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Iscritta ad un caro Bambino:

in ricordo delle ore dorate d'estate

e del sussurro di un mare estivo.

Vestita con un abito da ragazzo per un compito da
ragazzo,

Desiderosa brandisce la sua vanga: eppure ama
anche

Riposa su un ginocchio amichevole, intenta a
chiedere

la storia che ama raccontare.

Spiriti maleducati della ribollente lotta
esterna,

Unmeet per leggere il suo puro e semplice
spright,

Deem, se si elencano, Tali ore sono uno spreco di
vita,

Vuoto di ogni gioia!

Chattare, dolce Cameriera, e salvare da infastidire
i

cuori che parlano con parole più sagge sono
indiscreti.

Ah, felice lui che è la più tenera gioia,

l'amore per il cuore di un bambino!

Lontano, pensieri affettuosi, e non arrabbiare più la mia
anima!

Il lavoro reclama le mie notti di veglia, i miei giorni
intensi

Anche se i ricordi luminosi di quella spiaggia illuminata dal
sole

Eppure il mio sguardo sognante perseguita!
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If—and the thing is wildly possible—the charge of writing
nonsense were ever brought against the author of this brief but
instructive poem, it would be based, I feel convinced, on the line
(in p. 18)

“Then the bowsprit got mixed with the rudder
sometimes.”

In view of this painful possibility, I will not (as I might)
appeal indignantly to my other writings as a proof that I am
incapable of such a deed: I will not (as I might) point to the
strong moral purpose of this poem itself, to the arithmetical
principles so cautiously inculcated in it, or to its noble
teachings in Natural History—I will take the more prosaic course of
simply explaining how it happened.

The Bellman, who was almost morbidly sensitive about
appearances, used to have the bowsprit unshipped once or twice a
week to be revarnished, and it more than once happened, when the
time came for replacing it, that no one on board could remember
which end of the ship it belonged to. They knew it was not of the
slightest use to appeal to the Bellman about it—he would only refer
to his Naval Code, and read out in pathetic tones Admiralty
Instructions which none of them had ever been able to understand—so
it generally ended in its being fastened on, anyhow, across the
rudder. The helmsman*used to stand by
with tears in his eyes:he knew it was all
wrong, but alas! Rule 42 of the Code, “No one shall
speak to the Man at the Helm,” had been completed by
the Bellman himself with the words “and the Man at the
Helm shall speak to no one.” So remonstrance was
impossible, and no steering could be done till the next varnishing
day. During these bewildering intervals the ship usually sailed
backwards.

As this poem is to some extent connected with the lay of the
Jabberwock, let me take this opportunity of answering a question
that has often been asked me, how to pronounce “slithy toves.” The
“i” in “slithy” is long, as in “writhe”; and “toves” is pronounced
so as to rhyme with “groves.” Again, the first “o” in “borogoves”
is pronounced like the “o” in “borrow.” I have heard people try to
give it the sound of the “o” in “worry.” Such is Human
Perversity.

This also seems a fitting occasion to notice the other hard
words in that poem. Humpty-Dumpty’s theory, of two meanings packed
into one word like a portmanteau, seems to me the right explanation
for all.

For instance, take the two words “fuming” and “furious.” Make
up your mind that you will say both words, but leave it unsettled
which you will say first. Now open your mouth and speak. If your
thoughts incline ever so little towards “fuming,” you will say
“fuming-furious;” if they turn, by even a hair’s breadth, towards
“furious,” you will say “furious-fuming;” but if you have that
rarest of gifts, a perfectly balanced mind, you will say
“frumious.”

Supposing that, when Pistol uttered the well-known
words—

“Under which king, Bezonian? Speak or die!”

Justice Shallow had felt certain that it was either William
or Richard, but had not been able to settle which, so that he could
not possibly say either name before the other, can it be doubted
that, rather than die, he would have gasped out
“Rilchiam!”

*This office was usually undertaken by the
Boots, who found in it a refuge from the Baker’s constant
complaints about the insufficient blacking of his three pair of
boots.
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