
HdoYse and her nuns by Peter Abelard; 
the Eucharistic Pange, lingua of St. Thomas 
Aquinas; the Dies irne of Thomas of Celano, 
and the Stabat mater of Jacopone da Todi. 

11. Yiz., that nothing hut scripture should be 
sung in the churches. All hymnody in the 
Puritan view was a Popish innovation. Yet 
the Puritan antagonism to popery extended 
also to plainchant, and thus it was necessary 
to rearrange the psalter in metrical form 
to adapt it to various Scotch and English 
traditional airs; e. g., Psalm XXIII, as sung 
to the tune of To  Celia: 

The Lord’s my shepard; I’ll not want. 
He maketh me down to lie. 
In pastures green He leadeth me 
The quiet waters by . . . 

Rut of all the metrical versions of the Psalms 
only one, Old Hundred (“All people that on 
on earth do dwell”), has survived in modern 
Protestant hymnals. 

12. Cf. As  You Like I t ,  111, iii, 166-7. 

13. The older accentual versions are retained, 
in the breviaries of the Benedictines, Car- 
thusians, Carmelites, Dominicans, Francis- 
cans and some other religious orders. Those 
who are  interested in comparisons might 
consult Britt, The Hymns  of the LRomanJ 
Breviary and Missal (New York, 1922) ; 
and Byrnes, Hymns of the Dominican Missal 
and Breviary (St. Louis, 1943). 

14. Harvey’s disciples included Sir Philip Sidney 
and for a time Edmund Spenser; hut 
Spenser’s reversion to accentual iambic 
pentameter in The Fuerie Queene provoked 
a bitter attack from his former master. 

15. Won ignari mali miseris succurrere disco. 
(Aeneid, Rook I, 1.630) 

16. 0 ye who were never strangers to toil and 

Nor unacquainted with sorrow, help in pity 
Them who, beset by dire want, struggle 

Hurdens most cruel. 

hardship 

heneath 

The Legend of King Psapho 

“Psapho is God,” the birds were taught 

Led by a boy disguised in parrot-green, 
And, propaganda dropped by popinjay, 
The race would marvel and the monarch 

to say 

preen. 

Psapho seems vain, but (blasphemy aside) 
Was little less ingenious than we, 
And shone the tawdriness of common pride 
Till virtue winked from virtuosity. 

Our humbler Psaphos know a wiser game: 
The method varies and the birds now fly 
To prove that we and Psapho are the same: 
“Psapho is you and YOU,” the parrots cry. 

This doubtful compliment, though dropped 

(“Psapho is ordinary-so are you”) 
Implies we soar the best by sharing 

A thought, which beautiful: is scarcely 

by kings, 

wings - 

true. 

Psapho’s are clipped and we have lost our  

And thence the irony in which our age 
Locks Psapho fast, who thinks he sees a 

Unionscious that he perches in a cage. 

own, 

throne, 
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