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INTRODUCTION.

Trm conlents of this ttle volums are the work of & young
English book-keaper st present residing in New York, and
were composed in the scanty leisure of his evenings and early
mornings.

New Youx, November 23, 1877, r i
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PROLOGUE.

Tuns is oy hears, 0 Bybaritic world [
Will't plaase you to behold it, masters mine 1
Marry, 'tis not 30 luscious as a peach,
Nor hath it the fine flavor of your pipplo—
"Pis in the wrong for that; I ery you merey 1
But these same cursid Musas, look you, friends,
When they do love & man, why, they will uae him
{Baving your presencs) as the vampires would;
And many & time beneath the stony stasa
When you, fair sirs, are sleeping sound abed,
They circumeise his heart aod quaff his blood,
And Iash him with & scourge of knotty rhymes
About his garret until morning bares
Her bosoms rosy-budded, golden-girt,
That you, sweet souls, may have a simple song
Berved with your breakfust. He nor peace of mind
Nor woman's love, noT necessary friends,
Nor any hope of mortal happiness
May long enjoy ; the Furies at his hearth -
Bit dninvited ; to his grave he goes,
Hapged with & halter of his own harp-strings |

Wharefore it comes, good friends, this heart of mine
Hath loat his early bloom and spriogtide smell;
"Cwill nons the leas serve for & little sport.
Bo please you, I will be your worships' guide
Over the surfacs of this microcosm : '
I am familiar with it—give me leave,
This ngly hole was cloven by a girl
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PROLOGUE.

To fill the leisure of & szmmer's day;
It aches u littls sometimes even yet:
"Iis at your service—probe it with your fingers—
Ayl syl you hurt me l—yon are walcome, sim;
I wait upon your pleasure—spare not me l—
Here la another seam, black as & cosl ;
That {s your work, my fair and gentls world ;
And this long fssure ks a scarled thread
My proper hands did rend, and not another's,
Puny and paltry, scarred and marred, you see;
The worma have plerced it like your boneycomb ;
Buot yed it bath one virtue; mark, my masters |
Wa posta groan i musie ; erush our hearts
(As you would crush the roses for their scant)
And they ghall pour you s foll flask of song :
Kow try the apell upon this rasticoat ;
Byueese lt—an ode l—pray you, hgain,—s satirs i
"Muss, and [ told you true | would for your sakes
That I could wall yeu more melodiously ;
But pray content you ! what I caa, I will;
I'll go wequire the tros Italinn messore
To antic my despair in better time ;
Till when, forgive me of your vourtesy,
Now throw the bauble to the whistling winda |
You are aweary, and it Is not meel
That you should sofl your excellent white hands
With such » buteher’s toy ; pah! the blood reelks!
Out on't=—the dogs will find It soon enongh !
Mar 28, 1877,



