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The following is the section of the Prelude that deals with the young 1

Sicilian, from whom come the two tales. '• Robert of Sicily" and "The 1

Bell of Atri

"

*

" A voiiivs Sicilian . too. woa there

:

i

III pi^'lit of Fjtiia born and l>rc(l,

Some breath of its volcanic air

Was (flowing in his heart and brain,
And, beinf; rebellious to his liuge,

After Palermo's fatal siege.

Across the western seaa he lied,

In (food Kinjjf Bomba's happy reign.
His face was like a summer night.
All flooded with a dusky light

;

His hands were small ; his teeth shone whItA
As sea shells, when he smiled or spoke

;

His sinews supple and strong as oak ;

Clean shaven was he as a priest,

Who at the mass on Sunday sings,

Save that U{M)n his upper lip

His beard, a good palm's length at least,

Level and pointed at the tip,

Shot sideways, like a swallow's wings.
The poets read he o'er and o'er,

And most of all the Immortal Four
Of Italy ; and next to those,
The story-telling bard of prose.

Who wrote the joyous Tuscan tales

Of the Decameron, that make
Fiesole's green bills and vales
Remembered for Boccaccio's sake.
Much too of music was his thought

;

The melodies and measures fraught
With sunshine and the open air,

Of vineyard i >d the singing sea
Of his belovct 'Mly;
And much it pU nod him to peruse
The songs of the Sicilian muse,

—

Bucolic songs by Meli 8Ut)g,

In the familiar peasant tongue.
That made men say, 'Behold ! once more
The pitying gods to earth restore

Theocritus of Syracuse 1
'

"

Of the Pof't, from whose lips comes the graceful humor of

Birds of Killingworth," Longfellow gives this sketch :

—

" A Poet, too, was there, whose verse
Was tender, musical, and terse ;

The inspiration, the delight,

Tlie gleam, the glory, the swift flight

Of thou^'ht so sudden, that they seem
The revelations of a dream.
All these were his ; but with them came
No envy of another's fame;
He did not ttiid his sleep less sweet
For music in some neighboring street,

Nor rustling bear in every lireeze

Tlie laurels of Miltiades.

Honour and blessings on his head
While living, good report when dead.
Who, not too eager for renown,
Accepts, but does not clutch, the crown I"
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