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Were it not for the recoll ction of certain incon-
venient but salutary epigrams, and wmore parti-
cularly Pope's couplet about the pictures that * for
the page atone,” I snioht perhaps be disposed to
cheat myself with the belief that the welcome which
greeted ““The Ballad of Beau Brocade” was not,
in the main, altributable to the designs of an
Artist whose hand is never so happy as when it
works m the half-light of a bygone time.  But
if I cannot lay any such flattering unction to my
amour-propre, I may at least reflect with satis-
Sfaction that “The Story of Rosina" is equally

Jortunate in its illustrator.  In spite of many
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AN INCIDENT IN THE LIFE OF
FRANCOIS BOUCHER

“On ne badine pas avec lamour”

HE scene, a wood. A shepherd tip-toe creeping,
Carries a basket, whence a billet peeps,
To lay beside a silk-clad Oread sleeping
- Under an urn ; yet not so sound she sleeps
But that she plainly sees his graceful act;

““He thinks she thinks he thinks she sleeps,” in fact.
A
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*Resousht her Gary”












The unknown Comer™
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12 The Story of Rosina

Thrice-happy France, whose facile sons inherit
Still in the old traditionary way,
Power to enjoy—with yet a rarer merit,
Power to forget! Our Boucher rose, I say,
With hand still prest to heart, with pulses throbbing,

And blankly stared at poor Rosina sobbing

“This was no model, Astex, but a lady.”
Boucher was silent, for he knew it true.
“ Iist-ce que vous laimez ?” Never answer made he!
A, for the old love fighting with the new !
 Est-ce que vous Paimez ?” sobbed Rosina’s sorrow.
“Bon!” murmured Boucher; “she wiil come to-

morrow.”

How like a hunter thou, O Time, dost harry
Us, thine oppressed, and pleasured with the chase,
Sparest to strike thy sorely-running quarry,

Following not less with unrelenting face.



2y the door she fngers ~
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A RHYMED MONOLOGUE IN THE LOUVRE

“ Belle Marquise, vos beaux yeux me font mourt:

d'anour”—MOLIERE

IA\S you sit there at your ease,
O Marquise !
And the men flock round your knees

Thick as bees,
19
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“Sweet Themmes! runne softly, till [ end my song”

SPENSER

LAWRENCE. FrANK. Jack.

LAWRENCE.

ERE, where the beech-nuts drop among the
grasses,
Push the boat in, and throw the rope ashore.
Jack, hand me out the claret and the glasses ;

Here let us sit. We landed here before.
3t


















A At her feot
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A Lapy. A PoET.

THE Lapy.

SIR PoET, ere you crossed the lawn
(If it was wrong to watch you, pardon,)
Behind this weeping birch withdrawn,
1 watched you saunter round the garden.
I saw you bend beside the phlox,
Pluck, as you passed, a sprig of myrtle,
Review my well-ranged hollyhocks,

Smile at the fountain’s slender spurtle ;
)
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Greek 2"

@
you re reading



¥ L2 Yermps fe
micux emAlyé est

i gulon perd.”
w y celui gilon perd.
;‘ (’ y Claude
/ 4 Fillien:

I 'D “read” three hours. Both notes and text
Were fast a mist becoming ;
In bounced a vagrant bee, perplexed,

And filled the room with humming,

Then out. The casement’s leafage sways,
And, parted light, discloses
Miss Di., with hat and book,—a maze

Of muslin mixed with roses.
53
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SHE then must once have looked, as I

Look now, across the level rye,—
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Past Church and Manor-house, and seen,

As now I see, the village green,

The bridge, and Walton’s river—she

Whose old-world name was “ Dorothy.”

59
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“Si jeunesse savait ?—"

l PLUNGE my hand among the leaves:
(An alien touch but dust perceives,
Nought else supposes ;)
For me those fragrant ruins raise
Clear memory of the vanished days

When they were roses.

“Tf youth but knew !” Ah, “if”, in truth—
T can recall with what gay youth,

To what light chorus,
65
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) I8 an old dial, dark with many a stain
z =

In summer crowned with drifting orchard
bloom,
Tricked in the autumn with the yellow rain,

And white in winter like a marble tomb ;

And round about its gray, time-eaten brow
Lean letters speak—a worn and shattered
" row:

3 am a Sbave: a Sbabolve too arte thou :

31 marke the Time : gape, Hosap, Dost thou soe ¢
7t



72 The Sundial

Here would the ringdoves linger, head to head ;
And here the snail a silver course would run,
Beating old Time; and here the peacock spread

His gold green glory, shutting out the sun.

The tardy shade moved forward to the noon;
Betwixt the paths a dainty Beauty stept,
That swung a flower, and, smiling, hummed a tune,-

Before whose feet a barking spaniel leapt.

O’er her blue dress an endless blossom strayed ;
About her tendril-curls the sunlight shone;
And round her train the tiger-lilies swayed,

Like courtiers bowing till the queen be gone.

She leaned upon the slab a little while,
Then drew a jewelled pencil from her zone,
Scribbled a something with a frolic smile,

Folded, inscribed, and niched it in the stone.






74 The Sundial

The shade slipped onward to the falling gloom ;
There came a soldier gallant in her stead,
Swinging a beaver with a swaling plume,

A ribboned love-lock rippling from his head ;

Blue-eyed, frank-faced, with clear and open brow,
Scar-seamed a little, as the women love ;
So kindly fronted that you marvelled how

The frequent sword-hilt had so frayed his glove ;

Who switched at Psyche plunging in the sun;
Uncrowned three lilies with a backward swinge ;
And standing somewhat widely, like to one

More used to “ Boot and Saddle ” than to cringe

As courtiers do, but gentleman withal,
Took out the note ; held it as one who feared
The fragile thing he held would slip and fall ;

Read and re-read, pulling his tawny beard ;
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Pright-esed’ Belle]



B ETWEEN the berried holly-bush

The Blackbird whistled to the Thrush:
“Which way did bright-eyed Bella go?
Look, Speckle-breast, across the snow,—
Are those her dainty tracks I see,

That wind beside the shrubbery?”

The Throstle pecked the berries still.
“No need for looking, Yellow-bill ;
Young Frank was there an hour ago,
Half frozen, waiting in the snow;

His callow beard was white with rime,—

"Tchuck.—’tis a merry pairing-time !”
87






Uaiting in the snow
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MONSIEUR the Curé down the street

Comes with his kind old face,—
With his coat worn bare, and his straggling hair,

And his green umbrella-case.

You may see him pass by the little “ Grande
Place”
_ And the tiny “/Hitel de Ville” ;
He smiles as he goes, to the feuriste Rose,

And the pompier Théophile.
ot
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F! WISTARIA blossoms  trail

and fall
Above the length of barrier wall ;

And softly, now and then,

The shy, staid-breasted doves

will flit
I'rom roof to gateway-top, and sit
And watch the ways of men.
- The gate’s ajar.

If one might peep'!
Ah, what a haunt of rest and sleep

The shadowy garden seems |
97
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W HEN first he sought our haunts, he wore
His locks in Hamlet-style ;
His brow with thought was “sicklied
oer,’—
We rarely saw him smile ;
And, e€’en when none were looking on,

His air was always woe-begone.

He kept, I think, his bosom bare

To imitate Jean Paul ;

103
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BE seated, pray. ‘A grave appeal”?

The sufferers by the war, of course ;

Ah, what a sight for us who feel,—
This monstrous méledrame of Force !

We, Sir, we connoisseurs, s}{ould know,
On whom its heaviest burden falls ;

Collections shattered at a blow,

Museums turned to hospitals !
I1r










































