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INTRODUCTION

THE approach to Swinburne is one of singular hazard. He is among’
those poets who respond imperfectly to the methods of pure literary
criticism. When note has been taken of the influence upon him of the
Greek drama, of the medievd chronicles, of Shakespeare and the early
English dramatists, of Villon and the Border Balads, when his prosody
has been discussed and his metric innovations proclaimed, it will be
found that nothing of importance towards the understanding of his
work hasin fact been said. Yet most critics in the past have confined

themsdlves to these and dlied themes, and this fact, together with the
exquisite evasions of Edmund Gosse's official biography, has tended
to perpetuate the critica theory, first propounded by Meredith, that
Swinburne lacked "an interna centre’.  He has been accused on the
one hand of deriving his inspiration from purely literary sources and,

on the other, of conceding a meaningless void beneath a flow of

admittedly elegant sound. Unfortunately it cannot be denied that

Swinburne too often justifies this last criticism. Nevertheless, by some
small use of the sdective faculty, proper to the art of reading, the
attention can be centred on a considerable body of work—at least

equd in quantity to the total output of Keats—to which it emphatically

does not apply. The effort to eucidate that meaning, however, to

expose that “internal centre’, requires a biographica approach,

demands some attempt at least at an analysis of the temperament from

which it sprang. And this process is not without its hazards since, as
Jowett remarked, Swinburne bore "an extreme and admost unintel-

ligible unlikeness to oursalves'.

On reading the polemical criticism that was showered upon him by
his contemporaries, one suspects that with but few exceptions—such
as Whidtler, Lord Houghton, Rossetti and Sr Richard Burton—they
failed, while belabouring him as a subverter of morality or hailing him
as an gpogtle of freedom, to understand the nature of his genius or the
true bads of his inspiration. For, indeed, the context of English letters
seemed insufficiently wide to include him.  If anything was clear, it was
that he stood outside the main stream. Superficialy he might echo the
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i SWINBURNE SELECTED POEMS

dasscs or the English dramatidts, but further, andincreasingly horrified,
ingpection made it apparent that he lacked the respectability of known
progenitors. To-day, however, it can be seen that he was no bagtard
child. Againgt the wider background of nineteenth-century Europesi
literature he takes his place between Bauddaire and D'Annunzio as one
of the great figures of that revolutionary movement which has been
cdled the "Romantic Agony".

That Swinburne should have been labdled the "Poet of Revolt” is
anironical coincidence. Goose and his school of critics were intent on
hedging him about with the variegated laurels of nineteenth-century
propriety. Songs before Sunrise and the other politica poems dlowed
them to invent a label which might discount the outcry with which
Poems and Ballads had been received in 1866—an outcry which il
lingered in elderly memories. 1n asensethislabe wasperfectly correct,
but in a sense quite other than was intended and infinitely more subtle.
It was not until La Jeunesse de Swinburne appeared in 1928 that Swin-
burne was exhumed from the concedling clay to which the literary
sextons had conggned him. Without Lafourcade'simaginative scholar-
ship Swinburne would il remain what Gosse and Mr. Harold
Nicolson would have him be: an inexplicable phenomenon. "There
will be those doubtless’, wrote the latter, "who ... will trace depress-
ing and essentially erroneous andogies to Dr. Masoch and the Marquis
de Sade "

It must be said a once that, if Swinburne is to be understood, those
andogies, however depressng, must be traced. It is dear that a
refusal to do so, a preconceived idea that they are "essentidly errone-
ous', is one of the main causes for the criticism, o often levelled at
Swinburne, of afailureto communicate. Unlessitisrealised that during
the whole of his;youth—the period of his greatest poetry—he was
obsessed by his temperamentd aberration arid that it was the pro-
found basis of hisinspiration, his work will have no collective meaning
a dl. Anditis notable that when, in later years, this esoteric inspira:
tion Igpsed, dl unifying meaning disappears. he has no longer anything
essentid to convey.

This aberration, which was sufficiently notorious to become part
of his European reputation—manifestations of the "Romantic Agony”
were better understood on the continent at that date than in England
—was far more than a regrettable sexua eccentricity. The porno-
graphy of The Flogging Block and The Whippingham Papers, the ridiculous
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indecencies of the correspondence, were but symptomatic of an emotion
infinitely more profound, of an anguished sendtivity/ which was of
the very essence of his being and with which he responded to an outer
world, whose impressions he received with an overwhelming intensity,
with a shock, which left pleasure and pain inextricably confounded.
And this incapacity to formulate the norma dichotomy between
pleasure and pain—a peculiar confusion which, if the autobiographical
novel, Leshia Brandon, is to be trusted, was present from the first—
permeated his whole character. In the same way that masochiam
becomes s0 easly sadistic—in the sense that there is a dedire to give
the loved one pleasure by inflicting pain—so in Swinburne a sub-
missiveness, evident in the hero-worship lavished upon Landor, Hugo
and Maszini, and the complete self-abandonment to the will of Watts-
Dunton, are dlied to a rebelliousness which caused him to leave pre-
maturely both Eton and Oxford, to adopt in politics a violent
republicanism, and to become embroiled in a continuous series of
neediess disputes. This is the clue to much in his life that would
otherwise be incomprehensible. And if this is accepted as the basis
of Swinburne's psychology, the history of his literary development
assumes alogic, an inevitability, which is not without significance.

(1837—1866)

Swinburne's work, as indeed his life, falls into four main periods.
the first and possibly most important of these included Atalanta in
Calydon and came to an end with the publication of Poems and ballads.
The attempt to elucidate these works will entail references to a back-
ground of others not included in this volume by rea& on of their length,
their incompleteness, or their comparative lack of merit. This is
necessary since the history of this first period is the history of his
search for a formula to express a view of the universe conditioned by
the peculiarities of his own temperament—the agolagnia demanding,
as it were, an inclusive synthess.

On the authority of his cousin, Mrs. Disney Leith, we know that
Swinburne had in childhood written numbers of "blood-curdling
dramas'. One manuscript survives—that of The Unhappy Revenge, com-
posed at Eton at the age of thirteen. It shows already a precocious
reverence for the Elizabethan dramatists and a sense of the possibilities
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of discovering voluptuous pleasures in martyrdom. At Oxford, though
the dement of pastiche is dill present in the surviving dramatic frag-
ments—The Laws of Corinth, Laugh and Lie Down, and The Loyal Servant
—the dgolagnia is a direct expresson, unintelectudised, unsub?
limated. In Laugh and Lie Down the flagellated page a the mercy of
his beautiful migtress is identifiable with Swinburne himsdf (as is the
chronicler of Lucrezia Borgia in The Chronicles of Tebaldeo Tebaldei and
the young chorigter in Rosamond, Arthur, who bears on his body "the
gripes gnce last red week"). There is no ambiguity in their relation-
ship. His pains are offered up on the dtar of his love.

IMPERIA: Come, come, you are not old enough.
FRANK: | have bled for your sske some twenty times a month,
Some twenty drops each time; are these no services?
IMPERIA: | tell you, if you use me lovingly
| shdl have you whipt again, most pitifully whipt,
You little piece of love.
FRANK: God knows | care not
So | may stand and play to you, and you kissme. . . .
What makes you sgh ill? you are now
So kind, the sweetness in you stabs mine eyes
With sharp tears through. | would so fain be hurt
But really hurt, hurt deadly, to do good
To your most sudden fancy.

Under the influence of the Pre-Raphadlites and, in particular, that
of Rosstti, whom he now met for the firgt time, the character of
Imperia was to be developed into something much more significant.
Rosstl's contribution to the nebulous ideds which formed the Pre-
Raphaelite movement was in the main the earnest depiction of beautiful
women to whom he applied the epithet "dunner”. His ided was
medievd woman, a dolorous, romantic cresture moving among the
sanguinary complexities of history and legend. It becomes Swinburne's
too. Rosamond, the unfortunate mistress of Henry 11, whose tragic and
horrible death had through centuries of chronicles and ballads become
a poetic myth, gave him the opportunity for his first essay in the
establishment of his prototype of thefemmefatale. Rosamond describes
hersdf:
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Yea, | am found the woman in all taes,

The face caught dways in the story's face;

| Helen, holding Paris by the lips,

Smote Hector through the head; | Cressda

So kissed men's mouths that they went sick or mad,
Stung right a brain with me; | Guenevere

Made my queen's eyes so precious and my hair
Ddicate with such gold in its soft ways

And my mouth honied so for Launcelot . . .

Rosamond was published together with The Queen Mother in 1860.
The plot of the latter is concerned with the events which culminated
in the massacre of &t. Bartholomew's Eve. The theme was one which
suited himexactly. Hisimagination wasfired by the tumult, the torch-
light, the crimson horror of the night, the sadigtic laughter of the court
ladies, the King's bestial delirium. "Il prist fort grand plaisr de voir
passer soubz sesfenetres par lariviere plus de 4,000 corps ou senoyans
ou tuez", recorded Brantome. And Swinburne makes the Queen
comment:

All's clear again; he smdls about the blood
That shall incense his madness to high strain.

The presentation of the massacre has a Neronic complacency. There
was perhaps no room in this drama, sde by sde with a monstrous
Charles IX, for a dominant femme fatale. Neverthdless, the King's
relations with his mistress, Denise, show dl the accustomed charac-
teristics. She tells him:

Now | would kill you here between the eyes,
Plant the ged's bare chill where | st my mouth . . . . .

The publication of these two dramas passed unnoticed. "Of 4l
dill-born books', wrote Swinburne, "it was the dilles”. It was to
be five years before he published another—Atalanta in Calydon.

Nevertheless, long before Atalanta was conceived, he was composing
Chagtelard, of which adraft of the first act a least was in existence by
the time he left Oxford, and many of the poems that were to appear
in Poems and Ballads. Chastelard is the climax of this phase of his
development. His main sources for this historical drama were
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Brantdme's Discours sur Marie Suart and Knox's History of the Reforma-
tion. From these, with one or two legitimate and comparatively minor
dterations of fact—the date of Mary Stuart's marriage to Darnley, for
instance—he built up his intrigue and its culminating tragedy. Buit;,
however correct his historical detail may have been, the chief char-
actersarelargely hisowninvention. With Chastelard he had necessarily
a completely free hand since almost nothing is known of him. While
Mary Stuart, though he has endowed her with an acute intellect and
apractica folly of conduct—a paradox which seems to be upheld by
the historians—is in her one important characterigtic, as far as the
drama is concerned, a projection of Chastelard's own mind—that is
in her crudty. Sheis the apotheosis of foefemmefatak, the source of
those twin,_ inseparable gifts, love and death.

| know not: men must love you in life's spite;

For you will always kill them; man by man

Your lips will bite them dead; yea, though you would,
You shdl not spare one; al will die of you. . . .

And this sphinx-like, marmoreal cruelty—for which there is no
warrant but Chastelard's last words on the scaffold: "Adieu, la plus
bdle et laplus crudle princesse du monde'—is accepted by Chastelard
with a perverse alacrity, an ecstasy of self-immolation. Condemned to
death for compromising the Queen—deliberately forcing her to con-
demn him to death, sinceit is only thus that he can attain to the summit
of pleasure—he refuses to escape and destroys the royal pardon.

And in the lagt interview in the prison, before the execution, there
takes place a scene between Chastelard and Mary which for imaginative
perversity is unsurpassed even by Swinburne himself. The Queen is
a once his lover and his executioner:

Stretch your throat out that | may kiss al round
Where mine shal be cut through: suppose my mouth
The axe-edge to bite so sweet a throat in twain

With bitter iron, should not it turn soft

As lip is soft to lip?

This is the most purely sensual, the most purely physical of dl his
dramas. And it is notable that the dramatic success of this play is as
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far in advance of the previous dramas as is the boldness with which
he identifies his own imagination with Chastedlard's. The whipped
page of Laugh and Lie Down has become the centrd character of the
piece—a Queen's lover ordered to the scaffold by his mistress. It is
sgnificant, too, that with Chastelard's degth, the Queen loses her
syren quality, survives only as an intellectud recongtruction of an
historical character—possibly more accurate, certainly less interesting
—which accounts for the failure of Bothwell and Mary Suart, which
were to be written many years later as the second and third parts of
the trilogy.

Till he had achieved success with Atalanta, hisfriends advised againgt
the publication either of the poems or Chastelard. Rossetti issued
serious warnings, Ruskin said they would "win him a dark reputation”.
He was condemned to five years slence—years, nevertheless, of
crucid development. The inner necessity for a justifying synthesis
was about to be satisfied, the agolagnic aberration to be rationaised.
And this process was due in the main to the influence upon him of the
works of Sade, to which he was introduced by Lord Houghton as one
of his many beneficences, to the study of the Prophetic Books of Blake,
upon which he was engaged at this time for his Essay, and above dl
to the unsuccessful love afar with Jane Faulkner ("Boo"), which
added to the pessmism of the resulting philosophy.

It was time, everyone was agreed, that Swinburne should produce
a maderpiece; one, moreover, that might be safely published. It was
probably Lord Houghton, anxious that his patronage should be
justified without further dday, who suggested the classic form. It
would have certain advantages. The cruel myths of the Middle Ages
were obviously too dangerous, too exciting to Swinburne's tempera:
ment, wheress, in the convention of the Greek drama, .tragedy and.its
implicit cruelty gained a certain impersonality, a saving lack of sensu-
dity, from their supernatural origin. No suggestion, oddly enough,
could at this juncture have been better suited to Swinburné's inspira-
tion. The rebuff he had suffered from "Boo" had but confirmed the
direction of his mind and the necessity for the poetical exploitation of
his temperament. But now the femme fatak, as a projection of his
imagination, was no longer sufficient. The study of Blaks and Sade
had caused him to rationalise those tendencies wEich she had hitherto
been created to represent. A process of expanson was taking place
in his mind, a synthesis was being formulated, and its Indusiveness
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demanded that thefemmefatal e as the origin of pain should be replaced
by God.

The theme of Atalanta in Calydon is a complaint againg human
destiny, againgt the cruelty of the gods who mingle pain with pleasure,
permit no happiness to be unaloyed with sorrow, no life to be un-
abridged by death. Swinburne has discovered that the law of suffering
which he had discerned in the passions has a universal application.

Before the beginning of years

There came to the making of man
Time, with a gift of tears;

Grief, with a glass that ran;
Pleasure, with pain for leaven;

Summer, with flowersthat fell;
Remembrance fallen from heaven,

And madness risen from hell;
Strength without hands to smite;

Love that endures for a breath:
Night, the shadow of light,

And life, the shadow of death.

Ingtead of the fatalistic theology of the Greek drama, the acceptance
of the divinely inspired tragedy with apathetic lamentation, Swin-
burne cly through the media of the choruses, carries his critica
warfareinto the divine camp, storming Olympusitsalf with blagphemy
upon his lips. There is only one possible conception of God. It is
He who has "filled us full to the eyes and ears' with the agony implicit
inliving. It is the gods who "mock us with alittle piteousness’, who
"a the last, sparing awhile, they smite and spare no whit". But of
what use is the suffering of humanity unless it is in itsdf pleasing to
God, who savours it with avoluptuous and Sadie cruelty? "What shall
be donewithall thesetearsof ours . . . ? A great well-head of lamen-
tation satiating the sad Gods . . . " And this conception of God was
largely drawn from Blake's Prophetic Books—"O Urizen, Cresator of
Men! Mistaken Demon of heaven, Thy joys aretears . . .", from the
Visions of the Daughters of Albion, and "This abstract nonentity, This
cloudy God, seated on waters, Now seen, now obscured, King of
sorrow. . . " from The Book of Ahania—while in his own William
Blake Urizen is "God of cloud and gtar, 'Father of Jealousy’, clothed
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with a splendour of shadow, strong and sad and cruel... sorrow isin

dl hisworks . . ." Andinthe fourth chorus of Atalanta there is the
resounding denunciation: 'Tea, with thine hate, O God, thou hast
covered us . . ." Godis the supreme enemy:

When hast thou seen? or hast thou felt his breath
Touch, nor consume thine eyelids as the sun,
Nor fill thee to the lips with fiery desth?
None hath beheld him, none
Seen above other gods and shapes of things,
Swift without feet and flying without wings,
Intolerable, not clad with death or life,
Insatiable, not known of night or day,
The lord of love and loathing and of strife
Who gives a star and takes a sun away;
Who shapes the soul, and makes her a barren wife
To the earthly body and grievous growth of clay;
Who turns the large limbs to alittle flame
And binds the great sea with alittle sand;
Who makes desire, and days desire with shame;
Who shakes the heaven as ashes in his hand;
Who, seeing the light and shadow for the same,
Bids day waste night asfire devours a brand
Smites without sword, and scourges without f
The supreme evil, God.

Though the conception of the person of the divinity was to some
extent borrowed from Blake, the, perverse and anarchic pessimism that
informed his "theory of the diabolic government of this world", to
which he admitted in a letter to Nichol, was derived from Sade. To
Lord Houghton he wrote, aluding to his article on Atalanta in The
Edinburgh Review, ". . . you have wilfully misrepresented its source. |
should have bowed to the judicial sentence if instead of 'Byron with
adifference you had said de Sade with a difference." Indeed, from
Sade's tenebrous prose, from Justine and Juliette, he drew the genera
tone of his blasphemies: "Le mal et necessaire a Torganisation vicieuse
de ce triste univers. Dieu est tres vindicatif, mechant, injuste. Les
suites du ma sont eterndlles; cest dans le mal quiil a cree le monde;
Cest par le md quiil lesoutient; c'est pour le mal quiil le perpdtue;
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cest impregnec de ma que la cresture doit exider; c'estdans le sain
du ma quéle retourne apres son exidence. . . . Tdle et laloi de
TUnivers”" And then, with afinal perversity, he admitted in a letter
that God was for him "the absurdest of dl human figments'. But
Sade had dready resolved the paradox. He had declared "formelle-
ment, authentiquement, publiquement, que je n'ai pas danstoi laplus
legere croyance”,and yet, because "lestrois quarts de |'Europe attachent
des idees tres religieuses a cette hodtie . .. a ce crucifix . . . j'ameales
profaner; jefronde l'opinion publique, cek m'amuse; jefoule aux pieds
les prejuges de mon enfanoe, je les aneantis, cdam'6chauffek tete”. In
attacking God, the myth, Swinburne was attacking society itsdlf. 1t was
the inevitable result of his matured genius. The synthesis was complete.
The innate indinct, the acquired philosophy and the aesthetic impera:
tive had become integrated and fused. In Atalanta the fusion is as
complete as he was ever able to achieve, and the result a masterpiece,

Indeed, it is difficult for the critic to approach Atalanta without
enthusiasm. Here is the perfectly, atiented work. However dien the
implicit theme, it is expressed with a matchless perfection, a tact,
which never permits it to dominate the formal structure of the drama.
The sdection of theclagsicd, myth of the revenge of Artemis upon
calydon permitted him to work within a convention unhampered by
the dictates of redlity, absolved him from the necessity of creating
characters, which was not a projection to which his genius lent itsalf
with any facility.! Atalanta is not in its essence a tragedy of blighted
love or the degth of youth; but rather a philosophic lament for this
our earthly state. The main personages are symbols representing the
forces of nature as he saw them in his Sadie pessimism: Althxa, the
earth-mother, fecund and fatal; Atalanta, love, the origin of pleasure
and pain; and Meeager, suffering humanity, the helpless victim,
accepting his destiny with passive fatdism.the story is perfectly suited
to thetheme. Artegusin her fury againg Caydon sends Atalanta, the
Virgin oFAfcadia, to take part in the tragic boar hunt, causes Meeager,
the King's son, to fall in love with her, to quarrel on her account with
his mother's brothers, Toxeus and the "violent-souled" Plexippus,
and to kill them. And then impels Althaea, Meleager's mother, to place
upon the fire the magic brand on which his life depends. As it is
consumed, S0 Mdesger dies:

The figures move in response to relentless and dementd stimuli.
Their tragedy docs not arise out of them, but is arbitrarily imposed



INTRODUCTION xvii

upon them. They are not of flesh and blood, but rather the inmates
of a frieze whose ordered, tragic harmonies are fixed eternaly by the
unaccountable fury of the gods. And yet, as in the Greek drama, -
Swinburne permits his characters to comprehend the full horror of
their actions, even in their sensdess performance. Althaea has placed
the brand upon the fire:

CHORUS: | s afaint fire lightening from the hall.
ALTH"A: Gaze, stretch your eyes, strain till the lids drop off.
CHORUS: Flushed pillars down the flickering vestibule.
ALTH"A: Stretch with your necks like birds: cry, chirp as they.
CHORUS: And along brand that blackens: and white dust.
ALTHAA: O children, what is this ye see? your eyes

Are blinder than night's face at fall of moon.

That is my son, my flesh, my fruit of life,

My travail, and the year's weight of my womb,

Meleager, afire enkindled of mine hands

And of mine hands extinguished; this is he.
CHORUS: O gods, what word has flown out at thy mouth?
ALTHAEA: | did thisand | say thisand | die.

And Meleager, true to his passive role, aware that it is a divine
madness that has compelled the tragedy, blames fate aone, exonerating
his mother. Neither does he evince any anger againgt the gods. His;
rage at the "diabolic government of this world" Swinburne reserved,
as has aready been indicated, for the choruses. Meleager's passive
acceptance of suffering and death is—as, increasingly in Swinburne's
view, is humanity's—amost contemptible.

| would thou hadst let me live; but gods averse,
But fortune, and the fiery feet of change,

And time, these would not, these tread out my life,
These and not thou; me too thou hast loved, and |
Thee but this death was mixed with al my life,
Mine end with my beginning: and this law,

This only, days me, and not my mother & all.

But preluding the Exodos is the Kommos. Swinburne never sur-
passed the magni_ficence of this symphpnic passage. The antiphonal

B
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; voices answering each other in transcendent melody is overwhelming

initseffect of pathos and horror. All the eusive rhythms of the tragedy
are here knotted together into an exquisitely harmonic culmination.
The heavy drum-beats of the first four lines in each stanza the crying
of the fifth, form amatchl&ss metrical achievement.  ~

W M e L e e

MELEAGER: Let your hands meet
Round the weight of my head;
Lift ye my feet
As the feet of the dead,
For the flesh of my body is molten,
the limbs of it molten as lead. . . .

The strange echoing beauty of these sad and faultless stanzas merges
into Meleager's dying speech. Then Atalanta embraces him for the
first and last time as he goes "down to the empty weary house Where
no flesh is nor beauty nor swift eyes’. And in two lines oppressive
with sorrow she bids him adieu:

Hail thou: but | with heavy face and feet
Turn homeward and am gone out of thine eyes.

The effect of Atalanta is cumulative and its impact overwhelming.
The critics were unable to deny that a new, an undoubted note of
genius had been struck. In the words of Edmund Gosse, he "shot
like arocket into celebrity". Heiound himself exposed upon a solitary
eminence of English letters. The prospect glowed with a deceptive
charm. Encouraged by success, Swinburne proceeded to ducidate the
underlying meaning which Atalanta's classicad form had been so
successful indisguising” A few months later Chastelardwas published,
and in the next year, 1866, appeared Poems and ballads.

Chastelard was received upon a note of puzzled interrogation. No
one quite liked to condemn the author of Atalanta. But where was
dl this tending? The publication of Poems and Ballads removed 4l
doubt. The critics made certain that this time there should be no
misunderstanding. Theirs was a moral duty to point out what the
innocent public might well have missed. And was it not al the more
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dangerous since, as Professor Henry Morley discovered in one of the
very few favourable reviews, there was "a terrible earnestness about
this book"? 1t was certainly an earnestness that appealed to the young.
For them it was aliberation, along-awaited revolution in contemporary
literature. But the critics need not have been dismayed. Poems and
Ballads was tending nowhere—unless it was to the innocuous politics
of Songs before Sunrise. In a sense it was but the commentary upon the
process of development which had culminated in the synthesis of
Atalanta. It was an anthology of seven years of verse—seven years of
varied emotions gradually dominated by a single theme to which 4l
others had become subordinate. It was a dead end. The synthesis
achieved, the commentary published, the solitary eminence was to be
promptly abandoned.

In spite of the fact that the dates of composition of most of the
poems in Poems and Ballads—all written between 1858 and 1865—are
known, it is usdless to expect them to be a series of precise statements
exposing in chronological order the development of Swinburne's
thought. He was no logician, but alyric poet beset by a multitude of
emotions and influences. All that is possible here is to give in broad
outline the incidence of the Sadie theme which is the dominant emotion
of the volume, and whose culmination in Anactoria was exactly con-
temporary with the composition of Atalanta.

In the early poems it is easy to digtinguish the first bloom of an
undirected talent, the early undergraduate enthusiasms without system
and without consequence. His retentive mind was stored with awide
historical reading, and his imagination fired by the Pre-Raphaelites
into a sumptuous magnificence. Indeed, here, in these early poems,
is the bright panoply of forming genius, But under the Pre-Raphadlite
cloak, covering a multiplicity of inspirations, there is nevertheless a
charged and persona emotion. Taken in conjunction with the early
dramatic fragments, with Rosamond and The Queen Mother, there is a
difference, felt as yet but obscurely, between his aspirations and those
of the literature of the period. His sengtivity is unquestioned; but
what form was its expression to take?

| sang these things long since and knew them nat;
"Lo, here is love, or there is love, God wot,
This man and that finds favour in his eyes’,

| said, "but |, what guerdon have | got?'
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Sappho and Faudtine, "the gterile growths of sexless root”, the crue
infecundities of the love to which he was condemned, formed the
intolerable basis of his fantasies. Ther expression necessitated the
theory of Art for Art's sske. How could desires so innate be wrong?
The perfection of their expression, the beauty of that expression's form,
was, indeed, must be, a substitute for morality, was, surely, mordlity
itself? In A Ballad of Life and A Ballad of Death, written in 1862, he
pursued this theory to its farthest limits. With them he opened Poems
and Ballads. It was an explanation of the contents of the volume, a
propounding of its pervasive aesthetic attitude.

Ah! in the days when God did good to me,

Each part about her was a righteous thing;

Her mouth an amsgiving,

The glory of her garments charity,

The beauty of her bosom a good deed,

In the good days when God kept sight of us;
Love lay upon her eyes,

And on that hair whereof the world takes heed,
And dl her body was more virtuous

Than souls of women fashioned otherwise.

And yet in the first rhapsodies of his love for "Boo", Faugtine and
her disquieting alurements were abandoned. New hopes and aspira-
tions dawned m him. His disappointment and frustration were
tragicaly expressed in, The Triumph of Time. It is in the denid of
this sane and normal love, in his rejection by the one being who
had the power, so he supposed, to ddiver him from Dolores, that
lies the tragic core of Poems and Ballads. Half-conscioudy he knew
now that he was condemned to be "a barren stock". The reaction was
exactly what might have been expected: he turned back to the "violent
delights which have violent ends’. Anactoria is the fierce symbol of
that reaction:

| would find grievous ways to have thee dain,
Intense device, and superflux of pain;

Vex thee with amorous agonies, and shake
Life at thy lips, and leave it there to ache;
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Strain out thy soul with pangs too soft to Kkill,
Intolerable interludes, and infinite ill;

Relapse and reluctation of the breath,

Dumb tunes and shuddering semitones of death.

Reinforced by the agony of persond tragedy, the idea of beauty
throughout Poems and 'Ballads is never pure; with it both pleasure and
pain are inextricably confused, with, indeed, the emphasis upon the
|atter.

Ah, ah, thy beauty, like a beast it hites,
Stings like an adder, like an arrow smites. . . .

He sat himsdf to andyse and develop this esoteric fusion. Cruelty
becomes an essentia attribute of the loved one. The desire to inflict
it must be there as well as the craving to lie passive beneath its on-
daught.

—O Swedt,
Had you felt, lying under the palms of your fest,
The heart of my heart, beating harder with pleasure
To fed you tread it to dust and death. . . .

But this passivity is capable of a ddlicate transition. If the desire
to suffer at the hands of the loved one is a manifestation of love, it
must be common to al lovers. Necessarily, therefore, the infliction
of pain must aso be one of love's attributes:

Crud? But love makes dl that loves him well
As wise as heaven and crudler than hell.

This active sadism is expressed over and over again throughout Poems
and Ballads. One quotation will suffice to make the point. Here the
agolagnia is carried to the last extreme. In the link which may be
traced with the mock solemnities of the Canniba Club, with Burton's
semi-serious theory of anthropophagy ("Without cannibalism how
could the Zedlander have preserved his fine physica development?'),
differing though these levels of seriousness are, the pervasiveness of
the emotion in his consciousness becomes clear.
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Ah that my lips were tuneless lips, but pressed

To the bruised blossom of thy scourged white breast!
Ah that my mouth for Muse's milk were fed

On the sweet blood thy sweet smal wounds had bled!
That with my tongue | felt them, and could taste
The faint flakes from thy bosom to the waist!

That | could drink thy veins as wine, and eat

Thy breasts like honey! that from face to feet

Thy body were abolished and consumed,

And in my flesh thy very flesh entombed!

And in Doloreshe announced once and for dl thisstrangeduality: the
fundamental mixture of joy and suffering. But this paradox was not,
as we have dready seen in the case of Atalanta, limited-to a mere
theory of love. The anguished sensibility with which he responded
to the Beaudful, of which the passions were only one manifestation,
drove him on with the assistance of Sade to discover a universa law
of suffering applicable to al nature. Ruin and destruction are the
great principles upon which the universe is founded: to crege is to
destroy, to live is to suffer ’ .

For who shall change with prayers or thanksgivings
The mystery of the cruelty of things?

Or say what God above al gods and years

With offering and blood-sacrifice of tears,

With lamentation from strange lands, from graves
Where the snake pastures, from scarred mouths of daves,
From prison, and from plunging prows of ships
Through flamelike foam of the sed's closing lips—
With thwartings of strange signs, and wind-blown hair
Of comets, desolating the dim air,

When darkness is made fast with seds and bars,

And fierce reluctance of disastrous stars,

Edlipse, and sound of shaken hills, and wings
Darkening, and blind inexpiable things—

With sorrow of labouring moons, and dtering light
And travail of the planets of the night,

And weeping of the weary Pleiads seven,

Feeds thesmute melancholy lust of hctven?
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And this expresson of cosmic .pesimism, this "vison of ghastly -
glory", had certain necessity consequences. If the universe is based |
on aprinciple of suffering and desth, these must aso be the attributes
of its creator. Godjnust be essentialy evil and cruel. "Is not:higbiceiie
bitterness* his meat Murder?' The accents of revolt are reminiscent
of the Fourth Chorus of Atatatita—mth which, indeed, they, are con-.
temporary.” And in them, at the very moment of the completion of
the synthess, may be detected the seeds of its disintegration. No
synthesis, no philosophy, is perfectly inclusive. The mere fact of
triumphantly roofing a structure of thought establishes a new founda
tion, a basis for further building. That the new structure may prove
too heavy for its supports is a philosophical commonplace. In Swin-
burne, as in Sade, the contradictions are obvious. How revolt againgt
a"human figment"? Sade's admission of disbelief and his reasons for
reviling, nevertheless, a non-existent deity amount to no more than
a desire to fpater les bourgeois. The fundamental anarchy of "les Pros-
pétités du Vice' and "les Maheurs de la Vertu" was not one that in
the long run could appeal to an intelligence so infinitely superior to
his master's. Beside the Sadian rejection of Virtue and the exatation
of Vice—"Come down and redeem us from virtue, Our Lady of Pain"
—and the cry for yet rarer and gtill more ddlicate sns—"Shal no new
sin be born for men's trouble, no dream of impossible pangs?'—there
is discernible the beginnings of a stoicism in face of the surrounding
chaos. Anarchy is no solution; complaint, if thereis no God, usdless.

Can ye beat off one wave with prayer,
Can ye move mountains?

Here and there he sounds a note of resignation and death is "The end
of dl, the poppied deep".

Nevertheless there are compensations. the contemplation of nature,
the majesty of the elements, to which he had responded so sensitively
from childhood, were not to be denied. They at leest are enduring.
Insensibly he passes from anti-theism to pantheism.

Wilt thou yet take dl, Galilean? but these thou shalt not take,

The laurel, the palms and the paean, the breasts of the nymphs
in the brake.
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He identified himsdf with the. great forces of nature. The pan-
theigtic ecstasy, which was to find its intellectud expression in Hertha,
is present in Poems and Ballads, as it is, indeed, in the more or less
contemporary Leshia Brandon:

| shall degp, and move with the moving ships,
Change as the winds change, veer in the tide;
My lips will feast on the foam of thy lips,
| shdl rise with thy rising, with thee subside.

And by a natural extension he recognises that there is in man an
agpect of the divine. His human pride, his courage, his latent need for
action impel him to revolt. Man, being divine, is worthy of freedom.
In the love of liberty, in the battle for politicd emancipation, he will
find anew ingpiration for his art. Indeed, in Poemsand Ballads, in some
of the last poems composed for it, may be found the foreshadowing
of the next phase of hislife. In Filise he proclaims the power to free-
dom that is latent in man:

Why should ye bear with hopes and fears
Till dl these things be drawn in one,
The sound of iron-footed years,
And dl the oppression that is done
Under the sun?

Indeed, here dready was thefirst hint that the synthesis was shattered,
that the structure had collapsed. The reverberations, unremarkable
as yet, were to be extensve in their effect.

(1867—1872)

"R. [Ruskin] actually intimates' wrote Swinburne, "that ‘genius
ought to devote itsdf to the behaf of humanity and 'to overthrow its
idals, in aword to justify the ways of Urizen to the sons of Enithar-
mon. Quelle horreur! Curiously enough this is exactly what Swin-
burne was now about to do.

In the preceding section an attempt has been made to show the
development, through both the dramas and Poems and Ballads, of an
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attitude based on innate dispodtion; how it became formalised with
his intellectua development and the semi-conscious processes of sdec
tion among the influences to which he was subject into what may,
for want of a better term, be caled asynthesis. Clearly it was no prim,
logicd process. Founded upon emotion rather than upon ratiocination,
the paradox that the seeds of its dissolution should be discernible at
the moment of integration in no way invaidates the thesis that ago-
lagniawas the dominant basis from which hisinspiration sprang during
the period in which he was most fecund of great poetry. During the
years 1863 to 1865—the period of Atalanta and the best of Poems and
Ba/lads—he reached the uttermost peak in the expression of erotic
sensibility.  Such passion and such music had scarce been heard in
English poetry since the reign of Elizabeth. But the peak attained,
there began the first gentle movements of a glissade which, gathering
speed, was only to be arrested in the conciliating arms of the Philigtines.

After the nervous gtrain and the excitement of the publication of
Poems and Ballads the lasstude of exhaustion overcame him. Neverthe-
less, as early as October 1866 he was writing to W. M. Rossetti: "I
have begun verse again after many months of enforced inaction
through worry and weariness. | am writing alittle song of gratulation
for Venice with the due reserves and anticipations, and hope to wind
up the scheme of the poem by some not quite inadequate expression
of reverence towards Mazzini. | have aready touched on most of the
later patriots and martyrs—I| am haf afraid and half desirous to touch
on him—i.e, to lay my lips on his feet—After dl, in spite of jokes
and perversities—malgre ce cher Marquis et ces foutus journaux—it
is nice to have something to love and believe inas | do in Italy." He
was composing A Song of Italy and at the same time a pamphlet entitled
Liberty and Loyalty. He had taken refuge from the fantasies of fleshly
beauty in politics. It had a least the advantage of giving full scope
to his need for revolt. The compensating necessity of his nature—
submission—uwas soon to find a corresponding satisfaction at Mazzini's
feet.

Indeed, Swinburne had already prepared himself for total submission
on that evening when, the manuscript of A Song of Italy under his arm,
he st out for Karl Blind's lodging at 2, Winchester Road. Next day
he wrote to his mother: "I did as | always thought | should and redly
meant not to do if | could help—I went down on my knees and kissed
his hand/* And as Swinburne intoned A Song of Italy > Mazzini "held
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mine between his for some time while | was reading and, now and
then, gave it a great pressure. He says he will take me*to Rome when
the revolution comes, and crown me with his own hands in the Capitol".
And to George Powell, with whom he had broken an engagement for
the meeting, he wrote: "I unworthy spent much of last night stting
a my beloved Chief's feet. He was angdicaly good to me. | read
him my Itdian poem al through and he accepted it in words | can't
trust mysdlf to try to write down . . . to-day | am rather exhausted
and out of sorts. 11 y abien de quoi. There's atradition in the Talmud
that when Moses came down from Sina 'he was drunken with the
kisses of the lips of God." "I know, now | have seen him, what |
guesad before; whenever he has sad to anyone 'Go and be killed
because | tell you' they have gone and been killed because he told
them. Who wouldn't | should like to know?' But from Swinburne
something perhaps even more difficult was to be demanded. "l wish
very much', Mazzini wrote, "tha he would write something . . .
giving up the absurd immoral French art for art's ske's system.”
Swinburne gave it up and devoted his genius to the utilitarian end of
furthering a cause that was in fact aready lost. Songs hefore Sunrise was
the result—perhaps the only volume of political poemsin the language
that is successful as awork of art.

In estimating the poems contained in Songs before Sunrise it is neces-
sary to make a digtinction between those that were inspired by the
literal facts—or personalities—of politica revolution and those, more
philosophical, which belong to the Hertha group. Of these the most
important in any attempted analysis are Genesis and the Hymn of Man.
The purely political group suffer from the facts that the events of
1867—1870 were not susceptible to an afflatus which might indeed
have been al vety well in 1848, and that Swinburne himsdf had no
direct experience of the events involved. A further disqualification,
which was not altogether Swinburne's fault, was that, when eventualy
published, in 1871, the sun had very definitely set upon Mazzini's
hopes with the entry into Rome of the Royal troops in September of
the previous year. The clarion of revolution sounded but mutely in a
Savoyard desert. Swinburne's verses, for al his assurance, were hardly
"at and part” of the revolution. But these condderations, fortunately,
do not apply to the central core of the book. Here that pantheism
which had already been disclosed in Poems and Ballads, and which had
led to the conception of the divinity of man and to his right to liberty,
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is carried a stage further. It is notable that from the first impassioned
but unintegrated revolutionary ardours of 1867 it took him three years
to develop the full significance of his thought, which was to culminate
in 1870 in the composition of Hertha.

Swinburne sarts from the typicaly nineteenth-century Mazzinian
doctrine "Humanity is not an aggregation of individuas but a collec-
tive Being'. Mankind has a callective soul and its indestructible pre-
rogetive is Liberty.

Are ye o strong, O kings, O strong men? Nay,

Wagte dl ye will and gather dl ye may,

Yet one thing is there that ye shall not day,
Even thought, that fire nor iron can affright.

The woundless and invisible thought that goes

Free throughout time as north or south wind blows,

For throughout space as east or west sea flows,
And al dark things before it are made bright.

Thy thought, thy word, O soul republican,

O spirit of life, O God whose name is man:

What sea of sorrows but thy sight shall span?
Cry wellaway, but wel befdl the right.

This philosophy of Liberty is made clear in amanifesto which, with
William Rossetti, he composed in November 1869 for Ricciardi's anti-
Cetholic Council. This Council was being held at Naples as a counter-
blast to the famous Oecumenica Council which adopted the dogma
of infallibility and the notorious syllabus condemning liberal doctrines.

Having vainly tried to get the manifesto printed in England he pro-
ceaded with the composition of the Hymn of Man, which expressed the
same viewpoint. "I have in my head a sort of Hymn for the Congress
—as it were a *Te Hominem Laudamus' to sing the human triumph
over 'things—the opposing forces of life and nature—and over the
God of his own cregtion, till he attains truth, self-sufficience and
freedom.”

Indeed, Swinburne saw in the conception of God as a supreme being
one of the main barriers to the development of the freedom of the
soul. In Christmas Antiphones and Before a Crucifix he attacks the God
of the Churches:
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It was for this, that man should make
Thy name afetter on men's necks,
Poor men's made poorer for thy sake,
And women's withered out of sex?
It was for this, that daves should be,
Thy word was passed to st men free?

And in Genesis he endeavours to show the origin of this "human fig-
ment", that God was created from human fear of the pervasive redlity,
the necessity even, of the co-existence of good and evil.

The very darkness that time knew not of,

Nor God laid hand on, nor was man found there,
Ceased, and was cloven in several shapes; above

Light, and night under, and fire, earth, water, and air.

Sunbeams and starbeams, and dl coloured things,
All forms and al similitudes began;

And degth, the shadow cast by life's wide wings,
And God, the shade cast by the soul of man.

God being the invention of man, man necessarily remains his
superior. Thus he was able to hymn "the human triumph over . . .
the God of his own creation”. The Coallective Soul of Man is, indeed,
the red, the only God:

Therefore the God that ye make youis grievous, and gives not aid,
Becauseitisbut for your sakethat the God of your making ismade.
Thou and | and he are not gods made men for a span,
But God, if a God there be, is the substance of men which is man.
Our lives are as pulses or pores of his manifold body and breath;
Aswaves of his sea.on the shoreswhere birthisthe beacon of death.
We men, the multiform features of man, whatsoever we be,
Recreate him of whom we are creatures, and al we only are he.
Not each man of dl menis God, but God is the fruit of the whole;
Indivisible spirit and blood, indiscernible body from soul.
Not men's but man's is the glory of godhead, the kingdom of
time. . ..
In Hertha these conceptions are still further universalised. Against
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the background of his wide reading and the new Darwinian theories
of evolution he evolved the idea of Hertha, representing the principle
of growth. "Of dl | have done,' hewrote, "I rate Hertha highest as a
single piece, finding in it the most of lyric force and music combined
with the most of condensed and clarified thought*. Indeed here the
Collective Soul of Man is coextensve with God and Liberty.

Freedom we cdl it, for holier
Name of the soul there is none.

This is the essence of man's evolution, the principle upon which
depends the atainment of his full stature. The soul is infinite and
finite, objective and subjective, supreme and subservient, the essence,
the al-inclusive.

| am that which began;
Out of me the years roll;
Out of me God and man;
| am egual and wholeg;
God changes, and man, and the form of them bodily; | am the soul.

Man having abandoned the false Gods—"O my sons, O too dutiful
towards God not of me"—will at last be able to attain to his full
personality, be able to develop and grow in truth and freedom to
unimaginable heights. Already "God trembles in heaven,'and his
angels are white with the terror of God". But this tremendous anti-
theism is followed by the promise that man will arise from the ashes
of afase creed knowing himself, aware of the magnificence of his
destiny:

Thought made him and breaks him,
Truth days and forgives;
But to you, as time takes him,
This new thing it gives,
Even love, the beloved Republic, that feeds upon freedom and
lives.
For truth only is living,
Truth only is whole,
And the love of his giving
Man's polestar and pole;
Man, pulse of my centre, and fruit of my body, and seed of my soul.
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One birth of my bosom;
One beam of mine eye;
One topmost blossom
That scdes the sky;
Man, equal and one with me, man that is made of me, man that |sI

It is impossible on reading Hertha to acquit Swinburne of "the (to
me) most hateful charge of optimism". It is clear that he viewed the
"fase God" as being in a state of decline and that the liberation of
man from these figments would place him in a true relation to "the
vitd principle of matter”, and that this process in his opinion was
dready taking place. How could it be otherwise when men were
holding anti-Catholic Councils in Naples and dying for the cause of
freedom? It was natural to suppose—and Mazzini's failure was not
yet apparent—that these very proper sentiments would spread. Indeed,
was it not possible that man was almost on the point of manumission?
The belief has dways been dear to revolutionaries that their particular
success is the spark that will send a mighty flame of freedom flaring
across the world. Indeed if the synthesis implicit in Atalanta and the
central poems of Poems and Ballads is one founded upon a profound
pessmism, that of the central poems of Songs before Sunrise is founded
upon an optimism only proportionately more qualified. Hertha is
necessarily, as a result, more philosophicaly constructive. But what
promise did it hold of further poetic development? At first sight it
would appear that a considerable advance had been made both in
intellectual power and the control of emotion; a new and rare perfec-
tion of form had been attained; but the synthesis was exclusive. Init
there was no room for the esoteric passion which until now had been
the mainspring of his inspiration. And it was too violent an emation,
too important an ingredient of his senghility, to admit of neglect in
the long run if his inspiration was to maintain the quality of white
heat—"pies with the devil's fingers in them"—which was s0 essentia
an edement of his genius. The love of liberty and freedom was dl very
well, but as the inspiration of great poetry in Swinburne it seems that
it required certain particular conditions. Without these conditions it
was al too apt to degenerate at best into invective, at worst into irrit-
ability. And the circumstances in which Songs before Sunrise was com-
posed were never to recur; the participation—Swinburne felt it to be
that—in the actuality of revolution; the close communion with, and
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heroworship for, that revolution's leader; and, perhaps psychologicaly
most important of al, the temporary dilling of his erotic fantasies in
the first overwhelming release provided by the "fair friend who keeps
a maison de supplices i la Rodin" in the Euston Road which, there
is reason to believe, Swinburne only began to frequent at this time.
It is possible that "Mrs. A." was as much responsible for the form of
Songs hefore Qunrise as was Mazzini himself. But the fact remains that
when Swinburne followed Ruskin's precept to devote himsdf "to the
behdf of humanity . . . 'to overthrowing its idols,” and Mazzini's
command to abandon Art for Art's ske, he was, in his own way, com

promising with society, attacking its tenets, not for art's sake but for
its own good. And compromise was to be fatd to his art. That he
conceived of Liberty as a goddess who, unrestrained and crud in the
exaction of human sacrifices, was merely a sublimation of the femme
fatale isirrelevant. He was not aware of it. Whereas in Prelude he made
it quite clear that he was abandoning one basis of inspiration for another.
Itistherefore no paradox incapable of resolution to say that Swinburne
ceased to be arevolutionary upon committing himself to a volume of
revolutionary poems. It is in this sense that Songs before Sunrise was
prophetic of a decline in his genius.

(18731878)

The years immediately following the publication of Songs hefore
Sunrise and Mazzini's death in 1872 are marked by a tragic lack of
direction. There was no possibility of a return to the aesthetic theory
which aone had given him an independant inspiration, a persona
poetic core. And now, with the collapse of the revolution and the
removal of the Chief, his particular ided of Liberty, the philosophy of
Hertha, seemed no longer capable of poetic development. It had, in a
sense, been an extension of Mazzini's personality, and the bright white
light of Liberty had been fused with the Chief's conception of an idedl
Republic and conditioned by the ecstasy of submission which was the
tropic atmosphere in which Swinburne's heroworship thrived. A
dramatist, a critic, an historian, a pamphleteer emerges. And because
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Swinburne's genius was a lyric genius, his most memorable work had
now been done. The thirtyodd volumes of his lagt thirtyseven years
add little to an edimate of his genius. They, with the fact that he lived
into a new generation from which his early biographers with dl thei
necessary reticences were drawn, served merely to obscure the true
proportions of hisart.

His life, too, in this period became increasingly clouded. Though
Mazzini himsdf had not tried to exercise any direct influence upon
Swinburne's manner of living, the mere feeling that the Chief was
there to disapprove must have caused him to endeavour, not atogether
successfully, to curb his worst excesses. But with the Chief's dis
appearance dl restraint went too. Even in the last year of Mazzini's
life, when Swinburne had not seen him for many months, the deteriora
tion had noticeably set in. The brandy bottle, his"fearful propensity",
was in the ascendant.

Indeed, these were sad years of loneliness and selfinducedillheal th.
He languished without the support of an overwhelming inspiration,
without the comfort of an idolised leader. "Your letter,” he wrote to
Churton Callins in March 1876, "gave me great pleasure and a sense
of something in the rather dull monotonous puppetshow of my life,
which often strikes me astoo barren of action or enjoyment to be much
worth holding to, better than nothingness, or at least seeming better
foraminute” And in contemplating the work, the letters, the palitics
of these years one becomes aware of the presence of an implicit though
unacknowledged sense of insufficiency; something was lacking. The
afflatus which had buoyed him up had withdrawn its support. Could
it be that in recapitulating the past he might recapture the fire, the
urgency of direction, the consciousness of significance, which had
invested his life with so radiant a nimbus? He plunged into BothmlL
"The fusion of lyric with dramatic form,” he wrote, "gives the highest
type of poetry.” But where was the passion that had informed Chaste
larcfi For three years he wrestled with it. The detail of history usurped
the place of ingpiration. "It is" he wrote, "necessary to omit no detail,
drop no link in the chain, if the work is to be ether dramatically
coherent or higtoricaly intdligible” "Mon drame 6pique’ became
"my chronicle play", and when, in 1874, the fivehundredodd pages
were published, it was no error to describe the immense drama as an
"amhbitious, conscientious, comprehensive piece of work". That it
was well received by the critics and the public says much for the leisure
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and the powers of concentration of that monumenta age.

In Erechtheus done, perhaps, of the productions of these years is to
be found some echo of the whiteheat of authentic inspiration. Written
during a comparatively happy interlude in 1874, it at least achieves a
splendour of diction and an unusually sustained control. Critics have
been unable to agree as to its merits. To some it has seemed to be
the passonae and dramatic expression of the philosophy of Hertha,
to contain an elevated and transcendent morality. The sacrifice of a
young girl, at the behest of the gods, and to ensure the safety of the
State, has appeared to them a proper, indeed a lofty, contribution to
the concept of the idedl human Republic. Ever gnce the anonymous
writer in The Edinburgh Review in 1876, who likened the sacrifice of
Chthoniato the Atonement on Calvary, this view has had its adherents.
T. Earle Welby, for ingtance, while admitting that "Atalanta issues
from the totality of Swinburne's genius, Erechtheus from what was
specidised in it", goes on to say that "it is not the poet, mgjesticaly
at home in this rarefied atmosphere, but we who are to be condemned
if the ideal is too foreign to us for complete appreciation”. This may
well be so; but while not denying that the play, if itisto beinteligible,
must be approached from the standpoint of Songs before Sunrise, it is
not dways easy to be convinced that its "rarefied atmosphere” arises
entirely from the eevation of its idealisn. There would seem, indeed,
to have been a certain degeneration in Swinburne's philosophy of the
ideal Republic and the divinity of man: have not the autochthonous
gods returned with a more ruthless, a more meaningless, a more
catastrophic cruelty even than before? It is possible to discern in this
mingling of Sade and Mazzini a manifestation of the lack of direction
which afflicted these years. But what impact does the play make upon
the reader? Beyond the immediate verba effects of its poetry, its
"marmoreal uniformity of diction", it cannot be considered atogether
successful.  To quote Mr. Harold Nicolson: "It is never whally clear
whether Athens is to be destroyed by the Thracians or by the seq; it
is never wholly clear whether the central theme is the sacrifice of
Chthonia or the heroism of her mother; and the find holocaust of
Erechtheus and his remaining daughters is treated in a manner wholly
unconvincing and admog incidentd”. And, indeed, planned under
Jowett's eye, with a tooconscious regard to exact conformity with
the principles of the Eschylean drama, with a toodisciplined, a
tooimpeccably hellenic symmetry, the play moves in a serene,

c
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remote empyrean, in an amosphere too rarefied for the breath of
human tragedy or the quickening of the heart's best.

He was, too, during these years dowly collecting the poems that
were to be published as poems and Ballads. Second Series in 1878. Many
of the poems had been written before 1872, such as Ave atque Vah
by far the most distinguished poem in the book, ranking, as it does,
among Swinburne's magterpieces. Many more were trandations,
essays in literary technique or necrological poems. Biographicaly,
interest is centred in some halfdozen lyrics composed during the
period, These mostly written in lucid intervals in the country, where
from time to time long stays were made necessary by the state of his
hedth or the condition of his finances, are informed with a new, an
unimpassioned, an amost quieti emotion. Many critics, emerging
shocked and battered from the tumultuous flood of the earlier poems,
have been tempted, reassured by the safe poetic harbours of nogtagia
and melanchaly, to discover in these exquisite lyrics the perfection of
Swinburne's mature genius. There is, indeed, a certain tremulous
sorrow, a wistfulness of retrospection, a cam, an amost lethargic
regret evident in their elaborate cadences.

| hid my heart in a nest of roses,
Out of the sun's way, hidden apart;

In a softer bed than the soft white snow's is,
Under the roses | hid my heart.

And it is not only in The Ballad of Dreamland that there is, Sde by
dde with the melancholy, an undercurrent of longing—for rest wasit,
for safety? The noteis struck againin Sestina:

| saw my soul at rest upon a day
As a bird deeping in the nest of night. . . .

Indeed, it is not gtraining interpretation unduly to see in these
poems a reflection of the physica conditions in which they must have
been composed. His hedth was rapidly deteriorating; he suffered the
heartsearchings of remorse; he feared the future. And from that fear
sprang the ache of nogtagiafor the vibrant past. In A Vision of Soring
in Winter he pleaded for its recapture:
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The morning song benegth the stars that fled
With twilight through the moonless mountain air,
While youth with burning lips and wreathless hair
Sang toward the sun that was to crown his head,
Rising; the hopes that triumphed and fell dead,
The sweet swift eyes and songs of hours that were;
These may'st thou not give back for ever; these,
As at the seds heart dl her wrecks lie waste,
Lie deeper than the g
But flowers thou may'st, and winds, and hours of ease,
And al its April to the world thou may'st
Give back, and hdf my April back to me.

The plaintive note discernible in the lyrics of this period echoes not
only a conscious regret at declining inspiration—a decline of which
he must a moments have been aware—but a melancholy dissatis
faction at his way of life. Gradually during these years, his existence,
which he had never been atogether competent to conduct, became
increasingly unmanagesble. Little by little he came subconscioudly to
long for some change in its rhythm, some haven, perhaps, from which
the sharp angularities might be viewed objectively as once he had
looked upon stormy seas as a child from the windows of East Dene.
As dready with failing inspiration he had capitulated in his art, so now
with failing hedlth he was to capitulate in his life. Submission was to
become the dominant trait in his character. But it was a long process
—a process, indeed, which might never have come to fruition but
for a number of fortuitous circumstances and, above dl, the patient,
tactful, dmogt feline resilience and perseverance of WattsDunton.

(1879—1909)

When WattsDunton removed from Great James Street a dying
Swinburne, utterly prostrate, who had taken no food for days, the
poet was no longer capable of objection. And there was never to be
any question of his leaving The Pines, in which he was indalled.
Behind that prim suburban fagade life was, from thefirst, cam, regular
and orderly. But it was WattsDunton's life; it was the life of a retired
provincid solicitor was literary interests, it was alife in which routine
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became hdlowed and incident was rigoroudy excluded. The sharp
pangs of rebdlion and revolt, the disorders of excess, the eccentricities
of genius were deftly suppressed. With what determined tact, with
what soft yet unremitting persuasion WattsDunton laboured to tame
his captive poet, to reform his genius to the accepted moral standards
of the Victorian middle clasd And with what extraordinary success
his labours were crowned|

The firs year of convaescence achieved, his hedth perfectly
restored, what persuaded Swinburne to continue subject to his jealous
guardianship? For a jealous guardianship, arrogant and selfassertive
under the tact, the wariness, the ddicacy of its application, it was.
Behind the solicitude for Swinburne's health, for his reputation, for
his finances, for his manuscripts, there was a proprietary air which
was determined to create a Swinburne according to the Duntonian
mode. Hence he was jealous of Swinburne's past—a past that must
be diminated, denied, repudiated, so that the genius of Swinburne
might become a projection of WattsDunton himsdlf. And this, in
effect, it very nearly did.

Imperceptibly, from the period of Mazzini's domination—not to
give too precise a date to it—the emphasis was shifting from the
sadigticinhis character to the masochistic, from rebellion to submission.
These two compensating traits had aways been there, had, indeed,
been the basis of his temperament, the motive forces in his life to a
degree exaggerated beyond normal. And now, with the sharp lessons
of selfinduced illhealth, mortgaged dignity, and failing genius he had
no longer the strength of will to assert his right to an independent
but unmanageable existence. His temperament found its solace in a
subjection which, if less impassioned, less ecdtatic than his relations
with Mazzini, was fuller, deeper, wider, which included not only his
mind, and his art, but every detail of his life, his eating, his drinking,
his exercise and his rest, eventhe visitors he might receive. And Watts
Dunton did something else too, he restored his faith in his genius.

WattsDunton was aways at hand with advice and encouragement.
"For the ladt thirty years," he wrote in 1910, "his thoughts had been
mainly absorbed in two subjects. The first of these was the study and
contemplation of nature in various locdities. The second . . . was
childhood." And if the contemplation of nature led to an unbridied
and meaningless fluency, the presence in the household of Watts
Dunton's nephew, Bertie Mason—of whom Swinburne was aready
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writing in 1884: "When my forthcoming volume [ A Midsummer Holiday
and Other Poemg] isout, | shdl have published fifty poems onasingle
child"—led to a no less distressing bathos:

A baby shines as bright

If winter or if May be

On eyes that keep in sght
A baby.

Though dark the skies or grey be,
It fills our eyes with light
If midnight or midday be.

Love hails it, day and night,
The sweetest thing that may be,
Yet cannot praise aright

A baby.

And as each mechanica composition was struck off by the machine
WattsDunton was on hand to assure the author that it was "the best
poem | ever wrote'. Indeed, from the moment Swinburne went to
live a The Pines there seems never to have been a doubt in his mind
as to the quality of his productions. WattsDunton at least gave him
the happiness, whatever he may have come to think about some of
his early work, of complete certainty in his present genius. Neverthe
less, even this last period produced, if no great poetry, at least work of
merit. Outstanding in the interminable procession of his compositions
is Tristram of Lyonesse. This work, which had been lingering in his
mind since 1858, he intended to be his masterpiece. In 1871 he wrote
the sonorous invocation to Love which forms the Prelude, but the
forced labour of Eothmll and other avocations interfered with the
poem's immediate completion. It lay on his hands too long and when,
after "parces of Tristram” had been composed a intervals, he st
himsdlfin the summer of 1881 to completeit, the inspiration had faded.
As always, the narrative or epic form eluded him and he was brought
to redise that in fact it had become "a succession of dramatic scenes
and pictures with descriptive settings and backgrounds'. Inits totdity
it cannot be considered an unqualified success. It is likely, too, that
WattsDunton was instrumental in toning down some of the more
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frankly amorous passages, while he insisted upon its being published
in the same volume together with a number of morally unimpeach
able verses which Swinburne designated "Songs of Innocence” and
which were not caculated to enhance the major poem's effectiveness.'
The Tale ofBalen, published in 1896, is dso not without merit. His
imagination played about the vivid freedoms of Northumberland which
once he had known, and "a sun more blithe, a merrier breeze' irred
and illumined the drab hangings of the Putney villa. Perhaps for a
moment he was redly able to persuade himsdf that he lived "dose
to the edge of a noble down". And in two of the closing stanzas, with
the dying Balen, he recaptured, with a wistful, ingstent nostagia, the
surge and lifting of a boy's heart.

And there low lying, as hour on hour

Hed, dl hislifein al its flower

Came back as in a sunlit shower

Of dreams, when sweetsouled deep has power
On life less sweet and glad to be,

He drank the draught of life's first wine

Again: he saw the moorland shine,

The rioting rapids of the Tyne,
The woods, the cliffs, the sea

The joy that lives at heart and home,

The joy to redt, the joy to roam,

The joy of crags and scaurs he clomb,

The rapture of the encountering foam
Embraced and breasted of the boy,

The first good steed his knees bestrode,

The first wild sound of songs that flowed

Through ears that thrilled and heart that glowed,
Fulfilled his death with joy.

Indeed, during these last years his industry was prodigious. After
1880 some twentyfour volumes of verse and prose were published
during his lifetime and a further five posthumousdly, while from T. J.
Wisds vagt collection of manuscripts, now in the British Museum,
something approaching one hundred were edited and privately printed.
There were, too, between 1882 and 1909, two hundred and twenty
three contributions to reviews, magazines and newspapers. Watts
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Dunton approved. Indeed, what could be more satisfactory? Swin
burne was happy and busy, while the jfinancia results, under his own
able management, were really quite gratifying. But into thisvast, over
wheming flood it is neither possible, nor desirable, to do more than
dip. Out of it only two poems seem to present themselves as suitable
for inclusion in this volume: Thalassius, composed in 1880, the most
conscioudy autobiographical of dl his verse, and To a Seamew,
nogalgic, sincere with implied protest against the cage in which he was
confined. For, in genera, the mere contemplation of the bulk of the
work of these years induces a certain lassitude, while its perusd
culminates in an extraordinary tedium. Nor are the reasons for this
far to seek. His technique was at least as good as it had ever been,
the astonishing music of which he was capable ill poured out in
endless, insstent, metrical stresses. But now there was no longer any
essential experience to communicate. As verse is piled upon verse,
stanza upon stanza, with an incredible virtuosity of rhyme, alliteration
and assonance, it becomes increasingly clear that there is no outline
to the flood of his distressing fluency. Words, phrases, stanzas have
no meaning beyond their musical sound: nothing is conveyed. It is
as if we were contemplating the exquisite convolutions of a carved
marble chimneypiece—the same indeed that we gazed upon with so
much admiration in former years—but now it has lost al meaning:
the hearth is empty, the fire has gone out.
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THE UNHAPPY REVENGE

(Written by A. C. Swinburne at Eton at the age of thirteen)
B.M. Addenda MS. 40887.

DIRGE

WHEN the rough storm howleth wildly,
And the rude winds rock thy bed,
When booming thunder rolleth,
Softly rest thy wearied head
Where the gloomy cypress bloweth
And thy soft grave groweth green;
Let the whirlwinds rock thee loudly,
Thou wilt never more be seen.
Fear no more man's darkening frown,
Nor the blasting thunderstroke;
Thou art free from vain man's torment,
And thy life's bright thread is broke.
All must wither into dust;
Snowy age and youth all must
In the grave join bloodless hands,
Tied in everlasting bands!
Let worldly joys and sorrows vain
Swell false fortune's glistering train;
But the flowers of your blest spirits
Are but fed with earthy dust;
While thy soul heaven's joys inherits
Freed from care and mortal lust.
Farewell to al on this wild earth;
We bid thee not farewell
With sighing breath, nor wanton mirth,
Nor a rugged chorus swell.
Angelstune ajubilee
While we vainly mourn for thee;
All must wither in the grave;
No man can his body save.
But the gloomy wave of Death
Chills our hot and panting breath.
Stoop from heavenly skies awhile,
Bless us with one radiant smile.

3
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Those who stood on the world's rack?
Lie in Death's corrosve bands;

And their humble graves must lack
Offices of pious hands.

But the garland of thy grave

Never a withering time shall have.

Earth's cold weight can neer in ties

Oppress the blossom of the skies.



ROSAMOND

SONG

This was written in God's name;
The devil kissed me

Mouth on mouth with little shame
Under a big tree.

He fed me full with good mest,
The best there might be;

He gave me black wine and sweet

Red fruit and honeymeal to edt;
Domine, laudamus te.

He made straight the lame
And fat he made me;

S0 he gat good game,
Kisses three by three.

He was shapen like a carl,
A swine's foot had he

Like a dog's his mouth did snarl,

His hands were foul with loam and marl;
Domine, laudamus te.

A bat came out of heaven
That had a flat snout;

A loaf withouten leaven,
Crumbs thereof fell out;

The devil thrust up with his thumb,
Sad tho to me,

Lo you, there shall be left no crumb

When | and you in heaven come;
Domine, laudamus te.

There were many leaves thick
Grown well over me;

A big branch of alittle stick
Is this greene tree;

He showed me brave things to wear,
Pleasant things to see;

A good game had we twain there,

The leaves weren broad and fair;
Domine, laudamus te.

5



CHASTELARD
MARY BEATON'S SONG

i
Between the sunset and the sea
My love laid hands and lips on me;
Of sweet came sour, of day came night,
Of long desire came brief delight:
Ah love, and what thing came of thee
Between the seadowns and the sea?

2
Between the seamark and the s=a
Joy grew to grief, grief grew to me;
Love turned to tears, and tears to fire,
And dead ddlight to new desire;
Love's tak, love's touch there seemed to be
Between the seasand and the sea

3
Between the sundown and the sea
Love watched one hour of love with me;
Then down the allgolden waterways
His feet flew after yesterdays,
| saw them come and saw them flee
Between the seaf oam and the sea.

4
Between the seastrand and the sea
Love fell on deep, deep fell on me
The first star saw twain turn to one
Between the moonrise and the sun;
The next, that saw not love, saw me
Between the seabanks and the sea



AFTER DEATH

THE four boards of the coffin lid
Heard dl the dead man did.

The first curse was in his mouth,
Made of grave's mould and deadly drouth.

The next curse was in his head,
Made of God's work discomfited.

The next curse was in his hands,
Made out of two gravebands.

The next curse was in his feet,
Made out of a gravesheet.

"l had fair coins red and white,
And my name was as grest light;

| had fair clothes green and red,
And strong gold bound round my head.

But no meat comes in my mouth,
Now | fare as the worm doth;

And no gold binds in my hair,
Now | fare as the blind fare.

My live thews were of great strength,
Now am | waxen a span's length;

My live sides were full of lut,
Now are they dried with dust.”

The first board spake and said:
"Is it best eating flesh or bread?'

The second answered it:
“Is wine or honey the more sweet?'

9
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The third board spake and said:
"Is red gold worth a girl's gold head?'

The fourth made answer thus:
"All these things are as one with us."

The dead man asked of them:
"Is the green land stained brown with flame?

Have they hewn my son for beasts to est,
And my wife's body for beasts mesat?

Have they boiled my maid in a brassgan,
And built a galows to hang my man??”'

The boards said to him:
"This is a lewd thing that ye deem.

Your wife has gotten a golden bed,
All the sheets are sewn with red.

Your son has gotten a coat of sk,
The deeves are soft as curded milk.

Your maid has gotten a kirtle new,
All the skirt has braids of blue.

Your man has gotten both ring and glove,
Wrought well for eyes to love."

The dead man answered thus:
"What good gift shall God give us?'

The boards answered him anon:
"Hesh to feed hel's worm upon.”



THE BLOODY SON
(Finnigh)

"O WHERE have ye been the morn see late,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

O where have ye been the morn see late?
And | wot | hae not anither."

"By the watergate, by the watergate,
O dear mither."

"And whatten kin' o' wark had ye there to make,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

And whatten kin' o' wark had ye there to make?
And | wot | hae not anither.”

"l watered my steeds with water frae the lake,
O dear mither."

"Why is your coat see fouled the day,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

Why is your coat see fouled the day?
And I wot | hae not anither.”

"The steeds were stamping sair by the weary banks of clay,
O dear mither."

"And where gat ye thae deeves of red,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

And where gat ye thae deeves of red?
And | wot | hae not anither.”

"l have dain my ae brither by the weary waterhead,
O dear mither."

"And where will ye gang to mak your mend.
My merry son, come tell me hither?

And where will ye gang to mak your mend?
And | wot hae not anither."

"The warldis way, to the warldis end,
O dear mither."

7] D
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"And what will ye leave your father dear,
My merry son, come tell me hither?
And what will ye leave your father dear?

And | wot hae not anither."
"The wood to fell and the logs to bear,
For he'll never see my body mair,

O dear mither."

"And what will ye leave your mither dear,
My merry son, come tell me hither?
And what will ye leave your mither dear?
And | wot | hae not anither.”
"The wool to card and the wool to wear,
For yell never see my body mair,
O dear mither."

"And what will ye leave for your wife to take,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

And what will ye leave for your wife to take?
And | wot | hae not anither.”

"A goodly gown and afair new make,

For she'll do nae mair for my body's sake,
O dear mither."

"And what will ye leave your young son fair,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

And what will ye leave your young son fair?
And | wot ye hae not anither."

"A twiggen schoolrod for his body to bear,

Though it garred him greet hell get nae mair,
O dear mither."

"And what will ye leave your little daughter swest,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

And what will ye leave your little daughter sweet?
And | wot ye hae not anither."

"Wild mulberries for her mouth to eat,

Shell get nae mair though it garred her gret,
O dear mither."
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"And when will ye come back frae roamin’,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

And when will ye come back frae roamin'?
And | wot | hae not anither."

"When the sunrise out of the north is comen,
O dear mither."

"When shal the sunrise on the north sde be,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

When shall the sunrise on the north sde be?
And | wot | hae not anither."”

"When chuckiestanes shall swim in the sea,
O dear mither."

"When shall stanes in the sea swim,
My merry son, come tell me hither?
When shall stanes in the sea swim?
And | wot | hae not anither."
"When hirdies feathers are as lead therein,
O dear mither."

"When shall feathers be as lead,
My merry son, come tell me hither?

When shall feathers be as lead?
And | wot | hae not anither."

"When God shall judge between the quick and dead,
O dear mither."



THE  SEA-SWALLOWS

THIS fell when Christmas lights were done,
(Red rose leaves will never make wine)
But before the Easter lights begun;
The ways are sair fra the Till to the Tyne.

Two lovers sat where the rowan blows
And dl the grass is heavy and fine,

By the gatheringplace of the seaswallows
When the wind brings them over Tyne.

Blossom of broom will never make bread,
Red rose leaves will never make wing
Between her brows she is grown red,
That was full white in the fields by Tyne.

"O what is this thing ye have on,

Show me now, sweet daughter of mine?'
"O father, this is my little son

That | found hid in the sides of Tyne"

"O what will ye give my son to eat?'

(Red rose leaves will never make wine.)
"Fenwater and adder's mest."

The ways are sair fra the Till to the Tyne.

"Or what will ye get my son to wear?'
(Red rose leaves will never make wine.)
"A weed and a web of nettle's harr.”
The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne.

"Or what will ye take to line his bed?'
(Red rose leaves will never make wine.)
"Two black stones at the kirkwalls head."
The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne.

"Or what will ye give my son for land?'
(Red rose leaves will never make wine.)
"Three girl's paces of red sand.”
The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne.

Iz
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"Or what will ye give me for my son?"
(Red rose leaves will never make wine.)

"Six times to kiss his young mouth on."
The ways ar sair fra the Till to the Tyne.

"But what have ye done with the bearingbread,
And what have ye made of the washingwine?
Or where have ye made your bearingbed,
To bear a son in the sides of Tyne?"

"The bearingbread is soft and new,
There is no soil in the straining wine;
The bed was made between green and blue,
It stands full soft by the sdes of Tyne.

"The fair grass was my bearingbread,
The wellwater my washingwine;

The low leaves were my bearingbed,
And that was best in the sides of Tyne."

"O daughter, if ye have done this thing,
| wot the greater grief is ming;
This was a bitter childbearing,
When ye were got by the sides of Tyne.

"About the time of seaswallows
That fly full thick by sx and nine,

Yell have my body out of the house,
To bury me by the sides of Tyne.

"Set nine stones by the wall for twain,"
(Red rose leaves will never make wine)
"For the bed | take will measure ten."
The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne.

"Tread tweve girl's paces out for threg"
(Red rose leaves will never make wine)
"For the pit | made has taken me."
The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne.



A ONG IN TIME OF ORDER, 1852

PUSH hard across the sand,

For the sdt wind gathers breath;
Shoulder and wrist and hand,

Push hard as the push of death.

The wind is as iron that rings,
Thefoamheads loosen and fleg;

It swells and welters and swings,
The pulse of the tide of the sea.

And up on the yellow cliff

The long corn flickers and shakes;
Push, for the wind holds stiff,

And the gunwale dips and rakes.

Good hap to the fresh fierce weeather,
The quiver and beat of the seal
While three men hold together,
The kingdoms are less by three.

Out to the sea with her there,
Out with her over the sand;

Let the kings keep the earth for their share!
We have done with the sharers of land.

They have tied the world in a tether,

They have bought over God with a fee;
While three men hold together,

The kingdoms are less by three.

We have done with the kisses that sting,
The thief's mouth red from the feast,
The blood on the hands of the king
And the lie a the lips of the priest.

Will they tie the winds in a tether,
Put a hit in the jaws of the sea?
While three men hold together,
The kingdoms are less by three.

14
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Let our flag run out Straight in the wind!
The old red shall be floated again

When the ranks that are thin shall be thinned,
When the names that were twenty are ten;

When the devil's riddle is mastered

And the galleybench creaks with a Pope,
We shall see Buonaparte the bastard

Kick heels with his throat in a rope.

While the shepherd sets wolves on his sheep
And the emperor halters his kine,
While Shame is a watchman asleep
And Faith is a keeper of swine,

Let the wind shake our flag like a feather,
Like the plumes of the foam of the sedl
While three men hold together,
The kingdoms are less by three.

All the world has its burdens to bear,
From Cayenne to the Austrian whips
Forth, with the rain in our hair
And the salt sweet foam in our lips,

In the teeth of the hard glad weather,
In the blown wet face of the sea;
While three men hold together,
The kingdoms are less by three.



A SONG IN TIME OF REVOLUTION, 1860

THEhhe%réegf the rulers is sck, and the highpriest corcrs

is ;

For this is the song of the quick that is heard in the ears
of the dead.

The po(cj)rf Iand the hat and the blind are keen and mighty
ana fleet:

Like the noise of the blowing of wind is the sound of the
noise of their feet.

The wind has the sound of a laugh in the clamour of days
and of deeds:

The priests are scattered like chaff, and the rulers broken
ike reeds.

The k&ighg&iest sick from quams, with his raiment bloodily

ﬂ‘] ’
The thief with branded palms, and the liar with cheeks
abashed.

They are smitten, they tremble greatly, they are pained for
their pleasant things: o

For the house of the priests made stately, and the might in
the mouth of the kings.

They are grieved and greatly afraid; they are taken, they
shall not flee:

For the heart of the nations is made as the strength of the
springs of the sea

Theyfwere fair in the grace of gold, they walked with delicate
a-

They were clothed with the cunni ng of old, and the smell
of their garments was Sweet.

For the breaking of gold in their hair they hat as a man
mede lame: _ _
They are utterly naked and bare; their mouths are bitter
with shame. ‘

1
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Wilt thou judge thy people now, O king that was found
most wise?

Wilt tfh(l)u lie any more, O thou whose mouth is emptied
of lies?

Shall God make a pact with thee, till his hook be found in
thy sdes?

Wilt thou put back the time of the seg, or the place of the
season of tides?

Set aword in thy lips, to stand before God with a word in
thy mouth:

That "the rain shdl return in the land, and the tender dew
after drouth."

But the arm of the eldersis broken, their strength is unbound
and undone:

They wait for a sign of a token; they cry, and there cometh
none.

TheirI mé)an is in every place, the cry of them filleth the

and:

There is shame in the sight of their face, there is fear in the
thews of their hand.

They are girdled about the reins with a curse for the girdle
thereon:

For the noise of the rending of chains the face of ther
colour is gone.

For the sound of the shouting of men they are grievoudy
stricken at heart:
They are smitten asunder with pain, their bones are smitten

apart.

There is none of them al that is whole; their lips gape
open for breath;

They are clothed with sickness of soul, and the shape of the
shadow of desth.

The wind is thwart in their feet; it is full of the shouting

of mirth;
As one shaketh the sdes of a sheet, so it shaketh the ends
of the earth.
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The _?NOI’d, H}\e sword is made keen; the iron has opened
its mouth;

The corn is red that was green; it is bound for the sheaves
of the south.

The sognd ?\f a word was shed, the sound of the wind as
a breath,

In the ears of the souls that were dead, in the dust of the
deepness of death;

Where éhe face of the moon is taken, the ways of the stars
undone,

The light of the whole sky shaken, the light of the face of
the sun:

Where the waters are emptied and broken, the waves of
the waters are stayed;
Whera? C_%(cj)d has bound for a token the darkness that maketh
raid;

Where the sword was covered and hidden, and dust had
grown in its sde, _ _

A word came forth which was bidden, the crying of one
that cried:

The sdes of the twoedged sword shall be bare, and its
mouth shall be red,

For the breath of the face of the Lord that is felt in the bones
of the dead.



APPHICS

ALL the night deep came not upon my eyelids,

Shed not dew, nor shook nor unclosed a feather,

Yet with lips shut close and with eyes of iron
Stood and beheld me.

Then to me o lying awake a vison

Came without deep over the seas and touched me,

Softly touched mine eyelids and lips, and | too,
Full of the vision,

Saw the white implacable Aphrodite,
Saw the hair unbound and the feet unsandalled
Shine as fire of sunset on western waters;

Saw the reluctant

Feet, the straining plumes of the doves that drew her,
Looking always, looking with necks reverted,
Back to Lesbos, back to the hills whereunder

Shone Mitylene;

Heard the flying feet of the Loves behind her

Make a sudden thunder upon the waters,

As the thunder flung from the strong unclosing
Wings of a great wind.

So the goddess fled from her place, with awful

Sound of feet and thunder of wings around her;

While behind a clamour of singing women
Severed the twilight.

Ah the snging, ah the delight, the passion!

All the Loves wept, listening; sick with anguish,

Stood the crowned nine Muses about Apollo;
Fear was upon them,

While the tenth sang wonderful things they knew not.
Ah the tenth, the Lesbian! the nine were glent,
None endured the sound of her song for weeping;
Laurel by laurel,
19
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Faded dl their crowns, but about her forehead,

Round her woven tresses and ashen temples

White as dead snow, paler than grass in summer,
Ravaged with kisses,

Shone alight of fire as a crown for ever.

Yea, amost the implacable Aphrodite

Paused, and dmost wept; such a song was that song.
Yea, by her name too

Cdled her, saying, "Turn to me, O my Sgppho;"
Yet she turned her face from the Loves, she saw not
Tears for laughter darken immortal eyelids,

Heard not about her

Fearful fitful wings of the doves departing,

Saw not how the bosom of Aphrodite

Shook with weeping, saw not her shaken raiment,
Saw not her hands wrung;

Saw the Leshians kissing across their smitten

Lutes with lips more sweet than the sound of lutestrings,

Mouth to mouth and hand upon hand, her chosen,
Fairer than al men;

Only saw the beautiful lips and fingers,

Full of songs and kisses and little whispers,

Full of music; only behdd among them
Soar, as a hird soars

Newly fledged, her visible song, a marvel,

Made of perfect sound and exceeding passion,

Sweetly shapen, terrible, full of thunders,
Clothed with the wind's wings.

Then rgjoiced she, laughing with love, and scattered

Roses, awful roses of holy blossom;

Then the Loves thronged sadly with hidden faces
Round Aphrodite,

Then the Muses, stricken a heart, were slent;
Yea, the gods waxed pale; such a song was that song.
All reluctant, al with a fresh repulsion,

Fled from before her.
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All withdrew long since, and the land was barren,

Full of fruitless women and music only.

Now Ferchance, when winds are assuaged at sunset,
Lulled at the dewfall,

By the grey seaside, unassuaged, unheard of,

Unbeloved, unseen in the ebb of twilight,

Ghosts of outcast women return lamenting,
Purged not in Lethe,

Clothed about with flame and with tears, and singing

Songs that move the heart of the shaken heaven,

Songs that break the heart of the earth with pity,
Hearing, to hear them.



HENDECASYLLABICS

IN the month of the long decline of roses

I, beholding the summer dead before me,

Sat my face to the sea and journeyed slent,
Gazing eagerly where above the seamark

Flame as fierce as the fervid eyes of lions

Half divided the eyelids of the sunset;

Till | heard as it were a noise of waters

Moving tremulous under feet of angels
Multitudinous, out of al the heavens;

Knew the fluttering wind, the fluttered foliage,
Shaken fitfully, full of sound and shadow;

And saw, trodden upon by noiseless angels,

Long mysterious reaches fed with moonlight,
Sweset sad dtraits in a soft subsiding channel,
Blown about by the lips of winds | knew not,
Winds not born in the north nor any quarter,
Winds not warm with the south nor any sunshine;
Heard between them a voice of exultation,

"Lo, the summer is dead, the sun is faded,

Even like as a leaf the year is withered,

All the fruits of the day from all her branches
Gathered, neither is any left to gather.

All the flowers are dead, the tender blossoms,

All are taken away; the season wasted,

Like an ember among the fallen ashes.

Now with light of the winter days, with moonlight,
Light of snow, and the bitter light of hoarfrost,
We bring flowers that fade not after autumn,

Pde white chaplets and crowns of latter seasons,
Fair false leaves (but the summer leaves were falser),
Woven under the eyes of stars and planets

When low light was upon the windy reaches
Where the flower of foam was blown, alily

Dropt among the sonorous fruitless furrows

And green fields of the sea that make no pasture:
Since the winter begins, the weeping winter,

All whose flowers are tears, and round his temples
Iron blossom of frost is bound for ever."
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A LEAVETAKING

LET us go hence, my songs, she will not hear.
Let us go hence together without fear;
Keao slence now, for singingtime is over,
And over dl old things and dl things dear.
She loves not you nor me as all we love her.
Y ea, though we sang as angels in her ear,

She would not hear.

Let us rise up and part; she will not know.

Let us go seaward as the great winds go,

Full of blown sand and foam; what help is here?

There is no help, for al these things are so,

And al the world is bitter as a tear.

And how these things are, though ye strove to show,
She would not know.

Let us go home and hence; she will not weep.
We gave love many dreams and days to keep,
Flowers without scent, and fruits that would not grow,
Saying, "If thou wilt, thrust in thy sickle and reap."
All is reaped now; no grassis left to mow;
And we that sowed, though all we fell on deep,

She would not weep.

Let us go hence and rest; she will not love.

She shall not hear us if we sing hereof,

Nor see love's ways, how sore they are and steep.

Come hence, let be, lie still; it is enough.

Love is a barren sea, bitter and deep;

And though she saw al heaven in flower above,
She would not love.

Let us give up, go down; she will not care.
Though al the stars made gold of dl the air,
And the sea moving saw before it move
One moonflower making all the foamflowers fair;
Though dl those waves went over us, and drove
Deep down the stifling lips and drowning hair,

She would not care.

23
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Let us go hence, go hence; she will not see.
Sing dl once more together; surely she,
She too, remembering days and words that were,
Will turn a little toward us, sighing; but we,
Weh are hence, we are gone, as though we had not been
there.
Nay, and though al men seeing had pity on me,
She would not see.



HERMAPHRODITUS

I

LIFT up thy lips, turn round, look back for love,
Blind love that conies by night and casts out re<t;
Of all things tired thy lips look weariest,

Save the long smile that they are wearied of.

Ah sweset, albeit no love be sweet enough,
Choose of two loves and cleave unto the be<t;
Two loves at either blossom of thy breast

Strive until one be under and one above.

Their breath is fire upon the amorous air,

Fire in thine eyes and where thy lips suspire:

And whosoever hath seen thee, being so fair,
Two things turn all his life and blood to fire;

A strong desire begot on great despair,

A great despair cast out by strong desire.

Where between deep and life some brief space is,
With love like gold bound round about the head,
Sex to sweet sex with lips and limbs is wed,

Turning the fruitful feud of hers and his

To the waste wedlock of a sterile kiss;

Yet from them something like as fire is shed
That shall not be assuaged till death be dead,

Though neither life nor deep can find out this.

Love made himsaf of flesh that perisheth
A pleasurehouse for all the loves his kin;

But on the one side sat a man like death,

And on the other a woman sat like sin.

So with veilled eyes and sobs between his breath

Love turned himself and would not enter in.

25



26

SWINBURNE SELECTED POEMS

Love, is it love or degp or shadow or light
That lies between thine eydids and thine eyes?
Like aflower laid upon aflower it lies,
Or like the night's dew laid upon the night.
Love stands upon thy left hand and thy right,
Yet by no sunset and by no moonrise
Shall make thee man and ease a woman's sighs,
Or make thee woman for a man's delight.
To what strange end hath some strange god made fair
The double blossom of two fruitless flowers?
Hid love in dl the folds of dl thy hair,
Fed thee on summers, watered thee with showers,
Given dl the gold that dl the seasons wear
To thee that art a thing of barren hours?

v

Yea, love, | s it is not love but fear.
Nay, swedt, it is not fear but love, | know;
Or wherefore should thy body's blossom blow
So swertly, or thine eyelids leave so clear
Thy gracious eyes that never made a tear—
Though for their love our tears like blood should flow,
Though love and life and death should come and go,
So dreadful, so desirable, so dear?
Yea, swedt, | know; | saw in what swift wise
Beneath the woman's and the water's kiss
Thy moist limbs melted into Salmacis,
And the large light turned tender in thine eyes,
And all thy boy's breath softened into sighs;
But Love being blind, how should he know of this?

Au Mush du Louvre, Mars 1863.



THE GARDEN OF PROSERPINE

HERE, where the world is quigt;
Here, where all trouble seems
Dead winds and spent waves riot
In doubtful dreams of dreams;
| watch the green field growing

For reaping folk and sowing,
For harvesttime and mowing,
A deepy world of streams.

| am tired of tears and laughter,
And men that laugh and weep;
Of what may come hereafter
For men that sow to reap:
| am weary of days and hours,
Blown buds of barren flowers,
Desires and dreams and powers
And everything but deep.

Here life has death for neighbour,
And far from eye or ear

Wan waves and wet winds labour,
Weak ships and spirits Steer;

They drive adrift, and whither

They wot not who make thither;

But no such winds blow hither,
And no such things grow here.

No growth of moor or coppice,
No heatherflower or vine,
But bloomless buds of poppies,
Green grapes of Proserpine,
Pale beds of blowing rushes
Where no leaf blooms or blushes
Save this whereout she crushes
For dead men deadly wine.
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Pde, without name or number,
In fruitless fidlds of corn,

They bow themsdlves and dumber
All night till light is born;

And like a soul belated,

In hdl and heaven unmated,

By cloud and mist abated
Comes out of darkness morn.

Though one were strong as seven,
He too with death shall dwell,
Nor wake with wings in heaven,
Nor weep for pains in hell;
Though one were fair as roses,
His beauty clouds and closes,
And well though love reposes,
In the end it is not well.

Pale, beyond porch and portal,
Crowned with cam leaves, she stands
Who gathers al things mortal
With cold immortal hands;
Her languid lips are sweseter
Than love's who fears to greet her
To men that mix and meet her
From many times and lands.

She waits for each and other,
She waits for al men born;
Forgets the earth her mother,
The life of fruits and corn;
And spring and seed and swallow
Take wing for her and follow
Where summer song rings hollow
And flowers are put to scorn.

There go the loves that wither,
The old loves with wearier wings,

And dl dead years draw thither,
And al disastrous things;

Dead dreams of days forsaken,

Blind buds that snows have shaken,

Wild leaves that winds have taken,
Red strays of ruined springs.



THE GARDEN OF PROSERPINE 29

We are not sure of sorrow,

And joy was never sure;
Today will die tomorrow;

Time stoops to no man's lure;
And love, grown faint and fretful,
With lips but half regretful
Sighs, and with eyes forgetful

Weeps that no loves endure.

From too much love of living,
From hope and fear set free,
We thank with brief thanksgiving

Whatever gods may be
Thet no life lives for ever;
That dead men rise up never;
Thet even the weariest river
Winds somewhere safe to sea

Then star nor sun shall waken,
Nor any change of light:
Nor sound of waters shaken,
Nor any sound or sight:
Nor wintry leaves nor verndl,
Nor days nor things diurna;
Only the deep eternd
In an eterna night.



ITYLUS

SWALLOW, my siger, O sister swallow,
How can thine heart be full of the spring?
A thousand summers are over and dead.
What hast thou found in the spring to follow?
What hast thou found in thine heart to sng?
What wilt thou do when the summer is shed?

0 swalow, sister, O fair swift swalow,
Why wilt thou fly after spring to the south,
The soft south whither thine heart is set?
Shall not the grief of the old time follow?
Shdl not the song thereof cleave to thy mouth?
Hast thou forgotten ere | forget?

Sger, my sister, O fleet sweet swallow,
Thy way is long to the sun and the south;
But I, fulfilled of my heart's desire,
Shedding my song upon height, upon hollow,
From tawny body and sweet smal mouth
Feed the heart of the night with fire.

1 the nightingale al spring through,
O swdlow, sister, O changing swallow,
All spring through till the spring be done,
Clothed with the light of the night on the dew,
Sing, while the hours and the wild birds follow,
Take flight and follow and find the sun.

Sder, my sister, O soft light swallow,
Though dl tilings feast in the spring's guestchamber,
How hast thou heart to be glad thereof yet?
For where thou fliest | shall not follow,
Till life forget and death remember,
Till thou remember and | forget.
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Swdlow, my dger, O singing swalow,
I know not how thou hast heart to sing.
Hast thou the heart? is it dl past over?
Thy lord the summer is good to follow,
And fair the feet of thy lover the spring:
But what wilt thou say to the spring thy lover?

O swalow, sger, O fleeting swallow,
My heart in me is a molten ember
And over my head the waves have met.
But thou wouldst tarry or 1 would follow,
Could | forget or thou remember,
Couldst thou remember and | forget.

O sweset stray sister, O shifting swallow,
The heart's divison divideth us.
Thy heart is light as a leaf of a tree;
But mine goes forth among seagulfs hollow
To the place of the daying of Itylus,
The feast of Daulis, the Thracian sea

O swallow, dster, O rapid swallow,
| pray thee sing not a little space.
Are not the roofs and the lintels wet?
The woven web that was plain to follow,
The small dain body, the flowerlike face,
Can | remember if thou forget?

O gder, sdter, thy firstbegotten!
The hands that cling and the feet that follow,
The voice of the child's blood crying yet.
Who hath remembered me? who hath forgotten?
Thou hast forgotten, O summer swallow,
But the world shall end when | forget.



A BALLAD OF LIFE

| FOUND in dreams a place of wind and flowers,
Full of sweet trees and colour of glad grass,
In midst whereof there was
A lady clothed like summer with sweet hours.
Her beauty, fervent as a fiery moon,
Made my blood burn and swoon
Like aflame rained upon.
Sorrow had filled her shaken eyelids blue,
And her mouth's sad red heavy rose al through
Seemed sad with glad things gone.

She held a little cithern by the strings,
Shaped heartwise, strung with subtlecoloured hair
Of some dead luteplayer
That in dead years had done delicious things.
The seven strings were named accordingly;
The firgt string charity,
The second tenderness,
The rest were pleasure, sorrow, deep, and sin,
And lovingkindness, that is pity's kin
And is most pitiless.

There were three men with her, each garmented
With gold and shod with gold upon the fest;
And with plucked ears of wheat

The first man's hair was wound upon his head.

His face was red, and his mouth curled and sad;
All his gold garment had

Pde stains of dust and rust.
A riven hood was pulled across his eyes;
The token of him being upon this wise
Made for a sign of Lust.

The next was Shame, with hollow heavy face
Coloured like green wood when flame kindles it.
He hath such feeble feet

They may not well endure in any place,
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His face was full of grey old miseries,
And dl his blood's increase
Was even increase of pain.
The last was Fear, that is akin to Death; .
He is Shame's friend, and always as Shame saith
Fear answers him again.

My soul said in me: Thisis marvellous,
Seeing the air's face is not so delicate
Nor the sun's grace so great,
If sn and she be kin or amorous.
And seeing where maidens served her on their knees
| bade one crave of these
To know the cause thereof.
Then Fear said: | am Pity that was dead.
And Shame said: | am Sorrow comforted.
And Lust said: | am Love.

Thereat her hands began a luteplaying
And her sweet mouth a song in a strange tongue;
And al the while she sung
There was no sound but long tears following
Long tears upon men's faces, waxen white
With extreme sad delight.
But those three following men
Became as men raised up among the dead;
Great glad mouths open and fair cheeks made red
With child's blood come again.

Then | said: Now assuredly | see
MY lady is perfect, and transfigureth
All sin and sorrow and death,
Making them fair as her own eyelids be,
Or lips wherein my whole soul’s life abides;
Or as her sweet white sides
And bosom carved to kiss.
Now therefore, if her pity further me,
Doubtless for her sake dl my days shall be
As righteous as sheis.
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Forth, ballad, and take roses in both arms,
Even till the top rose touch thee in the throat
Where the least thornprick harms;
And girdied in thy ?olden singingcoat,
Come thou before my Tady and say this.
Bor%la, thy gold hair's colour burns in me,
T ¥]mout makes beat my blood in feverish
rhymes,
Therefore so many as these roses be,
Kiss me so many times. _
Then it may be, seeing how sweet she is,
That she'will stoop herself none otherwise
Than a blown vinebranch doth,
And kiss thee with soft laughter on thine eyes,
Balad, and on thy mouth.



A BALLAD OF DEATH

KNEEL down, fair Love, and fill thyself with tears,
Girdle thyself with sighing for a girth

Upon the sdes of mirth,

Cover g&y lips and eyelids, let thine ears

Be filled with rumour of people sorrowing;
Make thee soft raiment out of woven sighs
Upon the flesh to cleave,

Set J)ai ns therein and many a grievous thing,

And many sorrows after each his wise

For armlet and for gorget and for deeve.

O Loves lute heard about the lands of desath,

Left hanged upon the trees that were therein;

O Love and Time and Sin,

Three singing mouths that mourn now underbresath,
Three lovers, each one evil spoken of;

O smitten lips wherethrough this voice of mine
Came softer with her praise;

Abide a little for our lady's love.

The kisses of her mouth were more than wine,

And more than peace the passage of her days.

O Love, thou knowest if she were good to see

O Time, thou shalt not find in any land

Till, cast out of thine hand,

The sunlight and the moonlight fail from thee,
Another woman fashioned like as this.

O Sin, thou knowest that all thy shame in her

Was made a goodly thing;

Yes, she caught Shame and shamed him with her kiss,
With her fair kiss, and lips much lovelier

Than lips of amorous roses in late spring.

By night there stood over against my bed
Queen Venus with a hood striped gold and black,
Both sides drawn fully back
From brows wherein the sad blood failed of red,
And temples drained of purple and full of death.
Her curled hair had the wave of seawater
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And the seds gold in it.

Her eyes were as a dove's that sickeneth.
Strewn dust of gold she had shed over her,
And pearl and purple and amber on her feet.

Upon her raiment of dyed senddine

Were painted al the secret ways of love

And covered things thereof,

That hold ddight as grapeflowers hold their wine;
Red mouths of maidens and red feet of doves,
And brides that kept within the bridechamber
Their garment of soft shame,

And weeping faces of the wearied loves

That swoon in degp and awake wearier,

With heat of lips and hair shed out like flame.

The tears that through her eydlids fell on me
Made mine own bitter where they ran between
As blood had fallen therein,

She saying; Arise, lift up thine eyes and see

If any glad thing be or any good

Now the best thing is taken forth of us;

Even she to whom al praise

Was as one flower in a great multitude,

One glorious flower of many and glorious,
One day found gracious among many days.

Even she whose handmaiden was Love—to whom
At kissing times across her stateliest bed

Kings bowed themselves and shed

Pae wine, and honey with the honeycomb,

And spikenard bruised for a burntoffering;

Even she between whose lips the kiss became

As fire and frankincense;

Whose hair was as gold raiment on a king,

Whose eyes were as the morning purged with flame,
Whose eydids as sweet savour issuing thence.

Then | beheld, and lo on the other Sde

My lady's likeness crowned and robed and deed.
Sweet till, but now not red,

Was the shut mouth whereby men lived and died.
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And sweset, but emptied of the blood's blue shede,
The great curled eydids that withheld her eyes.
And swedt, but like spailt gold,

The weight of colour in her tresses weighed.

And swedt, but as a vesture with new dyes,

The body that was clothed with love of old.

Ah! that my tearsfilled all her woven hair

And dl the hollow bosom of her gown—

Ah! that my tears ran down

Even to the place where many kisses were,

Even where her parted breastflowers have place,

Even where they are cloven apart—who knows not this?
Ah! the flowers cleave apart

And their sweet fills the tender interspace;

Ah! the leaves grown thereof were things to kiss

Ere their fine gold was tarnished at the heart.

Ahl in the days when God did good to me,
Each part about her was a righteous thing;

Her mouth an amsgiving,

The glory of her garments charity,

The beauty of her bosom a good deed,

In the good days when God kept sight of us;
Love lay upon her eyes,

And on that hair whereof the world takes heed;
And dl her body was more virtuous

Than souls of women fashioned otherwise.

Now, ballad, gather poppies in thine hands
And sheaves of brier and many rusted sheaves
Rainrotten in rank lands,

Waste marigold and late unhappy leaves

And grass that fades ere any of it be mown;
And when thy bosom is filled full thereof
Seek out Desgth's face ere the light altereth,
And say "My master that was thrall to Love
Is become thrall to Death."

Bow down before him, ballad, sigh and groan,
But make no sojourn in thy outgoing;

For haply it may be

That when thy feet return at evening

Death shdl come in with thee.



LES NOYADES

WHATEVER a man of the sons of men
Shall say to his heart of the lords above,
They have shown man verily, once and again,
Marvellous mercies and infinite love.

In the wild fifth year of the chmdge of thiggs, _
When France was glorious and bloodred, fair
With dust of battle and deaths of kings,
A queen of men, with hdmeted harr,

Carrier came down to the Loire and dew,
Till &l the ways and the waves waxed red:

Bound and drowned, daying two by two,
Maidens and young men, naked and wed.

They brought on a day to his judgmentplace
One rough with labour and red with fight,
And a lady noble by name and face,
Faultless, a maiden, wonderful, white.

She knew not, being for shame's sake blind,
If his eyes were hot on her face hard by.
And the judge bade strip and ship them, and bind
Bosom to bosom, to drown and die.

The white girl winced and whitened; but he
Caught fire, waxed bright as a great bright flame
Seen with thunder far out on the sea,
Laughed hard as the glad blood went and came.

Twice his lips quailed with ddight, then said,
"I have but a word to you al, one word;
Bear with me; surely | am but dead:”
And al they laughed and mocked him and heard.

"Judge, when they open the judgmentroll,
I will stand upright before God and pray:
‘Lord God, have mercy on one man's soul,
For his mercy was great upon earth, | say.
3
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" 'Lord, if | loved thee—Lord, if | served—
If these who darkened thy fair Son's face
| fought with, sparing not one, nor swerved
A hand'sbreadth, Lord, in the perilous place—

"'l pray thee say to this man, O Lord,
St thou for him at my feet on a throne.

I will face thy wrath, though it bite as a sword,
And my soul shal burn for his soul, and aone.

" Tor, Lord, thou knowest, O God most wise,

How gracious on earth were his deeds towards me.
Shall this be a small thing in thine eyes,

That is greater in mine than the whole great sea?

"I have loved this woman my whole life long,
And even for love's sake when have | said

'l love you'? when have | done you wrong,
Living? but now | shall have you dead.

"Yea, now, do | bid you love me, love?
Love me or loathe, we are one not twain.

But God be praised in his heaven above
For this my pleasure and that my pain!

"For never a man, being mean like me,
Shall die like me till the whole world dies.

| shal drown with her, laughing for love; and she
Mix with me, touching me, lips and eyes.

"Shall she not know me and see me al through,
Me, on whose heart as a worm she trod?

You have given me, God requite it you,
What man yet never was given of God."

O sweet one love, O my life's ddight,
Dear, though the days have divided us,
Lost beyond hope, taken far out of sight,
Not twice in the world shall the gods do thus.
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Had it been so hard for my love? but |,
Though the gods gave al that a god can give,
| had chosen rather the gift to die,
Ceae, and be glad above all that live.

For the Loire would have driven us down to the sea,
And the sea would have pitched us from shoa to shod;
And | should have held you, and you held me,
As flesh holds flesh, and the soul the soul.

Could | change you, help you to love me, swest,
Could | give you the love that would sweeten dezath,

We should yield, go down, locked hands and feet,
Die, drown together, and breath catch breath;

But you would have felt my soul in a kiss,
And known that once if | loved you well;

And | would have given my soul for this
To burn for ever in burning hell.



A CAMEO

THERE was a graven image of Desire
Painted with red blood on a ground of gold
Passing between the young men and the old,

And by him Pain, whose body shone like fire,

And Pleasure with gaunt hands that grasped their hire.
Of his left wrist, with fingers clenched and cold.
The insatiable Satiety kept hold,

Walking with feet unshod that pashed the mire.

The senses and the sorrows and the sins,

~ And the strange loves that suck the breasts of Hate

Till lips and teeth bite in their sharp indenture,

Followed like beasts with flap of wings and fins.
Death stood doof behind a gaping grate,

Upon whose lock was written Peradventure.
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FIRST ANTIPHONE

ALL the bright lights of heaven
I will make dark over thee;

One night shall be as seven
That its skirts may cover thee,

| will send on thy strong men a sword,
On thy remnant a rod;

Ye shall know that | am the Lord,
Saith the Lord God.

SECOND ANTIPHONE

All the bright lights of heaven
Thou hast made dark over us;
One night has been as saven
That its skirt might cover us,
Thou hast sent on our strong men a sword,
On our remnant a rod;
We know that thou art the Lord,
O Lord our God.

THIRD ANTIPHONE

As the tresses and wings of the wind
Are scattered and shaken,

| will scatter dl them that have sinned,
There shall none be taken;

As a sower that scattereth seed,
So will | scatter them;

As one breaketh and shattereth a reed,
| will break and shatter them.
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FOURTH ANTIPHONE

As the wings and the locks of the wind
Are scattered and shaken,
Thou hast scattered dl them that have snned,
There was no man taken;
As a sower that scattereth seed,
S0 hast thou scattered us;
As one breaketh and shattereth a reed,
Thou hast broken and shattered us.

FIFTH ANTIPHONE

From al thy lovers that love thee
1 God will sunder thee;
| will make darkness above thee,
And thick darkness under thee;
Before me goeth a light,
Behind me a sword;
Shall a remnant find grace in my sight?
| am the Lord.

SIXTH ANTIPHONE

From al our lovers that love us
Thou God didst sunder us,
Thou madest darkness above us,
And thick darkness under us,
Thou hast kindled thy wrath for a light,
And made ready thy sword;
Let a remnant find grace in thy sight,
We beseech thee, O Lord.

SEVENTH ANTIPHONE

Wilt thou bring fine gold for a payment
For dns on this wise?

For the glittering of raiment
And the shining of eyes,
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For the painting of faces
And the sundering of trust,
For the dns of thine high places
And ddlight of thy lust?

For your high things ye shdl have lowly,
Lamentation for song;

For, behold, | God am haly,
| the Lord am strong;

Ye shall seek me and shall not reach me,
Till the winepress be trod;

In that hour ye shdl turn and beseech me,
Saith the Lord God.

EIGHTH ANTIPHONE

Not with fine gold for a payment,
But with coin of sghs,
But with rending of raiment
And with weeping of eyes,
But with shame of stricken faces
And with strewing of dust,
For the sin of dtately places
And lordship of lust;

With voices of men made lowly,
Made empty of song,
O Lord God most haly,
O God most strong,
We reach out hands to reach thee
Ere the winepress be trod;
We beseech thee, O Lord, we beseech thee,
O Lord our God.

NINTH ANTIPHONE

In that hour thou shdt say to the night,
Come down and cover us,

To the cloud on thy left and thy right,
Be thou spread over us,
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A snare shdl be as thy mother,
And a curse thy bride;

Thou shdt put her away, and another
Shdl lie by thy sde.

Thou shalt neither rise up by day
Nor lie down by nlght;

Would God it were dark! thou shalt say;
Would God it were light!

And the sight of thine eyes shal be made
As the burning of fire; _

And thy soul shal be sorely afraid
For thy soul's desire.

Ye whom your lords loved well,
Putting slver and gold on you,
The inevitable hell
Shall surely take hold on you;
Your gold shal be for a token,
~ Your dteff for a rod,
With the breaking of bands ye are broken,
Saith the Lord God.

TENTH ANTIPHONE

In our sorrow we said to the night,
Fall down and cover us;

To the darkness at |eft and at right,
Be thou shed over us,

We had breaking of spirit to mother
And cursing to bride;

And one was dan, and another
Stood up at our side.

We could not ariseby day,
Nor lie down by night;

Thy sword was sharp in our way,
Thy word in our sight;



SWINBURNE SELECTED POEMS

The ddlight of our eydlids was made
As the burning of flrgi _

And our souls became sorely afraid
For our soul's desre.

We whom the world loved well,
Laying slver and gold on us
The kingdom of death and of hell
Riseth up to take hold on us;
Our gold is turned to a token,
ur daff to a rod;
Yet shdt thou bind them up that were broken,
O Lord our God.



AVE ATQUE VALE

In Memory of Charles Baudelaire.

Nous devrions pourtant lui poftet quelques fleutﬁ

Les morts, les pauvres morts, ont de grandes douleurs,

Et quand Octobre souffle, emondeur des vieux arbres,

Son vent melancolique a I'entour de leurs marbres,

Certe, ils doivent trouver les vivants bien ingrats. ]
Les Fleurs du Mai

I

SHALL | strew on thee rose or rue or laurdl,
Brother, on this that was the vell of thee?
Or quiet seaflower moulded by the ses,

Or smplest growth of meadowsweet or sorrel,
Such as the summersleepy Dryads weave,
Waked up by snowsoft sudden rains at eve?

Or wilt thou rather, as on earth before,
Halffaded fiery blossoms, pale with heat
And full of bifter summer, but more sweet

To thee than gleanings of a northern shore
Trod by no tropic feet?

For aways thee the fervid languid glories
Allured of heavier suns in mightier skies,
Thine ears knew dl the wandering watery sighs
Where the sea sobs round Lesbian promontories,
The barren kiss of piteous wave to wave
~That knows not where is that Leucadian grave
Which hides too deep the supreme head of song.
Ah, sdt and Sterile as her kisses were,
The wild sea winds her and the green gulfs bear
Hither and thither, and vex and work her wrong,
Blind gods that cannot spare.
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Thou sawedt, in thine old singing season, brother,
Secrets and sorrows unbeheld of us:

Fierce loves, and lovely leafbuds poisonous,

Bare to thy subtler eye, but for none other
Blowing by night in some unbreathedin clime;
The hidden harvest of luxurious time,

Sin without shape, and pleasure without speech;
And where strange dreams in a tumultuous seep
Make the shut eyes of stricken spirits weep;

And with each face thou sawest the shadow on each,
Seeing as men sow men reap.

v

O deepless heart and sombre soul unseeping,
That were athirst for degp and no more life
And no more love, for peace and no more strife!

Now the dim gods of death have in their keeping
Spirit and body and al the springs of song,
Is it well now where love can do no wrong,

Where stingless pleasure has no foam or fang
Behind the unopening closure of her lips?
Is it not well where soul from body dips

And flesh from bone divides without a pang
As dew from flowerbell drips?

\

It is enough; the end and the beginning
Are one thing to thee, who art past the end.
O hand unclasped of unbeholden friend,

For thee no fruits to pluck, no palms for winning,
No triumph and no labour and no lust,

Only dead yewleaves and a little dust.

O quiet eyes wherein the light saith nought,
Whereto the day is dumb, nor any night
With obscure finger silences your sight,

Nor in your speech the sudden soul speaks thought,
Seep, and have deep for light,
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Vi

Now dl strange hours and al strange loves are over,
Dreams and desires and sombre songs and Swest,
Hast thou found place at the great knees and feet

Of some pae Titanwoman like a lover,

Such as thy vision here solicited,
Under the shadow of her fair vast head,

The deep divison of prodigious breasts,

The solemn dope of mighty limbs asleep,
The weight of awful tresses that till keep

The savour and shade of oldworld pineforests

Where the wet hillwinds weep?

VIl

Hast thou found any likeness for thy vison?

O gardener of strange flowers, what bud, what bloom,

Hast thou found sown, what gathered in the gloom?
What of desPa!r, of rapture, of derision,

What of life is there, what of ill or good?

Are the fruits grey like dust or bright like blood?
Does the dim (T:]_round grow any seed of ours,

The faint fields quicken any terrene root,

In low lands where the sun and moon are mute
And al the stars keep slence? Are there flowers

At dl, or any fruit?

VI

Alas, but though my flying song flies after,
O sweset strange elder singer, thy more fleet
Singing, and footprints of thy fleeter feet,
Some dim derison of mysterious laughter
From the blind tongueless warders of the dead,
Some gainless ?Iimpse of Proserpine's veiled head,
Some little sound of unregarded tears
Wept by effaced unprofitable eyes, _
And from pale mouths some cadence of dead sighs—
These only, these the hearkening spirit hears,
Sees only such things rise.
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IX

Thou art far too far for wings of words to follow,
Far too far off for thought or any prayer.
What ails us with thee, who art wind and air?

What als us gazing where dl seen is hollow?

Yet with some fancy, yet with some desire,
Dreams pursue death as winds a flying fire,

Our dreams pursue our dead and do not find.

Stll, and more swift than they, the thin flame flies,
The low light fails us in dusive skies,

Sill the foiled earnest ear is deaf, and blind

Are dill the eluded eyes.

X

Not thee, O never theg, in dl time's changes,
Not thee, but this the sound of thy sad soul,
The shadow of thy swift spirit, this shut scroll
| lay my hand on, and not desth estranges
My spirit from communion of thy song—
These memories and these melodies that throng
Veiled porches of a Muse funereal—
These | salute, these touch, these clasp and fold
As though a hand were in my hand to hold,
Or through mine ears a mourning musica
Of many mourners rolled.

Xl

| among these, | aso, in such dation

As when the pyre was charred, and piled the sods,

And offering to the dead made, and their gods,
The old mourners had, standing to make libation,

| stand, and to the gods and to the dead

Do reverence without prayer or praise, and shed
Offering to these unknown, the gods of gloom,

And what of honey and spice my seedlands bear,

And what | may of fruits in this chilled ar,
And lay, Orestedlike, across the tomb

A curl of savered hair.
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X1l

But by no hand nor any treason stricken, _
Not like the lowlying head of Him, the King,
The flame that made of Troy a ruinous thl_nE,

Thou liest, and on this dust no tears could quicken.
There fall no tears like theirs that al men hear
Fdl tear by sweet imperishable tear

Down the opening leaves of holy poets pages.
Thee not Orestes, not Electra mourns;

But bending usward with memoria urns

The most high Muses that fulfil al ages

Weep, and our God's heart yearns.

X1l

For, sparing of his sacred strength, not often
Among us darkling here the lord of light
Makes manifest his music and his might
In hearts that open and in lips that soften _
With the soft flame and heat of songs that shine.
Thy lips indeed he touched with bitter wine,
And nourisned them indeed with bitter bread;
Yet surely from his hand thy soul's food came,
The fire that scarred thy spirit at his flame
%hted, and thine hungering heart he fed

Was li
Who feeds our hearts with fame.

XV

Therefore he too now at thy soul's sunsetting,
God of al suns and songs, he too bends down
To mix his laurel with thy cypress crown,
And save thy dust from blame and from forgetting.
Therefore he too, seeing dl thou wert and art,
Com onate, with sad and sacred heart,
Mourns thee of many his children the last dead,
And halows with strange tears and alien sghs
Thine unmelodious mouth and sunless eyes,
And over thine irrevocable head
Sheds light from the under skies.
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XV

And one weeps with him in the ways Lethean,
And stains with tears her changing bosom chill:
That obscure Venus of the hollow hill,

That thing transformed which was the Cytherean.
With lips that lost their Grecian laugh divine
Long since, and face no more cdled Erycine,

A ghost, a bitter and luxurious god.

Thee dso with fair flesh and singing spell

Did she, a sad and second prey, compd
Into the footless places once moie trod,

And shadows hot from hell.

XVI

And now no sacred staff shall break in blossom,
No choral sautation lure to light
A spirit sick with perfume and sweet night
And loves tired eyes and hands and barren bosom,
There is no help for these things, none to mend
And none to mar; not al our songs, O friend,
Will make death clear or make life durable.
Howbeit with rose and ivy and wild vine
And with wild notes about this dust of thine
At least | fill the place where white dreams dwell
And wreathe an unseen shrine.

XVII

Seep; and if life was hitter to thee, pardon,

If swedt, give thanks; thou hast no more to live,
And to give thanks is good, and to forgive.

Out of the mystic and the mournful garden
Where al day through thine hands in barren braid
Wove the sick flowers of secrecy and shade,

Green buds of sorrow and sin, and remnants grey,
Sweetsmelling, pale with poison, sanguinehearted,
Passionsthat sprang from deegp and thoughtsthat started,

Shdl death not bring us al as thee one day
Among the days departed?
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XVIII

For thee, O now a slent soul, my brother,
Take at my hands this gfarland,_and farewell.
Thin is the leaf, and chill the wintry smell,

And chill the solemn earth, a fatal mother,

With sadder than the Niobean womb,
And in the hollow of her breasts a tomb.

Content thee, howso€'er, whose days are done;
There lies not any troublous thing before,
Nor sight nor sound to war against thee more,

For whom al winds are quiet as the sun,

All waters as the shore.



LAUS VENERIS

Lors dit en plpurant; Helas trop malheureux homme et mauldict pescheur,
oncques ne verraije ctemence et misericorde de Dieu. Ores m'en iraie dicy et
me cacherai dedans le mont Horsdl, en requerant de faveur et d'amoureuse merci
ma doulce dame V€E'nus, car pour Son amour seraije bien e tout jamais damne' en
cnfer. Voicy lafin de tous mes faicts d'armes et de toutes mes beles chansons.
He'las, trop belle estoyt laface de ma dame et ses yeulx, et en mauvais jour je vis
ces chousesla. Lors sen dia tout en germssant et se retourna chez ele, et la
vescut tristement en grand amour pres de sa dame. Puis apres advmt que le
pape vit un jour esclater sur son baston force belles fleurs rouges et blanches et
maints boutons de feuilles, et aing vitil reverdir toute Tescorce. Ce dont il cut
grande crainte et moult sen esmut, et grande pitie” lui prit de ce chevaier qui Sen
estoyt depart! sans espoir comme un homme miserable et damne’. Doncques
envoya force messaigers devers luy pour le ramener, disant qu'il aurait de Dieu
grace et bonne absolution de son grand pesche d'amour. Mais oncques plus nele
virent; car toujours demeura ce pauvre chevalier aupres de Venus la haulte et
forte de'esse esflancs de la montagne amoureuse.

livredesgrandes merveilksd amour, escript en latin
et en franfoyspar Matstre Antoine Gaget. 1530.

ASLEEP or waking is it? for her neck,

Kissed over close, wears yet a purple speck
Wherein the pained blood falters and goes out;

Soft, and stung softly—fairer for a fleck.

But though my lips shut sucking on the place,
There is no vein a work upon her face;
Her eyelids are so peaceable, no doubt
Deep deep has warmed her blood through al its ways.

Lo, thisis she that was the world's delight;

The old grey years were parcels of her might;
The strewings of the ways wherein she trod

Were the twain seasons of the day and night.

Lo, she was thus when her clear limbs enticed

All lips that now grow sad with kissing Chrig,
Stained with blood fallen from the feet of God,

The feet and hands whereat our souls were priced.

Alas, Lord, surely thou art great and fair.
But lo her wonderfully woven hair!

And thou didst heal us with thy piteous kiss;
But e now, Lord; her mouth is lovdier.
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She is right fair; what hath she done to thee?
Nay, fair Lord Christ, lift uE thine eyes and seg;
Had now thy mother such a lip—like this?

Thou knowest how sweet a thing it is to me.

Ingde the Horsel here the air is hat;

Right little peace one hath for it, God wat;
he scented dusty daylight burns the air,

And my heart chokes me till | hear it not.

Behold, my Venus, my soul's body, lies

With my love laid upon her garmentwise,
Feding my love in @l her [imbs and hair

And shed between her eyelids through her eyes.

She holds my heart in her sweet open hands

Hanging adeep; hard by her head there stands,
Crowned with gilt thorns and clothed with flesh like fire,

Love, wan as foam blown up the sdt burnt sands—

Hot as the brackish waifs of yellow spume

That shift and steam—Ioose clots of arid fume
From the seds panting mouth of dry desire;

There stands he, like one labouring a a loom.

The warp holds fast across, and every thread

That makes the woof up has dr?/ specks of red;
Always the shuttle cleaves clean through, and he

Weaves with the hair of many a ruined head.

Love is not glad nor sorry, as | deem;

Labouring he dreams, and labours in the dream,
Till when the spooal is finished, lo | see

His web, reded off, curls and goes out like steam.

Night falls like fire; the heavy lights run low,
And as they drop, my blood an boc(;y 0

Shake as the flame shakes, full of days and hours
That deep not neither weep they as they go.

Ah yet would God this flesh of mine might be
Where air might wash and long leaves cover me,

Where tides of grass break i nto foam of flowers,
Or where the wind's feet shine adong the sea
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Ah yet would God that stems and roots were bred
Out of my weary body and my head,

That deep were seded upon me with a sed,
And | were as the least of al his dead.

Would God my blood were dew to feed the grass,

Mine ears made deaf and mine eyes blind as glass,
My body broken as a turning whed,

And my mouth stricken ere it saith Alas!

Ah God, that love were as aflower or flame,
That life were as the naming of a name,

That death were not more pitiful than desire,
That these things were not one thing and the same!

Behold now, surely .somewhere there is death:

For each man hath some space of years, he saith,
A little space of time ere time expire,

A little day, a little way of breath.

And lo, between the sundawn and the sun,

His day's work and his night's work are undone;
And lo, between the nightfall and the light,

He is not, and none knoweth of such an one.

Ah God, that | were as all souls that be,
As any herb or leaf of any tree,

As men that toil through hours of labouring night,
As bones of men under the deep sharp sea.

Outside it must be winter among men;
For at the gold bars of the gates again
| heard dl night and al the hours of it
The wind's wet wings and fingers drip with rain.

Knights gather, riding sharp for cold; | know
The ways and woods are strangled with the snow;
And with short song the maidens spin and st

Until Chrigt's birthnight, lilylike, arow.

The scent and shadow shed about me make
The very soul in all my senses ache;

The hot hard night is fed upon my breath,
And deep beholds me from afar awake.
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Alas, but surely where the hills grow deep,
Or where the wild ways of the sea are steep,

Or in strange places somewhere there is death,
And on death's face the scattered hair of deep.

There loverlike with lips and limbs that meet
They lie, they pluck sweet fruit of life and est;
But me the hot and hungry days devour,

And in my mouth no fruit of theirs is swest.

No fruit of theirs, but fruit of my desre, _
For her love's sake whose lips through mine respire;

Her eydlids on her eyes like flower on flower,
Mine eyelids on mine eyes like fire on fire,

S0 lie we, not as deep that lies by death,
With heavy kisses and with happy breath;

Not as man lies by woman, when the bride
Laughs low for love's sake and the words he saith.

For she lies, laughing low with love; she lies
And turns his kisses on her lips to sighs,

To sighing sound of lips unsatisfied,
And the sweet tears are tender with her eyes.

Ah, not as they, but as the souls that were

San in the old time, having found her fair;
Who, deeping with her lips upon their eyes,

Heard sudden serpents hiss across her hair.

Their blood runs round the roots of time like rain:
She casts them forth and gathers them again,

With nerve and bone she weaves and multiplies
Exceeding pleasure out of extreme pain.

Her little chambers drip with flowerlike red,

Her girdles, and the chaplets of her head,
Her armlets and her anklets; with her feet

She tramples dl that winepress of the dead.

Her gateways smoke with fume of flowers and fires,

With loves burnt out and unassuaged desires,
Between her lips the steam of them is swest,

The languor in her ears of many lyres.
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Her beds are full of perfume and sad sound,

Her doors are made with music, and barred round
With sighing and with laughter and with tears,

With tears whereby strong souls of men are bound.

There is the knight Adonis that was dain;

With flesh and blood she chains him for a chain;
The body and the spirit in her ears

Cry, for her lips divide him vein by vein.

Yeg, dl she dayeth; yea, every man save me;
Meg, love, thy lover that must cleave to thee

Till the ending of the days and ways of earth,
The shaking of the sources of the sea.

Me, most forsaken of al souls that fell;

Me, satiated with things insatiable; _
Me, for whose sake the extreme hdll makes mirth,

Yea, laughter kindles at the heart of hell.

Alas thy beautyl for thy mouth's sweet sake
My soul is bitter to me, my limbs quake
As water, as the flesh of men that weep,
As their heart's vein whose heart goes nigh to break.

Ah God, that deep with flowersweet fingertips
Would crush the fruit of death upon my lips;

Ah God, that death would tread the grapes of seep
And wring their juice upon me as it drips.

There is no change of cheer for many days,

But change of chimes high up in the air, that sways
Rung by the running fingers of the wind;

And singing sorrows heard on hidden ways.

Day smiteth day in twain, night sundereth night,
And on mine eyes the dark gts as the light;

Yes, Lord, thou knowest | know not, having sinned
If heaven be clean or unclean in thy sight.

Yea, as if earth were sprinkled over me,
Such chafed harsh earth as chokes a sandy sea,

Each pore doth yearn, and the dried blood thereof
Gasps by sck fits, my heart swims heavily,
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There is a feverish famine in my veins, _
Below her bosom, where a crushed grape stains

The white and blue, there my lips caught and clove
An hour snce, and what mark of me remains?

| dare not always touch her, lest the kiss

Leave my lips charred. Yea, Lord, alittle bliss,
Brief bitter bliss, one hath for a great sn;

Nathless thou knowest how sweet a thing it is.

Sin, is it Sn whereby men's souls are thrust

Into the pit? yet had | a good trust _
To save my soul before it sipped therein,

Trod under by the fireshod feet of lust.

For if mine eyes faill and my soul takes breath,
| look between the iron sides of death

Into sad hell where al sweet love hath end,
All but the pain that never finisheth.

There are the naked faces of great kings,

The snging folk with al their luteplayings,
There when one cometh he shall have to friend

The grave that covets and the worm that clings.

There sit the knights that were so great of hand,

The ladies that were queens of fair green land,
Grown grey and black now, brought into the dugt,

Soiled, without raiment, clad about with sand.

There is one end for al of them; they sit
Naked and sad, they drink the dregs of it,

Trodden as grapes in the winepress of lug,
- Trampled and trodden by the fiery feet.

| see the marvellous mouth whereby there fell

Cities and people whom the gods [oved well,
Yet for her sake on them the fire gat hold,

And for ther sakes on her the fire of hdl.

And softer than the Egyptian loteleaf is,

The queen whose face was worth the world to kiss
Wearing at breast a suckling snake of gold;

And large pde lips of strong Semiramis,
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Curled like a tiger's that curl back to feed;

Red only where the last kiss made them bleed;
Her hair most thick with many a carven gem,

Degp in the mane, greatchested, like a steed.

Yea, with red sin the faces of them shing;
But in al these there was no sin like mine;
No, not in al the strange great sins of them
That made the winepress froth and foam with wine.

For | was of Christ's choosing, | God's knight,

No blinkard heathen stumbling for scant light;
| can well see, for dl the dusty days

Gone past, the clean great time of goodly fight.

| smell the breathing battle sharp with blows,

With shriek of shafts and snapping short of bows;
The fair pure sword smites out in subtle ways,

Sounds and long lights are shed between the rows

Of beautiful mailed men; the edged light dips,

Mogt like a snake that takes short breath and dips
Sharp from the beautifully bending head,

With all its gracious body lithe as lips

That curl in touching you; right in this wise
My sword doth, seeming fire In mine own eyes,
Leaving al colours in them brown and red
And flecked with death; then the keen breaths like Sghs,

The caughtup choked dry laughters following them,
When dl the fighting face is grown aflame

For pleasure, and the pulse that stuns the ears,
And the heart's gladness of the goodly game.

Let me think yet a little; | do know

These things were sweet, but sweet such years ago,
Ther savour is al turned now into tears,

Yeg, ten years dnce, where the blue ripples blow,

The blue curled eddies of the blowing Rhine,

| felt the sharp wind shaking grass and vine
Touch my blood too, and sting me with delight

Through dl this waste and weary body of mine
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That never feels clear air; right gladly then
| rode aone, a great way off my men,

And heard the chiming bridle smite and smite,
And gave each rhyme thereof some rhyme again,

Till my song shifted to that iron one;

Seeing there rode up between me and the sun
Some certain of my foe's men, for his three

White wolves across their painted coats did run.

The first redbearded, with square cheeks—alack,

I made my knave's blood turn his beard to black;
The daying of him was a joy to see

Perchance too, when at night he came not back,

Some woman fell aweeping, whom this thief

Would beat when he had drunken; yet small grief
Hath