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PREFACE.

"ATALANTA," a5 it takes precedence in order, so
also is it the earliest written poem in this volume, 1
mention a eircumstance apparently trivial, to show
that I have not entered into competidon with the
poem entitled * Atalanta's Race” by the acrem-
plished anthor of the ' Farthly Paradise” Had
my produochon been unwritten when that piece ap-
peared, I should have hesitated before adopting it
as the subject of my verse.

Mr. Swinbume, in his unrvalled poem, * Ata-
lanta in Calyden” has also, at a still earlier period,
selected another episode in the chammed history of
the same hercine.

As regards the other poems In this book, I con-
sign them, I trust, to an indulgent public.

They may find little favour, and yet receive their
due. However, I do not believe that age to be
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unpoetical which has produced the masterpieces
of the Laureate, the * Andromeda” of Kingsley,
the “ Ades” of Buchanan, and thar tenderest of
lyrics, * The Blind Linnet;" [ may add to the List,
# The Wanderers,” “The Gipsy,” the “Lays and
Legends™ of the late A. A Froctor, and the poems
of Owen Meredith and Worsley, which, with many
other productions unnamed, are evidences of power
and imagination, combined with true poetic fervour,

&



ATALANTA,

WHEN young caks hudded green, and fluttering
down,

Strewn at their feat lay old leaves sere and brown,

And ash shoots kindled to the western breeze,

To wild Arcadia came Hippomenes.

He heard the lady of the land, the rare

Atalants, famed by all the bards around,

Was to be won by those who 'd spirit to dare;

And s0, he deemed himsell aiready crowned:

A kingdom too, himself being horn of kings,

And giving to bold thoughts and venture, scope,

And having somewhat of that scorn which springs,

In spite of gentleness, from noble blood,

That a fair girl, scarcely a woman growp,

Should dare contend with herpes.  Resolute stood

His vow to conguer; whilst a sgaring hope

Filled all his heart, that he might tame the play

Of this young creature’s wildness; as his own,

Hold her—avenging slaoghtered men who lay

Stretched ‘neath earth mounds, or charred to ashes
gray.

Curious, yet careless, with a practised eye

Ta look on beauty; pechaps, to pass it by
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As something for his pastime or his scorn,
Where he as victor through the lists was borne.

Ne'er had he seen the Princess, never known

The dusky Hght of eyes so sadly sweet—

Sweet with a silent music of their own,

Ne'er had he seen her in the lists compete,

Nor marked the track of light where flashed her
high arched feet,

There was a tablet hung within the fane

OF her who sat enwreathed in lion's mane—

The dread Cybele; awifully there shone

A lightonthrsewhogazed fromhercold eyesof stone.

Here challengers inscribe their names, and here

A herald "neath the columned poreh proclaims

On certain days, " Atalanta deigns to clear

The lists of gll intruders. S4e, who tames

Lions, need conquer men—her spear heware |

*Tis sharp indeed —they need dare well, who dare.”

Tl see her ere I sign,” the young Greek cried;

“ May, that were base; the stekes upon my side

Are light enough {the lightest, highest soar):

A few brief seasons’ hunting of the boar,

Midnight carousals, black-eyed memories

{f syrems, who arose and went as fast

As I could change them—perhaps, this love may
last!

I'm for the lists! {reads the names inscribed).

—What, Spartan Clecn one,
The Athlete! There's some work then to be done.



