,

Lest I fall unawares before the people,

Waking laughter in indolent reviewers.

Should I flounder awhile, without a tumble.

Through this metrification of Catullus,

They should speak to me not without a welcom^e.

All that chorus of indolent reviewers.

Hard, hard, hard is it, only not to tumble.

So fantastical is the dainty metre.

Wherefore slight me not wholly, nor believe me
Too presumptuous, indolent reviewers.

O blatant magazines, regard me rather

—

Since I blush to belaud myself a moment

—

As some rare little rose, a piece of inmost

Horticultural art, or half-coquette like

Maiden, not to be greeted unbenignly.

TENNYSON.
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CARMEN CATVLLIANVM.

ignavi male iudices quot estis,

exlegum pecus et pigerrimorum,

en parvum in trutinam poema veni

perscriptum penitus modis CatuUi,

certis temporibus, memorque motus,

ne lapsum, velut ire fune tento

coner, fabula multa in urbe fiam,

et dem iudicibus pigris cachinnos.

tantum si titubem, ruina nee sim,

hos dum versiculos sequor CatuUi,

id, credo, id taciturn feram : sed omnis

Tarparum ista hara salva sit pigrorum.

durum est est modo ne cadam cavere,

tarn mollis modus estque delicatus.

quocirca neque vile me neque expers

frontis ducite, iudices obesi.

quin balatibus, o libri, remotis

(iam tingit rubor ora glorianti)

vobis bellula sim rosa, elegantis

horti gloria, vel puella simplex,

qualem non licet alloqui proterve.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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AUBURN.

Where, then, ah ! where shall poverty reside.

To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride ?

If to some common's fenceless limits stray'd.

He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade,

Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide.

And ev'n the bare-worn common is denied.

If to the city sped—^What waits him there ?

To see profusion that he must not share
;

To see ten thousand baneful arts combined

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind
;

To see each joy the sons of pleasure know

Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe.

Here while the courtier glitters in brocade,

There the pale artist plies the sickly trade
;

Here while the proud their long-drawn pomps
display,

There the black gibbet glooms beside the way

;
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QVANTVM DIMISSA PETITIS PRAESTAJSTT !

ergo ubi considet pauper cui proximus urgens

eripiat dives tecta brevemque larem ?

si pecus in nullo descriptos limite campos

egerit, ut sterilis gramina carpat agri,

arrogat at dives vel publica iugera campi,

pauperibusque situ vel loca senta negat.

quaesierit Romam—quid quaerere proderit immo ?

quippe sitit vetitas, Tantalus alter, opes :

in genus humanum coniuravisse nefandas

mille artes, luxus mille alimenta, videt

;

quot sibi Patricii delectamenta pararint

plebeiis cernit suppeditata malis.

scilicet ut Tyrio princeps splendescat in ostro

hie grave pallescens textor adurget opus

;

ducitur hie fulgens Capitolia ad alta triumphus,

illic crux maestis imminet atra viis

;
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The dome where Pleasure holds her midnig-ht reign,

Here, richly deckt, admits the gorg^eous train :

Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square,

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare.

Sure, scenes like these no troubles e'er annoy !

Sure, these denote one universal joy !

Are these thy serious thoughts ?—Ah ! turn thine

eyes

Where the poor houseless shiv'ring female lies.

She once, perhaps, in village plenty blest,

Has wept at tales of innocence distrest

:

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn.

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn.

Now lost to all ; her friends, her virtue fled.

Near her betrayer's door she lays her head
;

And, pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the

show'r,

With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour.

When idly first, ambitious of the town-,

She left her wheel and robes of country brown.

GOLDSMITH.
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hie epulantur ubi media de nocte beati

accipiunt festos atria festa chores
;

luce nitent, reboant lautae clamore Carinae,

dum pilenta ruunt dum rutilantque faces :

' nimirum,' dicas, ' tanta inter gaudia nunquam

surg-it amari aliquid, laetus it usque dies !

'

falleris ah ! demens—i, lumina flecte, puellam

contemplare istam, quae iacet, alget, eget

:

ilia, ut paganae cui quondam copia, flebat

si narraretur capta puella viro :

digna verecundo casulae decus addere vultu,

primula ceu mediis semireducta rubis
;

iam proiecta suis—proiecerat ipsa pudorem

—

en ! corruptoris sternitur ante fores ;

et contracta gelu, pluviis tremebunda profusis,

flet male felicem corde dolente diem,

quom fatua, et fieri cupiens urbana, Minervam

contempsit tenuem carbaseosque sinus.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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BILLY TAYLOR.

Billy Taylor was a brisk young fellow,

Full of mirth and full of glee,

And his mind he did discover

To a maiden fair and free.

Four-and-twenty brisk young fellows,

Clad in jackets' blue array,

And they took poor Billy Taylor

From his true love out to sea.

His true love she follow'd after,

Under the name of Richard Carr,

And her hands they were bedaubed

With the nasty pitch and tar.

An engagement came on the very next morning.

Bold she fought among the rest

;

The wind aside did blow her jacket.

And discover'd her lily-white breast.
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FVRENS QVID FEMINA POSSIT.

acer erat nuUi non Mopsus idoneus arti,

festivum pleno cum salis ore caput

;

ille adiens facilem, qua non formosior ibat,

Phyllida, quo penitus ferveat igne, refert.

viginti iuvenes et bis duo, mascula pubes

(tincta nitescebat murice cuique chlamys),

corripiunt puerum, raptusque requirere amores

cogitur amissos, et freta longa sequi.

inde habitu sumpto Phyllis tituloque virili

abreptum pelagi per mala dura petit,

femineoque videt fastu retinacula tractans

saepe picem teneras commaculare manus.

proxima lux ridet : committitur aequore toto

pugna : furit mixtis acrior ilia viris :

flamina crebrescunt : tunica fluitante retecta

femineum prodit nuda papilla sinum.
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Now, when the captain he came for to hear of it,

Says he, ' What wind has blown you to me ?

'

' Kind sir, I be come for to seek ray true love,

Whom you press'd and sent to sea.'

' If you be come for to seek your true love.

He from his ship is gone away
;

And you '11 find him in London streets, ma'am.

Walking with his lady gay.'

So she rose up early in the morning,

Long before the break of day.

And she found false Billy Taylor

Walking with his lady gay.

Straight she call'd for swords and pistols,

Which were brought at her command
;

And she kill'd poor Billy Taylor,

With his lady in his hand.

When the captain he came for to hear of it.

He very much applauded her for what she

had done,

And he made her first lieutenant

Of the gallant ' Thunder Bomb.'

INCERT.
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quae res delata est postquam rumore magistro,

'quisnam,' ait, 'hue, virgo, te tulit unde Notus ?

'

ilia, ' tot in casus, o dux metuende, marinos

quern rapis, hunc quaerens per vada salsa vagor.'

' per vada salsa vagans quem tu, fortissima, quaeris,

navis amatorem non habet uUa tuum
;

i, propera Romam : comitatura pellice cernes

ornata puerum, qui fuit ante, tuum.'

proxima lux caelo non iam dimoverat umbras

;

surgit ab inviso fida puella toro ;

it, properat Romam : comitatum pellice cernit

ornata puerum, qui fuit ante, suum.

' quis pharetram,' clamat, ' nemone hue ocius areum ?'

nee mora : feminea sumpserat arma manu

;

et puer amplexu nondum divulsus amicae

—

proh ! pudor—imbelli vulnere pressit humum.

quae res delata est postquam rumore magistro,

' euge !
' ait, ' infidos sic periisse iuvat

;

' et Ballista'—fuit navi hoe ab imagine nomen

—

^ 'aequora te clavum, Phylli, regente seeet'

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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THALABA.

Or, when the winter torrent rolls

Down the deep-channelled raincourse foamingly,

Dark with its mountain spoils,

With bare feet pressing- the wet sand,

There wanders Thalaba

;

The rushing flow, the flowing roar

Filling his yielded faculties,

A vague, a dizzy, a tumultuous joy.

Or lingers it a vernal brook,

Gleaming o'er the yellow sands ?

Beneath the lofty bank reclined

With idle eyes he views its little waves.

Quietly listening to the quiet flow

;

While in the breathings of the stirring gale

The tall canes bend above.

Floating, like streamers on the wind,

Their lank uplifted leaves.
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TALABAS.

ubi in alveo imbre adeso fluvius ruit hiemans

spumas agens, iugorum spolians nigra capita,

madidas premens arenas niveis ibi pedibus

Talabas vagatur. olli fluviique tonitrua

animos tenant stupentes fremitusque celeripes
;

et iam dubia voluptas malesanaque trepidat.

ubi rivulus micanti sabulosus itinere

remoransque vere flavet, mare parvulum ibi videt

ripa sub ille celsa recubans, vagus oculos ;

placidusque in aure captat cava murmura placida

;

super interim inquietus recrepat ferus Aquilo,

et arundines acutae fluitantia veluti

vexilla deprimuntur curiiata columina.

MAX CULLINAN.
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DIRGE FOR A MAIDEN.

Underneath the sod low-lying,

Dark and drear,

Sleepeth one who left in dying-

Sorrow here.

Yet they 're ever bending o'er her

Eyes that weep.

Forms that to the cold grave bore her

Vigils keep.

When the summer moon is shining

Soft and fair,

Friends that loved in tears are twining

Chaplets there.

Rest in peace, thou gentle spirit.

Throned above

;

Souls like thine with God inherit

Life and love.
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NAENIA.

heu tegit herboso Lalagen velamine caespes,

lucifugaque domo ;

nunc humilis dormit quae nobis mortua liquit

nil nisi maestitiam.

banc tarnen baud lacrimis dolorunquam pronus obortis

spargere cessat humum ;

non oculos claudit vigiles, quicumque feretri

triste subivit onus.

ast ubi candescens aestiva lampade Phoebe

despicit in tumulum,

fletur, at intextas fletu, pia dona, coronas

fingit arnica manus.

sit tibi, moUe caput, solium caeleste per annos

;

sit tibi dia quies :

talibus ambrosium dabitur felicibus aevum

associare deo.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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THE POET'S DEATH.

Call it not vain :—they do not err

Who say that, when the poet dies,

Mute Nature mourns her worshipper.

And celebrates his obsequies :

Who say, tall cliff and cavern lone

For the departed Bard make moan
;

That mountains weep in crystal rill

;

That flowers in tears of balm distil

;

Through his loved groves that breezes sigh.

And oaks in deeper groan reply

;

And rivers teach their rushing wave

To murmur dirges round his grave.
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MORS POETAE.

non fabulas, non somnia inania

fingfunt, poetam mors ubi ademerit,

plorare Naturam, suique

exsequias celebrare mutam

cultoris. ilium namque sub invidas

raptum tenebras aeriae gemunt

rupes et antrorum recessus :

flumine flet vitreo soluta

montana moles : de lacrimantibus

stillant odores ambrosii rosis
;

perflantque per lucos amatos

sollicitas Zephyri querellas :

nee tristiores non referunt sonos

querceta ; nee non, qui tumulum lavat,

quae murmura effundant, ruentes

ipse suas docet amnis undas.
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Not that, in sooth, o'er mortal urn

Those things inanimate can mourn ;

But that the stream, the wood, the gale

Is vocal with the plaintive wail

Of those who, else forgotten long,

Lived in the Poet's faithful song.

MEMORY.

Thus the ideas, as well as children, of our youth

often die before us ; and our minds represent to

us those tombs to which we are approaching

:

where, though the brass and marble remain, yet

the inscriptions are effaced by time, and the

imagery moulders away.

LOCKE.
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at non—quis haec tam finxerit inscius ?-

possunt ad urnam plangere talia

tam bruta feralem ; sed aurae

et nemora et fluvii loquellas

dant luctuosas, cum sibi naenias

illi cient, qui, ne sopor improbus

urgeret ignotos, fidelis

carminibus viguere vatis.

MNEMOSYNE.

plurima sic mentis species, mihi si qua iuventa

grata fuit dulci, mox instar prolis obivit

incolumi genitore ; simillimaque ipsa videtur

mens excepturo nostri caput omne sepulcro.

stent lapides Parii, stent aera perennia ; voces,

quas scalpsit pietas haud immemor, oblinet instans

annorum series, fugaque innunjerabilis aevi.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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ANNIE'S TRYSTE.

Your hand is cauld as snaw, Annie,

Your cheek is wan and white :

What gars ye tremble sae, Annie ?

What mak's your e'e sae bright ?

The snaw is on the ground, Willie,

The frost is cauld and keen,

But there's a burning fire, Willie,

That sears my heart within.

The Spring will come again, Annie,

And chase the winter's showers.

And you and I shall stray, Annie,

Amang the Summer flowers.

O bonnie are the braes, Willie,

When a' the drifts are gane

;

But my heart misgi'es me sair, Willie,

Ye' 11 wander there alane.
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SI QVA FATA ASPERA RVMPAS !

pallent, Delia, cur genae ?

friget cur nivlbus frigidior manus ?

cur artus teneri tremunt ?

ardent insolita cur oculi face ?

durantur positae nives

hiberni gelidis flatibus aetheris ;

at pectus, Corydon, meum,

heu! caecis penitus carpitur ignibus.

brumam nubibus horridam

grata ver roseum mox vice proteret

:

turn per rura vagabimur

aestas flore novo quae decoraverit.

quom diffugerit alta nix,

ridebunt nitidis prata coloribus ;

at tristissima praescius

erres ne sine me corda subit timor.
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will ye tryste wi' me, Annie ?

will ye tryste me then ?

I'll meet you by the burn, Annie,

That wimples doon the glen.

1 daur na tryste wi' you, Willie,

1 maun na tryste ye here,

But we'll hold our tryste in Heaven, Willie,

In the spring time of the year.

AYTOUN.

SWEET WESTERN WIND.

Sweet Western Wind, whose luck it is.

Made rival with the air.

To give Perenna's lips a kiss,

And fan her wanton hair
;

Bring me but one, I'll promise thee

Instead of common showers.

Thy wings shall be embalmed by me,

And all beset with flowers.
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quin te constituis mihi

venturam comitem vere novo meam,

ut quondam prope rivuli

ripas per siluam qui trepidat loquax ?

ah ! non constituam tibi,

nee fas est, soliti margine rivuli.

sed, cum verna aderit dies,

lucis Elysiis consociabimur.

T. J. B. BRADY.

AVRA VENI!

quod tibi. Note, contigit beato,

aeris levis aemulo, Perennae

labra basiolis tuis adire,

ventilare tibi comas protervas
;

hue. Note, hue ades, adferas vel unum,

sicque di. Note, sic deae me amabunt,

ut lovis minime imbribus madebit

rursus, at tua flosculis renidens

ala turiferas olebit auras.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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TO DELIA.

Fair the face of orient day,

Fair the tints of opening rose

;

But fairer still my Delia dawns,

More lovely far her beauty shews.

Sweet the lark's wild warbled lay.

Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ;

But, Delia, more delightful still

Steal thine accents on mine ear.

The flower-enamour'd busy bee

The rosy banquet loves to sip

:

Sweet the streamlet's limpid lapse

To the sun-brown'd Arab's lip :

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips

Let me, no vagrant insect, rove :

Oh ! let me steal one liquid kiss,

For, oh ! my soul is parch'd with \oy&.

BURNS.
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AD DELIAM.

pulcher est soils redeuntis ortus
;

pulcher est floris color explicati

;

pulchrior solem superas rosamque,

Delia, pulchram.

dulcis indoctae canor est alaudae
;

dulcis est lapsus trepidantis undae :

dulcior longe tua vox amantis

serpit in aurem.

sic apis gaudet studiosa florum

ore delibans roseos liquores
;

sic Arabs gaudet recreans scatebris

arida labra.

non apis ritu temere avolantis

in tuis labris mihi sit vagari ;

hinc sinas haustum rapiam, levemque

pectoris ignes.

V. BOULGER,
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THE BAIT.

Come live with me, and be my love,

And we will some new pleasures prove

Of golden sands and crystal brooks,

With silken lines and silver hooks.

There will the river whispering run,

Warm'd by thine eyes more than the sun ;

And there the enamell'd fish will stay.

Begging themselves they may betray.

When thou wilt swim in that live bath.

Each fish which every channel hath

Will amorously to thee swim.

Gladder to catch thee than thou him.

Let others freeze with angling-reeds,

And cut their legs with shells and weeds
;

Or treacherously poor fish beset

With strangling snare or windowy net

;
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DVM CAPIMVS CAPIMVR.

hue, Galatea, veni ; mea lux, age, gaudia mecum

plurima nee solitis hie aditura modis,

quot meus aureolis vitreus tibi rivus harenis

eumque hamo tereti Seriea lina ferant.

perstrepet aprieos tibi garrula lympha lapillos

sole minus visu quam calitura tuo ;

at tibi terga frequens pictus gemmantia piseis

obvius astanti se feret ipse capi.

balnea sive petes quando haee piseosa, ciebis

undique flumineos ad tua labra greges :

in te praecipiti met omnis amore protervus,

eedet e't in laetas, laetior ipse, manus.

frigidulus demptis calami moderator alutis

eonchis et rigida earice crura seeet

:

aut nassas vafer aut interlucentia nodis

retia letiferis insidiosa paret

:
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Let coarse bold hands from slimy nest

The bedded fish in banks outwrest

;

Let curious traitors' sleave-silk flies

Bewitch poor fishes' wandering eyes.

For thee, thou need'st no such deceit,

For thou thyself art thine own bait

;

The fish that is not catch' d thereby

Alas ! is wiser far than L

PEACE, PEACE !

Ye have not sowed in vain !

Though the heavens seem as brass.

And piercing the crust of the burning plain

Ye scan not a blade of grass ;

Yet there is life within,

And waters of life on high
;

One morn ye shall wake, and the spring's soft green

O'er the moisten'd fields shall lie.

LYRA ANGLICANA.
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durus in arcano latitantia corpora limo

audaci rapiat rusticus ungue licet

:

sive vagos pisces fallacis imagine muscae

aera recurva astu dissimulante trahat.

tu tamen illecebras, tali procul arte remota,

unica materia ducis ab ipsa tua :

piscis enim, qui te bene fugerit, aurea, visam,

hei mihi ! plus nobis, suspicor, ille sapit.

J. R. WEST.

GRATA SVPERVENIET QVAE NGN SPERABITVR HORA.

non vana tellus semina condidit

!

ardore Titan ferveat aereo,

glebamque vertenti calentem,

non tenuis caput herba toUat

;

vitale semper germen humo viget

;

fons dius edit nectareas opes

;

mox vernus humentes harenas

cinget honor viridi corona.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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BASE COMPARISONS.

FALSTAFF—PRINCE—POINS.

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three mis-

begotten knaves in Kendal-green came at my back

and let drive at me ; for it was so dark, Hal, that

thou could' St not see thy hand.

Prince. These lies are like their father that be-

gets them ; gross as a mountain, open, palpable.

Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou knotty-pated

fool, thou obscene, greasy tallow-catch

—

Fal. What ! art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is

not the truth the truth ?

Prince. Why, how could' st thou know these men

in Kendal-green, when it was so dark thou could'st

not see thy hand ? Come, tell us your reason : what

sayest thou to this ?

Poins. Come, your reason, Jack ; your reason.
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MILES—PHILOCRATES—STASIMVS.

M. turn tres simitu tunicis herbeis viri,

dis meis iratis, homines intestabiles,

a terg-o adorti valide me infestis petunt

machaeris ; nam adeo tenebricosa nox erat

non hercle nosses digitos tuos— P. eho,

plenior

periuriorum quam ipsa vaniloquentiast,

et mons mendaciorum manufestissume !

quin, totum omentum, dicedum, et totum lutum,

stultiloque, obstupideque, et stercorei sebi

hama

—

M. quid ? num as cerritus ? quae te intemperiae

tenent ?

enim tune qui convincas vera repertus es ?

P. die quidum, qui non potueris digitos tuos

prae tenebris nosse, idem herbea istos cum

schema

noris ; cedo argumenta. 5. age, amabo loque-

redum !
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Fal. What ! upon compulsion ? 'Zounds, an I

were at the strappado, or all the racks in the world,

I would not tell you on compulsion. Give you a

reason on compulsion ! If reasons were as plentiful

as blackberries, I would give no man a reason upon

compulsion—I !

Prince. I'll be no longer guilty of this sin ; this

sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this horse-back-

breaker, this huge hill of flesh

—

Fal. 'Sblood! you starveling, you elf-skin, you

dried neat's tongue, you stock-fish ! O for breath

to utter what is like thee! you sheath, you bow-

case, you vile standing-tuck

—

Prince. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it

again : and when thou hast tired thyself in base

comparisons, hear me speak but this.

Poins. Mark, Jack.
SHAKSPEARE.
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M. mene argumenta invitum dare et ingratiis

!

nollem equidem, si etiam scirem esse in mundo

mihi

tot cruciamenta apud Acheruntem quot cluent,

dare argumenta invitus atque ingratiis.

ita me di amassint, ut, si prae manu foret

argumentorum copia alga vilior,

dare denegarem invitus atque ingratiis.

P. sed quid ego cesso a me apstinere hoc flagitium ?

hie muricidus lurco, lectorum Acheruns,

canteriorum lumbifragium, hie merus adeps

—

M. vae tibi, ieiuniose ! vae aetati tuae,

mastruga, maena, vae ligula muriatica

vitulina !—qui mi vocula rebus suppetat

unorsis quas tis esse similes autumem !

—

vaginula, toxotheca, tum nihili verum

—

P. anhelitum ergo recipe, et eia ! denuo.

et exempla turpia ubi adfatim cumulaveris,

hoc animum advortas quod loquar. 5. hem !

hoc age.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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THE NURSERY OF NATIONS.

Meantime o'er rocky Thrace and the deep vales

Of gelid Haemus I pursued my flight

;

And, piercing farthest Scythia, westward swept

Sarmatia traversed by a thousand streams.

A sullen land of lakes and fens immense,

Of rocks, resounding torrents, gloomy heaths.

And cruel deserts black with sounding pine ;

Where Nature frowns ; though sometimes into smiles

She softens, and immediate, at the touch

Of southern gales, throws from the sudden glebe

Luxuriant pasture and a waste of flowers.

But, cold-compress' d, when the whole loaded heaven

Descends in snow, lost in one white abrupt

Lies undistinguish'd earth ; and, seized by frost,

Lakes, headlong streams, and floods, and oceans sleep.
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GENTIS CVNABVLA NOSTRAE.

interea Thraces scopulos gelidique per Haemi

ima viam tendo fugiens, Scythiaeque recessus

invadens vel ad occiduos iter usque novatum

Sauromatas flecto, fluviis bis mille rigatos,

si stagnantve lacus, largisve paludibus unda

saxa lavat ; reboant amnes ; stant horrida campis

tesqua salebrosis resona nigrantia pinu.

Hie Natura dolet ; necnon tamen est ubi risus

solvitur in faciles, quotiens contacta Favoni

flaminibus subiti varies per vasta locorum

luxuriante solo submittit daedala flores.

at, cum frigoribus niveis onerantibus aether

deciderit totus, strictim promiscua cano

terra iacet tractu ; vaga tunc devincta pruinis

flumina, torrentes, aequor sopor occupat unus.

SAMUEL ALLEN.
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LALLA ROOKH.

How calm, how beautiful comes on

The stilly hour, when storms are gone ;

When warring winds have died away.

And clouds beneath the glancing ray

Melt off, and leave the land and sea

Sleeping in bright tranquillity,

Fresh, as if day again were born,

Again upon the lap of morn !

When the light blossoms, rudely torn

And scattered at the whirlwind's will,

Hang floating in the pure air still.

Filling it all with precious balm.

In gratitude for this sweet calm
;

And every drop the thunder showers

Have left upon the grass and flowers

Sparkles, as 'twere that lightning gem.

Whose liquid flame is born of them.
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EX IMBRI SOLES.

o quam venustus quam placidus redit

nimbis fugatis candidior dies !

depraeliantes cum procellae

iam rabiem posuere, et omnis

nubes tepenti numine vanuit

evicta Phoebi ; cum maris aequora

campique, ceu blando sopore

compositi, placide refulgent

;

partu recenti credideris novam

lucem renasci ; cum levia undique,

erepta maternis iniqui

turbinis arbitrio rosetis,

iam puriori germina in aethere

suspensa, ob iram depositam Aeolo

grates odoratis rependunt

muneribus
;
pluviique rores,

si quos tonanti nube Diespiter

effudit herbis, illius illius

flagrantis ardescunt gemelli,

fulmina quam peperere, gemmae.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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BROUGHAM'S CASTLE.

Armour rusting in his halls

On the blood of Clifford calls :

' Quell the Scot,' exclaims the lance;

' Bear me to the heart of France

'

Is the longing of the shield.

' Tell thy name, thou trembling field ;

Field of death, where'er thou be,

Groan thou with our victory !

Happy day, and mighty hour,

When our Shepherd in his power,

Mail'd and horsed, with lance and sword.

To his ancestors restored,

Like a reappearing star,

Like a glory from afar.

First shall head the flock of war.'

WORDSWORTH.
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ATTOS TAP E*EAKETAI ANAPA 2IAHP02.

desidem poscunt sobolem Metelli

arma se segni statione promat,

iam situ foedo nimiumque longa

pace peresa.

' provoca Pictos !
' vetus hasta clamat

:

' meque Gallorum medium in tumultum

inferas !
' inquit veteri vieta

parma duello.

' nuncupa campum' repetunt minaci

ore ' ubi in rixam trepidam ruamus :

' redde quae fuso citius cruore

' rura rubescant.

' o dies pulcher, venias ! avito

' ense cum cinctus galeaque tectus

' pastor heroum velit aemulari

' pristina gesta

' tot ducum ! cum vel reducis cometae,

' fulminisve instar procul audiendi,

' prodeat, ducatque gregem sequacem

* Martis in ignes !

'

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.

FALSTAFF—NYM—PISTOL.

F. I AM glad, I am so acquit of this tinderbox

;

his thefts are too open ; his filching is like an un-

skilful singer ; he keeps not time.

N. The good humour is to steal at a moment's

notice.

P. Convey, the wise it call ; steal, foh ! a fico

for the phrase !

F. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels.

P. Why then let kibes ensue.

F. There is no remedy ; I must cony-catch ; I

must shift.

P. Young ravens must have food.

F. Which of you know Ford, of this town ?

P. I ken the wight ; he is of substance good.
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MILES—NYMPHIVS—PLATAGIDORVS.

M. di me ament ut congerronis volup estdeliquio mei,

purus putus homo est malleolus ; nimium in pro-

patulo harpagat

;

prave succinit clependo, nihil! cantorum modo.

N. ita mecastor bene subripies, dicto ut citius hoc

agas.

P. apagesis, non hoc ego empsim verbum lieu putida

!

homines graphici conciliare non subripere se au-

tumant.

M. per soleas dispiciunt calces.

p siris igitur lippiant.

M. pol sum ad incitas redactus, venaturast iam mihi

aliquovorsum faciunda.

p estur, inquiunt, corniculis.

M. Chariclem hie habitantem ecquis novit ?

p novi callide, et scio

locupletem hominem.
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F. My honest lads, I will tell you what I am

about.

P. Two yards, and more.

F. No quips now. Pistol : indeed, I am in the

waist two yards about; but I am now about no

waste ; I am about thrift ; briefly, I do mean to

make love to Ford's wife.

SHAKSPEARE.

EPITAPH ON A DEBTOR.

An arch accountant here is laid.

Who borrow' d, and who never paid.

If he's in Heaven, I could swear,

That he is upon credit there.
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M. scitin igitur quae mihi circumscriptio

—

P. quinque enim vix cubitis minor.

M. hui ! captiones, obsecro,

face conpendi : medio haud quaero quae mihi

circumscriptiost

;

sed vobis in medium quaero, mihique ; ne longum

morer,

mulierem mi Chariclis huius in animo est circum-

scribere.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.

CAELVM NON ANIMVM.

hoc qui sub tumulo iacet sepultus,

prudentissimus ille debitorum,

nunquam reddidit aera mutuatus.

si nunc arva tenet beata, naulum

ne vivam nisi debeat Charoni.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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FATHER WILLIAM.

(From Alice in Wonderland.)

' You are old, Father William,' the young man said,

' And your hair has become very white

;

And yet you incessantly stand on your head

—

Do you think at your age it is right ?

'

' In my youth,' Father William replied to his son,

' I fear'd it might injure the brain
;

But now I am perfectly sure I have none

—

Why I do it again and again.'

' You are old,' said the youth, ' as I mention'd before.

And have grown most uncommonly fat

;

Yet you turn'd a back-somersault in at the door

—

Pray, what is the reason of that ?

'

' In my youth,' said the sage, as he shook his grey

locks,

' I kept all my limbs very supple

By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box

—

Allow me to sell you a couple ?

'
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CALLIDVS ALIPTES.

' te, genitor, senuisse vides' (ita filius olim)

;

' albent matura tempora canitie :

vertice demisso pedibus sublimia captas ?

corporibus tardis haec, mihi crede, nefas.'

' abstinui iuvenis,' pater inquit, ' talibus ausis,

ne qua foret cerebro noxia facta meo :

at genio quis me nunc indulgere vetabit

expertum capiti nuper inesse nihil ?

'

' te senuisse vides, si fas iterare querellam ;

crescunt crura tibi pinguia, pingue latus
;

te tamen inverses dantem trans limina saltus

miror : quae tanti causa furoris erat ?

'

Nestoreos agitans crines, ' mihi contigit,' inquit,

' membrorum summa mobilitate frui

:

hoc ceroma vides ; cessas emere? imgnere; nummo

(sume duos) uno venditur unus onyx.'
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' You are old,' said the youth, ' and your jaws are

too weak

For anything- tougher than suet

;

Yet you finish'd the goose, with the bones and the

beak

—

Pray, how did you manage to do it ?

'

' In my youth,' said his father, ' I took to the law,

And argued each case with my wife

;

And the muscular strength which it gave to my jaw

Has lasted the rest of my life.'

' You are old,' said the youth ;
' one would hardly

suppose

That your eye was as steady as ever

;

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose

—

What made you so awfully clever ?

'

' I have answer'd three questions, andthat is enough,'

Said his father ;
' don't give yourselves airs !

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff ?

Be off, or I'll kick you down stairs !

'

LEWIS CARROLL.
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' indoluit, genitor, quotles gingiva senilis,

ipsa nocent tactu mollia larda suo

;

at, quaeso, anser ubi est ? non ossa neque ora

supersunt

;

o vires raras insolitamque gulam !

'

ille sub haec : ' olim causas ego publicus egi,

ac reduci parvum fit domus ipsa forum
;

qui mihi maxillas his viribus induit usus,

ut senio haud fractus manserit ille vigor.'

' at, pater, annoso nemo iam sanus ocello

virtutem priscam credat inesse tuo

;

anguillam tamen hanc—opus admirabile—naso,

die mihi, librasti qua ratione, pater ?

'

' plura nefas ! tria iam dedimus responsa petenti

;

hinc,' genitor, ' fastus, hinc, puer, aufer,' ait

:

' tene diem totum nugas trivisse canentem !

i—pedibus nostris eiiciendus abi
!

'

HASTINGS CROSSLEV.
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A LOVER'S MISGIVINGS.

Thyrsis, when we parted, swore

Ere the spring he would return

—

Ah ! what means yon violet flower,

And the bud that decks the thorn ?

'Twas the lark that upward sprung !

'Twas the nightingale that sung !

Idle notes ! untimely green !

Why this unavailing haste ?

Zephyr winds and skies serene

Speak not always winter past.

Cease, my doubts, my fears to move

—

Spare the honour of my love.
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PLENA TIMORIS AMANS.

in mea iurabas proficiscens, perfide, verba,

' cum primo repetam, lux mea, vere domum '
;

quid sibi picta volunt multo violaria flore ?

quaeque rubum decorant quid sibi, Thyrsi, rosae ?

fallor, an ille canor Philomelae percutit aures ?

fallor, an alta petens spernit alauda solum ?

immature color ! non tempestiva querella !

sicine iam vernus praeripiendus honor ?

detonuit num bruma, semel si luppiter albus,

cogitur et Zephyro ponere flante minas ?

ah ! nolite metus, nolite movere timores

—

vivat amatoris non temerata fides.

RALPH S. BENSON.
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SALLY IN OUR ALLEY.

Of all the girls that are so smart,

There's none like pretty Sally;

She is the darling of my heart,

And she lives in our alley.

There is no lady in the land

Is half so sweet as Sally ;

She is the darling of my heart,

And she lives in our alley.

Her father he makes cabbage-nets.

And through the streets does cry 'em ;

Her mother she sells laces long

To such as please to buy 'em

:

But sure such folks could ne'er beget

So sweet a girl as Sally

!

She is the darling of my heart,

And she lives in our alley.
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TOTA MERVM SAL.

nulla inter nitidas, puto, puellas

conferri lepidae potest Megillae :

meae deliciae est, mei lepores,

iuxta nos habitans in angiportu.

ecquae nobilis et superba virgo

tam mellitula quam Megilla vivit ?

illam depereo intimis meduUis

iuxta nos habitantem in angiportu.

pauper cauliculis meae puellae

pater reticula et facit tuendis,

et venalia clamitat per urbem ;

at matercula venditat puellae

limbos, quisquis emet, laboriosos.

sed credas cave plebe de scelesta

tales delicias fuisse natas :

illam. plus oculis amo gemellis

iuxta nos habitantem in angiportu.
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When she is by I leave my work,

I love her so sincerely

;

My master comes like any Turk,

And bangs me most severely ;

But let him bang his bellyful,

I'll bear it all for Sally;

She is the darling of my heart.

And she lives in our alley.

Of all the days that's in the week,

I dearly love but one day.

And that's the day that comes betwixt

A Saturday and Monday
;

For then I'm drest all in my best

To walk abroad with Sally
;

She is the darling of my heart.

And she lives in our alley.

My master carries me to church.

And often am I blamed

Because I leave him in the lurch

As soon as text is named

;

I leave the church in sermon-time

And slink away to Sally

;

She is the darling of my heart,

And she lives in our alley.
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ad nos cum mea ventitat puella,

confestim, quod erat mihi negoti,

qui tarn perdite amem, lubens omitto :

existit similis truci Britanno

iracundus erus, meisque malis

infringit colaphos severiores :

sed per me colaphis iecur saginet

;

plagas nil moror ob meam puellam :

meae deliciae est, mei lepores,

iuxta nos habitans in angiportu.

non huius facio dies profestos

—

festi plus oculis meis amantur !

tum demum licet ire feriatum,

et cultum pretiosiore veste

cum cara spatiarier puella :

illam depereo impotente amore

iuxta nos habitantem in angiportu.

adsisto, domino trahente, sacris,

et male audio identidem, quod inde,

orarit bona verba cum sacerdos,

erum inter medias preces hiantem

linquens, aufugio ad meam puellam :

quae desiderium meum est, meum mel,

iuxta nos habitans in angiportu.
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When Christmas comes about again,

O then I shall have money

;

I'll hoard it up, and box it all,

And give it to my honey :

I would it were ten thousand pound,

I'd give it all to Sally;

She is the darling of my heart.

And she lives in our alley.

My master and the neighbours all

Make game of me and Sally,

And, but for her, I'd better be

A slave, and row a galley ;

But, when my seven long years are out,

O then I'll marry Sally

—

O then we'll wed, and then we'll bed,

But not in our alley !
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Saturnalia laeta cum redibunt,

prae manu quid erit mihi lucelli,

quantum quantum erit, arcula repostum,

dabo melliculo meo nitenti

:

di faxint deciens sit ! usque ad assem

effundam in gremium meae puellae :

nam desiderium meum est, meum mel,

iuxta nos habitans in angiportu.

at vicinia tota erusque mordax

ludos me facit, et meos amores :

et credo, nisi quod levat puella,

vitam vivere liberaliorem

servos lautumiis datos in aevum :

sed post tempora tarda servitutis

a praetore meusque pileatusque

egressus dominam volens volentem

ducam. Hymen Hymenaee !—at in malam rem

nostrum abire sinemus angiportum !

ARTHUR PALMER.



302 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

THE GIFT.

Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake,

Dear mercenary beauty,

What annual offering shall I make

Expressive of my duty ?

My heart, a victim to thine eyes.

Should I at once deliver.

Say, would the angry fair one prize

The gift, who slights the giver ?

A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy,

My rivals give, and let 'em ;

If gems or gold impart a joy,

I'll give them—when I get 'em.

I'll give, but not the full-blown rose.

Or rosebud, more in fashion
;

Such short-lived offerings but disclose

A transitory passion.

I'll g-ive thee something yet unpaid.

Not less sincere than civil

;

I'll give thee, ah ! too charming maid,

I'll give thee—to the d .

GOLDSMITH.
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ESSE QVID HOC DICAM ?

die, mea lux, emendos

quam iuvat risus facili saevitia negare,

quae redeunte dona

largiens anno, doceam quo peream calore ?

demne manus ? amantem

me tuis dedamne oculis, Lydia dura, captum ?

cui tamen haec iniquae

sordeat laurus nihili tantulum erit tropaeum.

sarcinulis et auro

te petat si quia caleat, me nihil invidente,

talia mille, talis

si iuvat cultus, tribuam, ni mihi di negarint.

non rosa, non adulta

matre quae nostris potius gemma placet puellis,

te doceat quid urar,

flos brevis, qualive iecur torquear igne lento.

perpetui caloris

pignus, illaesaeque fide, non tibi adhuc tributum,

Lydia, die amanti,

esse quid dicam : teneo : do laqueum puellae.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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THE SILENT LOVER.

Few the words that I have spoken

—

True love's words are ever few

;

But by many a speechless token

Hath my heart discoursed to you.

Souls that to each other listen,

Hear the language of a sigh
;

Read the silent tears that glisten

In the tender trembling eye.

When your cheek is pale with sadness,

Dimmer grows the light of mine
;

And your smiles of sunny gladness

In my face reflected shine.

Though my speech is faint and broken.

Though my words are ever few
;

Yet by many a voiceless token

All my heart is known to you.
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MVTVS AMOR.

pauca quidem dixi, cultor taciturnus amabam,

fidus amans semper multa tacere solet

;

attamen indiciis mea corda silentibus usa

saepe tibi sensus exhibuere suos.

Concordes animae quid egent interprete lingua ?

coUoquii gemitus scilicet instar habent

;

literulis illae quid egent ? i, perlege guttam

luminibus teneris quae tremebunda nitet.

cum tibi soUicitae pallet flos iste genarum,

turn mea contristat mutuus ora dolor

;

et tibi laetanti vultus cum risus inaurat,

ora repercussa tum mea luce nitent.

quid quod lingua labat mediaque in voce resistit,

atque amor eloquium praepedit ipse suum ?

quod lateat tacito non enarrabile corde

pluribus indiciis tu, mea vita, tenes.

T. J. B, BRADY.
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MARY.

' Oh ! it's time I should speak to your father,

Dear Mary,' says I.

' Oh ! don't speak to my father,' says Mary,

Beginning to cry

;

' For my father he loves me so dearly.

He ne'er will consent I should go ;

If you speak to my father,' says Mary,

' He'll surely say no !

'

' Then I think I must speak to your mother.

Dear Mary,' says I.

' Oh ! don't speak to my mother,' says Mary,

Just wiping her eye
;

' For mother says men are deceitful

;

She never will give her consent.

And that girls in a hurry to marry

At leisure repent.'
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TETAA0I MOI, KPAAIH.

' iam manet orandus genitor tuus,' inquit Alexis,

' o magis his oculis cara Corinna mihi.'

' heu ! minime' clamat 'pater est adeundus amanti,'

irrigat ut teneras lacrima fusa genas,

' ah ! nescis, nescis, quali foveatur amore

filia, non questus audiet ille tuos

;

orabis frustra talem, carissime, patrem,

invida ferventes auferet aura preces.'

' at genetrix oranda tamen ; nam moUior aegri

femina non nihili pendere vota solet'

' hanc quoque tu' clamat, lacrimam dum siccat

obortam,

' hanc caveas, nihili moUia verba facit

;

haec tibi num credet, nullam quae semper amanti

quamvis iurato dictitat esse fidem ?

praeripiatque faces citius si vana iugales,

mutatos sero flere dolore deos.'
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' Then how shall I get you, my jewel,

Dear Mary ?
' says I

;

' If your parents will both be so cruel,

I surely must die.'

' Oh never say die, love,' says Mary,

' The way to relieve you I see :

Since my parents are both so contrary.

You'd better—ask me !

'

SEA-SHORE STANZA.

Methinks I fain would lie by the lone sea,

And hear the waters their white music weave !

Methinks it were a pleasant thing to grieve,

So that our sorrows might companion' d be

By that strange harmony

Of winds and billows, and the living sound

Sent down from heaven when the thunder speaks

Unto the listening shores and torrent creeks,

When the swollen sea doth strive to burst its bound !

BARRY CORNWALL.
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' die igitur tandem, vita mihi carior ipsa,

die misero, quonam sis potiunda modo.

non exorandi si te genuere parentes,

quid me ni fatis oceubui.sse manet ?

'

ilia ' omen procul hoc absit, carissime ; restat

non tibi nil tantis quo medeare malis
;

si mens heu durat non exoranda parentum,

quin natam, frustra non abiturus, adis ?

'

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.

HVMIDA ALBICANTIS LOCA LITORIS.

deserta ponti visere litora,

audire fluctus mens avet, albicans

qua spuma vocalem coroUam

nectit aquis. socios dolores

fudisse tali fert animus loco !

sic cum querellis se magicum melos

misceret aurarum, gemente

oceano, quotiens caducos

caelum fragores detonuit, vada

aurita diis vocibus adloquens
;

cum saevus eruptis minatur

obiicibus vagus ire pontus.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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SOLACIA VICTIS.

(the fikeworshippers.)

What ! while our arms can wield these blades,

Shall we die tamely ? die alone

Without one victim to our shades,

One Moslem heart, where, buried deep.

The sabre from its toil may sleep ?

No. God of Iran's burning skies.

Thou scorn' St th' inglorious sacrifice.

No, though of all earth's hopes bereft.

Life, swords, and vengeance still are left.

We'll make yon valley's reeking caves

Live in the awe-struck minds of men

Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves

Tell of the Gheber's bloody glen.

Follow, brave hearts ! This pile remains.

Our refuge still from life and chains

;

But his the best, the holiest bed,

Who sinks entomb'd in Moslem dead.
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ADAH 0ANEIN.

bracchia num languent ? num sic moriemur inulti,

victima nee nostris ferietur Manibus ulla,

sangnine quo vili fessus requieverit ensis ?

hoc—pro flammantis Sol lustrans ardua caeli

—

respuis indignum. vivendi sordeat omnis

causa, sed armatis vita at vindicta supersunt.

hanc facite ut vallem tepidasque cruore cavernas

religione sua per pallida saecla nefandas

laetantes cantent servi trepidentque tyranni

!

festinate mori mecum, fortlssima corda !

vitam servitiumque dabit fugisse supremus

ignis et ille rogus. quamquam o latuisse iuvaret

strage sub hostili ; virtus sic obruta gaudet.

T. MAGHIRE.
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STANZAS ON WOMAN.

When lovely woman stoops to folly,

And finds too late that men betray,

What charm can soothe her melancholy,

What art can wash her guilt away ?

The only art her guilt to cover,

To hide her shame from every eye.

To give repentance to her lover,

And wring his bosom, is—to die.

GOLDSMITH.
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VLTIMA.

quae, virgo, in facilem male declinaris amorem,

heu proditorem senties

serius esse virum
;

quis poterit tantos Orpheus mulcere dolores ?

culpam quis admissam valet

eluere arte magus ?

tu si quaesieris, quae sit via sola medendi,

ne plebe monstretur palam

prodita nequities

;

quo leve cor luctus, quo vivus distrahat angor,

misella, mortis i viam

—

mors tua sola salus.

ALFRED P. GRAVES.
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THE PLAGtOE OF A SERVING-MAN.

A PLAGUE of my master to send me out this dread-

ful dark night to bring the news of his victory to

my lady : and was I not bewitched for going on his

errand without a convoy for the safeguard of my
person ? How am I melted into sweat with fear ?

I am diminished of my natural weight above two

stone. I shall not bring half myself home again

to my poor wife and family. I have been in ague

fit ever since shut of evening, what with the fright

of trees by the highway, which looked maliciously

like thieves by moonshine, and with bulrushes by

the river-side that shaked like spears and lances at

me. Well, the greatest plague of a servingman is

to be hired to some great lord ! They care not

what drudgery they put upon us, while they lie

lolling at their ease a-bed, and stretch their lazy

limbs.

DRYDEN.
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NVNTIVS.

di maxumo, ere, te mactent infortunio,

qui tenebricosa hac noctu me emissti foras,

tuas res bene gestas nuntiatum erae domum.

ne ego hodie infelix dis meis iratissumis

sine uUo praesidio, qui me praestarent fore

incolumem, egressus fuvi. di bene me adiuvent

ut in sudorem solvor prae formidine

;

sum iam hercle libris levior praeut dudum fui

viginti pondo ; vix equidem ad proprios Lares

referam me dimidiatum. hanc noctem perpetem

cum Vesperugo exortast, quartana horreo,

ita mihi ad lunam ob viam obsitae arbores

quasi fures essent miserum iniecerunt metum,

et tragularum ad exemplum motae arundines.

ecastor pestis nulla adaeque est atque ubi

servit quis servitutem apud opulentum erum
;

nam illi quidem lecto malaco malaci obdormiunt,

nee curant quod servo exhibeant negotium.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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DRINKING SONG.

Come, old friend ! sit down and listen !

From the pitcher placed between us,

How the waters laugh and glisten

In the head of old Silenus !

Old Silenus, bloated, drunken,

Led by his inebriate Satyrs
;

On his breast his head is sunken
;

Vacantly he leers and chatters.

Fauns with youthful Bacchus follow
;

Ivy crowns that brow supernal

As the forehead of Apollo,

And possessing youth eternal.

Round about him fair Bacchantes,

Bearing cymbals, flutes, and thyrses.

Wild from Naxian groves, or Zante's

Vineyards, sinq- delirious verses.
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IH2I SEHTON NEIA02 ETHOTON PE02.

hospes, sodalem me veterem, vetus,

sic stratus audi, quam micat in cado

caelata Sileni per ora

Bandusiae liquor at renidet

!

pinguem et madentem Capripedes ferunt

(ipsi madentes non levius) senem

;

qui, vertice in pectus relapso,

vana crepat vacuumque ridet.

Fauni sequuntur, non sine Libero ;

excelsa cui frons, qualis ApoUinis,

vittata lascivis corymbis,

perpetua fruitur iuventa.

circa venustae Bistonides choro,

thyrsos ferentes, tympana, tibias,

bacchantur ; effusae Zacynthi

saltibus, uviferaeque Diae.
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Thus he won, through all the nations,

Bloodless victories, and the farmer

Bore, as trophies and oblations,

Vines for banners, ploughs for armour.

Judged by no o'er-zealous rigour,

Much this mystic throng expresses :

Bacchus was the type of vigour.

And Silenus of excesses.

These are ancient ethnic revels,

Of a faith long since forsaken :

Now the Satyrs changed to devils

Frighten mortals wine-o'ertaken.

Now to rivulets from the mountains

Point the rods of fortune-tellers
;

Youth perpetual dwells in fountains

—

Not in flasks, and casks, and cellars.

Claudius, though he sang of flagons,

And huge tankards fill'd with Rhenish,

From that fiery blood of dragons

Never would his own replenish.
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sic orbe toto sang-uinis insclos

egit triumphos ; cultor ubi ferox

nee signa traduxit nee arma,

vomere palmitibusque onustus.

haec non iniquus si reputaveris,

multum doeebit te thiasus saeer

;

monstrante Sileno nocentem

luxuriam, Bromioque vires.

mutata cultum saecula pristinum,

et tot furores destituunt diu :

Faunosque iam vino petiti

et Furias pariter pavescunt.

potanda monstrat iam radio magus

delapsa rivi flumina montibus.

Hebe colit fontes, perosa

horreaque et cyathos cadosque.

grandes lagenas Claudius ut eanat,

quas vitis explet Rhaetiea, ne suos

cavit coronaret eulullos

ille cruor calidus draconum.
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Even Redi, though he chaunted

Bacchus in the Tuscan valleys,

Never drank the wine he vaunted

In his dithyrambic sallies.

Then with water fill the pitcher,

Wreath'd about with classic fables
;

Ne'er Falernian threw a richer

Light upon LucuUus' tables.

Come, old friend ! sit down and listen !

As it passes thus between us,

How its wavelets laugh and glisten

In the head of old Silenus !

LONGFELLOW.

AN EPITAPH.

Underneath this marble herse

Lies the subject of all verse

—

Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother:

Death, ere thou hast slain another.

Learn' d and fair, and good as she.

Time shall throw a dart at thee.

BEN JONSON.
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quin et peritus Redius Evium

cantare Tuscis vallibus, haud tamen

tentator hausit dithyramb!

vina suo celebrata versu.

ergo disertis amphora fabulis

vestita circum sit mihi plena aquae

:

non mensa Luculli refulsit

purpureo melius Falerno.

audi, sodalis, sic temere accubans :

dum nos revisit sic scyphus in vices,

caelata Sileni per ora

fluctuat ut liquor et renidet

!

JOHN F. DAYIES.

H. S. E.

hoc femina iacet sub marmore sepulta

quam plurimi toUebant laudibus poetae.

soror fuit Metelli, Scipionis mater,

at antequam talem, mors, feminam rapueris

doctam, pulchram, probatam, qualis ilia fuit,

ipsam petet letali te dies sagitta.

ARTHUR PALMER.
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COME NOT WHEN I AM DEAD.

Come not, when I am dead,

To drop thy foolish tears upon my grave,

To trample round my fallen head,

And vex the unhappy dust thou would' st not save.

There let the wind sweep, and the plover cry

;

But thou, go by.

Child, if it were thine, error or thy crime

I care no longer, being all unblest

;

Wed whom thou wilt, but I am sick of time.

And I desire to rest.

Pass on, weak heart, and leave me where I lie

:

Go by, go by.

TENNYSON.
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NEMPE TVAS LACRIMAS LITORA SVRDA BIBENT.

ne meum vanis lacrimis sepulcrum

fleris, insultans capiti perempto
;

quid quiescentem moveas opem cui

dura negabas

ferre viventi, cineresque vexes ?

saeviant Cori super ossa, parra

occinat ; sed tu cinerum facessas

immemor horum.

sive te lusit malesuadus error,

flagiti seu conscia mens adegit

—

nil moror, quern sors manet hie ab omni

parte molesta ;

mens avet pacem ;
piget huius aevi

:

cui velis nubas sino, at hinc abito,

impotens, ito, cinerumque pergas

immemor horum.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.

Y2
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REQUIESCAT.

Strew on her roses, roses,

But never a spray of yew
;

In silence she reposes :

Ah, would that I did too

!

Her mirth the world required.

She bathed them in smiles and glee

;

But her heart was tired, tired,

And now they let her be.

Her life was turning, turning,

In mazes of light and sound

;

But for peace her soul was yearning,

And now peace laps her round.

Her cabin' d ample spirit

Flutter' d and fail'd for breath
;

To-night it doth inherit

The vasty hall of death.

MATTHEW ARNOLD.
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FVNGAR INANI MVNERE.

hue adeste, rosae, rosae, puella

est vobis cumulanda ; sed profanae

taxi vos procul este
;
quam profundum

dormit ! o utinam haud secus quiescam !

ilia tarn lepidaque tamque bella

in risusque soluta gaudiumque

urbs se posse carere denegabat

;

taedebat sed enim sui puellam,

taedebat ; sinite otio fruatur !

festis scilicet orbibus voluta

delicatior ibat, ibat aetas ;

ast inter strepitumque opesque Romae

hoc unum omnibus expetebat usque

votis ut requiesceret
; quiescit.

arto limite comprimente mundi

mens divinior aestuabat ilia
;

mox elanguit, et tuam nova heres

nunc amplam, Libitina, crevit aulam.

T. J- B. BRADY.
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ISLE OF PALMS.

Oh many are the beauteous isles

Unknown to human eye,

That, sleeping 'mid the ocean's smiles.

In happy silence lie.

The ship may pass them in the night,

Nor the sailors know what a lovely sight

Is resting on the main ;

Some wandering ship who hath lost her way,

And never, or by night or day.

Shall pass these isles again.

There, groves that bloom in endless spring

Are rustling to the radiant wing

Of birds, in various plumage bright,

As rainbow hues, or dawning light.

Soft falling showers of blossom fair

Float ever on the fragrant air.

Like showers of vernal snow

;

And from the fruit-tree, spreading tall.

The richly-ripen'd clusters fall

Oft as sea-breezes blow.



WILSON—ISLE OF PALMS. 327

OH, FORTVNATOS NIMIVM SVA SI BONA NORINT

!

amaena, credo, plurima est sita insula,

ignota quae mortalibus

cubat beato dormiens silentio,

ridentia inter aequora.

praetervehetur nocte forsitan ratis,

nee navitae in mentem venit

spectanda rerum forma, quam tenet mare :

cursu vagata devio,

non rursus ilia nocte, non die, ratis

praetervehetur insulam.

florens perenni vere ibi nemus strepit

pennis coruscis alitum,

quibus renidet pluma tot coloribus,

quot arcus aut Eoa lux.

molli cadentes imbre floreae comae

(sic vere descendunt nives)

auris odoris usque candidae natant

:

late minantis arboris

matura poma, flabra cum spirant maris,

cadunt racemis aureis.



328 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

The sun and clouds alone possess

The joy of all that loveliness ;

And sweetly to each other smile

The live-long day—sun, cloud, and isle.

How silent lies each shelter'd bay!

No other visitors have they

To their shores of silvery sand.

Than the waves that, murmuring in their glee.

All hurrying in a joyful band,

Come dancing from the sea.

A WIDOW BIRD.

A WIDOW bird sat mourning for her love

Upon a wintry bough
;

The freezing wind kept on above—

The freezing stream below.

There was no leaf upon the trees,

No flower upon the ground
;

And little motion in the air.

Save of the mill-wheel's sound.
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cum sole nubes gaudet una particeps

tanta loci dulcedine

;

longumque rident dulcia inter se diem

nubesque solque et insula,

tuto recessu quisque quam sinus silet

!

nee ullus intrat advena

portus harenis splendidos argenteis,

ni cum beato murmure

laetoque saltans cum choro consortium

festinat unda ex aequore.

WALTER RIDDALL.

CONTRISTAT AQVARIVS ANNVM.

ales hiberno viduata ramo

assidens questus iterabat ; aura

desuper friget ; subeunt nivali

flumina lapsu.

nil fuit verni siliiis amictus
;

floridi pratis aberant honores

;

et molae solus loca muta turbat

garrulus axis.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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HAMLET.

Mar. How is 't, my noble lord ?

Hor. What news, my lord ?

Ham. O wonderful !

Hor. Good, my lord, tell it.

Ham. No, you'll reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven.

Ham. How say you then ? Would heart of man

once think it ?

But you'll be secret ?

Hor.
Aye, by heaven, my lord.

Mar. )

Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in all Den-

mark

But he's an arrant knave.

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from

the grave

To tell us this.

SHAKSPEARE.
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nAPA nPOSAOKIAN.

Mar. quid agis ?

Hor. ecquid nuntias novi ?

Ham. o mirificam fabulam !

Hor. facti, amabo, face nos simus iuxta tecum

gnarures.

Ham. minume. rem palam feretis.

Hor. non ego, ita di me adiuvent

Ham. quid ergo ? numquid homini in mentem tale

venturum fuit ?

immemorabiles ambo eritis ?

Mar. huius rei superos deos

facimus testes.

Ham. nemo Athenis vivit scelerosissumus

—

quin fuat veterator idem merus.

Hor. hui ! non usus fuit

mortuo qui haec nuntiatum ex Acherunte

rebiteret.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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THE SPANISH GIPSY.

Push off the boat,

Quit, quit the shore,

The stars will guide us back :

—

O gathering cloud,

O wide, wide sea,

O waves that keep no track !

On through the pines !

The pillar'd woods.

Where silence breathes sweet breath :

—

O labyrinth,

O sunless gloom,

The other side of Death !

GEORGE ELIOT.
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AD SOCIOS.

nunc est eundum ; nunc, socii, ratem

vinclis solutam pellite, pellite ;

ni fallor, illuc nos reducent

siderei monitos nitores.

en ! coUiguntur iam nebulae
;
patet

pontus ; per aequor nil sibi semitae

constabit undosae ; columnis

coniferis peragrare nigras

silvas oportet, qua bene suavibus

quantum est quietis fragrat odoribus :

en ! sole sublato tenebrae

—

ulterior labyrinthus Orci

!

SAMUEL ALLEN.
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THE DAISY.

Thee Winter in the garland wears

That thinly decks his few grey hairs

;

Spring parts the clouds with softest airs,

That she may sun thee :

Whole summer fields are thine by right

;

And Autumn, melancholy wight

!

Doth in thy crimson head delight,

When rains are on thee.

Be violets in their secret mews

The flowers the wanton zephyrs choose
;

Proud be the rose, with rains and dews

Her head impearling

;

Thou liv'st with less ambitious aim.

Yet hast not gone without thy fame :

Thou art, indeed, by many a claim.

The poet's darling.

WORDSAVORTH.
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AT TENVIS NON GLORIA.

tu micas Brumae niveae capillos

rara per raros, tenuique nubes

dimovet vento tibi ver ut almo

sole nitescas.

mox et aestivi dominam fatentur

te suam campi, recreatque maestum

splendor Auctumnum capitis rubentis,

roribus udi.

urgeant antris violas protervi

subter umbrosis Zephyri : superba

imbrium gemmis variata frontem

se rosa iactet

:

tu licet longam brevis inchoare

spem neges, at non sine laude vivis,

iure quam vatum chorus innocentum

semper amavit.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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TATTA KAMOI 2TNA0KEI.

Stay now thy hand !

Proclaim not man's dominion

Over God's works by strewing rocks and sand

With sea-bird's blood-stained plumes and broken

pinion.

Oh stay thy hand !

Spend not thy days of leisure

In scattering death along the peaceful strand

For very wantonness, or pride, or pleasure.

For birds' sake spare !

Leave it in happy motion.

To wheel its easy circles through the air.

Or rest and rock upon the shining ocean.

For man's sake spare !

Leave him this thing of beauty,

To glance and glide before him everywhere,

And throw a gleam on after days of duty.
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TIO, TIO, TIO, TIO, TIOTirE.

iam siste dextram : iam pudeat viros

praestare rerum se dominos, data,

per saxa, per litus cruentum,

strage avium laceraeque plumae.

iam parce : noli conterere otium

funesta marmor per placidum struens

tropaea ; lascivae sit artis

seu specimen studiumve praedae.

oro per ipsas te volucres : iter

radant recurvum per spatia aeris

qua fert libido ; seu nitenti

oceano fluitare malint.

nee te per ipsos non homines precor

:

rem tam venustam sensibus intimis,

dum splendet et gyros decoros

ludit agens, memores reponant.
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For God's sake spare !

He notes each sea-bird falling,

And in Creation's groans marks its sad share,

Its dying cry for retribution calling.

Oh stay thy hand !

Cease from this useless slaughter

;

For though kind nature from the rocks and sand

Washes the stains each day with briny water
;

Yet on thy hand,

Raised against God's fair creature,

Beware lest there be found a crimson brand

Indelible by any force of Nature.

MORAL IMPROVEMENT.

Infinite toil would not enable you to sweep away

a mist ; but by ascending a little you may often

look over it altogether. So it is with our moral

improvement. We wrestle fiercely with a vicious

habit, which would have no hold upon us if we

ascended into a higher moral atmosphere.
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et per deorum te iubeo fidem,

iam parce : caesae vox volucris deos

non fallit, ut poenas iniqua

sors meritas Furiasque poscat.

sit finis : ultro detineas manus

vanae ruinae. scilicet in dies,

per saxa, per litus, nefandum

diluit oceanus cruorem :

frustra ;
quod istis quas volucri manus

intendis, atri criminis insidet

tantum quod et Neptunus omni

aequore non valeat piare.

JOHN F. DAVIES.

SVRSVM CORDA.

irritus offusas oculis dispergere nubes

viribus Herculeis luctaberis : ille tamen te

mons procul expediet ; iam contemplator, easdem

despicies ; ratione fere hac vitium exuet omne

vir bonus et sapiens ;
qui detrectabit, ut impar,

in campo vitiis obstare ; at templa secutus

edita virtutis ridebit fortior hostem.

RICHARD W. WEST.
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A MEDITATION.

Oh, the praties they are small,

Over there

!

Oh, the praties they are small,

Over there !

Oh, the praties they are small.

And they digs them at the fall.

And they ates them—skins and all-

Over there !

Oh, I wish I were a geese.

All forlorn

!

Oh, I wish I were a geese,

All forlorn !

Oh, I wish I were a geese,

I would live and die in peace.

And accumulate much grease,

Eating corn.
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LAVDO DrVERSA SEQVENTES.

ista ieiunas populo querent!

gleba radices parit ; imminente

effodit bruma, tunicasque sorbet

(nee pudet) ipsas.

si daret fatum, vagus anser essem,

fallerem vivus morererque laetus,

grana supremos adipis vorando

nactus honores.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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ORINDA.

Now all these charms, that beauteous grace,

The well-proportion'd shape and beauteous face.

Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes
;

In earth the much-lamented virgin lies.

Nor wit nor piety could Fate prevent,

Nor was the cruel Destiny content

To finish all the murder at a blow.

To sweep at once her life and beauty too,

But, like a harden' d felon, took a pride

To work more mischievously slow.

And plunder'd first and then destroy' d :

A double sacrilege on things divine

—

To rob the relic and deface the shrine !

But thus Orinda died
;

Heaven by the same disease did both translate
;

As equal were their souls, so equal was their fate.
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E2TI AE KAI TI 0ANONTE22I MEP02.

iam raptae veneres iam vegetus decor

;

fugit forma decens et facies bona

conspectus hominum ; terraque virginem

ploratam tumulo tegit.

nee mens nee pietas fata retorserat

:

tristis non habuit Parca satis necem

maturare semel, non rapuit tibi

vitamque et veneres simul.

sed patrare nefas, perditus ut latro,

cunctanter cupiit ; furtaque post ruit

ultro strage nova ; sacraque numinum

laesit plus vice simplici,

divellens statuam templaque diruens.

sic Orinda obiit. sustulit, heu, Deus

una peste duos, mens similis neque

sors his dissimilis fuit.
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Meanwhile her warlike brother on the seas

His waving streamers to the winds displays

;

And vows for his return with vain devotion pays.

Ah, generous youth, that wish forbear !

The winds too soon will waft thee here.

Slack all thy sails, and fear to come.

Alas, thou knowest not thou art wreck'd at home.

A LEARNED WOMAN.

In Beauty or Wit

No mortal as yet

To question your empire has dared

;

But men of discerning

Have thought that in learning

To yield to a woman is hard.

Impertinent schools

With dull musty rules

Have reading to females denied
;

So Papists refuse

The Bible to use

Lest flocks should be wise as their guide.
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heros interea frater in aequore

iam pandit tremulos in Zephyrum sinus,

frustraque in reditus vota suos facit.

eheu ! parce nimis pius !

naves aura tuas hue feret ocior.

iam iam contrahe vela, et reditu moram

imponas timidam ; naufragus es, miser

nescis, naufragus, ah, domi

!

MAX CULLINAN.

ATAN 20*H.

forma floscule virginum et lepore,

nemo non tibi adhuc puellularum

assurgit ; tamen elegantiorum

sunt qui in litterulis ferant moleste

femellae tibi cedere eruditos.

quantum est cunque senum severiorum,

aevo scrinia putida adferentes,

doctrinam muHercuIis recusant

;

sic sunt qui sibi summovent libellos

sacros, ne cito, si legant, magistro

fiant discipuli eruditiores.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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GUINEVERE.

Henceforwarb, too, the powers that tend the soul,

To keep it from the death that cannot die.

And save it even in extremes, began

To plague and vex her. Many a time, for hours

Beside the placid breathings of the king,

In the dead night, grim faces came and went

Before her ; or a vague spiritual fear.

Like to some doubtful noise of creaking doors

Heard by the watcher in a haunted house.

That keeps the rust of murder on the walls,

Held her awake ; or, if she slept, she dream'

d

An awful dream ; for then she seem'd to stand

On some vast plain, before a setting sun.

And from the sun there swiftly made at her

A ghastly something, and its shadow flew

Before it till it touch'd her, and she turned

—

When lo ! her own, that broadening from her feet.

And blackening, swallow'd all the land, and in it

Far cities burnt—and with a cry she woke.

TENNYSON.
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NVNC TE FACTA INPIA TANGVNT.

continue hinc animas circumvolitantia nostras

numina, perpetua morte ereptura cadentes,

servatura eadem summo in discrimine lapsas,

reginam vexare minis ; quin nocte profunda

dum placidus rex dormit et ad latus ipsa recumbit,

horribiles voltus ire atque redire per umbras

saepe diuque videt ; fugat aut insueta sopores

nescio quo vexans formido corda pavore

—

qualis ubi incertum stridentes cardine valvas

nocturnus stupuit custos ubi caede vetusta

conspersus paries et inulto sanguine livet,

ergo agit excubias ilia, aut si forte sopore

lumina declinat, suspensam insomnia terrent

:

scilicet inmenso visa est consistere campo,

subter vergentem solem ; petere unde misellam

de iubare ipso exsangue aliquid pernicibus alis

devectum, signansque viam praeeuntibus umbris

—

ad cuius tactum se vertere, et ipsius umbra

ante pedis sese nigrans expandere eundo

latior, involvens terras caligine dira

;

sub qua magna, nefas, volcano maenia late

fervere ; dein somnum excussit, voxque excidit ore.

W. R. BARRY.
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EUPHELIA AND CLOE.

The merchant, to secure his treasure,

Conveys it in a borrow'd name :

Euphelia serves to grace my measure,

But Cloe is my real flame.

My softest verse, my darling lyre

Upon Euphelia' s toilet lay

—

When Cloe noted her desire

That I should sing, that I should play.

My lyre I tune, my voice I raise,

But with my numbers mix my sighs ;

And whilst I sing Euphelia' s praise,

I fix my soul on Cloe's eyes.

Fair Cloe blush' d : Euphelia frown'd
;

I sung and gazed ; I play'd and trembled

And Venus to the Loves around

Remark'd how ill we all dissembled.
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AEMILIA ET CHLOE.

fictis, ut sibi sospitet,

cautus vector opes sub titulis tegit

;

versus Aemiliam mei

laudant, sed penitus depereo Chloen.

ornanti Aemiliae comas

praesto forte chelys, deliciae meae,

et carmen lepidum iacet

;

ut iungam fidibus verba rogat Chloe.

hanc sumptam modulor, cano,

sed suspiria cum carmine misceo
;

vox sane Aemiliam sonat,

mens defixa Chloen tota inhiat Chloen.

ilia avertitur, haec rubet,

canto ipse, et modulor, contueor, tremo

;

dixit Cypris Amoribus,

' quam non dissimulant quisque suam facem !

'

JOHN K. INGRAM.
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APOLOGY FOR PLEASURE,

Glaucopis forsakes her own
;

The angry gods forget us
;

But yet the blue streams along

Walk the feet of the silver song ;

And the night-bird wakes the moon
;

And the bees in the blushing noon

Haunt the heart of the old Hymettus ?

We are fallen, but not forlorn,

If something is left to cherish
;

As Love was the earliest born,

So Love is the last to perish.

Wreathe then the roses, wreathe !

The Beautiful still is ours
;

While the stream shall flow, and the sky shall glow,

The Beautiful still is ours !

Whatever is fair or soft or bright

In the lap of Day or the arms of Night,
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SPIRAT ADHVC AMOR.

cedit ab urbe sua—tanta est caelestibus ira

—

immemor heu ! Pallas cedit ab urbe sua :

at, quae caeruleo praeter pede labitur, unda

integrat argenteos iam numerosa choros ;

iam Lunam Philomela ciet ; iam viscera Hymetti

sole rubescentis nota frequentat apes,

sternamur licet ; at non spe sternemur adempta,

si quid inextinctum quod foveamus erit

:

non nisi primigenus—sic creditur—est Amor ortus,

non nisi supremus—crede—peribit Amor,

nectamus roseas, nectat sibi quisque, corollas ;

sit mihi de Paphiis nexa corolla rosis.

pulcher adhuc nobis nuUus non volvitur amnis ;

pulcher adhuc nobis fulget uterque polus :

quidquid habet clari, quidquid tenerique bonique,

seu Nox sive Dies, hie gremio ilia sinu,
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Whispers our soul of Greece—of Greece

—

And hushes our care with a voice of peace.

Wreathe then the roses, wreathe !

They tell me of earlier hours
;

And I hear the heart of my country breathe

From the lips of the strangers' flowers.

BULWER LYTTON.

ON A PINE TREE.

(Planted ly the Countess of St. Germans in the Phccnix Park, 1855.)

Poor tree ! a gentle mistress placed thee here,

To be the glory of the glade around
;

Thy life has not survived one fleeting year.

And she too sleeps beneath another mound.

But mark what differing terms your fates allow,

Tho' like the period of your swift decay

;

Thine are the sapless root and wither'd bough

;

Her's the green memory and immortal day.
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Hellade nos celebrat
;
pavidos vox Helladis inde

nos mulcet placidas vaticinata vices.

nectamus roseas, nectat sibi quisque, corollas

;

aetatem redolent quae fuit ante rosae

:

quippe mihi ex istis—audin' tu ?—floribus, hospes,

afflatur patriae spiritus ipse meae.

SAMUEL ALLEN.

NEFASTO TE POSVIT DIE.

arbor, te miseram posuit manus alma puellae

ut nemoris stares gloria magna tui

;

sed tibi vita brevem non suppeditavit in annum,

mortua sub tumulo dormit et ilia suo.

at brevitate pares quamquam mors abstulit ambas,

impare sunt sortes condicione datae
;

est marcere tuum ramis arentibus, ilia

floret in ore virum, floret in Elysio.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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TEARS, IDLE TEARS.

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean
;

Tears from the depths of some divine despair

Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes.

In looking on the happy Autumn fields,

And thinking of the days that are no more.

Ah ! sad and strange as in dark summer dawns

The earliest pipe of half-awaken'd birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square
;

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

Dear as remember'd kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign'

d

On lips that are for others ; deep as love,

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret.

Oh ! Death in Life, the days that are no more.

TENNYSON.
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QVIS DESIDERIO SIT PVDOR AVT MODVS.

cur fonte guttae cordis ab intimo

surgunt inanes—crediderim deos

sic flere—dum contemplor, anni

pomiferi sata laeta lustrans,

fulsere soles qui mihi pristini ?

quart! mira, tristis quam morientibus

extendit angustas trementi

luce dies oculis fenestras

aestate prima, sol rediens choros

cum semisomnos concitat alitum
;

tam mira, tarn tristis latescit

corde dies reditura nunquam.

non tam negatis dulcia quae labris

fingunt amantes oscula ; mortuae

non ilia quae caro puellae

ore suae meminere pressa !

non ipse amator tam penitus nova

aetate primis uritur ignibus !

quam vivus elapsos, sepulta

spe, crucior meminisse soles !

TOWNSEND MILLS.
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A VOTE.

This only grant me, that my means may lie

Too low for envy, for contempt too high ;

Some honour would I have,

Not from great deeds, but good alone

:

Th' unknown are better than th' illknown ;

Rumour can ope the grave !

Acquaintance I would have, but when 't depends

Not on the number, but the choice, of friends

;

Books should, not business, entertain the light

;

And sleep, as undisturb'd as death, my night.

My house a cottage more

Than palace, and should fitting be

For all my use, no luxury :

My gardens painted o'er

With Nature's hand, not Art's, should pleasure yield

Horace might envy in his Sabine field.
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HOC ERAT IN VOTIS.

detur minor res invidia, neque

fastidienti tenuia sordeat

;

sed fama ne desit precanti,

fama bonis bene parta factis

;

nam nomen amplum deprecor incliti,

mallem latenter vivere quam male

audire ; rumori sepulcri

porta patet stygiaeque fauces !

turbam salutantum atria ne vomant,

commendet at mi quemque fides sua

;

nee luce me rixae forenses

soUicitent mediusque lanus

libris vacantem ; grata quies mihi

sit nocte, leto sit similis sopor

;

et munda contingant, nocentes

nescia suppeditare luxus,

tecta apta parco, non laris aemula

lauti potentum ; nee sciat addere

ars uUa quaesitos honores

sponte sua nitidis agellis
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Thus would I double my life's fading space;

For he who runs it well twice runs his race :

And in this true delight,

These unbought sports and happy state,

I would not fear nor wish my fate

;

But boldly say each night,

' To-morrow let my sun his beams display,

Or in clouds hide them ; I have lived to-day.'

TO A LADY SLEEPING.

Thou sleep' st, soft silken flower! would I were Sleep,

For ever on those lids my watch to keep !

So should I have thee all my own, nor he

Who seals Jove's wakeful eyes my rival be.

C. MERIVALE.
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Flacco invidendis. sic geminas datur

duxisse vitas ; nam spatium ampliat

aetatis hie, vitae diurnum

qui bene vir stadium cucurrit.

ah ! tanta nullo si maneat quies

venalis auro ! nee mihi deprecer

eultrum verendarum sororum,

nee nimium querar esse filum,

sed sorte degam laetus, et in dies

dixisse fas sit, ' viximus, optimus

vel sole eras puro, vel atra

nube polum pater oeeupato.'

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL,

HENDECASYXLABICS.

dermis, o roseum aemulata florem !

vellem somnifer ipse divus essem,

ut supereilii tui sub umbra

eustos non abiturus exeubarem !

sie in nos amor iste totus iret,

nee qui lumina elaudit arte Patri

eertamen malus invidum moveret.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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BREAK, BREAK, BREAK.

Break, break, break,

On thy cold gray stones, O sea

!

And I would that my tongue could utter

The thoughts that arise in me.

O well for the fisherman's boy

That he shouts with his sister at play !

And well for the sailor lad

That he sings in his boat on the bay

!

And the stately ships go on

To their haven under the hill

;

But oh for the touch of a vanish'd hand,

And the sound of a voice that is still

!

Break, break, break.

At the foot of thy crags, O sea !

But the tender grace of a day that is dead

Will never come back to me.

TENNYSON.
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WELTSCHMERZ.

dum glaucas gelidis cautes mare verberat undis,

cur quae mens agitet lingua referre negat ?

felix heu ! nimium parvus piscator harena

quocum ludit ovans consociata soror :

tuque, puer, felix nimium, cui litora cantus

curva sinus reddunt, dum vada lintre secas !

non humilem cessat portum ratis alta subire :

cessat nota manus, vox et amata silet.

frangantur scopulis undae : non temporis acti

bis tenerum florem carpere fata sinunt.

TOWNSEND MILLS.
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THE EPICURE.

Methinks I am batten'd well of late, grown lusty,

Fat, high, and kicking—thanks to the bounteous

Rugio
;

And now, methinks, I scorn these poor repasts,

Cheese-parings and the stinking tongues of pilchers :

But why should I remember these ? they are odious,

They are odious in my eyes : the full fat dish now,

The bearing dish is that I reverence.

The dish an able serving man sweats under.

And bends i' th' hams, as if the house hung on him

;

The state of a fat turkey, the decorum

He marches in with, all the train and circum-

stance

—

'Tis such a matter, such a glorious matter!

And then his sauce with oranges and onions.

And he displayed in all parts ! for such a dish now,

And at my need I would betray my father,

And for a roasted conger all my country.

FLETCHER.
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EPICVRI DE GREGE PORCVS.

iamdudum mihi curato bene pinguis, opinor,

crescit aqualiculus, crescunt fastidia, naso

omnia suspendo ; tanti est tua gratia nobis,

Virro, lautorum lautissime : nunc ego certe

vilia contemno convivia pauperiorum,

et lardi fragmenta et mucida frusta siluri

;

quid tamen haec meminisse iuvat ? surgit mihi bilis

atra recordanti : raensas nunc inter onustas

mazonomum veneror quo non spatiosior alter

;

scilicet hunc portans contento poplite sudat,

sustineat veluti tota atria, magnus agaso.

quinetiam magni nasum (mihi crede) supinor

altilis introitu ;
quanto molimine, quanta

luxuria ingreditur, magna comitante caterva !

quali iure natat malis et caepe superba !

quam iacet et toto spectacula corpore praebet

!

quam mihi si obtuleris pretium, et latraverit alvus,

proditor exstarem cari genitoris, et idem,

si modo contigerint assi mihi praemia congri,

laxarem Romae metuendis claustra Britannis !

T. J. B. BRADY.
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ON THE FOREGOING DIVINE POEMS.

When we for age could neither read, nor write,

The subject made us able to indite :

The soul, with nobler resolutions deckt.

The body stooping-, does herself erect

:

No mortal parts are requisite to raise

Her, who unbody'd, can her Maker praise.

The seas are quiet, when the winds give o'er:

So, calm are we, when passions are no more !

For then we know how vain it was to boast

Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost.

Clouds of affection from our younger eyes

Conceal that emptiness which age descries.

The soul's dark cottage, batter' d and decay' d,

Lets in new light through chinks that time has made.

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become,

As they draw near to their eternal home.

Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view.

That stand upon the threshold of the new.

EDMUND WALLER.
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AVREA DICTA.

cum nec prae senio legere aut plus scribere possim,

ut dictate queam studium et res praestitit ipsa.

corpore curvato, turn demum accincta animae vis

consilium ad melius, sursum sese ardua toUit

;

nec corpus mortale opus est quo se levet, expers

corporis ipsa potens laudes celebrare Parentis.

aequor uti placidum vento cessante quiescit,

sic nobis quoque mens, animi cum concidit aestus ;

rescit enim rebus quam prave gaudeat illis

quae fluitant, quas sors non evitabilis aufert

:

id iuvenem fallit quod nube cupidinis acta

cernit iam senior, quantum insit rebus inane.

ut tenebrosa domus quassata aevoque vieta

per rimas lumen iam plenius accipit intro,

sic macie validus, macie sapientior idem

fit vir quo propius sub finem venerit aevi

;

resque deumque hominumque simul, tellure relicta,

conspicit ingrediens insuetum limen Olympi.

JOHN F. DAVIKS.
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TO A PENSIVE FRIEND.

Why, why repine, my pensive friend.

At pleasures slipt away ?

Some the stern Fates will never lend,

And all refuse to stay.

I see the rainbow in the sky.

The dew upon the grass ;

I see them, and I ask not why

They glimmer or they pass.

With folded arms I linger not

To call them back ; 'twere vain :

In this or in some other spot,

I know, they'll shine again.

W. S. LANDOR.
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AD POSTVMVM.

quid, quid querella, Postume, flebili

dilapsa luges gaudia ? sunt enim -

donare quae tristis recuset

Parca, neque ulla diu manebunt.

est ut nitescat nimbus in aethere

;

est ut nitescat ros quoque gramine ;

specto ; neque, ut specto, rogare

cur nitidi fugiant laboro.

per me recedant : nil moror ; irrita

incuriosus non revoco prece :

ni fallor, hue ipsi fugaces

aut alio referent nitores.

SAMUEL ALLEN.
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-QSWALD.

The mountain-ash

Deck'd with autumnal berries, that outshine

Spring's richest blossoms, yields a splendid show

Amid the leafy woods : and ye have seen

By a brook-side or solitary tarn

How she her station doth adorn ; the pool

Glows at her feet, and all the gloomy rocks

Are brighten' d round her. In his native vale

Such and so glorious did this youth appear
;

A sight that kindled pleasure in all hearts

By his ingenuous beauty, by the gleam

Of his fair eyes, by his capacious brow.

By all the graces with which Nature's hand

Had plenteously array' d him. As old bards

Tell in their idle song of wandering gods.

Pan or Apollo, veil'd in- human form,

Yet, like the sweet-breath'd violet of the vale,
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ARISTAEVS.

frotidosis caput attoUens in saltibus ornus

fert, decus autumni, bacas quae veris honores

divitis evincunt. viden, ut statione relucet

pulcra sua, ad ripas sive ad deserta paludum
;

infra lucescuntque lacus et tristia circum

undique saxa nitent. talem talique videbat

egregium forma iuvenem convallis avita

;

pectora conspectum rapuit dulcedine mira

cuncta sine arte decus, flagret quo purus ocellus

ardors, et latae quae surgat gloria frontis,

et si quas alias dextra natura benigna

addiderat veneres, vates antiqua crepantes

non secus errantes fingebant carmine divos,

cum seu Pan hominem indueret seu Phoebus Apollo,

frustra ; namque velut violarum proditor imis
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Discover'd in their own despite to sense:

So through a simple rustic garb's disguise

In him reveal'd a scholar's genius shone,

And so not wholly hidden from men's sight

In him the spirit of a hero walk'd

Our unpretending valley.

WORDSWORTH.

SONG.

When Zephyr waves his balmy wings,

To kiss the sweets of May :

When the soft melodies of spring

Resound from every spray

;

With thee, sweet maid, I'll rove along.

And tread the morning dews,

To hear the wood-lark's early song,

Or court the laughing Muse.

F. HEMANS.
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e latebris odor est suavis, sic sensibus olim

humanis numen praesens (nee sponte) patebat

:

sic non fallere mens potuit divinior olli

ruricolae quamvis simplex velabat amictus,

non itaque ignotus plane vestigia vallis

per fines humiles, spirans heroa, ferebat.

MAX CULLINAN.

' O QVI ME.'

myrrheos sistens Zephyrus volatus

spiritum et Florae rosea ora libet

;

personet frondes ubicunque lenis

naenia veris,

Phylli, cum mecum mea visis herbas

mane gemmantes, vigilisque alaudae

carmen audire est, fruimurque Musa

dulce iocanti.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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AUBURN.

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn,

Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn

Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen,

And desolation saddens all thy green :

One only master grasps the whole domain.

And half a tillage scants thy smiling plain :

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day

But choked with sedges works its weedy way :

Along thy glades, a solitary guest.

The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest

:

Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies.

And tires their echoes with unvarying cries :

Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all,

And the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall

;

And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand,

Far, far away thy children leave the land.

Ill fares the land to threatening ills a prey.

Whose wealth accumulates, and men decay

;

Princes and lords may flourish or may fade,

A breath can make them, as a breath has made

;

But a bold peasantry, their country's pride,

When once destroyed can never be supplied.

GOLDSMITH.
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SQVALENT ABDVCTIS ARVA COLONIS.

page placens, quo non ridebat amaenior alter,

et ludi et veneres praeteriere tuae

;

per nemora et saltus domini violentia saevit,

et lugnbre viret depopulatus ager.

possidet omne solum pulsis cultoribus unus,

arvaque defraudat dimidiata seges.

iam vitreus soles iterat non amplius amnis,

obsitus ille ulvis ire laborat iter,

ardea rauca canens circumvolat hospita saltus

unica, dum nidos protegit ipse suos

;

non nisi triste sonat defessi montis imago

avia dum resonas voce, vanelle, tua.

strata iacent miseris umbracula la'eta ruinis
;

herba putri muro luxuriosa viget

;

et tua raptorem fugiens tremebunda propago

exilio mutant arva aliena suis.

heu ! terra infelix ! properis, heu ! debita fatis,

cui cumulantur opes degenerantque viri

!

vel stent vel pereant reges regumque ministri

;

(aura illos potuit gignere, et aura potest)

sed genus acre virum, patriae sed gloria pubes

rustica, si pereat non revocanda perit.

T. J. B. BRADV.



374 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

THE BRAES OF YARROW.

Thy braes were bonny, Yarrow stream,

When first on them I met my lover

;

Thy braes, how dreary. Yarrow stream,

When now thy waves his body cover !

For ever now, O Yarrow stream.

Thou art to me a stream of sorrow

;

For never on thy banks shall I

Behold my love, the pride of Yarrow.

He promised me a milk-white steed

To bear me to his father's bowers;

He promised me a little page

To squire me to his father's towers
;

He promised me a wedding ring.

The wedding day was fixed to-morrow
;

Now he is wedded to his grave,

Alas ! his watery grave in Yarrow.
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ECLOGA HODIERNA.

praedulces inter ripas tunc, Hebre, fluebas,

cum iuveni comitem me novus egit amor

;

sed nimium squalet mihi nunc tua ripa, venustum

post tua quam iuvenem condidit unda meum.

usque mihi reliquos tu triste meabis in annos,

Hebre, nee infaustum deseret omen aquas

;

nam neque in adspectum ripis venit amplius istis,

nee veniet, patriae flos tener ille tuae.

' munus,' ait, ' mittam niveo candore caballum
;

sic vectam soceri limen adire decet

;

vernulaque accedet cultu et spectabilis aevo,

deducetque mei patris adusque fores,

tortile erit pignus certi tibi foederis aurum

;

iuraque coniugii eras dabit orta dies.'

dixit : at exceptum subito sibi nympha maritum

vindicat, et liquido nunc tenet, Hebre, toro.
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Sweet were his words when last we met

;

My passion I as freely told him
;

Clasp'd in his arms I little thought

That I should never more behold him.

Scarce was he gone, I saw his ghost

;

It vanish'd with a shriek of sorrow;

Thrice did the water-wraith ascend,

And gave a doleful groan through Yarrow.

His mother from the window looked

With all the longing of a mother
;

His little sister weeping walked

The greenwood path to meet her brother.

They sought him east, they sought him west,

They sought him all the forest thorough
;

They only saw the cloud of night.

They only heard the roar of Yarrow.

No longer from thy window look,

Thou hast no son, thou tender mother

;

No longer walk, thou lovely maid,

Alas ! thou hast no more a brother

;

No longer seek him east or west.

And search no more the forest thorough,

For, wandering in the night so dark.

He fell a lifeless corpse in Yarrow.
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summum illud, memini, convenimus : acrius arsit

;

urere me flammam sum quoque fassa parem ;

nee minimum, lends teneor dum laeta lacertis,

mens verita est posthac ut foret ille redux.

vix abiit : solique apparet amantis imago,

continuoque ululans flebilis umbra fugit

;

deinde instar nebulae fluvii deus ipse resurgens

ter maesto per aquas ingemis, Hebre, sono.

sollicita e patulis spectat matercula clathris,

utque solent matrum corda timere timet

:

parva nemus, flenti propior, germana petebat,

obvius in viridi si foret ille via.

turn vero occasum versus, turn solis ad ortum

lustrantes saltus avia quaeque petunt

;

sola tamen visa est caligo noctis, ad aures

sola venit fera vox quam, pater Hebre, dabas.

non opus est patulis te prospectare fenestris,

iam neque enim natum tu, pia mater, habes :

neve petas nemoris, virgo formosa, recessus,

non etenim posthac frater ut ante redit.

iam neque in occasum nee quaerite solis in ortum

lustrando saltus avia quaeque, viri

;

nempe sub incerta dum nocte errabat, in undis

decidit, atque animam reddidit, Hebre, tibi.
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The tear shall never leave my cheek,

No other youth shall be my marrow

;

I'll seek thy body in the stream,

And then with thee I'll sleep in Yarrow !

The tear did never leave her cheek

:

No other youth became her marrow

;

She found his body in the stream,

And now with him she sleeps in Yarrow.

EPITAPH ON KING CHARLES II.

Here lies our mutton-eating king,

Whose word no man relies on
;

Who never said a foolish thing.

And never did a wise one.

ROCHESTER.
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anne per assiduum fletum mihi vita trahenda est ?

ut, puto, pars animae sit quis, ut ille, meae

!

immo in aquis ilium quaeram, sociumque soporem

tu sponsis socii da, pater Hebre, tori,

dixit : et assidue flevit dum vita manebat

;

illi pars animae non fuit alter amans

;

sed sponso iuveni iuncta est sub flumine, et Hebrus

sic bene composites tempus in omne premit.

JOHN F. DAVIES.

MONVMENTVM AERE PERENNIVS.

carnis rex iacet hie vorax ovinae :

non fides fuit asse pluris uno :

nil unquam ille locutus inficetum,

semper omnia fecit inficete.

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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THE BIRD'S RELEASE.

Go forth, for she is gone

!

With the golden light of her wavy hair,

She is gone to the fields of the viewless air

:

She hath left her dwelling lone !

Go forth, and like her be free !

With thy radiant wing and thy glancing eye.

Thou hast all the range of the sunny sky

:

And what is our grief to thee ?

Is it aught even to her we mourn ?

Doth she look on the tears by her kindred shed ?

Doth she rest with the flowers o'er her gentle head.

Or float on the light wind borne ?

We know not—but she is gone !

Her step from the dance, her voice from the song.

And the smile of her eye from the festal throng-
She hath left her dwelling lone !

r. HEMANS.
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OIXETAI, OIXETAI.

exi, fugit enim quae prius aureas

ibat fusa comas, vanuit et leves

eheu ! rapta sub auras

solam deseruit domum

!

i, sis cum domina tu quoque libera,

scintillant oculi, pluma nitet tibi,

apricus patet aether,

non te noster adit dolor.

illam nostra valet tangere naenia ?

fletus anne videt ? floribus an caput

tectum moUe quiescit ?

auris anne volantibus

fertur ? scire nefas. fugit et heu ! levis

nee pes ille iterum voxve inerit choris,

risu festa carebunt,

desertique gement lares.

RICHARD H. COLLINS.
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MAY.

Led by the jocund train of vernal hours,

And vernal air, uprose the gentle May :

Blushing she rose ; and blushing rose the flowers

That sprang spontaneous in her genial ray.

Her locks with heaven's ambrosial dews were bright.

And amorous Zephyrs flutter' d on her breast

;

With every shifting gleam of morning light

The colours shifted of her rainbow vest.

Imperial ensigns graced her smiling form :

A golden key, and golden wand she bore :

This charms to peace each sullen eastern storm.

And that unlocks the summer's copious store.

Onward in conscious majesty she came,

The grateful honours of mankind to taste ;

To gather fairest wreaths of future fame.

And blend fresh triumphs with her glories past.

LOVIBOND
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FLORA.

mitis Flora venit, vernis cum flatibus horae

antevolant vernae, laeta caterva, deam ;

surgenti subit ora rubor, surgentibus idem

floribus, iniussos luce quot alma ciet,

ambrosio crines respersi rore micabant,

alludit teneros aura proterva sinus
;

quotque vices mutant orientis lumina solis,

iride lucidior tot tunica ilia refert.

regia ridentem decorabant signa figuram,

aurea clavis inest, aurea virga, manu

;

hac pacare ferus si quando saeviat Eurus,

ilia aestatis opes mox reserare parat

;

incedit memores hominum ut delibet honores,

scilicet imperii conscia diva sibi

;

carpat uti famae pulcherrima serta futurae,

utque novus veteri consocietur honor.

JOHN F. KEATING.
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NE SVTOR SVPRA CREPIDAM.

When some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall,

Employs a pen less pointed than his awl,

Leaves his snug shop, forsakes his store of shoes,

St. Crispin quits, and cobbles for the muse.

Heavens ! how the vulgar stare ! how crowds

applaud

!

How ladies read, and literati laud !

If chance some wicked wag should pass his jest,

'Tis sheer ill-nature—don't the world know best ?

Genius must guide when wits admire the rhyme,

And Capel Lofift declares 'tis quite sublime.

Hear, then, ye happy sons of needless trade !

Swains, quit the plough, resign the useless spade
;

Lo, Burns and Bloomfield, nay, a greater far,

Gifford was born beneath an adverse star,

Forsook the labours of a servile state,

Stemm'd the rude storm, and triumph' d over fate.
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EPAOI TI2 HN EKA2T02 EIAEIH TEXNHN.

impiger en ! iuvenis, cerdo prius, exsilit omni

abiecto instrumento artis clausaque taberna ;

et genium spernens infabre facta Camaenis

munera fert, acie ut calamum cui subula praestet

—

constupet extemplo vnlgus, plauditque beato,

scripta legunt matronae, extoUunt laude periti

;

et si forte iocum tentaverit improbus olim,

' aerugo mera,' vulgns ait, ' me iudice vincit,

quid quaeris ?
' nempe, urbanis mirantibus, ipsam

Pallada crediderim stulto aspirasse poetae,

poUice quem Bavius recitantem laudet utroque.

quare agite, artifices, vana vos arte relicta,

et vos, agricolae, spreta cum vomere marra,

scribite! quid? raucus Codrus, Lucilius, ipso ,,^,

cum Flacco, Dis iratis duroque sub astro,

,

•-

nati, serviles non destituere labores,

fatis restantes tempestatique malorum ?
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Then why no more ? if Phoebus smiled on you,

Bloomfield, why not on brother Nathan too ?

Him too the mania, not the muse, has seized ;

Not inspiration, but a mind diseased :

And now no boor can seek his last abode,

No common be enclosed, without an ode.

SONG.

The rose, that in the springtide ventures forth

To woo the Zephyr with her crimson smiles

And odorous wiles,

Too often chances on the cruel North :

For every kiss of his cold lips

With poisonous blight her beauty nips,

Till one by one, with downcast head,

She weeps away her petals red.

And with the last bereft of life and light

Sighs forth her passionate soul on the dark lap

of night.

ALFRED P. GRAVES.
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et quidni plures ? siquidem largitur Apollo

ingenium Codro, cur non ludaeus haberet,

quern stimulat cacoethes, amor sive iste vocandus

scribendi, malisanaque mens sine divite vena ?

quid ? non nunc fiunt privati publica iuris

iugera, nuUus obit sacro sine vate bubulcus !

WILLIAM G. TYRRELL.

'I FIORETTI DAL NOTTVRNO GELO CHINATI E CHIVSI.'

quae rosa iam tepente

emicans anno Zephyrum sollicitat, rubores

explicitura vernos,

blanda odoratis opibus fallere, blanda risu,

saepe nivalis aurae

tacta languescit moriens asperiore labro.

haud secus ac veneno

tincta mordaci calyces forma reliquit aegros
;

ipsaque dum supina

plorat effusi decoris primitias rubentes,

cum gemitu supremo

floreae accessura pyrae vita fugit sub umbras.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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CORONACH.

He is gone on the mountain,

He is lost to the forest,

Like a summer-dried fountain,

When our need was the sorest.

The font re-appearing

From the rain-drops shall borrow,

But to us comes no cheering,

To Duncan no morrow

!

The hand of the reaper

Takes the ears that are hoary.

But the voice of the weeper

Wails manhood in glory.

The autumn winds, rushing,

Waft the leaves that are searest.

But our flower was in flushing

When blighting was nearest

!

Fleet foot on the correi,

Sage counsel in cumber,

Red hand in the foray.

How sound is thy slumber

!

Like the dew on the mountain.

Like the foam on the river,

Like the bubble on the fountain.

Thou art gone, and for ever !
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VLVLATVS.

Aulus abest silvis, procul est a montibus Aulus

;

fons velut aestivis siccus egemus aquis.

eras fons auctus erit pluviis ; sed gaudia nostra,

te referet nuUus crastinus, Aule, dies !

non nisi maturas messor succidit aristas
;

deflemus raptum nos iuvenile decus.

non nisi marcentes Auctumnus turbine frondes

decutit ; est nobis laesus Aprilis honor,

per iuga qui velox, inter discrimina cautus,

acer erat bello, quam sopor altus habet

!

ceu fontis scatebrae, clivi ros, spuma fluenti,

Aulus in aeternum vanuit, Aulus abest.

SAMUEL ALLEN.
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THE ANCIENT MARINER.

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,

The furrow follow'd free,

We were the first that" ever burst

Into that silent sea.

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,

'Twas sad as sad could be;

And we did speak only to break

The silence of the sea.

All in a hot and copper sky

The bloody sun at noon

Right up above the mast did stand,

No bigger than the moon.

Day after day, day after day.

We stuck, nor breath nor motion.

As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.
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HORRESCO REFERENS.

crebrescunt venti : canens respergitur unda,

insequitur limes latus sulcante carina,

audaces taciturn primi violavimus aequor.

en ventus cecidit, ceciderunt vela soluta,

ne tu quaere metus—verbis quis vincere possit ?

tantum ne regerent tarn vasta silentia pontum

fugit ab ore sonus ; rutila ferrugine caelum

fervet ; sol medio malum supereminet aestu

ipse maligna rubens nee maior imagine lunae.

tarda dies, et quaeque dies haerentibus ibat

tardior, baud uUo vento fluctuve movente,

picta ratis veluti si pictis pendeat undis.
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Water, water, everywhere,

And all the boards did shrink
;

Water, water, everywhere.

Nor any drop to drink.

The very deep did rot : O Christ,

That ever this should be.!

Yea, slimy things with legs did crawl

Upon the slimy sea.

About, about, in reel and rout.

The death-fires danced at night

;

The water, like a witch's oils.

Burnt green, and blue, and white.

COLERIDGE.

'I NVNC, EDERE ME IVBE LIBELLOS."

A LITERARY lady once asked Dr. Johnson for his

candid opinion on a recent work of hers, adding

that, if it did not meet his approbation, she had

other irons in the fire; whereon the great critic,

with grim humour, advised her to put the book

where her other irons were.
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undique fluctus erat, tabulas squalere videres,

undique fluctus erat, fauces sitis arida torret.

di nobis meliora ! putrescit pontus ab imis

sedibus ipse, at foeda modis animalia miris

lenta trahunt lentum tabentia crura per aequor.

nunc hinc nunc illinc noctu circumsilit ignis

intentatque necem ; fluctus variante colore

aestuat, ut quondam, saga miscente, venena.

T. MAGUIRE.

20*HN AE MISn.

' legisti modo quern misi tibi, Tarpa, libellum ?

non nuUas veneres hie, nisi fallor, habet'

cui salsum ridens, ' Veneris tu, docta, marito

has veneres Tarpa iudice iure dabis.

'

ROBERT y. TYRRELL.
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AMONG THE FLOWERS.

She took my flowers with simple grace,

And then I breath'd the truth she knew;

No flush, the while, was on her face

;

I ceased, and she was silent, too.

At length she speaks, with heaving breast,

Of duty owed to adverse powers

;

She hints at feelings long suppress' d,

And hides her face among the flowers.

Blest garland ! fleeting years have sped
;

Your bliss is past
; your bloom is o'er

;

Fades, too, this cheek, this bosom dead,

These lips that sue and sigh no more
;

Lives, lives relentless Fate alone
;

Still Hope is born in leafy bowers,

But when the blushing buds have blown.

Still finds her grave among the flowers.

JOHN HARTLEY.
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LATET ANGVIS IN HERBIS.

non inopinatas molli bibit aure loquellas,

nativa ut cepit simplicitate rosas

;

virginis interea solitus color occupat ora

;

mox taceo ; et nuUos lingua dat ilia sonos.

denique pauca refert tremefacti conscia cordis,

' vota parum facili debita nostra deo,'

et vix fassa premi veteres sub pectore curas,

contegit obductis ora puella rosis.

o nimium laeti quibus irrevocabile flores

tempus laetitiam corripuitque decus !

hae quoque nempe genae pallent, haec corda

quiescunt,

et mihi languenti iam prece labra vacant

;

haec pereunt; vos, vos tamen improba Fatavigetis;

spem loca nascentem semper amaena fovent

;

sed non ante rubet flos primo indutus honore,

spes nova quam nato flore sepulta iacet.

JOHN MAllTLEY.
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VANITY OF VANITIES, SAITH THE PREACHER.

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine.

And health and youth possess'd me ;

My goblets blush'd from every vine,

And lovely forms caress' d me ;

I sunn'd my heart in beauty's eyes.

And felt my soul grow tender

;

All earth can give or mortal prize,

Was mine of regal splendour.

I strive to number o'er what days

Remembrance can discover.

Which all that life or earth displays

Would lure me to live over.

There rose no day, there roll'd no hour

Of pleasure unembitter'd

;

And not a trapping deck'd my power !

That gall'd not while it glitter' d.
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MATAI0TH2 MATAIOTHTflN.

doctrinae famaeque expertus praemia quondam

rex ego et incolumi robore amator eram.

cuncta rubescebat pateris vindemia nostris,

inque manus moUes membra fovenda dabam.

saepe mihi intuitu, medio ceu sole, puellae

leniter incaluit pectus, abitque rigor

;

quicquid terra tulit, quot honorem regibus augent,

quicquid avent homines, cuncta fuere mea !

saepe dies actos memori de corde revolvo,

si quos e multis laetius isse dies

inveniam, quales, quavis mercede repensos,

vincar ut anteactos nunc iterare velira.

sed frustra ;
quoniam sensi miser omnibus horis

semper amari aliquid demere laetitiam,

urebant torques, magni gestamina regis,

ceu diro amplexae colla nitore faces.
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The serpent of the field, by art

And spells, is won from harming ;

But that which coils around the heart.

Oh ! who hath power of charming ?

It will not list to wisdom's lore.

Nor music's voice can lure it

;

But there it stings for evermore

The soul that must endure it,

AN EPITAPH.

Here she lies, a pretty bud.

Lately made of flesh and blood
;

Who as soone fell fast asleep.

As her little eyes did peep.

Give her strewings, but not stir

The earth that lightly covers her.

HERRICK.
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letifera in silvis quae tecta fefellerat anguis,

sunt quibus est nuUi docta nocere modis
;

sed qui se sinuat circum praecordia, verbis

queis fiet, quali mitior arte dolor ?

non hie attentas praeceptis praebuit aures ;

attonitus nuUis vocibus obstupuit!

haeret in aeternum, stimulisque infixus adurget

corda, quibus tutae stat via nulla fugae.

RICHARD W. WEST.

MINOR IGNE ROGVS.

hoc infans rosa dormit in recessu,

suci quae modo sanguinisque plena

quos iam vix reseraverat tenellos

somno clausit in altiore ocellos.

spargas lilia, sed levem sepultae

pulverem moveas cave, viator.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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POPE'S FIRST PASTORA.L.

STRKPHON.

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain,

Then, hid in shades, eludes her eager swain

;

But feigns a laugh, to see me search around,

And by that laugh the willing fair is found.

The sprightly Sylvia trips along the green
;

She runs, but hopes she does not run unseen
;

While a kind glance at her pursuer flies.

How much at variance are her feet and eyes !

STREPHON.

O'er golden sands let rich Pactolus flow,

And trees wdep amber on the banks of Po

;

Blest Thames' s shores the brightest beauties yield.

Feed here, my lambs, I'll seek no distant field.
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A TEN S ON.

STREPHON.

Delia me nutu medio stans provocat horto,

abdita mox tenebris avidum deludit amantem

;

sed risum simulat cum me videt undique frustra

quaerere, et est proprio male tristis prodita risu.

et levis exsultim per gramina Silvia ludit

:

me fugit, at fugiens sese cupit ante videri

:

iam vultu molli respectat pone sequentem :

quantum oculos interque pedes disconvenit illos !

STREPHON.

auratas dives Pactolus lambat harenas,

succinaque Eridani ripis fleat Helias arbor

:

his Tamesis ripae nimium dulcedine praestant.

hie mihi pascite, oves, nam sordent cetera rura.
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DAPHNIS.

Celestial Venus haunts Idalia's groves :

Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves :

If Windsor shades delight the matchless maid,

Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windsor shade.

STREPHON.

All nature mourns, the skies relent in showers,

Hush'd are the birds, and closed the drooping flowers;

If Delia smile, the flowers begin to spring,

The skies to brighten, and the birds to sing.

DAPHNIS.

All nature laughs, the groves are fresh and fair,

The sun's mild lustre warms the vital air;

If Sylvia smile, new glories gild the shore,

And vanquish'd nature seems to charm no more.

STREPHON.

In spring the fields, in autumn hills I love,

At morn the plains, at noon the shady grove

;

But Delia always ; absent from her sight,

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight.

DAPHNIS.

Sylvia 's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May,

More bright than noon, yet fresh as early day:

E'en spring displeases, when she shines not here,

But, bless'd with her, 'tis spring throughout the year.
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Idaliae lucos proles colit alma Diones,

flava Ceres Hyblam, Cynthum Latonia virgo

;

haec nostrae placeant formosae prata puellae,

his pratis Cedent Cynthi iuga, cedet et Hybla.

STREPHON.

omnia iam lugent ; iam fletu solvitur aer
;

conticuere et aves ; cessant se pandere Acres :

Delia si ridet, cito se flos explicat, aer

incipit effulgere, et aves renovare canorem.

DAPHNIS.

omnia iam rident ; lucus viret et nitet herba ;

vitales auras modico Sol temperat aestu :

Silvia si ridet, decorat venus altera campos
;

victa iacet, nee iam natura habet ipsa, lepores.

STREPHON.

Vere ager, Auctumno ventosa cacumina montis,

mane placent campi, mediisque ardoribus antrum :

Delia grata aderit semper ; sin absit, acerbus

et campus mane est, mediisque ardoribus antrum.

DAPHNIS.

Maius habet flores, Auctumnus poma, calores

Sol medius, roremque recens lux orta tenellum :

Silvia habet pulchri quodcunque est ; displicet ipsum

Ver si quando abeat ; redeat, redit assiduum Ver.
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SXREPHON.

Say, Daphnis, say, in what glad soil appears

A wondrous tree that sacred monarchs bears :

Tell me but this, and I'll disclaim the prize,

And give the conquest to thy Sylvia's eyes.

DAPHNIS.

Nay, tell me first, in what more happy fields

The thistle springs, to which the lily yields :

And then a nobler prize I will resign,

For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, shall be thine.

GOOD RESOLUTIONS.

When the Devil was sick in bed

The Devil a monk would be

;

But when the Devil was well again

The devil a monk was he.
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STREPHON.

die quae sit tellus tarn laeta ut, Daphni, timendos

mira ferat reges ramis felicibus arbor

;

hoc modo si doceas agnum tibi cedimus ultro,

eximiaeque feret primas tua Silvia formae.

DAPHNIS.

immo age die ubi sit tanto felieius arvum

ut tribulos pariat quales non lilia vincant

:

die, tibi enim longe pulcherrima praemia eedam :

virgineumque decus te Silvia nostra sequetur.

JOHN F. DAVIES.

AEGROTI SOMNIA.

' me mala crux agitet,' clamabat Vappa, ' Catonem

ni salvus referara,' febre tenente latus.

audiit aegrotum facili deus aure. quid ille ?

me mala crux agitet si Cato Vappa fuit

!

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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THE SAILOR BOY.

He rose at dawn, and, fired with hope.

Shot o'er the seething harbour bar,

And reach'd the ship and caught the rope,

And whistled to the morning star.

And, while he whistled long and loud.

He heard a fierce mermaiden cry,

' O boy, tho' thou art young and proud,

I see the place where thou wilt lie.

The sands and yeasty surges mix

In caves about the dreary bay.

And on thy ribs the limpet sticks,

And in thy heart the scrawl shall play.'

Fool,' he answer' d, ' death is sure

To those that stay and those that roam
;

But I will never more endure

To sit with empty hands at home.
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MANET OCEANVS CIRCVMVAGVS.

surgit mane puer—spes scilicet acrior urget

—

spumiferasque secans Ostia linquit aquas ;

et iam navis adest, funem iam dextera prendit,

Luciferoque suum navita cantat ' ave.'

carmina dum resonat late clarissima pontus,

Nereis horrendis vaticinata modis,

' a ! miser,' exclamat, ' tibi cor iuvenile superbit,

at video funus qua ferat unda tuum.

litora se caveis en ! desolata receptant,

mista ubi ferventi spumat harena sale

;

mitulus, heu miserum ! costis obscaenus inhaeret,

illudit cordi squilla proterva tuo.'

cui puer, ' a ! demens, non evitabile fatum,

sive errare mihi seu remanere placet

;

dedignor segnes trivisse domesticus horas,

otia praetrepidans rumpere pectus avet.



408 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

My mother clings about my neck,

My sisters crying " Stay, for shame !

"

My father raves of death and wreck

—

They are all to blame ! they are all to blame !

God help me ! save I take my part

Of danger on the roaring sea,

A devil rises in my heart,

Far worse than any death to me.'

TENNYSON.

NURSERY RHYME.

There were two birds sat on a stone,

Fa la la la lal de :

One flew away, and then there was one,

Fa la la la lal de :

The other flew after, and then there was none,

Fa la la la lal de :

And so the poor stone was left all alone,

Fa la la la lal de.

GAMMER GURTON.
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haeret in amplexu mater, flentesque sorores,

* ire paras,' ululant, ' nee pudor ipse vetat?'

' naufragus occumbes,' genitor male sanus, ' in undis,'

augurat—heu ! peccat, peccat amore domus !

actum est de nobis (sed di prohibete benigni !),

ni tentem tumidas aequoris ipse minas

;

nescio quid sceleris mea mens malesuada revolvit,

ibimus ! est levius bisque quaterque mori.'

T. J. B. BRADY.

An' OmNflN *ATI2.

traditur in saxo par insedisse volucrum ;

(favete linguis, civium profane grex.)

nee mora : deserta quin avolet una sorore.

(felix volucrum nosse qui mentes potest
!

)

protinus en rapidis sequitur comes altera pennis,

(cur, quaeris ? heu ! non scire fas est omnia.)

quo factum ut scopulus Gabiis desertior esset.

(narrata vobis fabula est. iam plaudite.)

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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NIGHT'S HARMONIES.

As the moon's soft splendour

O'er the faint pale starlight of heaven

Is thrown,

So thy voice most tender

To the strings without soul has given

Its own.

The stars will awaken

Though the moon sleep a full hour later

To night

;

No leaf will be shaken

While the dews of your melody scatter

Delight

Though the sound overpowers,

Sing again ; with your dear voice revealing

A tone

Of some world far from our's.

Where music and moonlight and feeling

Are one

!
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MVSAEA MELE.

Cynthia mulcentem dififundit in aethera lucem ;

sidereae pallent frigida signa faces :

sic tua vox inter blandas blandissima chordas

mente sua donat, vivaque chorda sonat.

dormiat ipsa licet nocturnam luna per horam,

astra tamen solitis ignibus orta trement,

nuUaque frons usquam spirante movebitur aura

dum tua ceu rores carmina molle fluent,

me penetrant captum nimia dulcedine voces :

nunc cane ! nunc iterum, rara puella, cane !

prata novo sub sole mihi felicia pandis,

qua veneres sociant Cynthia, cantus, amor.

JOHN VERSCHOYLE.
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A SMALL SWEET IDYLL.

Come down, O maid, from yonder mountain height;

What pleasure lives in height (the shepherd sang)

:

In height and cold, the splendour of the hills ?

But cease to move so near the Heavens, and cease

To glide a sunbeam by the blasted Pine

—

To sit a star upon the sparkling spire
;

And come, for Love is of the valley, come !

For Love is of the valley, come thou down

And find him : by the happy threshold he,

Or hand in hand with Plenty in the maize,

Or red with spirted purple of the vats,

Or foxlike in the vine ; nor cares to walk

With Death and Morning on the silver horns

;

Nor wilt thou snare him in the white ravine,

Nor find him dropt upon the firths of ice,

That huddling slant in furrow-cloven falls

To roll the torrent out of diisky doors :
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CANTANDO RIGIDAM DEDVCIT MONTE PVELLAM.

quin ades hue, virg-o, quin deseris ardua montis ?

(incipit upilio) ; quid enim te summa morantem

frigora delectant tantum, candorque iugorum ?

desine cunctari caelo vicinior, exstas

seu delapsa velut pinus iubar inter obustas,

vertice seu stellae ritu subnixa corusco.

toUe moras ; invade viam ; si quaeris Amorem,

incola vallis Amor ; fert laeta ad limina gressum,

vel divae iunctus dextrae ditantis aristas

it comes, elisove rubescit sanguine prelis,

vel sub vite latet ceu vulpes. nulla per albas

mortis et Aurorae sequitur vestigia cautes

;

non tibi in anfractu niveo captandus agenti,

aequora non sidit supra glacialia, sulcis

concretum trudunt quae per declivia pondus

certatim, ut luteis effundant faucibus amnem.
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But follow ; let the torrent dance thee down

To find him in the valley. Let the wild

Lean-headed Eagles yelp alone, and leave

The monstrous ledges there to slope, and spill

Their thousand wreaths of dangling water-smoke,

That like a broken purpose waste in air :

So waste not thou ; but come, for all the vales

Await thee : azure pillars of the earth

Arise to thee : the children call, and I

Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound
;

Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is sweet

:

Myriads of rivulets hurrying through the lawn.

The moan of doves in immemorial elms,

And murmuring of innumerable bees.

TENNYSON.
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at sequere, ut rivus te desiliente sequacem

vortice corripiat ; pete gaudia vallis, et ales

regia det macro sine raucos gutture questus

sola sibi
; proni cum strata immania montis

vellera defundant pendentia mille vaporum,

quae mox vanescent, ceu mens infracta, per auras

;

tu ne vanescas ; cito sed delabere, nam te

exspectant valles ; tibi surgit caerula fumo

quaeque columna focis ; te clamat cuncta iuventus

;

te mea pastoris suspirat fistula ; circum

omnia dulce sonant, sed vox tua dulcior omni

—

plurimus hos properat per saltus rivus, et ulmos

assiduo annosas complent maerore palumbes,

innumeraeque apium miscentur murmure gentes.

WILLIAM MOOKE MORGAN.
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IN A GARDEN.

Why, Damon, with the forward day-

Dost thou thy little spot survey,

From tree to tree with doubtful cheer

Pursue the progress of the year.

What winds arise, what rains descend

—

When thou before that year shalt end ?

What do thy noon -tide walks avail.

To clear the leaf, and pick the snail.

Then wantonly to death decree

An insect usefuUer than thee ?

Thou and the worm are brother kind,

As low, as earthy, and as blind.

Vain wretch ! canst thou expect to see

The downy peach make court to thee ?

Or that thy sense shall ever meet

The bean-flower's deep enbosom'd sweet

Exhaling with an evening blast?

Thy evenings then will all be past.
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VITAE SVMMA BREVIS.

noto quid horti redderis angulo,

vergente Phoebo, Postume ? quid iuvat

his flore vestitis et illis

arboribus numerare menses,

queis forte ventis, quove Diespiter

descendat imbri quaerere ? gaudia

cur vana sectaris, supremus

hie tibi si prbperatur annus ?

quidve ambulantis profuerit labor,

frondis voracem si cocleam novae

calcaris avolsam proterva

dignior ipse perire planta ?

fraterna caecum condicio tenet

utrumque; eodem pulvere conditi

sordetis. expectasne demens,

pruna tibi domino rependens

dum iactet arbos mitia ? num tuis

halare odores naribus intimos,

sub noctis adventum, fabarum

flos quoties recreatur aura,
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Thy narrow pride, thy fancied green

(For vanity's in little seen),

All must be left when Death appears.

In spite of wishes, groans, and tears
;

Nor one of all thy plants that grow

But rosemary shall with thee go.

SI ABEST QVOD AMAS, PRAESTO SIMVLACRA TAMEN SVNT.

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly

To the lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in

thine eye

;

And I think oft if spirits can steal from the regions

of air

To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to

me there,

And tell me our love is remembered even in the sky.
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optas ? supremum condideris diem,

fastusque et horti duke reliqueris

solamen angusti, superbus

scilicet exiguo colonus.

non vota tecum non lacrimae valent

auferre in Orcum quae misero tibi

arbusta florescunt, marini

fonde brevi comitande roris !

RICHARD W. WEST.

KEAOMAI MNH2A20AI EMEIO.

nocte ego de media fugio, rorantibus astris,

seclusam ad vallem, quae, cum fulgeret ocellis

vitae flamma tuis, quondam gratissima risit

;

saepius ut mecum reputem num sedibus almis

caeli se possint umbrae subducere furtim,

ut visent iterum loca laeta, aevique prioris

delicias. quod si fas est, hue advehere et tu,

teque vel in caelo dicas meminisse tuorum.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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THE GOOD GREAT MAN.

' How seldom, friend, a good great man inherits

Honour and wealth, with all his work and pains !

It seems a story from the world of spirits

When any man obtains that which he merits,

Or any merits that which he obtains.'

For shame, my friend, renounce this idle strain !

What would' st thou have a good great man obtain ?

Wealth, title, dignity, a golden chain,

Or heaps of corses which his sword had slain ?

Goodness and greatness are not means, but ends.

Hath he not always treasures, always friends,

The good great man ? Three treasures—love, and

light,

And calm thoughts, equable as infant's breath ;

And three fast friends, more sure than day or night

—

Himself, his Maker, and the angel Death.

COLERIDGE.
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IDEM STOICE.

incolumis virtus quam raro sumit honores,

aut modicum victum ! Numa sanctus spondeat auctor

fortunam similem meritis, huic credere noli.'

cui tu verba miser ? Mendose colligis, amens

;

divitias fasces molitos strage triumphos,

quae tu summa putes, virtus num curat habere ?

at propter se non aliud fuit ipsa petenda

iustitia et virtus : virtuti suppetit usu

vera dies communis amor tranquilla sereni

ingenii lux : virtutem non deserit unquam

ipsa deusque parens et mors quae liberet aequa.

T. MAGUIRE.
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GERAINT.

And in a moment after, wild Limours,

Borne on a black horse, like a thunder cloud,

Whose skirts are loosened by the breaking storm,

Half ridden off with by the thing he rode,

And all in passion, uttering a dry shriek,

Dashed on Geraint, who closed with him, and bore

Down by the length of lance and arm beyond

The crupper, and so left him stunned or dead
;

And overthrew the next that followed him.

And blindly rushed on all the rout behind.

But at the flash and motion of the man

They vanished, panic-stricken, like a shoal

Of darting fish, that on a summer morn

Adown the crystal dykes of Camelot

Come slipping o'er their shadows on the sand
;

But if a man who stands upon the brink

But lift a shining hand against the sun.
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AENEAS.

qualis per caelum prorupto turbine densus

volvitur interdum nimbus glomeratque procellas,

haud mora, Turnus adest ;—campo niger ecce

!

furentem

ipse furens sonipes vehit, et vix audit habenas ;

—

sic ruit, et pro voce sonus fugit aridus ore

:

ilium autem Aeneas venientem excepit, et, hastam,

porrecta quantum potuit protendere dextra,

in tantum proturbat equo, stratumque relinquit

;

inde, ducem sequitur qui proximus, Actora fortem

sternit, et in medium caeco ruit impete volgxis.

at quale interdum aestivo sub sole videmus

leni per vitreas incessu labier undas

squamigerum genus ; et notat imas subter harenas

umbra quisque sua pingens, luduntque natantes ;

tum si forte astans aliquis de margine ripae

porrigat elatam dextram, ut videre trementes

ut fugere illi ; nusquam lucere videres
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There is not left the twinkle of a fin

Betwixt the cressy islets white in flower

;

So, scared but at the motion of the man,

Fled all the boon companions of the Earl,

And left him lying in the public way

;

So vanish friendships only made in wine.

TENNYSON.

THE GAIN OF LOSS.

Come, give me back my blossoms,'

Sigh'd the palm-tree to the Nile ;

But the river flow'd unheeding

With its soft and silver smile.

It seem'd to say, ' 'Tis better far

To leave your flowers to me ;

I will bear their yellow beauty on

To the wond'ring, wond'ring sea.'

The amber tresses vanish' d.

And the dear spring fragrance fled ;

But the welcome fruit in clusters

Came richly up instead.

HORATIUS BONAR.
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vel minimam squamam de tot modo millibus unam,

floribus albentes qua lympha interluit ulvas

—

haud secus, expert! rueret quo turbine, campo

diffugere omnes quos secum in bella sodales

duxerat infelix Turnus, linquuntque lacentem.

tantum quippe valet pactum inter pocula foedus.

WILLIAM E. GABBKTT.

PER DAMNA DVCIT OPES.

' rivule, da flores (ita margine palma gemebat)

da redeant flores, gloria prisca, mei !

'

it liquidas, velut ante, vias argenteus amnis

;

purius argento ridet in amne iubar.

illi lympha fugax ' nostro sapientius,' inquit,

' florea credideris dona ferenda sinu

;

sic fluitent, donee mirantibus aequora nymphis

flavescant croceo munere tincta tuo.'

intereunt flores, fragrantior interit aetas ;

marcent effusae, lutea turba, comae ;

at vernum posuit grata vice ramus odorem,

mutaturus opes, pomifer anne, tuas.

HASTINGS CROSSLEY.
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THE GOLDEN YEAR.

The world's great age begins anew,

The golden years return,

The earth doth like a snake renew

Her winter weeds outworn :

Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam

Like wrecks of a dissolving dream.

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains

From waves serener far
;

A new Peneus rolls its fountains

Against the morning star.

Where fairer Tempes bloom, there sleep

Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep.

A loftier Argo cleaves the main,

Fraught with a later prize

;

Another Orpheus sings again.

And loves, and weeps, and dies.

A new Ulysses leaves once more

Calypso for his native shore.
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NOWS RERVM ORDO.

aetas iam redit Integra

confectae senio tempus et aureum

terrae. iam, positis velut

post bnimam exuviis, terra micat recens.

caelo fausta redit dies,

exilesque simul regum apices fugat,

pallentesque patrum deos,

discussas veluti noctis imagines ;

Hellasque altera fluctlbus

e dlis potior ducit orlgines

lympharum. rapit obviam

Peneus latlces Lucifero suos ;

iam iam Cycladas alteras

primaevi requles alta tenet maris,

instaurata virent ubi

Tempe. findit aquas altera grandior

Argo, praemia posterae

virtutis raplens. altera flebilem

aufert Orphea mors novum.

Iam Laertlades alter Atlantlde

mutat litora patriae.

RICHARD W. WEST.
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SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.

HARDCASTLE—MASXOW.

Hard. I no longer know my own house. It's

turned all topsy-turvy. His servants have got

drunk already. I'll bear it no longer; and yet,

from my respect for his father, I'll be calm. Mr.

Marlow, your servant. I'm your very humble

servant.

Marl. Sir, your humble servant. (^y?i/^) What's

to be the wonder now ?

Hard. I believe, sir, you must be sensible, sir,

that no man alive ought to be more welcome than

your father's son, sir. I hope you think so?

Marl. I do, from my soul, sir. I don't want

much entreaty. I generally make my father's son

welcome wherever he goes.

Hard. I believe you do, from my soul, sir. But

though I say nothing to your own conduct, that of

your servants is insufferable. Their manner of
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ANCILLARIA.

CHREMES—PAMPHILUS.

Chr. utrum hae meaene aedis an alienae sient

nequeo satis decernere, ita turbas dedit

novus hospes hice noster ; iamdudum ebrii

sunt servoli eius ; vix quidem tolerabilest.

sed patris honoris causa me reprimam tamen.

salvere iubeo Pamphilum

—

Pam. salve senex

—

quid sit novi demiror

—

Chr. adolescens bone,

vix te animi fallit quam tui natum patris

oportere esse digniorem neminem

hospitio apud me.

Pam. ne tibi dicam dolo,

non est quod instes, namque mihi patris mei

cum nato ubiquest hospitalis tessera.

Chr. res hercle apparet. ipse quod agas nil moror,

sed servolorum flagitia haud ferenda sunt

:
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drinking is setting a very bad example in this

house, I assure you.

Marl. I protest, my very good sir, that is no

fault of mine. If they don't drink as they ought

they are to blame. I ordered them not to spare

the cellar. I did, I assure you. Here, let one of

my servants come up. My positive directions were,

that, as I did not drink myself, they should make

up for my deficiencies below.

Hard. Then they had your orders for what they

do ? I'm satisfied !

Marl. They had, I assure you. You shall hear

from one of themselves.
GOLDSMITH.

A BOTTLE AND A FRIEND.

Here's a bottle and an honest friend !

What wad ye wish for mair, man ?

Wha kens, before his life may end.

What his share may be o' care, man ?

Then catch the moments as they fly.

And use them as ye ought, man ;

—

Believe me, happiness is shy.

And comes not aye when sought, man.
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exemplo eorum—sic bibunt—miserrime

corrumpitur mi familia.

Pam. pol si res itast,

ipsos, senex, non me quidem culpaveris,

namque imperavi cantharis ne parcerent.

heus Parmenonem hue evoca servom meum

—

namque ita iubebam potaturus ipse nil,

cum superi sicci madidi ut essent inferi.

Chr. tun haec iubebas ? sat habeo si res itast,

Pam. ego vero iussi, ex ipsis audi nunciam.

T. J. B. BRADY.

NEC PARCE CADIS TIBI DESTINATIS.

est tibi vini cadus et sodalis,

Grosphe, nee supra rogitare fas est

—

cui licet vivo sibi destinatos

scire dolores ?

carpe iucundum fugientis aevi,

si sapis, florem—neque dedecebit

—

non tibi semper veniet vocanti

rara voluptas.

EDWARD SULLIVAN.
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COMUS. PROLOGUE.

But their way

Lies through the perplex'd paths of this drear wood,

The nodding horror of whose shady brows

Threats the forlorn and wandering passenger

;

And here their tender age might suffer peril,

But that by quick command from sovereign Jove,

I was despatch'd for their defence and guard :

And listen why, for I will tell you now,

What never yet was heard in tale or song.

From old or modern bard, in hall or bower.

Bacchus, that first from out the purple grape

Crush'd the sweet poison of misused wine.

After the Tuscan mariners transform' d,

Coasting the Tyrrhene Shore, as the wind listed.

On Circe's island fell : who knows not Circe,

The daughter of the Sun ? whose charmed cup

Whoever tasted lost his upright shape,

And downward fell into a groveling swine.
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'EPMEIA2 AKAKHT" EPI0TNI02.

sed atra

semita silvarum per devia tesqua patebit.

ingressi nigrae formidinis ora superne

impendere vident pavidi, aut, se cernere fingunt,

spectraque per tenebras, contracta fronte, minantur.

hie impuberibus forsan fraus caeca noceret

ni dux et custos, missu lovis ipsius, irem

impiger. expediam maior quae deinde subesset

causa viae ; fando quam nemo audivit, et omnis

et novus et priscus vates non rettulit usquam.

purpurea princeps domita qui vite Lyaeus

ad culpam causas et grata venena paravit,

cum Tuscis nautis faciem mutasset, et ultra

ventorum arbitrio Tyrrhenas raderet oras,

appulit et Circes terras : incognita nulli est

insula Soligenae miscentis pocula cantu
;

pocula quae si quis gustaret forma peribat

recta, volutantisque luto suis induit ora.
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This nymph, that gazed upon his clustering locks,

With ivy berries wreathed, and his blithe youth.

Had by him, ere he parted thence, a son,

Much like his father, but his mother more.

Whom therefore she brought up, and Comus

named

:

Who, ripe and frolic of his full-grown age,

Roving the Celtic and Iberian fields,

At last betakes him to this ominous wood.

And, in thick shelter of black shades embowered.

Excels his mother at her mighty art,

Offering to every weary traveller.

His orient liquor in a crystal glass.

To quench the drouth of Phoebus : which as they

taste

,

(For most do taste through fond intemperate thirst)

Soon as the potion works, their human countenance,

The express resemblance of the gods, is changed

Into some brutish form, of wolf, or bear,

Or ounce, or tiger, hog, or bearded goat.

All other parts remaining as they were

;

And they, so perfect is their misery.

Not once perceive their foul disfigurement,

But boast themselves more comely than before.

And all their friends and native home forget,
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nympha dei spissos crines nexosque corymbis

respicit, et primo laetantem vere iuventam :

iamque fovens retinet dum prolem est nixa virilem,

multa patrem ingenio referentem, plurima matrem.

sic genitum mater toUit Comumque vocavit

:

qui simul ac florem est et luxum puberis aevi

nactus, abit peregre ; et per Gallica rura et Ibera

protinus erravit ; donee vestigia vertit

illius infaustae sub densa umbracula silvae

;

optavitque sibi sedes, ubi conditus usu

assiduo validas genitricis vinceret artes.

ille viatori, si cui venit obvius, ultro

eoos latices et myrrhina pocula tendit,

aestivaeque sitis solatia
;
quae simul hospes

credulus ore trahit (quod vulgo, captus amore

potus, et nimia dulcedine) non mora, vultus

ille honor humani, superisque simillima forma,

excidit, ut primum coeperunt posse venena.

induiturque adeo speciem sibi quisque ferinam

;

fit lupus aut ursus, fit lynx, fit barbiger hircus,

aut aper aut tigris faciem ; nam cetera membra

certa sede manent. adeoque est plena malorum

sors, ut, quam foede vitientur corpora, nuUi

sit ratio ; at multo sibi pulchrior esse videtur

:

cura domus dulcis periit gentisque suorum

:
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To roll with pleasure in a sensual sty.

Therefore, when any, favour'd of high Jove,

Chances to pass through this adventurous glade,

Swift, as the sparkle of a glancing star,

I shoot from Heaven, to give him safe convoy.

As now I do : but first I must put off

These my sky robes, spun out of Iris' woof.

And take the weeds and likeness of a swain.

That to the service of this house belongs.

Who, with his soft pipe, and smooth-dittied song,

Well knows to still the wild woods when they roar,

And hush the waving woods ; nor of less faith :

And in this office of his mountain watch.

Likeliest and nearest, to the present aid

Of this occasion. But I hear the tread

Of hateful steps ; I must be viewless now.
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spurcities cordi est, et harae sub sorde cubare.

quod si forte aliquis, quern luppiter aequus amavit,

ire per hos saltus temerarius ausit iniquos,

turn quam Stella facem ducens pernicior alls

demittor caelo, fraudem aversurus eunti.

id iam munus ago ; sed et exuere ante necesse est

vestem caeruleo quam stamine texuit Iris

:

oraque dehinc servi pannosque imitabor agrestis

his dominis qui debet opus, mollisque cicutae

suaviloquo cantu callet sedare tumultus

ventorum, quamvis Aquilonis saeviat ardor

;

cui silvae gemitu positoque furore quiescunt

:

nee pietate minor ; sed in his quorum indiget usus

opportunus adest consors et idoneus idem,

excubias quod agit iuga per vicina domorum.

quid plura ? ille pedum iam nostras fertur ad aures

invisus sonitus, visuque abscondar ab omni.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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VLTOR ADEST.

Which when his ladie saw, she follow' d fast,

And on him catching hold 'gan loud to crie.

Not so to leave her, or away to cast,

But rather of his hand besought to die.

With that he drew his sword all wrathfully,

And at one stroke cropp'd off her head with scorne,

In that same place wherat it now doth lie.

So he my love away with him hath borne,

And left me here both his and mine own love to

mourn.

' Aread,' quoth he, 'which way then did he make.?

And by what marks may he be known again ?

'

' To hope,' said he, ' him soon to overtake.

That hence so long departed, is but in vain
;

But yet he pricked over yonder plain.

And, as I mark'd him, bore upon his shield

(By which it's easy him to know again)

A broken sword within a bloody field,

Expressing well his nature who the same did yield.'
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DABIS IMPROBE POENAS.

at postquam mulier iam prodita sensit, inhaeret

pone sequens dextrae, funditque has ore loquellas :

' mene fugis, coniunx ? mene aversatus abibis ?

quin peremis dextra ? sic iam iuvat ire sub umbras.'

ecce ! furens animi gladio conixus amantis

heu ! caput abscisum multa deiecit harena.

nunc quoque onus terram visu miserabile foedat,

is rapto potitur ;—rapto spoliatus amore

hanc, illam doleo, sortem miseratus utramque.

* ast age,' ait, ' praedo qua dein regione viarum

cesserit ; hoc saltern ; turn quae sint signa doceto.

ille autem, ' si iam tanto superare priorem

posse brevi reris, spes, o bone, pascis inanes.

sed si tantus amor cursus cognoscere,—campo

illuc flexit iter ; clipeique insigne cruentum

—

infractumque ensem, pugnamque, et vulnera cruda

—

quippe sui specimen gerit, inceditque superbus.'

W. E. GABBETT.
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LES TRAVAILLEURS DE LA MER.

No fish astir in our heaving net,

The sky is dark and the night is wet,

And we must ply the lusty oar,

For the tide is ebbing from the shore.

And sad are they whose faggots burn,

So kindly stored for our return.

Our boat is small, and the tempest raves

;

And nought is heard but the lashing waves,

And the sullen roar of the angry sea.

And the wild winds piping drearily :

Yet sea and tempest rise in vain,

We'll bless our blazing hearths again.

Push bravely, mates ; our guiding star

Now from its turret streameth far

:

And now along the nearing strand

See swiftly move yon flaming brand

:

Before the midnight hour is past,

We'll quaff our bowl and mock the blast.
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nONTON En' IX0TOENTA.

nubila contristant noctem, ruit imbribus aether,

nostra reluctant! retia pisce vacant

;

robore iam valldo lentandus in aequore ramus,

nam pelagus refluas litore sorbet aquas ;

triste per augxirium sponsae sua pectora ducunt,

dum cumulant nobis ligna reposta focis.

parvula nostra ratis, bacchatur et ira procellae,

nil nisi sollicitus fluctus in aure sonat

;

et quidquid desaevit inexorabilis unda,

et quidquid vasti sibilat aura noti.

sed frustra pontus frustraque procella minatur,

ardentes dabitur mox celebrare lares,

quare agite, o socii, remis incumbite, nobis

fundit ab excelsa lumina turre pharus.

iamque propinquantis passim per littoris oras

cernitis accensas pervolitare faces,

ante poli mediam quam nox traiecerit arcem

ducemus spreto pocula plena noto.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS.

Why slumbers Gifford? once was ask'd in vain.

Why slumbers GifFord ? let us ask again.

Are there no follies for his pen to purge ?

Are there no fools whose backs demand the scourge ?

Are there no sins for Satire's bard to greet ?

Stalks not gigantic vice in every street ?

Shall peers or princes tread pollution's path,

And 'scape alike the law's and Muse's wrath ?

Nor blaze with guilty glare through future time,

Eternal beacons of consummate crime ?

Arouse thee, Gifford ! be thy promise claim'd,

Make bad men better, or at least ashamed !
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EXORIARE.

' Flaccus ubi est ?
' dudum frustra, ' vigilatne ?

'

rogamus.

' Flaccus ubi est ?
' magna pellentes voce soporem,

' nunc demum dormit, male cum delirat ubique

stultitia, et stulti praebent sua crura flagello ?

'

' at peccant ' inquis ' satira non digna notari.

'

baud ita : nequities late spatiata superbit

per plateas, regesque luto maculantur eodem

ridentes legisque notas irasque Camaenae.

suntne parum meriti sceleris lucentia taedis

stare mali monimenta viris horrenda futuris ?

an non iam vigilet sceleratae Bestius urbis,

ut, si non Virtus, teneat modo Rumor iniquos !

WILLIAM G. TYRRELL.
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THE THREE SAILORS.

[ Version takenfrom the Preface to O. W. Holmes' ' Wit and Humour.^]

There were three sailors, of Bristol city,

Who took a boat and went to sea

;

But first with beef and captain's biscuit

And pickled pork, they loaded she.

There was guzzling Jack and gorging Jimmy,

And the youngest he was little Billee.

Now very soon they were so greedy.

They did not leave not one split pea.

Says guzzling Jack to gorging Jimmy,

* I am confounded hungery.'

Says gorging Jim to guzzling Jacky,

' We have no wittles, so we must eat we.'

Says guzzling Jack to gorging Jimmy,

' O gorging Jim, what a fool you be

!

There's little Bill, as is young and tender

:

We're old and tough ; so lets eat he.'



THACKERAY—THE THREE SAILORS. 445

SESQVIVLIXES.

olim Brundusio tria fortia corda relicto

conducta tentant aequora vasta rate,

ante tamen fama est epimenia mucida farris

cumque subus salsas imposuisse boves.

Perniciosus erat Penius Barathroque Macellus,

latrantes stomachi ; Telemachusque puer.

nee mora : non restat murem quod pascere posset

unum ; adeo insignis mansit utrique gula.

quae cum vidisset Penius sic orsus : ' amice,

dispeream, ventrem ni premit arta fames !

'

tum Barathro : ' victus quoniam non suppetit usus,

nostrum alter vereor ne sit edendus' ait.

olli indignanti similis similisque iocanti

:

' ecquem stultitiae ponis, inepte, modum !

Telemachi succo turgent (conciditur ? ) artus

;

non faciunt denti corpora dura senum.
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O Bill, we're going to kill and eat you

:

So undo the collar of your chemee.

When Bill he heard this infamation,

He used his pocket handkerchee :

' O let me say my catechism,

As my poor mammy taught it me !

'

' Make, haste, make haste,' says guzzling Jacky,

While Jim puU'd out his snickersnee.

So Bill went up the maintop gallant mast,

Where down he fell on his bended knee

:

He scarce had said his catechism,

When up he jumps, ' There's land I see !

'

There's Jerusalem and Madagascar,

And North and South Ameriky.

There's the British fleet a-riding at anchor.

And Admiral Nelson, K.C.B.

So when they came to the Admiral's vessel,

He first hanged Jack, then flogg'd Jimmy

:

But as for little Bill, he made him

The captain of a seventy-three.

W. M. THACKERAY.
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Stat tibi mactatum ferro consumere corpus ;

da, puer, a tunica libera colla tua.'

audierat iuvenis : lacrimamque premebat obortam

cum subito emunctis naribus esset opus.

' o bone, bis senas liceat recitare tabellas,

quas olim didici, matre docente, puer.'

' tolle moras ' Barathro, ' res est properanda
!

' securi

terribilis stricta, Perniciose, taces.

interea mali fastigia summa secutus

incipit aeria flectere sede genu ;

vixque sacris functus puer, ' o gratissima,' clamat

* tellus ' erecto corpore * visa mihi
!

'

apparet Dodona, apparet et ultima Thule,

et gemina Hesperio terra potita polo

—

apparet classis (puppes habet ancora), regnum

cuius, honoratum nomen, Agrippa tenet,

quo cum perventum est, Barathro, tibi pascere corvos

contingit : loris urere terga, Peni

:

at puer est navi praefectus, qualis in hostem

quino per medias remige fertur aquas.

HASTINGS CEOSSLEY.
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THE WORLD.

Tjie world's a bubble, and the life of man

Less than a span ;

In his conception wretched, from the womb,

So to the tomb
;

Curst from his cradle, and brought up to years.

With cares and fears

;

Who, then, to frail mortality shall trust.

But limns on water or but writes in dust.

Yet whilst with sorrow here we live oppress' d.

What life is best ?

Courts are but only superficial schools

To dandle fools

;

The rural part is turn'd into a den

Of savage men

;

And where 's a city from foul vice so free

But may be term'd the worst of all the three ?
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HEV, HEV, NOS MISEROS, QVAM TOTVS HOMVNCIO NIL EST

!

omnia bullatae quam sunt sine pondere nugae

!

quam nihili angustae properata diecula vitae

!

materie miser a prima, miser editus alvo,

funus obire miser miserum cito pergit homuUus.

a cunis agit omne infaustus et iratis dis

aerumna gravis in mediis terroribus aevum.

ergo si quis avet mortalia credulus, unda

exprimit effigiem, scribitque in pulvere nomen.

dum tamen hie aegri in tanto maerore moramur

optima quaenam sit vitae via forte requiras ?

stultitiae numquid nisi porticus aula tyranni,

vecordum nutrix, vera ratione carentum ?

rura rudes habitant, inculti, pectora bruta
;

orbe pererrato terrarum ubi viseris urbem

vincere quam vitiis non rus fatearis et aulam ?
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Domestic cares afflict the husband's bed,

Or pains his head :

Those that live single take it for a curse,

Or do things worse :

These would have children ; those that have them

moan.

Or wish them gone :

What is it, then, to have or have no wife,

But single thraldom or a double strife ?

Our own affections still at home to please

Is a disease

;

To cross the seas to any foreign soil,

Peril and toil

;

Wars with their noise affright us ; when they cease,

We're worse in peace:

What, then, remains, but that we still should cry

For being born, and, being born, to die ?

BACON.
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sollicitant secreta domus et amara maritos

semper, et infestant genialem plurima lectum.

caelibe qui vita degit, sibi castus iniquam

fortunam gemit, aut stupris lascivit adulter :

progeniem cupit hie
;
qui possidet, esse parentem

infelix queritur se, atque orbis invidet : ergo,

die mihi, quid difFert uxorem duxeris an non ?

hie sibi vivit onus ; nocet huic sociasse laborem.

si natale solum placuitque domestica cura

taedia iam subeunt ; trepidum discrimina versant

trans mare qui currit peregrinisque exulat oris,

bella truci clangore expallent dissona cives
;

instant securae graviora pericula paci.

quod superest, quaeso, numquid nisi flere decet nos

nascentes, natos incepta cedere vita ?

JOHN R. WEST.
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ON SHAKSPEARE.

What needs my Shakspeare, for his honoured bones,

The labour of an age, in piled stones ?

Or that his hallowed reliques should be hid

Under a star-ypointing pyramid ?

Dear son of Memory, great heir of Fame,

What need'st thou such weak witness of thy name ?

Thou, in our wonder and astonishment,

Hast built thyself a livelong monument.

For whilst, to the shame of slow endeavouring art,

Thy easy numbers flow ; and that each heart

Hath, from the leaves of thy unvalued book,

Those Delphic lines with deep impression took

;

Then thou, our fancy of itself bereaving,

Dost make us marble with too much conceiving

;

And, so sepulchred, in such pomp dost lie.

That kings, for such a tomb, would wish to die.
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'DO THY WORST, OLD TIME.'

quid prodest nostrae vati sanctaeque favillae

per saeclum lapides labor acer si struere instet ?

aut, si quid divi restat mortale poetae,

pyramis ut condat ferienti sidera mole ?

Mnemosynes soboles dulcissime, maxime Famae

heres, non istos curant tua nomina testes,

dum stupet adspectans cantus miracula lector

exigis ipse tibi marmor quod duret in aevum.

nam tibi, quo pudeat pigram conaminis artem,

dum faciles numeri manant, sensusque per omnes

dum tuus insculpit liber aureus undique nostrae

menti sortilegumque et non delebile carmen,

surripis ingenio vires, nimiumque ciendo

corda hominum, paullatim ipsos in marmora vertis
;

immanique adeo cumulatus honore quiescis

ut mutare velint reges ea funera vita.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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THE BACHELOR'S DREAM.

My pipe is lit ; my grog is mix'd :

My curtain's drawn, and all is snug.

Old Puss is in her elbow-chair,

And Tray is sitting on the rug.

Last night I had a curious dream,

Miss Susan Bates was Mistress Mogg :

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?

She looked so fair, she sang so well,

I could but woo, and she was won.

Myself in blue, the bride in white,

The ring was placed, the deed was done.

Away we went in chaise-and four.

As fast as grinning boys could flog

:

What do you think of that^ my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?
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SOMNIVM CAELIBIS.

herba ardet fragrans, cepit cratera Lyaeum,

praebet ridentem clausa fenestra larem.

iam felis propriam requiescit nacta cathedram,

et Glaucis, quanta est, sternitur ante focum.

praeterita Rufo sopito nocte Metellam

nubere portendit prodigiosa quies.

talia die, felis, moneant quid somnia, tuque,

die, catula, et quo sint conicienda modo !

bella fuit facies : belle cantabat : amavi

:

quid facerem ? atque dedit rara puella manus.

virgo albata venit, mihi vestis caerula fulget,

anulus et sacrum rite coronat opus,

ponimur in reda pueris ridentibus :
' heia '

!

virga crepat, rapidis avehimurque rotis.

talia die, felis, moneant quid somnia, tuque,

die, catula, et quo sint conicienda modo

!
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What loving tete-3.-tetes to come !

But tete-^-tetes must still defer !

When Susan came to live with me,

Her mother came to live with her
;

With sister Belle she couldn't part

:

But all my ties had leave to jog.

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?

Her mother brought a pretty Poll,

A monkey, too : what work he made !

Her sister introduced a beau

;

My Susan had a favourite maid.

She had a tabby of her own,

A snappish mongrel christen' d Gog:

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?

The monkey bit, the parrot scream' d ;

All day the sister strumm'd and sung

The petted maid was such a scold,

My Susan learned to use her tongue.

Her mother had such wretched health

She sat and croaked like any frog :

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?
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qualia cum sola finxi mihi gaudia soli !

gaudia quis faciunt fata maligna moram.

nam secum ad Rufi deducta Metella Penates

adduxit matrem, filia grata, suam.

addidit huic Annam non divellenda sororem,

sed parvi duxit me caruisse meis.

vos o concilium fidum, felisque canisque,

dicite, quid monstrent somnia mira novi !

cur te, rauce, queror comitari, psittace, socrum ?

simia vastabat, pestis alenda, domum.

sectari nitidus visus mihi Trossulus Annam,

visaque mi dominae Latris adesse suae,

non suus aelurus, catulus non defuit illi,

cui nomen Titan, hybrida, dente minax.

o canis et felis, Rufi vos este senatus,

res nova defertur ;
quid sibi visa volunt ?

simia dum mordet, dum clamas, psittace, Musas

dum colit aversas voce lyraque soror,

voce furit Latris, dominae dulcissima rerum,

ipsaque fit lingua prompta Metella sua.

perpetuo tardos odiosa loquacula morbos

voce malae ranae questa sedebat anus,

talia die, felis, moneant quid somnia, tuque

die, catula, et quo sint conicienda modo !
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No longer 'deary,' 'duck,' and 'dove,'

I soon came down to simple M.

;

The very servants cross'd my wish ;

My Susan let me down to them.

The poker hardly seem'd my own :

I might as well have been a log.

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?

My clothes they were the queerest shape
;

Such coats and hats she never met

:

My ways they were the oddest ways !

My friends were such a vulgar set

!

Poor Tomkinson was snubb'd and huff'd

;

She could not bear that Mister Blogg :

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?

At times we had a spar, and then

Mamma must mingle in the song :

The sister took a sister's part;

The maid declared her master wrong.

The parrot learn' d to call me 'fool
!'

My life was like a London fog :

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?
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dulcia nomina anas, mea vita, columba silentur

:

littera nunc Rufo est ista canina satis,

mox famulis ipsis, facinus miserabile, coram

obloquitur fracto saeva puella viro.

iamque super foculo componere ligna timebam,

nee potui stipes vilior esse domi.

talia die, felis, moneant quid somnia, tuque

die, catula, et quo sint conicienda mode !

saepe querebatur de prava veste mariti

;

risus erant petasi, nee placuere togae :

saepe viro mores, saepe exprobrabat amicos,

dedignata ortos inferiore loco,

insperata bono fecit convicia Balbo :

' an tolerandus' ait ' Ponticus iste mihi
!'

talia die, felis, moneant quid somnia, tuque

die, catula, et quo sint conicienda modo !

cum vero altercamur, init certamina mater,

et partem pugnae vindicat ipsa sibi.

cara soror carae succurrit voce sorori

:

condemnatque reum non proba Latris herum.

' stulte' ! salutabat me psittacus ore perito,

visaque mi nebulis tristior ire dies,

talia die, felis, moneant quid somnia, tuque,

die, catula, et quo sint conicienda modo !
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My Susan's taste was superfine,

As proved by bills that had no end.

I never had a decent coat

:

I never had a coin to spend.

She forced me to resign my club,

Lay down my pipe, retrench my grog.

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?

Each Sunday night we gave a rout

To fops and flirts—a pretty list

;

And when I tried' to steal away,

I found my study full of whist.

Then, first to come and last to go.

There always was a Captain Hogg :

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?

Now, was not that an awful dream.

For one who single is and snug

;

With Pussy in her elbow-chair.

And Tray reposing on the rug ?

If I must totter down the hill,

'Tis safest done without a clog :

What do you think of that, my cat ?

What do you think of that, my dog ?
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uxorem minime esse rudem docuere libelli

argenti expensi, sed sine fine, virum.

sordidus ipse foris frustra spatiabar in urbe,

asse uno, si quid forte placeret, egens.

non me passa frui sociorum est improba coetu,

non refici calamo, non caluisse mero.

heu ! heu ! spectati, felisque canisque, sodales,

dicite, quid Rufi somnia dira canant

!

turba die festo pueri nitidaeque puellae

complebant totam luxuriosa domum.

quaque latere volo sonat alea iacta recessu,

fallere bacchantes nee datur ulla via.

ante omnes Verres, nisi nomine fallor, adesse,

Verres post omnes visus abire domo.

ei mihi ! quo spectant, felis, mea somnia dira ?

quo, catula, et quo sunt conicienda modo ?

prodigiosa quidem narravi somnia caelebs,

cui secura quies, cui sine lite domus.

cui felis magna dormit composta cathedra,

et Glaucis placidum sternitur ante focum.

tutius ad Manes, Parcae, sufHamine nuUo

descendam tardas impediente rotas,

hoc melius : nonne hue spectant mea somnia, felis ?

sic coniecta tibi nonne, catella, placent ?

ARTHUR PALMER.



462 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

THE SHORTNESS OF LIFE.

Our life is carried with too strong a tide

;

A doubtful cloud our substance bears,

And is the horse of all our years :

Each day doth on a winged whirlwind ride

;

We and our glass run out, and must

Both render up our dust.

But his past life who without grief can see,

Who never thinks his end too near.

But says to Fame, ' Thou art my heir,'

That man extends life's natural brevity

:

This is, this is the only way

To outlive Nestor in a day.
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AD THALIARCHVM.

aestuat fluctu nimis inquieto

vita ; subter nos posita dolosa

nube per quotquQt numerantur omnes

labimur annos.

nulla non nobis rapitur volatu

lux procelloso ; nisi traditurus

lampada aetatis stadium cucurrit

nemo diurnum.

qui tamen cursum placidus peractum

respicit, qui iam propiore viso

fine secunis, ' mihi sit superstes

gloria,' dixit;

hie sibi fato breve destinatum

ampliat vitae spatium : vel uno

sole sic demum, Thaliarche, totum

Nestora vives.

SAMUEL ALLEN.
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THE BRIDE IS DEAD.

The bride is dead ! the bride is dead !

Cold and fair and frail she lieth

;

Wrapt is she in sullen lead

;

And a flower is at her head ;

And the breeze above her sigheth,

Through the night and through the day,

' Fled away ! fled away !

'

Once—but what can that avail ?

—

Once she wore within her bosom

Pity which did never fail

;

A hue that dash'd the lily pale ;

And upon her cheek a blossom

Such as yet was never known :

—

All is past and overthrown !

Mourn ! the sweetest bride is dead
;

And her knight is sick with sorrow

That her bloom is lapp'd in lead

;

Yet he hopeth, fancy fed,

He may kiss his love to-morrow.

But the breezes—what say they ?

' Fled away ! fled away !

'

BARRY CORNWALL.
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LVGETE O VEKERES CVPIDINESQVE.

mors rapuit nuptam, rapuit mors ferrea nuptam

;

frigidulis membris forma tenella iacet

;

constringit miseram non exorabilis area,

floreaque exornat rite corolla caput

:

et circumvolitans nocturna diurnaque, 'fugit,'

' fugit,' flebilibus murmurat aura sonis.

quid prodest miserae miseros relevare quod olim

gaudebat, cura sedula, larga manu ?

pectora quid prosunt, superans quid lilia candor ?

quid flos non alio qualis in ore fuit ?

heu ! quidquid pulchri ridebat, amabile quidquid,

abstulit atra dies, heu ! decus omne fuit,

lugete o Veneres ! rapuit mors aspera nuptam,

heu ! rapuit qua non dulcior ulla fuit

;

insolabiliter dolet aegro corde maritus

lurida delicias quod tenet area suas ;

spem tamen ille fovet, ' cum crastina venerit Eos,

basia dilectae, basia mille, dabo.'

a spem fallacem ! quid murmurat aura susurrans ?

* fugit' flebilibus murmurat aura sonis.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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IDLENESS.

Idleness is a stream which flows slowly on, but

yet undermines the foundation of every virtue. A
vice of a more lively nature were a more desirable

tyrant than this rust of the mind, which gives a tinc-

ture of its nature to every action of one's life. It

were as little hazard to be lost in a storm as to lie

thus perpetually becalmed : and it is to no purpose

to have within us the seeds of a thousand good

qualities, if we want the vigour and resolution

necessary for exerting them. Death brings all

persons back to an equality ; and this image of

it, this slumber of the mind, leaves no difference

between the meanest intellect and the greatest

genius. A faculty for doing things remarkably

praiseworthy, thus concealed, is of no more use

to the owner than a heap of gold to the man

who dares not use it. To-morrow is still the
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IMPROBA SIREN.

lenta quidem pigroque simillima labitur amni

desidia ; at rectos eadem valet unica mores

subruere. hac potior mentis robigine versat

te dominus, si delicto vemente tumet cor.

ilia etenim sufifectus ab omni parte laboras

imbecillus, inops, nuUis par rebus agendis.

deprensis quanto magis est metuenda procella

quam quae lenta fame consument otia ponto

haerentes medio ? caeco sub corde Catonem

cur geris, inde nihil referens, ignave, Catonis ?

non aliam ingenii mensuram insignis et imi

mors facit ; exaequatque ignavia, mortis imago,

vilibus egregias nuUo discrimine mentes.

viribus occultis tantum profeceris ergo

quantum congesto qui parcit dives acervo.

at ' eras expergiscar' ais delusus ; adest ; lux
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fatal time when all is to be rectified : to-morrow

comes ; it goes, and still I please myself with

the shadow while I lose the reality, unmindful

that the present time alone is ours, the future is

yet unborn, and the past is dead. The time we

live ought not to be computed by the number

of years, but by the use that has been made of

it. Thus it is not the extent of ground, but the

yearly rent which gives the value to the estate.

Wretched and thoughtless creatures ! In the only

place where covetousness were a virtue, we turn

prodigals.
SPECTATOR, 17 1 1.

IRREPARABILE TEMPVS.

Dear as remembered kisses after death.

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned

On lips that are for others ; deep as love.

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret

;

O Death in Life, the days that are no more

!

TENNYSON.
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quae modo eras fuerat retro iam cessit, et umbra

captum te vana rerum res ipsa fefellit

!

fas est (quod nescis) solum praesentibus uti

rebus ; adhuc nullum est quod nondum vexerit

hora,

quodque retro est, periit. non est vitalis habendus

annorum longam seriem qui respicit, at qui

multa tulit fecitque ; neque is qui possidet agri

iugera bis totidem, sed cui seges amplior implet

horrea, divitior. nulli quae sola nocere

posset avaritia, hac caeci miserique caremus.

RICHARD W. WEST.

SANCTE PVER, CVRIS HOMINVM QVI GAVDIA MISCES.

sic animo recolit quae raptae coniugis olim

oscula ferret amans ; vel quae suavissima mentis

(nam premere ipsa nefas) mentitur credulus error,

exspes : sic iuvenis primos ardentis amores

cura furit, penitusque eadem dulcedine tangit

:

funera quin actum nee funera ducitur aevum.

JOHN F. DAVIES.
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AN AUTUMN LOVE-SONG.

The frail flowers are dying,

The thistledown flying,

Summer is past

!

The first leaves that wither

Roam hither and thither

With the treacherous blast ;

And away to dark ruin he will ravish at last

Their green mates from the bough.

Where they sigh and tremble now.

The surges are shatter' d,

The tough ragweed tatter' d,

By the gusts of the gale
;

O'er lowland and highland,

And round the green island,

A wanderer pale

Strays the sunshine ; the moor seethes with whis-

pers of wail.

As its reed-grasses quake,

And serely shudders the brake.
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AD LYDEN.

flores depereunt, Notus

hie illic rapidis turbinibus leves

pappos spargit, et abripit

frondes queis viduat perfidus arbores.

rara luget adhuc coma

cum lugente nemus ; mox et honoribus

his raptis Dryades gement.

pulsis spuma maris pumicibus fremit,

algas dilacerat Notus

lentas ; vix radiis sol iuga, pallidus

erro, vixque cubantia

tangit rura, virens qua patet insula

;

murmur quassat arundines,

et per tesqua vagus maeror inhorruit.

flores, nil moror, aridi

et maestas iterent aequora naenias

;
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The leaves and the surges

May chant their wild dirges,

The pale flowers pine.

My heart at their voices

More hugely rejoices
;

One draught of Love's wine

Unwinters the earth ! thou art mine, thou art mine

!

Let the wind have its will

And rave : I glow in its chill

!

Thy kisses, warm clinging,

My heart have set singing

;

Autumn's at bay

!

One rose blooms unmarr'd in

My yew-cloistered garden

—

I'll pluck it to-day.

And bid it go die in thy bosom, and say,

With its passionate breath,

' Love greets thee—victor o'er death !

'

JOHN TODHUNTER.
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evoe ! corde salit meo

sanguis, sola hiemis solvere vinculis

terrain sola potes, Venus.

ventus nunc igitur saeviat ; ut meam

mentem recreet, hoc tuum est;

Flaccum namque tuis muneribus beas.

autumnum procul arceo

cum Lyde calidis concitat osculis

exultantia pectora.

inter floret adhuc unica funebres

taxos sera vigil rosa

;

hanc decerpam hodie, marceat ut meae

in Lydes tenero sinu,

exspiransque animam dicat amabilem,

' hoc esto indicio tibi

ipsa posse magis morte Cupidinem.'

JOHN O. HYDE.
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OENONE.

' O THOU hollow ship, that bearest

Paris o'er the faithless deep,

Would' St thou leave him on some island

Where alone the waters weep !

Where no human foot is moulded

In the wet and yellow sand

—

Leave him there, thou hollow vessel.

Leave him on that lonely land !

Then his heart will surely soften.

When his foolish hopes decay,

And his older love rekindle

As the new one dies away.

Visionary hills will haunt him,

Rising from the glassy sea.

And his thoughts will wander homeward

Unto Ida and to me !

'
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SVSTINET OENONEN DESERVISSE PARIS.

' navis, Priamidem per freta quae volas

nobis abripiens perfida perfidum,

qua solum mare plangit,

ilium desere in insula !

ilium linque, precor, navis, inhospita

terra ; linque, precor, nuUus ubi virum

pes signarit arenas

flavas, fluctibus uvidas

!

tum corda incipient ferrea flectier,

spes postquam fatuae deciderint ; amor

antiquus revirescet,

cum defloruerit novus.

illi conscia mens finget imagines

surgentum vitreo marmore montium
;

Idae mox vaga colles

Oenonenque petet suam.'
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Thus lamented fair Oenone,

Weeping ever, weeping low,

On the holy mount of Ida,

Where the pine and cypress grow.

In the self-same hour Cassandra

Shrieked her prophecy of woe,

And into the Spartan dwelling

Did the faithless Paris go.

WHAT MATTER?

We sat on the steps, for the evening was warm
;

The scent of the hay-field crept up from the farm
;

We spoke very softly—and as to his arm

—

It was just Cousin Jack—and so what was the harm ?

We were quite in the dark, save the fire-flies' swarm
;

A bird whirring out from the hedge broke the charm

;

He bent, as I started in foolish alarm,

And 'twas only old Jack, and so where was the

harm ?

ELEANOR PUTMAN.
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Oenone teneris talia questibus

flebat, perpetuis questibus, in sacra

pinus quaque cupressus

Ida consociant nemus

:

ast illo tonuit praescia cladium

Cassandrae fera vox tempore : perfidus

illo tecta subibat

Spartanae Paris hospitae.

T. J. B. BRADY.

APOSIOPESIS.

nos ambo cepit fugientes porticus aestum

;

suave recens messos rus redolebat agros
;

voce loquebamur submissa ; bracchia—sed quis

sobrinis Paphiam credat inesse facem ?

nox erat, interdum lucens lampyridis igni

;

excita dat pennis sepe columba sonum
;

territa subsedi ; caput hie admoverat ;—at quis

sobrinis ullam credat inesse facem ?

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet,

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters

meet

;

Oh ! the last rays of feeling and life must depart,

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my

heart

!

Yet it was not that Nature had shed o'er the scene

Her purest of crystal and brightest of green

;

'Twas not the soft magic of streamlet or hill,

Oh ! no—it was something more eji;quisite still.

'Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were

near.

Who made ev'ry dear scene of enchantment more

dear;

And who felt how the best charms of nature improve,

When we see them reflected from looks that we love.



MOORE—THE MEETING OF THE WATERS. 479

AVOCA.

ilia convalles mihi praeter omnes

vallis arridet, gremio micantes

quae fovet rivos. mihi vel suprema

fugerit ipsi

aura vitalis, gelidisque venis

repserit sanguis tenuis, priusquam

illius vallis memori exularit

corde venustas

;

non quod ornassent nemus omne Nymphae

vitrea lympha viridique ripa,

monsque cum rivo decus addidisset

moUe viretis

:

suavius quoddam mihi amaeniores

fecit has umbras ; aderant amati

quels magis risit tua pulchritude,

dulcis Avoca,
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Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love

best,

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world

should cease,

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled .in

peace.

CONSTANCY.

By your truth she shall be true,

Ever true, as wives of yore :

And her ' Yes' once said to you

Shall be ' Yes ' for evermore.

E. B. BROWNING.
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quod mihi risit simul. oh, libenter

hoc sinu grato placidus foverer

cum pio coetu comitum Catullus

pace repostus.

turn ferae longe fugient procellae

quae brevem vitam lacerant, et, amnes

ceu tibi, nobis sociata tandem

corda quiescent

!

JOHN MURRAY.

' CONCORDIA FATA DVORVM.'

ilia quidem coniunx fido tibi fida manebit,

laudatur qualis Penelopea fides

;

cumque in verba semel iuraverit ilia mariti

vox ea perpetui pignus amoris erit.

T. J. B. BRADY.
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GO UP AND WATCH THE NEW-BORN RILL.

Go up and watch the new-born rill

Just trickling from its mossy bed,

Streaking the heath-clad hill

With a bright emerald thread.

Canst thou her bold career fortell,

What rocks she shall o'erleap or rend,

How far in Ocean's swell

Her freshening billows send ?

Perchance that little brook shall flow

The bulwark of some mighty realm.

Bear navies to and fro,

With monarchs at their helm.

Or canst thou guess, how far away

Some sister nymph, beside her urn

Reclining night and day,

'Mid reeds and mountain-fern,

Nurses her store with thine to blend

When many a moor and glen are past.

Then in the wide sea end

Their spotless lives at last ?
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FVTVRI TEMPORIS EXITVS.

spectes petita fontis origine,

destillet herba rivus ut uvida,

montisque depingat genistas

purpurei viridante filo.

narrare cursus num potes arduos ?

quae saxa rumpat ? quae saliat super ?

salsumve mutarit salubri

quatenus oceanum fluento ?

fors in remotis praevalidi fluet

munimen oris rivulus imperi,

portabit hue illuc triremes,

rege manu moderante clavum.

num scis locorum Nais ubi altera

aequalis urnam caeruleam prope

noctuque procumbens dieque,

subter arundineas latebras,

opes aquosas condat, ut, avios

emensa cursus, amne sororio

commista, mox reddat marinis

hausta fretis animam innocentem ?

T. J. B. BRADY.
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OH, WHO WOULD NOT REST WITH THE BRAVE ?

Yes, let me like a soldier fall

Upon some open plain,

This breast expanding for the ball.

To blot out every stain !

Brave manly hearts confer my doom,

That gentler ones may tell,

Howe'er forgot, unknown my tomb,

I like a soldier fell.

I only ask of that proud race

Which ends its blaze in me.

To die the last and not disgrace

Its ancient chivalry.

Though o'er my clay no banner wave.

Nor trumpet requiem swell,

Enough, they murmur o'er my grave

—

' He like a soldier fell
!

'

E. FITZBALL.



FITZBALL—LEl ME LIKE A SOLDIER FALL. 485

SPECTANDVS IN CERTAMINE MARTIO.

sit mihi, qua vacuo se pandunt aequore campi,

ut decet armiferum non sine laude mori

!

sic capiam laetus nudato pectore vulnus,

sic scelerum purus vindice morte cadam !

quid si longa meum subeant oblivia bustum,

exitium referent fortia corda mihi

:

et tenerae dicent submissa voce puellae

—

' quo decet armiferos more perire perit
!

'

quid si magnanimae peream spes ultima gentis ?

quid si tota domus me pereunte mat ?

felix sorte mea moriar si gloria patrum

non erit exitio dedecorata meo.

quamvis nulla meum decorent vexilla sepulcrum,

nulla licet tristes det tuba rauca sonos

—

intumulata satis mihi si super ossa susurrent,

' quo decet armiferos more perire perit
!

'

EDWARD SULUVAN.
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LADY CLARA VERE DE VERE.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

Of me you shall not win renown :

You thought to break a country heart

For pastime, ere you went to town.

At me you smiled, but unbeguiled

I saw the snare, and I retired :

The daughter of a hundred earls.

You are not one to be desired.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

I know you proud to bear your name.

Your pride is yet no mate for mine.

Too proud to care from whence I came.

Nor would I break, for your sweet sake,

A heart that doats on truer charms,

A simple maiden in her flower

Is worth a hundred coats of arms.
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FASTVS INEST PVLCHRIS.

lulia, non de me spoliis laudabere raptis ;

lulia, clarorum nomine clara patrum :

ruricolam ludens voluisti occidere telis

Cypridis, urbanos mox aditura procos.

ast ego perspexi vultus mendacia blandi,

et reduci vito retia tensa gradu.

sit genus a centum priscis tibi regibus ortum,

est mulier nuUi talis amanda viro.

lulia, sublimi tumeant tua pectora fastu,

nomina dum iactas eximiumque genus ;

sed magis elatos animos ego, lulia, iacto,

cui genus haudquaquam referat unde traham.

non moriar, fueris quia tu crudelis amanti

;

nempe magis digno pectus amore calet.

stemma tibi placeat, centumque insignia gentis ;

me tenero simplex flore puella iuvat.
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Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

Some meeker pupil you must find,

For were you queen of all that is,

I could not stoop to such a mind.

You sought to prove how I could love.

And my disdain is my reply.

The lion on your old stone gates

Is not more cold to you than I.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

You put strange memories in my head.

Not thrice your branching limes have blown

Since I beheld young Lawrence dead.

Oh ! your sweet eyes, your low replies :

A great enchantress you may be ;

But there was that across his throat

Which you had hardly cared to see.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

When thus he met his mother's view,

She had the passions of her kind.

She spake some certain truths of you.

Indeed I heard one bitter word

That scarce is fit for you to hear

;

Her manners had not that repose

Which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere.
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lulia, discipuli tibi sunt aliunde petendi,

qui facili leges mente subire velint

;

nam licet Aethiopes, tibi pareat ultima Thule,

sperneret indignum mens mea ferre iugum,

quae caeca voluisti accendere pectora flamma,

hoc audi :
' talis nunc mihi sordet amor'

;

nil moveor durus ; non limina servat avita

pectore marmoreo durior iste leo.

heu ! me conturbas, crudelis, imagine dira,

quae iactas gentis nomina clara tuae :

nondum, ex quo iuvenem vidi Corydona peremptum,

ramosae tiliae ter tibi flore virent.

ah ! dulces oculi tibi sunt, blandique susurri,

atque ars Circaea quae magis arte valet

;

-signa tamen iugulo nonnulla impressa ferebat,

mente parum laeta conspicienda tibi.

WILLIAM H. KELLY.

lulia, celsa domus cui sanguine fulget liili,

sic positum iuvenem matris ad ora ferunt.

femina, si quaeris, nee voci iraeque pepercit,

nee timuit meritis te violasse probris.

una etiam incautae vox excidit aspera linguae,

auribus ilia quidem vix satis apta tuis

;

non tegere afifectus poterat nee fingere vultum,

sicut in Aeneae nata puella domo.
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Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

There stands a spectre in your hall

:

The guilt of blood is at your door :

You changed a wholesome heart to gall.

You held your course without remorse,

To make him trust his modest worth :

At last you fix'd a vacant stare,

And slew him with your noble birth.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

From yon blue heavens above us bent

The grand old gardener and his wife

Smile at the claim of long descent.

Howe'er it be, it seems to me

'Tis only noble to be good.

Kind hearts are more than coronets.

And simple faith than Norman blood.

I know you, Clara Vere de Vere,

You pine among your halls and towers :

The languid light of your proud eyes

Is weary of the rolling hours.

In glowing health, with boundless wealth,

But sickening of a vague disease,

You know so ill to deal with time.

Your needs must play such pranks as these.
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lulia, celsa domus cui sanguine fulget liili,

incestat patrios umbra nefanda Lafes.

quod sanum pectus vitio mutaveris, ultrix

assidua pulsat limina Poena manu.

te non paenituit vana spe ludere amantem,

non 'meritis' timido dicere 'fide tuis,'

frigora mox duri plorat despectus ocelli,

at nimia occisus nobilitate perit.

lulia, celsa domus cui sanguine fulget liili,

scilicet aetheria despicit arce deum

Deucalion, lapides vacuum qui iecit in orbem

;

Deucalion magnos ridet et uxor avos.

solus enim, dicant alii quaecunque, videtur

ingenuus, cui sit mens generosa, mihi.

effigie potiora patris bona pectora, sordet

nobile prae fida simplicitate genus,

te (bene enim novi), Teucrorum clara propago,

soUicitam misere turris et aula tenent.

languidiore tibi iam lumine fulget ocellus,

et quereris longum tardius ire diem,

scilicet ignota marcescis tabe peresa,

dum solidae vires, dum cumulantur opes
;

cogeris immitem sic ludere, lulia, ludum,

fallere cessantes non bene docta dies.
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Clara, Clara Vere de Vere,

If time be heavy on your hands,

Are there no beggars at your gate,

Nor any poor about your lands ?

Oh ! teach the orphan-boy to read.

Or teach the orphan-girl to sew.

Pray Heaven for a human heart,

And let the foolish yeoman go.

TENNYSON.

SMILES AJ^D TEARS.

You ask me, wondering, why I sing.

And why my lips in laughter part

;

The ripples of my mirth all spring

From the deep sorrow at my heart.

A smile is easier than the tear

That serves to keep sad memories green,

And always through what was I hear

The echoes of what might have been.
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lulia, celsa domus cui sanguine fulget liili,

si nimium lenta labitur hora fuga,

respice mendicos ad limina, respice num sit

squalidus in patriis unus et alter agris.

cura sit orbatae dare lanea pensa puellae,

discat et orbatus reddere verba puer,

posce deos humana tibi dent corda, colatque

rura miser, stulto liber amore, puer.

JOHN DICKIE.

AAKPTOEN TEAASASA.

tu ne quaesieris sociem cur carmina chordis,

et risus circum cur mea labra volet,

ortum qui simulans ipso de flore leporum

ex imo penitus fonte doloris habet.

triste quidem risus, sed lacrima tristior aegri

vulnera cum cordis scissa coire negant

;

id neque adest menti fuerat quod amarius olim

;

quod, si venisset, duke fuisset, adest.

ROBERT y. TYRRELL.



494 DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS.

LIFE'S FITFUL FEVER.

She had left all on earth for him

—

Her home of wealth, her name of pride ;

And now his lamp of love was dim,

And, sad to tell, she had not died.

She watched the crimson sun's decline

From some lone rock that fronts the sea

—

' I would, O burning heart of mine.

There was an ocean-rest for thee.

' The thoughtful moon awaits her turn.

The stars compose their choral crown,

But those soft lights can never burn

Till once the fiery sun is down.'

LORD HOUGHTON.
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MORTE BEATIOR.

nobilitate domus florens et laude pudoris

omnia perdiderat posthabuitque viro ;

iamque viro marcebat amor, nee fata puellae

heu ! miserae dederant occubuisse prius.

e seopulo solo solum qui prospieit aequor

purpureum vidit praeeipitare iubar

;

' ah ! ubi flammato dabitur requieseere cordi,'

dixit, ' ut Hesperiis sol requi^scit aquis ?

sidera g-emmantes nectunt soeiata ehoreas,

eonsciaque expeetat Luna subire viees

;

mitibus at nunquam datur his splendescere flammis

dempserit igniferis dum iuga Phoebus equis.'

T. J. B. BRADY.
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FLEBILIS ARBOR.

\The English will hefound on page 352.]

sevit infaustam pia te propinqui

in decus pagi manus : en ! sepultae

vix eras annum dominae fugacem,

pine, superstes ;

nee tamen, quamvis pariter caduca,

sorte gavisura pari ; vietae

ramus arescit tibi, vernat illi

fama perennis.
SAMUEL ALLEN.

o factum male ! quae, misella pinus,

Lydes hie posita es manu tenella,

ut ruri decus addereris, annus

suffecit brevis unus abstulisse
;

quae te severat annus abstulisse

suffecit brevis ; at manet gemellas

sors quam non parilis, pari ruina -

quas mors consociavit ociore ! -=

aret marcidulum, miselle trunce,

honoris quod erat tui, sed illi

laus vernat nova, luxque noctis expers

o factum bene ! io beata Lyde !

ROBERT Y. TYRRELL.
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SHERIFF MUIR.

They've lost some gallant gentlemen

Among the Highland clans, man
;

I fear my Lord Panmure is slain

Or fallen in Whiggish hands, man.

Now wad ye sing this double fight,

Some fell for wrong and some for right,

But mony bade the world good night.

Then ye may tell how pell and mell.

By red claymores and muskets' knell,

Wi' dying yell the Tories fell.

And Whigs to Hell did flee, man.

2TEPN0N STEPNni.

•no^oi " O/Aoioi dvecTcrovav

TeXXts 'WafLaiOiS aXw.

TV 8', era, rrjvS KcaTuWojv

kKovov ovhdWov KoX Xe^ou

irepl [Jiev cTKokLoiv irepl 8' €vd€Oiv

TToXXovs TToXX' avhriv ')(aLp7jV

avrocrveSiav 8' dXaXaTW

^i<f)ecrLv (j)ovCotg drpaKTOLs

dfifji,e ye Keiadai, 'lOapaiovs 8'

dXa(TKa^7)v Ky)v "ASa.

T. MAGUIRE.
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EUTHANASIA.

Come, lovely and soothing Death,

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving,

arriving,

In the day, in the night, to all, to each,

Sooner or later, delicate Death.

Praised be the fathomless universe.

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge

curious

;

And for love, sweet love—But praise ! praise

!

praise

!

For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding

Death.

Dark Mother, always gliding near, with soft feet,

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest wel-

come ?

Then I chant it for thee— I glorify thee above

all;
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n TAVKTS AIAA2, ETNA20N M' ETNA20N.

ol Moi^a ^ikt], fjueiXiyixa KaKcav,

dye 8ri yalav nepieiXCcrcrov,

vrjvefiov ottrei KUjua ti ttovtiov,

yjfiaTL Tois fiev, Tots Se St' op(j)vr)'s,

iraaiv Se )(p6uq),

TTeXadovcr , w irori'a, ^poToicrLV.

rjijuv Se TTpeirei T-qv rov ttouto^

ipvcrtv ev(f)rjiMeiv

ovcrav dj3v(T(rov, ttjv fiiohcapov

KoJXfioSoTeLpav, r-^s fiev cro(f>Ca<i

fiTjTepa, Tijs Se yXvKepoi<;, S) Zed,

T1JS 'A(f)poSiT1)?'

dXXoL Tpl<s vp-velv roSe St; fie ^eo)v,

OTL vr}ix,epT(av Trpoa-TTTvyfjia ^epwv

xpvxpov ju.' en, MotyDa, /carewms.

&» p-eXavetfLov pAjrep i(f>ep7rovcr

iyyvdev alev ttoctI Kov^oraToi^,

ovSets o" vpvrjcr dcrira^o/iej/os

TWi' puovcroTToXoiiv ; dXX' ow oS' ey&»

pdXa Stj (t vpvb) Kol Trpecr/Sevct),

KaC (T LKeTevo) povcrav eyeipcav,

evT av dvdyKTj Kdp.ol 7r/)o<^ai'^s,
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I bring thee a song that when thou must indei

come, come unfalteringly.

Approach strong Deliveress !

When it is so—when thou hast taken them, I jo;

ously sing the dead.

Lost in the loving, floating ocean of thee,

Laved in the flood of thy bliss, O Death.

WALT WHITMAN.

A TARTAR.

There once was a lady of Russia,

Who scream'd so that no one could hush her;

Her screams were extreme.

You ne'er heard such a scream

As was scream'd by this lady of Russia.
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doKJ'ws auoKva 7Tpo(jiavrjvaL.

Bevp' Wb (Twretp' S [idy apiCTTrf

Koi yap oTav Sr) OvrfTolari Trapy

Kvpiov ^jjLap,

crv 8e VLV KOiJiLcrrj<;, i^Sus detScw

Toiis oi)(op.evov^' w fiaKap ocrns

/card (Trj<s jiev e8v, ttotvo., 6a\oia-ar]^

T'^S €Vp,€Veo<S, TTJS OLKokappOV,

(j)pov8os aicTTo?, aoiai 8' iriy^dyi

KaTaKkvt,6p.evo^

XovTpoLS, at Motyaa, 7ravdX.y8ois.

J. I. BEARE.

MErAS KnKTCOX.

ywrj wot', d^ciTOis IjiattoXis SkvOZv yvai'S,

epprji' Irjyrjv ov ^iXois KaTda-)(e.TOv,

\ajXTTpa.v, Suaropov, ovx^ vTrepTo^evaipiOv

yvvoLLKoyyipvTOicnv opdiAcrfj^ao'iv.

R. Y. TYRRELL.
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DEATH'S FINAL CONQUEST.

The glories of our blood and state

Are shadows, not substantial things ;

There is no armour against fate

:

Death lays his icy hands on kings :

Sceptre and crown

Must tumble down,

And in the dust be equal made

With the poor crooked scythe and spade.

Some men with swords may reap the field,

And plant fresh laurels where they kill

;

But their strong nerves at last must yield

;

They tame but one another still.

Early or late

They stoop to fate,

And must give up their murmuring breath,

When they, pale captives, creep to death.
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KAT0ANE KAI HATPOKAOS.*

evyeveas fieyaXov re koji^ttos oXjSov

TreXer' elScoXov fiovov Kevebv aKid t,

oiS' OTrXft) ddvarov y dXe^acrdai, 8vva,

KpvepolcTLV OS -^epcrl koI /SacriXeas Bafia' /caS 8e

^ucroSeTOvs ra^a

aTe<f)dvov<; re koL a-KaiTTa Kotpavia^

TTLTvew dvdyKa, ra 8' iv Koviau?

tcrov kGSos e^et

/caju-TTwXft) Speiraivco irevrjTi re (rKa(f>eL(p.

eyve'i /xei/ OepLcrauTO Kev tis dpSpSiv

cTTt^as at^/xaTav, iTrevxpfievos re <^voi Sd(f)va,^

KKdSov iv ^6va> viKa^opov,

erepq) 8' dp.0LJ3av Sofiels diriTKr laav,

yovvdrcov t iXvOrj XP^^'f>

(rdevo's, ewT* dtjyvKTOv t,vybv (TTvyepov

lLolpa.<i vira)(dei<i (XTeya<s 'Ai8a,

SiKav al)Qia\u)Tov,

aw yoco TTOTLepirvt^oiv /3lov /5' dTTonveei.

* The metre is that of Simonides' Ode, &iiSp' o-yafllii' /ih aAa9e'«is yeveaBat.
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The garlands wither on your brow,

Then boast no more your mighty deeds :

Upon death's purple altar now

See where the victor victim bleeds

:

Your heads must come

To the cold tomb :

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust.

BLEAK DECEMBER.

When hungry fowl go roosting soon,

And nightly shines the crystal moon

O'er silent rills,

And icy winds their bugles blow,

And crisping sheet the powdery snow

Out o'er the hills

;

Then merrily, merrily trim the fire,

Merrily troll about the bowl.

And merrily sing to your hearts' desire
;

For to solace the winter lack

There's nothing so good as song and sack

;

So merrily, merrily trim the fire.

LUCAS COLLINS.
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dW eirt yap KpoToi(f)OL^ 8d<j>va<; yi.apdv6rf

^Xoepas Ipov crre^os, Ti ere Set juaratois

reoi' Kjoaros epya ^ vfivrjcraL Xdyois;

davoLTOv yap tus ficofjLov alfjjaToevTa /AOijoa

irakivTpa.Trikoi Sa/iei?

6 Kavoxv KaTe)(p(ocrev i$ ireptov.

TTOLV TOL KOLpa. TVfJij3oi' iKvieTaLi'

TO TTpa^dev Si/caiws

p.ovvov dvOea-L Kav 4<6vl veoL<; p,ijjn,KTai.

A. E. JOYNT.

noTTO nTP.

Twpveov i<^it,ave.i

XLfjurjpov 17817 /cXaSo^SJ

uirai XeXtjvrji; /5eos

(Tiyrikov rjkeKTpivov

<j)eyyeTav n-dvvv)(ov,

TTvevfJiaT avXel Kpvepd,

KptflVOV Ov\y) )(LCt)V

Kard KoXoivav ^iu,

(Tvfx/iTOT ovv d8r]v CTKaXevaov,

Kacrp-evayg ScTras xopeucrov,

KavSpLKCJs atpov, /acXos"

ov yap ecrd' rjBcov dXXo ;)^ei)u,aros pjrj~)(ap mKpov,

7) Tiv" aSeLV Kal SieXKetv, rjSix; ovv CTKaXeve irvp.

F. HITCHCOCK.
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DRINKING SONG OF THE CAVALIERS.

Ho ! fill me a flagon as deep as you please
;

Ho ! pledge me the health we all quaff on our

knees

;

And the knave who refuses to drink till he fall,

Why, the hangman shall crop him, ears, lovelocks,

and all.

Then a halter we'll string,

And the rebels shall swing,

For the gallants of England are up for the king.

Ho ! fling me my beaver, and toss me the glove.

That but yesterday clung to the hand of my love

;

To be bound on my crest, to be borne in the van.

And the rebel that reaps it must fight like a man.

For the sabre shall swing,

And the head-pieces ring.

When the gallants of England are up for the king !

WHYTE MELVILLE.
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2KOAION.

^yX^' 4'i'po*' a^eioew? too ij^as

eu^TjjUots (TTOfjLacrLV '^(pecov irpoiTivew'

6 8e ju,t) dikoiv KoX fiedveiv

KeipofLevoi; /co/Aa? Srci re KkavcreTac.

ovK ava^ofiev dpToiva^, iraipoi,

Tol^ i^dpotcTi fiopov Kpe[ia(TT6v; es ya^

Tov aySiv vvep tov ^acruKeax;

TTtcrros *Apr)<; ^0ovb's ^vyKara^aivofiev.

oTcre Sevpo Kvvrjv, Xoipco S' ivecTTai,

^ei/als, -^dcCov ipoDrCSo? (fiopyj/ia'

ToSe 8' a^X.oi' ov^apdfx,€vos

OVK d'ihpi<i fioi)(y]s Tis ju.a A" eaaeTat.

ecrrat yap crTepovrj ^i^wv SiTTokTcov,

irpos 8e deivofiiuwv Kpavcov dpayfios,

ore TTjv virep tov ^acrL\eco<s

ecr^A.os 'A/STys ')(dovo<; Srjpiv iTr6p(7op.ev.

J. I. BEARE.
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CORIOLANUS.

My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done

To thee particularly, and to all the Volsces,

Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may
My surname, Coriolanus ; the painful service.

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood

Shed for my thankless country, are requited

But with that surname ; a good memory.

And witness of the malice and displeasure

Which thou shouldst bear me; only that name
remains

;

The cruelty and envy of the people,

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who

Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest

;

And suffer'd me by the voice of slaves to be

Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity

Hath brought me to thy hearth ; not out of hope.

Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if

I had fear'd death, of all men i' the world

I would have 'voided thee ; but in mere spite

To be full quit of these my banishers.

SHAKESPEARE.
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*IAEI TIKTEIN TBPI2.

rfv Ma/DKios ju.ot toxivo\l , os Spacras ej(o)

•TravTas /^ev acrrous, e/c Se twi* ju.a\icrTa ere,

TrdinroWa Srj kol Sebvd' ravra [lapTvpei

crow <l>povpCov [lot TovvojJi avT€TTcavv[iov'

[jLo^dctiv yap ovv XvTrrjpd klvSvvol t aKpoi

Koi (fioCvLa crTakd.yp.aff, d-^vOiq irdrpas

vpo SvcrxapCaTov, Tovvop 0)5 picrOov roSe

<f)ep€i., KaXov Srj pvrjp-a Kal r.eKpijpLOV

KOTOV re Kd^Opa<i rjv ^etav cr e^etj' ipoC'

XoLTTOV roB', ovSev dWo. S17/AOU yap <j)d6vo'S

vl3pL<; re raXX' iSaxpav, a»/*v^ot Se S^

Trpop-oi 'veTpe^av, S>v p.e irpovBaKev tis ov ;

'PdapTj? S' ifjiclvTO p iKKeKrjpv)(6aL ^oy

SovXcoV dvayKy} 8' ovv pe arrjv i(f) ecrriav

Tj^ rjyay, ovk av)(ovvTa, prj xjjevo'Orj?, fiCov

<T(o(reLV' TO KaTOavetv yap ei p ecr)(ev (j)6/3o?,

ae Stj pdXia-T av, et tlv, i^ia-Tiqv /BpoTuv.

KOTO) pev ovv, ws dvTLTicrcopeaff dSrjv

Tous p' eK^aXovTas, Bevpo aot KadecTTapev.

W. J. M. STARKIE.
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LYCIDAS.

Yet once more, O ye laurels ! and once more,

Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere,

I come to pluck your berries, harsh and crude,

And with forced fingers rude

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.

Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear.

Compels me to disturb your season due

;

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime.

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer

:

Who would not sing for Lycidas ? He knew

Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme.

He must not float upon his watery bier

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind

Without the meed of some melodious tear.

Begin then, sisters of the sacred well,

That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring

;

Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string.

Hence with denial vain and coy excuse.

So may some gentle muse

With lucky words favour my destined urn,

And, as he passes, turn

And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud.
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PINDARUM QUISQUIS.

STP.

Nui' 017 r\v avTis, oi Sd(f>va<s awrov, tIv Se, OaWe
fivp(riva<s io8ve^4o<;, aiiv klo-ctS veo9a\eL,

Kapirov acjpov ei^ira jitarepos ojjjioSpoTTOv

€p-)(op.aL Tpvyav, a-Tv4)Xols re ^tpcrlv

paicras <f)ddcr(raL OTTCjpivov iravreXes ereos reKficap.

a\Xa yap a fi dvayKa Tedjjiov /Siarat top upav

a)(yvfjiev6v irep ojlwus Tapdaaeiv

ws dfuv AuKiSas I3e^a)^, & ris ifyT ivaXiyKiO'i

;

^vvov ff ctXtKias pArpov dre/AjSeTat.

pvoLfi dotSas KeXaSeeiv TL<s AvKiBa k direbTroL;

ev y deiSeij/ vTrepiaa-ai re Xd/3pov irvpyov eirio-ra^' vp-vcov.

ANTI2TP.

dW ou Oept<; yap dXiSovov (ftepecrOai, KaBdKpvTov

piirioiv ducTTaXeais CTKeXXeaOai TTTepvyecrcnv,

prj 8e Xax^lv aTroiva tolv XapLTCov rd SaKptj.

dp^eT S}v, Aios Kopai, peSoicraL

Kpava<; av dvereiXaff dyvd<i vtro ^poviha dpovav,

o^vrepo) re irXdKTpq) ^popiav Xvpav <Tova6 iyeipeiv.

avrdp dirayopvav paraCav

&)S TTopa-iCTT dva^dXXopai irdp^acTLV Kevedv ifjiol

ovTO) p,aX0aKO(f)(ovc!)v 6 Treirpcopevos

TVfi/Bo's aivoiv re nrehi^oL, /cai Trapiatv rt? eirroL,

'^alpe, -)(XaZvav (ftOipevcov XevyaXeav va)T iTn£Lpevo<i irep.^

R. Y. TYRRELL.
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HOLY GRAIL.

There rose a hill that none but man could climb,

Scarr'd with a hundred wintry watercourses

—

Storm at the top, and when we gained it, storm

Round us and death ; for every moment glanced

His silver arms and gloom'd : so quick and thick

The lightnings here and there to left and right

Struck, till the dry old trunks about us, dead,

Yea, rotten with a hundred years of death,

Sprang into fire : and at the base we found

On either hand, as far as eye could see,

A great black swamp and of an evil smell,

Part black, part whiten' d with the bones of men,

Not to be crost, save that some ancient king

Had built a way, where, link'd with many a bridge,

A thousand piers ran into the great Sea.

TENNYSON".
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AE0AO2 AAAT02.

TTyDos ovpavov X6(j)0? Tis icrrrfpC^aTO

Sucra/AjSaros irXrjv avSpi' fjivptan. poaj/;

kKvtvv iftdpayyes €(T)(j.(Tav hvcr)(€ip.epoL'

^ei/u,&)v p.kv CLKpav e'l)(ev, ^v Ko.O'qp.evoi

•^eipMiva. kvkXq) Kojkedpov TrpocretSoju.ei'"

dap-Lva yap oirXoiv avBpbs apyvptjXdTCDV

ekapAJjev elr' acjtavTov w^er' av aeKa<s'

crrepoTrfi Se ttoWtj vvv pAv i^ dpLcnepas

CTTpaApacra vvv S' ex Se^ia? auwi' Spvcjv

(TTeXexv KaOyjrpev, d ye TraXat crecrrjiroTa,

)(p6vov p,ev ovv oKbikoT dpeTprJTOt Tpufirj,

ippyj^e KpaLTTVov ^ws" \.6^ov 8e it/jos iroSt,

ocrovTrep evdev Koivdev rjv ocrcrots (TKOTreiv,

iXov<; KaKoapov prjKO^ i^eTetvero'

op^vouov rjv TO. y aXXa irkrjv dvSpojv ocrov

XevKai.v£v oara.' tovto S' ovk av rjv irepdv

ei prj Kekevdov ris ttot €Kti(T€v iraXai

dva^, ye<f>vpaL<s y cru^^vats i^evypevai

KprjirlSe? e? 6d\a<Tcrav i^ev)(ov irvKvaL

KDWAE.D GWVNN.
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ON THE DEATH OF COL. BURNABY IN THE SOUDAN.

Yes ! slain like Hector, smitten in the throat,

Where lights the speediest death from foeman's

hand,

Low lies brave Burnaby. On that burnt strand

Haply some swarthy warrior well did note

With fell intent, even as the fierce Phthiote,

Where best to plant in him the deathful brand,

Madden'd with blood upsteaming from the sand

Of kinsmen whom the giant guardsman smote.

And still was smiting. Sped the savage shaft,

And his sword dropp'd ; and from his towering

height,

Reeling, he fell. Beneath the unquiet sun

A huge dead man lay quiet. And the fight

Went on around him : gone his knightly craft

Clean out of mind, and all his riding done.

R. Y. TYRRELL.
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KEITO MEFAS MEFAAnSTI, AEAA2MEN02 innOSTNAJiN.

0)5 ore ITptajLtiST^s ^e^Xiqfiivos a,XKLfjio<;^^KT(op

XavKaviTjv, Iva re '/'I'X^S w/ctcTTos 6\e9po<s,

<as a/Ja icai /cetrai Kparepbv ju-ei'os 'IvrTTo^ooto.

•^ w roi 'AtOioTTfov Tts evt (rrpocfyoiXiyyi KovCrj<;

jj.aLvop.evo's,—w 817 ttou iraCpovs e/fra /acj' yjpci)!;,

v(o\£[ieo)'s 8' eKTeuve, ireKapio's, op^ap^oi; ''A.yyKoiv,

dve Se yaia ^ovw,

—

(f>pove(i)v KaKov, w? ttot' 'A^iWevs,

eia-opocov X/°o* koKop, oiry ei^-eie ju,aXicrra,

T^ /5a Kara /cX.')jt8a tw^wi' fidXev' iK 8' apa -)(eipo<;

TjpLTTev o^piyiov eyxos, o 8' vxpodev ^vre irvpyo^

Siveuftjv SovirrjO'ev, in rjiXiov t a.Kap.a.vT0'=;

KeiTO p-iyas peyaXaxTri' l3orj 8' dXtao-ros opapei

papvapevcov aptj) avrov, o 8' ou iTToXepoLO pep7]X(o<;

vvvov ^olXkcov euSe XeA.ao'ju.ei'os imrocrvvaiajv.

J. I. BEARE.
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CHORIAMBICS.

Love, what ail'd thee, to leave life that was made

lovely, we thought, with love ?

What sweet visions of sleep lured thee away, down

from the light above ?

What strange faces of dreams, voices that call'd,

hands that were raised to wave.

Lured or led thee, alas, out of the suu, down to the

sunless grave ?

Ah, thy luminous eyes ! once was their light fed

with the fire of day

;

Now their shadowy lids cover them close, hush them

and hide away.

Ah, thy snow-colour' d hands ! once were they chains,

mighty to bind me fast

;

Now no blood in them burns, mindless of love,

senseless of passion past.

Ah, thy beautiful hair ! so was it once braided for

me, for me

;

Now for death it is crown' d, only for death, lover

and lord of thee.
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n TTMBOS a NTMiEION.

oiy^a.1, Ti irdOovcr ; ovk eparos o"oi /Qios ^v

ep<o;

Tis TTapayopiaLS dekye ere crov ^eyyos avco

\iirrjv ;

Tis troi <f>aCveT ovap ; rCq cr iKoiXrj ; tis X'^p'

ecreie ; ti

<f)da-fi eireXKeT uirai^' deXio) 's Tv/xfiou

avaXiOV ;

a re oinraTa ^aCSpvve to irvp OTTTraros

djuepas,

vvv Se (TvcTKida-aicr djoK^tKaXuTrrei y\€<f)dpa)v

TTTU^a.

a, XeuKwXeve, cral Secr/Atoi' eTj^ov /*£ ttot'

aiXevat,

dW dvaifMaTOL yjSr] \e\d6ovT tp-epo) 17S'

KafiOL, irplv ye KOfia era TrXe/cer', w KaWiKop,',

a p epoi'

vvv 8' AtSa (TTe^eTat, os ere crwewos <j6iXeei
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Sweet the kisses of death, set on thy lips, colder

are they than mine

;

Colder, surely, than past kisses that love pour'd for

thy lips as wine,

Lov'st thou death ? Is his face fairer than love's,

brighter to look upon ?

Seest thou light in his eyes, light by which love's

pales and is overshone ?

Lo, the roses of death, grey as the dust, chiller of

leaf than snow

!

Why let fall from thy hand loves that were thine,

roses that loved thee so ?

Large red lilies of love, sceptral and tall, lovely for

eyes to see

;

Thornless blossom of love, full of the sun, fruits that

were rear'd for thee.

Now death's poppies alone circle thy hair, girdle thy

breasts as white

;

Bloodless blossoms of death, leaves that have sprung

never against the light.

Nay, then, sleep if thou wilt; love is content; what

should he do to weep ?

Sweet was love to thee once ; now in thine eyes

sweeter than love is sleep.

SWINBURNE.
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d ^iXajaara ktJvcd, (fiiXa, ov depfiorep'

ra irpiv Xet)8e ttot' ws Foivoi' "Epos crot Kara

^eiXecav.

d p AtSav tru (^Ckrj^ ; ^aiSpoTepov /caWos oT

q y E/ow ;

ifTjvft) 8' oTTiraTa <^aivei croi "E/dco XapLirpoTipav

Xa-pt-v

;

IS", Aioa F/3oSa XeS/c' wcrre k6vl<s, rpv^porep'

TLTTT€ eras X^P°5 eKX^uas a <roi SoiKej' "Eyoos

FyooSa ;

Tiirre Xet/aia <^oivi/cea KaX' lixepoevT

oacra r avdep. 'Eyaw V ^eiXoTreScu av^ero

crot fiova

;

vvv XevK avOea XevKav ere Sepav -^Se

KOfjLav crre^et,

av^T; (TTvyv' dXCfiavT ouSe rd ^uXX' elSe

^aOS TTOTO,.

Zav wv ai to deXeis, Save* fieXei, KXaie.p,ev

OUK iii/JOJ.

<f)LXov (Toi TTOT "Epoi;, vvv Se (fyCXi^q "Tttvoi'

"Epw TrXiov.

a\i0as- See Schneider's Callimaehea, fr. 88.

J. B. BURY.












