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The White Serpent.

By E. Geibel
INiusirated by H. Ritter.

]n the Castle's richly furnished chamber

Bilent, moody sits the aged Stojan,

Nor yet lifts the brimming silver fazzon;
Fixed his gaze upon the timbered ceiling
Which with gilded drazon-heads is gleaming ;
Through the window shines the sun of autnmn,
Yet no sun shines in the soul of Stojan,

For his soul is in the days departed,
Pondering ever with no power of gladness,

Enters now the room the old mere fisher;

Three times |=H.\'|I\' bows he then breaks silence;
pliod be with you, master mine, Sir Stojan!

I the last night threw my neis as usual

For good eel or carp but canght of neither,

Nor yet of the pike, the silver-belted,

But instead I caught a snow-white serpent,

White on head and back, erimson on belly.

He who eateth of such rare, white serpent

Gains rare gifts, doth know the speech of all things,
0f the forest-deer, the singing wild bird,

Nuy, ecan e'en the talk of irees interpret;

Know the sough of winds, the streamlets babble,
And for thirty golden coins, Sir Stojan,

You shall have this wondrous, snow -white serpent.”

Th:il'L}' good gold picces paid Sir Stojan,

Sent the fisher home; his ecook then summoned,

And bade him prepare at once, the serpent;

then to himself, between whiles whistling,
neeforth must the Woyvode lack my presence,
shall not be at the feast of Easter.

Nor yet at the New-year's drinking revel;

Henceforth laugh 1 at their fine of absence;

I will converse with the beasts of nature,

T]Il'}' shall rid me of the L|l|r1J_*_’]L['c that hauant e,

Thoughts as black as are the raven's pinions,

tid me of the dreams I dream wide waking.®

Soon as struck the wonted hour of dinner,
Served the cook the meal which had been ordered,
On a golden dish with green leaves garnished.
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"||I'I'I'1'IIH!. sate .“Ellli_'lu down o l;|"|i[~.

Carved and ate with an exceeding relish,
At
Till the golden dish was wholly emptied.

and drank of the red wine between times,

From his seat in haste then springs Sir Stojan,
Buckles on his sword set with smavagdus,

Bids his Turkish barb with .-|'||'|'|| be saddled,
Mounts and rides forth from his castle - portal,

Soon Sir Stojan reached the forest valley

Where the road unto the black-mere turneth :

Leafless stood the trees throughout the forest,

Yet the little twigs a moaning uttered,

Which from branch to branch iin was spoken,

Sad and mournful as if human wvoices
Were announcing some approaching sorrow;

Yot he s

reely hears it, and rides onward.

As he now beside the black -mere rideth,
Blowly fly two ravens o'er the water,
Ancient birds are they and broad of pinion;
Now alight they croaking on a pine-tree,
And Sir Stojan understands their croaking,

Shortens rein and listens for good pastime.

Baid the one old raven to his fellow.
_.~“'||l':l'" gott'st tl |
Which I saw thee yestern hearing homeward,
Bright and fine and set with seven brilliants
Where didst find it brother, pry'thee, tell me?®

1 the g

l-ring, brother, pry'thee,

And - the other raven thus made answer:
wBrother I can tell a little story

Uf that ring, a wondrous pretly  story,
Seven and twenty years ago, or longer,
In this VEry wood there dwelt a 1!|;|t|iﬁ_'||_

Fair as is a flower, with long, dark hair

]1I;|i[:-',

irse linen
With bare feet save for the
Yet her f
When she smiled the sun himself seemed birighter

But she wore co the pod
.

simple slipy

wiis lovely the Fose i-,

When she sung the little brooks were silent:
When she danced the summer-sward grew greener.
Lo! a knizht comes ri
F

Gold his bit, his sword set with smarazdus,

through the woodlunds,

hers nodding on his cap of sable,

One day came he, then was ever coming,
Talked with her, then swore of oaths & hundred,
And that golden rving placed on her finger,
Bright and golden set with seven brilliants,
As & pledge that she might ever trust him;
And she trusted him and loved him truly.
Joyful to her seemed that livelong summer.
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l But — in antumn when the bird-flocks migrate

! Into far-off lands, none can tell whither, .
|

|

He too went and was seen here no longer;
Where he went may know the sun in heaven! |
Still each evening came that lovely maiden,

{ To the mere and wept hot tears unceasing;
Wept upon the snow which fell in winter,
Wept upon the violet of the spring- time.
And in spring’s sweet equinoctial midmight,
With a ery of bitter, bitter angnish,
Sprung into this black mere’s dismal waters ;
Nor since then hath human eye beheld her;
But that ring was cast up as a token.”

Thus one raven spake unto the other,
Gloomy pastime seemed this to Sir Stojan,
His heart beating like a heavy hammer,
Sharp the spur with which he pricked his charger, i
And it boundeth, snorting, neighing, forwards
Over stock and stone, no pathway following,
Over ditches leaping , over hedges,

Till at length subdued, a halt it maketh

By a lowly hut and will no farther.

In the forests depth this cottage standeth,
Windows hath it not; its door is hingeless, 1
And tall, rampant weeds o'ergrow its threshold. :
On its roof a pair of doves have lighted,

Blue and white, a pair of wedded stock-doves,

Cooing loud, plain languaze to Sir Stojan;

Thus addressed her mate, the little stock-dove:

»Tell me, little mate, what ails this cottaze,

That no human beings dwell within it,

As they do elsewhere throughout the forest; |

Tell me wherefore stands it thus deserted ¥ |

And the other stock-dove to her answered;
SLittle wife, I will a story tell thee;

Here it was not always sad and lonesome;
Formerly & charcoal -burner dwelt here,

0ld with snowy beard and black with labour,
And with him abode a handsome stripling;

Not of charcoal-burner’s lineage seemed he,

Yet so said to be, though not said truly: —

By the black-mere’s edge the old man found him,
On the early moming which succeeded

One spring-equinox, took him and cherished

As his own son. Strong grew he in the forest,
Comely, with thick clustering locks gold -tinted,
And o'er dark eyes, dark brows finely arching,
Yet he by the wood-pile ne'er would labour
Ne'er would stay to tend the burning charcoal.
He preferred to ent light bows and arrows,
Arrows keen which pierced the deer when flying;

Egv.»

¥ e —sep "

i
B




o

pr
¥
'

5

Or with bird on wrist, to go a-hawking.

Thus the youth roamed daily through the forest
Coming home at eve with spoil well laden,
Bringing joy and plenty to the cotta
Till one morn, 'twas at the summer solstice, —
Seven years sinee it is, il 'tis not longer

Went he to the woods, but not at even,

Came he, mor the next. nor came back ever! —
And the old man died in grieving for h
What his fate, may know the sun in heaven;
Knows the sun not, then must know Sir Stojan,
Who that self-same day was in the forest!®

Thus unto one stock=dove cooed the other,
And with thri
Pearled his brow with cold sweat-drops of angui
And hiz very heart congealed with terror.
Suddenly he turned his flery charger,

And through thorns and thistles gallopped homeward,
As though death were him pursuing, sallopped;

On his face the forest-branches lashed him,

Wild winds whistled mid careering hail-storms,

Yet he felt not, heard not, — onward :-[:i_'{'iiing,

g horror heard Sir Stojan, .

Riding- thus he reached his castle-portal,

And with jingling spurs rushed to his chamber;
Bade upon the hearth o fire be kindled.

A huge fire of splintered piled-up pine-logs,
That might thaw the heart within his bosom ;
And sate down with & deep groan of anguish,

Soon upon the hearth the fire was burning,
On the flames gazed moodily, Sir Stojan;

As he gazed arose within a muttering,
Muttering, flashing in the resinous pine wood,
And at once a flame on high aseended,

With quick light, and quivering tongue thus speaking;
o1 a tale can tell to thee, Sir Stojan,

A dark tale of days long since departed,
Once I was a pine-tree of the forest,

Striking deep my roots below the mosses,
Shooting my top-branches up to heaven,

Well can I those times of old remember,

Yet I mind me most. one summer solstice
Seven years since it is, il 'tis not longer —
When a youth was sitting in my shadow,
Golden haired, with darkly penocilled eyebrows,
Bearing on his wrist a lordly falecon,

With the which he played, tll'---;-.iug fondly ;
Just then cam’st thou up the path, Sir Stojan,
Wending from thy pastimes in the forest,
Saw’'st the bird and straizhtway didst desire it,
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Didst demand it proudly from the stripling
Who refosed at thy command to yield it:
Held it firmer, laughed even at thy thre

ening —
Laughed in thine own wise, defiant laughter —
Then thy soul was seized with savage anger,
Gleamed thy hunting-knife like flashing lizhtning,
s bosom,

Then was sheathed within the stripling
Heedless went'st thon on with hand blood - crimsoned:
And with d'il'rtill-'; flight high rose the falcon.

Lying low the youth died mid the mosses.

And his heart’s blood, from his wound slow welling,
Dripped around my roots in little streamlets:
Downward to the darksome earth came trickling,

Till the darksome earth was thrilled with horror,
And with pangs convulsive eried to daylight,

»Woe! what blood is this that I have drunken!
Blood that has been shed withouten pity;

Blood of his own child shed by a father!®

Thus upon the hearth the quick flame muttered;
From his seat sprang, with a ecurse, Sir Stojan,
Drew his crooked sabre from the sesbbard,

And struck down the fire with headlong fury,
Dashing lighted billets through the chamber,
Then fell st
Little rapid tongues of fame flashed flickering,
Now like angry, living, crimson serpents,

reering to the floor exhansted.

Licking now, now catching on the wainscot;
Climbing now up to the timbered ceiling,

When behold! the interlacing wood-work,

Like a fiery fan, at once unfolded

Into flame; flame burst throvgh door and window,
And earled wpwards towards the gloomy heaven;
And enwrapped in flame the castle standeth.

In the forest li i IIiII' of ruins
High-heaped fallen stones, and
There no hunter comes, no flocks are driven;
There no little birds are heard to earol;
There the earth is never wet with dew -drops;
For a curse rests on the blackened ruin
Neath which lie the bones of grim Sir Stojan,
He who slew his son within the forest!

ack, charred timbers.

Translated by Mrs. M. Howitt.
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A Summer Evening.
By Christina Rossettl

"h p]"i. 1 l'\t'[]:ilh':

Clouds on the western side

Grow grey and greyer hiding the warm sun:
The bees and birds their happy labours done
Seek their close nests and bide.

Sereened in the lealy wood

The stock-doves sit and brood:
The merry squirrel leaps from bough to bough
But, lazily, pauses and settles now,

Where once he stored his food.

Cing ||:.' one the flowers close:
Lily and dewy rose
Shutting their tender petals from the moon:
The grasshoppers are still; but not so soon
Are still the noisy crows.

The dormouse squats and eats
Choice little dainty bits
Beneath the spreading roots of a broad lime:

Nibbling his fill, he stops from time to time

And listens where he sits.

From far the lowings come

Of cattle driven home;
From farther still the wind brings fitfully
The vast continual murmur of the sea,

Now loud, now almost dumb.

The gnats whirl in the air,
The evening gnats; and there

The owl opes his broad eyes and wings to sail

For prey; the bat wakes, and the shelless snail

Comes forth clammy and bare,

Hark! that's the nightingale

Telling the selfsame tale
Her song told when the ancient carth was young:
S0 echoes answered when her sonz was sung

In the first woody wvale.
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We call it love and pain,

The paseion of her strain,
And vet we little understand or know,
Why should it not be rather joy that so

Throbs in each throbbing vein?

In sepeirate herds the deer

Lie; here the bucks, and here
The does, and by its mother sleeps the fawn:
Through all the hours of night until the dawn

They sleep forgetting fear.

The hare sleeps where it lies

With wary half-closed eyes;
The cock has ceased to eérow, the hen to cluck:
Only the fox is oot, some heedless duck

Or chicken to surprise.

Slowly each single star
Comes out, until they are
All shining Elr];:llli}. How the dews {all damp !
While on the earth the glow-worm lights his lamp
Faint twinkling from afar.
But evening now is done,
As muech as if the sun
Day-giving, had arisen in the east:
For night is here; and the great calm has ceased;

The quiet sands have run,

Translated by Mrs. M. Howitt.

Monte Cenere.

By Eminus.
Hlustrated by 0, Achenbach.

]Ii)'t‘l' let me _-¢||'|‘||, :'|||'||[:.'u|iu||:-_
In the deep fern take my ecase,
Above me waves the chestnut
In noon day’s balmy breeze.

And near me murmurs the streamlet
Cool from its rocky foor,

And between the lofty mountains
leams |.;Lgu ."||:|‘___'i1'.|',

See, how 'neath the cooling zephyrs

The wvalleys and gorges bask!
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Wlhat evil spirit forbiddeth
To you the same sweet task?

Here must I dream in faney
Of these and of future days,
And of Love, the ever-mighty,
Whao is my liege lord always.

And come the bandits hither,
They will say, phere lies, God wot,
Asleep in the fern a fellow
Who is not worth powder and shot!®
Translated by Mrs. M. Howitt.
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Sister Helen.
By B. B B

,,.\ml il ye have melted your wax aright,
Sister Helen,
Ye'll let me play, for ye said I might!®
wBe very still in your play to night,
Little Brother!®
(0 Mother Mary, Mother,
Dark night and loud between Hell and Heaven. )

o Ye said, it must melt ere vesper-bell
Sister Helen,

If now it be molten, all is well ¥
SEven 8o, nay peace! ye cannot tell,
Little Brother!®

i:ll Mother Mary, Mother,

Oh what is this, between Hell and Heaven!)

»Oh the waxen knave was plump to-day,
Sister Helen,
How like dead folk he has dropt away!®
pNay now of the dead what ean ye say
Little Brother?™
(0 Mother Mary, Mother,
Why looks she thus between Hell and Heaven?)

»oee, see the pile of burning wood,
Sister Helen,
Shines through the thin wax red as blood®,
Nay now , when looked ye yet on blood,
Little Brother?
(O Mother Mary, Mother,
How pale she is between Hell and Heaven!)

pNow close your eyes for they 're sick and sore

Sister Helen,
And Tl play without and keep the door.”
niye keep it well — I'll lie on the floor,
Little Brother.*
(O Mother Mary, Mother,
What ails her heart between Hell and |||':|\'l-|1?:}

...

HAnd here it's merry in the wind’s wake,
Sister Helen,
In the shaking trees the chill stars shake.”
sHush, heard ve horse-tread while ye spake,
Little Brother?
(0 Mother Mary, Mother,
What would she between Hell and Heaven?)

oI hear a horse=tread and 1 see,
Sister Helen,
Three horsemen that ride terribly.®
L Little Brother, whence come the three,
Little Brother?®
(0O Mother Mary, Mother,
What hope is her's between Hell and Heaven, )
p They come by the hill-verge by 1'-41:.|H' Bar,
Sister Helen,
And one draws nigh, but two are afar.”
wLook, look do ye¢ kmow them, who they are,
Little Brother®®
[0 Mother Mary, Mother,

G
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Who should they be, between Hell and Heaven?)

»0h its Keith of Eastholm rides so fast,
Sister Helen,
For T know the white mane on the blast.®
The hour has come, has come at last,
Little Brother!™
(0 Mother Mary, Mother,
Is this like joy between Hell and Heaven?)

»He has made a sign and ecalls Halloo!
Sister Helen,
wAnd he says that he would speak with you.®
»wOh tell him I fear the frozen dew,
Little Brother!*
(0 Mother Mary, Mother,

Why smiles she thus between Hell and Heaven.)
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| o The wind is lond, but I hear him CEY, | ,Oh he says that Keith of Ewan's ery,
f Sister Helen, : Sister Helon,
That Keith of Ewan is like to die.® | Is ever to see you ere he die.” ’
»And he and thou, and thou and I I w»He sees me in earth, in moon and sky
! Little Brother!® ' Little Brother!“ : .
: (0 Mother Mary, Mother, ! (0 Mother Mary, Mother, l e gl
She mocks at death, between Hell and Heaven!) | Alas for sin between Hell and Heaven!) ;
| :
poince yesterday, he lies sick a=-hed, »He sends a broken ring and a coin, :
Sister Helen, Sister Helen,
And he prays in torment, to be dead.® And bids you mind the banks of Boyne.” !
»The thing may chance, if he have prayed, » What else he broke ean he ever join, 'i
Little Brother!® | Little Brother®* ]
(0 Mother Mary, Mother, (O Mother Mary, Mother, [ 1
She scoffs at prayer between Hell and Heaven!) | What wrong is her's between Hell and Heaven!) :'1
| »But he has not ceased to ery all day, | wHe wyields you these and eraves full fain,
Sister Helen, Sister Helen,
That you should take your curse aw You pardon him in his mortal pain.®
»God heard; God grants; shall 1 gainsay, »What else he took will he give again, My
Little Brother!®™ | Little Brother?®
(0 Mother ]l.‘ir:\'_, Mother, [0 Mother Mary, .'ill.;l]lt'r_.
She speaks of God between Hell and Heaven. ) I 0 shame and love between Hell and ]Ic;u-un_}
»He says, till you take back your ban, »0h it's Keith of Keith now that rides fast,
Sister Helen, Bister Helen,
His soul would pass, but never can.” For 1 know the white hair on the blast.®
o Nay then, shall T slay a living man, ' wLhe short, short hour will soon be past, A
| Little Brother 2% ! Little Brother!®

(O Mother Mary, Mother, i

(O Mother Mary, Mother, |
Thon heard’st her laugh between Hell and Heaven!)

A wicked word between Hell and Heaven!)

nHere's Keith of Westholm riding fast »He looks at me and he tries to speak,

Sister Helen, Sister Helen,

For I know the white plume on the hlast.“ But oh, his voice is sad and weak,” |

»The hour, the sweet hour I forecast,
Little Brother.“

(O Mother Mary, Mother,

What mirth is her's between Hell and Iln.!.'l\'[*h'.‘)

» What here should the migthy Baron seek,
Little Brother ¥ |
(0 Mother Mary, Mother, |
Alas, alas between Hell and Heaven.) |

pHe stops to speak and he stills his horse, »Q his son iz lost, the priest has said,

Sister Helen,
But his talk sounds like the talking gorse.”
nNay hear, nay hear, ye must hear perforce,
Little Brother, ©
(O Mother Mary, Mother,
Are such words sweet between Hell and “e:uq_luf:] I

Sister Helen,
If he die ere he and you be wed.”
»U'll be his bride in
Little Brother.*
Mother Mary, Mother,

a warmer bed,

(0

Has she no fear between Hell apd ||1-.'1\-'1'[|?]
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»Ah he prays you, as his heart would rive,
Sister Helen,
To save his dear son's soul alive.”
pNay, flame¢ cannot slay it, it shall thrive,
Little Brother!®
(O Mother Mary, Mother,
Her soul blasphemes between Hell and Heavent)

»He cries to you, kneeling on the road,

Sister Helen,

) wo with him for the love of God!®

»The way is long to his son's abode,
Little Brother!™

[0 Mother _“:n‘.'.', Mother,

Has the end come between Hell and Heaven?)

» O Sister Helen, ye heard the bell,
Sister Helen,
More loud than the vesper chime it fell.*
w0 vesper chime, but a dying knell,
Little Brother,®
[_U Mother .\I.'lr)'. Mother,
Our doom is sealed between Hell and Heaven.)

yAlas, but I fear the heavy sound,
Sister Helen;

Is it in the sky, or in the ground?®
._.-"jil.l\' have I!ll'}' turned their horses ruumlI
Little Brother?®
(O Mother Mary, Mother,

11

»They have raised the old man from his knee
Sister Helen,
And they ride in silence hastily.”
I.Nuw fast the naked one doth flee,
Little Brother.®
(O Mother Mary, Mother,
And is all o’er between Hell and Heaven?)
»O the wind is sad in the iron chill
Sister Helen,
And weary sad they look by the hill.*
wBut he they mourn is sadder still,
Little Brother.*
(0 Mother Mary, Maother,
No hope at all between Hell and Heaven!)

et

s Look, look, the wax has dropt down from its place

Sister Helen,

And the flames are winning up .'i[mﬁ-,“
pYet here they burn but for a space,
Little Brother.®

(0O Mother Mary, Mother,

Ars such deeds known between Hell and Heaven?)

»Ah what white thing at the door has crossed,
Sister Helen®

Ah what is this that sighs in the frost?"

»A soul that is lost as mine is lost,

Liitle Brother.® —

1:['} Mother Mary, Mother,

What would she more betwesn Hell and Heaven?) | O purge their souls between Hell and Heaven!)

-
T

=




12

The Banner of the Prophet.

By A, T. Bruck.
Nlustrated by H, Ritter.

“rizhl lay the Bosphorus in the set of sun,

Near his kiozsk sate Jussuf with the Frank,

His friend and his physician; meal-time done.
»For health renewed in sickness thee I thank,

For suffering lightened in its tedious round,

Therefore towards thee my mind shall have no blank.
I have in thee one of those wise men found

Who know that speech is silver, silence :,;'l)[li:

Thou know’st the proverb, ,let thy tongue be bound
By that which in thy listening ear is told.®

Thou of the Prophet's Banner askest more,

Of which onee Musselmans revered cach fold,
And in the land's extremest danger bore.

Twas so. A hundred thousand fighting men

Would then rush forth to dye with hostile gore
Their weapons in the wild war-tumult , when

The sacred banner led the warrior van, —

And all, of every class, were warriors then,
Were warriors and were conquerors to 4 man!

Hamza, the uncle of the Prophet, first

Lifted the |l.|||}' standard . when he ran
With Allah’s lightoing at the battle's worst,

And so it was: lonz as the fire of faith

Burned in the Osmanli, no power aceursed
Of the united West could work them seathe,

Never the crescent to the cross succombed,

Allah kerim!™ cried he, and mournful wrath
The forehead of the old Turk flushed and gloomed,

Whilst his eye glowed with the rememberd story,

What time the Othman power in greatness bloomed,
And on the sea and on the land in glory

Waved the grand crescent banner of Mahmood.

sMaschallah!* sighed he, and went on, ,victory
Is wrested from us with the sword: our blood

Is now, methinks, degenerate, our sons

Disgrace their noble, pious sires who stood
Fierce champions round the holy banner once.

Where is the Stamboul-conqueror's Moslem-band ?

Replaced by many a shallow-witted dunce!

Sultan Mahmood did wrong; by his command




THE BANNER OF THE PROPHET.



I!
R
LARDES- |
UND STADT-|
BIBLIOTHEK |
muj“ij 5
ree |




B BiC |

-t

: LT
Were slain the Janissaries, one and all,
Those sole remains of Moslem heart and hand;
True , YO TN them barbarians, madmen call,
Yet when Paskiewitsch threatened Stmmboul even
In the last war, all hearts were as in thrall,
Though by the Padischah to combat driven;
Nay, when the sacred banner was unfurled
The fire of faith which once famed up to heaven,
Fanned ll:. the banner's futtering, then was cold.
Faith is a mere dead letter. Meantime spread
Knowledge and thought, the Western Empire’s hold, —
Thus falls the East: the Frank now takes the lead.
Presnant Vil Fh'ﬂlluilip with his mind alone;
He linketh wire to wire, 'ti= even said,
On which his thoughts & thousand leagues are thrown
With lightning speed. What koow 1?  Allah’s great,
And his mysterious plans to man unknowmn,
I searcely speak think merely what I state
But should the Prophet e'er return to earth, —
Of Allah's holy bosom the inmate
He will methinks teach thought instead of faith!® —
Just then from the near Minaret aloud
The call to evening worship was sent [forth,
And Jussuf unto prayer submissive bowed.
Translated by Mrs. M. Howitt.
To some gathered Violets.
By Richard Howitt.
T
"iulm.-: beautiful and pure, All the spring will seem to leave us
What on me do you confer? — Now so happy her sizht,
Ye that may not lonz endore When., as thons she came to E_rr[ul.'l_' ns,
Imagzes of Her! She withdraws her lizht.
Of her gentleness and grace Fade ye violets, with her ﬂl'lin'_-:
Of her manners, of her mind Wherefore would yir longer blow?
Of the anegel in the face, When ., unconscious of your '_:ru\\'illg1
And the accents kind. All your sweets ye show?
Like you, with us stuys the blooming Yet she cannot quit ns wholly
But a little longer wvet; But, like you, will leave behind,
Goes to leave the heart consuming In our love, thouzh love be I'ull:, -
With a vain reg Sweetness in the mind,
Thank you, in these lovely gleanings And, dull time all wrongs redressing, —-
For the fancies ye impart, When in other springs ye wake,
As your sweet and gentle meanings I will hail you with a blessing
| Melt into the heart. For the dear one's sake. |
- +
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Love’s Challenge.

By Victor Precht.
Mustrated by B, Yantler.

“t’q:p‘ deep into the midnight
Two young men drank their wine,
The stars above in heaven

Were mirrored in the Rhine.

Said one, with jocund laughter,
And filled the beaker upy
»To my adored maiden,
I drain this brimming cup!

»To the maiden of my bosom,
The only fair and pure,

And true and — by the Heavens
She loves me — that I'm sure!®

»oure 2% said the other scoffing —
You are so dalled with wine!
I swear that your sweet maiden

Shall, erelong too, be mine!™

(T A LE a challene
pDone!™ gaid the first, ,,a challenge!
Eight days shall this decide!

Yet, as your life you value,

Let honour be your guide!®

I1.

All in & maiden's garden
Bloom roses and jasmin,
She is the only warden
Of all the flowers therein.

Impatiently she waiteth

At that sweet trysting place,
Yet still the tardy truant

Comes not to her embrace.

rgu..-.. e T
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In conetency wnfeltecing,
A rock whicly
Infaxible ., nnalter
Buch , szeh is Oerman lowe,

ght eam move:

»He used to come with gladness —
He now alone me leaves —
The very moonlight weaves

Around me shapes of sadness!™

II.

»My friend the Pommerlander,
Doth greet you as is best,

He in two days, at farthest,
Comes from the village feast.

»Comes from the mountain village
Where dancing lasts all night,

Where wine and merry maidens
Are still his prime delight.

»And should they still detain him —
As well indecd they may —

I will my best endeavour
To wile the time away.

pDeal to me friendly measure!
On me he laid the task:
For me, "tiz all 1 ask

That I may give you pleasure!®

»He will not so long tarry —
Enough, his health is good —
I'm not in cheerful mood,

Nor longer will you weary.”

1V.

»My friend — 1 deemed so ever —
I writ him thus ere now,
Hiz answer did avow —

In fact, he comes back never!

i
o
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»It shames me thus to grieve you,
His fault I fain would hide,

But truth mu b my raide -

I]H‘“i "Illlll[ ll(' ||I.I[!- (l-l'L'L'i'\"_' 'tlﬂ”!

My heart would have been truer!
You are so good and kind —
Would Heaven had so inclined!

Behold in me & wooer!®™

pHence, hence! your words offend
OF luckless maids the chief —
You but enhance my grief

Oh God in Heaven befricnd me!®

v

» A little bird came winging
Its flight unto my hand —
Now to some far-off land

Tis flown, no farewell singing!

oA little fish was playing
The waters brizht beneath,
Where is my true-love's faith?

What means this long delaying!

w0 a8 I loved the roamer!
Oh, in your kind embrace,
Bear me to some far place

Ye waves and clouds of summer!®

VL

The full moon pale and tender
Rose o'er the .'-']I:Ill.h“'_\" wood,
And mid her silver splendour

A maiden figure stood,

All pale, as moon beams falling,
Upon the rocky stecp;
wMethinks a voice is calling

Unto me from the deep!®

l_E-u-
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me,
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\\-Ilf"ll now a I'\I:-J‘] Hl)E]IIIJlC'l“"I
Along the rapid flood ;
The rower's self - reproaches
Sound sadly throngh the wood.
sMine is a twolold sorrow:
Compelled by fate’s decree,
A faithless form to borrow
She trusts no more in me!®
Hush! with quick footsteps sadly
He treads the shore, when lo!
A third approaches madly,
And eries in bitter woe;
slurse, on this foolish challenze
Woie's me for what is done!
Help! hasten friend, to save her,
The loved, the vanished one!
» thousand times, the maiden
Win thou and win the bet,
IT only, anguish-laden,
She lives to love thee yet!
»ohe as a saint is holy,
None purer heaven shall win;
Thine is she, truly, wholly
To doubt her was a sin!®
pAnd is she lost forever!
Drove vou so far the jest
This good sword shall dissever
Life from your traitor breast!®
A headlong rage impelled him,
He bared his angry blade,
When in her arms she held him,
That loving, faithful maid!
rgive for love's forgiving:
A second term be lis,
That he may learn by living
What true-love truly is!“
Translated by Mrs. M. Howitt.
:
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In the Field
By Friedr. Gall.
Illustrated by Th. Hosemann.

9"1
Hainst his plough he leans, the peasant, Oh love, the life enricher,

And wipes his heated, sunburnt brow; Be wary of thy path alway!
A false step breaketh the pitcher,

The foaming draught so cool and pleasant
But love can ne'er be broken as clay.

Hands the village maiden now,

More shamefaced and sedaler

The weary team reposes;
The girl steals lo the village now;

The dog hath lain him in the grass,
The wouth comes somewhat later
With his sturdy team and his plough.

And neath the sweet hedge-roses,
Are fondly courting lad and lass. |

g

Translated by Mrs. M. Howitt.

The Johannes Kirchhof

Nuremburg.
L
!‘. still, a cheerful noon the lingering wear

Is clad with glory to mine eyes unknown;
Never did old October’s mantle bear
More manifold emblazonments, — a ecrown
Of gold and ruby leafage he doth wear;
And on this quaint and rich and ancient town
Looks with a smile that tells not of decay,
Nor how long-parted years were brighter than to-day!

II.
Yes, Nuremburg her rich and ancient dower
Holds fast, of sumptuous beauty, though the time
Be gone, which gave her palace, bridge and tower,
And shrines seraphic, — the deep, solemn chime
Of St. Sebaldus, tolling forth the hour
Wails nought of outward ruin; — War and Crime

Have swept her ways with all their waste and ill,
She wears her royal robes of merchant splendour still,

£ 3+~
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Royal of burgher princes; their old names
temaining still, and still with thrill of pride
Owned by their grundsons, 'I‘h.-}- had jousts and games,
And spearmen ready to the field to ride;

Their bounties hung the churches, — nor the flames
OF wild religious discord have destroyed

Their high magnificence the Lords have passed,

But still their kingly feast for eye and heart doth last!

IV.

Her traders traversed Earth and one, ]m:-.-ue-sml
With strong aspirings, nol remotely stirred

By the far-purchased luxuries of the West,

Went forth in the Discoverer's train, and heard

The hymn of gladness which proclaimed the West!
Came he not back with wondrous shell and bird,

To enrich his German home? and gathered there

The spoils of some Cacique for German maid to wear?

Y.

Her craftsmen tured all I':Hrnlu'_ strong in faith

And love of art came Kaisers from their thrones
To buy their treasures by the holy hreath

Of Genins animate, — the way-side stones
1 Death
Symbols and ensigns hide their mouldering bones, —

Grew shrines of worship ‘neath their hands

Gaze on and well thine heart may throb, for ne'er
Were sepulchres so houghty and so fair!
VL

One, by the ministry of printing, told

Gvod’s message to mankind, and one had skill
The heart of rock, the stubborn brass to mould,

To ch caprice of Faney's gamesome will
And one the tissnes laboured stiff with gold

Which kings in throne of state Or Zrave might fill,
They move me, these mute tombs, for none beneath

Would lineage to his sons, without its mark bequeath.

VIL
They move me: — from my mind’s most secret deep
Rise questionings that will not be denied.
Have I, too, not o name? or do I weep
Unworthy ancestors® or feel no pride
To tell from whom I sprung? Yet they do sleep

Compared with these, how meekly, side by side!

And but its pallid bell the eowslip waves

Among the grass

to tell the pilgrim Here are graves!
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And are we wrong? — and were these burghers right,

Who chose their dost like princes to enshroud? —
Answer me, angel. from the zone of Light

That peaceful girdles vonder Aulumn cloud.
Shall Man, an atom in the Eternal's sight,

Thus, in the worm’s embraces dare be prond?
And soft the mellow breath of Eve replied:
What questioned at thy heart, save jealousy and pride?

IX.

Chide not that these are laid in .5[;|h']1.' Test,

Bedecked by signs of Art and Wealth and Power
Chide not that those, by no vain trophies pressed,

Are left to the sweet cares of sun and shower!
The same deep love in differing forms expressed,

Gave these the marble, those the turf and flower,
Leave to thy God the worth of tomb and ]}:LH;
Who weighs not human fifts, in human balance small.®

Henry F. Ghorley.

Napoleon.
By 8.

After a sketeh of A, Northen

Sa}' the short-sichted, resteth bloodeuiltiness
On thee, beeause thou, obeving a mightier |

Ord'nance of fate, valued more lizhtly

Than chafl” at winnowing, millions of beings.

Thou wilt be seen best when future centuries

Place thee at distance. Low seems the mountain-peak, [
Half wveiled in cloud, to him who standeth
Down at its foot amid dust and shadow,

Thine arm titanic from deep degradation
Plucked forth the nations, Deeds which !u-—1[;|!.' doeth
Traces alone are of thy spirit,

Hero so mighty and ah! so infirm!

i
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The Lime Tree.

\

It ever has made the pleasantest shade

ing, sing the Lime, the odorous Lime

With tassels of zold and leaves so freen ;

For lovers to loiter and talk unseen.

When high over head, its arms are spread,

And bees are busily buzzing round;

When the sun and the shade a woof have laid
Of flickering network on the grommd,
I love the Lime, the odorous Lime
With tassels of gold and leaves so green;
It ever has made the pleasantest shade,

For lovers to loiter and talk unseen.

When the Switzer fought and gallantly wrought

His charter of freedom with bow and spear;
From the Lime was torn a branch, and borne
As the banner of \i1'L|:r_'\' far and near.
And they proudly tell where the herald youth fell
With the living branch in his dying hand.
And the Linden tree, is of Liberty,
The sacred symbol through all the land.
Oh the Lime, the odorous Lime
With tassels of gold and leaves so green;
The whisperings heard when its leaves are stirred,

Are the voices of martyrs that prompt unseen.

I love it the more when 1| think of yare
And the avenue leading [ tell not where
But there was a bower, and there was a flower

Of gracefullest ir--.‘l'Jl_\.' OEEW 1'i|1|'z|i||: there,

From valley and hill, from

rge and mill,
From neichbonringe hamlets murmurs stole :
But the sound most dear to my listening ear

Wi

a musical whisper that thrilled the soul.
Oh the Lime, the odorous Lime,

With tassels of gold and leaves so green;
It ever has made the pleasantest shade,

For lovers to wander and woo unseen.
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When garish noon had passed, and the moon
Came silvering forest, and lake, and tower;
In the hush of the night se calm and bright,
How silent and sweet was the Lime tree bower!
They may boast of their forests of larch and pine,
Of maple and elm and scented thorn,
Of ash and of oak defying the stroke
Of the tempest when others are rent and torn.
(3ive me the Lime, the odorous Lime,
With tassels of gold and leaves so green;
The vows that are made beneath its shade,
Are throbbings of spirits that bless unseen.
! |
Blackheath Park, Auvgost 1853, Francis Bennoch, I
|
|
The Snow-King.
A Ballad by Dr. J, N. YogL |
|
Ilustrated by W. Camphausen. [
Thu Snow-king on his charger pale Now as a knight, with sounding tread,
Is speeding afar over hill and dale, The Snow-king stands befors the maid; |
His mantle is floating far behind, »I thou wilt be my wife, this day i
| His long, white beard streams on the wind. Shall gold and pearl be thine array 1 i
|
Down in a valley deep he spies Again the maid with scorn replied, |
A maiden fair at morn’s uprise, »I of no knight will be the bride,
| And love, till then an unknown guest, What is to me thy gold and pearl?
Is kindled in the Snow-king's breast. I will be¢ wedded to an Earl!® |
!
Now as a hind he nears the maid, Now as an Earl, with graceful mien,
| And thus with loving glance he said: The Snow-king by the maid is seen; |
i »0 give to me thy hand so fair, »Come to the old hall of my line,
{ Then flowers and ribbons shalt thou wear!® And what is noblest shall be thine!®
|
Replied the maid with flushing cheek Replied the maid with haughty scorn, :
: To him who thus had dared to speak, I wed mo Earl that e’er was born, i
»A village girl is meet for thee, An Earldom is too mean a thing, — |
| None save a knight shall wed with me!® I would be thine if thon wert king!®
; i
| |
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~A King!™ exclaimed the suitor, .see,
1

A king stands face to face with thee

'Thl.' word is ilJm rgdd, mineg own thon art,

With the Snow-king shalt thou depart!™

And lo! he stood of giant height,
Wrapped in a garb of misty light
And vaster still his form appeared
With floating hair and long white beard.

And wild and

21

And as she prayed and earthward clung,

One arm around the maid he flung;
The other hizh in air he held,

Half by hisz mantle-folds concealed.

And see, there floats and whirls below
A circling shower of silvery snow,

Thick fall the flakes
A snow-storm fierce as furions fire,

as mad with ire,

wilder, stormier still,

The whirling snow veils dale and hill,

Thick clouds

Till of the twain no

heaven and earth between,

more is seen,

Translated by Mrs. M, Howitt.

To Alice.

By Andrew J. Symington.

A young lamb's heart amidst the fall-grewnm Necks.

Wordsworih

‘u!-. thou hast brought thy childhood with thee, love!

Hast drunk the fountain of eternal youth,

And never shalt grow older, dearest friend,

Like consecrated maiden meek and fair,

Unconscious of the homage of all hearts,

Thou movest in a charmed atmosphers

Of orient light diffusing joy around thee!

The mellowed wisdom which experience yields,

Dove-like simplicity and innocence,
Truth, high-souled honour — all that's womanly,

Are thine, |=J:1]di.tag thee ever feel and act

Intuitively right.

Yes, dearest friend,

I bless thee for thy love — a love for which

I'd hew through paynim hordes, dare all hard things,

If need were; this thon

know'st.

Ah! what are words ?

Joy-tears now in mine eyes, I pray that He,
The meek and lowly, called himsell a Lamb —

May ever shield and bless thee!

i
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Kamtschadale Kutka.

By Fr, Eugler.

L.

Ilustrated by H. Ritter.

“.ui.k.':. mighty Kutka,
Whoe Kamtschatka made,
And the salt sea-water,
And the salt sea-fishes;
Who Kamtschatka's people
For their favourite diet
Giave the Phoea's blubber,
Bark-bread of the willow,
And the sap of birch-trees; —
Hﬂtlml |ni,'_f'!|I§' Kutka,
Wert thoun wise as strong

How much better were it!

Forth from out his Jurte
Full of wrath came Kutka
In a robe attired;
Wearing cap and gauntlet,
Firmly sewn and broidered,
From black sking of ravens;
In his hand he carried
A good bow of pine-tree,
Furnished well with sinew
And the whitest whalebone;
Carried ten stout arrows
Hedaded with sharp flint-stone,
And the feathers painted
On the under-gide.
Forth -in' savage anger,
Went the mighty Kuotka
To the sca-side-hillock
Where the mice were dwelling;
For these little people
Had him serely cheated,
Three times had they him
Turned into derision,
And even Kutka's wife,
Chachy direr grievance —
Had three several times —
Till the very hillocks
Echoed back her laughter
Laughed him unto scorn.

Forth now came to meet him,
With an air submissive,
All' the small mouse-nation,
With their heads bowed lowly |
And their thin tails wazging,
And thus blandly spake they;
wRutka, mighty Kutka,
Who Kamtschatka made;
Ah, what would it profit
Thee to |i|J'iT|- |il'.i-l:'||) us?
Small are we of body,
But thou art majestic;
Poor are we and simple,
But thou art most sapient;
Oft times are we headstrong,
But thou lovest mercy;
Therefore hear, oh Kutka
Who Kamtschatka made!
Yesterday a Phoea
On the shore was stranded;
Thine is every Phoca
Lord of shore and ocean!
And for thee, oh Kutka,
Wood we bore and fagzots
And a fire we kindled;
And for thee, oh Kutka,
Is the Phoea roasted.
Come, oh mighty Kutka,
Come, oh wisest Kutka,
To the feast of Phoca
Which lor thee is waiting!™

Thus the mice addressed him;
And a soft, warm zephyr
Brought a savoury odour
From the near mouse-kitchen
Unto Kutka's nostrils.

With the mice went Kutka,
Ate the flesh of Phoca,

Ate with satisfaction

Till the feast was ended;




KAMTSCHATKADALE KUTKA.



e o
LAHDES |
LD STADT-|
BIBLIOTHEY |
DOSSELDO kT | iz
& SN | H

€




e

|
t
g P

Then on earth he stretched him
With his evelids winking,
Yawniage still and yawning,
Till slesp overcame him.

First the mice stood timid,

sShy and softly whispercd;
Then they touched him lightly,
Now his little finger,

Then wpon his ear-ring,

Then his nose more Imltli}\

Till at length , unfearing
They daneced round in eircles
Singine, whistling ., shouting .

And still Kutka slept!
Seeing this the wvillains,
Broueht out shells of mussels
Holding divers colours

Made from earths and mosses,
And on sleeping Kutka
Painted rare devices;

Painted on his visage

I,-u'l-]:\. searlet circles,

Zigzag lines of azure,
Golden speeks and spangles,
Singing, whistling . shouting
In & circle round him!

So till Kutka twrned  him

As about to waken,

Till his eves half opened
Yawning still and yawning;
Then into their mouse-holes

Fled they all in haste.

KRutka turned him homeward,
Thirsty after eating,
And thus onward wending
Reached Kaumtschatka's river
Where he stooped to drink.
But behold! ascending
From beneath the water
Wonderful to look at!
Yet another visage,
Beautifully painted,
With bright scarlet circles,
Zigzag lines of azure,

Golden specks and spangles!

R |

et

Kutka spoke astounded,
Whilst the heart within him,

"sainst his ribs was knocking:

ak  thou, 'neath the water,

With the lovely visa

Lovelier far them Chachy
Who is wife of Kutka,

Art thou woman likewise?
Wilt thou love me, Kutka
Who Kamtschatka made?
Speak , thou marvellons beauty
.‘ll‘l! I !'il'l'ln Lo wWon ||||'|'I_‘
May I, for thy favour,

{fer |<|'-'|'in|i~. i s 79

All below was silent;
Yet when hutha nodded
Nodded back the vigage,
Seving which great Kutka
Flunz into the water
His zood wooden knife;
But the river only
Splashed its waters on him.
W18 the @ift too humble 2%
Murmured |||i'_'_|l[} Kutka,
wMust I, lovely woman,
Parchase thee more dearly,
If vet dearer can be!*

Then he threw his arcows
Also in the water,

And their heavy flint-heads
Sunk them to the bottom.
Kutka stood and pondered,
Poodered for a moment,

Then said, growing wrathful,
nwHast thou, ta'en mine arrows,
Yet com'st not unto me!

Dost thou think that Kutka,
Who Kamtschatka made

\1;1:\. be mocked in this wise?
If below thon tarriest,

I below will follow !

With these words plunged Kutka
Headlong in the water,
And the stream was deep,

And his life was perilled,

g,
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And he eried in terror,
Even now hall drowned,

So that Chachy heard him.
Running, running came she
And his long hair floating
Saw upon the waters,

By the hair the seized him,
And with all her might
Dragged him from the river.

Kutka made confession
How he came in danger;
Whereon angry Chachy

BSAL

Slender birch-twigs breaking
Bound a rod and drove him
Homewards to their Jurte,
S0 that all the hillocks

To the blows recchoed,

So that his love-longings
Kutka r|lli1|' forzot,

Kutka , mighty Kutka,
Who Kamtschatka made,
Wert thou wise as strong
How much better were it!
Translated by Mrs. M, Howitt.

A Moonlight Landscape.

By Dr. Hibner.

After a sketch by Achenbach.

Nr}m‘ to the wood behold
A corpse-like phantom gleameth,
Gnarled, bleached and scathed and old,
An oak-tree as it seemeth.

Winds, rains and winters drear

Its trunk have lashed and battered,
Its branches bare and sere

A thousand storms have shattered.

And on its goarled bole,

Which lightnings fierce have splintered,
A dank, decaying shoal

Of fungus-growth has wintered.

No summer singing-hird

On its bald branch rejoices,
There only may be heard

The night-owls’ dismal voices.

Who on this wreek shall gaze,
This spectre wan and hoary,
Beholds of former days,
The woodland-region’s glory.

Long years since then have flown,
Then were its branches mighty,
Ah, never king was known
To bear a crown so weighty.

Then joyous summer-hroods
Among its leaves abounded,

And all the neighbouring woods
With their sweet songs resounded.

Then its huge, massive bhase
Was carpetted with mosses,

And ivy's green embrace
Clasped all its fretted bosses.

Here stood beneath its boughs
A simple maid at even,

And listened to love-vows
Sworn in the face of heaven.

»30 sure as this strong tree
Grows green with leafage vernal,
Sp is my love for thee,
Sweet maid, a love eternal!®

Yet was this tender oath

A false oath, falsely spoken,
And 1:_‘\' its broken troth

That maiden's heart was broken.

And he, the perjured man,

Was shuoned of all and doomed
By the world's righteous ban,

And died remorse-consumed.

And even this mighty tree,

Of perjured vows the witness,
Must bitter penance dree

With an atoning fitness.

Fierce lightnings of heaven’s wrath
Its solid trunk have shivered,
And into winter's scath
It stands a spoil delivered.
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The Ballad of the King's Daughter.

By Bessie Parkes.

How the King's Daughter, having married a peasant, for love, heareth
of the death of her only brother and laketh her Little son.

Part L

Shl: twisted up her royal lengths
Of fallen hair with a silver pin;
lil'l‘ t"\i'.‘i were '._'II'EIJILIl!II;' F]IUI‘."fJ []"P[Jl.‘.

Which stirred to flame when 1 looked within,

Dressed in a gown of velvet black

With a diamond clasp and a silver band,
Walked from the door with a stately step,

And our young son held by his mother's hand.

Wilter ran by his mother's side
In eyes more like to her than me;
The Queen would have bartered her ivory throne

For such a blossom of royalty.

Heavily over the far hill tops
Booms the bell in the minoster tower
From city to eity between the hills
Echo the bells at the burial hour.

Amen! says the bough in the ten-mile forest,
Amen! savs the sea from its cavernous bed;
Amen! says the llwl]ll:' when bowed a4t the sorest,

Who is dead? said the rooks, who is dead, who is dead?

The yvoung man is dead in his strength, in his beauty,
His curls lie loose on his white-fringed pall;
Loud cry the people and priests at the altar,

Soft wails the requiem over them all,

whabe, child, brave }'hlll'h."' wept the Queen in her closet,
»Heir of my name®, sighed the King on his throne,
',.“-31-! leads us to battle?® cried they in the market,

oMy lover!™ locked ome face, cold as a stone,

Slow tolled the bells from the north to the southern sea,
Winds caught them up with a desolate cry;
Solemn he lies under darkening arehes,

The hand of eternity pressed on each eyve.

— s
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Part. 1L

The market-cross with its sculptured Christ,

Mid the crush and the trample stood steady and strong,
The welded masses of voiceless folk

As a sea at midnight rolled along.

Booming bells as they struck the ear
Died away in the silent skies:
Gossiping women were dumb with fear,

And each gabled house was alive with eyes.

But lo! in the distance a shadowy file
They move to the beat of a muffled drum,
The waves recede, as for Israel's march,
And the thick crowd mutters: ,They come, they come!"

When the bier was borne by the central fount
One stood as still as the carven stone,
Saying: ,0 King behold my hoy,

His smile is the Dead’s, and his eye is your own!®

From my broad domain in a troe man’s heart,
From the home I chose of my own free will,
I give you my jewel to wear in vour crown!

Then snatching him back for one long last fill.

Of his rippling smiles, they heard her say
With a hanghty glance at her marriage ring,

pWell is my home by the forester's hearth,
But Walter, my son, is the heir of a king.®

When the shadows fell on our guiet pool
i
And the birds were asleep in the firs overhead,
She returned alone, but her face was white

And her step as the step of one wak'd from the Dead.

Dr. Faustus in the Bishop’s Cellar at Salzburg.
A Legend of Salzburg.
By Dr. I. K. Yogl.
Illustrated by 0. Arnz.

fll Salzburg in the cellar the mirth is wild and high,
Though in the castle chamber the Bishop calm doth lie.
There is ringing of the glasses and cool wine sparkling clear,

And sounds of merry singing and Iaughter and good cheer.

b,
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Before the brimming bumper a pale man has his seat,
in a long black
eap and feather his bold brow

#& sonl which all things dares.

aspect dark had place,

A pointed hat was on his head; his eyeballs glared and burned,
neighbour their fiery glances turned.

These two were companioned by other revellers four,

Who heavy golden chains and gold-embroidered garments wore ,
On high they raised their glasses and clinked and cried amain,
sNow to this night's good journey we all our glasses drain!®
With thiz awoke the Butler the Hi.-il]ﬂ]l'u house within,

wNow by the Saint Hubertus whence comes this mirth and din?%

All the infernal legions mizht in the cellar house,

That thus the place re-echoes with such a mad earouss

He calls up all his people, and one and all they 2o

Adown the damp, stone steps to the cellar-vault below ;

e truly, and he cannot divine

How through strong doors fast bolted have people reached the wine.

And still he hears more plainly within the revelling throng,
How beaker rings to beaker and cithero-strings
He draws the bolts impatient, his check on fire with rage,

And bids his pr wait while he the topers will engage,

man in black, so bold and proud and pale
Butler enter and straightway bids him hail;

I'I]fl|]'i|ll|‘ new,

»A weleome to you, Master,

By his arm the red one seized him and placed him at the board,
S0 astonished was the Butler he could not By
Thi'}' fill for him a beaker, a beaker to the brim,

and all would clink with him.

They ever brim the beakers and tap the primest tun;
The cithern-strings LF'{'EI ringine, the singing ne'er gives o'er,

rinking bout before.

Amid them sits the Buotler sore puzzled and perplexed,
none of them will notice how angry and how vexed;
The madness of the revel doth neither pause nor halt,

It fills with noisy twmult the silent, gloomy vault.

But now II]!_I-EilI“l:- the El.liu- one and L Gentlemen!™ SAYE hie,
w10 Wittenberz in Saxony although far off it be!

{:EJ all, and now to horse! Receive Sir Cellar-master now
Our thanks for your brave company ; we part good friends, I tro

.
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And thus into the courtyard drew him the langhing band,
He was as though enchanted, he could not them withstand.
Then shook his ample mantle out, that pale and slender man,

And all on it took hold, and all to rise from earth began.

»'Tis a marvellous mode of travel!™ to himsell the Butler spoke,
As he, among the others, was clinging to the cloak;
This flight saw all his people and, sore amazed, said they,

pHallog, Sir Cellar-master, now tell us, whither away 7"

»To the devil!® eried the Butler, ,whose servants ye are all!®
And li;{]LLiy ,'__'I'ﬂa!ll}Li the mantle and .-iul'.'_'l_\' feared (o fall,
And onward still and ooward, over hill and dale,

Over tower and city like a winter storm of hail.

The Butler's hold will fail him; he

The pale one laughs, then lowers the mantle slowly down,

uttérs many a Eroan,
die,

ky.

And seis the trembling Butler, for fear about to

Upon a tall tree’s summit which towers up to the s

,:-\nd now farewell Sir Butler, do not repent this flicht,
The wine within your cellar hath gladdened us this night;
Tell this unto your Hi:‘-‘]m]!, and further would he ken,

Yk

Say that his guests were Doctor Faustus and his learned men!

Thus spoke he, and again afar, aloft in air had flown,
And the Butler saw himself on the lofty tree alone;

Nor was it until morning that he reached the solid ground,
And then made known the conjurer’s trick to all the eountry round.

Translated by Mrs. M, Howitt.

Three, Six, Nine.
By E. 8imrock.
Illustrated by A. von Wille.

o

i‘nw at length I reached the margin
Of the sacred, dark oak wood,

And my horse to light emerging
By a lonesome dwelling stood,

Near the threshold seated lowly
Was a man with snow-white hair,
Who, o'erwhelmed by grief, seemed wholly
Of the stranger unaware.

» Why, “

Aged man, make known to me?*

said I, ,these tears incessant,

wAh my father,“ sobbed the peasant,

wHas chastised me bitterly!

Thus he said and I

l':ll11.‘|’iE]q then the cottage door,

dismounted ;

I an older man encountered

Standing wrathful on the floor.

i
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After courteous greeting offered,
s W herefore,

oht.* said he, ,the '|:.'!i||. he suffered

For the scath he might have done!™

wHe my father placed in danger
Who is old and nearly blind;
Yet to pleasure you, the stranger,

Shall the child forgiveness find.

HEnter, not of welcome fearful!
Round 1 £

Saw the grandsire, hale and cheerful,

zed, and in a chair

With his folded hands in prayer.

When the old man's prayer was ended,
Sate we down to meat and fish,
And with active xeal untended

Served the erandsire of each dish.

Said I, speaking as I wondered,

wotrange what strength in all appears,

When the grandsire counts & hondred

And the youngest fifty y

woeven score vears the old man nuombers;

Three score yedi

s and ten, my son;

For myself a century slumbers

In the eourse my life hath ron!®

plell me,® vet again I queried,
wHow is it that you, all three,

the length of years unwearied,

Thus from age's pains are fre

asked I, ,smite vour son?®

w1 his when rightly comprehended,
Rests on three, six, nine alone;
Wish you life like ours extended,

Nine, six, three vou too must own.”

g

pThree — no fresh baked bread drawn newly

From the oven suits onr taste,
Three nights munst mature it duly

Ere it on our board is placed.

ik we from the wing-press never
Drink the unfermented juice,
Twice six months, or more, must ever

Fit the wholesome wine for use,

L Ning we haste to the communion
Of our Lord on each ninth day;
Pride, complainings and disunion

Pure confession keeps away

»Omn the hill the chapel standeth,
And the world lies far below,

Heaven before our g

ze expandeth,

And our being seems to grow.

WDid pot farming labours scant us
Of such daily pilzrimage,
Life a ninefold power would grant us;

Nine times would prolong our age.

«We might then, without transition,
Even ontlive Methusalem,
And behold the glorious vision

Of the new Jerusalem!™

Translated by Mra. M. Howitt.
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The Shepherd.

By the Author of ,Parallels".
Hustrated by L. Richter.

TIJ-: Shepherd with his flock to the hills must go,
To his maiden he says adieu;

He mounts the alp, she stays below,
And each to the other is true.

Among the hills he dreamed one night
That the lamb he loved the most,
Had sprung below from the dizzy height

And there its life had lost.

And when he awoke from his dream of pain,
He counted his flock cach one,

And searce could his heart its joy contain
To find there were failing none.

And now with his flock on his homeward way,
He enters the village with glee;
pHow sad she was on our parting day,
How happy she now will be.” [

[ »Why stays she so lonz?% to o neighour he said,
Yet of love could nothing misdeem; —
The neighbour he shows him a grave newly made —
The shepherd remembers his dream.
Translated by Mre. M. Howitt.

An Invocation.
By W. 0. Bennett.

" gentle, gentle summer rain, The earth looks up in vain for thee —
Let not the silver Ii_I}' pine, For thee for thee, it looks in vain,
The drooping lily pine in vain O gentle, gentle summer rain!

1 Y I -

Ta feel that dewy touch of thine,

To drink thy freshness once azain Come thou and brim our meadow streams,
3 s 55 s again,

O pgentle. eentle: summer rain’ And soften all the hills with mist;

() falling dew, from burning dreams. | i

In heat the landscape gquivering lies; By thee shall herb and flower be kissed, |

The cattle pant beneath the tree; And earth shall bless thee yet again, | !

1 'I'J[rough ll:Lr['Ili'II!_{ air and purple skies, L0] gi-mh-., gentle snmmer rain! . |
|

z EH !
(i -+$3: i
|

|

4

\




THE SHEPHERD.




LANDES- |
LIND STADT- |
BISLIOTHEK |
POSSELDORF

-

S




; gy T

The Shepherd.

By the Author of ,Parallels".
Hustrated by L. Richter.

TIJ-: Shepherd with his flock to the hills must go,
To his maiden he says adieu;

He mounts the alp, she stays below,
And each to the other is true.

Among the hills he dreamed one night
That the lamb he loved the most,
Had sprung below from the dizzy height

And there its life had lost.

And when he awoke from his dream of pain,
He counted his flock cach one,

And searce could his heart its joy contain
To find there were failing none.

And now with his flock on his homeward way,
He enters the village with glee;
pHow sad she was on our parting day,
How happy she now will be.” [

[ »Why stays she so lonz?% to o neighour he said,
Yet of love could nothing misdeem; —
The neighbour he shows him a grave newly made —
The shepherd remembers his dream.
Translated by Mre. M. Howitt.

An Invocation.
By W. 0. Bennett.

" gentle, gentle summer rain, The earth looks up in vain for thee —
Let not the silver Ii_I}' pine, For thee for thee, it looks in vain,
The drooping lily pine in vain O gentle, gentle summer rain!

1 Y I -

Ta feel that dewy touch of thine,

To drink thy freshness once azain Come thou and brim our meadow streams,
3 s 55 s again,

O pgentle. eentle: summer rain’ And soften all the hills with mist;

() falling dew, from burning dreams. | i

In heat the landscape gquivering lies; By thee shall herb and flower be kissed, |

The cattle pant beneath the tree; And earth shall bless thee yet again, | !

1 'I'J[rough ll:Lr['Ili'II!_{ air and purple skies, L0] gi-mh-., gentle snmmer rain! . |
|
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St. Margaret’s Eve.

By W. Allingham.

[ built my castle upon the sea-side,
The waves roll so gaily 0,
Half on the land and hall in the tide,

Love me true!

Within was silk, without was stone,
The waves roll so gaily 0O,
It lacks a queen, and that alone,

Love me true.

The grey old ll:lsin-r sung to me,
The waves roll so ﬂ'uii_\' 0.
Beware of the damsel of the sea,

Love me true.

Saint Margaret's Eve it did befall,
The waves roll so gaily O,
The tide came creeping up the wall,

Love me true.

I open’d my gate; who there should stand —
The waves roll so gaily O,
But a fair ]'.I.lj_\ . with a cup in her hand,

Love me true,

The cop was gold, and full of wine,
The waves roll so gaily O,
Drink, said the lady, and I will be thine,

]‘ll\ e 'me True:

Enter my castle, lady fair,
The waves roll so gaily O,
You shall be queen of all that's there,

Love me true.

:
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A grey old harper sung to me,
The waves roll so gaily 0,
Beware of the damsel of the sea,

Love me true.

In hall he harpeth many a year,
The waves roll so gaily O,
And we will sit his song to hear,

Love me true.

I love thee deep, I love thee true,
The waves roll so gaily 0O,
But ah! I know not how to woo,
Love me true.

Down dash’d the cup with a sudden shock,
The waves roll so ,‘..'FLi|:- (.
The wine like blpod ran over the rock,

Love me true.

She said no word, but shriek’d alowd,
The waves roll so gaily 0O,
And vanish'd away from where she stood,

Love me true.

I lock’d and barr’d my castle door,
The waves roll so gaily 0O,
Three summer days I grieved sore,
Love me true.
For myself a day and night,
The waves roll so gaily 0,
And two to moan that lady bright,

Love me trua.

Ballyshannon (Ireland).

Song of the Travelling Journeyman.

By Hoffmann von Fallersleben.
Ilustrated by Th. Hosemann.

'n Germany, in Germany
Life has of joy its fill, juchhe!
There you can travel without gold,

Can travel where you will,

1
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['h Iady fair,
Grief, cark and care
Soon blanch the hair;

But sorrow brings
Sweet visitings, —

Yea, heavenly things

88 —

In Germany, in Germany
Stand houses great and small,
But that which has a sizn in front
Is the fairest house of all.

In Germany, in Germany
We have full many a peer,
And often sit we down to wine,
But oftener still to beer.

In Germany, in Germany
We are a jolly band,

And when we can’t afford the beer
We let the wine cup stand.

In Germany, in Germany
Let it hap as hap it may, juchhe!
The dear, good Lord in Heaven above
Will be the German's stay.
Translated by Mis, M. Howitt.

Song of Life.

By Andrew J. Symington.

I Will God reveal | In glory dight

| To those who feel | ]'[upl:'_n arch of |ig]lt,
| His hand, and kneel. [ The rainbow bright,

| Though wveiled in tears | Peace from above,

| Thy former years, | And noblest love,

| Lo! now appears, | Be thine, sweet dove!
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| Happy Death.
! iy Fr. Meyer. |
| Illostrated by A. Beck. |
|
]
|
Dulce el decormm est pro patcln mor
Hor
II‘I E ; ]
hree warriors ride from the hot, bloody fight, i
Long had they striven and well for the right. [
They rode in deep silence along the way, l
On towards the west at the close of day. g
i And now as the golden sunlight fled,
|
! The one of the three to his comrades said: | |
| . !
I The wounds of my body they pain me sore,
I shall neither see wife nor children more.
Said the second. the painfullest wound to me, | !

Is the thought that my home I ne'er shall see. [

Silent the while remained the third,

He closed his eyes and said not a word,

i

And died, happy for his fatherland to die.

No tear he shed, he heaved no sigh,

Translated by Mrs. M. Howitt.
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The Chapel of Eckstein.

Fragment of a Day-Dream.
By the Author of ,An Art-Student in Munich®

l[mn the first swelling ridge of the Noric Alps if yon travel towards —, may be seen the

white walls of an old monastery. As the winding road approaches the slope upon which
stands this decaying building, the eye of the traveller generally rests with a passing interest
upon the white tower of the church, snrmounted with its small red-tiled cupola, upon the
high pitched and red-tiled roofs and wpon the glittering rows of windows which break
the monotony of Jong weather-beaten walls,  Ivy, pomegranate and vines fling their luxuri-
ant masses over the crumbling walls of the cloister-garden, and here and there rises a Cr0ss,

or crucifix, or statue of the Vicein,

Travelling along this road, my eyes had been especially attracted by this pile of buil-
liill;_.'sc, not so much from s inlriosic jlit'.[uI'<'Nr;|1u'|w_l-.~c a5 because T had heard a |'J|l|:'l,|1i:1]'
history attached to a little chapel moulding within its graveyard, In faet to visit this little
chapel of stein was. the ob; of my somewhat long journey.

The sun was gradually sinking towards the west as the Eilwagen by which T travelled
approached the monastery, flushing the snowy peaks of the most distant mountain ¢hain with
crimson and violet, whilst the intermediate range was cast into o dull haze, and the grass and
flowers carpeting the gentle undulations of the near slopes, gleamed as if cast in molten gold
and studded with precious gems. Descending from  the dust-covered and heavy  Eilway
I quitted the road and, clambering up a stony path-way, soon reached the crumbling gate-
way in the garden-wall. The bell from the red cupola tolled sweetly and solemnly through
the pure mountain air, making the silence yet more perceptible when the ratile of the de-
parting Eilwagen and the cracking of the Postillion’s whip had died away in the distance,

A litle meagrre old monk J'|-|JJi€-|] to the summons I had given ]r:. the hoarse voice of
the bell hanging in the gate-way; and upon my inquiry whether I might be permitied to
see the frescoes of Caspar Hildebrandt in the grave-yard chapel, his thin old face flushed
with sudden surprise. ,Right willingly! right willingly,” he exclaimed with an almost ner-
vous eagerness, seldom does a foreizper — for such I take Yol !r_\ your -‘qH!l'l!h to be

inquire after the works of the Blessed Hildebrandt! A painter or two from Munich we
now and then see but by them even these works seem forgotten — aye, and by the
Brothers too by the Brothers, pity it should be so! sin that it shoold be so! Aye,
aye!® sighed the old monk, siuking his head mournfully wpon his breast and nervously
working his hands to and fro as he led the way rapidly before me, muttering all the time:
,’.“"FHJE who, when I am gone, will have the heart to love the works of the Blessed Hilde-
brandt and the works of the Saint Beats Commenda, my Saint Beata — who? — Who but

I should have transcribed ioto n missal these words written in the colours of the flowers,
in the colours of the clouds? — But He lives! and so does the Blessed Hildebrandt and

- —--+:ﬂ'll




the Blessed Beata! all live, all live! The mother of Life has appeared in the world —
the Blessed DMother of Life if but all saw this! if but all saw this! — it is not madness

— this belief — if the Brothers but saw this!®

And thus strangely muttering, and harry-
ing on rapidly still working his hands to and from my singular conductor, who I began to
fear was somewhat crazy, led the way through an old and rankly over-grown garden, till
we approached the grave-yard. Two monks meeting us, slowly bowed their heads, then
solemnly passed, and it seemed to me as though a glance of scornful and yet guiet merri-
ment passed between the Brothers as they glanced at my conductor and then muitered fo each
other: ,Brother Luke will be in one of his trances to-night® ,Aye but he lives. thou
knowest, he is not dead!®

Drawing engerly from his bosom a quaint old key, with trembling and lean hands,
the monk unlocked the door of a small gothic chapel, which rose amidst a heap of mouldering
graves. Upon an old stone cross half fallen upon a grassy mound, to the right hand of
the chapel door, I observed hanging two fresh garlands, one of ivy and moss, the other
of the fairest Alpine flowers. As the little monk passed this grave, he muttered an Ave
and devoutly crossed himself,

The exterior of the little chapel at the first glance appeared one intricate and wild
mass of the large blue Alpine clematis, of honeysuckle, jessamine and pomegranate. Upon
a more careful inspeetion, however, the eye discovered here and there some grey bits of grace-
ful gothic tracery showing forth amidst the fresh leaves and blossoms. Here a slender pin-
nacle piercing the veil of clematis; there a narrow window rich with stems and leaves of
stone. All told of a marvel of human love and skill, veiled by this yet more marvellous
skill of Nature.

The old man stood eagerly beckoning to me on the worn steps leading up into the
chapel, his lips quivered and a glow suffused his withered and hollow cheeks and gave a

flickering of wyouth to his singular countenance, ,Come, come!™ he said ,that is beau-

tiful — I love that — but this is more beautiful — here the hieroglyphics speak in rays
of light — come!™ But I still lingered for a moment as my eve fell upon some lovely
foliage chiselled in stone above the low portal. It was searcely to be outrivalled by the

blooming sprays of living honeysuckle which swept across it. All formed a lovely poeti-
cal pictore which rivetted my eyes and for a few moments caused me to forget my excited
and impatient guide. The honeysuckle, odorous with its richly tinted Dblossoms and filled
with the soft and slomberous musie of bees, having tll.'lilJEI('.ii its branches Lf,‘“([l'l'l}' arouand
the portal, revealed to its left, standing within a narrow niche, the mutilated fizure of an
ﬂlI:_Il‘l. The -'t!]f:l.'l was headless, yit filled with a stranze grace he stood in & commanding
attitude, the sunset glow glimmered on his broad Dbreast, while soft green shadows from
swaying leaves trembled zently around his strong and naked feet. (f;1|1|_[“|||||,1.'|,1 columbing
and the handsome acanthus-leaved thisfle, common in South Germany, grew around the twist-
ing stems of the honeysuckle and upon the low i

of steps leading up into the chapel.
My singular guide had already entered, and with arms crossed upon his breast, in
deep devotion he stood within the chapel. Coming forth suddenly from the broad gush of
evening sunlight into the gloom, it was some moments ere my eyes accustomed themselves
to the green and solemn shadows which pervaded the place. Gradually, however, it
appeared to me as though the altar=piece oceupving the centre of three niches facing the
entrance became instinet with an extraordinary brillianey and life.  The subject was the

Crueilixion. The Saviour, however, was represented as spiritually triumphant, although en-
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during bodily torture. Blood drops from his pale hands, feet, and brow as he hangs upon
the cross, yet physical agony is forgotten by Him in a moment of intense love; the soul
rejoices in the completion of its sublime mission. A gleam of celestial glory strikes upon
the pallid divine countenance, and its transfiguration is completed. From the divine coun-
tenance radiates glory, falling upon the upraised brows of a group of martyrs trinmphant, male
and female, young and old. 'They raise their eyes beaming with love towards their ado-
red Lord; they clasp each others hands with tenderest human sympathy as they encircle
Him, their feet scornfully trampling upon the attributes of their bitter martyrdom, wheels,
swords, axes and racks. And whilst I gazed, I beheld how, forth from the dim distance
in the piﬂun\_ |]n|_|:rcld onward , :ipl]m:l('lﬁllg the eross and its divine ]3]1‘>=.tj'llg, i vast multi-
tude. From all ends of the earth they came, beings of all nations, of all times — the
Pagan as well as the Christian; all those human souls who, recognising the divine mission
of suffering, have read in it the voice of the Divine Father, thro faith in its awiul tones
have joyfully endured all anguish for the sake of Truth and the rights of Humanity. Here,
too, were hosts who had not endured material martyrdom, had never felt the axe or the
flame, but who had been scourged and seorched by martyrdom of the spirit and many of
them showed under the tender forms of women and little children, and here were the
poor and despised, here were poets, philosophers, patriots, and all swept on to swell the
triumphant Hallelujah!

Whilst I gazed, my heart bornt within me ,and shalt thou ever have strepgth to join
this victorious multitude?” rang through my spirit. ,Shall we ever join this vietorious multi-
tude ?* murmered the little old monk as he eagerly pressed up to my side ,shall we,
shall we, thinkest thou? The Blessed Hildebrandt is there and Beata Commenda — there!
there — dost thon not see them in the c¢rowd? — that old man with the countenance
bright as an Alpine peak at sunrise, and that girl who clings to his side — dost thoo
not see her with her crisp golden hair flying back from her faintly veined temples and her
lips like streaks of sunsetlight, parted with a ery of triumph? Oh! thou must see her!
She presses to her breast a palette — but it is stained with her blood!™ Eagerly and
vel more urgently the little old monk pointed towards a distant portion of the picture, but
though I strained my eyes and was strongly affected by the mysterious and passionate manner
of the old man, I ecould discover no such figures. ,Oh blind of heart™, said the poor
ald man mournfally shaking his head pthen canst not seg them — but I do and not
now alone, but always, and in my missal pages where I have traced with unworthy hand
these hieroglyphies, the whole world may see them; perhaps I will show them to thee,
and I will tell thee this, that the crimson which staing my wvellum page is crimson heart’s
blood. None other erimson was worthy.

A strange and undefined terror came creeping over me, as I listened to the little monk's
words., I turned towards the Iliﬂ".lllrl' which filled the niche to the left of the ;|J1::I‘-|I'l1.'uu
I longed to shake off a chill, which these strange crazy words had sent through me.

This fresco consisted but of two fizures. The bac ound was o wild , iu}'[iil"rll wilder-
ness, palms, palmetoes, and a wvast undergrowth of rampant and poisonous weeds massed
together; a terrible tornade was lowering over the scene, orange stretches of angry sky
glowed beneath mountaing  of lurid clond  which rolled up from the desolate horvizon,
Stretched upon 2 rocky piece of ground stodded with brilliant flowers lay the wan and
lifeless body of Abel. Eve approaches it; she creeps along the earth, smitten down by

the might of her undefined terror; the heavy waves of her golden hair sweeping the dust:
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she gazes with petrified agony, with white, parted lips, and with eyes more fearful in their
bewilderment than are the vacant, unclosed, dead orbs of the poor corpse fixed with @ bhlank
stare npon the leaden sky, which hangs like a pall over the maother and her murdered somn.

The Mother of Death! whispered the old monk mournfully and hoarsely — ,do not
pause 50 long there; I like not that picture; here s the truth and the life!™ and he

i

e¢d me towards the companion fresco. «Lhe Mother of L4 he exclaimed,

would have dr

and devoutly knelt, and, erossing himself, remained sunk in a deep silence.

This picture also contzined but two figures. The very faintest streaks of early dawn
stretehed aceoss the horizon. At the mouth of the sepulchre knelt the Madonna pressing
to her breast the revered head of her dear son.  She has composed the stiff pale limbs, she
has covered them with pure, white linen, she lins prepared her beloved son for the tomb,

yet within her soul has dawned the thought, ,he is not dead, he only sleepeth. Death is

no more!®  And the sublime joy proclaims itself in her solemn and upraised counténance.
The guide being still sunk in his reverie, 1 undisturbedly took -a survey of the remain-
ined. The walls were one rich mosaic of

He

inr works of art which this small chapel coi

zpld and colour, of medallions and of arabesques, each desi typical of the words ,

lives!* which, in golden letters, were repeated ngain and again upon the walls.

It would require hours faithfully to describe the rich and tender fancies, interwoven
with a vast profusion in these decorations. All that in nature¢ spesks of life, of sleep, of
an awaking, of time, of -an eternity and of suffering, of joy, of hope and of reward, and
of all the epochs of human life were there wrought out with a rare and patient love. And
this even into the remotest recesses of the building,

sHere must be the labour of an entire life-time!® I exclaimed, torning al length to
the monk who had again approached me, apparently somewhat calmed. ,What is known
of the life of the Painter Hildebrandt, and of this Beats of whom you speak so enthusiasti-

cally? their names have made but small noise in the external world; are there many tra-

ditions lingering in this cloister about them? when did they live, some centuries ago?

or within the memory of men? [ eannot test these works by the ordinary chronology of Anrt i

s When? when?

repeated the old man with some of his former irritability returning

upon him ,when they were here in the body? That 1 know no bul here they

are always in the spirit, I tell you they still live in the truest ses I often see them.

Yet to the world they have been dead these many years, aye cepturies an thou wilt have

it so. The day they passed forth from the body wias a marvellous day; a day I shall
ever remember. It was the blessed feast of Ascension. This chapel was completed in ils
heauty. Hildebrandt and Beata had laboured daily in it, till the ||I'a:\-'ln1l'-= evening. This
festival of the Ascension their works should stand revealed before the world — T say they
had laboured, but cather it was that ssinted Beata who had laboured from earliest dawn till set
of sun, who had strained her goul and every nerve to complete the work begueathed to her young
loving hand by her now feeble master. For twelve months, or more, the Blessed Hildebrandt
hat taken mo pencil in his fingers, but watched and watched with care and lively joy the

work growing beneath the younger hand. ,Praise the Virgin, Beata® he would often say,

that now the labours of our lives will be accomplished. Praise her who led thee my

child, to me, through such drear perils. Praises let thy sonl and hands impress upon these

walls — praises that we have passed through this vast and fearful wilderness; thou my
1d aud I, and all men, guided by the pillar of clond by day, by night by the pillar of
flame.*

g
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»But I was describing the grand feast of the Ascension,” abruptly pursued the monk,

— pdye it was a grand day. The Emperor and the beautiful Empress were guests in our
holy house. In the early morning high mass was celebrated in the great chapel; nobles and
in erowds were there, and all the Brothers from the cloisters across the valley.

From earliest dawn what streams of people had hastened hither, what a bristling of spears

in the court-yard; what a glittering of gold brocade, what an ambling of ladies paliries,
i

what a trampling of peasants'-feet! And the abbot had offered up the sacrifice, and the
voices of the rejoicing quire had floated beneath the waulted chapel roof, out into the sunny
air and up towards the peaks draped in cternal smow. And then the Emperor and
Empress and their grand array, and priests and peasants went forth towards the chapel in
the grave-yard, that casket lined with gems, more precious than emerald and r||[1} and
now first unclosed to the people's gaze. Incense breathed forth through the chapel. A si-
lence as of death lay within it, for the priests, who had celebrated the holy offices within,
had passed forth; only incense loading the air and tapers glimmering upon the altar told of
the mass performed.

»The Emperor, leading the Empress by the hand, entered beneath the lowly portal
and bowing their knees, acknowledged the presence of the image of the Divine: then g
upon the pictured walls with a deep awe. ,And where is the venerable painter, the zood
Caspar Hildebrandt ** demanded the beautiful Empress in her deep voice from our Convent
superior ,and our hful and unforgotten liege danghter, the maiden Beata Commenda?
we would fain express our heartfelt wonderment; we would greet the precious maiden
our well-beloved Beats Commenda we would remind of her the time, — would we
not my lord? when alone on foot I]'nnrnn-}in_:.': to our court at Prague, she approached our
presence and bespake our favour for this holy house in its time of need, and when, to
aid her prayers, the milk - white dove from this her mountain home following her, flew
through the open window of our chamber and nestled in her bosom, whilst she knclt pleading
with eloguent words and unabashed countenance for this holy house — and we felt, did we
not my royal consort? that crowned heads as well as simple hirds must love the maiden.

Where is she, we demand, and where the pions Painter?® No voice answered to
the august command. But a murmur of voices was swelling into a mighty battle of
tongues, then -sank into a silent blank; then ram round in wild and unsteady whispers
the words ,dead! dead! both dead! oh holiest death!™ And there was n strange raising
up from the murble pavement of lifeless forms into the trembling arms of men, and a solemn
uneven tramp of feet, and a dull, dead silenee; and the Ewperor and the Empress had
sunk wupon their knees upon the bare marble of this chapel where we stand, and the nobles
also; and with a wild amaze but solemn unsteady steps, the two corpses were borne forth
into the sunshineé where Enelt hundreds of peasants amidst the rich grass and flowers of
June, And with their calm transfigured faces gazing up into unclouded azure, the two
were laid upon the turf where now stands. the old cross carlanded wih the wreaths.

The aged man soddenly paused drawing a deep breath and fixed his weird eyes upon
me. ,Come out®, said I, ,into the air, your story has made me breathless almost as your-
self — come out into the aie!™ — He followed me and seating himself amidst the gathering
twilight upon the mossy grave of some old monk, resumed his history.

oYou wonder how they died? The physician of the Emperor pronounced that the
Blessed Hildebrandt had died through », had fallen into the sleep of denth sweetly as

an infant sinks into’ slumber cradled in its mother's arms. His lulaby had been hymns
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of full peace and complete joy. Beala’s death, they said, was but one sharp pang, a
sudden anguish at the death of this beloved, revered and loving father; her's was the |
already shattered frame which could weather no fresh tempest of the soul, one fiery,
fierce pang at her heart when she felt the beloved brow fall with the leaden weight of death
upon her shoulders, and then the momentarily parted were eternally united. The two had I |
remained motionless when the imperial train had swept into the chapel, the old man with | ]
bowed head resting upon the shoulder of Beata, who knelt before him, her arms locked

tightly around the beloved form. They both remained motionless although the words of the

Empress resounded bell-like through the chapel. To my mind such a death was hallowed, |
but there were many voices which called it most terrible, most damnable; there were |
strange stories afloat about a curse clinging to the pious Hildebrandt; various declared it |
sacrilege to give him christisn burial; believed him to be the young and learned elerk

who, many wyears before, had secretly fled from this his convent, bringing upon himself
the ban of his superior; of imprisonment within the dungeons of the Inquisition others spoke,
and even of the long and bitter journey of Beata, who was guided hither by a wvision which
had appeared to her in sleep, others could alone snrmise evil — aye, of that journey from
the heart of Poland, and of her escape from the clutches of the cruel old Count her
grandfather. And of her perils by the way in those times of bloody war and rapine, she
a solitary young maiden, I could relate much.* ,And were the two father and daunghter
by the ties of blood?® I suddenly demanded. ,Of that I cannot speak — but —,
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