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A Trumpet sounds, and a Ship is discovered at sea.  In it are the Man, the Understanding, and the Five Senses.

The Understanding:
Upon the boundless plain of the world's wide sea,
O Man! this day doth darkly threaten thee
A mighty tempest.

The Hearing:

I who am the Hearing
'Mong thy five Senses call'd, perceive the nearing
Of the impending storm; to me is known
First when the waves grow hoarse and winds begin to groan.

The Sight:
I who am call'd the Sight—
Swift victor of the great Sun's golden light,—
With power to look between
Each whirlwind wild that breaks the blue serene,
Foreseeing, can behold the coming woe
That on this crystal plain this day thou'rt doom'd to know.

The Touch:
The Touch am I, harrowing thy soul so much,
That dangers closing round thee seem to touch.

The Smell:
Smell, too, proclaims how near doth ruin glide,
Even by the humid vapours of the tide.

The Taste:
For such a tumult of the sea and sky
No taste I feel, though Taste itself am I.

The Hearing:
We run before the wind.

The Understanding:

Storm-tost,
Upon the sea of life our bark is lost.

The Touch:
Loosen the mainsheet!

The Smell:

Hoist the foresail, ho!

The Taste:
To the cable!

The Hearing:

To the tack-rope!

The Sight:

Let the clew-lines go!

The Understanding:
Over the waves by mighty tempests driven,
Man struggles on.

All:

Have pity, gracious Heaven!

The Man:
In the sacred text do we
Find frequent mention of the waves of the sea,
Which learnèd doctors all translate
The tribulations of this mortal state,
Through which in stormy strife
Struggles submerged and tost the bark of human life.
I then am Man, to craft and cunning prone,
And therefore by Ulysses' name am known,
As if a Grecian synonym it were
For cautious sense; therefore if any here
Wish to track well the straits my fate goes through,
Let him Ulysses' story keep in view:
Then those who call me at one part
Of my course a wayfarer, seeing my art,
A mariner at another, day by day
Pilgrim-like treading over the sea's salt way,
Will wonder not at th' extremity
Of danger, which none living 'scaped but he;
And thus without a fear,
A pilgrim and a voyager,
You may behold Ulysses braving
The sea's unrest, the tempest's raving,—
See him in me confused and lost,
And by my Senses girded like a host.

The Hearing:
The wild gusts on this frozen forestry
Of masts side-striking list alone to thee.

The Sight:
Nought can be seen on the horizon wild,
But mountains upon yielding mountains piled.

The Touch:
Nought can be touch'd but waves, if waves they be
Which die in the air a cloud, though born a sea.

The Smell:
Commingled are their veil's deep azure dyes.

The Taste:
We strike! we sink!

All:

Have pity, O ye skies!

The Understanding:
If upon Heaven you call, your prayers, though weak,
Will of themselves create the calm we seek,
Bringing this bark, which through the waves doth go,
A crystal sepulchre, a tomb of snow,
Safe to that holy haven it lays bare
To shipwreck'd pilot's eyes—so strong is humble prayer.

The Taste:
Oh! may it grant it soon, for here are we
Tost in extremest risk upon the world's wide sea.

The Understanding:
In such affliction let its vault be riven
Still with your cries, 'twill answer.

All:

Save us, Heaven.

The Hearing:
Already calm comes on, the wild winds cease,
And o'er our heaving home glides the soft breath of peace.

The Taste:
The sea grows tranquil—smoothly silver'd o'er,
It plays with the foam with which it fought before.

The Understanding:
Bright grows the air with many a changeful hue.

The Sight:
All grows serene, and lo! not far I view—
I first of all—the bare
Peaks of tall hills, which touch the azure air,
Now mocking the far wave-war on the strand.

The Understanding:
Now the clouds part—it is the land! the land!

The Man:
O prudent pilot Understanding!
Thou who hast been so long commanding
This bark of human life, this boat,
That at the self same time can fly or float,
Being upon the foam-flakes it rests on,
A scaleless dolphin, and a plumeless swan,
Beneath yon mountain turn its prow,
Beneath yon peak which on its brow
Wears a star of brightest ray—
That point whose light is filch'd even from the God of Day—
There where it seems to stretch a curvèd hand
To clasp this human bark.

All:

To land! to land!




[All disembark and the vessel disappears.

The Man:
Human Senses mine, my vassals,
Who together all compose
Man's Republic, he a little
World himself, as all do know.
Generous Understanding, thou
Pilot of this mystic boat,
Changeful monster, pasturing well
Over the sea-way, swift or slow,—
Being a bird when winds it play'd with,
Being a fish when seas wash'd o'er.
Ye, companions of my life,
Leave the sea, but not therefóre
Think that our long wandering ceases
In the land that you behold—
Since still moving onward ever
Must my fate be, I suppose—
Over the earth to move a pilgrim—
Over the sea likewise to go:—
Leave this bark awhile entrusted
To the cruel care and cold
Of waves dashing wildly together,
Of foam writhing in hostile foam,
But let anchors firm and strong
Safely still the vessel hold,
For the pilot Understanding,
Though he leaves her for the shore,
May perchance again require her:—
Let us enter now, and go
Curious through these hills which Heaven
Gives our fortunes as their port.

The Taste:
What land's this?

The Touch:

I cannot say.
Heaven but grant 'tis Tyre: if so
I shall find abundant here—
Silks, fine linen, purple robes,
Things my touch delights to feel.

The Smell:
Were it not better then to hope
That 'twill prove some Arab plain—
Some Sabæan scented shore,
Where the sweetest odours may
Glad the happier sense I own?

The Hearing:
No one yet has wish'd aright:
Wish the land through which we roam
May be beauteous eastern Ind,
In whose vocal bowers and groves
Sweet birds' songs may fill my ears
With melodious music tones.

The Sight:
Idle are your wishes all,
Since you wish not for the zone
Where the diamonds glisten bright
And the land is rich with gold:
Sweeter to the sight are gems
Than the morn on roses throned.

The Taste:
Badly have you all desired
In not wishing this alone,—
That this land should prove to be
Egypt's comfortable coasts,
Where perchance we'll find the flesh-pots
Left by Moses long ago,
Since the world hath little better
Than good drink and meat to show.

The Understanding:
Human Senses, oh! how each,
Each and all are prompt and prone
To desire this land may offer
What its instinct longs for most!
Were it not better that it prove
The Thebais wild and lone,
Deserts where pale Penance may
Trample down the pride of courts—
Since there's nought more sure than this—
We through temporal pain alone
Can expect th' eternal bliss?

The Man:
Why for ever words of woe
Speak'st thou, Understanding, thus?
Why for ever shadows throw
On the path my Senses take?
Dost thou not their nature know,
That they're human, and require
Something soothing to console—
Something sweet to ease the pangs
That from birth-time they have known?

The Understanding:
Canst you speak in their defense,
Thou who art their King and Lord?
Can it be thou hast forgot
That late peril scarcely flown,
When from out the world's dread Troy
Wrapp'd in sinful flames, alone
Thou wert rescued, and by me?—
Hast thou too forgot the roar
Of the wild waves, and the plight
Of thy senses suffering sore,
And that Heaven it was that drew
Them and thee from their control?

The Taste:
[To the Man.
Do not thou reply: to me
Leave the answer and the tone.—
O thou cautious eld and wise,
[To the


Understanding.
Thou whose hair is white and hoar,
Thou alone of all our band,
Though thine age is not more old—
'Tis thy colder constitution
Doubtless caps thy head with snow,—
Hast thou yet to know that Man,
When some peril he beholds,
When some tedious sickness threatens,
Or some more malicious foe,
Or the loss of worldly wealth,
Or perchance the hope of gold,
Only then remembers Heaven,
And remembers it no more,
When his health he hath recover'd,
Or hath reach'd the wish'd-for goal?

The Understanding:
Be it mine, O Man, to free thee
From ingratitude so low,—
'Tis thy Understanding's duty.

The Man:
Taste, thy words are wise and bold:—
Follow Taste, my Senses all,
And with him dispute no more,—
But this land to reconnoitre,
On whose bosom we are thrown,
Enter now: since thou, O Sight,
Seest many a mile before,
Look if thou, by any chance,
Canst the dwellers here behold.
Hearing, thou my faithful friend,
List if thou canst catch the tones
Of human voices borne afar,
Or the pasturing herd's deep low.
Thou whose rapture rises sweet
From each scented flower that blows,
Follow too the track with them:—
Some soft bed for my repose
Thou by gentle pressure find,—
And the task, O Taste, I'll throw
Upon thee of finding food.
All on separate missions go,
Seeking sweet delights for me.

The Understanding:
By another path I hoped
Thou wouldst Penance find: pursuing
That, thou'lt find Sin's syren door.

The Sight:
I depart to look for people.
[Exit.

The Man:
Blind I stay, since Sight hath flown.

The Hearing:
I to list if sounds can reach me.
[Exit.

The Man:
Since thou'rt gone, I hear no more.

The Touch:
I a bed in which to rest thee.
[Exit.

The Man:
None I need now for repose.

The Smell:
I to find delicious odours.
[Exit.

The Man:
Now they're naught, how sweet they blow.

The Taste:
I sweet savoury food to seek for.
[Exit.

The Man:
Now the thoughts of food I loathe.
Wherefore, whilst you all depart
To explore this land unknown,
I, in sleep, my weary body
At this cypress' foot shall throw.
[He lies down.

The Understanding:
Yes; 'tis right that thou shouldst sleep,
Since apart from thee, there prone,
Are thy Senses; for 'tis certain
That the man who sleeps doth hold
Them no longer in his keeping:
And the tree thou sleep'st  below,
Rightly hath thy choice selected,
Since the cypress long hath grown
Death's especial tree; and sleep
Is death's shadow as we know.
Thus though weary man may slumber
In rich couches gilded o'er,
Call the wood of which they're made
What you please, to king and clown
Cypress is it all the while.
Here then Man, by sleep o'erthrown,
Lies insensate: this being so,
What remains for me to do?
Since although I am the soul's
Manifested power, and that
Deathless spark no sleep can know,
Still while man thus lies, am I
Likewise left without discourse,
Powerless to perceive or think.
Now my fantasy beholds
Vision all confused and dim,
Darkness o'er the world is thrown,
Since without the Senses, I
Lose all reason and control:
I shall follow them, since Man,
While his eyes in sleep are closed,
Without me remains, and buried
Thus, is for the while a corse.
[Exit.

The Man:
[Asleep.
Woe is me! oppressive dream,
Pain me not so much! withhold
These thy shadows' violent rage.
What is this my eyes behold,
Though my sight is gone?—Ah me!
Badly must my thoughts be told
Till my senses I recover.
But I seem to see a swarm
Of misshapen beasts approach me,
Bent on draining my heart's gore.
When their cruel fangs my fear
Seems to fasten round my throat,
At my feet I see them kneeling
With submissive reverence low:
They by signs appear to say,
Fly! oh! fly this fatal shore!
Then when they perceive that I
This their hidden meaning know,
In despair they all re-enter
The wild mountain waste once more.
What is this? O Heavens!




[As he starts up, the Understanding


enters amazed.

The Understanding:

Ulysses,
Hear me, and thou soon art told.
For although thou hast not now
Power to see, or feel, or hold,
Since thy Senses have become
Torpid, brutalised, o'erthrown
By the vices that thou gav'st them
Leave to seek, yet still I know
Thou canst understand my meaning
Through the soul's instinctive force.

Scarce had we, Ulysses, gone
This wild mountain's summit over,
Hope, some fair fields to discover,
Thy companions leading on,
When our sight beheld with wonder
A proud palace rich and fair,
For whose lofty roofs the air
Bade the gold clouds part asunder.
We its beauteous thresholds nearing,
Reach'd them, and beheld, delighted,
Two fair squadrons disunited
Of celestial nymphs appearing,
And with smiling looks of human
Sympathy for our distresses—
Music mingling its caresses—
After them one beauteous woman,
Of our perils on the sea,
Of our journeyings ending never,
Brief I spoke, since Reason ever
Throws that duty upon me.
Then her voice so softly bland,
Yielding swift to pity's law,
Let us know, in her we saw
The Diana of this land.
I, the Understanding, who
To that part which is divine
Add a wit so keen and fine,
By my natural instinct knew
She was Sin, that fierce and fell
Monster full of ravening rage,
She who when of earliest age
In a garden loved to dwell,
And her dames, to whose address
All her wiles entrusteth she,
Are Envy, Calumny, Gluttony,
Flattery, and Voluptuousness.
These, her ladies, then she bade
To regale us,—a behest
Scarcely needed; the request
Seem'd to make them but too glad,
Since upon the instant they
Flung their vicious wiles around them,
And thy Senses, who thus found them
Served in this seductive way
By such lovely ladies fair,
(Neither wishing nor demanding
Aid from me, the Understanding),
Yielded all, without a care.
Envy, who with agonies
Sees another's merit shine,
Pledged the Sight, because in fine
Envy is herself all eyes.
Wantonness, that ever were
Cruel most when most caressing,
Tempted Touch by her addressing,
Since he loves soft lures like her.
Calumny that doth reject
Good for bad, and false for true,
Smell selected, since he too
Labours 'neath the same defect:
If on this account alone,
He with Calumny should mate,
That he ne'er doth celebrate
The better and the worse makes known.
Gluttony the Taste allured,
Little proof this needs from me,
Since that Taste loves Gluttony
All the world is well assured.
Flattery was Hearing's choice,—
Flattery, that mortal pest,
Known to courts, where he's the quest
Of each false and flattering voice.
Pride, with full intent that I
Should her hidden poison drink,
(Understanding, Danger's brink
Neareth, when that nymph is nigh),
Came and pledged me, but the fruit
Hoped for so, she fail'd in winning,
Since I know that man, by sinning
Is transmuted to a brute.
David's song the sinner tells,
If in sin persisteth he,
Comes a beast of earth to be,
In whose soul no reason dwells.
Thus it was, as each, the bowl
Drank of poison'd bliss deranged,
Quick to grovelling beasts they changed,
Reft of sense, of shape, of soul.
Thy attention, O thou weak
Man! my voice is still demanding;
Listen to thy Understanding,
Who doth speak to thee.

The Man:

Still speak.

The Understanding:
Sight, a tiger fierce did grow.
He, the keen-eyed Envy's prize,
Since an animal all eyes,
As its spotted skin doth show,
Is the tiger, and we may
This additional reason add,
That the tiger dieth mad,
If he hears sweet music play.
Thus the envious man doth feel
Every day the pangs of death,
If he heareth rumour's breath
Sweetly speak another's weal.
Touch, that soon became the thrall
Of Desire's lascivious air,
Was transform'd into a bear—
An imperfect animal,
At its birth unform'd and blind—
As is Appetite, that makes,
Therefore, all its dread mistakes
Sightless, formless, undefined.
Taste, the hungry glutton, grew
Easily a filthy swine—
It a beast that doth incline
But to eat and eat anew,—
Long delaying to conduce
To man's benefit thereby,
Since 'tis needful he must die
Ere he turns to any use.
Calumny, that had thrown out
Lures to Smell, converted him
Into a lion, gaunt and grim,
Who, loud roaring, roams about.
Lastly, Hearing, that had grown
But to live on what it heard,
Trusting every idle word,
Changed to a chameleon;
Since the being that but needs
For its life the air, be sure
Is a lively portraiture
Of the sense that Flattery feeds.

The Man:
O my guide in every ill!
'Mid the risks that round me hover,
I my Senses would recover
By the ransom of my will,
If 'twere but to live, since I
Have no power by flight to save me,
If all those whom Nature gave me,
As companions, forth not fly
With me from this fatal coast.
And supposing that within
This enchanted wild of sin
My five Senses may be lost,
Still I'll enter, notwithstanding,
Them to free, because I know
I to victory must go,
Going with my Understanding.

The Understanding:
Since then to this dangerous task,
Led by me, you mean to run,
There are three things to be done.
In the first place, you must ask
Heaven to pardon the express
Sanction and unwise advice
Given by you, that they to Vice
Should entrust them: next, confess
That the fault was thine that cast
Them into the snares of sin,
They not loath to enter in,—
Let repentance be the last.

The Man:
I declare, for such transgression,
For the bad example given
To my Senses, I ask Heaven
To forgive me: next, confession
For the fault, by whose event
Into Sin's foul hands they fell,
I declare aloud as well:
And that truly I repent.

There is a peal of Clarions, and a Rainbow appears; beneath it is a Chariot, and in it is Penance; the Music sings.

The Music:
Now that Man his sinful fault confesses,
And repenting asks to be forgiven,
Fly, O Penance! fly, celestial Iris,
Grace to grant him once again from Heaven!

Penance:
Yes, adown the sky,
On the arch of Peace I fly—
On the arch whose mystic span
Amity proclaims 'twixt God and man.

The Man:
Ah! that music so sonorous
Which we hear, what may it be?—

The Understanding:
God's assistance aiding thee.

The Man:
And that beauteous Bow, that o'er us
Rests on clouds its radiant form?

The Understanding:
Is the Bow that bringeth Peace—
Is the Bow that maketh cease
All the rigour of the storm.
God has placed it as a sign—
Peaceful sign—'twixt him and thee:
Therefore, Man, rejoice and see.

The Man:
And the heavenly nymph divine,
Who is she? oh! make her known!

The Understanding:
Iris, the Embassadress,
Who with happy haste doth press
Downward from the true Jove's throne,
Bears her hither, to console
Man in all his misery.

The Man:
And her name?—

The Understanding:

Is Penance: see
How this allegoric whole
Proves what has been said before,—
She it is who comes in Heaven's high plan,
Mediating betwixt God and man.

The Man:
Let us hear her voice once more.

The Music:
Now that man, &c.

Penance:
Yes, adown the sky, &c.
Christian-born Ulysses, higher
Than the heavens were heard thy accents,
They well knowing how to climb there
By the wind's invisible ladder,
When, beholding that thy Senses
Were by sin o'erthrown and scatter'd,
And that thy intention is
For their rescue to do battle,—
Me, to aid thee and to counsel,
Hath the mighty Jove despatchèd,
That from all Sin's proud bewitchments
Should to thee no evil happen;
And that thou may'st wholly conquer
And undo her worst enchantments,
Take these flowers that I bring thee.


[Lets fall a bunch of flowers.
Beauteous bunch of flowers, all dappled
O'er with virtues from the life-blood
Of a Lamb, whose crimson altar
Was a tree's unmeasured hardness,
By whose mystic aid thou mayest
All her poison'd snares down trample;
Touch them but with this—that moment
Shall they lose all power to harm thee—
Take it, and adieu! Thou need'st not
Fear my absence; for, though absent,
Ever when thou callest on me
Thou shalt see that I will answer.

Penance and Music together:
Yes, along the sky,
On the arch of Peace I fly—
On the arch whose mystic span
Amity proclaims 'twixt God and man.

While the Clarions play, the Rainbow and Penance disappear.

The Man:
Beauteous Iris, lovely nymph,
Do not hide in such swift darkness
Such a host of starry splendours—
Such a crowd of meteor flashes.

The Understanding:
Ray of light, that through the wind-swept
Plains of azure Heaven hath darted—
Sign of peace, which in the desert
God to Moses indicated—

The Man:
Stay! detain thee!

The Understanding:

Listen! wait!

The Man:
She is gone, but in her passage
Leaving me a line of greeting
Writ in triple-hued enamel,
On the skies cerulean paper,—
Understanding mine, how happy
Am I in a power possessing
Of subduing the enchantments
Of this Circe!

The Understanding:

From the ground
Raise the flowers.

The Man:
[In doing so.

Oh!

The Understanding:

What smarts thee?

The Man:
By the sharp thorns round these roses
I am wounded.

The Understanding:

Yes; the sharpness
Of the penitential flowers
Is the first thing felt, but after,
Nought but their delicious fragrance.

The Man:
Ah! with fear I stoop to handle
Ye, the sharp thorns of my sin.
Let us on! for though this fastness
Keeps my captive Senses chain'd,
Spell-bound by such sweet enchantment,
Still I hope to liberate them.

The Understanding:
Then to meet with the enchantress,
Thou no farther need'st to go,
Since to meet thee she advances.
See, she comes with songs and music,
And her siren train, to charm thee!

Enter Sin, followed by Voluptuousness, Flattery, and others. Voluptuousness bears a salver, on which is a silver goblet, and Flattery a napkin.

The Music:
Happy, happy, be the hour
That to these delicious gardens
Comes the Pilgrim of the Sea,
In a safe port happily landed.

Sin:
Happy be the hour he cometh!
Sing again in softest accents—
Once, a thousand times repeat it—
So that Echo, the freehanded
Robber of the air, may filch not
From the sound his usual largess.
Happy be the hour that cometh
Here the man to whom is granted,
For his with and worth in warfare,
Fame the proudest and the amplest:
Here, wherein a home and country
Now his happier fate imparteth,—
A proud shelter—a high safeguard—
A soft rest—a happy haven.
Scarcely had I heard, O ever
Changeful guest of air and water,
Of two elements the victor,
Since on troublous billows wafted,
Now the rude sea's rage thou curbest—
Now the wild wind's mightier madness:—
Scarcely had I heard, my lord,
From thy comrades, whom my palace
Entertaineth now and welcomes
In obedience to my mandate,—
That thou wert the brave Ulysses,
Which doth mean in Grecian parlance,
An astute-soul'd man (astuteness
Being, as 'twere, a twin with talent),
Who from flaming Troy escaping,
Hither to a fire hast wander'd,
Which within thyself thou feedest,
From internal quenchless ashes,—
When I hurried to receive thee
With this beauteous choir of damsels,
Celebrating with due honour
Such a noble stranger's advent.
At his feet then lowly kneeling,
Welcome in the costliest manner
His arrival, and, because
He who in the sea has tarried
Such a length of time, exchanging
Gulfs of gloom for waves of saltness,
Was by thirst afflicted mostly—
Strange, the sea, which is all water,
That it should its guests leave thirsty,
And the liquid store so ample!—
Pledge him with this honey'd nectar
Sweeten'd by celestial savours,
While within my palace yonder
Are prepared more festive banquets.

Voluptuousness:
Drink, my lord, the sweetly-savour'd
Liquor, which I dare to hand thee.

The Understanding:
Woe to thee, if thou dost drink it!
Liquid lust-fire fills that chalice!
What then wilt thou do?

The Man:

I struggle
With myself in self-fought battle!—

The Understanding:
Drink it not: the draught concealeth
Poison deadlier than the adder.

The Man:
[Aside.
Yes, my Understanding, yes:
Timely come thy words to warn me:—
I am timid, I am mute,
[To Sin.
Thinking of the courteous favour
Which I owe to thy perfections,
Which I owe thy beauty, lady.
For, though skill'd in speech were I,
Dumb I'd grow in gazing at thee:—
Therefore I thy proffer'd nectar
Take, and thus by taking thank thee;
But, that I may not be wholly
Wanting in more courteous manner,
I shall first salute and touch it
With these flowers, the grosser advent
Of my lips presuming only
Such sweet tribute to come after.


[He dips the nosegay in the goblet


from which fire issues.

Voluptuousness:
Woe is me! the secret fire
Which within this cup I scatter'd
Has burst forth.

The Man:

'Tis true, for hard
Is't to hide the fire thou wakest,
Vile Voluptuousness.

Voluptuousness:

Ah! me,
Woe the day!—

Sin:

My fury mads me!

The Man:
Why, O Sin?

Sin:

For now I know
You have conquer'd my enchantments.

The Man:
Yes, for having ventured hither
Companied and happily guarded
By my noble Understanding,
Though I come here in the absence
Of my Senses, still kept captive
By thy wiles, to me is granted
Power to frustrate thy intentions
By this little branch I carry—
Wonder-working branch of Iris—
Full of virtues and of marvels.

Sin:
Ah! unhappy me! the fire
Having from the mine departed,
Which beneath fair Flattery's seeming
Hid my heart within its caverns!
How am I? Oh! how am I
Still its victim? How does't happen
That the mine for thee enkindled,
Bursts 'neath me and leaves me blasted?

The Man:
Thus; no sooner had I heard
That thou wert the shame and scandal
Of these deserts, the dread Circe
Of these mountains, the enchantress
That thy Grecian name expresses,
Than I came here to despatch thee,
And to liberate my Senses
From the prison of thy shackles


[Draws his dagger.

Sin:
Hold thy hand! Oh! do not thou
Stain the bright steel of thy dagger
With the blood of an immortal.
Deathless though I be, thou stabbest
Deep enough without such aidance.
Back, the Senses thou demandest
I shall give thee, since beholding
That thy penitence hath arm'd thee
So with virtues, I no longer
Have the strength or power to guard them.
Hearing! thou to whom light words
Were a source of sweet enchantment,
On account of which defect
A chameleon's shape I gave thee!




[Enter the HEARING, amazed.

The Hearing:
Ah! from such sweet lethargy
Must I at this new voice waken?

Sin:
Smell! that libellest in turn
Equally all forms of matter,
Thou a lion late, whose breath
Fetid odours round thee scatter'd!




[Enter the SMELL, amazed.

The Smell:
Ah! that I had never woken
From a sleep by dreams so gladden'd!

Sin:
Touch! that, by thy low desires
Wholly occupied and trammell'd,
Wert a bear, since it is born
Sightless, formless, and unshapen!




[Enter the TOUCH, amazed.

The Touch:
Oh! the sorrow! to arise
From a bed so softly padded!

Sin:
Sight! that in these deserts here
Livest like a spotted panther,
Fleck'd with envious eyes to see
Aught of alien good that happens!




[Enter the SIGHT, amazed.

The Sight:
Of what service are mine eyes,
If I'm doom'd to dwell in darkness?

Sin:
Taste! that art a beast unclean,
Since with hunger never sated,
The sole thought of thy existence
Is how best to feed and fatten!




[Enter the TASTE, amazed.

The Taste:
What a hog I dream'd I was!
Dreams are fables though, what matter?
Waking or asleep by me
Is the self-same part enacted.

Sin:
See, thy Senses all are here:
Back into thy power I hand them.
Go! your stay with me endured
Only for the time your master,
Man, delay'd to come and claim you,
Since 'tis certain power is granted
Not alone to man to lose you,
But to regain you when you're absent.

The Understanding:
Stay no longer here, but come
To my bark in which we landed.

The Hearing:
Whither should we go so quickly?
Scarce have we the beauteous gardens
Of this friendly palace enter'd,
And already we're debarr'd them.

The Sight:
Wouldst thou bring us back to sea,
There to suffer new disasters?

The Smell:
Let us here recruit our strength
After all the ills we've master'd.

The Taste:
Let me be a hog, I pray,
Once again, good sir, I ask thee,
Since of all the lives I know
A hog's life is the most happy.

The Understanding:
Ah! so brutish are the Senses,
To be brutes appears to glad them!

The Taste:
Have we not found out how pleasant
'Tis to eat a grunt untrammell'd?

The Understanding:
Come, Ulysses, why delay?

The Man:
Let us go,—but still there's ample
Time to spare, for since I see
How my Senses are distracted
At abandoning these pleasures,
Ah! I know not how I falter.

The Understanding:
I must drag you hence by force.

The Man:
Ah! by force you cannot drag me,
But by counsel you may lead:
Even already you attract me;
Go, prepare the bark, for you
Are the pilot.

The Understanding:

Yes, with gladness
To return here.
[Exit.

The Man:
[Aside.

That this goddess
I may see with freer glances,
Undeterr'd by his suggestions,
I have thus contrived his absence.

Sin:

[Aside.
I can tempt him now, since his
Understanding hath departed.—
O Ulysses! crown'd with trophies,
Vanquisher of my enchantments,
Flying from this lonely island,
From its mountains and morasses,
Do not trust thyself so quickly
To the wild and dangerous vastness
Of the sea of life, to plough it
In a frail bark so unstable.
See! its mighty breast upheaving,
In its rapid movement sparkles
Now as pyramids of crystal,
Now as snow-embattled castles.
Wait the wild turmoil's abating,
Wait until the sea grows calmer;
And since thou hast been exempted
From the spell of my enchantment
By the gift that Iris gave thee,—
By that budding beauteous branchlet,—
Oh! return not so quickly
To its dangers and disasters:
Rest thee in my house to-day;
In the morning will be ample
Time for thee to fly for safety,
Knowing well thou art so guarded,
That whenever thou wouldst leave me
I am powerless to withstand thee?—
Enter then my dazzling palace,
Where an intellectual banquet,
Graced by gladness and enjoyment,
Waits upon thy welcome advent.
Thou wilt see my deep researches,—
Thou my wonders wilt examine,—
All the secrets of my science
Will be bared to give thee answer.
Wherefore, thinkest thou, the Circe
Of these desert waves they call me?
'Tis because forbidden knowledge
(That sole law I leave untrampled)
I, by application, reach to,—
I, by mighty studies, master.
By a breath from out my lips,
Thou wilt see the sunlight blacken'd,
Since in all its perfect prime,
Can I the bright noon-day darken;
I may say so, since a shadow
[Aside.
David calls me in the Psalter.—
Thou wilt see that my mere thought,
Even my wish in silence wafted,
From the Heaven beyond the seventh
Will the mighty stars unfasten.
True, a third of Heaven's bright host
[Aside.
Thus my primal fall brought after.—
Necromancy shalt thou see,
Tried and tested to the farthest;—
So that, yielding to my spells,
From their graves the dead will answer:—
Yes; for dead in sin is he
[Aside.
Who doth yield to my advances.—
Pyromancy, too, will show thee
How upon the red flames' sparkles,
How upon the curling smoke-wreaths,
Knowledge there inscribed I gather:
I deceive not here—the fire
[Aside.
Lit by me doth ever crackle.—
Thou wilt see the poles of Heaven
Tremble at my dread commandments,
As if down about to fall
On the world's disturbèd axes:—
Not the first time will it be
[Aside.
That its kingdom I have shaken.—
All the language of the birds
Wilt thou learn, by me sole master'd—
Both their sweet prophetic warble
And their harsher augural cackle.
On the flowers, too, wilt thou read,
As upon illumined parchment,
Written characters revealing
Nature's mysteries and marvels.
Every moment wilt thou have
Sweetest strains to greet and glad thee,—
Now the nightingale's lone ditty,
Now the poet's lovelier anthem.
Food the daintiest shall be spread
For thee with such nice exactness,
So that smell and taste together
Shall at once thy senses flatter.
Thy enraptured sight shall revel
In these sweet delicious gardens,
Which to us are bowers of Eden,
Full of every form of gladness.
In a soft bed shalt thou sleep,
Where the Touch, that looketh after
Thy repose, on downiest flower-leaves
Shall outspread thy pleasant pallet.
Lovely ladies every hour
Shall their various service grant thee,
Whom, as Sin supreme, I keep
Here at once my slaves and partners,
Specially all those who are
To my service self-attracted.


[During the latter part of this address,


the Man has let fall the flowers of


his nosegay one by one.
But, above all other joys,
Wilt thou have my heart's free largess,
The delight of my embraces,
The sweet proof of my attachment,
All the fondness of my love,
All the truth desire implanteth,
The devotion of my will;
Of my life the sweet enthralment:
In a word, delicious joys,
Raptures, ravishments, entrancements,
Pleasures, blisses, fondest favours—
Sports and plays, and songs and dances.

The Man:
[Aside.
Ah! I know not what to say!
Ah! I know not what to answer!
Since, oblivious of myself,
Listening to her sweet-toned accents,
I have been, ah me! destroying
All the beauty of this branchlet.
Wither'd in my hand it lies,
At my feet its leaves lie scatter'd.
But what wonder, when I think,
In my Understanding's absence
Has she spoken to me thus?
Thus without him, then, I answer:—
Circe fair, in mute attention
I unto thy sweet voice hearken,
Self-forgetting, lost in dreaming,
By thy wondrous beauty dazzled.
Lead me to thy long'd-for palace;
As thy guest, thy slave command me;
Let my humble acquiescence
For thy courtesy thus thank thee.

Sin:
I have conquer'd!—once again,
Music, sing your sweetest accents,
And my beauteous palace home,
Which amid these mountains standeth,
Open wide you dazzling doors
For the great guest who advanceth.

A magnificent palace appears.

The Hearing:
Oh! my lord, before thou goest
Where thou know'st not what may happen,
Here await thy Understanding.

The Man:
Wherefore? since if thus I acted,
Ah! I know too well that he
Ne'er would sanction my advances.

The Taste:
Right! without him let us go:—
What's the use of being saddled
With a pig and pleasure-hating
Cool cantankerous old carper?—

The Music:
Happy, happy be the hour
That to these delicious gardens
Comes the Pilgrim of the sea
In a safe port happily landed!

Exeunt all hand in hand.  The Understanding enters from the opposite side.

The Understanding:
Hear! weak Man, oh! listen! stay!
Enter not that pride-built castle,
Since thou knowest not the quicksands
On whose dangerous top it standeth:
But, ah me! their flattering songs
Keep his senses so abstracted,
That he hears me not! How soon
Can it now be seen, O sadness!
That the lustful lures of sin,
That her philtres and enchantments
Have the power to overwhelm him
In his Understanding's absence,
Since with me, he would not have
His consent so freely granted.




[Enter Penance.

Penance:
Why these outcries, Understanding,
That thou to the winds impartest?

The Understanding:
Wailings are they for discharging
Towards my human ward so badly
Duties trusted me by God.
Man has left me, hath departed,
Fled me but just now, and enter'd
This enchantment-peopled palace;
All the virtues which by thee
Were to him repentant granted,
As I enter'd here, I found
By the wanton breezes scatter'd.

Penance:
[Seeing them on the ground.
I shall re-collect them all,
And preserve them 'till he ask me
For them once again, when he
Feels repentant for his lapses.

The Understanding:
Ah! without me is he now!
With me never had such hardness
Steel'd his heart forgetting thee!
Penance:
I shall show thee in what manner
Thou may'st yet perchance release him
From the chains of this enchantment.
Touch the key-note of his soul,—
Sound to arms! the martial clatter
(For of death and deathfullest omens
Ever breathes the call to battle!)
Soon will wake him from the stupor
That his memory now doth darken:—
Then he will attend to thee,
Now without thee he advanceth.

Enter Sin, the Man, and the Senses; the Music sings.

The Music:
With the blossom'd boughs competing,
When the sweet flowers rise from slumber,
Birds an April of the air
Fashion with their painted plumage.

Sin:
Come unto these gardens fair,
Where rich Nature's careful culture
With her beds and myrtle buds
Maketh such a dazzling muster,
That united they appear
Like a fair collegiate structure,
Whither comes the young-eyed May,
Year by year, an eager student.

The Man:
Yes, so lovely is this place,
That the sun that flames refulgent
Would his own bright sphere abandon
For the fairer flower-sphere under;
And the Heavens, the flowers beholding
Radiant in their rosy clusters,
Would paint red their own pale stars,
That with these they might be number'd.
Thus it is from evening's grey
To the morn's glad gleams of umber,
These cerulean stars appear,
Twinkling each with trembling lustre,
When within the arms of Night
Sleep the silent spheres of Summer,


[He and the Music together.
With the blossom'd boughs competing,
When the sweet flowers rise from slumber.

Sin:
All the garden is one joy:
Not a plant that here hath budded,
Not a leaf but breathes from out it
Fragrance that no tongue can utter:
And that Sight and Smell should boast not,
That this Eden hath resulted
Solely from their aidance, list!
Limpid fountains, leap and bubble,
Breaking with melodious beat
Songs whose never-ceasing burden
Seemeth sad when most they laugh,
Mirthful most when most they murmur.
And the envious Nymph of Air,
Seeing earth so richly studded
With the flowers of many springs,
Join'd in this that is the youngest,
Has unto her azure plains
Flowers of other kinds conducted,
Which, upborn on myriad wings,
Living nosegays float and flutter.
And as earth's young goddess fair
With her flowers and founts constructeth
Spring's sweet Paradise below,
So the other in her upper
Beauteous realm of birds makes roses
Rivalling the rich ones under:


[She and the Music together.
Birds an April of the air
Fashion with their painted plumage.

The Music:
By her loveliness deceived,
For Aurora they salute her,
And beholding her bright eyes,
Love the sweet mistake they suffer.

The Man:
All this fair variety,
All this loveliness that surgeth
Up from billowy bids of bloom,
By the wandering zephyrs ruffled,
All this realm of spring, whose crown
Earth and sky in turn usurpeth,
When it looks upon thy face,
Every moment doth it judge thee
The Aurora of these hills,
Blending hours that erst were sunder'd,
Streaking in the noontide's glow
All the leaves with roseate purple,
So that birds and flowers that drank
Morning's pearly tears unnumber'd
Round the cradle of the day,
Tears that from her eyes she brushes
With the golden-threaded clouds,
Seeing on the horizon under
Thee arise a second time,
Hail thee with new matin music;


[He and the Music together.
By thy loveliness deceived
For Aurora they salute thee.

Sin:
This were wrong in bird and flower.
Bird and flower are both excuseless
For confounding goddesses,
Whom their separate shapes have sunder'd.

The Man:
If 'tis right or no, the point
It were wrong I argued further.
This though know I well, my love
Is of one thing well assurèd,—
That, although 'twere wrong to say
That the flowers and birds misjudge thee
For Aurora, bird and flower
Would not wish to be excusèd
For that fault, since they, I feel,
Acting with impulsive justness—


[He and the Music together.
In beholding thy bright eyes,
Love the sweet mistake they suffer.

The Taste:
Now since it devolves on me
(I who am thy Taste), the duty
Of providing for thy need
Viands cull'd from out the number
Of the things that swim or fly,
Or possess the earth's green surface,
'Mid whose thousand varied forms,
Stript of skin, of scale, and plumage,
I their hidden favours seize,—
Think where art thou to have supper?

Flattery:
Here, with all due service fair,
Let it on the spot be usher'd.

The Taste:
What a clever lass is this!
Since with skill as sharp as sudden
Tables o'er the ground she scatters
Gleaming all with plate and purple.

A table sumptuously provided with viands rises from beneath.  Sin and Ulysses place themselves at the table, the Senses on the ground: all are waited on by the others.

Sin:
Sit, Ulysses, at my side:—
On the soft and verdurous turf here
Let the rest recline.

Voluptuousness:

Since I
Would not that our guest should number
Every courtesy as thine,
One on my part thou wilt suffer:
Sing that little canzonet
Made by me.

The Man:

Its gentle burden
Must be love, if thine it be.

Voluptuousness:
So it is.

The Man:

Each Sense is suited
With a separate lady.

The Taste:

Yes;
But there's one deserves a bumper.

The Man:
Who is she?

The Taste:

Intemperance.

The Music:
Wouldst thou, Man, to rapture give
Life's young hours that flower and fly,
Oh! forget that thou must die!
And but think that thou dost live!

A sound of drums and voices is heard from within: all start with surprise.  The Understanding and Penance answer from within.

Sin:
Cease the song! What voice doth strive
Thus to mar our joy thereby?

The Understanding:
Valiant soldier! from on high
Wouldst thou lasting bliss receive?

Penance:
Oh! forget that thou dost live!

The Understanding:
And remember thou must die!

Sin:
Who is this whose bold voice breaketh
Rudely on my startled ear?

The Man:
'Tis my inner voice you hear—
'Tis my Understanding speaketh;
Him my answering conscience seeketh.

Sin:
Heed him not, no answer give.

The Man:
Let me go.

Sin:

Thou goest to grieve.
Sing once more, lest Man should hear
That mysterious voice severe.

The Music:
Oh! remember thou dost live!

The Man:
Be it so: the days extend;
Life is long and full of joy:—
For contrition and annoy
Time enough ere comes the end.
To thine arms, then, dearest friend,
To thine arms once more I fly.

Sin:
Happy fate!

The Man:

Felicity
Is it but thy face to see:
Greater bliss there cannot be.

The Understanding:
Man! remember thou must die!
[Drums sound.

The Man:
Oh! the woe, to be compell'd
This to think of even in bliss—
Rapture, oh! how fleet it is,
Flying ere it scarce is held:—
Understanding mine, impell'd
By thy low voice whispering nigh,—
See! at thy behest I fly!

Sin:
Song, arrest the fugitive.

The Music:
Oh! remember thou doth live!

The Understanding:
Oh! remember thou must die!
[Drums sound.

The Man:
Here enjoyment round me draws
Nets of bliss, whose woof enthralls me:
There my Understanding calls me
To comply with valour's laws.

Sin:
Canst thou waver?

The Understanding:

Canst thou pause?

Sin:
Oh! no more attention give
To that voice, but bliss receive!

The Understanding:
Think, 'mid all this witchery—
Think that thou art doom'd to die.

The Music:
Only think that thou dost live.

The Man:
Oh! to which, torn heart, give way—
Present bliss or future sorrow,
Or the anguish of to-morrow,
Or the rapture to to-day?—
This I follow, that obey.
Wish the gladness, yet would fly
All the grief that comes thereby:—
Oh! to which the preference give?—
Which for my joy?

The Music:

That thou dost live!—

The Man:
Which for my pain?

The Understanding:

That thou must die!—
Yes; and though that fate be mine,
[He enters.
By this monster's sorceries slain,
Here I enter: since 'tis plain,
I were not myself, or thine
God-given guide, should I resign
Death itself defending thee:
Hast thou lost all memory
Of thyself? that thus, Ulysses,
Thou wouldst live in phantom blisses
Here with thy senses, without me?
Sin:
Were it better, then, that he,
Following thy advice, should go,
Penance led, where all is woe,
All is grief and misery,
Than remain contentedly
Here, where on his every sigh
Pleasure waits?

The Understanding:

Undoubtedly,
If he knows she nought can give.

Sin:
Sing! sing!

The Music:

'Tis sweet to live!

The Understanding:
Peal! peal! Man needs must die!

The Man:
True! oh true! my star to thee
Yields, oh voice! that speaks within.

Sin:
Canst thou leave me?

The Man:

Beauteous Sin,
Ah! thy voice, too, moveth me.

The Understanding:
May my voice thy soul's strength be!

Sin:
May my tears thy love revive!

The Understanding:
Follow me, be strong and thrive;
Drums, rebeat.

Sin:

Sing sweet!

The Man:

I try
Suffering's depth's!

The Music:

To live!

The Understanding:

To die!

Penance:
[Within.
To die! to die!

The Music:

To live! to live!

The Understanding:
Life is but a dying day.

Sin:
Death, a pang that strikes thee down.

The Understanding:
Life's a dream that fades away.

Sin:
Death's a pain that all would fly.

The Understanding:
Think thy final hour draws nigh.

Sin:
Think not so till life be done.

The Music:
Life!

Penance:
[Within.

Death!

The Two:

Say which has won?

The Man:
The remembrance I must die.

Sin:
What imports it thus the gaining
Barren victory, if thou art
Powerless to escape my art?
Thou, with not a sense remaining:
Since the potent flowers disdaining,
Woven for thee by Heaven's host,
Which the hands of Penance gave thee,
Virtues were they which could save thee,
Thou hast scatter'd, thou hast lost;
Wherefore, therefore, canst thou boast
Thou art free from me to-day?

The Understanding:
Do not, therefore, Man, mistrust thee,
Hope in Heaven, to that entrust thee—
Hope, the Faith's best prop and stay,
All those virtues flown away,
Scatter'd in thy wantonness—
One, I know, doth hither press
To restore them; from the sky
Comes she hither now.

Sin:

Who?




[Penance enters.

Penance:

I,
Erst who wore the rainbow's dress:
Who if in a car triumphal
Thou to-day behold'st me seated
'Neath a canopy, wherein
Purple, pearl, and gold are blended,
'Tis because I come to triumph
Over thee, for whensoever
Calleth me Man's Understanding,
Never is the call neglected.
All the virtues which he squander'd
In his ignorance, demented,
I have here re-gather'd, since
Certain 'tis that when presented
By the hand of Grace they've been,
He who turneth back repentant
Ever findeth them again,
Safely guarded and preservèd.
And that Man may know that they
Cab alone thy sorceries render
Powerless, thou wilt now behold
All the viands here collected
Vanish into air, and leave
Nought behind to tell their presence:
Showing thus how human glory
Is as false as evanescent;
Since the only food that lasteth
Is the food for souls intended—
Is the eternal Bread of Life
Which now fills this table's centre.
It is Penance that presents it,
Since without her (nought more certain)
Man deserveth not to witness
So much glory manifested.
Yet, ye Senses, 'tis not Bread,
But a substance most transcendent:
It is Flesh and Blood; because,
When the substance is dissever'd
From the species, the White Host then
But the accidents preserveth.

Sin:
How canst thou expect to gain
Credence from thy outraged Senses,
When they come to understand
How you wrong them and offend them?
Smell, come here, and with thy sense
Test this bread, this substance,—tell me,
Is it bread or flesh?




[The Senses approach.

The Smell:

Its smell
Is the smell of bread.

Sin:

Taste, enter;
Try it thou.

The Taste:

Its taste is plainly
That of bread.

Sin:

Touch, come, why tremble?
Say what's this thou touchest?

The Touch:

Bread.

Sin:
Sight, declare what thou discernest
In this object?

The Sight:

Bread alone.

Sin:
Hearing, thou, too, break in pieces
This material, which, as flesh,
Faith proclaims, and Penance preacheth;
Let the fraction, by its noise,
Of their error undeceive them:
Say, is it so?

The Hearing:

Ungrateful Sin,
Though the noise in truth resembles
That of bread when broken, yet
Faith and Penance teach us better
It is flesh, and what they call it
I believe: that Faith asserteth
Aught, is proof enough thereof.

The Understanding:
This one reason brings contentment
Unto me.

Penance:

O Man! why linger?
Now that Hearing hath firm-fetter'd
To the Faith thy Understanding,
Quick, regain the saving vessel
Of the sovereign Church, and leave
Sin's so briefly sweet excesses.
Thou, Ulysses, Circe's slave,
Fly this false and fleeting revel,
Since, how great her power may be,
Greater is the power of Heaven,
And the true Jove's mightier magic
Will thy virtuous purpose strengthen.

The Man:
Yes, thou'rt right, O Understanding!
Lead in safety hence my Senses.

All:
Let us to our ship; for here
All is shadowy and unsettled.

Sin:
What imports it—woe is me!—
What imports it that my sceptre
Thus you seem to 'scape from, since
My enchantments will attend ye?
I shall rouse the waves to madness.

Penance:
I shall follow and appease them.

Trumpets peal.  The ship is discovered, and all go on board.

Sin:
Does not Holy Writ compare
Waves with woes that life engenders?
Thither then ye go to suffer
Toils, discomforts, and distresses.

Penance:
Yes, but these prove pleasures when
They to greater favour lead them.

All:

[Within.
Happy voyage! happy voyage!

Sin:
Oh! with rage these cries o'erwhelm me!

The Man:
Cruel Circe, now that all—
All thy wondrous wiles have ended,
Drag thy palace o'er thy head,
As thy monument and emblem.

Sin:
Waves, that on your foam-white shoulders
Bear the weight of such a vessel,
Give it swift a silver tomb
In your bosom's snowy centres.

Penance:
Halcyon waves, with silent swell,
Roll your waters smooth and level;
Like the bright floor of a palace,
Let your azure hills extend them.

Sin:
Winds, that from the black north blow,
Waft it not to seas serener,
But upon Trinacrian rocks
Dash its broken hull to pieces.

Penance:
Airs, that float from southern skies,
Gently breathe with favouring breezes,
That it may the happy haven
Of the Host in safety enter.

The Understanding:
Friends, a prosperous voyage promise
All the signs of settled weather.

Sin:
Vices, tear the canvas down,
Rend the rifled sails in pieces,
Let the obeliscal masts
Make the hull a tomb resemble.

The Man:
Virtues, for its curvèd keel
Make the sea-way smooth and settled,
Send its prow swift-gliding through
Silvery foam, a snow-scaled serpent.

All:
Happy voyage! happy voyage!
Sing the winds and waves together.

The Man:
Circe, now thy sorceries vile
Harm me not, since from thy meshes
Faith, the heavenly Iris, leads me
With Hope's glory round my temples.

Penance:
Circe, now that as his guide
See his Understanding wendeth,
Little can thy sorceries wound him.

Sin:
Rage and anguish overwhelm me!
If I am a viper, say
Why, O heart! dost thou not sever?
If  I am an asp, oh! why
Does not my own poison end me?
In my anguish I will tear
Out my heart in purple pieces
But to dash them in Heaven's face.
Wherefore, though, should fear unnerve me?
If thou fliest from me thus
In the Chuch's saving vessel,
Know, my storms can overwhelm it.
Idle boat! for all is ended,—
All my science now is o'er,
Since the ship sails on so steady:
All my senses leave me too,
Since my magic power hath left me!


[The sound of an earthquake is heard,


and the palace disappears.
Palaces sink down in ruin,
And the dark hills that upheld them,
Reappear in all their wildness—
I sole dweller in the desert:
For from me hath holy Penance
Him released, whom charm'd I held here,
By the virtue this divinest
Bread, this heavenly food, possesses.

All:
Let this mightiest miracle
Over all the world be fêted,
Specially within Madrid,
City where Spain's proud heart swelleth,
Which, in honouring God's Body,
Takes the foremost place for ever.

With a repetition of this, and to the sound of clarions,
The Auto Concludes




