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TO THE ARMENIAN FATHERS AT VENICE
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e % ) KNow your island: — once a gondolier,
Y4 BRE Bearing me out from Venice, glided near

A The wave-washed walls that guard a nation’s thought,
From distant climes, from distant ages brought.
And when I knew it for the Armenians’ isle,
I bade the rower pause there, and awhile
Did gaze on Learning’s home, and Piety’s,
A race’s refuge circled by the seas,
'Till among thoughts that came and went again
Of the past glory and the present pain,
Within my heart arose a memory,
And a familiar face looked out at me,
Out of the past it looked on me, and said:
«] am Remembrance of the deathless dead».
That day I lived with Byron; everything
Spoke to me of his greatness, radiating
Occult impressions left there of a word,
A look, a thought of that illustrious lord,
Who held in fief the realms of mirth and woe,
And woke the smile at will, or bade the tear to flow.
High was his flight who, living, stretched his wings
Among the stars that scorn the thrones of kings;
Of the lost line of gods he seemed to be,
An eagle in the heaven of poesy.

Worthy are ye to guard our poet’s fame,
For in your hearts you reverence his name;
For him, beside the sages of your race,
Among your poets you have found a place,
And every relic of your friend and guest
Is honoured as his memory is blest.
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I love to think of Byron, happy there,
Content awhile your quiet life to share,
Where to new energies fresh study gave
Existence, as the wind does to the wave.
Old loves, old hates forgotten for a while,
The giant wrath, the grief-concealing smile;
Only the gentlest Muse might follow there,
And she was awed beside the scholar’s chair.
Yet when I find a smoother, sweeter verse
Softening at times some haughty satire’s curse,
Lulling the terrors of a tragic close,
Tempering to tenderness love’s passionate throes,
Scothing the wounded spirit to repose,
Methinks 1 hear that deep-eyed Muse who stole
Out to St. Lazare, whisper to his soul
The recollection of what once he knew
Alone with Her, with Culture, and with you.

If England holds his body, Greece his heart,
You surely of his spirit hold a part,
Perhaps the highest, for with you remain
The Friendship and the Peace, and not the pain.

Ca. Ricuarp CammeLL
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