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S ORE

IF you asked what was the motive or idea that lay
behind this anthology, I would put it this way: In
days of old, when knights set out on difficult and
perilous quests, meeting all manner of dangers and
enduring all kinds of hardship, they called it ‘High
Adventure,” or ‘ Joyous Venture ’—or some term such
as this, which implies a delight in living, and in
taking dangers and hardships as part of the great
game.

Many of our great poets have thought of life as
High Adventure. That is the youthful attitude, and
they have never lost it.  In this anthology I have
tried to catch that spirit in the pocts, and have chosen
and arranged poems that can mean nothing clse.
There are many aspects of the High Adventure, and
I have arranged them thus:

The first section is called ‘ Vision "—that is, the vision
by which it is given to the poet to sec that life means
High Adventure. Thesc twelve pocms are in happy
key—and it is the key of the whole collection. Next
comes a long section called ‘Living in the Open’; for
though there may be vision in cities too, and the
world is what onc makes it, the frecdom of the
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6 INTRODUCTION

country is more in keeping with the High Adventure
of life.

Next comes a section of vigorous old stories
‘ After-tea Stories’ I have called them, and given them
an appropriate tea-time introduction; for it secemed
to me that tea-time was the most typical home-time,
and the most comfortable time for reading stories of
High Adventure. If one is kept indoors one may
escape on to the plane of adventure in books.

‘Times and Seasons’ come next, especially spring
and early morning, for then it is that the spirit of
High Adventure is keenest and the blood runs freest.
But all times and scasons are good times and seasons
if onc has the vision—cven winter when it rains, as
we may read in Christina Rossetti’s poem.

Next, a touch of philosophy: ‘The Spirit of Man’
in courage or contentment. For this, too, is High
Adventure: to master one’s circumstances, to elimi-
nate worry, and to keep one’s freedom at least in
thought.

The last section I have called ‘ Youth—and After’;
and the general idea of it is High Adventure when
one is young, and the holding on to ideals,
the refusal to admit disillusionment as one grows
older; and we close with Robert Browning’s noble
Epiloguc.

So much for the scheme and arrangement of the
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book. But after all is said and read, there nced be
no very fast line between the scctions. Indeed, I
was often much put to it to decide in which category
a poem should be placed. For the whole of life is
High Adventure which one poet may view from one
angle, one from another.

G. N. P.
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I. VISION






PIPPA’S SONG

THE year’s at the spring,
And day ’s at the morn;
Morning ’s at seven;

The hill-side ’s dew-pearled;
The lark ’s on the wing;
The snail ’s on the thorn;
God ’s in His heaven—

All ’s right with the world!

ROBERT BROWNING.

PLEASURE IT IS

PLEASURE it is

To hear, iwis,

The birdés sing.
The deer in the dale,
The sheep in the vale,

The corn springing;

Twis. Truly.
15
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VISION

God’s purveyance

For sustenance
It is for man.

Then we always

To Him give praise,
And thank Him than,
And thank Him than.

WirLLiAM CORNISH.

THE RAINBOW

My heart leaps up when I behold
A rainbow in the sky:
So was it when my life began,
So is it now I am a man,
So be it when I shall grow old,
Or let me die!
The Child is father of the Man:
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.

Than. Then.
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THE VISION SPLENDID

EXTRACT FROM ‘ODE ON INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY
FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY CHILDHOOD’

THERE was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparclled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.
It is not now as it hath been of yore:—
Turn wheresoe’er I may,
By night or day,
The things which I have seen I now can see no more.

The rainbow comes and goes,
And lovely is the rose;
The moon doth with delight

Look round her when the h_ggy_g_ns are bare;
Waters on a starry night T
Are beautiful and fair;

The sunshine is a glorious birth;

But yet I know, where’er I go,

That there hath passed away a glory from the earth.
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Ye bless¢d creatures, I have heard the call
Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;
My heart is at your festival,
My head hath its coronal,
The fullness of your bliss, I feel—TI feel it all.
O evil day! If I were sullen
While the earth herself is adorning
This sweet May-morning,
And the children are pulling
On every side,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,

Iresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,
And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:—
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear!
—But there ’s a tree, of many, one,
A single field which I have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that is gone;
The pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat:
Whither is fled the visionary gleam?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream? !

Our birth is but a slecp and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,
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" Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is our home:
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the light, and whence it flows,
He sces it in his joy;
The Youth, who daily farther from the cast
Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it dic away,
And fade into the light of common day.

O joy! that in our embers ¢ -+

Is something that doth live,

That nature yet remembers

What was so fugitive!
The thought of our past years in me doth breed
Perpetual benediction: not indeed [ 7>c
For that which Is most worthy to be blest;
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
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Of childhood, whether busy or at rest,
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast:—
Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and praise;
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings;
Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realized,
High instincts before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised:
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seeing;
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make
Our noisy years scem moments in the being
Of the cternal Silence; truths that wake,
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy!
Hence, in a season of calm weather,
Though inland far we be,
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea
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Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither,
And see the children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

EXTRACT FROM ‘THE PRELUDE’

. . For I would walk alone,
Under the quiet stars, and at that time
Have felt whate’er there is of power in sound
To breathe an elevated mood, by form
Or image unprofaned; and I would stand,
If the night blackened with a coming storm,
Beneath some rock, listening to notes that are
The ghostly language of the ancient earth,
Or make their dim abode in distant winds.
Thence did I drink the visionary power;
And deem not profitless those fleeting moods
Of shadowy exultation: not for this,
That they are kindred to our purer mind
And intellectual life; but that the soul,
Remembering how she felt, but what she felt
Remembering not, retains an obscure sense
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Of possible sublimity, whereto

With growing faculties one doth aspire,
With faculties still growing, feeling still
That whatsoever point they gain, they yet
Have something to pursue.

Ye mountains, and ye lakes
And sounding cataracts, ye mists and winds
That dwell among the hills where I was born—
If in my youth I have been pure in heart,
If, mingling with the world, I am content
With my own modest pleasures, and have lived
With God and Nature communing, removed
From little enmities and low desires,
The gift is yours: if in these times of fear,
This melancholy waste of hopes o’erthrown,
If 'mid indifference and apathy,
And wicked exultation when good men
On every side fall off, we know not how,
To selfishness, disguised in gentle names
Of peace and quiet and domestic love,
Yet mingled not unwillingly with sneers
On visionary minds; if, in this time
Of dereliction and dismay, I yet
Despair not of my nature, but retain
A more than Roman confidence, a faith
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That fails not, in all sorrow my support,

The blessing of my life; the gift is yours,

Ye winds and sounding cataracts! ’tis yours,

Ye mountains! thine, O Nature! Thou hast fed
My lofty speculations: and in thee,

For this uneasy heart of ours, I find

A never-failing principle of joy

And purest passion.

I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD

I wANDERED lonely as a Cloud

That floats on high o’er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host of golden Daffodils;

Beside the Lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
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The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:—

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company;

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lic

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude.

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the Daffodils.

WiLLiAM WORDSWORTH.

SPIRIT OF DELIGHT

RARELY, rarely, comest thou,
Spirit of Delight!

Wherefore hast thou left me now
Many a day and night?

Many a weary night and day
"Tis since thou art fled away.



PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

How shall ever one like me
Win thee back again?

With the joyous and the free
Thou wilt scoff at pain.

Spirit false! thou hast forgot

All but those who need thee not.

As a lizard with the shade
Of a trembling leaf,

Thou with sorrow art dismayed;
Even the sighs of grief

Reproach thee, that thou art not near,

And reproach thou wilt not hear.

Let me set my mournful ditty

To a merry measure;;—
Thou wilt never come for pity,

Thou wilt come for pleasure;
Pity then will cut away

Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay.

I love all that thou lovest,
Spirit of Delight!

The fresh earth in new leaves dressed,

And the starry night,
Autumn evening, and the morn
When the golden mists are born.

25
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I love snow, and all the forms
Of the radiant frost;

I love waves and winds and storms— %
Everything almost

Which is Nature’s, and may be

Untainted by man’s misery.

I love tranquil solitude,
And such society
As is quiet, wise, and good.
Between thee and me
What difference? But thou dost possess
The things I seck, not love them less.

I love Love, though he has wings,
And like light can flee;
But above all other things,
Spirit, I love thee—
Thou art love and life! O come,
Make once more my heart thy home!

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY.
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YOUTH

On, the wild joy of living! the leaping up from rock
to rock,

The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, the
cool silver shock

Of the plunge in the pool’s living water, the hunt of
the bear,

And the sultriness showing the lion is couch’d in his
lair.

And the meal, the rich dates yellow’d over with
gold-dust divine,

And the locust fresh steeped in the pitcher, the full
draught of wine,

And the sleep in the dried river-channel where bul-
rushes tell

That the water was wont to go warbling so softly

and well.

How good is man’s life, the mere living! how fit to
employ

All the heart and the soul and the scnses for ever
in joy!

ROBERT BROWNING.
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HARK, HOW THE BIRDS DO SING

Hark, how the birds do sing,
And woods do ring!
All creatures have their joy, and man hath his;
Yet if we rightly measure,
Man’s joy and pleasure
Rather hereafter than in present is:

Not that he may not here
Taste of the checr,
But as birds drink and straight lift up the head,
So must he sip and think
Of better drink
He must attain to after he is dead.

GEORGE HERBERT.

MADRIGAL

CoME let ’s begin to revel 't out,

And tread the hills and dales about,

That hills and dales and woods may sound
An echo to this warbling sound
Falalala.
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Lads merry be with music sweet,
And Fairies trip it with your fect,
Pan’s pipe is dull; a better strain
Doth stretch itself to please your vein
Falalala.

UNKNOWN (sixteenth century).

EVERY ONE SANG

EvVERY one suddenly burst out singing;

And I was filled with such delight

As prisoned birds must find in freedom

Winging wildly across the white

Orchards and dark green fields; on; on; and out
of sight.

Every one’s voice was suddenly lifted,

And beauty came like the setting sun.

My heart was shaken with tears and horror

Drifted away . . . O but every one

Was a bird; and the song was wordless; the singing
will never be done.

SIEGFRIED SASSOON.
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ABOARD AT A SHIP'S HELM

ABOARD at a ship’s helm,
A young steersman steering with care.

Through fog on a sea-coast dolefully ringing,
An ocean-bell——O a warning bell, rock’d by the waves.

O you give good notice indeed, you bell by the sea-
reefs ringing,

Ringing, ringing, to warn the ship from its wreck-
place.

For as on the alert, O steersman, you mind the loud
admonition,

The bows turn, the freighted ship tacking speeds
away under her grey sails,

The beautiful and noble ship with all her precious
wealth speeds away gaily and safe.

But O the ship, the immortal ship! O ship aboard
the ship!

Ship of the body, ship of the soul, voyaging, voyaging,
voyaging.
WALT WHITMAN
(from Sea Drift).



II. LIVING IN THE OPEN






UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE

UNDER the greenwood tree

Who loves to lie with me,

And tune his merry note

Unto the sweet bird’s throat,
Come hither, come hither, come hither;

Here shall he see

No enemy,
But winter and rough weather.

Who doth ambition shun,
And loves to live i’ the sun,
Seeking the food he eats
And pleased with what he gets,
Come hither, come hither, come hither;
Here shall he see
No enemy,
But winter and rough weather.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
(from As You Like It).
33



34 LIVING IN THE OPEN

THE SQUIRREL HUNT

THEN as a nimble squirrel from the wood,

Ranging the hedges for his filbert-food,

Sits pertly on a bough his brown nuts cracking,

And Trom the shell the sweet white kernel taking,
Till with their crooks and bags a sort of boys,

To share with him come with so great a noise,

That he is forced to leave a nut nigh broke,

And for his life leap to a neighbouring oak,

Thence to a beech, thence to a row of ashes;

Whilst through the quagmires and red water plashes
The boys run dabbling thorough thick and thin,
One tears his hose, another breaks his shin;

This, torn and tattered, hath with much ado

Got by the briars; and that hath lost his shoe;

This drops his band; that headlong falls for haste;
Another cries behind for being last:

With sticks and stones, and many a sounding hollow,
The little fool with no small sport they follow,
Whilst he from tree to tree, from spray to spray,
Gets to the wood, and hides him in his dray.

WiLLiaM BROWNE
(from Britannia’s Pastorals).
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TEWKESBURY ROAD

It is good to be out on the road, and going one knows
not where,
Going through meadow and village, one knows not
whither nor why ;
Through the grey light drift of the dust, in the keen
cool rush of the air,
Under the flying white clouds, and the broad blue
lift of the sky.

And to halt at the chattering brook, in the tall green
fern at the brink
Where the harebell grows, and the gorse, and the
foxgloves purple and white;
Where the shy-eyed delicate deer come down in a
troop to drink
When the stars are mellow and large at the coming
on of the night.

Oh, to feel the beat of the rain, and the homely smell
of the earth,
Is a tune for the blood to jig to, a joy past power
of words;
And the blessed green comely meadows are all a-ripple
with mirth,
At the noise of the lambs at play and the dear wild

cry of the birds. JoHN MASEFIELD.
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A SONG FROM ‘WAVERLEY’

HiE away, hie away,
Over bank and over brae,
Where the copsewood is the greenest,
Where the fountains glisten sheenest,
Where the lady-fern grows strongest,
Where the morning dew lies longest,
Where the black-cock sweetest sips it,
Where the fairy latest trips it:
Hie to haunts right seldom seen,
Lovely, lonesome, cool, and green,
Over bank and over brae,
Hie away, hie away.

Sik WALTER SCOTT.

THE PLOUGHBOY

OFt will he stoop, inquisitive to trace

The opening beauties of a daisy’s facc;

Oft will he witness, with admiring eyes,

The brook’s sweet dimples o’er the pebbles rise;
And often bent, as o’er some magic spell,

He 1l pause and pick his shapéd stone and shell:
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Raptures the while his inward powers inflame,
And joys delight him which he cannot name.
Thus pausing wild on all he saunters by,
He feels enraptured, though he knows not why;
And hums and mutters o’er his joys in vain,
And dwells on something which he can’t explain.
The bursts of thought with which his soul ’s
perplexed
Are bred one moment, and are gone the next;
Yet still the heart will kindling sparks retain,
And thoughts will rise, and Fancy strive again.

Joun CLARE.

THE WOODMAN

FortH goes the woodman, leaving unconcerned
The cheerful haunts of man; to wield the axe

And drive the wedge, in yonder forest drear,

From morn to eve his solitary task.

Shaggy, and lean, and shrewd, with pointed ears
And tail cropp’d short, half lurcher and half cur—
His dog attends him. Close behind his heel
Now creeps he slow; and now with many a frisk
Wide scamp’ring, snatches up the drifted snow
With iv’ry teeth, or ploughs it with his snout;
Then shakes his powder’d coat, and barks for joy.
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Heedless of all his pranks, the sturdy churl

Moves right toward the mark; nor stops for aught,
But now and then with pressure of his thumb

T’ adjust the fragrant charge of a short tube

That fumes beneath his nose: the trailing cloud
Streams far behind him, scenting all the air.

THE POSTMAN

Hark! ’tis the twanging horn! O’er yonder bridge,
That with its wearisome but needful length
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moon
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright,
He comes, the herald of a noisy world,
With spattered boots, strapped waist, and frozen
locks,
News from all nations lumbering at his back.
True to his charge, the close-packed load behind,
Yet careless what he brings, his one concern
Is to conduct it to the destined inn,
And having dropped the expected bag—pass on.
He whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch,
Cold and yet cheerful: messenger of grief
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some;
To him indifferent whether grief or joy.
WiLriam CowpER
(from The Task).
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VALOUR

FEAR to do base unworthy things is valour.
If they be done to us, to suffer them

Is valour too.
BEN Jonson.

MY HEART 'S IN THE HIGHLANDS

My heart ’s in the Highlands, my heart is not
here;

My heart ’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe,

My heart ’s in the Highlands wherever I go!

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
The birth—pléce of valour, the country of worth;
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow;
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below;
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods;
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods!
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My heart ’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart ’s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe,

My heart ’s in the Highlands wherever I go!

ROBERT BURNS.

SPORT IN THE MEADOWS

MAYTIME is to the meadows coming in,

And cowslip peeps have gotten ¢’er so big,

And water blobs and all their golden kin

Crowd round the shallows by the striding brig.
Daisies and buttercups and ladysmocks

Are all abouten shining here and there,

Nodding about their gold and yellow locks

Like morts of folken flocking at a fair.

The sheep and cows are crowding for a share
And snatch the blossoms in such eager haste
That basket-bearing children running there

Do think within their hearts they ’ll get them all
And hoot and drive them from their graceless waste
As though there wa’n’t a cowslip peep to spare.
—For they want some for tea and some for wine
And some to maken up a cuckaball

To throw across the garland’s silken line

That reaches o’er the street from wall to wall.
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—Good gracious me, how merrily they fare:
One sees a fairer cowslip than the rest,
And off they shout—the foremost bidding fair
To get the prize—and earnest half and jest
The next one pops her down—and from her hand
Her basket falls and out her cowslips all
Tumble and litter therec—the merry band
In laughing friendship round about her fall
To helpen gather up the littered flowers
That she no loss may mourn. And now the wind
In frolic mood among the merry hours
Wakens with sudden start and tosses off
Some untied bonnet on its dancing wings;
Away they follow with a scream and laugh,
And aye the youngest ever lags behind,
Till on the deep lake’s very bank it hings.
They shout and catch it and then off they start
And chase for cowslips merry as before,
And each one seems so anxious at the heart
As they would even get them all and more.
One climbs a molehill for a bunch of may,
One stands on tiptoe for a linnet’s nest
And pricks her hand and throws her flowers away
And runs for plantin leaves to have it drest.
So do they run abouten all the day
And teaze the grass-hid larks from getting rest.
—Scarce give they time in their unruly haste
*B
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To tie a shoestring that the grass unties—
And thus they run the meadows’ bloom to waste,
Till even comes and dulls their phantasies,
When one finds losses out to stifle smiles

Of silken bonnet-strings—and utters sigh

O’er garments renten clambering over stiles.
Yet in the morning fresh afield they hie,
Bidding the last day’s troubles all goodbye;
When red pied cow again their coming hears,
And ere they clap the gate she tosses up

Her head and hastens from the sport she fears:
The old yoe calls her lamb nor cares to stoop
To crop a cowslip in their company.

Thus merrily the little noisy troop

Along the grass as rude marauders hie,

For ever noisy and for ever gay

While keeping in the meadows holiday.

Joun CLARE.

THE USEFUL PLOUGH

A COUNTRY life is sweet!
In moderate cold and heat,
. To walk in the air, how pleasant and fair,
In every field of wheat,
The fairest of flowers adorning the bowers
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And every meadow’s brow;
So that, I say, no courtier may
Compare with them who clothe in grey
And follow the useful plough.

They rise with the morning lark,
And labour till almost dark;

Then folding their sheep, they hasten to sleep;
While every pleasant park

Next morning is ringing with birds that are singing
On each green tender bough.

With what content and merriment

Their days are spent, whose minds are bent
To follow the useful plough.

UNKNOWN.

COME TO THE MAYPOLE

CoME, lasses and lads, get leave of your dads,
And away to the Maypole hie,
For every fair has a sweetheart there,
And the fiddler ’s standing by.
For Willy shall dance with Jane,
And Johnny has got his Joan,
To trip it, trip it, trip it, trip it,
Trip it up and down.
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‘Strike up,’ says Wat; ‘ Agreed,” says Matt,
‘And I prithee, fiddler, play’;

‘Content,’ says Hodge, and so says Madge,
‘For this is a holiday.’

Then every lad did doff
His hat unto his lass,

And every girl did curtsey, curtsey,
Curtsey on the grass.

‘Begin,’ says Hal: ‘Ay, ay,’” says Moll,
‘We ’ll lead up Packington’s Pound’;
‘No, no,” says Noll, and so says Doll,
‘We ’ll first have Sellinger’s Round.’
Then every man began
To foot it round about,
And every girl did jet it, jet it,
Jet it in and out.

‘You 're out,’ says Dick; ‘Not I,” says Nick,
“"Twas the fiddler play’d it wrong’;
“"Tis true,” says Hugh, and so says Sue,
And so says every one.
The fiddler then began
To play the tune again,
And every girl did trip it, trip it,
Trip it to the men.
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‘Let ’s kiss,” says Jane; ‘Content,” says Nan,
And so says every she;

‘How many?’ says Batt; ‘ Why three says Matt,
‘For that ’s a maiden’s fee.’

The men, instead of three,
Did give them half a score;

The maids in kindness, kindness, kindness,
Gave ’em as many more.

Then after an hour they went to a bower,
And play’d for ale and cakes;

And kisses too—until they were due
The lasses held the stakes.

The girls did then begin
To quarrel with the men,

And bade them take their kisses back,
And give them their own again.

Now there they did stay the whole of the day,
And tired the fiddler quite

With dancing and play, without any pay,
From morning until night.

They told the fiddler then
They 'd pay him for his play,

Then each a twopence, twopence, twopence,
Gave him, and went away.
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‘Good night,” says Harry; ‘Good night,’ says Mary,
‘Good night,’ says Dolly to John;
‘Good night,” says Sue to her sweetheart Hugh;
‘Good night,’ says every one.
Some walk’d, and some did run;
Some loiter'd on the way,
And bound themselves by kisses twelve
To meet the next holiday.
UNKNOWN.

FARMER’S BOY

HE waits all day beside his little flock

And asks the passing stranger what ’s o’clock,
But those who often pass his daily tasks

Look at their watch and tell before he asks.
He mutters stories to himself and lies

Where the thick hedge the warmest house supplies,
And when he hears the hunters far and wide
He climbs the highest tree to see them ride—
He climbs till all the fields are blea and bare
And makes the old crow’s nest an easy chair.
And soon his sheep are got in other grounds—
He hastens down and fears his master come,
He stops the gap and keeps them all in bounds
And tends them closely till it ’s time for home.

Joun CLARE.
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PADDLING O’ER THE LAKE

Young Calidore is paddling o’er the lake;

His healthful spirit eager and awake

To feel the beauty of a silent eve,

Which seem’d full loth this happy world to leave,
The light dwelt o’er the scene so lingeringly.

He bares his forchead to the cool blue sky,

And smiles at the far clearness all around,

Until his heart is wellnigh overwound,

And turns for calmness to the pleasant green

Of easy slopes, and shadowy trees that lean

So elegantly o’er the waters’ brim

And show their blossoms trim.

Scarce can his clear and nimble eyesight follow
The freaks and dartings of the black-wing’d swallow,
Delighting much to see it, half at rest,

Dip so refreshingly its wings and breast

’Gainst the smooth surface, and to mark anon
The widening circles into nothing gone. . . .

JouN KEeats
(from Calidore—a Fragment).
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THE BATHING POOL

HERE the boiling pent-up water

Frees itself by a final descent, attaining a basin,

Tenfeet wide and eighteen long, with whiteness and fury

Occupied partly, but mostly pellucid, pure, a mirror;

Beautiful there for the colour derived from green
rocks under;

Beautiful, most of all, where beads of foam up-rising

Mingle their clouds of white with the delicate hue of
the stillness,

Cliff over cliff for its sides, with rowan and pendent
birch boughs,

Here it lies, unthought of above at the bridge and
pathway,

Still more enclosed from below by wood and rocky
projection.

You are shut in, left alone with yourself and per-
fection of water,

Hid on all sides, left alone with yourself and the
goddess of bathing. . . .

There they bathed, of course, and Arthur, the Glory
of headers,

Leapt from the ledges with Hope, he twenty feet, he
thirty;
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There, overbold, great Hobbes from a ten-foot height
descended,

Prone, as a quadruped, prone with hands and feet
protending;

There in the sparkling champagne, ecstatic, they
shrieked and shouted.

‘Hobbes’s gutter’ the Piper entitles the spot, pro-
fanely,

Hope ‘the Glory’ would have, after Arthur, the
Glory of headers. . . .

Yes, it was he, on the ledge, bare-limbed, an Apollo,
down-gazing,

Eyeing one moment the beauty, the life, ere he flung
himself in it,

Eyeing through eddying green waters the green-
tinting floor underneath them,

Eyeing the bead on the surface, the bead, like a cloud
rising to it,

Drinking-in, deep in his soul, the beautiful hue and
the clearness,

Arthur, the shapely, the brave, the unboasting, the
Glory of headers.

ARTHUR HucH CLOUGH.
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WHEN ALL THE WORLD IS YOUNG

WHEN all the world is young, lad,
And all the trees are green;
And every goose a swan, lad,
And every lass a queen;
Then hey for boot and horse, lad,
And round the world away!
Young blood must have its course, lad,
And every dog his day.

CHARLES KINGSLEY.

THE ECHOING GREEN

THE Sun does arise,

And make happy the skies;
The merry bells ring

To welcome the Spring;

The skylark and thrush,

The birds of the bush,

Sing louder around

To the bells’ cheerful sound,
While our sports shall be seen
On the Echoing Green.
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Old John, with white hair,
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the oak,
Among the old folk.

They laugh at our play,
And soon they all say:
‘Such, such were the joys
When we all, girls and boys,
In our youth time were seen
On the Echoing Green.’

Till the little ones, weary,

No more can be merry;

The sun does descend,

And our sports have an end.
Round the laps of their mothers
Many sisters and brothers,

Like birds in their nest,

Are ready for rest,

And sport no more seen

On the darkening Green.

WirLrLiaM BLAKE.
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A HUNTING SONG

THE dusky night rides down the sky,
And ushers in the morn;
The hounds all join in glorious cry,
The huntsman winds his horn.
Then a-hunting we will go.

The wife around her husband throws
Her arms, and begs him stay;
‘My dear, it rains, it hails, it snows,
You will not hunt to-day?’
But a-hunting we will go.

A brushing fox in yonder wood
Secure to find we seek:
For why, I carried, sound and good,
A cartload there last week.
And a-hunting we will go.

Away he goes, he flies the rout,
Their steeds all spur and switch,

OPEN

Some are thrown in, and some thrown out,

And some thrown in the ditch.
But a-hunting we will go.
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At length his strength to faintness worn,
Poor Reynard ceases flight ;
Then hungry, homeward we return,
To feast away the night.
Then a-drinking we do go.

HeNrRY FIELDING.

WAKEN, LORDS AND LADIES GAY

WAKEN, lords and ladies gay:
On the mountain dawns the day;
All the jolly chase is here,
With hawk and horse and hunting-spear;
Hounds are in their couples yelling,
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling,
Merrily, merrily, mingle they.

‘Waken, lords and ladies gay.’

Waken, lords and ladies gay:

The mist has left the mountain grey;

Springlets in the dawn are steaming,

Diamonds on the brake are gleaming,

And foresters have busy been,

To track the buck in thicket green;

Now we come to chant our lay:
‘Waken, lords and ladies gay.’
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Waken, lords and ladies gay,

To the greenwood haste away;

We can show you where he lies,

Fleet of foot, and tall of size;

We can show the marks he made

When ’gainst the oak his antlers frayed;

You shall see.him brought to bay.
‘Waken, lords and ladies gay.’

Louder, louder chant the lay:

‘Waken, lords and ladies gay’;
Tell them, youth and mirth and glee
Run a course as well as we.
Time, stern huntsman, who can baulk,
Staunch as hound, and fleet as hawk?
Think of this, and rise with day,
Gentle lords and ladies gay.

SIR WALTER ScOTT.

THE BLACKBIRD

O BLACKBIRD! sing me something well:
While all the neighbours shoot thee round,
I keep smooth plats of fruitful ground,

Where thou mayst warble, eat and dwell.
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The espaliers and the standards all
Are thine; the range of lawn and park:
The unnetted black-hearts ripen dark,
All thine, against the garden wall.

Yet, tho’ I spared thee all the spring,
Thy sole delight is, sitting still,
With that gold dagger of thy bill

To fret the summer jenneting.

A golden bill! the silver tongue,
Cold February loved, is dry:
Plenty corrupts the melody
That made thee famous once, when young.

And in the sultry garden-squares,
Now thy flute-notes are changed to coarse,
I hear thee not at all, or hoarse

As when a hawker hawks his wares.

Take warning! he that will not sing
While yon sun prospers in the blue,
Shall sing for want, ere leaves are new,

Caught in the frozen palms of Spring.

LoRD TENNYSON.
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THE VAGABOND

GIVE to me the life I love,
Let the lave go by me,
Give the jolly heaven above
And the byway nigh me.
Bed in the bush with stars to see,
Bread I dip in the river—
There ’s the life for a man like me,
There ’s the life for ever.

Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o’er me;

‘Give the face of earth around
And the road before me.

‘Wealth I seek not, hope nor love,
Nor a friend to know me;

All T seek, the heaven above
And the road below me.

Or let autumn fall on me
Where afield I linger,
Silencing the bird on tree,
Biting the blue finger.
White as meal the frosty field—
Warm the fireside haven—
Not to autumn will I yield,
Not to winter even.

OPEN
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Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o’er me;

Give the face of earth around
And the road before me.

Wealth I ask not, hope nor love,
Nor a friend to know me;

All T ask, the heaven above
And the road below me.

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.

CHAUCER AND THE DAISY
(Slightly simplified)

Now have I then such a condicioun
That of alle the floures in the mede,
Than love I most these floures white and rede
Such as men callen daisies in our toun.
To them have I so greet affecioun
As T said erst, whan comen is the May,
That in my bed there dawneth me no day
That I nam up and walking in the mede
To see this floure again the sonné sprede,
When it upriseth erly by the morrow:
That blisful sighté softneth all my sorrow.
And when the sonné ginneth for to westé,
Then closeth it, and draweth it to resté,
Nam. Am not

57
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So sore is it afearéd of the night,
Til on the morrow that it is dayés light.
GEOFFREY CHAUCER
(from The Legend of Good Women).

I STOOD TIP-TOE

I sToop tip-toe upon a little hill,

The air was cooling, and so very still,

That the sweet buds which with a modest pride
Pull droopingly, in slanting curve aside,

Their scantly leav’d and finely tapering stems,
Had not yet lost those starry diadems

Caught from the early sobbing of the morn.

The clouds were pure and white as flocks new shorn,
And fresh from the clear brook; sweetly they slept
On the blue fields of heaven, and then there crept
A little noiseless noise among the leaves,

Born of the very sigh that silence heaves:

For not the faintest motion could be seen

Of all the shades that slanted o’er the green.

Open afresh your round of starry folds,
Ye ardent marigolds!

Dry up the moisture from your golden lids
For great Apollo bids

That in these days your praises should be sung
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On many harps, which he has lately strung;
And when again your dewiness he kisses,
Tell him, I have you in my world of blisses:
So haply when I rove in some far vale,

His mighty voice may come upon the gale.

Here are sweet-peas, on tip-toe for a flight:
With wings of gentle flush o’er delicate white,
With taper fingers catching at all things,

To bind them all about with tiny rings.

Linger awhile upon some bending planks
That lean against a streamlet’s rushy banks,
And watch intently Nature’s gentle doings:
They will be found softer than ring-dove’s cooings.
How silent comes the water round that bend;
Not the minutest whisper does it send
To the o’erhanging sallows: blades of grass
Slowly across the chequer’d shadows pass.
Why, you might read two sonnets, ere they reach
To where the hurrying freshnesses aye preach
A natural sermon o’er their pebbly beds;
Where swarms of minnows show their little heads
Staying their wavy bodies 'gainst the streams
To taste the luxury of sunny beams
Temper’d with coolness. . . .
Joun KEATs.
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A PRINCELY DITTY IN PRAISE OF THE
ENGLISH ROSE

AMONGST the princely paragons,
Bedeckt with dainty diamonds,
Within mine eye, none doth come nigh
The sweet red rose of England.
The lilies pass in bravery,
In Flanders, Spain, and Italy,
But yet the famous flower of France
Doth honour the Rose of England.

As I abroad was walking,

I heard the small birds talking,

And every one did frame her song

In praise of the Rose of England.
The lilies, etc.

Caesar may vaunt of victories,
And Croesus of his happiness;
But he were blest, that may bear in his breast
The sweet red Rose of England.
The lilies, etc.

The bravest lute bring hither,
And let us sing together,
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Whilst I do ring, on every string,
The praise of the Rose of England.
The lilies, etc.

The sweetest perfumes and spices

The wise men brought to Jesus,

Did never smell a quarter so well

As doth the Rose of England.
The lilies, etc.

Then fair and princely flower,
That over my heart doth tower,
None may be compared to thee,
Which art the fair Rose of England.
The lilies, etc.
TroMAs DELONEY.

PRAISE O’ DORSET

WE Dorset, though we mid be hwomely,
Be’nt ashedim’d to own our pleice;
An’ we 've zome women not uncomely,
Nor asheim’d to show their fedce;
We ’ve a meidd or two wo’th mowén,
We ’ve an ox or two wo’th showén,
Wo'th. Worth.
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In the village,
At the tillage,
Come along an’ you shall vind
That Dorset men don’t sheime their kind.
Friend an’ wife,
Fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers,
Happy, happy, be their life!
Vor Dorset dear
Then gi’e woone cheer;
D’ ye hear? woone cheer!

If you in Dorset be a-roameén,
An’ ha’ business at a farm,
Then woont ye zee your edle a-foamen,
Or your cider down to warm!
Woont ye have brown bread a-put ye,
An’ some vinny cheese a-cut ye!
Butter?—rolls 0’ ’t,
Cream ?—why bowls o’ 't,
Woont ye have, in short, your vill,
A-gi’ed wi’ a right good will!

If you do zee our good men travel,
Down a-voot, or on their meires,

Along the windén lednes o’ gravel,
To the markets or the fedirs,—
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Though their hosses’ cwoats be ragged,
Though the men be muddy-lagged,
Be they roughish,
Be they gruffish,
They be sound, an’ they will stand
By what is right wi’ heart an’ hand.
Friend an’ wife,
Fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers,
Happy, happy, be their life!
Vor Dorset dear
Then gi’e woone cheer;
D’ ye hear? woone cheer!
WiLLIAM BARNES.

THE LEECH-GATHERER

THERE was a roaring in the wind all night;

The rain came heavily and fell in floods;

But now the sun is rising calm and bright;

The birds are singing in the distant woods;

Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove broods;
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters;

And all the air is filled with pleasant noise of waters.

All things that love the sun are out of doors;
The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth;
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The grass is bright with rain-drops;—on the moors
The hare is running races in her mirth;

And with her feet she from the plashy earth
Raises a mist; that, glittering in the sun,

Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth run.

I was a traveller then upon the moor;

I saw the hare that raced about with joy;

I heard the woods and distant waters roar,

Or heard them not, as happy as a boy:

The pleasant season did my heart employ:

My old remembrances went from me wholly;

And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy!

But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the might

Of joy in minds that can no further go,

As high as we have mounted in delight

In our dejection do we sink as low,

To me that morning did it happen so;

And fears and fancies thick upon me came:

Dim sadness—and blind thoughts, I knew not, nor
could name.

I heard the skylark warbling in the sky;

And I bethought me of the playful hare:
Even such a happy child of earth am I;
Even as these blissful creatures do I fare;
Far from the world I walk, and from all care;
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But there may come another day to me—
Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty.

My whole life I have lived in pleasant thought,

As if life’s business were a summer mood:

As if all needful things would come unsought

To genial faith, still rich in genial good:

But how can he expect that others should

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call

Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all?

I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,

The sleepless soul that perished in his pride;

Of him who walked in glory and in joy

Following his plough, along the mountain-side:

By our own spirits are we deified;

We poets in our youth begin in gladness;

But therecof comes in the end despondency and
madness.

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace,

A leading from above, a something given,

Yet it befell, that, in this lonely place,

When I with these untoward thoughts had striven,

Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven

I saw a Man before me unawares:

The oldest man he seemed that ever wore grey hairs.
c
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As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie

Couched on the bald top of an eminence;

Wonder to all who do the same espy,

By what means it could thither come, and whence;
So that it seems a thing endued with sense:

Like a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a shelf

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself;

Such seemed this Ma