
- "ni
'"'" """ ''••^'

42 TSNNYSOX

But the fire of a foolish pride flaah'd over her beauti-

ful face.

child, you wrong your beauty, believe it, in being

80 proud;

Your father has wealth well-gotten, and I am name-

less and poor.

IV

120 I keep but a man and a maid, ever ready to slander

and steal;

1 know it, and smile a hard-set smile, like a stoic, or

like

A wiser epicurean, and let the world have its

way:

For nature is one with rapine, a harm no preacher

can heal;

The Mayfly is torn by the swallow, the sparrow

spear'd by the shrike,

126 And the whole Uttle wood where I sit is a world of

plunder and prey.

We are puppets, Man in his pride, and Beauty fair

in her flower;

Do we move ourselves, or are moved by an unseen

hand at a game

That pushes us off from the board, and others ever

succeed ?

Ah yet, we cannot be kind to each other here for an

hour;

180 We whisper, and hint, and chuckle, and grin at a

brother's shame

;

However we brave it out, we men are a little

breed.


