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Scattered Verses: Early and Late 





SCATTERED VERSES: EARLY AND LATE 2 6 5 

The Bird's Nest 

1 

Hidden midst the grass it lay, 

There no sunbeam made its way, 

Round it hung the joyous flowers, 

Their growing measured by the hours 

No rude hand's unhallowed touch 

Or prying eye was placed on such. 

2 

Velvet down from off the breast, 

Of the bird the light eggs prest 

Four small eggs of darkish hue, 

Nor from the nest the bird withdrew 

But to get her scanty food, 

On them she sat with patient mood. 

3 

With fresh plucked moss the nest was lined, 

Without small twigs the structure bind, 

By the small bird all 'twas made, 

By that bird those eggs were laid. 

Oh! happy bird, no fear nor care 

Disturb thy joyous flight through air. 
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4 

Go happy bird with joy behold 

Thy tender brood, and from the cold 

Shelter them with the parent's wing 

Till they with joyful notes shall sing 

Till they shall wing their flight straight 

Far from the nest and flowers to stay. 

[ca. 1869] 
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A Ship Rides Gaily on the Waves 

1 

A ship rides gaily on the waves 

And pennons flutter at the mast, 

On board all's bustle, of her stay 

That moment is the last. 

2 

Now friends are breathing long farewells, 

And all on shore do wave adieu, 

And midst the shoutings of the crowd 

Westward the good ship flew. 

3 

Prayers for their luck and prosp'rous wind 

Do follow her from all, till she 

Does seem, to every gazer there 

A speck upon the sea. 

4 

The time flew on, no tidings came, 

Twixt doubt and fear their friends are tost, 

Still hoping on but inwardly 

All fearing they are lost. 

5 

And many a mother mourns her son, 

Who in that luckless ship set out 

In health, rejoicing in his life 

No more to turn about. 
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6 

No more his home and friends to see, 

No more be welcomed back to land, 

But in the ocean's farthest depths 

Lie buried in the sand. 

7 

The crested waves heaved high aloft, 

And spray was flying to the sky, 

The sea gulls shrieked, black masses sent 

To heaven, are towering high. 

Midst all a brave ship laboured hard, 

By the great gusts her mast was bent, 

And now she mounted on the waves, 

Now down a gulf was sent. 

9 

Now sank her prow immerged in foam, 

And now she out the water leapt; 

She strained, and creaked, by little she 

Together now is kept. 
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10 

The captain stands upon the deck, 

The speaking trumpet in his hands, 

Each sail was tightened, but as soon 

The tempest cracked the bands. 

11 

The passengers below do stay, 

Down on their knees, some mad for fear, 

All hope is gone-the sailors drop, 

Nor do the orders hear. 

12 

"Now launch the boat," "'Tis vain, 'tis vain!" 

A crack-she splits, "Oh! save us, save!" 

One moment waters rush around, 

The ship's beneath the wave! 
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The Refugee 

The sun which rose o'er large and busy towns, 

And roused the weary labourer to his work, 

Shone on a lonely and deserted isle, 

Which in the deep and heaving ocean lay 

That sweeps the shores of southern Italy. 

No feathered songsters cheered that lonely isle, 

Nor greeted with their notes the rising sun; 

But sad and quiet as the grave it lay. 

The wide expanse of water round it stretched, 

Its waves for ever breaking on the shore 

In low, sad, weary, splashings of the tide. 

One little fruitful grove the surface graced 

But all the rest was dry and barren sand, 

Upon these sands at even might be seen 

A little child, who with the cast up shells 

Was playing, and with innocent delight, 

It watched the waves, which rising with the tide 

Broke on the shore. From out the little grove 

Thin smoke rose faintly 'gainst the cloudless sky. 

On this lone isle an exile made his home. 

To fate abandoned by offended law, 

His goods were seized and he himself was held 

As one like wild beast to be hunted down, 

With grieving wife and his one child he fled 

To this lone isle. After three years of grief 

His wife with care and sorrow harrassed died. 

For three years more he led his lonesome life, 

His child his only comfort and his help. 

Each morn a friend brought in a boat the food 

On which he lived. He watched the dancing sail 
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As like a gull it flitted o'er the sea 

Each morning, hoping for the paper, which 

Would bring him his release from that dread isle, 

For dread to him it was, when of his wife 

He thought, and of her buried in the sand, 

He shuddered, and in horror turned away, 

And when he looked at his child playing there, 

Unknowing of the wrong, he cursed himself 

For bringing it to die on that bare rock. 

Oft when with sorrow driven to despair, 

For long he'd sit his face within his hands, 

His child looked up and in its playful way, 

It asked him why he looked so sorrowful; 

He wiped the rising tear from off his eye 

And kissed it, sighing "Ah! thou little knowst 

What 'tis, to be by sorrow driven mad." 

Days passed and still no livening message came, 

He watched the boat with eager eye, and when 

It drew near to the shore, that question now 

So oft repeated, met his friend again. 

But always that same "No" as answer came, 

With wretchedness he daily slipped away, 

His life grew weary, and but for his child, 

In the wild waves he would have buried it. 

One morn with mournful look he saw the sail 

Skim o'er the sea, a man stood in the bow, 

And in his hand he waved a something white, 

The Refugee stood rooted to the spot 

On which he stood, the boat neared to the shore, 

He rushed with headlong speed down to the waves, 
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The man jumped on the sand, and with his hand, 

He held the paper to the Refugee, 

He took it, and his eye glanced wildly o'er, 

Then with a voice which through the frightened air 

Echoed as peals of thunder, loud he cried 

"'Tis come, 'tis come!" His eyes rolled wildly round 

He gasped to fetch his breath, and staggered, fell. 

With those last words his spirits passed away. 

[ca. 1869?] 
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The Death of Dido 

The /Eneid Book iv 1. 642 to the end of the book. 

But Dido trembling, having spoke her fate, 

Rolling her bloodshot eyes, in every limb 

Trembling, and pallid at her coming death 

Rushed from the hall; the funeral pile ascends 

And draws the sword the Trojan gave to her, 

Not meant for such a use, now she beheld 

The Trojan garments, and the marriage couch 

And for a while her flowing tears delayed, 

And wavering in her mind she spoke new words: 

"Oh! dearest clothes, whilst gods and fate permit, 

This dread design accept, and from these cares 

Free me. I've lived my life, and followed close 

The road which fortune gave, beneath the earth 

My spirit flies. A city I have built 

Illustrious. I've view'd my rising walls, 

And from a brother have great hate received 

And punishment. Alas! how happy then, 

Alas! too happy, if the Trojan keels 

Ne'er touched our shores." 

She spoke and on the couch 

Impressed a kiss. "Shall we die unavenged? 

But we must die! Thus, thus it pleases me 

The shades to visit. May the Trojan man 

So cruel, view these flames from off the sea, 

And bear the omens of my self-planned death!" 

She spoke, and with such words she plunged the sword 

Into her breast before the comrades there. 
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The sword foamed with the gore, her hands were red 

Besprinkled with her blood. 

To Atria's hight 

The tumult goes, report does rage about, 

The houses ring with shrieks and mournful groans, 

And howling women. Through the air resound 

The mingled noises, as though to its fate 

Great Carthage rushed, the enemy let in, 

Or ancient Tyre. Not otherwise the noise, 

Though raging flames devoured the lofty roofs, 

And o'er the dwellings of both men and gods 

Rolled with unceasing roar. She raised her head, 

And listened though half dead, with fear she shook, 

And in her ttembling passage wildly stared. 

Her sister through the tumult rushing came, 

Beating her breast, and with disfiguring nails 

Tearing her face. She calls her by her name, 

And strives to rouse her with accusing words: 

"Oh! sister, was this funeral pile for this? 

Did you by wicked fraud try to deceive 

Your sister? I it was that did prepare 

These fires and altars, footsteps to your death. 

Why do I ask forsaken as I am? 

Did you despise your sister as a friend? 

You should have called me to my death with you: 

Like grief, and hour, had borne us borh to death. 

I've killed you with my hands, and then have called 

Our country's gods to witness this dark deed. 
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Oh! I have killed myself and you at once, 

The people, and the county, and thy town." 

"Grant I may bathe thy wound with water pure, 

And if within thy body [any] breath 

Remains, that I may catch it with my mouth." 

Having spoke thus, the high steps she ascends, 

And folds her half dead sister in her arms, 

Groaning with anguish, and the blood she stops. 

Dido then tried her weary eyes to raise, 

Again was helpless, and the deadly wound 

Gaped 'neath her breath; three times she raised 

herself, 

Three times she turned herself upon the couch, 

And sought the heavenly light with wand'ring eyes, 

And having found it, she fell back and groaned. 

Almighty Juno pitying her grief, 

And her hard death from heaven sent Iris down, 

From her bound limbs to free her struggling soul. 

For she'd not perished by deserving fate, 

But miserable fell before her day, 

Driven by madness to her dreadful end. 

Nor yet from off her head Proserpine took 

The yellow hair, nor her had yet condemned 

To Orcus. Therefore dewy Iris came 

From Heaven, resplendent with his yellow wings, 

Drawing a thousand colours from the sun, 

And hanging o'er her he the queen addressed: 

"I bear this sacred order from the gods, 
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And thus I free thee from thy weaty life." 

He spoke, and then from off het head he cut 

A lock of hait; at once all heat did slip 

Fiom out het body, and het flying life 

Departed on the winds. 

[after 1869] 
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Magua 

Deep midst the fotests of the far-off West, 

Where the Red river rolls its rapid course, 

A Huron village stood. Tall fields of rice 

Ripened beneath the blazing sun of June, 

The hatchet, now long buried rested still, 

And idle warriors smoked the pipe of peace. 

The Huron girls all wandered 'neath the shade 

Of spreading trees, or chased the timid fawn, 

Or their clear voices, joined in joyful song, 

Rang through the woods, the Huron boys far off 

Played, and in games they threw the tomahawk, 

Then closed, and in mock fights their valour show'd. 

Now raised the war cry, as with ringing shouts 

They chased each other through the shady woods. 

Within the forest flowed a little stream, 

Where in tall trees the darkest shadows throw. 

Here roamed the deer and here it slaked its thirst, 

No sunbeam pierced the trees so thickly twined, 

And solitude held undisputed reign. 

The merry voices on the evening breeze 

Were faintly borne. Here when the sun 'gan sink 

Each evening, wandered from the noisy sports 

An Indian boy. He did not love the noise 

Of his dark brothers when they met for games. 

Yet he was skilful with the tomahawk, 

And loved to join the chase and hunt the deer. 

But here he wandered on each evening 



2 7 8 SCATTERED VERSES: EARLY AND LATE 

All the men looked on him as a wonder and report 

Whispered that here he spoke with spirits dread. 

This boy was Magua. Magua doomed to see 

The fell destruction of his falling race, 

Doomed to behold them vanish from his sight 

And in the end to stand alone, the last 

Of all his race. 

The time flew on and now 

A morning see a train equipped for chase, 

With them rode Magua, from his shoulders hung 

A quiver full of arrows, in his hand 

He held a bow. They rode on till they came 

Down to the little stream, where he so oft 

Had wandered. Here some went to one part, some 

To another and all scattered o'er the wood 

Hunted the beasts. Some time rode Magua on, 

And yet no game had passed him till at last, 

Across his path there bounded a fine buck 

Then vanished midst the mazes of the woods. 

He spurred his steed and after a hot chase 

From our a thicket sprang the flying stag 

He drew his bow and at the buck took aim 

The arrow flew and twixt the antlers broad 

It hit the game, it bounded in the air 

Another arrow from the bow was launched 

Which glancing past it in a thicket flew 

And then as Magua rose to shoot again 
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A yell rose from the bush that rent the air, 

The bushes rocked then out a warrior sprang 

He drew a knife and then at Magua aimed 

It whistled through the air and in a tree 

Close to him struck. He drew his tomahawk 

And whizzing through the air it cleft the tree. 

[ca.1869] 
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A nG.....g'slife 

indoors and out 

See here a foolish fellow sat, 

Who all his life does waste, 

To reason deaf, yet always he 

To senseless sport will haste. 

His literature though small is low, 

Good books he does despise, 

For see-beneath the table, torn 

The precious volume lies. 

His walls with printed trash are hung, 

One picture yet is there, 

Split with a blow and o'er the frame 

The spider makes its lair. 

To botany he does aspire 

But yet with small success-

But let us from this picture turn 

Of sloth, and foolishness. 

G.R.G. 1871 July. 
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W mG.....g'slift 

indoors and out 

Another foolish boy behold, 

Engrossed with silly aims, 

With tools, the which he cannot use 

Himself and table lames. 

And all his precious time he spends 

In vain desire and toils 

And yet he nought accomplishes 

But all his clothing spoils. 

Take warning from this dreadful sight 

Nor asses imitate, 

Instructive, useful books do read 

Then all the resr may wait. 

G.R.G. July 1871. 
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To Mrs T.W. Gissing this poem is dedicated 

with the Author's kind love. 

The Battle ofRoncesvalles 

Hark! Hark! what sound is that I hear, 

The earth is shaken with their tread; 

The Moorish host is drawing near, 

With King Marsilius at their head. 

Orlando mounted on his courser fleet, 

And up the hill with Sansaneth rode; 

He view'd the approaching host beneath his feet, 

Then turned and in the vale his camp he show'd. 

And said: O valley! miserable indeed, 

Today the blood that in thee will be shed; 

And the brave soldiers that in thee will bleed, 

Thy name forever will be coloured red. 

Then rode Orlando to his chiefs and men, 

And quickly they to arm themselves began; 

The rocks the trumpers echo back again, 

"Arm! Arm! The enemy!" the traitor Gan! 

Then spoke Orlando to his chiefs and men, 

If we must die let us die brave and free; 

If we die now we die to rise again, 

"No hope and a good heart" our motto '11 be. 
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Then sprung Orlando on his horse and cried, 

"Away 'gainst the Saracens!" his men obey'd; 

And all the Paladins who that day died, 

Leapt on their prancing steed not one afraid. 

And now a mighty dust and trumpet shrill, 

Fill up the vale, and the first army came 

With flags and pennons, from the nearest hill; 

And at their head was Falseron by name. 

He turned and spoke unto his leaders then, 

And said: the first fight is for knights alone, 

And above all the first of all my men, 

That touches Orlando I will cut him down. 

"Now friends," Orlando said, each for self fight, 

St Michael for us all; there is not one 

Of all now here that's not a perfect knight; 

How many'U be living when the battle's done 

And all the flower of France was there that day, 

Except Rinaldo and Ricciardetto brave; 

And each man pick'd stood there in proud array, 

All friends and comrades walking to the grave. 
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Richard of Normandy was there with Arno the brave, 

Astolf the Englishman and Angiolin of Bayonne; 

And other Paladins doomed to the grave. 

Before that day the setting sun had gone. 

They raised their war cries and the knights began, 

Ran two and two with spear in rest; 

Astolf first to move against Ascotto ran, 

Then follow'd more and after them they prest. 

And now the spears 'gan to be painted red, 

And the new colour dy'd the bucklers too; 

Astolfo threw his foe to the ground-dead, 

Uliviero wounded dashed on Malprimo. 

They closed-they struggled-on the ground they went, 

The horses startled gallop'd o'er the plain 

Uliviero upmost sought his spear and sent 

It through Malprimo's heart, 'gain and again. 

Orlando then gave order, for the whole 

Of his small troop to charge among the foes; 

O'er men and horses onward still they roll, 

And helms and shields are beaten in with blows. 
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Orlando spurr'd his steed with lance in rest, 

Then with his sword he cleav'd himself a road; 

He couch'd his lance and rushed at Falseron's breast, 

And drove it through his heart, his life blood flow'd. 

Down in the dust the body bleeding fell, 

The horse affrighted gallop'd o'er the hill; 

But when they went to take it up they tell, 

The armour lay as empty as a shell. 

Then turned the Saracens to fly the field, 

So closely were the armies spread around; 

They could not stir, but were obliged to yield, 

And in Roncesvalles their deaths they found. 

Orlando rode into the thickest fight, 

And Count Anselm fought bravely by his side; 

Each like a whirlwind rush'd-Oh! what a sight 

In Roncesvalles then, what have men died. 

Yet what could they do 'gainst so many foes, 

Where one fell dead there two filled up his place; 

Men's eyes are blinded with the heavy blows, 

Marsilius pours them in with unremitting pace. 
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And whilst this fight was waging in the vale, 

The enchanter Malagige by his art, 

Raised up Ashtaroth the spirit pale, 

Then said: To Rinaldo directly start. 

Fetch him and Ricciardetto to the pass 

Of Roncesvalles ere the battle's done, 

Enter Rinaldo's horse and high above the mass 

Of pyramids soar upwards to the sun. 

Then said the demon: Yes it shall be so, 

And foul-mouth Ricciardetto's horse shall guide 

And as you say master so shall we do; 

And straight to Roncesvalles we will ride. 

And then an earthquake shook the vallies round, 

And Ashtaroth disappear'd in flames of fire; 

Then Riciardetto's horse began to bound, 

Then soar'd up to the sun higher and higher. 

Rinaldo likewise bounded through the air, 

Till down on Roncesvalles' pass they dive; 

Then said the spirit to Rinaldo: There 

Is Marsilius, and there the Paladins the Saracens drive 
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Then flew the spirits to a chapel nigh, 

And on the top they sat to view the pass; 

And catch the souls of Moors as they flew by, 

And watch Rinaldo midst the surging mass. 

Then spoke Rinaldo to Ricciardetto and said, 

Let us quit this place and Orlando seek; 

Then turned his horse. They say twice ten Moors bled, 

In that last stroke. They found him growing weak. 

Then said Orlando Gan has brought us here, 

Pretending to pay tribute to us. Now 

You see what tribute all whom we hold dear, 

Are fighting 'gainst the Moors many laid low. 

Look to Marsilius he is coming near, 

Rinaldo said they turned and saw him there; 

He view'd the Paladins with fury and fear, 

He saw them coming riding through the air. 

They turned and in a stroke, Orlando hit 

A youth, whose helm resisted the sharp blow, 

But fell, he caught him by the hair to kill him yet, 

When the lad breathless said: I'm not a foe. 
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Do you not know me, I am Brigaforte the son 

Of your old friend; Orlando embraced the lad 

And said to Ricciardetto: See they run and run. 

Then turned: why are you good man midst so many bad? 

My lord and king Marsilius forced me here, 

I knew not why we came and now I feign 

To fight, but have not hurt a Christian near; 

Treachery on every side of you does reign. 

Baldwin a vest of Marsilius has had, 

So that they know the son of his friend Gan; 

See how he dashes at them like one mad 

Yet all the spears avoid at whom he ran. 

Orlando answered: Go do as you've done, 

But mind, avoid Rinaldo in your way; 

Ne'er will your father's friend be foe to his son, 

Now go and mind my words, heed what I say. 

Then turned the hero furiously, to find 

Baldwin, who seeking him just then, they met; 

'Tis strange said Baldwin the Moors ne'er me mind, 

Though I kill right and left, none on me set. 
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Take off your vest, Orlando cried, you'll see 

How but his honourable son, Gan's sold us; now 

To Marsilius all but his son, and he 

Has had that vest they mind it you see how. 

He tore the vest off with impetuous force, 

And said: If Gan has such a villain been, 

And I don't die, I'll plunge without remorse 

This sword through his false heart, its edge is keen. 

But I am not a traitor, and you do me wrong 

Orlando, when you say it, you shan't see me 

Alive, this said he turned his horse along 

The ridge of hills, farther he could not see. 

And now the fight raged beyond all before, 

Astolfo fell, and in revenge Orlando made 

The ground on which he fell, with blood to pour, 

And on the ground full forty foes he laid. 

Rinaldo met the luckless Brigaforte in fight, 

Who just began to tell to him his tale; 

When the impatient hero struck with all his might 

The youth who died, from the blows that fell like hail. 
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At one place a great fight and dust did hide 

The combatants. Orlando cut himself a way, 

There Baldwin was with two spears in his side, 

I am no traitor now, he said, and passed away. 

Orlando for his death was sorely grieved, 

He lifted up his voice and sank through toil; 

And said: He was not false, I've been deceived, 

Then joined Rinaldo in the thickest broil. 

And all the living Christians gather'd round, 

The slaughter was terrific, and the blood 

Whirled by the wind, was driven from the mound 

Of bodies, bleeding mingled with the flood. 

At length Uliviero fell down hurt, 

Blind with his blood he struck Orlando near; 

Orlando cried: Has Gan made you desert, 

And fighting for the country are here. 

"Orlando O! my lord and master dear", 

I ask your pardon if I struck you now, 

Blind with my blood I fell, I must die here. 

The traitor Alcaliffa has stabbed me, I know not how. 
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Orlando answer'd I shall die myself ere long, 

Come, we will give a few more blows to the foe; 

Orlando led his horse into the throng 

Of fighting men, his blood did quickly flow. 

They cut themselves a road, and then did go 

Out of the battlefield, into the tent, 

Orlando said: Stay here, I'll go and blow 

My horn, on yonder hill, for I am nearly spent. 

"'Tis of no use, Uliviero said, stay here", 

His words came heavily as one in dream; 

"Command me to my sister Aida dear", 

With these words he expired like death it did not seem. 

Orlando then went to the nearest rock, 

And blew his horn three times with so much force; 

The blood poured from his nose and mourh with the grear 

shock, 

The noise affrighted both the men and horse. 

King Charles was sitting at St John with Gan 

And all his noblemen were there beside; 

The emperor heard the first blast when't began 

Then turned and spoke to Gan close by his side. 
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"Do you hear that" he said, "do you hear that blast", 

They listened, and the horn a second time 

Sounded, "What means this?" said the king; It sounded last. 

Then said the king "Of traitors thou art the prime!" 

Take this black villain gentlemen and start, 

With me, for Roncesvalles for I fear no good, 

That trumpet fades. Hide in goal his false heart, 

Bring soldiers, for there will be spilling of blood. 

The Paladins were now reduced to four, but still they 

fought, 

Orlando finding that his death was nigh, withdrew 

To a small fountain, which before he sought, 

And on his burning brow the water threw. 

His horse as weary, when he reached the fount 

Fell down, exhausted, dead upon his feet, 

Orlando tried to rouse him and to mount, 

But it was dead, o'ercome with wounds and heat. 

Rinaldo and the other Christians came up now, 

And told Orlando how the battle was won, 

Orlando said to Turpin: Now I pray you, 

Absolve me of my sins, my life is nearly run. 
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The priest absolved him and above him in the air, 

An angel stood and blessed him, vanished then, 

Orlando fixed his sword to his breast and there 

He breathed out his pure soul before the wond'ring men. 

Then a great roll of thunder above did sound, 

The heavens opened and with his spirit then 

A flock of angels, soared up from the ground, 

Their voices mingling with music in heaven. 

Then Terigi his squire leapt on his steed, 

And rode the fatal news to the king to bear, 

He met him coming, the King said: I read 

Sorrowful tidings in your face. How do they fare? 

The squire then told the news about the fight, 

Charles tore his locks for grief at Orlando's death, 

He told him how he died, and of the sight, 

Then sank down praising him with his last breath. 

When the king saw the squire, exhausted die, 

He cried: Let no one comfort me, O wretched man! 

I'll have no comfort. Go! Here let me lie 

Cursed be this day, this place, cursed be Gan. 
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They rode on into Roncesvalles then, 

Oh what a sight met theit bewildered eyes 

The Moors the field had left as conquered men 

Nought but a lake of blood of a vast size. 

The trees with blood were dripping, and the ground 

Like a vast slaughter-house, smoked with the blood, 

Piles upon piles of dead lay all around, 

Covered with dust and trampled in the mud. 

They rode up to Orlando's body then, 

The emperor threw himself from off his horse, 

And within sight of all the living men, 

Embraced and kissed with fervour the dead corse. 

And now behold a wonder for the king, 

Remembeted in his life time that his sword 

Orlando promised when he died they should it bring 

And now he came and claimed it with his word. 

He conjured him to rise and give it now, 

The body rose and on its knees it held 

The sword, a smile did play about his brow, 

He took it and in death his brow the smile withheld. 
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Meanwhile the Moors returned t' inter their dead, 

Rinaldo shewed them and with joyful speed. 

They fell upon them with swords yet red, 

They strove to fly but every man did bleed. 

Then fled the Saracens ne'er to come again. 

They hung Marsilius and the traitor Gan 

In Roncesvalles there did he remain, 

For beasts of prey to devour rhat bad man. 

They buried Orlando in Aquisgrance near, 

The Paladins who fell in that great fight 

He was embalmed and carried on his bier, 

The smile still on his face he wore on that dread night. 

And now this history draws to an end, 

And if you ask why Charlemagne put trust 

In Gan and to Roncesvalles did send 

He thought him as himself was true and just. 

The End 

[n.d. 1871?] 
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Angelica 

a poem in eight Cantos 

G R Gissing 

To Mts T W Gissing 

this poem is dedicated with 

the authot's kind love. 

Canto I 

It was the month of May and feast of Pentecost, 

And jousting by king Chatlemagne otdained 

Was held at Patis, from the country round 

Came knights and Saracens, no less the state 

To each one used, Grandonio from Spain, 

And Ferragus the eagle eyed surnamed, 

The kinsman of king Charles was thete in state, 

Orlando and Rinaldo feasted there, 

Duke Namo, and Astolfo whose fait face, 

Had given him the name of handsomest, 

The conjuror Malagigi, there was Gan 

With all his followers and knights, and all 

Who held the smallest post in France were there, 

The flower of France were there, the Emperor 

Sat 'neath a canopy mid way at the head, 

And down the table at the right hand sat 

Dukes and Marquises, on the left hand were 

The counts and cavaliers, and the crowned heads 

Sat at the first, the glory of the age, 

The Satacens no table sought, to eat, 

But at a carpet spread upon the floor 

They sat and ate, and Charlemagne sat high, 
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With all his vassals feasting at his feet, 

Holding the Moors as cheaply as the sands 

By tempests scattered, to each of his lords 

As there they sat and drank, he presents sent, 

Of cups enamelled and superbly cut. 

They sat and heard the music, as they ate 

Off plates of gold, when suddenly the hall 

Was shaken with the tread, and then a sight 

They saw, which all there ne'er had seen before. 

Into the hall four monsttous giants strode, 

Amongst whom walked a cavalier, with him 

A lady, whose excelling loveliness 

All others put to shame, then in the hall 

Was Galerana, Aida the fair wife 

Ofthat brave knight Orlando, many more 

Were feasting in the hall, lovely till then, 

But afterwards beside that lovely maid 

As nothing, every knight then turned that way 

And not a Pagan stayed upon the floor, 

Whilst she with cheerful sweetness and a smile, 

Fit to impress on any heart but stone, 

Spoke to king Charles. "High minded lad!" she said, 

"Renown of your great deeds and these btave knights, 

Which echoes daily now from sea to sea, 

Encoutages and 'boldens me to hope, 

That pilgrims coming from a distant land, 

Have not in vain great tasks and perils braved. 

And that I may not trouble you so long, 

This knight Uberto of the Lion's called, 

Whose deeds are also known, by a base friend 
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Is driven from his kingdom, I with him 

His sister and her name Angelica. 

Fame told us of this jousting here today, 

And of the press of knights assembled here, 

And how your noble natures do not care 

To win gold prizes, but a red rose wreath 

Is prize for you, and so my brother here 

Has come to join the joust, and does decree, 

That any guest baptised or infidel, 

Shall meet him one by one, in the green mead 

That lies without the walls, and near the place 

Which the Horseblock of Merlin's called by you. 

The rules with which they enter on the fight 

Are, that no knight who happens to be thrown, 

The combat shall renew in any way, 

But prisoner remain within his hands. 

If he be thrown the country he will leave, 

And I his sister leave within your hands." 

Having said this she knelt down at his feet, 

And for king Charles' answer she did wait, 

All with amazement gazed on her sweet face. 

Orlando felt himself towards her drawn 

Wirh invisible impulse, but he felt 

Ashamed of his new love, and to himself 

He said~"Oh! Mad unworthy knight where now 

Is thy soul being hurried, I am drawn, 

And cannot struggle 'gainst it. Her sweet look 

I cannot from my heart with ought erase, 

My heart within me fails at that dread thought, 

That I shall lose her. Nought can set me free, 
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Nor courage nor my wisdom nor my strength. 

I see the best part but cleave to the worse." 

Thus secretly Orlando did bewail 

O'er his new feelings, and no wonder that, 

For every knight that stood within the hall, 

Had the same feelings. 

All stood for a while, 

In silent admiration, but not all 

Believed her. Malagigi by his art, 

Discovered she was false then muttered soft-

"Lovely false creature!" On thee I will play 

A trick for this, that shall leave thee no cause, 

Thy trick to boast of" But king Charles meanwhile 

To keep her long as possible with him, 

Made a long speech. At last he did accept 

The challenge, and the lady left the hall 

With Uberto. 

She had not passed the gates 

When Malagigi looking at his books, 

That no means might be wanting to complete 

The downfall of her trick, called from below 

Three spirits. But his look turned serious, 

When he discovered that a great danger 

Hung over France. And Uberto the brother 

Of the fair lady, was Agalia, 

The son of Galapon king of Cathay. 

Angelica in witchcraft practised well, 

King Galapon to his son ere he went, 

A horse had given whose swift pace the wind 

Ne'er equalled in its flight, and a large sword 
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Enchanted, and a golden lance whose touch 

Threw all men to the ground with awful force. 

A precious ring as well, which when put in the mouth, 

Made all invisible, when on the hand, 

All witchcraft nullified. Beyond all this 

His sister with him went, and thinking that 

All who saw her would join the promised joust, 

And at the end to bring all of the court 

Of France, bound helpless prisoners to Cathay. 

Such Malagigi did discover was 

The plot of Galapon. 

Agalia meanwhile, 

Went to his station to await the foe, 

A beautiful pavilion there was placed, 

'Neath which he laid himself awhile to rest, 

Angelica beneath a pine tree laid, 

The giants then kept watch and guarded them, 

As there she lay asleep upon the grass, 

She seemed an angel down from heaven come, 

One hand her eyebrows shaded, and the flowers 

Bloomed with a double brightness, and her arms 

Had put to shame the snow of white clad Alps. 

By this time Malagigi came up, borne 

By demons, when he saw the giants watch, 

He muttered to himself-"Brute scoundrels you, 

At once shall be betrayed into my hands." 

This said, he cast a spell upon the four, 

Who instantly in wakeless sleep did fall, 

Then drew his sword and drew near where she lay, 

In slumber wrapt. But when he saw her face, 
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And her rare loveliness, at once he paused, 

And then determined, that he there would keep 

Her in a sleep as long as was required. 

He laid his sword upon the ground then read, 

From out his book still read and then to try 

The force of his deep spell, he touched her soft 

With his long sword, but she had on the ring 

That all witchcraft defeated when he touched 

She rose, and fled into her brother's arms 

With a great cry and having woken him, 

By her enchantment Malagigi bound, 

The book was there against him turned, and soon 

The air was filled with demons of his own, 

Who cried "What would you?" She then answered 

them, 

"Take you this bad man, and bear him far away, 

To prison where king Galapon is lord, 

Present him in my name, and say 'twas I 

Who took him, and that having got the book, 

I care not for all France." 

Scarce had these words 

Come from her mouth when he away was borne, 

Where she had told them. When they brought him there, 

They shut him in a rock by the wild sea. 

Meantime the knights approached their luck to try, 

Each strove to get the first. Orlando too, 

For fear the lady by one else should come, 

The[y] drew the lots and forty others came 

Before Orlando, Astolfo the first. 

Now Astolfo was handsomest of all, 
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And brave as handsome, but in jousts he oft 

Got thrown from off his horse, which he did give 

To accident. On this occasion he 

Was dressed in splendid arms, the worth of which 

A treasury could not give. His mail was gold, 

And on his helmet a large ruby, big 

As a large chestnut. On his horse a cloth 

Covered with leopards. He then issued forth, 

At no one looking and not fearing one, 

He blew his horn, Agalia came forth 

A courteous salutation passed between 

The combatants, they rushed, but at the time 

When the gold lance the Englishman did touch, 

He flew from off his seat, and on the ground 

He said "O cursed fortune, I am here 

Because the saddle was not girded tight, 

But thus it is, the infidels do win." 

The giants, disenchanted from their sleep, 

By help of Malagigi's captured book, 

Took Astolfo to the pavilion straight, 

But when stripped of his armour his fair face 

To such advantage showed, she pity took 

On him, he walked about the pavilion 

Whilst Angelica watched him from her post, 

With silent admiration. Ferragus 

Had the next chance, they met and he was thrown 

As easily as if his body's weight 

Had been a feather, but he rose again, 

And cried in anger "What care I for Charles, 

And his engagement," he rushed on the knight 
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With sword in hand, who put away his lance, 

And so much the worst of the combat got, 

That to his sister's marriage he lent ear, 

But she, dismayed at his appearance, put 

The ring into her mouth, then vanished quick, 

Telling her brother at the wood close by 

To meet her, Agalia to his horse took 

And swift as lightning galloped o'er the plain. 

In madness Ferragus pursued them both, 

And Astolfo the golden spear then took 

And issued forth, king Charlemagne the joust 

Ordered to be returned to its first view. 

Astolfo threw all knights like babes new born 

To his astonishment and to their own. 

Rinaldo learnt the issue of the fight 

And galloped in pursuit of the fair maid. 

Orlando seeing him depart in haste, 

Stricken with jealousy pursued him too, 

At length all three the wood of Arden saw 

And there they met in hot pursuit of her 

Who thus had flown. 

Now on this forest's bed 

Ran two enchanted waters, one a stream 

And one a fountain. Who drank of the first, 

On him did love its fullest power bestow, 

But he who from the fountain drank, the love 

Was turned to hate. 

Rinaldo to the fount 

Did in his hot pursuit come flushed with heat. 

He leaped down fiom his horse and in one draught 
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He quenched his thirst and passion at a time. 

Angelica withheld his heart no more, 

But hating her and hating his long chosen, 

He mounted on his horse and rode away. 

He happened in his ride to come across 

The running stream, being fatigued with heat, 

He laid down midst the flowers beside the stream, 

Lulled by the birds' sweet notes he fell asleep. 

[n.d. 1871?] 
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"Harper! Strike thy harp again! 

Strike it loud and boldly, 

Sing a song of the ice-bound North 

Where the rushing winds blow coldly. 

Yet 'tis long until the morn, 

Sing! and look not so forlorn." 

Low the harper bent his head, 

O'er the strings his fingers sped; 

First but slowly, first but low 

Struck the notes upon the ear, 

Swelling louder-growing near-

Echoing there, and echoing here, 

Through the hall they go. 

Warbling to himself he lingered, 

And the strings he idly fingered, 

Lost in thoughts of othet years. 

Till wakened by the cries around him, 

Breaking from the spell that bound him, 

He began this song. 

G.R.G. 

July 13th, 1872. 
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Dialogue 

Lady to me.-"May I request a 

Short poem for my album? Just a-

'n odd verse or so;-I would suggest a 

Theme light and pretty." 

"Lady, tho' I will do my best, ah! 

I can't be witty." 

"And then the metre must be ortho

dox; an accepted species, for tho' 

Freedom's a great thing I abhor tho

se preposterous verses. 

You call it poetry, "tis a bore tho', 

And nothing worse is." 

"Herein I'll promise all I can too; 

"Blank" is too heavy, makes you pant to 

Read it; one's almost sure to rant too; 

Heroics likewise; 

Octosyllabic's many a want too, 

They always strike wise 

People as much too lengthy, so I 

Think I'll take Burns's measure, tho' I 

'm almost afraid that I shall show I 

've no skill to write it. 

You do me honour, and you know I 

Will try t' requite it." 
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"O that will do as well as any. 'T 

Will doubtless fill some pages when it 

Is written. So you really mean it?" 

"'Twill give me pleasure 

And, may I ask, when will you pen it?" 

"When I have leisure." 

G.R.G. / 76 
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The Knight oftoggmburg 

"Love of sister unto brother 

Render I again; 

Cease, sir knight, demanding other, 

For it gives me pain. 

Calmly let me bear our parring, 

Calm be you as I; 

For those tears so sadly starting 

I have no reply." 

Mute he hears wirh sorrow laden, 

Sore his heart dorh bleed, 

Warmly once he clasps rhe maiden, 

Leaps upon his steed. 

Called from every Switzer valley 

All his liegemen haste, 

To the Holy Land they rally, 

Wirh the cross on breast. 

Mighty feats on field of battle 

Wrought those heroes stout, 

And their helmets glance and rattle 

'Mid the foeman's rout. 

Every Pagan hears with quaking 

Toggenburg's dread name, 

But his faithful heart is aching, 

Pining still the same. 
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For a year with grief he's striven, 

But at length must yield; 

To his breast no peace is given, 

And he leaves the field. 

Sees a ship off Joppa lying, 

Bending to the gale; 

For his dear one's presence dying 

Homeward he doth sail. 

Knocking now the pilgrim under 

Her tall portal waits, 

But with news like sudden thunder 

Comes one to the gates. 

"She you seek is wed to Heaven; 

'Neath the veil hath sworn; 

To the Bridegroom was she given 

Even yestermorn." 

To his father's towers for ever, 

Now he bids adieu; 

Look[s] upon his weapons never, 

Nor his charger true. 

From old Toggenburg unheeded 

Wendeth he adown; 

For his noble limbs are weeded 

With a hairy gown. 
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There a lowly hut he reareth 

Hard beside the glade, 

Where the cloister dimly peereth 

Thro' the linden shade. 

Waiting from the daylight's breaking 

Till the sun was gone, 

Hopeful courage ne'er forsaking, 

Sat he there alone. 

Gazed upon the cloister shady, 

Gazed the whole day through, 

Till the casement of his lady 

Clinking open flew; 

Till he saw the vision holy 

Of his love appear 

Towards the valley bending lowly, 

Calm, with angel's cheer. 

Then he sank to rest light-hearted, 

Slumber'd free from pain, 

Rising gladsome when morn brightened 

O'er him once again. 

Many years without complaining 

Sat he, ever true, 

Till the casement at day's waning 

Clinking open flew. 
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Till he saw the vision holy 

Of his love appear 

Towards the valley bending lowly, 

Calm, with angel's cheer. 

And one morning found him sitting, 

Still and deathly cold, 

On the casement, all unwitting, 

Gazing as of old. 

Translated from Schiller 

[March 1876] 
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Beauty's Exile 

Cease, poet, cease to croon thy lay 

Of idle joy, of idle sorrow, 

Though it may soothe thy heart to-day 

That heart will break to-morrow. 

A mighty moaning jars thy tones, 

Thy pauses echo weary sighing, 

Thine ear is burdened with groans, 

Thy myrtle wreath is dying. 

Thy winged song with trembling flight 

In vain from heart to heart is hasting, 

As honey-bees that fear to light 

Of deadly flowers tasting. 

Dread shape of nameless horrors frown 

On every side, where'er it flutters, 

From hill to hill, from town to town 

A fearful warning mutters. 

And now it wings for yonder star 

Which throbs to greet it, brighter glowing, 

And echo'd melody from far 

Sighs rapture, round us flowing. 

Can roses bloom beneath a sky 

That darkens with a deadly breathing? 

Can children, faint with famine's cry 

Be garlands ever wreathing? 
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More bitter are the pangs of woe, 

The pains with which our hearts are holden, 

Than all the lovers' tears that flow 

In rhymed legend olden. 

Fierce strife is round thee; cease to sing 

And raise thine eyes to gaze upon it; 

O sweeter far the guinea's ring 

Than is thy sweetest sonnet. 

Grievest thou now? And dost thou weep? 

Too many eyes are brimming ever! 

Go, win us justice, and count cheap 

Thy life in the endeavour. 

And sigh not for thy golden dreams, 

Thy fairy fancies wov'n in singing; 

For beauty lives, though darkness seems 

Relentless round it clinging. 

Yet shall yon star crown summer eves, 

And, winter past, a glorious chanting 

Of thousand songs shall stir the leaves; 

Thy song shall not be wanting. 

[March 1876] 
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Italia 

When the late glow of evening falls 

Slowly from, my study walls, 

And night-winds, with dreamy sound, 

Breathe in the garden leaves around; 

When thought, entranced in idle dream, 

Forgets what is in things that seem; 

Then yearns my spirit most to thee, 

O promised land of Italy! 

Not for thy depth of azure skies, 

Nor for the love-light of thy maidens' eyes, 

Nor e'en for the glories thou canst show 

Of Raffaelle or of Angelo: 

A sadder and a nobler frame 

Hallows for me Italia's name, 

And bids me seek the by-gone age 

Which lives upon the Roman's page. 

No weary thought of boyhood's toil 

Avails the harmony to spoil 

Ofthat majestic, measured tongue 

Which swelled above the Forum's throng. 

In memory, all the laboured way 

Gleams in rhe light of holiday. 

Like exile's, pining for his home, 

My heart leapt at the name of Rome! 
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How soon did Faëry-land grow pale 

Before the seven-hilled city's tale! 

How the young blood would fire to hear 

Of Alba's flight and Cannae's fear! 

What horror when the Tribune's life 

Paid the first debt of evil strife! 

What pride to join the long array 

Of Triumph, on the Sacred Way. 

And later, what delight to share 

That gossip of the poet-pair 

With good Maecenas; hear the line 

Which made the Julian house divine; 

Or sweeter still, to quit the heat 

And hubbub of the crowded street 

With Horace, and enjoy the charm 

Of evening at the Sabine farm. 

[n.d. - 1876?] 
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To my friend Eduard Bertz with a copy ofTlennyson's 'Voems' 

Thou who thy deepest joy dost find 

In tracking out the paths of thought 

O'er many a cloudy summit wrought 

By labour of the human mind,-

Do not the winged thoughts of Youth 

Press nearest to the heavenly light 

When led by Beauty,-seen aright, 

The eternal Avatar of Truth? 

Take then the songs of one who stands 

A hallowed priest at Beauty's shrine, 

Whose words are sweeter than the wine 

Press'd from the grape in sunnier lands. 

As a still lake amid the hills, 

Picturing the sunshine or the storm, 

Can even blackest clouds transform 

Into that Beauty which it wills; 

So doth this Singer list the cries 

Of human passion, human pain, 

And breathes them to the world again 

In melody that never dies. 
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And thou, my friend, who know'st so well 

The inward hope, the inward fear, 

Thou canst not fail to hold him dear, 

Who, e'en in sweetest tones, can tell 

The anguish of a human soul, 

Which beats the portal of the grave, 

And cries: "Who is it that shall save? 

What hand shall lead me to the goal?" 

Take then the songs of one I love 

In spirit; may'st thou love him too! 

The word of one whose heart is true 

Oft proves an olive-bearing dove. 

GRG. 

April 1879 
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Carlyle's Statue 

A patch of garden by the river-side, 

With seats where children cluster; to and fro 

Upon the stream the fretting steamboats go, 

And barges this or that way with the tide. 

A Statue, with lined forehead and sad-eyed, 

Rear'd 'mid the walk, sits gazing on the flow, 

Beholding not its freightage, swift or slow,-

Marking but how the eternal waters glide. 

Time is not. Though the wasting hours are toll'd 

From this church-tower, which spoke to him of old, 

When the dim street hard-by his footsteps trod. 

Alike the morn, loud noon, or twilight pale, 

Or when night comes, with infinite peace, to veil 

The sad eyes gazing on the darkened flood. 

G.R.G. 

27-4-83. 
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T0A.F.G. 

One evening of a summer that is dead 

From a hill-top we watched the sun fall low, 

And marked, in clouds with green and gold aglow, 

The track of waves about a bold sea-head, 

So clear that, each by the other's fancy led, 

We heard the very billows' magic flow; 

Then o'er the vision saw the darkness grow, 

Till all the glory of the sky was shed. 

The memory dwells with me. So far apart 

We wander in the cheerless world;-though nought 

Of sunder'd circumstance or varying thought 

Disturbs the kindness of the kindred heart;-

I gladden when we see and think as one, 

As in that vision o'er the sunken sun. 

G.G. 

5-5-83 
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Hope in Vain 

"Mine, O love, you were mine for an hour, 

You and the world for an hour were mine; 

For the world wirh its beauty and joy and power 

Lay here, flung at my feet as dower, 

In the hour when life had grown divine, 

And you, O love, were mine, all mine. 

Flowers of face and fire of soul, 

Breath of your life for an hour was mine; 

And the gods of gods in whose control 

Is the lightning flash and the thunder's roll 

Knew never a joy that was more divine, 

Than mine in the hour when I call'd you mine. 

Honey of lips and the bosom's beat, 

And the warm, soft arms for an hour were mine, 

And the eager pulse of hastening feet 

Whose echoes the words of love repeat, 

And the sweet, low voice, and the eyes' star-shine, 

All of them, all, for an hour were mine. 

All that the years to come could show 

Throng'd in the hour when you were mine: 

Rapture of meeting, and parting's woe, 

Tears, and passion's sunset glow, 

Till I drank the wine of a death divine 

From the lips whose kisses were mine, all mine. 
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Alas alas, that it all was a dream, 

Only a dream that you were mine! 

And that one hour with its golden gleam, 

Floated past, like a rose on the stream, 

Tells me that never an hour shall shine, 

Never for ever, to make you mine." 

G.G. 

Hastings, July 25,1883 
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Song 

0 Maiden, simple, sweet and pale, 

1 gaze into your eyes with wonder. 

Behind their beauty hangs a veil, 

O maiden pale, 

The soul within ere long shall sunder. 

O maiden, simple, pale and sweet, 

You know not of the soul that's growing; 

You could not else so calmly meet, 

O maiden sweet, 

The passion in my own eyes glowing. 

O maiden, sweet and pale and simple, 

When once the spirit parts the veil, 

The glad child-smile no more shall dimple, 

O maiden simple, 

Your cheek, but that shall still be pale. 

George Gissing 

Nov. 1883 
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A Sonnet 

The flowers are such as English gardens bear; 

And as my eye rests on their tender hues 

The town has vanish'd, and I cannot choose 

But wander in green ways, and taste the air 

Sweet from broad English pastures. Yet whene'er 

I veil my sight, imagination views 

Strange Orient scenes, and wafted odour woos 

My thought to Indian gardens, fiercely fair. 

For these were gather'd in an English home, 

Where, as I walked amid the mighty scents, 

You spoke of Eastern memories; of tents 

Pitch'd in wild valleys where the leopards roam; 

Of flowers that bloom by trackless torrent-rents, 

And mighty rivers rolling golden foam. 

G.G. 18-9-84 
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The Death of the Children 

(Burnt in a Workhouse Fire, Christmas, 1883) 

O Children, Death in kindness bade you rise, 

And quit the game, while life was yet but play; 

Though sad to us the closing winter day 

That quench'd the gleam of laughter in your eyes. 

What though the anguish of the dread surprise 

Marr'd the young faces when at rest they lay? 

One moment summ'd the sorrow-laden way 

We weary o'er in growing old and wise. 

Mourn not the children. If we needs must mourn, 

Be it for those their loss leaves desolate, 

While death withholds his oft-entreated boon. 

And should they sorrow, that, by toil unworn, 

Their dear ones rest so early, and kind fate 

Spares them the heat and burden of the noon? 

George Gissing - [Dec. 1884] 
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The Humble Aspirations of G.G., Novelist 

"Hoc erat in votis. 

Oh, could I encounter a Gillman, 

Who would board me and lodge me for aye, 

With what intellectual skill, man, 

My life should be frittered away! 

What visions of study methodic 

My leisurely hours would beguile!-

I would potter with details prosodie, 

I would ponder perfections of style. 

I would joke in a vein pessimistic 

At all the disasters of earth; 

I would trifle with schemes socialistic, 

And turn over matters for mirth. 

From the quiddities quaint of Quintilian 

I would flit to the latest critiques;-

I would visit the London Pavilion, 

And magnify lion-comiques. 

With the grim ghastly gaze of a Gorgon 

I would cut Hendersonian bores-

I would follow the ambulant organ 

That jingles at publicans' doors. 
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In the odorous alleys of Wapping 

I would saunter on evenings serene; 

When the dews of the Sabbath were dropping 

You would find me on Clerkenwell Green. 

At the Hall Scientific of Bradlaugh 

I would revel in atheist rant, 

Or enjoy an attack on some bad law 

By the notable Mrs Besant. 

I would never omit an oration 

Of Cunninghame Graham or Burns; 

And the Army miscalled of Salvation 

Should furnish me frolic by turns. 

Perchance I would muse o'er a mystic; 

Perchance I would booze at a bar; 

And when in the mind journalistic 

I would read the "Pall Mall" and the "Star." 

Never more would I toil with my quill, man, 

Or plead for the publishers' pay-

Oh where and Oh where is the Gillman, 

Who will lodge me and board me for aye? 

[April 20-21,1889] 
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The Lotus on a sunny reach 

And friends aboard her, frankly human, 

Chatting o'er all that time can teach 

Of heaven and earth, of man and woman. 

An eddy in the silent flow 

Of days and years that bear us-whither 

We know not, but 'tis well to know 

We spent this sunny day together. 

Aldeburgh - Whitsuntide 1895 



32-8 SCATTERED VERSES: EARLY AND LATE 

Translation of'Odyssey' xxiii. 190-zoi: The Bedstead of Odysseus 

Here in my garth a goodly olive grew; 

Thick was the noble leafage of its prime, 

And like a carven column rose the trunk. 

This tree about I built my chamber walls, 

Laying great stone on stone, and roofed them well, 

And in the portal set a comely door, 

Stout-hinged and tightly closing. Then with axe 

I lopped the leafy olive's branching head, 

And hewed the bole to fout-square shapeliness, 

And smoothed it, craftsmanlike, and grooved and pierced, 

Making the rooted timber, where it grew, 

A corner of my couch. Labouring on, 

I fashioned all the bed-frame; which complete, 

The wood I overlaid with shining gear 

Of gold, of silver, and of ivory. 

And last, between the endlong beams I stretched 

Stout thongs of ox-hide, dipped in purple dye. 

[21st October, 1900.] 


