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He lo'ed hier xveel and xvadna rest
Till nigh bis beart hie fand his rlest,
Like bairn that seeks its minnie's brcast

And winna steer.

And oot and in he'd flit and flee,
And chirp and cheep fu' cantilie,
Nae ither mjstress wad hie dree

But only Jeanie.

And flou the darksome gate he's ta'en
The gate that's traiveled back by nane:
Foui fa' ye, Death ! Ye aye are fain

To wale the bonnie.

Puir feckless bird, yc littie ween
The dole and wae ye've brocht my jean,
The saut tear blijus her bonnie een

A' red wi' greedin'.

Here is a poein addres-ed to Lesbia berseif-it is

unie of a pair, and 1 mnust apologise for a rbyine pi1-

fered fromn Tennyson, and a sliglit departure froin

Catulliis in the iniddle of it. Lut this pumun the kiss-

ing is to be dloue exclusively by her, in thie pendant

by hiioseif. Wlîether in sucb cases it is more bless-

ed to give or to receive, 1 leave yon to deterinie.

Let us, my Lesbia, live and love,
Nor value grave folks' talk above
One penny. Suus may set and rise,
And set and risc, but once ur eyes
Have bid good-byc tu life's short light
We sleep through une long endless niglit.

A thousand hisses, then a hundred!
Nor, when as many more I've plundered,
Bid that the loyers' lips be sundered.

But then the hisses cease tu count,
Lest we should learu their trae amount,
And ili fromt soute green eye should corne
From envy at ur kisses' snm.

It will be seen that su far aIl is peace and joy and

love, lbut il was not to remîmain su. I will not weary

yom witli any attînpt to trace thc processes uf dis-

sension and recouiciliation. Catullus foulid ont, and

hie was flot the first neither will hie be tbe last to find

ont, that it is possible to love and bate tbe sanie

person. at once-how, hie knew not, but still possible

and painful. Reconciliation carne, but we do nlot

know how long it lastcd before the final rupture fol-

lowed. Here is a poem apparently written very

near the end:

Thon saidst of yore, Catullus was thy love,
Nor could my Lcsbia let me go for jove;
1 loved thee then scarce as a mistress, nay,
Mure as his sons and sons-in-law une may.
But now 1 know tbee; and, though wurse I pine,
Less honour and less reverence are thine.
How cornes it su ? sncb wrongs a lover fIll
Witb fiercer passion but revoIt his wiII.

The expression in line four is inost remarkable
not inerely for its oddniess in itsell but for its beimg

a unique example uf (inselfisbness in tbe ainatury

puetry of Ruine.
Tbings went froin bad to worse and Catifllns was

quite disillusioued, and there rings througb bis
poetry the note of love ttirned to biatred, almost uf

injured innocence. He neyer reached the frank

brutality of Propertius-Falsa titt istius îeulier fiducia

foreee but bis habitnal directness dues not fail hi.

Sorte of the poeins of renuticiation can hardly be

(îuoted, but une uf tbem may thus be rendered:

Comtrades uf Catullus, sworn of yore
Himt to folluw, tbough tu Ind be guide,
Wbere the easterfi waters lash the shore

Far and widc;

T'hough tu northeru tribes, soft Araby,
Scythia, Parthian wielders ut the bow,
Or where Nle's seven outlets stain the sea

He shaîl go;

Tbough 'mid Alps hie thread the grimt defile,
To great (X.esar's battlc-fields hie wend,
Gallic Rhine and Britain's borrid isle,

The world's eod;

Furius and Aurelins, sworn tu fare
Wheresuc'er the godis direct the gale,
To my mistress 1 would have you bear

Words of bale:

Say with aIl those loyers tare she well,
Ail the scores she holds in une embrace,
Loving noue; but ail une tale cao tell

0f disgrace.

Let ber not unto my love look back
Love by hier laid low, as in soute field
Lies a flower, too near the plougbsbare's track,

Crushed and killed.

On bis otber friendsbips and cumnities it is not

very needfnI to dwell, bnt wliatever expression lie

gives tu eitber, tbere is riu lack of vivacity. Here,

for exaniple, is aut invitation tu Fabulînis to conie

and dine witb biiru

Yuu shall dine in style with me
In a day or twu D. V.

if you bring the tare, Fabulluis, ample fareI trust,and fine,
And, uf course, a lady friend,
Mirth and laugbter witbout end,

And the winc.

These, Fabulîns, bring ahl these,
And the teast will surely please;

For your hapless triend Catullus bas a pocketful ot-what?
Spider-webs; But still youi'll get
Utter love, and better yet

By a lot.

I've an onguent straight from Heaven
To my lady it was given

By the Venuses and Cupids. To your nostrils once it gues,


