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PREFACE

Tms edition of the Poetical Works of William Wordsworth, of
which the present volume i3 an instalment, aims primarily at
supplying the reader with a sound text, together with an appara-
tus criticus which will record its development from the earliest
existing copy, through i3 successive stages in manuscript and
print, till it received its final revision ; I have added in appendices
poems and fragments which Wordsworth either left in manu-
script or rejected from his later editions. My text, therefore,
follows the six-volume edition of 1849-50, the last to appear
under his personal supervision ; and I have faithfully reproduced
it, apart from some changes in punctuation, which the sense
seemed to require, and two or three verbal errors, which are
noted in their place. From the apparatus criticus I have omitted
some trivial variants, for it is my experience that when notes are
overloaded with minutiae their more important matter tends to
be obscured, but I have included everything which seemed to me
of the least significance, and I have erred on the side of fullness.

It is probable that no poet ever paid more meticulous or pro-
longed attention to his text than Wordsworth: certainly none
has left more copious evidence of it. As successive editions were
called for, in 1815, 1820, 1827, 1832, he gave their contents a
careful scrutiny, retouching here and there in accordance with
the promptings of his own taste, or with the suggestions of others.
In preparation for the stereotyped edition of 1836 he submitted
the whole body of his work to exhaustive revision, as he asserted,
‘for the last time’. ‘The labour’, he told his publisher,! ‘that I
have bestowed on correcting the style according to my best
judgment . . . no one can estimate. . . . The annoyance of this sort
of work is that progress bears no proportion to pains, and that
hours of labour are often entirely thrown away, ending in the
passage being left as I found it.” Yet in the next year he writes
to Quillinan, asking him to compare the text of 1836 with that
of 1832, and to report ‘if anything strikes you as being altered
for the worse’;? he kept by him a copy in which from time to
time he entered variants; and he made further changes both in
later issues of the stereotype, and in the editions of 1845 and
1849. ‘Little matters of composition’, he confessed, ‘hang about

! To Edward Moxon, Dec. 1836. (L.Y., p. 826).
? To E.Q. Sept. 20, 1837 (L.Y., p. 897).



vi PREFACE

and, teaze me awkwardly’,! and he could not rid his mind of
them. They became, indeed, an obsession with him. He had the
true artist’s passion for perfection, and as, with the passage of
the years, moments of vital inspiration became rarer, he strove
to compensate for their loss by devoting endless pains to the
revision of earlier work.

Where that revision effected a change in meaning, it is hard to
defend it. It is inevitable that in the passage of half a century a
poet’s attitude to life and its problems should undergo modifica-
tion, but he could have expressed his later point of view more
fitly by writing a new poem than by foisting it upon an old
one. Outside The Prelude there is, in fact, little of this; his
changes are for the most part concerned with matters of style
and diction. Many were due to external pressure. Wordsworth’s
attitude to criticism has been widely misrepresented. When
offered by a sympathetic reader and in a friendly spirit, he was
always ready to listen to it; indeed, his correspondence affords
proof that he invited it; and though justly tenacious of his own
opinion, and prepared to argue it, he often allowed himself to be
convinced: not Coleridge only, but Crabb Robinson, John Ken-
yon, Barron Field, Edward Quillinan, most of all, probably, his
own wife and daughter, prompted many of his textual changes.
Even the jibes of a hostile and contemptuous criticism, of The
Edinburgh Review or of The Stmpliciad, did not fall upon deaf
ears: deeply as he resented them, they led him to reconsider
several of his bolder transgressions against poetic convention,
and to realize that in his vindication of the ‘real language of men’,
he had not always remémbered to ‘purge it of all rational causes
of dislike or disgust’. The verdict of his friends he sometimes
accepted ‘against his better judgment, not deceived’, against the
judgment, too, of some of the most discerning critics of later
times. For if Coleridge’s censure of his ‘matter-of-factness’ led to
the removal of some banalities of phrasing and some irrelewancies
of detail, it also induced him to substitute incongruous embel-
lishment for a homely realism that was dramatically appro-
priate—a turtle shell for the washing tub in The Blind Highland
Boy, or the pseudo-romantic ‘grey-haired Wilfred of the glen’
for ‘old farmer Siinpson’ in The Thorn. Even when he worked
on his own initiative his changes were not always for the better.
Mrs. Wordsworth, a shrewd judge, noted that some of them,
though they might be right logically, went against feeling; and

1 LY., p. 999.
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in matters poetical, feeling rather than logic is the ultimate
tribunal. There is plways a risk in tampering in cold blood with
‘the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings’, and some of the
changes introduced in his middle years bear eyidence of this—
changes which he later discarded in favour of his earlier text.
For just as in his ripe old age, as Crabb Robinson noted, he
became more liberal in his outlook on world affairs, so in literary
matters he recovered most of his earlier freedom. Taken as a
whole his alterations were fully justified; he both clarified and
condensed, and in revising otiose or inexact phrasing he achieved
a closer translation into words of the idea and mood which he
was striving to convey. The stud$ of his revisions not only illu-
minates the poet’s meaning, but affords a valuable lesson in the
art of just poetic expression.

Not a few critics, who have seen in his later poetry a departure
from the ideals and practice of his prime, have viewed his revision
in something of the same spirit. Wordsworth did not admit this
himself. ‘No change’, he asserted in 1843, ‘has taken place in
my manner for the last 45 years.” He himself recognized only one
point of cleavage in the continuity of his poetic life: he dated it
from his residence at Alfoxden (1797-8). Poems written before
that time he regarded as Juvenilia, and such as he deemed worthy
of publication he largely recast. An Evening Walk and Descrip-
tive Sketches, which had appeared in 1793, were so drastically
rehandled that I have thought it worth while, for purposes of com-
parison, to print on opposite pages their first and last versions;
other poems, still in manuscript in 1797, never saw the light in
their original form. On some of the work &f his best periods he
expended the greatest pains of all. This was only natural. He
always lived much in the past, and it was inevitable that his
mind should continnally revert to that poetry which had revealed
his imagination at its strongest and freshest. Written at white
heat, when, as his sister has told us, ideas came to him more
fuickly than he could set them down, some of it, at least, had
more technical faults than later poems composed upon a lower
but more uniform imaginative level. It was then, too, that his
poems had provoked the most virulent attacks; a few of them,
moreover, had been ‘written as experiments’, and though he
never renounced the theories on which they had been based, and
included in all his later editions the Prefaces which, far more than
the poems themselves, had raised hostility, he removed from his
text some of his most defiant solecisims.
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The development of the printed text has already been set
forth in the editions of Professor Dowden and Professor Knight—
by Dowden with an accuracy that is wellnigh impeccable; and
Knight was able, jn many instances, to give variants antecedent
to the first printed copy ; but the manuscripts that he examined
were for the most part of a date later than 1815:! I have- been
fortunate in having access to a large body of manuscripts of the
earlier and more interesting periods. A special importance at-
taches to early transcripts of poems whose publication was long
delayed. Thus Peter Bell, written in 1798, contemporary with the
first Lyrical Ballads, and The Waggoner, written in 1805, were not
given to the world till 1819; The Borderers and the greater part
of Guilt and Sorrow lay in manuscript for nearly half a century;
an examination of their original versions adds to our knowledge
of Wordsworth’s mind and art where the study offers the most
alluring problems, and is likely to be most fruitful in its results.
Of unique value are those manuscripts which go back to the
poet’s formative years, from his school and college days till 1797.
Here can be traced his early sensitiveness to nature and his sur-
roundings, his youthful subservience to current literary fashions
and his violent reaction from them, and, with the maturing power
of self-criticism, the gradual emergence of his own essential style
and personality. This study, first made possible in my apparatus
criticus, is further supported and enriched by the perusal of the
poems and fragments which I have given in the appendix. Uneven
as they are, often indeed sinking to the childish and the ludicrous,
not a few of them are lit up by phrase or image that proclaims
the nascent poet; théy contain the first indication of much that
remained with him throughout his life, side by side with much
that he gradually outgrew.

The larger proportion of these manuscripts are now in the
Wordsworth Museum at Grasmere, to which they were presented
by the late Mr. Gordon Wordsworth. They vary in character,
from odd sheets casually stitched together to elegant and costly,
notebooks, from the roughest drafts dashed off, almost illegibly,
on the spur of the moment, in the throes of first inspiration, to
carefully written fair copies. Many of them, especially those of
an early date, are defective, with pages or parts of pages torn
away. The fair copies, except those before 1795, are seldom in

1 The notable exceptions to this are Michael, Resolution and Indepen-
dence, the Ode to Duty, and the previously unpublished first Book of The
Recluse, of which, however, K. does not give the early drafts.
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the poet’s hand ; from that time forward he was fortunate in having
at his disposal deyoted amanuenses, whose handwriting is often
irreproachable, and at its worst is better than his own:—first his
sister, later his wife and Sara Hutchinson, and his daughter
Dora. But manuscripts that were written as fair copies did not
often remain so; and if their comely neatness is marred, their
value is certainly emhanced, by the poet’s scrawled and often
copious corrections—corrections which may or may not be found
incorporated in a subsequent manuscript or in the printed text.
Moreover; Wordsworth was always economical of paper; pages,
or parts of pages, that had been left blank in notebooks originally
devoted to the insertion of contpleted poems were afterwards
utilized in the composition of others, so that the progress of a new
poem has often to be hunted up and down in odd places throughout
the volume. The manner in which fragments of one poem are thus
dovetailed into others raises interesting problems of relative
chronology, and at times helps to solve them. Of the corrections,
in particular, it is not always pc\)ssible to decide the date,
either absolute or relative, but the ink and the nature of the
handwriting sometimes afford a clue.

.I have retained the classification and order in which Words-
worth arranged his poems. It has been much criticized, both in
his own day and since, and criticism is easy enough, for it
will not stand logical examination. In part psychological, indica-
tive of the predominant mood or feeling in which the separate
poems were composed (Poems of Fancy and Poems of Imagina-
tton), in part determined by subjects (Poems dedicated to National
Independence and Liberty), in part by Sc@asion (Memorials of a
Tour in Scotland), in part by form (Miscellaneous Sonnets), it is,
in fact, a compromise. The divisions are not mutually exclu-
sive, but overlap; Wordsworth, indeed, himself showed uncer-
tainty as to the rightful position of some of the poems, shifting
them #n successive editions from class to class. But despite its
faults it has for the student this supreme value, that it was the
poet’s own arrangement, and, since he gave it much thought and
set some store by it, it is, in a measure, illuminative of his mind.
Some years before the first collective edition (1815) he sketched
out a scheme of the different headings under which the poems
might be grouped, and, as was even more important in his eyes,
of the order of individual poems within their groups. His aim
was ‘to make one poem smooth the way for another. If this

be not attended to’, he said, ‘classification by subject is of
917.17 b
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no value.’ ‘Miscellaneous poems ought not to be jumbled
together at random ; were this done with mine,,the passage from’
one to another would often be insupportably offensive ; but in my
judgment the only, thing of much importance in arrangement is
that one poem should shade off happily into another, and the
contrasts, where they occur, be clear of all harshness or abrapt-
ness.’”l Professor Dowden has illustrated the care and skill with
which Wordsworth carried out this printiple in the arrangement
of his sonnets; a similar examination of the order of poems in
other groups will often be found as suggestive and illuminating.

The editor who rejects Wordsworth’s own arrangement has
three alternatives before him—=to print the poems in the order
either of their composition or of their publication, or to devise a
completely new system of his own. This last course, even if it
satisfies its compiler, is hardly likely to satisfy anyone else. But
to the other two plans, also, there are serious objections. The
order of composition, the worse of the two, has found the greater
number of advocates. To them it may, perhaps, be no deterrent
that Wordsworth himself regarded it as ‘the very worst that
could be followed except where determined by the course of
public events, or, if the subject be personal, in the case of juvenile
poems or those of advanced age’?:—i.e. Wordsworth will admit it
of juvenilia or senilia (if the latter can be determined) but not of
the work of a poet’s prime. For it separates poems that are by
nature joined together and belong to one another, and substitutes
for an essential kinship of thought and feeling an accidental and
often irrelevant order in time, which registers indiscriminately
the exalted and more trivial moods.

There are other objections to adopting the chronological order.
It is at best conjectural, for the exact date of many poems is
uncertain, and Wordsworth’s own dating of them can often be
proved untrustworthy. And further, the longer poems whose
composition extended over a period of years cannot beefitted
satisfactorily into any such scheme. Where, for example, should
The Excursion be placed, completed in 1813, but its finest book
written in 1795, or The Prelude, completed in 1805, but many of
its greatest passages composed in 1798-9? And so of the shorter
poems—when the form of their first publication is found to
differ materially from their earlier drafts, at which of the two
dates can the poem be justly said to have been composed ?

! To H. Crabb Robinson, April 6, 1826.
! W.W. to H.C.R., April 27, 1826.
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Thus the poem which stands first in this volume is dated 1787,
but the form it ¢took in that year was very different from its
familiar text. And lastly, unless you print the earliest available
text, a chronological arrangement will give a awholly false impres-
sion of the poet’s artistic ®nd mental development, which it is
the*primary object of that arrangement to illustrate. To give the
1850 text of The Prelude, with the date 1805, or Guilt and Sorrow,
as Wordsworth revised it in 1842, with the date 1791-5, or many
of the poems printed in 1807 in their revised text, but with the
date of their composition, is not conducive to an intelligent study
of the poet’s art.

A better case can be made out for arranging the poems in the
order of their first publication. It is, at least, not dependent on
conjecture ; and further, it admits no disturbing and unnatural
juxtaposition of incongruous poems; they follow one another in
a carefully designed sequence—as Wordsworth said in the
‘Apology’ for his Yarrow Revisited:

the several lays
Have moved in order; to each other bound
By a continuous and acknowledged tie,
Though unapparent ;

yet many of them, suited as they are to their original position,
have a still closer affinity to others that are found in earlier or
later volumes, so that on this score, too, Wordsworth’s final
arrangement is to be preferred. And another seeming advantage
of this method must be discounted. In the study of a poet so
long before the public as Wordsworth, it is, unquestionably, of
real interest to be able to trace the exact sequence of poems by
which he gradually revealed his genius to the world and won, so
tardily, his way to fame ; yet here again, unless the original rather
than the revised text were printed, the study would be robbed of
muclheof its significance.

In my notes at the end of the volume I have included all those
notes by which from time to time Wordsworth illustrated his
poetry, but did not print at the bottom of the page in his edition
of 1849-50. The most important of them, known as the LF.
notes, were dictated to his friend Isabella Fenwick, at her
request, in the year 1843. The original manuscript has disap-
peared, but I am able to print from the careful copy taken of
them by the poet’s son-in-law and daughter, and finished, as she
states, in the August of that year. These notes, written in the
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poet’s old age, are often quite inaccurate in their dating, and
intended as they were for his family and intimate friends they
are sometimes garrulous and trivial; but as a whole they have
unquestionable autobiographical and expository value. My own
annotations deal largely with the tekt, but I have added some
other explanatory matter, and have taken somewhat farther than
previous editors the study of Wordsworth’s relations with his pre-
decessors. Few of our poets have been ‘more original than he in
style and diction; yet in so far as our use of language depends
upon the company we keep among the dead no less than among
the living, the phrases which Wordsworth has borrowed, con-
sciously or unconsciously, from' the poets before him have their
own significance and interest, in the study of both his style and
thoughts.

My thanks are due to the Trustees of the Henry Huntington
Library for photostats of their quarto copy of Descriptive
Sketches, which contains many variants entered in it by Words-
worth, and to Miss Phyllis Bartlett for information of the variants
which the poet had entered in the quarto of An Evening Walk,
now in the Wellesley College Library, as well as for the loan of
her exhaustive collation of successive texts of the poem, by which
I was able to check my own. To my friend Miss Helen Darbishire
L.owe the deepest gratitude ; not only has she read my proofs and
made many valuable suggestions upon them, but throughout
my work on the book she has given me the advantage of drawing
upon her ripe knowledge and fine judgement in all matters that
concern Wordsworth and his poetry. To the Clarendon Press I
am indebted, as so often before, for the care with which they

have produced the volume.
E.pES.

GRASMERE,
January 1940.

NOTE

THE reprinting of this volume gives me the opportunity to correct
some textual and other errors, and to add some extra information
(vide, p. 375).
H. DARBISHIRE.
June 1962,
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Ir thou indeed derive thy light from Heaven,
Then, to the measure of that heaven-born light,
*Shine, Poet! in thy place, and be content :—

The stars pre-eminent in magnitude,

And they that from the zenith dart their beams,
(Visible though they be to half the earth,

Though half a sphere be conscious of their brightness)
Are yet of no diviner origin,

No purer essence, than the one that burns,

Like an untended watch-fire, on the ridge

Of some dark mountain ; or than those which seem
Humbly to hang, like twinkling winter lamps,
Among the branches of the leafless trees;

All are the undying offspring of one Sire:

Then, to the measure of the light vouchsafed,
Shine, Poet! in thy place, and be content.

917,17 B



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH

Of the poems in this class, The Evening Walk and Descriptive Sketches
were published in 1743. They are reprinted with some alterations that were
chiefly made very soon after their publication.

This notice, which was written some time ago, scarcely applies to the
Poem, ‘Descriptive Sketches’, as it now stands. The corrections, though
numerous, are not, however, such as to p'revent its retaining with pro-
priety a place in the class of Juvenile Pieces.

1836.

I
EXTRACT

FROM THE CONCLUSION OI' A POEM, COMPOSED IN ANTICIPATION OF
LEAVING SCHOOL.

[Composed 1787.—Published 1815]

DEAR native regions, I foretell,

From what, I feel at this farewell,

That, whereso’er my steps may tend,

And whensoe’er my course shall end,
5 If in that hour a single tie

Survive of local sympathy,

My soul will cast the backward view,

The longing look alone on you.

Thus, while the Sun sinks down to rest
10 Far in the regions of the west,

Though to the vale no parting beam

Be given, not one memorial gleam,

A lingering light he fondly throws

On the dear hills where first he rose.

I.9-12 Thus, when the Sun, prepared for rest
Hath gained the precincts of the West
Though his departing radiance fail
To illuminate the hollow Vale 1815-27
Thus from the precincts of the West
The Sun, when sinking down to rest efc. 1832.

13 light he] lustre 1832-36 14 hills] mountain tops 1820-32



EXTRACT 3

II

WRITTEN IN VERY EARLY YOUTH
[Composed? Published Morning Post, February 13, 1802; ed. 1807]

Carm is all nature as a resting wheel.

The kine are couched upon the dewy grass;

The horse along, seen dimly as I pass,

Is cropping audibly his later meal:

Dark is the ground ; a slumber seems to steal 5
O’er vale, and mountain, and the starless sky.

Now, in this blank of things, a harmony,

Home-felt, and home-created, comes to heal

That grief for which the senses still supply

Fresh food ; for only then, when memory 10
Is hushed, am I at rest. My Friends! restrain

Those busy cares that would allay my pain;

Oh! leave me to myself, nor let me feel

The officious touch that makes me droop again.

II. 1-7 On the [ Jvillage Silence sets her seal
And in the glimmering vale the last lights die
The kine obscurely seen before me lie
Round the dim horse that crops his later meal
Scarce heard ; a timely slumber seems to steal
O’er vale and mountain; now while ear and eye
Alike are vacant, what strange harmony
Home felt etc. MS.

4 Is up, and cropping yet his later meal; 1807-20 8 comes] seems
MS., 1807-32 12 would allay] must renew=MS. 14 The fond
officious touch and droop again MS.
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AN EVENING WALK
Reprinted from the Quarto of 1793

AN EvENING WALK. AN EPISTLE; IN VERSE. ADDRESSED TO A
Youna LaDY, FROM THE LAKES OF THE NORTH OF ENGLAND.
By W. WorpsworTH, B.A., oF ST. JOHN'S, CAMBRIDGE. LON-
DON : PRINTED FOR J. JOHNSON, ST. PAUL’S CHURCHYARD. 1793.

ARGUMENT
General Sketch of the Lakes—Author’s Regret of his Youth passed

amongst them—sShort description of Noon—Cascade Scene—Noontide
Retreat—Precipice and Sloping (Lights—Face of Nature as the Sun
declines—Mountain Farm, and the Cock—Slate Quarry—Sunset—
Superstition of the Country, connected with that Moment—Swans—
Female Beggar—Twilight Objects—Twilight Sounds—Western Lights
—Spirits—Night—Moonlight—Hope—Night Sounds—Conclusion.

FaRr from my dearest friend, ’tis mine to rove

Thro’ bare grey dell, high wood, and pastoral cove;

His wizard course where hoary Derwent takes

Thro’ craggs, and forest glooms, and opening lakes,
5 Staying his silent waves, to hear the roar

That stuns the tremulous cliffs of high Lodore:

Where silver rocks the savage prospect chear

Of giant yews that frown on Rydale’s mere ;

Where peace to Grasmere’s lonely island leads,
10 To willowy hedgerows, and to emerald meads;

Leads to her bridge, rude church, and cottag’d grounds,

Her rocky sheepwalks, and her woodland bounds;

Where, bosom’d d-ep, the shy Winander! peeps

’Mid clust’ring isles, and holly-sprinkl’d steeps; [10]
15 Where twilight glens endear my Esthwaite’s shore,

And memory of departed pleasures, more.

Fair scenes! with other eyes, than once, I gaze,

The ever-varying charm your round displays,

Than when, erewhile, I taught, “a happy child,”
20 The echoes of your rocks my carols wild:

Then did no ebb of chearfulness demand

Sad tides of joy from Melancholy’s hand ;

* In the App. Crit. of this poem the text of 1793 is referred to as A, the final
text as B. Texts from 1820 on have the readings of B, except where a divergence
18 noted in the App. Crit. 1794 = MS. readings in W.’s copy of 1793.

! These lines are only applicable to the middle part of that lake.

B 1-18: 1820-32 as A 1-24, but for A 18 Upon the varying etc. and
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II1
AN EVENING WALK
ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY

(Composed 1787-89. Published 1793]

General Sketch of the Lakos—Author’s regret of his Youth which was
passed amongst them—Short description of Noon—Cascade—Noontide
Retreat—Precipice and sloping Lights—Face of Nature as the Sun declines
—Mountain-farm, and the Cock—Slate-quarry—Sunset—Superstition of
the Country connected with that moment—Swans—Female Beggar—
Twilight-sounds—Western Lights—Sbirits—Night—Moonlight —Hope—

Night-sounds—Conclusion.

FAR from my dearest Friend, ’tis mine to rove
Through bare grey dell, high wood, and pastoral cove;
Where Derwent rests, and listens to the roar

That stuns the tremulous cliffs of high Lodore ;

Where peace to Grasmere’s lonely island leads,

To willowy hedge-rows, and to emerald meads;

Leads to her bridge, rude church, and cottaged grounds,
Her rocky sheepwalks, and her woodland bounds;
Where, undisturbed by winds, Winander! sleeps;

"Mid clustering isles, and holly-sprinkled steeps;
Where twilight glens endear my Esthwaite’s shore,
And memory of departed pleasures, more.

Fair scenes, erewhile, I taught, a happy child,
The echoes of your rocks my carols wild:
The spirit sought not then, in cherished sadness,
A cloudy substitute for failing gladness.

1 These lines are applicable only to the middle part of that lake.

Jor A 3-6 1827-32 read Where Derwent stops his course to hear the roar

and for A 13 bosomed deep they have deep embosomed.
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In youth’s wild eye the livelong day was bright,

The sun at morning, and the stars of night,

Alike, when first the vales the bittern fills

Or the first weodcocks! roam’d the moonlight hills. [20]

Return Delights! with whom my road begun,

When Life rear’d laughing up her morning sun;

When Transport kiss’d away my april tear,

“Rocking as in a dream the tedious year;”

When link’d with thoughtless Mirth I cours’d the plain,
And hope itself was all I knew of pain.

For then, ev’n then, the little heart would beat

At times, while young Content forsook her seat,

And wild Impatience, panting upward, show’d [25]
Where tipp’d with gold the mountain-summits glow’d.

Alas! the idle tale of man is found

Depicted in the dial’s moral round ;

With Hope Reflexion blends her social rays

To gild the total tablet of his days; [30]
Yet still, the sport of some malignant Pow’r,

He knows but from its shade the present hour.

While, Memory at my side, I wander here,

Starts at the simplest sight th’ unbidden tear,

A form discover’d at the well-known seat,

A spot, that angles at the riv’let’s feet,

The cot the ray of morning trav’ling nigh,

And sail that glides the well-known alders by.

But why, ungrateful, dwell on idle pain ?

To shew her yet some joys to me remain,

Say, will my friend, with soft affection’s ear, [35]
The history of a poet’s ev’ning hear ?

1 In the beginning of winter, these mountains, in the moonlight nights,
are covered with immense quantities of woodcocks ; which, in the dark nights,
retire into the woods.

B 23, 25, 26: 1820-32 as A 33, 35, 36.
A 46-7 The schoolboy angling at the rivulet’s feet

A 47

The orchard tufts the pathway winding nigh 1794
The ray the cot of morning trav’ling nigh 1793 (sic)

A 49-52 But oft those passions of a wider range

That rise in mortal minds from mortal change
To my tamed heart an awful grief inspire
Tempered and cheared by many a big desire;
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In youth’s keen eye the livelong day was bright,

The sun at morning, and the stars at night,

Alike, when first the bittern’s hollow bill

Was heard, or woodcocks! roamed the mobnlight hill. 20

In thoughtless gaiety I coursed the plain,
And hope itself was 3ll I knew of pain;
For then the inexperienced heart would beat
At times, while young Content forsook her seat,
And wild Impatience, pointing upward, showed, 25
Through passes yet unreached, a brighter road.
Alas! the idle tale of man is found
Depicted in the dial’s moral round ;
Hope with reflection blends her social rays
To gild the total tablet of his days; 30
Yet still, the sport of some malignant power,
He knows but from its shade the present hour.

But why, ungrateful, dwell on idle pain ?
To show what pleasures yet to me remain,
Say, will my Friend, with unreluctant ear, 35
The history of a poet’s evening hear ?

1 In the beginning of winter these mountains are frequented by wood-
cocks, which in dark nights retire into the woods.

Chiefly when, guided by some hand unseen

Through paths where grey huts thinly intervene,

I seek that footworn spot of level ground

Close by the school within the churchyard’s bound
Through every race of them who near are laid

For children’s sports kept sacred from the spade;
Such the smooth plot that skirts the mouldering rows
Of graves where Grasmere’s rustic sons repose;

From seats in the rude wall the aged bend,

And elms, above, their rugged arms extend.

What tribes of happy youth have gambolled here,
Nor in their wild mirth ever thought how near

Their sensible warm motion was allied

To the dull earth that crumbled at their side.

Even now of that gay train who there pursue

Their noisy sports with rapture ever new

There are to whom the buoyant heart proclaims
Death has no power oer their particular frames. 1794
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When, in the south, the wan noon brooding still,

Breath’d a pale steam around the glaring hill,

And shades of deep embattl’d clouds were seen

Spotting the northern cliffs with lights between ; [40]
Gazing the tempting shades to them deny’d,

When stood the shorten’d herds amid the tide,

Where, from the barren wall’s unshelter’d end,

Long rails into the shallow lake extend ;

When schoolboys stretch’d their length upon the green [45]
And round the humming elm, a glimmering scene!

In the brown park, in flocks, the troubl’d deer

Shook the still twinkling fail and glancing ear;

When horses in the wall-girt intake! stood,

Unshaded, eying far below, the flood, [50]
Crouded behind the swain, in mute distress,

With forward neck the closing gate to press;

And long, with wistful gaze, his walk survey’d

Till dipp’d his pathway in the river shade;

—Then Quiet led me up the huddling rill,

Bright’ning with water-breaks the sombrous gill?;

1 The word intake is local, and signifies & mountain-inclosure.
2 Gill is also, I believe, a term confined to this country. Glen, gill, and
dingle, have the same meaning.

A 55-6 And on the northern hills in clearer air

The shades of . . . appear 1794 (alternatively)

A 56 lights] sunny streaks 1794
A 57-66 When he who long with languid steps had toiled

Across the slippery moor, oppressed and foiled

Sinks down and finds no rest, while as he turns

The fervid earth his languid body burns,

Nor can his weak arm faintly lifted chase

The insect host that gather round his face

And join their murmurs to tho tedious sound

Of seeds of bursting furzo that crackle round

While his faint dog extended on the heath

Pants in his Ear, as he has heard the breath

Of cqol gales palpitate where Darkness weaves

O’er the brown pool a shade of alder leaves,

When at the barren wall’s unsheltered end

Where long rails far into the lake extend

The shortened herds [?crowd] close and beat the tides
With their quick tails and lashed their sprinkled sides
When horses in the naked intack stood

And vainly eyed below the tempting flood 1794

B 41-4 When at the barren wall’s unsheltered end

Where long rails far into the lake extend
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When, in the south, the wan noon, brooding still,
Breathed a pale steam around the glaring hill,
And shades of deep-embattled clouds were seen,
Spotting the northern cliffs with lights between ; 40
When crowding cattle, checked by rails that make
A fence far stretched into the shallow lake,
Lashed the cool waten with their restless tails,
Or from high points of rock looked out for fanning gales;
When school-boys stretched their length upon the green; 45
And round the broad-spread oak, a glimmering scene,
In the rough fern-clad park, the herded deer
Shook the still-twinkling tail nd glancing ear;
When horses in the sunburnt intake! stood,
And vainly eyed below the tempting flood, 50
Or tracked the passenger, in mute distress,
With forward neck the closing gate to press—
Then, while I wandered where the huddling rill
Brightens with water-breaks the hollow ghyll?
As by enchantment, an obscure retreat 55
Opened at once, and stayed my devious feet.

1 The word ¢ntake is local, and signifies a mountain-inclosure.
3 Ghyllis also, I believe, a term confined to this country : ghyll and dingle
have the same meaning.

Crowded the shortened herds, and beat the tides
With their quick tails, and lash’d their speckled sides; 1820-32
B 46-8: 1820-27 as A 62-4, but with herds for flocks
A 70/71 When in the park in flocks the troubled deer
Shook the still twinkling tail and glancing ear
A spotted surface glimmering all alive
Beneath the Elm that sounded like a hive 1794
B 53-4 where . .. Brightens . . . hollow: up . . . Brightening . . . sombrous
1820-32;°1836 as B but sombrous for hollow
B 53-4 So 1794 but I winded for I wandered. 1794 goes on
Its sober charms can chase with sweet controul
Each idle thought and sanctify the soul,
And on the morbid passions pouring balm
Resistless breathe a melancholy calm;
Or through the mind, by magic influence
Rapt into worlds beyond the reign of sense,
Roll the bright train of never ending dreams
That pass like rivers tinged with evening gleams,
While thick etc. as B 57-64, but in 58 tremulous bason for rocky
basin
917.17 s
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To where, while thick above the branches close,
In dark-brown bason its wild waves repose,
Inverted shrubs, and moss of darkest green,
Cling from the rocks, with pale wood-weeds between ;
Save that, atop, the subtle sunbeams shine,

On wither’d briars that o’er the craggs recline;
Sole light admitted here, a small pascade,
Illumes with sparkling foam the twilight shade.
Beyond, along the visto of the brook,

Where antique roots its bustling path o’erlook,
The eye reposes on a secret bridge!

Half grey, half shagg’d with ivy to its ridge.

1793

[60]

[65]

[69]

1 The reader, who has made the tour of this country, will recognize in this
description the features which characterize the lower waterfall in the
gardens of Rydale.

B 61 added 1845
B 64-5: 1820-36 as A 79-80, but impervious for twilight
B 65-71 Illumes with sparkling foam the impervious shade,

Dark winds above the visto of the brook

And antique roots its bustling path o’erlook,
Seen through the old arch of a secret bridge

Half grey, half shagged with ivy to its ridge,
Whence hangs in the cool shade the listless swain,
Lingering behind his disappearing wain 1794

B 70-1: 1820-36 as 1794

B 72-85 So 1794, but l. 75 In thy brown for Mid thy soft; after l. 77

Stabbed when desire first wantons in his blood
No dying kid shall stain thy [ ] flood ;

and after l. 85 A heart that vibrates evermore, awake

To feeling for all forms that Life can take,

That wider still its sympathy extends

And sees not any line where being ends;

Sees sense, through Nature’s rudest forms betrayed,
Tremble obscure in fountain rock and shade,

And while a secret power those forms endears
Their social accents never vainly hears.

Stream, in whose hollow rocks and humid shades
The lingering Spring her farewell fragrance breathes,
And fondly hangs her last memorial wreathes,

May rugged lightnings, may rude axe profane,

For ever from thy hallowed haunts abstain ;

And if thy rocky footway not allows

To vagrant herds the sweets of cool repose,

May never man thy peaceful glooms explore
Without a virtuous wish unfelt before.

To the whole passage W. appends the note: Much of this paragraph alludes
to Hcirace's beautiful ode to Blandusia of which the author has attempted a
translation. .

Blandusian Spring than glass more brightly clear,
Worthy of flowers and dulcet wine,
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While thick above the rill the branches close,

In rocky basin its wild waves repose,

Inverted shrubs, and moss of gloomy green,

Cling from the rocks, with pale wood-weeds between; 6o

And its own twilight softens the whole scene,

Save where aloft the subtle sunbeams shine

On withered briars that o’er the crags recline ;

Save where, with spar‘khng foam, a small cascade

Illumines, from within, the leafy shade; 65

Beyond, along the vista of the brook,

Where antique roots its bustling course o’erlook,

The eye reposes on a secret bgidge,!

Half grey, half shagged with ivy to its ridge;

There, bending o’er the stream, the listless swain 70

Lingers behind his disappearing wain.

—Did Sabine grace adorn my living line,

Blandusia’s praise, wild stream, should yield to thine!

Never shall ruthless minister of death

"Mid thy soft glooms the glittering steel unsheath ; 75

No goblets shall, for thee, be crowned with flowers,

No kid with piteous outery thrill thy bowers;

The mystic shapes that by thy margin rove

A more benignant sacrifice approve—

A mind that, in a calm angelic mood 80

Of happy wisdom, meditating good,

Beholds, of all from her high powers required,

Much done, and much designed, and more desired,—

Harmonious thoughts, a soul by truth refined,

Entire affection for all human kind. 85
1 The reader, who has made the tour of this country, will recognize, in

this description, the features which characterise the lower waterfall in the
grounds of Rydale.

Tomorrow shall a kid be thine

Whose brow, where the first budding horns appear,
Battles and love portends—portends in vain,
For he shall pour his crimson blood

To stain, bright Spring, thy gelid flood,

Nor e’er shall seek the wanton herd again.
Thee Sirius smites not from his raging star;
Thy tempting gloom a cool repose

To many a vagrant herd bestows,

And to faint oxen, weary of the share,

Thou, too, mid famous fountains shalt display
Thy glory, while I sing the oak

That hangs above the hollow rock,

Whence thy loquacious waters leap away.
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—Sweet rill, farewel! To-morrow’s noon again,
Shall hide me wooing long thy wildwood strain ;
But now the sun has gain’d his western road,
And eve’s mild hour invites my, steps abroad.

While, near the midway cliff, the silver’d kite
In many a whistling circle wheels her flight ;
Slant wat’ry lights, from parting dlouds a-pace,
Travel along the precipice’s base;

Chearing its naked waste of scatter’d stone
By lychens grey, and scanty moss o’er-grown,

Where scarce the foxglove peeps, and thistle’s beard,

And desert stone-chat, all day long, is heard.

How pleasant, as the yellowing sun declines,

And with long rays and shades the landscape shines;

To mark the birches’ stems all golden light,

100 That lit the dark slant woods with silvery white!

The willows weeping trees, that twinkling hoar,
Glanc’d oft upturn’d along the breezy shore,
Low bending o’er the colour’d water, fold

1793

[90]

[95]

[08]

B 86-127 So 1794, 1820-36, but l. 86 Sweet rill for Dear Brook; and in l. 114
Zephyrs for breezes, and ll. 11617 omitted. Forll. 124-5 they read And now
the universal tides repose And brightly blue the burnished mirror glows:
After 1. 127, 1794 goes on (the first of the couplets re-appearing in 1840-3):

The sails are dropped, the poplar’s foliage sleeps,
And insects clothe like dust the glassy deeps,

In the still deeps no brook its current stays,

But the soft dimpling marge the spot betrays;

The willows, weeping trees that twinkling hoar
Glanced oft upturned along the breezy shore,

Low bending o’er the coloured water fold

Their winged boughs and leaves like threads of gold.
Blest are those spirits tremblingly awake,

Yes, thou art blest, my friend, with mind awake

To Nature’s impulse like this living lake,

Whose mirror makes the landscape’s charms its own
With touches soft as those to Memory known;
While exquisite of sense the mighty mass

All vibrates to the lightest gales that pass.

And are there souls whose languid powers unite

No interest to each rural sound or sight,

To the lone chapel on the ocean coast,

The nameless brook below in ocean lost,

The bridge that spans the brook’s small bed half-dry,
And the proud sails in glory sweeping by ?

How different with those favoured souls who, taught

By active Fancy or by patient Thought,
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Dear Brook, farewell! To-morrow’s noon again
Shall hide me, wooing long thy wildwood strain ;
But now the sun has gained hig western road,
And eve’s mild hour invites my steps abroad.

While, near the midway cliff, the silvered kite 90
In many a whistling circle wheels her flight ;

Slant watery lights, from partmg clouds, apace

Travel along the precipice’s base ;

Cheering its naked waste of scattered stone,

By lichens grey, and scanty moss, o’er-grown; 95
Where scarce the foxglove peeps, or thistle’s beard ;

And restless stone-chat, all day long, is heard.

How pleasant, as the sun declines, to view
The spacious landscape change in form and hue!
Here, vanish, as in mist, before a flood 100
Of bright obscurity, hill, lawn, and wood ;
There, objects, by the searching beams betrayed,
Come forth, and here retire in purple shade;

See common forms prolong the endless chain

Of joy and grief, of pleasure and of pain;

But chiefly those to whom the harmonious doors
Of Science have unbarred celestial stores,

To whom a burning energy has given

That other eye which darts thro’ earth and heaven,
Roams through all space and [ ] unconfined,
Explores the illimitable tracts of mind,

And piercing the profound of time can see
Whatever man has been and man can be,

From him the local tenant of the shade

To man by all the elements obeyed.

With them the sense no trivial object knows,
Oft at its meanest touch their spirit glows,

And proud beyond all limits to aspire
*Mounts through the fields of thought on wings of fire.
But sure with tenfold pleasure they behold

The powers of Nature in each various mould,

If like the Sun their [ ] love surrounds

The various world to life’s remotest bounds,

Yet not extinguishes the warmer fire

Round which the close domestic train retire,

If but to them these forms an emblem yield,
Home their gay garden and the world their field,
While that more near demands minuter cares
Yet this its proper tendance duly shares.

B 97: 1820-36 as A
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Their moveless boughs and leaves like threads of gold; [105]
The skiffs with naked masts at anchor laid,

Before the boat-house peeping thro’ the shade ;
Th’unwearied glance of woodman’s echo’d stroke :

And curling from the trees the cottage smoke.

Their pannier’d train a groupe of potters goad,
Winding from side to side up the steep road ;
The peasant from yon cliff of fearful edge [130]
Shot, down the headlong pathway darts his sledge ;
Bright beams the lonely mountain horse illume,
Feeding 'mid purple heath, ‘“green rings!,”” and broom ;
While the sharp slope the slacken’d teain confounds,
Downward? the pond’rous timber-wain resounds; [135]
Beside their sheltering cross? of wall, the flock
Feeds on in light, nor thinks of winter’s shock ;
In foamy breaks the rill, with merry song,
Dash’d down the rough rock, lightly leaps along ;
From lonesome chapel at the mountain’s feet,
Three humble bells their rustic chime repeat ;
Sounds from the water-side the hammer’d boat ; [140]
And blasted quarry thunders heard remote.

Ev’n here, amid the sweep of endless woods,
Blue pomp of lakes, high cliffs, and falling floods,

1 “Vivid rings of green.” GREENWoOD’S Poem on Shooting.

3 “Down the rough slope the pond’rous waggon rings.” BEATTIE.

3 These rude structures, to protect the flocks, are frequent in this country :
the traveller may recollect one in Withburne, another upon Whinlatter.

A 125 sweep] stretch MS. A 126 and roar of falling floods MS.
A 128 mountain] cottage.
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Even the white stems of birch, the cottage white,
Soften their glare before the mellow light ;

The skiffs, at anchor where with umbrage wide

Yon chestnuts half the lg,tticed boat-house hide,

Shed from their sides, that face the sun’s slant beam,
Strong flakes of radiance on the tremulous stream:
Raised by yon travelling flock, a dusty cloud

Mounts from the road, and spreads its moving shroud ;
The shepherd, all involved in wreaths of fire,

Now shows a shadowy speck, and now is lost entire.

Into a gradual calm the bregzes sink,
A blue rim borders all the lake’s still brink ;
There doth the twinkling aspen’s foliage sleep,
And insects clothe, like dust, the glassy deep:
And now, on every side, the surface breaks
Into blue spots, and slowly lengthening streaks ;
Here, plots of sparkling water tremble bright
With thousand thousand twinkling points of light ;
There, waves that, hardly weltering, die away,
Tip their smooth ridges with a softer ray ;
And now the whole wide lake in deep repose
Is hushed, and like a burnished mirror glows,
Save where, along the shady western marge,
Coasts, with industrious oar, the charcoal barge.

Their panniered train a group of potters goad,
Winding from side to side up the steep road ;
The peasant, from yon cliff of fearful edge
Shot, down the headlong path darts with his sledge ;
Bright beams the lonely mountain-horse illurae
Feeding 'mid purple heath, “green rings,””! and broom ;
While the sharp slope the slackened team confounds,
Downward the ponderous timber-wain resounds;
In Yoamy breaks the rill, with merry song,
Dashed o’er the rough rock, lightly leaps along ;
From lonesome chapel at the mountain’s feet
Three humble bells their rustic chime repeat ;
Sounds from the water-side the hammered boat ;
And blasted quarry thunders, heard remote!

Even here, amid the sweep of endless woods,
Blue pomp of lakes, high cliffs and falling floods,

1 “Vivid rings of green.” GREENWo00D’S Poem on Shooting.
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Not undelightful are the simplest charms
Found by the verdant door of mountain farms. [145]

Sweetly! ferocious round his native walks,
130 Gaz’d by his sister-wives, the monarch stalks;
Spur-clad his nervous feet, and firm his tread,
A crest of purple tops his warrior head.
Bright sparks his black and haggdrd eye-ball hurls [x50]
Afar his tail he closes and unfurls;
135 Whose state, like pine-trees, waving to and fro,
Droops, and o’er canopies his regal brow,
On tiptoe rear’d he blowg his clarion throat,
Threaten'd by faintly answering farms remote.

Bright’'ning the cliffs between where sombrous pine,

140 And yew-trees o’er the silver rocks recline,
I love to mark the quarry’s moving trains,
Dwarf pannier’d steeds, and men, and numerous wains:
How busy the enormous hive within, [x60]
While Echo dallies with the various din!

145 Some, hardly heard their chissel’s clinking sound,
Toil, small as pigmies, in the gulph profound ;

1 “Dolcemente feroce.’—TAasso.

In this description of the cock, I remembered a spirited one of the same
animal in I’Agriculture, ou Les Géorgiques Frangoises of M. Rossuet.

A 132 followed in MS. by With shining hue his wings and body glow
And loose and long the tossing feathers flow
Lofty his neck of glossy varying die
And scintillates his dark and haggard eye
His tail, like pinetree, etc. MS.
A 135-6 retained in 1820-32.
B 148-55 So 1794, but for 148 Spur-clad his nervous feet of azure hue
And firm his tread on legs of gleaming blue;
Long floating plumes his gorgeous form o’erspread ;
tn 1. 150 haggard for rolling (so 1820-32); after I. 151 follow A 135-6.
and 152 reads With neck high-reared he etc.
After B 155, 1794 goes on Blush ye not—ye who that high soul employ
To fire your savage breasts with barbarous joy ?
Learn at his call to rise from slumber pure
And meet him early at your opening door
There with another eye behold him wave
The floating pomp of plumage Nature gave
From love of Nature love of Virtue flows
And hand in hand with Virtue Pleasure goes. (So Wellesley Q.)
B 148-53 Spur clad his nervous feet of silver hue
And firm his tread on legs of gleaming blue
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Not undelightful are the simplest charms,
Found by the grassy door of mountain-farms. 145

Sweetly ferocious,! round his native walks,
Pride of his sister-wives, the monarch stalks ;
Spur-clad his nervous feet, and firm his tread ;
A crest of purple tops the warrior’s head.
Bright sparks his black and rolling eyeball hurls 150
Afar, his tail he closes and unfurls;
On tiptoe reared, he strains his clarion throat,
Threatened by faintly-answering farms remote:
Again with his shrill voice the mountain rings,
While, flapped with conscious pride, resound his wings! 155

Where, mixed with graceful birch, the sombrous pine
And yew-tree o’er the silver rocks recline,
I love to mark the quarry’s moving trains,
Dwarf panniered steeds, and men, and numerous wains:
How busy all the enormous hive within, 160
While Echo dallies with its various din!
Some (hear you not their chisels’ clinking sound ?)
Toil, small as pygmies in the gulf profound ;

1 “Dolcemente feroce.”’—TAsso.
In this description of the cock, I remembered a spirited one of the same
animal in I’Agriculture, ou Les Géorgiques Frangoises of M. Rossuet.

Long glittering plumes his gorgeous form o’erspread

A crest embattled tops his warrior head

And shows the sunshine through a livelier red

With restless feet he chafes the ground and spurns

From his black eye flashes as he turns

His proud neck now foregoes its glossy dyes

As in the breeze his ruffled feathers rise

And now he closes and unfurls his tail

And midway oft it seems like shifting sail

Then in the calm air waving to and fro

Droops and oercanopies his regal brow  Wellesley Q.
B 149 the warrior’s: his warrior 1820-32.
B 156-7 Where spring-wet silver rocks high-towering shine

Through broken groves of holly, birch, and pine  1794: 1820-32 as A

B 161-9: 1820-32 as A 144-52
B 162-3 Some in the gulph profound like pigmies ply

Their clinking chisel hardly heard so high 1794

917.17 D
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Some, dim between th’ aereal cliffs descry’d,

O’erwalk the viewless plank from side to side;

These by the pale-blue rocks that ceaseless ring
150 Glad from their airy baskets hang and sing.

Hung o’er a cloud, above the steep that rears
It’s edge all flame, the broad’'ning sun appears;
A long blue bar it'’s ®gis orb divides,
And breaks the spreading of it’s golden tides;
155 And now it touches on the purple steep
That flings his shadow on the pictur’d deep.
Cross the calm lakes blue shades the cliffs aspire,
With tow’rs and woods a “prospect all on fire ;”’
The coves and secret hollows thro’ a ray
160 Of fainter gold a purple gleam betray ;
The gilded turf arrays in richer green
Each speck of lawn the broken rocks between ;
Deep yellow beams the scatter’d boles illume,
Far in the level forest’s central gloom ;
165 Waving his hat, the shepherd in the vale
Directs his winding dog the cliffs to scale,
That, barking busy ‘mid the glittering rocks,
Hunts, where he points, the intercepted flocks;

B 165 slender 1815: viewless 1794

B 167: 1794 as A 150: then 1794 goes on
At the still entrance, when the moonbeams smile
Bright on the scattered implements of toil,
And far within from black gigantic walls
O’er the sharp crags in masses darkness falls,
There led by Sorrow does a maiden go
Through the dull gloom, inaudible and slow,
To that sad spot her bosomed pain to tell
Where crushed by falling rocks her lover fell,
When Love created thought where’er he stole
Through her young veins till all her frame was souly
Fell while all warm with Joy’s delicious fires
She chid the slow moon ‘‘lingering her desires”’,
That very moon which, ere she reached her wain,
Led her to these deep clefts to break the reign
Of Peace with anguish exquisite as vain.

B 172-3, 1820-7, as A 155-6; its image 1832

B 172-4 Such the dark spear that crossed the sunbroad shield
Of Satan striding o’er the empyreal field.
In purple veiled the western hills recede
With all their subject landscape grove and mead
Beyond the lake the opposing cliffs aspire 1794

1793

|165])

[170]

[175]

[180]

[185]
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Some, dim between the lofty cliffs descried,
O’erwalk the slender plank from side to side;
These, by the pale-blue rocks that ceaseless ring,
In airy baskets hanging,«work and sing.

*Just where a cloud above the mountain rears
An edge all flame, the proadening sun appears;
A long blue bar its sgis orb divides,
And breaks the spreading of its golden tides;
And now that orb has touched the purple steep,
Whose softened image penetrates the deep.
’Cross the calm lake’s blue shades the cliffs aspire,
With towers and woods, a “prospect all on fire ;"
While coves and secret hollows, through a ray
Of fainter gold, a purple gleam betray.
Each slip of lawn the broken rocks between
Shines in the light with more than earthly green:
Deep yellow beams the scattered stems illume,
Far in the level forest’s central gloom:
Wayving his hat, the shepherd, from the vale,
Directs his winding dog the cliffs to scale,—
The dog, loud barking, ‘mid the glittering rocks,

Hunts, where his master points, the intercepted flocks.

B 175 towers] cataracts 1794

B 178-80: 1820-32 as A but invests with for arrays in

B 178-9:"1794 as A 159-60 followed by
And mellow lights invest with richer green
Each speck of lawn the broken rocks between,
And cots till now in bowering shades concealed
Through their transparent veil gleam half revealed,
Where oaks o’erhang the road the radiance shoots
On tawny earth wild weeds and twisted roots
Deep yellow etc as B 180-1

B 182 Waving his hat] in 1794 preceded by
Thrilled by these searching rays the tuneful throng
With joy redoubles there its choicest song

B 184 He barking busy mid the glittering rocks 1794: 1820 as- A
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Where oaks o’erhang the road the radiance shoots
170 On tawny earth, wild weeds, and twisted roots;
The Druid! stones their lighted fane unfold
And all the babbling brooks age liquid gold ;
Sunk? to a curve the day-star lessens still, [190]
Gives one bright glance, and sinks behind the hill.

175  In these lone vales, if aught of faith may claim,
Thin silver hairs, and ancient hamlet fame ;

1 Not far from Broughton is a Druid monument, of which I do not recol-
lect that any tour descriptive of this country makes mention. Perhaps this
poem may fall into the hands of some curious traveller, who may thank me
for informing him, that up the Duddon, the river which forms the @stuary
at Broughton, may be found some of the most romantic scenery of these
mountains.

2 From Thomson: see Scott’s Critical Essays.

B 186-91 More faintly shines the inverted scene impressed
Deep in the crystal water’s placid breast;
From hill to hill sublimer shadows sweep
As the big sun rests on the purple steep:
His more determined round of deepening gold
Shows like a moon of vast resplendent mould,
And flings a road of fire from shore to shore
Whose splendour veils the glance of passing oar.
Crested with trees behold yon fortress raise
His battlements to meet the parting blaze,
Refulgent on the mountain top appear
The naked druid stones, and curling near
From piles of burning fern still smoke aspires,
Where once the savage viewed mysterious fires,
The lowly abbey in the purple cove
Hardly betrays his forehead through the grove
Far to the west. The sun sinks down above
Sinks slowly to a curve and lessens still
Gives etc. as B 191
Spirit who guid’st that orb and view’st from high
Thrones, towers, and fanes in blended ruin lie,
Roll to Peruvian vales thy gorgeous way
See thine own temples mouldering in decay,
Roll on till hurled from thy bright car sublime
Thyself confess the mighty arm of Time
Thy star must perish, but triumphant Truth
Shall tend a brightening flame in endless youth. 1794.
B 188 brightened] burnished 1836
B 191: 1820 as A
A 176-90 So 1794, but il. 185-6 as B (but with evening for solar). After
A 190, 1794 goes on:
Why, shepherds, tremble thus with new alarms
As if ye heard the din of civil arms ?
Along the astonished hamlets listening round
The silent watch-dog marks not any sound
Of ruder presage than yon busy mill
Beating beneath those towers that crest the hill,
Where the swift brook once drunk in danger falls
In breaks that glitter down the fractured walls:



1849 AN EVENING WALK

Where oaks o’erhang the road the radiance shoots
On tawny earth, wild weeds, and twisted roots;
The druid-stones a brightened ring unfold ;

And all the babbling brgoks are liquid gold ;

Sunk to a curve, the day-star lessens still,

Gives one bright glance, and drops behind the hill.}

In these secluded vhles, if village fame,
Confirmed by hoary hairs, belief may claim ;

1 From Thomson.

Why, shiepherds, tremble thys with new alarms
As if ye heard the din of civil arms?

Peace now is yours, the brother swains that view
Romantic Tiviot's rocks are still as you;
Lighted by flames flushed from the torch of War
No more that beacon sends dismay afar;

But now, while dances his exulting spire

Red with the thunder tempest’s splendid fire,
There from the bursting of the summer clouds
All unconcerned the mountain shepherd shrouds,
And from the aerial window loves to mark

The shower o'er road and village driving dark,
And swains for shelter hurrying from their toil,
And soon returned to till a freshened soil.

And when the sun declining pours the tide

Of heat redundant from the mountain side
Behind a mound, which rose in ruder days

For other use, that shepherd shuns the blaze;
The flocks across the beacon’s shadow bound

In antick race beneath that mossy mound,

Nor with their noiseless feet the earth molest
Where side by side the slain and slayers rest.
Not thus where Labour bids yon marsh recede
And guides the river through the rising mead,

Leads through new buds and blooms the wondering Spring

To hear with their firrt notes young woodlands ring,
Bids hamlets clustering round his path display
Health’s liveliest rose by doors with plenty gay,
Bids at his feet. translucent rivulets flow,

And his own infant Zephyrs fan his brow,

There rent the fen before him and—behold

A horseman skeleton of giant mould.

Half-shown erect his mighty bones he rears,

An unknown being of forgotten years,

Or of that race who, ere these mountain shades
Called Joy and Beauty to their watry glades,
Rushed o’er the billowy swamp like Tempests, borne
On steeds that trampled to the bugle horn

And with one [ ] groan in armies sunk,

Mute Havoc smiling grimly backward slunk,

Low muttering o’er the earth that gasped beneath
Hung the dim shapes of Solitude and Death.

And all was theirs, save that the plover passed
With screams, and bittern blew his hollow blast.

B 193 hoary 1845: silver 1820-36
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When up the hills, as now, retreats the light,
Strange apparitions mock the village sight.

A desperate form appears, that spurs his steed,
Along the midway cliffs with viblent speed ;
Unhurt pursues his lengthen’d flight, while all
Attend, at every stretch, his headlong fall.

Anon, in order mounts a gorgeoud show

Of horsemen shadows winding to and fro;

And now the van is gilt with evening’s beam
The rear thro’ iron brown betrays a sullen gleam ;
Lost! gradual o’er the heights in pomp they go,
While silent stands th’ admiring vale below ;
Till, but the lonely beacon all is fled,

That tips with eve’s last gleam his spiry head.

Now while the solemn evening Shadows sail,
On red slow-waving pinions down the vale,
And, fronting the bright west in stronger lines,
The oak its dark’ning boughs and foliage twines,
I love beside the flowing lake to stray,

Where winds the road along the secret bay ;
By rills that tumble down the woody steeps,
And run in transport to the dimpling deeps;
Along the *“‘wild meand’ring’’ shore to view,
Obsequious Grace the winding swan pursue.
He swells his lifted chest, and backward flings
His bridling neck between his tow’ring wings;
Stately, and burning in his pride, divides
And glorying looks around, the silent tides:
On as he floats, the silver’d waters glow.

Proud of the varying arch and moveless form of snow.

While tender Cares and mild domestic Loves,
With furtive watch pursue her as she moves;
The female with a meeker charm succeeds,
And her brown little ones around her leads,

1793

[195]

[200]

[205]

[211]

[215]

[218]

[222]

[225]

1 See a description of an appearance of this kind in Clark’s ‘‘Survey of the
Lakes”, accompanied with vouchers of its veracity that may amuse the
reader.

B 195 shepherd’s] gazer’s 182032
B 196-211: 1820-32 as A but with B 202-3 for A 185
A 191-218 So 1794 ; but ll. 193—4 corr. to B, and for A 195-6

Come with thy poet, come, my friend, to stray
Where winds the road along the secret bay,
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When up the hills, as now, retired the light,
Strange apparitions mocked the shepherd’s sight. 195

The form appears of one that spurs his steed
Midway along the hill with desperate speed ;
Unhurt pursues his lengthened flight, while all
Attend, at every stretch, his headlong fall.
Anon, appears a brave, a gorgeous show 200
Of horsemen-shadows moving to and fro;
At intervals imperial banners stream,
And now the van reflects the solar beam ;
The rear through iron brown bgtrays a sullen gleam.
While silent stands the admiring crowd below, 205
Silent the visionary warriors go,
Winding in ordered pomp their upward way,!
Till the last banner of their long array
Has disappeared, and every trace is fled
Of splendour—save the beacon’s spiry head 210
Tipt with eve’s latest gleam of burning red.

Now, while the solemn evening shadows sail,

On slowly-waving pinions, down the vale;

And, fronting the bright west, yon oak entwines

Its darkening boughs and leaves in stronger lines; 215
"Tis pleasant near the tranquil lake to stray

Where, winding on along some secret bay,

The swan uplifts his chest, and backward flings

His neck, a varying arch, between his towering wings:

The eye that marks the gliding creature sees 220
How graceful, pride can be, and how majestic, ease.

While tender cares and mild domestic loves

With furtive watch pursue her as she moves,

The female with a meeker charm succeeds,

Ana her brown little-ones around her leads, 225

1 See a description of an appearance of this kind in Clark's ‘' Survey of the
Lakes”, accompanied by vouchers of its veracity, that may amuse the
reader.

Come while the parting day yet serves to shew
Thy cheek that shames the water’s crimson glow,
and in A 198 enamoured for in transport
A 191-218 So 1815 but omitting 193-4, and for 195 How pleasant etc. as B,
and for A 203 In all the majesty of ease, divides. So 1820-32 but with ll.
93-4as B
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Nibbling the water lilies as they pass,

Or playing wanton with the floating grass:
She in a mother’s care, her beauty’s pride
Forgets, unweary’d watching every side,
She calls them near, and with affection sweet
Alternately relieves their weary feet;
Alternately! they mount her baqk, and rest
Close by her mantling wings’ embraces prest.

Long may ye roam these hermit waves that sleep,
In birch besprinkl’d cliffs embosom’d deep;
These fairy holms untroaden, still, and green,
Whose shades protect the hidden wave serene ;
Whence fragrance scents the water’s desart gale,
The violet, and the lily? of the vale;
Where, tho’ her far-off twilight ditty steal,
They not the trip of harmless milkmaid feel.

Yon tuft conceals your home, your cottage bow'r,
Fresh water rushes strew the verdant floor;
Long grass and willows form the woven wall,
And swings above the roof the poplar tall.
Thence issuing oft, unwieldly as ye stalk,
Ye crush with broad black feet your flow'ry walk ;
Safe from your door ye hear at breezy morn,
The hound, the horse’s tread, and mellow horn ;
At peace inverted your lithe necks ye lave,
With the green bottom strewing o’er the wave;
No ruder sound your desart haunts invades,
Than waters dashing wild, or rocking shades.
Ye ne’er, like hapless human wanderers, throw

240 Your young on winter’s winding sheet of snow.

! This is a fact of which I have been an eyewitness.
? The lily of the valley is found in great abundance in the smaller islands
of Winandermere.

A 221-6 These sylvan holms, the haunt of birds that trill

Their wildest notes in sanctuary still,
These holms that give the water’s desart air
Sweets not its own on gentler wing to bear,

1793

[230]

[235]

[240]

[245]
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Nibbling the water lilies as they pass,

Or playing wanton with the floating grass.

She, in a mother’s care, her beauty’s pride

Forgetting, calls the wearjed to her side ;

Alternately they mount her back, and rest 230
Close by her mantling wings’ embraces prest.

Long may they float upon this flood serene;
Theirs be these holms untrodden, still, and green,
Where leafy shades fence off the blustering gale,
And breathes in peace the lily of the vale! 235
Yon isle, which feels not even fhe milk-maid’s feet,
Yet hears her song, ‘“by distance made more sweet,”
Yon isle conceals their home, their hut-like bower ;
Green water-rushes overspread the floor;
Long grass and willows form the woven wall, 240
And swings above the roof the poplar tall.
Thence issuing often with unwieldy stalk,
They crush with broad black feet their flowery walk ;
Or, from the neighbouring water, hear at morn
The hound, the horse’s tread, and mellow horn;
Involve their serpent-necks in changeful rings,
Rolled wantonly between their slippery wings,
Or, starting up with noise and rude delight,
Force half upon the wave their cumbrous flight.

e
-—
w

All scent which hill or dewy glen exhale,
The wild heath and the lilly of the vale. 1794.

So Wellesley Q, MS. but ll. 221-2 holms where Music loves to trill Her
B 232-49: 1827-32 as B but ye . . . yours (232-3) for they . . . theirs and for
1. 239 Fresh water rushes strew the verdant floor; for I. 243 With broad black
feet ye crush your flowery walk ; and in 246, 247, and 249 your for their
B 236-49 So 1794 but 243 Ye . . . your for They . . . their; ll. 245/6

There oft at peace inverted feed and lave
And with the grassy bottom strew the wave;
and in ll. 246, 247, 249 your for their. After B 249, 1794 goes on
Domestic bliss secure and constant love
And constant peace your lengthened years approve,
Jollowed by A 239-40. So Wellesley Q.
917,17 E
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Fair swan! by all a mother’s joys caress’d, [230]
Haply some wretch has ey’d, and call’d thee bless’d ;
Who faint, and beat by summer’s breathless ray,

Hath dragg’d her babes along this weary way ;

While arrowy fire extorting feverish groans,

Shot stinging through her stark o’er-labour’d bones.
—With backward gaze, lock’d jt;ints, and step of pain,
Her seat scarce left, she strives, alas! in vain,

To teach their limbs along the burning road

A few short steps to totter with their load,

Shakes her numb arm that slumbers with its weight,
And eyes through tears the mountain’s shadeless height ;
And bids her soldier come her woes to share,

Asleep on Bunker’s charnel hill afar;

For hope’s deserted well why wistful look ?

Chok’d is the pathway, and the pitcher broke.

1 see her now, deny’d to lay her head, [256]
On cold blue nights, in hut or straw-built shed ;
Turn to a silent smile their sleepy cry,
By pointing to a shooting star on high:
I hear, while in the forest depth he sees,
The Moon’s fix’d gaze between the opening trees,
In broken sounds her elder grief demand,
And skyward lift, like one that prays, his hand,
If, in that country, where he dwells afar,
His father views that good, that kindly star;
—Ah me! all light is mute amid the gloom,
The interlunar cavern of the tomb.
—When low-hung clouds each star of summer hide,  [260]
And fireless are the valleys far and wide,
Where the brook brawls along the painful road,
Dark with bat haunted ashes stretching broad,
The distant clock forgot, and chilling dew,
Pleas’d thro’ the dusk their breaking smiles to view,
Oft has she taught them on her lap to play
Delighted, with the glow-worm’s harmless ray
Toss’d light from hand to hand ; while on the ground  [265]
Small circles of green radiance gleam around.
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Fair Swan! by all a mother’s joys caressed, 250
Haply some wretch has eyed, and called thee blessed ;
When with her infants, from some shady seat

By the lake’s edge, she rqse—to face the noontide heat ;

Or taught their limbs along the dusty road

A few short steps to totter with their load. 255

I see her now, denied to lay her head,
On cold blue nights, in hut or straw-built shed,
Turn to a silent smile their sleepy cry,
By pointing to the gliding moon on high.
—When low-hung clouds each star of summer hide, 260
And fireless are the valleys far and wide,
Where the brook brawls along the public road
Dark with bat-haunted ashes stretching broad,
Oft has she taught them on her lap to lay
The shining glow-worm ; or, in heedless play, 265
Toss it from hand to hand, disquieted ;
While others, not unseen, are free to shed
Green unmolested light upon their mossy bed.

A 241-78 So 1794 but . 249 glaring for burning and in place of ll. 261-4
And now behold her elder grief upraise
His little hands to Heaven like one that prays
And ask while in the forest’s depth he sees
The silent moon between the opening trees So Wellesley Q.
B 252-3 The whilst upon some sultry summer’s day
She dragg’d her babes along this weary way 1820-32
A 253-4 still, Her soldier stretched on Bunker’s charnel hill Wellesley Q.
The reading in A is a correction, from 1793 errata, of Mindan’s charnel plain
A 255-6 Oft as her fancy turns from where he fell
She finds the pitcher broke at hope’s deserted well MS.
B 259-68: 1820-32 as A 260-78 butom.ll. 273—4. 1836 as 1832 but for A 264
While toward the sky he lifts his pale bright hand, in A 267
s Alas! for Ah me! and for A 275-8 .. . on her lap to lay
The shining glow-worm; or, in heedless play
Toss it from hand to hand, disquieted ;
While others, not unseen, are free to shed
Green unmolested light upon their mossy bed.
A 260 a shooting star] the clear bright moon MS.
A 269-70 . . . conceal each summer star . . . wide and far MS.
A 278 radiance] lustre MS.
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Oh! when the bitter showers her path assail,
And roars between the hills the torrent gale,
—No more her breath can thaw their fingers cold,
Their frozen arms her neck no more can fold ;
Scarce heard, their chattering lips her shoulder chill,
And her cold back their colder bosoms thrill ;
All blind she wilders o’er the lightless heath,
Led by Fear’s cold wet hand, and dogg’d by Death ;
Death, as she turns her neck the kiss to seek,
Breaks off the dreadful kiss with angry shriek.
Snatch’d from her shoulder with despairing moan,
She clasps them at that ‘dim-seen roofless stone—
“Now ruthless Tempest launch thy deadliest dart!
Fall fires—but let us perish heart to heart.”
Weak roof a cow’ring form two babes to shield,
And faint the fire a dying heart can yield ;
Press the sad kiss, fond mother! vainly fears
Thy flooded cheek to wet them with its tears;
Soon shall the Light’ning hold before thy head
His torch, and shew them slumbering in their bed,
No tears can chill them, and no bosom warms,
Thy breast their death-bed, coffin’d in thine arms.

Sweet are the sounds that mingle from afar,
Heard by calm lakes, as peeps the folding star,

B 269-78: 1820 as A 279-300, but om. 283, 284, 287-9, 297, 298.
as B but in 1827-32 B 270 as A 280

A 279 bitter] crazing MS.

A 279-300 Oh, when the whirling drifts her paths assail,

And like a torrent roars the mountain gale,
Perhaps she knows that mother’s pangs whose fate
The shepherds of these hills shall long relate!

Poor Wanderer, when from forest, brook and dell
Long sounding groans the storm’s approach foretell,
Thy memory in those groans shall live and cast
Fresh horror o’er wide Stanemoor’s wintry waste.
Her babes with chattering lips her shoulder chilled
And her cold back their colder bosoms thrilled

No more her breeth could thaw their fingers cold
Their frozen arms her neck no more could fold
When blind she wildered oer the lightless heath

1793
[269]

[273]

[277]

[280]

1827-36

(efc. as A 286-95, but I. 287 Who . . . turned for Death . . . turns; 287 Broke
or Breaks; 289-90 call . . . wall for moan . . . stone)

Ah then, to baffle the relentless storm,
8She tries each fond device Despair can form,
Beneath her stiffened coat to shield them strives,
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Oh! when the sleety showers her path assail,

And like a torrent roars the headstrong gale ; 270
No more her breath can thaw their fingers cold,

Their frozen arms her neck no more can fold ;

Weak roof a covering form two babes to shield,

And faint the fire a dying heart can yield!

Press the sad kiss, fond mother! vainly fears 275
Thy flooded cheek to wet them with its tears;

No tears can chill them, and no bosom warms,

Thy breast their death-bed, coffined in thine arms!

Sweet are the sounds that mmgle from afar,
Heard by calm lakes, as peeps "the folding star, 280

With love whose providence in death survives.
‘When morning breaks I see the [ ] swain,
Sole moving shape in all that boundless plain,
Start at her stedfast form by horror decked,
Dead, and as if in act to move, erect.
The ear is lost in wonder thus to find
Such quiet with such various sounds combined,
And wondring ever knows not if ’tis more
Horror or stillness, silence or uproar* 1794

A 281-3 And now no more her breath, as midnight’s cold,
Can thaw their fingers as her neck they fold,
Even while their chattering etc. MS.

285-6 Unconscious hurrying o’er the blasted heath
With every wildering footstep dogged by death MS.
291-2 Her breast may warm them, her embrace may strain MS.

(292 illegible)

A 301-10 If born on gentle breezes Twilight shake
The surface of the faintly rippling lake,
Lengthening it shoots a line of silver white
Beneath the blackening hills of steeper height,
While many a dark bay, which no gales explore,
Steals from the view and mingles with the shore.
So life’s secluded hours of peace and shade
The retrospective eye of thought evade.
But now no leaf stirs in the dead still air
How sweet the sounds that mingle from afar
And now a breeze with tremulous shudder creeps
Oer the brown lake, but all the twinkling deeps,
Touched by a thousand tiny insect wings,
Break into little momentary rings
While the duck etc (303-10) 1794

* These verses relate the catastrophe of a poor woman who was found dead
on Stanemoor two years ago with two children whom she had in vain
attempted to protect from the storm in the manner described (W.W. note)
1794,
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Where the duck dabbles ‘mid the rustling sedge,
And feeding pike starts from the water’s edge,

Or the swan stirs the reeds, his neck and bill
Wetting, that drip upon the water still ;

And heron, as resounds the trodden shore, [285]
Shoots upward, darting his long neck before.
While, by the scene compos’d, the breast subsides,
Nought wakens or disturbs it’s tranquil tides;
Nought but the char that for the may-fly leaps,
And breaks the mirror of the circling deeps;

Or clock, that blind against the wanderer born,
Drops at his feet, and st#ls his droning horn.
—The whistling swain that plods his ringing way
Where the slow waggon winds along the bay ;
The sugh?! of swallow flocks that twittering sweep,
The solemn curfew swinging long and deep;

The talking boat that moves with pensive sound,
Or drops his anchor down with plunge profound ;
Of boys that bathe remote the faint uproar,

And restless piper wearying out the shore ;

These all to swell the village murmurs blend,

That soften’d from the water-head descend.
While in sweet cadence rising small and still

The far-off minstrels of the haunted hill,

As the last bleating of the fold expires,

Tune in the mountain dells their water lyres.

Now with religious awe the farewell light
Blends with the solemn colouring of the night ;

1 ‘Sugh,’ a Scotch word, expressive, as Mr. Gilpin explainsit, of the sound
of the motion of a stick through the air, or of the wind passing through the
trees. See Burns’ Cotter’s Saturday Night.

A 303-4 not in MS. 305 Or] Where MS.
A 309 No sound alarming as the breast subsides MS.
A 311-13 Save that uncertain for the mayfly leaps

The trout, and stirs the mirror of the deeps,
Save that the clock against etc. MS.

And the trout leaping for the fly of May
Startles the musing wanderer on his way
The rooks that travel homeward cawing gay
And whistling swain etc. MS.

A 311-28 Nought save the bat whose wings just as they strike

The face with frequent glance start off oblique
Or gnail that in the narrow pathway crawls
And checks at once the blind foot ere it falls.
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Where the duck dabbles ‘mid the rustling sedge,

And feeding pike starts from the water’s edge,

Or the swan stirs the reeds, his neck and bill

Wetting, that drip upon.the water still ;

And heron, as resounds the trodden shore, 285
Shoots upward, darting his long neck before.

Now, with religious awe, the farewell light
Blends with the solemn colouring of night ;

‘While such soft stillness, with such various sounds
Combined and linked, the wandring thought confounds,*
The whistling swain, who plcds his ringing way
Where the slow waggon grates along the bay,
The sugh of swallow flocks that twittering pass,
The clamorous land-rail quaking in the grass,
The horses which led out their thirst to slake
Beat with incessant hoof the dashing lake,
The sweep of mowers’ scythes that late pursue
Their cooler labour in the evening dew
The horse’s trot now faint, now loud, uneven
As the wild road—the herd by cow-boy driven
Afield and quickening still with cumbrous chase
At every shout their heavy weltering pace
The talking boat etc. (319-28) as A but l. 322 sandlark for piper
and [. 326 twilight hours for far-off minstrels 1794, which goes on:
Once the born traveller’s lightless path to chear
No other strains survived that knell severe
’Less Philomel, than man more free and bless’d,
Sung, master of his joy and of his rest;
For hushed were village green and cottage door,
And merriment expired in hall or bower.
A 318-19 The beetle winding dull his droning flight
The angler’s boat that plies his pensive round MS.
A 323-4 And restless wagtail piping by the shore
Clear voices from sequestered cottage door
Where floating down the breozeless waters come
Confused the swellings of the village hum. MS.
A 325 sweet] low MS.
A 329-76,S0 1794, but 1. 344 Tracking corr. to And track; and U. 361-2 corr.
to So vanish human Joy, these beauteous shades
But not alas! with them their memory fades
and between 376 and 377 1794 has
Nought but the char that for the night-fly leaps
And strikes with sudden plunge the silent deeps
Or clock that blind against the wanderer borne
Drops at his feet and stills his dismal horn (v. A 311-14)
B 287-314 So 1815-32, but between B 294 and 295 1815-20 insert A 337-8,
and in B 308, 1815-20 as A 364

* Dew-loving frogs uncertain leap—or pie
Loud chattering from his household fir on high another MS,
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"Mid groves of clouds that crest the mountain’s brow,

And round the West’s proud lodge their shadows throw, [290]
Like Una! shining on her gloomy way,

The half seen form of Twilight roams astray ;

Thence, from three paly loopholes mild and small,

Slow lights upon the lake’s still bosom fall,

Beyond the mountain’s giant reach that hides

In deep determin’d gloom his subject tides.

—'Mid the dark steeps repose the shadowy streams,

As touch’d with dawning moonlight’s hoary gleams,

Long streaks of fairy light the wave illume

With bordering lines of ‘intervening gloom,

Soft o’er the surface creep the lustres pale [295]
Tracking with silvering path the changeful gale.

—'Tis restless magic all ; at once the bright

Breaks on the shade, the shade upon the light,

Fair Spirits are abroad ; in sportive chase [301]
Brushing with lucid wands the water’s face,

While music stealing round the glimmering deeps

Charms the tall circle of th’ enchanted steeps.

—As thro’ th’ astonish’d woods the notes ascend,

The mountain streams their rising song suspend ;

Below Eve’s listening Star the sheep walk stills

It’s drowsy tinklings on th’ attentive hills;

The milkmaid stops her ballad, and her pail

Stays it’s low murmur in th’ unbreathing vale ;

No night-duck clamours for his wilder’d mate,

Aw’d, while below the Genii hold their state.

—The pomp is fled, and mute the wondrous strains, [305]
No wrack of all the pageant scene remains,

So? vanish those fair Shadows, human joys,

But Death alone their vain regret destroys.

Unheeded Night has overcome the vales,

On the dark earth the bafii’d vision fails,

If peep between the clouds a star on high,

There turns for glad repose the weary eye;

The latest lingerer of the forest train,

The lone black fir, forsakes the faded plain; [310]

1 Alluding to this passage of Spenser—

“Her angel face
As the great eye of Heaven shined bright,
And made a sunshine in that shady place.”

2 “So break those glittering shadows, human joys.” Youna.
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"Mid groves of clouds that crest the mountain’s brow,

And round the west’s proud lodge their shadows throw, 290
Like Una shining on her gloomy way,

The half-seen form of Twilight roams astray ;

Shedding, through paly loop-holes mild and small,

Gleams that upon the lake’s still bosom fall;

Soft o’er the surface creep those lustres pale 295
Tracking the motions of the fitful gale.

With restless interchange at once the bright

Wins on the shade, the shade upon the light.

No favoured eye was e’er allowed to gaze

On lovelier spectacle in faery days; 300
When gentle Spirits urged a sportive chase,

Brushing with lucid wands the water’s face:

While music, stealing round the glimmering deeps,

Charmed the tall circle of the enchanted steeps.

—The lights are vanished from the watery plains: 305
No wreck of all the pageantry remains.

Unheeded night has overcome the vales:

On the dark earth the wearied vision fails;

The latest lingerer of the forest train,

The lone black fir, forsakes the faded plain; 310

A 333 Like Una lost and pensive on her way MS. 335 paly] lilac MS.

A 349-50 As charm’d by magic from the dark-brown deeps Like a black

wall descend the mountain steeps MS. A 351 As stealing through

the woods etc MS. A 3564 attentive] unbreathing MS. A 356 un-

breathing] hollow MS. A 362 Yet not their vain regret, which Death

alone destroys MS. A 364 Along the plains all form and colour fails MS.
917.17 F
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Last evening sight, the cottage smoke no more,
Lost in the deepen’d darkness, glimmers hoar;
High towering from the sullen dark-brown mere,
Like a black wall, the mountain steeps appear,
Thence red from different heights with restless gleam
Small cottage lights across the water stream,
Nought else of man or life remains behind

To call from other worlds the wilder’d mind,
Till pours the wakeful bird her solemn strains
Heard! by the night-calm of the wat’ry plains.
—No purple prospects now the mind employ
Glowing in golden sunse} tints of joy,

But o’er the sooth’d accordant heart we feel

A sympathetic twilight slowly steal,

And ever, as we fondly muse, we find

The soft gloom deep’ning on the tranquil mind.
Stay! pensive, sadly-pleasing visions, stay!

Ah no! as fades the vale, they fade away.

Yet still the tender, vacant gloom remains,

Still the cold cheek its shuddering tear retains.

The bipd, with fading light who ceas’d to thread
Silent the hedge or steaming rivulet’s bed,
From his grey re-appearing tower shall soon
Salute with boding note the rising moon,
Frosting with hoary light the pearly ground,
And pouring deeper blue to Ather’s bound ;
Rejoic’d her solemn pomp of clouds to fold
In robes of azure, fleecy white, and gold,
While rose and poppy, as the glow-worm fades,
Checquer with paler red the thicket shades.

Now o’er the eastern hill, where Darkness broods

400 O’er all its vanish’d dells, and lawns, and woods

1 ‘Charming the night calm with her powerful song’. A line of one of our
older poets.

A 379-81: 1815 as B 315

A 380 Glowing in] Adorned by MS.
heeded steal MS.

A 389-98 The owl at dusk no longer seen to thread

Silent the hedge or streaming rivulet’s bed

From his grey reappearing tower shall soon

Call o’er the dark hill-top the rising moon

To frost with hoary light the pearly ground

And pour a deeper blue to ether’s bound,

Rejoiced his solemn pomp of clouds to fold

In robes of azure, fleecy white, and gold,

While rose and foxglove chequer the dim shades
With paler crimson as the glow-worm fades. 1794

1793

[314]

[315]

[320]

[330]

A 382 A tender twilight all un-
A 385 Ye fondly formed, ye charming etc. MS.
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Last evening sight, the cottage smoke, no more,
Lost in the thickened darkness, glimmers hoar;
And, towering from the sullen dark-brown mere,
Like a black wall, the mquntain-steeps appear.
