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          ...But there comes Miranda, Zeus! where shall I flee to?  
She has such a penchant for bothering me too!  
She always keeps asking if I don’t observe a  
Particular likeness ‘twixt her and Minerva;  
She tells me my efforts in verse are quite clever;-- 
She's been traveling now, and will be worse than ever;  
One would think, though, a sharp-sighted noter she’d be  
For all that’s worth mentioning over the sea,  
For a woman must surely see well, if she try,  
The whole of whose being’s a capital I:  
She will take an old notion, and make it her own,  
By saying it o’er in her Sibylline tone,  
Or persuade you ‘tis something tremendously deep,  
By repeating it so as to put you to sleep;  
And she well may defy any mortal to see through it,  
When once she has mixed up her infinite me through it.  
There is one thing she owns in her own single right,  
It is native and genuine--namely, her spite;  
Though, when acting as censor, she privately blows  
A censer of vanity ‘neath her own nose.  
 
          Here Miranda came up, and said, “Phoebus! you know  
That the Infinite Soul has its infinite woe,  



As I ought to know, having lived cheek by jowl,  
Since the day I was born, with the Infinite Soul;  
I myself introduced, I myself, I alone,  
To my Land’s better life authors solely my own,  
Who the sad heart of earth on their shoulders have taken,  
Such as Shakespeare, for instance, the Bible, and Bacon,  
Not to mention my own works; Time’s nadir is fleet,  
And, as for myself, I’m quite out of conceit--”  
 
          “Quite out of conceit!  I’m enchanted to hear it,”  
Cried Apollo aside.  “Who’d have thought she was near it?  
...As if Neptune should say to his turbots and whitings,  
I’m as much out of salt as Miranda’s own writings’  
(Which, as she in her own happy manner has said,  
Sound a depth, for ‘tis one of the functions of lead).  
She often has asked me if I could not find  
A place somewhere near me that suited her mind;  
I know but a single one vacant, which she  
With her rare talent that way, would fit to a T.  
And it would not imply any pause or cessation  
In the work she esteems her peculiar vocation, -- 
She may enter on duty today, if she chooses,  
And remain Tiring-woman for life to the Muses.”  
 
          Miranda meanwhile has succeeded in driving  
Up into a corner, in spite of their striving,  
A small flock of terrified victims, and there,  
With an I-turn-the-crank-of-the-Universe air  
And a tone which, at least to my fancy, appears  
Not so much to be entering as boxing your ears,  
Is unfolding a tale (of herself, I surmise,  
For ‘tis dotted as thick as a peacock’s with I’s).  
Apropos of Miranda, I’ll rest on my oars  
And drift through a trifling digression on bores...  
There was one feudal custom worth keeping, at least,  
Roasted bores made a part of each well-ordered feast,  
And of all quiet pleasures the very ne plus  
Was in hunting wild bores as the tame ones hunt us....  

 
 


