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And set off ohiming a superfluous tune
Like JuAK there, the spare man with the luU,
Who makes you dizzy with his rapid tongue,
Whirring athwart your mind with comment swift
On speech you would have finished by and by,
Shooting your bird for you whUe you are loading,
Cheapening your wisdom as a pattern known,
Woven by any shuttle on demand.
Can never sit quite still, too: sees a wasp
And kills it with a movement like a flash

;

Whistles low notes or seems to thrum his lute
As a mere hyphen 'twixt two syllables
Of any steadier man ; walks up and down
And snuffs the orange flowers and shoots a pea
To hit a streak of light let through the awning.
Has a queer face: eyes large as plums, a nose
Small, round, uneven, like a bit of wax
Melted and cooled by chance. Thin-fingered, lithe,And as a squirrel noiseless, startling men
Only by quickness. In his speech and lookA touch of graceful wildness, as of things
Not trained or tamed for uses of the world •

Most like the Fauns that roamed in days of old
About the listening whispering woods, and shared
ihe subtler sense of sylvan ears and eyes
Unduiled by scheming thought, yet joined the rout
Uf men and women on the festal days.
And played the syrinx joo, and knew love's pains.
Turning their anguish into melody.
For Juan was a minstrel still, in times
When minstrelsy was held a thing outworn.
Spirits seem buried and their epitaph
Is writ in Latin by severest pens,
Yet stiU they flit above the trodden grave
And find new bodies, animating them

^ quaint and ghostly way with antique souls.
So Juan was a troubadour revived,
Freshening life's dusty road with babbling rills
Of wit and song, living 'mid harnessed men
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