: Home 1 SOPhO-
cles, Shakespeare and Dante, down to
Tennyson and Kingsley, when I think
how poets and philosophers, painters
and sculptors, have poured out their
mi hearts in & vain sttempt to
xpress their love and reverence for
what some women have been and are,
for what all were created to be, I can-
not but ask, shall not we, the multitude,
though neither poets rior philosophers,
yet men, with the hearts of husbands,
brothers and sons, acknowledge the
divinity which lies in her, more easily
to be recognized by us than that which
lies no less in ourselves,—consciously
acknowledge it, and earnestly and un-
ceasingly endeavour to clear away all
that hinders its free development ?
And-will not women themselves ever
strive to attain the ideal which they
may learn lives in the hearts of men,
which surely must live in their own
hearts,—well knowing that an ideal is
no vain phantom of imaginary perfec-
tion, but that which the creature was
formed to be, which to a great extent
it is still granted it to be, which it must
never cease to strive after, on pain of

ut an
example, perhaps, not less valuable
than these, as being more in the reach
of the generality,~—whose influence

was . through the heart, and whose =

desert and reward was love:
Prince is speaking to Ida.

‘¢ Alone,’” Isaid, ‘¢ from earlier thanI -

know, ‘ - [world,
Immersed in rich foreshadowings of the
Iloved the woman : he, that doth not, lives
A drowning life, besotted in sweet self, < -
Or pines in sad experience worse than

‘death, [erime.
Or keeps his wing’d affections clipt with
Yet was there one through whom T loved

her, one , [ways,
Not learned, save in gracious household
Not perfect, nay, but full of tender wants,

The

No Angel, but a dearer being, alldipt .

In Angel instincts, breathing Paradise,
Interpreter between the Gods and men,
‘Who look’d all native to her place, and yet
On tiptoe seem’d to touch upon a sphere:
Too gross to tread, and all male minds
perforce [moved,
Sway’d to her from their orbits as they

‘And girdled her with music, Happy he

With such a mother! faith in womankind
Beats with his blood, and trust in all
things high [and fall,
Comes easy to him, and though he trip
He shall not blind his soul with clay.’»

“ DEATH THE AVENGER” AND “ DEATH THE FRIEND."

roed] HLE names of two won-
3k f‘@ derful wood Engrav-
4 WId ings by Alfred Rethel,

d a German, and one to

be remembered in the

aftertime.

Now Death the Avenger comme-
morates the first appearance of the
Cholera, in 1831, which happened in
Paris at a masked ball.

It is there, in that room, the Cholera,
and Death ; a strangely chosen room,
one thinks, in its architecture, for g
ball-room ; liker to a tomb than that ;
it might have served well in those old

times for the followers of John and
Paul to meet in—to feel new life come
upon them; new thoughts, new love,
new longings, new hope.

Thick walls and heavy roof, and
deep splayed windows it has, but
withal gorgeous patterned hangings
from gallery and pillar and dais;
gorgeous, but ugly ; the patterns crawl
like evil poisonous spiders, like the
blotches of damp on foul walls.

And in this ball-room only one
dances now—Death—arrayed in hood
and the long robes of a pilgrim, girt
about the middle with a rope; one




“has fallen: down, covers all ‘his
face ' except the eyes and forehead—
ely contrasted are ‘the

be]fry, in: the place ‘where they rmg
the bells : there is Death aga nin:
pllgnm s dress, tolhng f )T 0D

ane ifeatures of :

] _a.ske‘rs are rushmg in madrace out of
the room, the last wearmg a fantastic

”:ff:,Others are there who rush out also,
* the musicians; huddled all together,
' ft.helr instruments blocking up the way,
"no man looking at his-neighbour to
see how he fares, or caring for him : for
 the grinning skeleton, Death, standing
*‘there with his head thrown on one side,
has two bones in his hands, which he
uses as fiddle and fiddle-bow, pla.ymg
so wonderfully that, as you look at the
~ drawing, you almost seem to hear the
~ wild terrible skirling of some mad reel.
Most terrible.figure of all, in the
background sits The Cholera, waiting;
in her right band a triple scourge
-armed ‘at the end with goads; such
firm grip of that scourge ; and her left
hand clasps her right arm just below
the wrist, fearful strong arms and
hands—she is wrapped in long raiment
that trails on the ground, and has
flames all about it—her face is black,
her mouth stern, indignant, with lips
drawn up tight together ; fixed eyes,
glaring straight forward, and lidless,
‘no drooping eyelids to her, beneath
any rebuke, any defiance; 1s it not
strange, that with all this the face is not
a cruel one? Such a sense the thing
seems to have-that it-too is God’s crea-

the feet; there is no :
ror- about hlm, awe 0

laid together and hls eyes’ closed, is
leaning back in his-chair: manya time
these latter-years has he leant back
so; then nmeedsmust that he rise stiffly
and wearily to go about his dutles,
but now he need never rise again ; his
lips, parted a little now, need ‘never
again be drawn together close, at sight
of weary injustice and-wrong ; he will
soon understand why all these things
were. The dragons on the spire eaves
lean forward open mouthed, disap-
pointed because he has got quit of all
that now ; near the head of him against
the wall is a figure of Christ on the
Cross, a Bible is open by the side of
him ; near the stairs is a horn hanging,
a huntsman’s horn, and through the
window, on the sill of which a bird is .
singing, you can see the fair sunset-
country stretching away for leagues
and leagues (for we are high up here,
Jjust under the spire). ,
They say he was a hunter in the old
time, this man; that he heard the

mnorth wind sing about his ears, as he

dashed over the open spaces; that the
'young beech-leaves in the early sum-
mer quivered at the blasts of his horn;
that many a time he rode into that
village you can see down there, where-

in he was born, where his father and
his father's father lived, weary with

riding ; that some one used to look out
for him when he rode in, in the even-

ings. But that too is'all gone by—only




} yeat see 'a. ‘growth in l‘lght knowledge
and power until R. A. shall mean in
very truth Royal Artlst! But it is also

“doe *‘jnot contain all the good plctures

thathave been jpainted this year orlast:
others there are, which have not met
the public eye and shall not yet awhile;
very beautiful and precious; not only
as stud1es of lovely form and colour;
but as memorials of human life, its pas-
sions and holy affections ; stories whe-
ther of the past or present, with that
deep meaning in them, which can
quicken our faith in God and man.
Such are poems addressed to the eye
and heart, sacred Poems ; which some
who walk in the dusty highway of the
world may feel it a blessing to see,
perhaps still more to have seen. Two
such I intend now to describe, well
knowing how imperfect must be the
result of the undertaking—one earnest
look at the originals were worth a vo-
lume of any translation !—but wishing
at any rate to give the world, or rather
our Magazine-world the good news
that two excellent pictures have been
summoned into existence.

Of the first, the subject is taken from
the Vita Nuova of Dante; the Vita
Nuova in which Dante in a series of
poems and sonnets connected by prose
gives the history of his early life, and
especially of his affection for Beatrice.

L ’

"In one of these poems he descrlbes 5
dream in which he saw by forebodmg"
Beatrice lying dead:

¢« Allor dieeva Amor: * Pii non t1 celo 3

Vieni a veder nostra donna che gm.ce. A

L’ immaginar fallace
Mi condu551 a'veder mia donna- morta
Equando 1'avea scorta,
Vedes che donne la covrian d’un velo.
Ed avea seco umilth si verace

Che parea che dicesse,* Josonoin'pace?? " -
“ Then Love said : - ¢ Now all thmgs shall o

be made clear ;

Come and behold our ia.dy where she h|=s.

These idle fantasies
Then carried me to see. my lady dead

And when I‘enteréd, ,
Ladies I saw with a- ve11 covering her :
And with her was such very humbleness,
That sheappeared to say, ‘I am atpeace S

It is this passage which the pamter
has chosen to illustrate. And is it not
a great and worthy one? Let the
reader consider for a moment what this
vision was, and who once saw it, and
when, and where ; then let him re'ad
on,

It is a chamber in the city of Flo-
rence. Invisibly, as it were some sym-
pathizing Spirit, we take up our sta-
tion in the middle of the room, and
look on in silence. In the farther wall,
which is decorated with a simple diaper
pattern of gold on a purple ground, is
hollowed out an oblong recess contain-
ing a narrow bed, such as was common
in those simple times, and the like of
which may yet be often seen in old
rustic dwellings ; fit offering-place for
an evening prayer! Stretched upon
thisbed lies Beatrice, in the fixed peace
of after-death ; her stately form folded
in a pure white robe,—shroud I will
not call it, for the arms are free, in




