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With limbi ungalled by armor, ready lo
To soothe them weary, and to cheer them sad.

Ou 3st at the board, companion in the oamp^
A crystal mirror to the life around,

Flashing the comment keen of simple fact

Defined in words; lending brief lyric voice

To grief and sadness; hardly taking note
Of difference betwixt his own aid others'

;

But rather singing as a listener

To the deep moans, the cries, the wild strong joys
( f universal Nature, old yet young.
Such Juan, the third talker, shimmering bright

As butterfly or bird with quickest life

The silent Roldan has his brightness too.

But only in his spangles and rosettes.

His parti-colored vest and crimson hose
Are dulled with old Valencian dust, his eyes
With straining fifty years at gilded balls

To catch them dancing, or with brazen looks

At men and women as he made his jests

Some thousand times and watched to count the pence
His wife was gathering. His olive face

Has an old writing in it, characters

Stamped deep by grins that had no merriment.
The soul's rude mark proclaiming all its blank;
As on some faces that have long grown old

In lifting tapers up to forms obscene
On ancient walls and chuckling with false =est

To please my lord, who gives the larger fee

For that hard industry in apishness.

Boldan would gladly never laugh again;

Pensioned, he would be grave as any ox.

And having beans and crumbs and oil secured
Would borrow no man's jokes, for evermore.
'Tis harder now because his wife is gone.

Who had quick feet, and danced to ravishment
Of every ring jewelled with Spanish eyes.

But died and left this boy, lame from his birth.

And sad and obstinate, though when he will


