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there did not yet exist one single specimen of the now known

species of animals * * *
proven by Quatrefages/' So, while

scoring the scientists at times, Madame Blavatsky takes their

thinnest figures as facts when occultism gets a lift thereby.

Eighth.
" Meanwhile one task is left incomplete that of dis-

posing of that most pernicious of all the theological dogmas the

curse under which mankind ia said to have suffered ever since the

supposed disobedience of Adam and Eve in the bower of Eden."

But we are, according to occultists, now toward the end of the fifth

era or race round of man, and Madame Blavatsky herself admits

and asserts that great mischief has occurred somewhere in the past
which changed, for the worse,

"
physiologically, morally physic-

ally and mentally, the whole nature of the fourth race of mankind,

until, from the healthy king of animal creation of the third race,

man became in the fifth, or our race, a helpless, scrofulous being,
and has now become the wealthiest heir on the globe to constitu-

tional and hereditary diseases, the most consciously and intel-

ligently bestial of all animals."

No Oalvinist ever painted the picture in blacker colors, and,

with a rational interpretation of the beautiful but bitter poetry of

Eden, even Dr. Crosby and Madame Blavatsky may yet join in

the same revival hymns.
One word about our Indo-Buddhist's motto Truth is not

religion, but the worship of truth is.

W. H. Thorn E.

THOMAS WILLIAM PARSONS.

The New England school of poets, as it has been called, has

given during the present generation a glory to our American

literature hitherto unthought -of. One by one, however, the

silence of death has fallen upon those reputed to have enjoyed the

widest fame, the most popular name
;
and the truest Tuscan of

them all whose voice was like that of a nightingale among the

choristers of the grove, has just ceased to breathe. Few seem left

to tell the story of the beautiful genius whose utterances were as

perfect as those of the ancient masters of song ;
while the exquisite

itructure of his verse was ennobled by sentiments so delicate that

Ihey might have been breathed in the ear of a vestal.
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This poet, Thomas William Parsons, the son of a well known

physician of the same name who came to Boston from Southamp-
ton, England, was born in Boston August 18, 1819. He was

educated at the Boston Latin school, where he is said to have
** drunk in the knowledge and appreciation of the great masters

of classical composition which colored and inspired his poetic
work/' He was early influenced, also, by his father's literary

tastes and at the age of seventeen they visited Europe together,

spending much time in Italy, and in Eome. His father died in

1854, but not too early to enjoy the appreciation given to his son

by the scholars of Boston, Cambridge and England, for his trans-

lations of Dante and also for his own poems published that year.

We have not been able to lay a hand upon this first volume,
and very few of his poems are dated

;
but we are certain that the

contents of his first volume enter into succeeding ones, in a man-
ner characteristic of him in his other publications, and we there-

fore speak of them somewhat in the order in which we became

acquainted with them. And first, **The Willey House," which

found its way, as the true ballad which it is, into various school

readers. The story is told with a vividness which will never allow

it to be forgotten by the youngest scholar of "a district school,"

the horror of the catastrophe softened to young and sympathizing
hearts by such touches as these :

' '

Right fond and pleasant in their ways
The gentle Willey people were

;

I knew them in those peaceful days,
And Mary every one knew her

"

while the pretty opening stanza won every child's heart at the

beginning:
"
Come, children, put your baskets down.
And let the blushing berries be ;

Sit here and wreathe, a laurel crown.
And if I win it, give it me."

Every word gives us a touch of mountain life, of mountain

laurel and the strawberryings among the hills.

Another comes to mind as fixing for us, the moment we had

read it, the essential quality of Dr. Parson's verse:

" The handful here that once was Mary's earth,

Held, while it breathed, so beautiful a soul,

That when she died, all recognized her birth.

And had their sorrow in serene control.
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Shouldst thou, sad pilgrim, who mayst hither pass,

Note in these flowers a delicater hue
;

Should spring come earlier to this hallowed grass,

Or the bee later linger on the dew,

Know that her spirit to her body lent

Such sweetness, grace, as only goodness can ;

That even her dust, and this her monument,
Have yet a spell to stay one lonely man

Lonely through life, but looking for the day
When what is mortal of himself shall sleep ;

When human passion shall have passed away.
And love no longer be a thing to weep."

Of the claims of the heart of such a man as Dr. Parsons, it

would be hard to speak adequately, but we must give a few lines

addressed to Bishop Fitzpatrick, his school-fellow, who, he says,

was pleased
"To patronize my pen

When I turned Horace into English rhyme.
And thought myself a poet for the time.

In Latin School-days
"

"Son of St. Patrick, John, the best of men,
Boston's blest Bishop bids good-by again.

Not long ago we parted on the shore

And said farewell, nor thought to see him more;

That brain so weary, and that heart so worn
With many cares! the parting made us mourn.

But he came back he could not die in Rome,

Though well those bones might rest by Peter's Dome.
Or Ara Coell -and the Sacred Stair

That climbs the Capitol or anywhere
In that Queen city sepulchre of kings.

* * # *

Then, good Fitzpatrick, noble heir of those

Who went before thee Fenwick and Bordeaux's

Gentle Archbishop, Cheverus, and Jussaud

Whom in my boyhood I was blest to know.
But the bell moves me. Christian, fare thee well;

I loved my Bishop, and I mind his bell."

Here is an exquisite versification :

"Brush not the floor where my lady hath trod,

Lest one light sign of her foot you may mar;

For, where she walks, in th<? spring, on the sod,

There I have noticed most violets are.
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I think the sun stops, if a moment she stands

In the morn, sometimes, at her father's door;

And the brook, where she may have dipt her hand.
Runs clearer to me than it did before.

* * *
" Under the mail of '

I know me pure,'

I dare to dream of her; and, by day,

As oft as I come to her presence, I'm sure

Had I one low thought, she would look it away,"

Another gives the moods of the poet, under the title of *' A
Calm:"

"Because I write not, do not think me dull;

Nor call me sullen when I seldom speak;

Say not 'How lazy!' if there comes a lull

In my life's passage, for a single week;
'Tis not that Love lies dead within my breast;

'Tis not ill humor, dearest, or a pique;
But sometimes nothing is the very best

That one can say, or think, or do, or plan;

God gives his ocean calms, and why not man?"

** The Shadow of the Obelisk
"
might well give its name to one

of his volumes as the closing stanzas we quote will show. The

rapid pen strokes which give us modern Rome, pervaded, as it is,

with the spirit of the past, show us how this poet whose dainty
lines portray existences almost too ideal for our world, have the

strength of a master of solemn harmonies under a grand subject.
"
Heavenly bright the broad enclosure ;

but the o'erwhelming silence

brought
Stillness to mine own heart's beating with a moment's turn of thought.
And it startled me to notice I was walking unaware.
O'er the Obelisk's tall shadow on the pavement of the square.**********

*
Gut of Egypt came the trophy, froni old empire to the new

;

Here the eternal apparition met the millions' daily view.

Virgil's foot has touched it often, it hath kissed Octavia's face

Royal chariots have rolled o'er it, in the frenzy of the race,

When the strong, the swift, the valiant, mid the thronged arena strove.

In the days of good Augustus and the dynasty of Jove.

Herds are feeding in the Forum, as in old Evander's time ;

Tumbled from the steep Tarpeian all the towers that sprang sublime.

Strange! that what seemed most inconstant should the most abiding

prove ;

Strange! that what is hourly moving no mutation can remove ;

Ruined lies the cirque ! the chariots long ago have ceased to roll

Even the Obelisk is broken but the shadow still is whole."
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Dr. Parsons made sevejal visits to Europe, the last in company
with the party of Prof. Benjamin Pierce from Cambridge, and

had a view of the Eclipse at Syracuse. He married Miss Anna M.

Allen of Boston, whose admiration for his genius has given us the

magnificent edition of his translation of Dante's Inferno, illus-

trated by Dore, while she was never weary of bringing out exquisite

editions of his poems. After her death appeared several tinged
with the apprehension or the remembrance of it, from which the

following may be selected :

" Into the noiseless country Annie went.

Among the silent people where no sound

Of wheel or voice or implement no roar

Of wind or billow moves the tranquil air;

And oft at midnight when my strength is spent

And day's delirium in the lull is drowned
Of deepening darkness, as I kneel before

The palm and cross, comes to my soul this prayer,

That partly brings me back to my content,
" Oh that hushed forest! soon may I be there!

"

The last collection published by Dr. Parsons, was the Circum

PrcBcordia, or Collects of the Church for every Sunday of the Year.

To these were added a few of his latest poems of which we give

one:

IN ECLIPSE.

"
Prayer strengthens us ;

but oft we faint

And find no courage even to pray ;

Oh, that in Heaven some pitying saint

For me might Ave-Mary say !

* *

Bflfore the morning watch I rose

I say before tJiis morn's to kneel.

But of my voice the fountain froze.

Yea, something round my soul to seal.

And now I know what rosaries mean
;

That oftentimes the heart is weak.
And cannot in a mood serene

Its dumb petition duly speak.

Yet every bead may count with Him
"Who healed the palsied and the blind.

Restored the lame and withered limb

And lifted the disordered mind.
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As mine was then, who had no might
Of utterance with my icy lips,

For one, great Shadow veiled the light

Till hope itself was in eclipse."

Although translations from Dante appeared in the first volnme

published by Dr. Parsons, as we have said, in 1854, yet as cantos

continued to appear from time to time and thus his friends con-

tinued to hope that he might yet complete the three-fold song,

we have reserved mention of them for our last sentences. The

magnificent edition of L'Inferno which we have alluded to, was

published in 1867. There was but one voice as to the beauty and

melodiousness of this rendering of the great Tuscan, and its truth

lies in the rendering of the thought into vqrse which charms us as

Dante's song has for six-hundred years charmed those who have

read it in the Tuscan tongue. Of all others, it is the one to place
before those who are to be coaxed to the study of Dante. Like

Mr. Wilstach, Dr. Parsons believed in the claims of rhyme and

rhythm ;
and while Mr. Wilstach, even under the restraints of

these conditions, makes a translation vieing with Mr. Longfellow's
in accuracy, Dr. Parsons, in giving a freer translation brings
into his verse a marvellous freshness which is a delightful incentive

to close study. Almost ten years after the publication of L'Inferno,

appeared the nine first cantos of II Purgatorio ; being strictly

speaking Ante- Purgatorio, the actual Purgatory not being reached

until the tenth canto. The eleventh, fifteenth, seventeenth and

even thirtieth, however, we have, and the eleventh from Paradiso.

It would be vain to attempt to give an idea of his Dantean labors,

until all the cantos translated have been arranged, which it is

hoped and expected will be done
;
as there are those near and dear

to him in life to whom this labor will be one of veneration. The
readiness with which he loaned his translated cantos even before

their publication, to ourselves * to meet some literary emergency.

ScrruATE Harbor, March 1, 1877.

" As you arc preparing somethingr for the press (it was S. Francis of Assisi of

the second series of Patron Saints). I have translated expressly for your article, a
beautiful passage from the L'aradUo, which, by the way, was a question of I^ily's

suggestion. I may hereafter forward it to the Catholic World; to which magazine I

am under promise for a contribution ; but it could certainly not appear in those pages
before May or June, and I do not imagine that its publication there would clash with

your own use of it." The passage wps from the XFth c>tnto.

Another instance of this most amiable disposition is given, because it Is too

precious to bo lost and we may never have a better opportunity to make it known.
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was thoroughly characteristic of a nature as gentle and unselfish as

one can ever see. His shyness was never outlived, but with those

with whom he was in sympathy he had all the simplicity of

one who has never known the world, or who has known it

with a singleness of heart which nothing could sophisticate.

His " Daiite Kooms," as he called them at Beacon Hill Place,

made a setting for him as the translator of Dante, altogether

unique. The bust of Dante which he had apostrophised, the

choicest and most ancient editions which he could command,
made the atmosphere in which he could best transmute from one

language to another the tergo rima of the exile Tuscan. The

seclusion, the deadening of the sounds of the city, the very
"
wisteria

"
that threw out its branches and purple blooms across

his windows, made it the fitting home of a poet in that high sense

in which Dr. Parsons certainly was one. Although we cannot at

present give an adequate idea of his merits as a translator, we can-

not refrain from giving his translation of the XIII Sonnet of La
Vita Nuova, or New Life by Dante. It is, even in English, under

Dr. Parsons' touch, a pearl among jewels, a lily among flowers ;
a

transcendently idealised picture among pictures, of song amid

songs. " So gentle seems my lady, and so pure
When she greets any one, that scarce the eye

Such modesty and brightness can endure,

And the tongue, trembling, falters in reply.

SCITCATE BY THE SEA, NOV. 30, 1883.
'* At Boston I addressed a line to you by the hand of my scribe, teUlng you that I

would try to find for you the canto you were in quest of. I have translanted the

Eleventh canto (l^rgatorUi) and took great pains with that passage.

Quando vivea piu glorloso, disse,

Llberalmento nel Campo di Siena."
" At first I began to fear that I could find every number of the Catholic World but

that verj- one. After some search, however, and with my sister's help, I lighted on the

desired copy and had just cut the canto (as you see) from the periodical to make light

postage, when my sister remarked: 'You must not give away that copy of the canto

for you will one day need it, and may not find it easy to obtain another.'
"
CJonsidering this, I was about to write to you to return to me, at your conve-

nience and when you should have wholly done with it the extract which I ino'ose

when lo! all at once, a duplicate copy turned up, carefully put away and duly labeled

in Mrs. Parsons' handwriting:
" William's Eleventh Canto." It seemed to me almost

as if Mrs. Parsons, who was ever so thoughtful of my needs, had foreknown that it

would be called for and had anticipated your request. It gratifies me to mention this

little accidental instance of her constant forethought, although such instances are of

very frequent occurence. I will not, therefore, dear lady, ask you to return me this

copy of the canto."

The passage with which he had taken such great pains, and also bis notes upon it,

appeared in the article upon Siena, in the second volume of Pilgrims and Shrines.
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She never heeds when people praise her worth,

Some In their speech, and many with a pen.

But meekly moves, as if sent down to earth

To show another miracle to men!

And such a pleasure from her presence grows
On him who gazeth, while slie passcth by

A sense of sweetness that no mortal knows
AVho hath not felt it that the soul's repose

Is woke to worship, and a spirit flows

Forth from her face that seems to whisper, "sigh!"

When we remember how little type has been used to set forth

the praises of this poet, who took so little care of his own popular-

ity, we need not hesitate to add one more instance of his charac-

teristic simplicity. On our last visit to Boston, Dr. Parsons called

upon us at Miss Dana's and brought with him not a basketful,

but two apples only, of the most delicate tints, from the " Scitu-

ate Orchard;'' and we subjoin the lines sent to him a while after

with a cover on which was painted the Scituate Orchard, beach

and lighthouse, by the same '*
Lily

"
to whom we owed the trans-

lation of a canto.

OCTOBER 6, 1888.

Of apples from Hesperides, youth sings;

But here are apples which a Poet brings
With his own hand, from orchards by the sea.

The sun's full benison on them, for me:

Worthy of Virgil and Pamona too;

Of scenes mid which their winsome beauty grew;

While, as a king's choice sentence comes to mind
The fruit of wisdom in my hand I find.

Fair Scituate orchard! drop your luscious store

Of paly gold, with carmine dappled o'er;

Yet we listen for one Tuscan strain

From Scituate's Bard, to cheer the season's wane.

One more token of those traits which mark a poetic soul, cluims

our pen. It was published in the Atlantic.

SONG.

Strike me a note of sweet degrees
Of sweet degrees.

Like those in Jewry heard of old ;

Nay, love, if thou wouldst wholly please.
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Hold in thy hand a harp of gold,

And touch the strings with fingers light,

But yet with strength as David might
As David might.

Linger not long in songs of love

In songs of love;

No serenades nor wanton airs

The deeper soul of music move;

Only a solemn measure bears.

With rapture that shall never cease.

Our spirits to the gates of peace
Gates of peace.

So feel I when Francesca sings

Francesca sings;

My thoughts mount upward ; I am dead

To every sense of vulgar things,

And on celestial highways tread

With prophets of the olden time,

Those minstrel kings, the men sublime

Great men sublime.

A song which he might have sung with his last breath, his eyes

fixed upon the triune world of Dante's chant. Well may we

repeat, recalling the noble train of poets that have vanished

into the unseen future during the past few years, the truest Tuscan

of them all, was Thomas "William Parsons.

Eliza Allen Starr.

TENNYSON AND WHITTIER.

It would seem as if all the great and good men were dying, and

that the world itself must be on the verge of ruin simply from lack

of the supporting genius of its greatest human souls.

Simply as the memory runs we recall as now among the buried

dead, Carlyle, Emerson, Manning, Newman, Browning, Tennyson,

Hugo and Renan; not to speak of the lesser lights, Whittier,

Lowell and Lanier, all of whom were with us but yesterday singing
their beautiful songs in our ears, and pouring forth those streams of

eloquent, passionate, logical prose which differs only from poetry in

this that it lacks a certain winged touch and the art of measured

lines.


