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  Ad Nepotem






  Robert Louis Stevenson




  O NEPOS, twice my neigh(b)our (since at home




  We're door by door, by Flora's temple dome;




  And in the country, still conjoined by fate,




  Behold our villas standing gate by gate),




  Thou hast a daughter, dearer far than life -




  Thy image and the image of thy wife.




  Thy image and thy wife's, and be it so!




   




  But why for her, { neglect the flowing } can




  { O Nepos, leave the }




   




  And lose the prime of thy Falernian?




  Hoard casks of money, if to hoard be thine;




  But let thy daughter drink a younger wine!




  Let her go rich and wise, in silk and fur;




   




  Lay down a { bin that shall } grow old with her;




  { vintage to }




   




  But thou, meantime, the while the batch is sound,




  With pleased companions pass the bowl around;




  Nor let the childless only taste delights,




  For Fathers also may enjoy their nights.




   




   




   




  Ad Olum




  Robert Louis Stevenson




  CALL me not rebel, though { here at every word




  {in what I sing




  If I no longer hail thee { King and Lord




  { Lord and King




  I have redeemed myself with all I had,




  And now possess my fortunes poor but glad.




  With all I had I have redeemed myself,




  And escaped at once from slavery and pelf.




  The unruly wishes must a ruler take,




  Our high desires do our low fortunes make:




  Those only who desire palatial things




  Do bear the fetters and the frowns of Kings;




  Set free thy slave; thou settest free thyself.




   




   




   




  Ad Piscatorem




  Robert Louis Stevenson




  FOR these are sacred fishes all




  Who know that lord that is the lord of all;




  Come to the brim and nose the friendly hand




  That sways and can beshadow all the land.




  Nor only so, but have their names, and come




  When they are summoned by the Lord of Rome.




  Here once his line an impious Lybian threw;




  And as with tremulous reed his prey he drew,




  Straight, the light failed him.




  He groped, nor found the prey that he had ta'en.




  Now as a warning to the fisher clan




  Beside the lake he sits, a beggarman.




  Thou, then, while still thine innocence is pure,




  Flee swiftly, nor presume to set thy lure;




  Respect these fishes, for their friends are great;




  And in the waters empty all thy bait.




   




   




   




  Ad Quintilianum




  Robert Louis Stevenson




  O CHIEF director of the growing race,




  Of Rome the glory and of Rome the grace,




  Me, O Quintilian, may you not forgive




  Before from labour I make haste to live?




  Some burn to gather wealth, lay hands on rule,




  Or with white statues fill the atrium full.




  The talking hearth, the rafters sweet with smoke,




  Live fountains and rough grass, my line invoke:




  A sturdy slave, not too learned wife,




  Nights filled with slumber, and a quiet life.




   




   




   




  Ad Se Ipsum




  Robert Louis Stevenson




  DEAR sir, good-morrow! Five years back,




  When you first girded for this arduous track,




  And under various whimsical pretexts




  Endowed another with your damned defects,




  Could you have dreamed in your despondent vein




  That the kind God would make your path so plain?




  Non nobis, domine! O, may He still




  Support my stumbling footsteps on the hill!




   




   




   




  After Reading Antony And Cleopatra




  Robert Louis Stevenson




  AS when the hunt by holt and field




  Drives on with horn and strife,




  Hunger of hopeless things pursues




  Our spirits throughout life.




   




  The sea's roar fills us aching full




  Of objectless desire -




  The sea's roar, and the white moon-shine,




  And the reddening of the fire.




   




  Who talks to me of reason now?




  It would be more delight




  To have died in Cleopatra's arms




  Than be alive to-night.




   




   




   




  Air Of Diabelli's




  Robert Louis Stevenson




  CALL it to mind, O my love.




  Dear were your eyes as the day,




  Bright as the day and the sky;




  Like the stream of gold and the sky above,




  Dear were your eyes in the grey.




  We have lived, my love, O, we have lived, my love!




  Now along the silent river, azure




  Through the sky's inverted image,




  Softly swam the boat that bore our love,




  Swiftly ran the shallow of our love




  Through the heaven's inverted image,




  In the reedy mazes round the river.




  See along the silent river,




   




  See of old the lover's shallop steer.




  Berried brake and reedy island,




  Heaven below and only heaven above.




  Through the sky's inverted image




  Swiftly swam the boat that bore our love.




  Berried brake and reedy island,




  Mirrored flower and shallop gliding by.




  All the earth and all the sky were ours,




  Silent sat the wafted lovers,




  Bound with grain and watched by all the sky,




  Hand to hand and eye to . . . eye.




   




  Days of April, airs of Eden,




  Call to mind how bright the vanished angel hours,




  Golden hours of evening,




  When our boat drew homeward filled with flowers.




  O darling, call them to mind; love the past, my love.
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