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A FOREWORD

The purpose of this revision is fundamentally different
from that of the original edition. This volume is designed
as a text for the introduction to poetry occupying from six
to eight weeks of the freshman or sophomore course. College
teachers have repeatedly observed to the editor that no suf-
ficiently inexpensive anthology has been content to limit
itself to about fifty major poets and to represent most of
them with a substantial amount of poetry. These teachers
maintained that in a brief introduction to poetry the usual
anthology, including one hundred or more poets, is often
crowded with lesser poems and mnor poets, and is likely
to be confusing. The alternative—a recourse to a selection
from the larger anthologies—adds an impossible expense to
the course, especially as several books may be required. The
revised Book of Liwing Verse emphasizes 57 poets instead
of 167 poets as 1in the onginal edition. Because of this
sharper focus, the editor has been able to concentrate his
material and, at the same time, make an adequate survey
of the contributions of each poet.

It is now possible to balance a former preponderance of
lyrical verse with a proper amount of narrative and longer
poems. A glance at the table of contents will reveal this new
proportion. Thus, all or substantial parts of longer poems
by Spenser, Milton, Wordsworth, Shelley, Byron, and
Browning, among others, have been added. Guided by ad
vice from the classroom, the editor has considerably in-
creased the selections from nineteenth-century poets.

Those many-sided poets whom most anthologies mirror
from only one or two angles are here shown in something
like their full stature Thus, for example, the added sections
from “Childe Harold” and “Don Juan” reflect the satirical
and socially controversial phases of Byron that his lyrics
alone cannot express.

Every effort has been made to insure textual accuracy as
well as to use the texts themselves in the form traditionally
preferred by teachers of English poetry.

The selections are living poetry in the sense that they



vt A FOREWORD

have persisted in spite of changing times and shifting tastes.
Even the modern poems—which have not been subjected to
the long test of time—seem to possess that quality which im-
plies permanency. Both the old and the new poems are
“living verse” since they contain that vitality, free of fashion
and form, which is instantly recognizable as the deepest
expression of life. L. U

NoTE: Unless otherwise specified, the poets are those of
England. For student guidance an (A) before the date of
birth indicates that the author was born in America.

The editor is grateful to Dr. Tom B Haber of Ohio State
University for his balanced and scholarly judgment which
helped to choose the most authoritative versions available,
for his painstaking collation of the texts, and for many edi-
torial suggestions in the preparation of this revised edition.

Thanks are also due the publishers who have graciously
consented to allow the editor to reprint poems copyrighted
by them. This indebtedness is alphabetically acknowl-
edged to:

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY—for the selections from The Poems of Wil-
liam Cullen Bryant

BRANDT AND BRANDT—as agents for Edna St Vincent Millay The poems
by Miss Millay are copyright by her as follows “Thou art not love-
lier than lhilacs” from Renascence, published by Harper and Brothers,
copyright, 1917, “Say what you will and scratch my heart to find”
and “What’s this of death from you who never will die” from The
Harp-Weaver and Other Poems, published by Harper and Brothers,
copyright, 1920, 1921, 1922, 1923, “Dirge Without Music” from The
Buck in the Snow, published by Harper and Brothers, copyright,
1928

DODD, MEAD AND COMPANY—for the selections from The Collected Poems
of Rupert Brooke.

DOUBLEDAY, DORAN AND COMPANY—for the selections from The Seven
Seas, copyright, 1893, by Rudyard Kipling, and reprinted by per-
mission of Messrs A. P. Watt and Son, agents, and Doubleday, Doran
and Company, Inc, publishers

E. P. DUTTON & COMPANY, INC —for the selections from Counter-Attack
and Picture-Show by Siegfried Sassoon.

FABER & FABER, LTD —for the selection from the poems of T. 8. Eliot in
The Arsel Poems.
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HARCOURT, BRACE AND COMPANY—for the selections from Collected Poems
by T. S. Eliot, Smoke and Steel, Good-Morning, America, and Selected
Poems by Carl Sandburg

HARPER & BROTHERs—for the three poems (“There is no trumpet like the
tomb,” “Love’s stricken ‘why,’” “Go not too near a house of rose”)
from Letters of Emily Dickinson, New and Enlarged Edition, edited
by Mabel Loomis Todd, 1931

HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY, INC —for the selections from 4 Boy's Will,
North of Boston, Mountain Interval, New Hampshire, West-Running
Brook, and 4 Further Range by Robert Frost, Peacock P and The
Listeners by Walter de la Mare, and Cornhuskers by Carl Sandburg.

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN cOMPANY—The selections from Selected Poems by
Amy Lowell, Streets in the Moon and New Found Land by Archi-
bald MacLeish, and The Complete Poems of Ralph Waldo Emerson
are used by permission of, and by special arrangement with, Hough-
ton Miffin Company, the authorized publishers.

ALFRED A KNOPF, INC—The selections from Nets to Catch the Wind,
Angels and Earthly Creatures, and Collected Poems by Elinor Wylie
are used by permussion of, and by speaal arrangement with, Alfred
A. Knopf, Inc, the authorized publishers

LITTLE, BROWN, AND coMPANY—The five poems by Emily Dickinson (“A
narrow fellow 1n the grass,” “I've known a Heaven like a tent,”
“There's been a death in the opposite house,” “The only news I
know,” “My life closed twice before its close”) are reprinted from
The Poems of Emuily Dickinson, Centenary Ed:tion, published 1930
by Little, Brown, and Company.

THE MACMILLAN cOMPANY—for the selections from Collected Poems by
Thomas Hardy, Enslaved and Other Poems and Collected Poems by
John Masefield, Collected Poems by Vachel Lindsay, Collected Poems
by Edwin Arlington Robinson, and Later Poems by Wilham Butler
Yeats

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PREsS—for the poems Heaven-Haven* A Nun Takes
the Veil, The Habit of Perfection, Pied Beauty, and Spring by Gerard
Manley Hopkins

RrANDOM HOUSE—for the selections from Selected Poems by Robinson
Jefters, “Birthday Sonnet” from The Poetry Quartos by Elinor Wylie

THE VIKING PRESs—for the selections from Poems by Wilfred Owen.

NOTE: In the 1945 printing of The Book of Lwving Verse
it has been possible to add some twenty pages and sixteen
poems, including several of considerable length. This has
allowed the editor to round out the modern period and
amplify the groups of such poets as Emily Dickinson, Edwin
Arlington Robinson, Carl Sandburg, T. S. Eliot, and Archi-
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bald MacLeish. It has also given him the opportunity to
add poems by E. E. Cummings, Stephen Vincent Benét,
W. H. Auden, and Stephen Spender, who balance and com-
plement the work of their immediate predecessors.

L. U.

Acknowledgment of permission to use these additional
poems follows:

BRANDT & BRANDT—for “O Sweet Spontaneous” by E E Cummings, from
Collected Poems, published by Haicourt, Brace and Company. Copy-
right, 1923, 1925, 1931, 1935, 1938, by E E Cummings

FARRAR AND RINEHART, INC —for “American Names” by Stephen Vincent
Benét, from Ballads and Poems, 1915-1930, copyright, 1931, by
Stephen Vincent Benét, and reprinted by permission of Farrar &
Rinehart, Inc, Publishers.

HARCOURT, BRACE AND coMPANY—for “The people will live on” from
The People, Yes by Carl Sandburg, copyright, 1936, by Harcourt,
Brace and Company, Inc For “Preludes” and “The Hollow Men”
from Collected Poems of T. S Elwot, copyright, 1936, by Harcourt,
Brace and Company, Inc.

HOUGHTON MIFTLIN cOMPANY—for “Immortal Autumn” and “Epistle to
Be Left in the Earth” from Collected Poems by Archibald MacLeish,
published by Houghton Mifflin Company

LITTLE, BROWN, AND COMPANY—for the poem by Emily Dickinson, “These
are the days when the birds come back” from The Poems of Emuly
Dickinson edited by Martha Dickinson Bianchi and Alfred Leete
Hampson Reprinted by permission of Little, Brown & Company.

RANDOM HOUSE—for “Lay Your Sleeping Head, My Love” and “In Mem-
ory of W B Yeats” from Collected Poems of W H Auden Reprinted
by permission of Random House, Inc For “An Elementary School
Classtoom 1m a Slum” and “I Think Continually of Those” from
Poems by Stephen Spender. Reprinted by permission of Random
House, Inc

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONs—for “Uncle Ananias” and “Bewick Finzer” from
Town Down the Rwer by Edwin Arlington Robinson, published by
Charles Scribner’s Sons.
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OLD ENGLISH BALLADS

SIR PATRICK SPENS

The king sits in Dumferling toune,
Drinking the blude-reid wine:
“O whar will I get guid sailor,
To sail this schip of mine?”’

Up and spak an eldern knicht,
Sat at the kings richt kne:

“Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor,
That sails upon the se.”

The king has written a braid letter,
And signd it wi his hand,

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens,
Was walking on the sand.

The first line that Sir Patrick red,
A loud lauch lauched he;

The next line that Sir Patrick red,
The teir blinded his ee.

“O wha is this has don this deid,
This 111 deid don to me,

To send me out this time o’ the yeir,
To sail upon the sel

“Mak haste, mak haste, my mirry men all,
Our guid schip sails the morne.”

“O say na sae, my master deir,
For I feir a deadlie storme.

“Late, late yestreen I saw the new moone,
‘W1 the auld moone 1n hir arme,
And I feir, I feir, my deir master,
That we will cum to harme.”
3
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O our Scots nobles wer richt laith
To weet their cork-heild schoone;

Bot lang owre a’ the play wer playd,
Thair hats they swam aboone.

O lang, lang may their ladies sit,
Wi thair fans into their hand,

Or eir they se Sir Patrick Spens
Cum sailing to the land.

O lang, lang may the ladies stand,
Wi thair gold kems in their hair,

Waziting for thair ain deir lords,
For they’ll se thame na mair.

Haf owre, haf owre to Aberdour,
It’s fiftie fadom deip,

And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spens,

‘Wi the Scots lords at his feit.

THE DOUGLAS TRAGEDY

“Rise up, rise up, now, Lord Douglas,” she says,

“And put on your armour so bright;
Let it never be said that a daughter of thine
‘Was married to a lord under night.

“Rise up, rise up, my seven bold sons,
And put on your armour so bright,

And take better care of your youngest sister,
For your eldest’s awa’ the last mght.”

He’s mounted her on a milk-white steed,
And himself on a dapple grey,

With a bugelet horn hung down by his side,
And lightly they rode away.

Lord William lookit o’er his left shoulder,
To see what he could see,

And there he spy’d her seven brethren bold,
Come riding o’er the lee.
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OLD ENGLISH BALLADS 5

“Light down, light down, Lady Margret,” he said,
“And hold my steed in your hand,
Until that against your seven brethren bold,
And your father, I make a stand.” 20

She held his steed in her milk-white hand,
And never shed one tear,
Until that she saw her seven brethren fa’,
And her father hard fighting, who loved her so dear.

“O hold your hand, Lord William!” she said, 25
“For your strokes they are wondrous sair;

True lovers I can get many a ane,
But a father I can never get mair.”

O she’s ta’en out her handkerchief,

It was o’ the holland sae fine, 30
And aye she dighted her father’s bloody wounds,

That were redder than the wine.

“O chuse, O chuse, Lady Margret,” he said,
“O whether will ye gang or bide?”

“I'll gang, I'll gang, Lord William,” she said, 35
“For you have left me no other guide.”

He’s lifted her on a milk-white steed,
And himself on a dapple grey,
With a bugelet horn hung down by his side,
And slowly they baith rade away. 40

O they rade on, and on they rade,
And a’ by the hight of the moon,

Unul they came to yon wan water,
And there they lighted down.

They lighted down to take a drink 45
Of the spring that ran sae clear,

And down the stream ran his gude heart’s blood,
And sair she ’gan to fear.

81. dighted, dressed.
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“Hold up, hold up, Lord William,” she says,
“For I fear that you are slainl”

“’Tis naething but the shadow of my scarlet cloak,

That shines in the water sae plain.”

O they rade on, and on they rade,
And a’ by the light of the moon,
Unul they cam to his mother’s ha’ door,
And there they lighted down.

“Get up, get up, lady mother,” he says,
“Get up, and let me 1n!

Get up, get up, lady mother,” he says,
“For this might my fair lady I've win.

“O make my bed, lady mother,” he says,
“O make it braid and deep!

And lay Lady Margret close at my back,
And the sounder I will sleep.”

Lord William was dead lang ere midnight,
Lady Margret lang ere day,

And all true lovers that go thegither,
May they have mair luck than they!

Lord William was buried in St. Marie’s kirk,
Lady Margret in Marie’s quire;

Out o’ the lady’s grave grew a bonny red rose,
And out o’ the knight’s a brier.

And they twa met, and they twa plat,
And fain they wad be near;

And a’ the warld might ken right weel
They were twa lovers dear.

But bye and rade the Black Douglas,
And wow but he was rough!

For he pull’d up the bonny brier,
And flang 't in St. Marie’s Loch.

b5
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BONNY BARBARA ALLAN

It was in and about the Martinmas time,
When the green leaves were a falling,

That Sir John Graeme, in the West Country,
Fell 1n love with Barbara Allan.

He sent his men down through the town
To the place where she was dwelling:

“O haste and come to my master dear,
Gin ye be Barbara Allan.”

O hooly, hooly rose she up,
To the place where he was lying,
And when she drew the curtain by,
“Young man, I think youre dying.”

“0 ’tis I'm sick, and very, very sick,
And ’tis a’ for Barbara Allan”;

“O the better for me ye’s never be,
Tho your heart’s blood were a spilling.

“O dinna ye mind, young man,” said she,
“When ye was in the tavern a drinking,

That ye made the healths gae round and round,
And shghted Barbara Allan?”

He turned his face unto the wall,
And death was with him dealing:

“Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all,
And be kind to Barbara Allan.”

And slowly, slowly raise she up,
And slowly, slowly left him,

And sighing said she coud not stay,
Since death of Iife had reft him.

She had not gane a mile but twa,
When she heard the dead-bell ringing,

8. Gin, if.
9. hooly, slowly.
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And every jow that the dead-bell geid,
It cry’d, Woe to Barbara Allan!

“O mother, mother, make my bed!
O make it saft and narrow!

Since my love died for me today,
I'll die for him tomorrow.”

THOMAS RYMER

True Thomas lay oer yond grassy bank,
And he beheld a ladie gay,

A ladie that was brisk and bold,
Come rniding oer the fernie brae.

Her skirt was of the grass-green silk,
Her mantle of the velvet fine,

At ilka tett of her horse’s mane,
Hung fifty silver bells and nine.

True Thomas he took off his hat,
And bowed him low down t1ll his knee:

“All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven!

”

For your peer on earth I never did see.

“O no, O no, True Thomas,” she says,
“That name does not belong to me;

I am but the queen of fair Elfland,
And I'm come here for to visit thee.

.

“But ye maun go wi me now, Thomas,
True Thomas, ye maun go wi me,
For ye maun serve me seven years,

Thro weel or wae as may chance to be.”

She turned about her milk-white steed,
And took True Thomas up behind;
And aye wheneer her bridle rang,
The steed flew swifter than the wind.

9. ilka tett, each lock.
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For forty days and forty nights
He wade thro red blude to the knee,
And he saw neither sun nor moon,
But heard the roaring of the sea.

O they rade on, and further on,
Unul they came to a garden green:
“Light down, light down, ye ladie free;

Some of that fruit let me pull to thee.”

“O no, O no, True Thomas,” she says,

“That fruit maun not be touched by thee,

For a’ the plagues that are in hell
Light on the fruit of this countrie.

“But I have a loaf here in my lap,
Likewise a bottle of claret wine,
And now ere we go farther on,
We'll rest a while, and ye may dine.”

‘When he had eaten and drunk his fill,

“Lay down your head upon my knee,”

The lady sayd, “ere we climb yon hill,
And I will show you fairlies three.

“O see not ye yon narrow road,
So thick beset w1 thorns and briers?
That is the path of righteousness,
Tho after 1t but few enquires.

“And see not ye that braid, braid road,
That lies across yon hillie leven?
That is the path of wickedness,
Tho some call it the road to heaven.

“And see not ye that bonny road
Which winds about the fernie brae?
That is the road to fair Elfland,
Where you and I this night maun gae.

44. fairlies, wonders
50. lillie leven, charming glade.
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“But Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue,
Whatever you may hear or see,

For gin ae word you should chance to speak,
You will neer get back to your ain countrie.” 6a

He has gotten a coat of the even cloth,
And a pair of shoes of velvet green,
And ull seven years were past and gone

True Thomas on earth was never seen.

BINNORIE* OR, THE TWO SISTERS

There were twa sisters sat in a bour;
Binnorie, O Binnorie!
There cam a knight to be their wooer,
By the bonnie milldams o’ Binnorie.

He courted the eldest with glove and ring, 5
But he lo’ed the youngest abune a’ thing.

The eldest she was vexed sair,
And sair envied her sister fair.

Upon a morning fair and clear,
She cried upon her sister dear: 10

“O sister, sister, tak my hand,
And let’s go down to the niver-strand.”

She’s ta’en her by the Iily hand,
And led her down to the river-strand.

The youngest stood upon a stane, 15
The eldest cam and push’d her 1n.

“O sister, sister, reach your hand!
And ye sall be heir o’ half my land:

“O sister, reach me but your glove!
And sweet Wilhiam sall be your love.” 20
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“Foul fa’ the hand that I should take;
It twin’d me o’ my worldis make.

Your cherry lips and your yellow hair
Gar’d me gang maiden evermair.”

Sometimes she sank, sometimes she swam,
Until she cam to the miller’s dam.

Out then cam the miller’s son,
And saw the fair maid soummin’ in.

“O father, father, draw your dam!

There’s etther a mermaid or a milk-white swan.”

The miller hasted and drew his dam,
And there he found a drown’d woman.

You couldna see her middle sma’,
Her gowden girdle was sae braw.

You couldna see her lily feet,
Her gowden fringes were sae deep.

All amang her yellow hair
A string o’ pearl was twisted rare.

You couldna see her fingers sma’,
W1’ diamond rings they were cover’d a’.

And by there cam a harper fine,
That harpit to the king at dine.

And when he look’d that lady on,
He sigh’d and made a heavy moan.

He’s made a harp of her breast-bane,
Whose sound wad melt a heart of stane.

He’s ta’en three locks o’ her yellow hair,
And wr’ them strung his harp sae rare.

22. twin’d, deprived. worldis make, earthly mate.
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He went into her father’s hall,
And there was the court assembled all.

He laid his harp upon a stane,
And straight it began to play by lane.

“O yonder sits my father, the King,
And yonder sits my mother, the Queen;

“And yonder stands my brother, Hugh,
And by him my William, sweet and true.”

But the last tune that the harp play’d then
Binnorie, O Binnor:e!
Was, “Woe to my sister, false Helen!”
By the bonnie milldams o’ Binnorie.

JOHNIE ARMSTRONG

There dwelt 2 man in faire Westmerland,
Johnie Armstrong men did him call,
He had neither lands nor rents coming in,

Yet he kept eight score men in his hall.

He had horse and harness for them all,
Goodly steeds were all milke-white,

O the golden bands an about their necks,
And their weapons, they were all alike.

Newes then was brought unto the king,
That there was sicke a won as hee,
That lived lyke a bold out-law,
And robbed all the north country.

The king he writt an a letter then,
A letter which was large and long;
He signed it with his owne hand,
And he promised to doe him no wrong.

52. by lane, by itself.
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When this letter came Johnie untill,

His heart it was as blythe as birds on the tree;
“Never was I sent for before any king,

My father, my grandfather, nor none but mee.

“And if we goe the king before,
1 would we went most orderly;

Every man of you shall have his scarlet cloak,
Laced with silver laces three. '

“Every won of you shall have his velvett coat,
Laced with sillver lace so whaite;

O the gold bands an about your necks,
Black hatts, white feathers, all alyke.”

By the morrow morninge at ten of the clock,
Towards Eddenburrough gon was hee,

And with him all his eight score men;
Good lord, it was a goodly sight for to seel

When Johnie came befower the king,
He fell downe on his knee;
“O pardon, my soveraine leige,” he said,
“O pardon my eight score men and mee!”

“Thou shalt have no pardon, thou traytor strong,
For thy eight score men nor thee;
For tomorrow morning by ten of the clock,

Both thou and them shall hang on the gallow-tree.”

But Johnie looked over his left shoulder,

Good Lord, what a grevious look looked hee!
Saying, “Asking grace of a graceles face—

Why there 1s none for you nor me.”

But Johnie had a bright sword by his side,
And 1t was made of the mettle so free,
That had not the king stept his foot aside,
He had smitten his head from his faire bodde.

1. untill, unto.
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Saying, “Fight on, my merry men all,
And see that none of you be taine,

For rather then men shall say we were hanged,
Let them report how we were slaine.”

Then, God wott, faire Eddenburrough rose,
And so besett poore Johnie rounde,

That fowerscore and tenn of Johnies best men
Lay gasping all upon the ground.

Then like a mad man Johnie laide about,
And like a mad man then fought hee,
Untill a falce Scot came Johnie behinde,

And runn him through the faire boddee.

Saying, “Fight on, my merry men all,
And see that none of you be taine;

For I will stand by and bleed but awhile,
And then will I come and fight againe.”

50

55

6o

Newes then was brought to young Johnie Armstrong, 65

As he stood by his nurses knee,
Who vowed if ere he Iiv’d for to be a man,
O the treacherous Scots revengd hee’d be.
KEMP OWYNE

Her mother died when she was young,

Which gave her cause to make great moan;

Her father marned the warst woman
That ever lived in Christendom.

She served her with foot and hand,
In every thing that she could dee,
Till once, in an unlucky time,
She threw her in ower Craigy’s sea.

Says, “Lie you there, dove Isabel,
And all my sorrows lie with thee;

50. taine, captured alive.
51. then, than.
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Till Kemp Owyne come ower the sea,
And borrow you with kisses three:

Let all the warld do what they will,
Oh borrowed shall you never be.”

Her breath grew strang, her hair grew lang,
And twisted thrice about the tree,

And all the people, far and near,
Thought that a savage beast was she.

These news did come to Kemp Owyne,
Where he lived far beyond the sea,
He hasted him to Craigy’s sea,
And on the savage beast lookd he.

Her breath was strang, her hair was lang,
And twisted was about the tree,

And with a swing she came about:
“Come to Craigy’s sea, and kiss with me.

“Here is a royal belt,” she cried,

“That I have found 1n the green sea;
And while your body 1t is on,

Drawn shall your blood never be,
But 1if you touch me, tail or fin,

I vow my belt your death shall be.”

He stepped in, gave her a Kkiss,
The 10yal belt he brought him wi;
Her breath was strang, her hair was lang,
And twisted twice about the trce,
And with a swing she came about.
“Come to Craigy’s sea, and kiss with me,
“Here is a royal ring,” she said,
“That I have found in the green sea;
And while your finger it 1s on,

Drawn shall your blood never be;
But if you touch me, tail or fin,

I swear my ring your death shall be.”

. borrow, rescue.
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He stepped in, gave her a kiss,
The royal ring he brought him wi;

Her breath was strang, her hair was lang,
And twisted ance about the tree,

And with a swing she came about:
“Come to Craigy’s sea, and kiss with me.

“Here is a royal brand,” she said,

“That I have found in the green sea;
And while your body 1t is on,

Drawn shall your blood never be;
But if you touch me, tail or fin,

I swear my brand your death shall be.”

He stepped in, gave her a kiss,
The royal brand he brought him wi;
Her breath was sweet, her hair grew short,
And twisted nane about the tree;
And smilingly she came about,
As fair a woman as fair could be.

THE WIFE OF USHER’S WELL

There lived a wife at Usher’s Well,
And a wealthy wife was she,

She had three stout and stalwart sons,
And sent them oer the sea.

They hadna been a week from her,
A week but barely ane,

Whan word came to the carline wife
That her three sons were gane.

They hadna been a week from her,
A week but barely three,

Whan word came to the carline wife
That her sons she’d never see.

s1. brand, sword
7. carline, old woman.
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20. birk, birch.
21. syke, trench.
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“I wish the wind may never cease,
Nor fashes in the flood,

Till my three sons come hame to me,
In earthly flesh and blood.”

It fell about the Martinmass,
When nights are lang and mirk,

The carline wife’s three sons came hame,

And their hats were o the birk.

It neither grew in syke nor ditch,
Nor yet in ony sheugh;

But at the gates o Paradise,
That birk grew fair eneugh.

. . . . .

“Blow up the fire, my maidens,
Bring water from the well;

For a’ my house shall feast this night,
Since my three sons are well.”

And she has made to them a bed,
She’s made it large and wide,

And she’s taen her mantle her about,
Sat down at the bed-side.

- . . .

Up then crew the red, red cock,
And up and crew the gray,
The eldest to the youngest said,
“’T1s ume we were away.”

The cock he hadna crawd but once,
And clappd his wings at a’,

When the youngest to the eldest said,
“Brother, we must awa.

“The cock doth craw, the day doth daw,

The channerin worm doth chide;

14. fashes, storms. 22. sheugh, furrow.
42. channenin, fretting.
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Gin we be mist out o our place,
A sair pain we maun bide.

“Fare ye weel, my mother dear!
Farewcel to barn and byre!
And fare ye weel, the bonny lass

That kindles my mother’s firel”

GET UP AND BAR THE DOOR

It fell about the Martinmas time,
And a gay time it was then,

When our goodwife got puddings to make,
And she’s boild them in the pan.

The wind sae cauld blew south and north,
And blew nto the floor,

Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,
“Gae out and bar the door.”

“My hand is in my hussyfskap,
Goodman, as ye may see,

An it shoud nae be barrd this hundred year,
It’s no be barrd for mel!”

They made a paction tween them twa,
They made 1t firm and sure,

That the first word whaeer shoud speak,
Shoud rise and bar the door.

Then by there came two gentlemen,
At twelve oclock at night,

And they could neither see house nor hall,
Nor coal nor candle-light.

“Now whether is this a rich man’s house,
Or whether is it a poor?”

But neer a word would ane o them speak,
For barring of the door.

9. hussyfskap, household work.
11. An, if.
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And first they ate the white puddings,
And then they ate the black,

Tho muckle thought the goodwife to hersel,
Yet neer a word she spake.

Then said the one unto the other,
“Here, man, tak ye my knife,
Do ye tak aff the auld man’s beard,

And T'l1 kiss the goodwife.”

“But there’s nae water in the house,
And what shall we do than?”

“What ails ye at the pudding-broo,
That boils into the pan?”

O up then started our goodman,
An angry man was he.

“Will ye kiss my wife before my een,
And scad me w1 pudding-brec?”

Then up and started our goodwife,
Gied three skips on the floor

“Goodman, you’ve spoken the foremost word,
Get up and bar the door!”

EDWARD

“Why dois your brand sae drap wi bluid,
Edward, Edward,
Why dois your brand sae drap w1 blud,
And why sae sad gang yee O?”
“O I hae killed my hauke sae guid,
Mither, mither,
O I hae killed my hauke sae guid,
And I had nae mair bot hee O.”

“Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid,
Edward, Edward,
25 They refers to the two visitors.

40 scad, scald bree, the boiling broth.
1. brand, sword blu:d, blood.
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Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid,
My deir son I tell thee O.”
“O I hae killed my reid-roan steid,
Mither, mither,
O I hae killed my reid-roan steid, 15
That erst was sae fair and frie O.”

“Your steid was auld, and ye hae gat mair,
Edward, Edward,
Your steid was auld, and ye hae gat mair,
Sum other dule ye drie O.” 20
“O I hae killed my fadir deir,
Mither, mither,
O I hae killed my fadir deir,
Alas, and wae is mee O!”

“And whatten penance wul ye drie for that, 25
Edward, Edward?

And whatten penance wul ye drie for that?

My deir son, now tell me O.”
“Ile set my feit in yonder boat,

Mither, mither, go

Ile set my feit in yonder boat,

And Ile fare ovir the sea O.”

“And what wul ye doe wi your towirs and your ha,
Edward, Edward?
And what wul ye doe wi your towirs and your ha, g5
That were sae fair to see O?”
“Ile let thame stand tul they doun fa,
Maither, mither,
Ile let thame stand tul they doun fa,
For here nevir mair maun I bee O.” 40

“And what wul ye leive to your bairns and your wife,
Edward, Edward?
And what wul ye leive to your bairns and your wife,
Whan ye gang ovir the sea O?”

20. dule, gnief. drie, suffer.
40. maun, must.
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“The warldis room, late them beg thrae life, 45
Maither, mither,
The warldis room, late them beg thrae life,
For thame nevir mair wul I see O.”

“And what wul ye leive to your ain mither deir?
Edward, Edward? 5o
And what wul ye leive to your ain mither deir?
My deir son, now tell me O.”
“The curse of hell frae me sall ye berr,
Mither, mither,
The curse of hell frae me sall ye berr, 55
Sic counseils ye gave to me O.”

LORD RANDAL

“O where hae ye been, Lord Randal, my son?

O where hae ye been, my handsome young man?”

“I hae been to the wild wood, mother, make my bed soon,
For I'm weary w1’ hunting, and fain wald lie down.”

“Where gat ye your dinner, Lord Randal, my son? 5
Where gat ye your dinner, my handsome young man?”

“I dined wi’ my true-love; mother, make my bed soon,
For I'm weary w1’ hunting, and fain wald lie down.”

“What gat ye to your dinner, Lord Randal, my son?

What gat ye to your dinner, my handsome young man?” 10
“I gat eels boil’d 1n broo; mother, make my bed soon,

For I'm weary wi’ hunting, and fain wald lie down.”

“What became of your bloodhounds, Lord Randal, my son?

What became of your bloodhounds, my handsome young
man?”

“O they swell’d and they died; mother, make my bed soon,

For I'm weary wi’ hunting, and fain wald lie down.” 16

“O I fear ye are poison’d, Lord Randal, my son!

O I fear ye are poison’d, my handsome young man!”

“0O yes! I am poison’d; mother, make my bed soon,

For I'm sick at the heart, and I fain wald lie down.” =20

45. warldis, world’s.
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SAINT STEPHEN AND HEROD

Seynt Stevyn was a clerk in Kyng Herowdes halle,
And servyd him of bred and cloth, as every kyng befalle.

Stevyn out of kechone cam, wyth boris hed on honde;
He saw a sterre was fayr and bryght over Bedlem stonde.

He kyst adoun the boris hed and went in to the halle: 5
“I forsak the, Kyng Herowdes, and thi werkes alle.

“I forsak the, Kyng Herowdes, and thi werkes alle;
Ther is a child 1n Bedlem born 1s better than we alle.”

“What eylyt the, Stevyn? What is the befalle? 9
Lakkyt the eyther mete or drynk 1n Kyng Herowdes halle?”

“Lakkyt me neyther mete or drynk in Kyng Herowdes halle;
‘Ther is a chyld in Bedlem born is better than we alle.”

“What eylyt the, Stevyn? Art thu wod, or thu gynnyst to
brede?
Lakkyt the eyther gold or fe, or ony rich wede?”

“Lakkyt me neyther gold nor fe, ne non rich wede; 15
Ther is child in Bedlem born sal helpyn us at our nede.”

“That is al so soth, Stevyn, al so soth, iwys,
As this capoun crowe sal that lyth here in myn dysh.”

That word was not so sone seyd, that word in that halle,
The capoun crew Christis natus est! among the lordes alle.

“Rysyt up, myn turmentowres, be to and al be on, 21
And ledyt Stevyn out of this toun, and stonyt hym wyth
ston!”

Tokyn he Stevyn, and stonyd him in the way,
And therefore is his evyn on Crystes owyn day.

5. kyst, cast. 13. wod, mad brede, go mad.
9. eylyt, aileth. 17. soth, likely
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THE CHERRY-TREE CAROL

Joseph was an old man,
and an old man was he,

‘When he wedded Mary,
in the land of Galilee.

Joseph and Mary walked
through an orchard good,
‘Where was cherries and berries,

so red as any blood.

Joseph and Mary walked
through an orchard green,
‘Where was berries and cherries,
as thick as might be seen.

O then bespoke Mary,
so meek and so mild:
“Pluck me one cherry, Joseph,
for I am with child.”

O then bespoke Joseph:
with words most unkind:
“Let him pluck thee a cherry
that brought thee with child.”

O then bespoke the babe,
within his mother’s womb:

“Bow down then the tallest tree,
for my mother to have some.”

Then bowed down the highest tree
unto his mother’s hand;

Then she cried, “See, Joseph,
I have cherries at command.”

O then bespoke Joseph:
“I have done Mary wrong;
But cheer up, my dearest,
and be not cast down.”
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Then Mary plucked a cherry,
as red as the blood,

Then Mary went home
with her heavy load.

Then Mary took her babe,
and sat him on her knee,
Saying, “My dear son, tell me
what this world will be.”

“O I shall be as dead, mother,
as the stones in the wall;

O the stones in the streets, mother,
shall mourn for me all.

“Upon Easter-day, mother,
my uprising shall be,

O the sun and the moon, mother,
shall both rise with me.”

BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL

Hie upon Hielands,
and low upon Tay,
Bonnie George Campbell
rade out on a day.

Saddled and bridled
and gallant rade he;
Hame cam his gud horse,
but never cam he.

Out cam his auld mither
greeting fu’ sair,

And out cam his bonnie bride
riving her hair.

Saddled and bridled
and booted rade he;
Toom hame cam the saddle,
but never cam he.

15 Toom, empty.
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“My meadow lies green,
and my corn 1s unshorn,
My barn 1s to big,
and my babe is unborn.”

Saddled and bridled
and booted rade he;
Toom hame cam the saddle,
but never cam he.

THE TWA CORBIES

As I was walking all alane,

I heard twa corbies making a mane;
The tane unto the t’ other say,
“Where sall we gang and dine today?”

“In behint yon auld fail dyke,

I wot there lies a new-slain knght;
And naebody kens that he lies there,
But his hawk, his hound, and lady fair.

“His hound is to the hunting gane,
His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame,
His lady’s ta’en another mate,

So we may mak our dinner sweet.

“Ye’ll sit on his white hause-bane,

And I'll pick out his bonny blue een;

‘Wi ae lock o’ his gowden hair

We'll theek our nest when 1t grows bare.

“Mony a one for him makes mane,

But nane sall ken where he 1s gane,

O’er his white banes when they are bare,
The wind sall blaw for evermair.”

19. big, build.

18. hause-bane, neck-bone.

2. corbies, ravens. 16. theek, thatch.

5. fail, turf.
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CHAUCER AND THE
ELIZABETHANS

Geoffrey Chaucer

€. 1340 1400

PROLOGUE
From “The Canterbury Tales”

Whan that Aprille with his shoures sote

The droghte of Marche hath Perced to the rote,

And bathed every veyne 1n swich licour

Of which vertu engendied 1s the flour;

Whan Zephirus eek with his swete breeth 5

Inspired hath n every holt and heeth

The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne

Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne,

And smale fowles maken mclodye

That slepen al the might with open ye 10

(So priketh hem nature in hir corages):

Than longen folk to goon on pilgrimages,

And palmers for to seken straunge strondes,

To ferne halwes couthe 1n sondry londes;

And speaially, from every shires ende 15

Of Engelond, to Caunteirbury they wende

The holy blisful marur for to scke

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seke.
Bifel that, in that seson on a day,

In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay 20

1. sote, sweet
g swich, such.
6. holt, wood
7. croppes, sprouts.
11. corages, Spirits
18. straunge strondes, strange shores
14. ferne halwes, distant shrines couthe, known.
18. seke, sick
19. Bifel, 1t befell.
27
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Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage

‘To Caunterbury with ful devout corage,
At night was come 1n-to that hostelrye

Wel nyne and twenty in a companye,

Of sondry folk, by aventure y-falle

In felawshipe, and pilgrims were they alle,
That toward Caunterbury wolden ryde;
The chambres and the stables weren wyde,
And wel we weren esed atte beste.

And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste,
So hadde I spoken with hem everichon,
That I was of hir felawshipe anon,

And made forward erly for to ryse

To take our wey, ther as I yow devyse.

But natheles, whyl I have tyme and space,

Er that I ferther in this tale pace,

Me thynketh it acordaunt to resoun

To telle yow al the condicioun

Of ech of hem, so as it semed me,

And whiche they weren, and of what degree;
And eek in what array that they were 1nne:
And at a knight than wol I first biginne.

A xNIGHT ther was, and that a worthy man,
That fro the tyme that he first bigan
To riden out, he loved chivalrie,

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisye.
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,
And therto hadde he riden (no man ferre)
As wel in Cristendom as hethenesse,

And ever honoured for his worthinesse.

At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne;
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne
Aboven alle naciouns in Pruce;

In Lettow hadde he reysed, and in Ruce,

25. y-falle, fallen.

29. esed alte beste, given the best possible service.
$4. devyse, relate.

48. therto, besides. ferre, farther.

49. hethenesse, heathendom.

52. hadde the bord bzgonnc, had sat at the head of the table.

54. reysed, made a raid.
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No Cristen man so ofte of his degree.

In Gernade at the sege eek hadde he be
Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye.

At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye,

‘Whan they were wonne; and in the Grete See

At many a noble aryve hadde he be.

At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene,
And foughten for our feith at Tramissene
In lystes thryes, and ay slayn his fo.

This ilke worthy knight hadde been also
Somtyme with the lord of Palatye,

Ageyn another hethen in Turkye:

And evermore he hadde a sovereyn prys.

And though that he were worthy, he was wys,

And of his port as meke as 1s a mayde.

He never yet no vileinye ne sayde

In al his lyf, un-to no maner wight.

He was a verray parfit genul kmght.
But for to tellen yow of his array,

His hors were gode, but he was nat gay.

Of fustian he wered a gipoun

Al bismotered with his habergeoun;

For he was late y-come from his viage,

And wente for to doon his pilgrimage.

With him ther was his sone, a yong SQUYER,

A lovyere and a lusty bacheler,

With lokkes crulle, as they were leyd in presse.

Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse.
Qf his stature he was of evene lengthe,

59. Grete See, Mediterranean.

6o. aryve, disembarkation.

66. Ageyn, against.

67. prys, reputation.

68, worthy, brave. wys, prudent.

. port, bearing.

. vileinye, discourtesy.

71. wight, person.

tpoun, tunic.

76. bismotered, soiled habergeoun, coat of mail.

3

3

8o. bacheler, grobauoner for the honor of kmighthood.

81. crulle, curly.
8s. evene, medium.
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And wonderly deliver, and greet of strengthe.
And he had been somtyme in chivachye 85
In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Picardye,
And born him wel, as of so litel space,
In hope to stonden in his lady grace.
Embrouded was he, as it were a mede,
Al ful of fresshe floures whyte and rede. go
Singinge he was, or floytinge, al the day;
He was as fresh as 1s the month of May
Short was his goune, with sleves longe and wyde.
Wel coude he sitte on hors, and faire ryde.
He coude songes make and wel endyte, 95
Juste, and eek daunce, and wel purtreye and wryte.
So hote he lovede, that by nightertale
He sleep namore than dooth a mightingale.
Curteys he was, lowly, and servisable,
And carf biforn his fader at the table 100
A YeEMAN hadde he, and servaunts namo
At that tyme, for him liste ryde so,
And he was clad in cote and hood of grene;
A sheef of pecok-arwes brighte and kene
Under his belt he bar ful thriftily— 105
Wel coude he dresse his takel yemanly,
His arwes drouped noght with fetheres lowe—
And 1n his hand he bar a mighty bowe.
A not-heed hadde he, with a broun visage.
Of wode-craft wel coude he al the usage. 110
Upon his arm he bar a gay bracer,
And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler,
And on that other syde a gay daggere,
Harneised wel, and sharp as point of spere;
A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene 115
An horn he bar, the bawdrik was of grene;
A forster was he, soothly, as I gesse
Ther was also a Nonne, a PRIORESSE,

84. delwer, agile 100 carf, carved.

85. chiwachye, cavalry raid 101. he, that 1s, the knight.

91. floytinge, playing the flute. 106 takel, weapons.

95. endyte, compose. 109. not-heed, close-cropped head.

g6. purtreye, draw.
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That of hir smyling was ful simple and coy:
Hir gretteste ooth was but by seynt Loy;
And she was cleped madame Eglentyne.
Ful wel she song the service divyne,

Entuned in hir nose ful semely;

And Frensh she spak ful faire and fetisly
After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe,

For Frensh of Paris was to hir unknowe.

At mete wel y-taught was she with-alle;

She leet no morsel from hir lippes falle,

Ne wette hir fingres in hir sauce depe.

Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe
That no drope ne fille up-on hir brest.

In curteisye was set ful muche har lest;

Hir over lippe wyped she so clene,

That 1n hir coppe was no ferthing sene

Of grece, whan she dronken hadde hir draughte.
Ful semely after hir mete she raughte,

And sikerly she was of greet disport,

And ful plesaunt, and amiable of port,
And peyned hir to countrefete chere

Of court, and been estatlich of manere,
And to ben holden digne of reverence.

But, for to speken of hir conscience,

She was so charitable and so pitous,

She wolde wepe, if that she sawe a mous
Caught 1n a trappe, if 1t were deed or bledde.
Of smale houndes had she, that she fedde
With rosted flesh, or milk and wastel-breed.
But sore weep she if oon of hem were deed,
Or if men smoot it with a yerde smerte.
And al was conscience and tendre herte.

119 coy, quiet

124. fetisly, gracefully.

125 Stratford atte Bowe, a convent near London.

132. lest, pleasure,

134. ferthing, bit.

136 raughte, reached

139 peyned hir, exerted herself.

147. wastel-breed, wheat bread.
149 yerde, stick.
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Ful semely hir wimpel pinched was;
Hir nose tretys; hir eyen greye as glas;
Hir mouth ful smal, and ther-to softe and reed;
But sikerly she hadde a fair forheed,
It was almost a spanne brood, I trowe; 155
For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe.
Ful fetis was hir cloke, as I was war.
, Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar
A peire of bedes, gauded al with grene;
And ther-on heng a broche of gold ful shene, 160
On which ther was first write a crowned A,
And after, Amor vincit omma.
Another Nonne with hir hadde she,
That was hir chapeleyne, and preestes thre.
A Monk ther was, a fair for the maistrye, 165
An out-rydere, that lovede venerye,
A manly man, to been an abbot able
Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in stable;
And, whan he rood, men mighte his brydel here
Ginglen in a whistlinge wind as clere, 170
And eek as loude as dooth the chapcl-belle,
Ther as this lord was keper of the celle
The reule of seint Maure or of seint Beneit,
By-cause that it was old and som-del streit,
This 1lke monk leet olde thinges pace, 175
And held after the newe world the space.
He yaf nat of that text a pulled hen,
That seith that hunters been nat holy men;
Ne that a monk, whan he is cloisterless,
Is lykned til a fish that is waterless; 180
This 1s to seyn, a monk out of his cloistre
But thilke text held he nat worth an oistre!
And I seyde his opinioun was good.

152. tretys, well-formed.

157. fetis, well made

159. peire of bedes, rosary

165. farr for the maistrye, extremely fine one

166. out-rydere, rider abroad venerye, hunting.
168. deyntee, dainty

172 Ther as, where celle, a subordinate monastery.

175. pace, pass.
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‘What sholde he studie, and make himselven wood,
Upon a book in cloistre alwey to poure,
Or swinken with his handes and laboure
As Austin bit? How shal the world be served?
Lat Austin have his swink to him reserved.
Therfore he was a prikasour aright,
Grehoundes he hadde, as swift as fowel in flight;
Of priking and of hunting for the hare
Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare.
I seigh his sleves purfiled at the hond
With grys, and that the fyneste of a lond;
And, for to festne his hood under his chyn,
He hadde of gold y-wroght a curious pyn:
A love-knotte 1n the gretter ende ther was.
His heed was balled, that shoon as any glas,
And eek his face, as he had been anoint.
He was a lord ful fat and in good point,
His eyen stepe, and rollinge 1n his heed,
That stemed as a forneys of a leed;
His botes souple, his hors in greet estat.
Now certeinly he was a fair prelat!
He was nat pale as a for-pyned goost,
A fat swan loved he best of any roost.
His palfrey was as broun as is a berye.

A FRERE ther was, a wantown and a merye,
A limitour, a ful solempne man.
In alle the ordres foure 1s noon that can
So muche of daliaunce and fair langage.
He hadde maad ful many a mariage

184. wood, mad.

186, swinken, work,

187. bit, bids.

189. prikasour, hunter on horseback.
191. priking, hard riding.

198. purfiled, trfxmmcd.

194. grys, gray fur.

200. xgrrnygood pont, fat.

201. stepe, prominent.

202. forneys, furnace.

205. for-pyned, tormented.

209. lsmitour, licensed beggar. solempne, festive.
211. daliaunce, playfulness.
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Of yonge wommen at his owne cost.

Un-to his ordre he was a noble post.

Ful wel biloved and famulier was he 215
With frankeleyns over-al in his contree,

And eek with worthy wommen of the toun:

For he had power of confessioun,

As seyde himself, more than a curat,

For of his ordre he was licentiat. 220
Ful swetely herde he confessioun,

And plesaunt was his absolucioun;

He was an esy man to yeve penaunce

Ther as he wiste to han a good pitaunce;

For unto a povre ordre for to yive 225
Is signe that a man is wel y-shryve;

For if he yaf he dorste make avaunt,

He wiste that a man was repentaunt.

For many a man so haide is of his herte,

He may nat wepe, al-thogh him sore smerte. 230
Therfore, in stede of wepinge and preyeres,

Men moot yeve silver to the povre freres.

His tipet was ay farsed ful of knyves

And pinnes, for to yeven faire wyves.

And certeinly he hadde a mery note, 235
Wel coude he singe and pleyen on a rote.

Of yeddinges he bar utterly the prys.

His nekke whyt was as the flour-de-lys;

Ther-to he strong was as a champioun.

He knew the tavernes wel in every toun 240
And everich hostiler and tappestere

Bet than a lazar or a beggestere;

For un-to swich a worthy man as he

Acorded nat, as by his facultee,

To have with seke lazars aqueyntaunce. 245
It is nat honest, it may nat avaunce,

For to delen with no swich poraille,

But al with riche and sellers of vitaille.

224. wiste, knew. 241. tappestere, barmaid.
226. y-shryve, confessed 245 lazars, lepers.

233. tipet, cape farsed, stuffed. 246 honest, respectable.
236. rote, stringed instrument. 247 poraille, poor people,
237. yeddinges, ballads.
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And over-al, ther as profit sholde aryse,

Curteys he was, and lowly of servyse.

Ther nas no man no-wher so vertuous;

He was the beste beggere in his hous:

For thogh a wydwe hadde noght a sho,

So plesaunt was his “In principio,”

Yet wolde he have a ferthing er he wente;

His purchas was wel bettre than his rente.

And rage he coude, as it were right a whelpe;

In love-dayes ther coude he muchel helpe;

For there he was nat lyk a cloisterer,

With a thredbar cope, as is a povre scoler,

But he was lyk a maister or a pope.

Of double worsted was his semi-cope,

That rounded as a belle out of the presse.

Somwhat he lipsed for his wantownesse,

To make his English sweete up-on his tonge;

And in his harping, whan that he hadde songe,

His eyen twinkled in his heed aright,

As doon the sterres in the frosty nyght

This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd.
A MARCHANT was ther with a forked berd,

In mottelee, and hye on horse he sat,

Up-on his heed a Flaundrish bever hat;

His botes clasped faire and fetisly.

His resons he spak ful solempnely,

Souninge alway th’encrees of his winning.

He wolde the see were kept for any thing

Bitwixe Middelbuigh and Orewelle

Wel coude he mn eschaunge sheeldes selle.

This worthy man ful wel his wit bisette;

Ther wiste no wight that he was 1n dette,

258. love-dayes, days set aside for setthing disputes.
262. sem:-co{ze, half-cloak.

264. lipsed, lisped.

268. sterres, stars.

271. mottelee, figured cloth.

272. bever, beaver

274 resons, opinions.

275. Souninge, agreeing with.

276. kept for any thing, guarded at all hazards.
278 sheeldes, French coins (écus).
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So estatly was he of his governaunce,
With his bargaynes and with his chevisaunce.
Forsothe he was a worthy man with-alle,
But sooth to seyn, I noot how men him calle.
A cLERrK ther was of Oxenford also, 285
That un-to logik hadde longe y-go.
As lene was his hors as is a rake,
And he nas nat right fat, I undertake,
But loked holwe and ther-to soberly.
Ful thredbar was his overest courtepy, 290
For he had geten him yet no benefyce,
Ne was so worldly for to have offyce,
For him was lever have at his beddes heed
Twenty bokes, clad 1in blak or reed,
Of Anstotle and his philosophye, 295
Than robes riche, or fithele, or gay sautrye.
But al be that he was a philosophre,
Yet hadde he but litel gold 1n cofre;
But al that he mighte of his freendes hente,
On bokes and on lerninge he 1t spente, 300
And bisily gan for the soules preye
Of hem that yaf him where-with to scoleye.
Of studie took he most cure and most hede.
Noght o word spak he more than was nede,
And that was seyd in forme and reverence, 305
And short and quik, and ful of hy sentence.
Souninge in moral vertu was his speche,
And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche.
A SERGEANT OF THE LAWE, war and wys,
That often hadde been at the parvys, 310
Ther was also, ful riche of excellence.
Discreet he was, and of greet reverence,—
He semed swich, his wordes weren so wyse.
Justyce he was ful often 1n assyse,

282. chevisaunce, dealings

284. noot, do not know.

289. holwe, hollow

290. courtepy, upper short coat.

292. have o[fgce, accept secular employment.
296. fithele, fiddle. sautrye, musical instrument.
814. assyse, session-
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By patente, and by pleyn commissioun;
For his science, and for his heigh renoun
Of fees and robes hadde he many oon.
So greet a purchasour was no-wher noon.
Al was fee simple to him 1n effect,
His purchasing mighte nat been infect.
No-wher so bisy a man as he ther nas,
And yet he semed bisier than he was.
In termes hadde he caas and domes alle,
That from the tyme of Kyng William were falle.
Therto he coude endyte, and make a thing,
Ther coude no wight pynche at his wryung;
And every statut coude he pleyn by rote.
He rood but hoomly in a medlee cote
Girt with a ceint of silk, with barres smale;
Of his array telle I no lenger tale

A FRANKELEYN was 1n his companye;
Whyt was his berd, as 1s the dayesye.
Of his complexioun he was sangwyn.
Wel loved he by the morwe a sope in wyn.
To liven 1n delyt was ever his wone,
For he was Epicurus owne sone,
That heeld opinioun that pleyn delyt
Was verraily felicitee parfyt.
An housholdere, and that a greet, was he;
Seint Julian he was in his contree.
His breed, his ale, was alwey after oon;
A bettre envyned man was no-wher noon.
With-oute bake mete was never his hous,
Of fish and flesh, and that so plentevous,
It snewed in his hous of mete and drinke,
Of alle deyntees that men coude thinke.
818 purchasour, buyer of land
819. fee simple, unrestricted possession
323. caas and domes, cases and decisions.
826 pynche, complain
827. coude, knew
829 ceint, girdle
832. dayesye, daisy.
333. complextoun, temperament
840 Saint Julian was the patron of hospitality.

841. after oon, according to one standard
845. snewed, snowed.
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After the sondry sesons of the ycer

So chaunged he his mete and his soper.

Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe,

And many a breem and many a luce 1n stewe. 850
Wo was his cook, butaf his sauce were

Poynaunt and sharp, and redy al his gere.

His table dormant in his halle alway

Stood redy covered al the longe day.

At sessiouns ther was he lord and sire, 355
Ful ofte tyme he was knight of the shire.

An anlas and a gipser al of silk

Heng at his girdel, whyt as morne milk

A shirreve hadde he been, and a countour,

Was no-wher such a worthy vavasour. 360

. . . . .

A good wyr was ther of bisyde BATHE
But she was som-del deef, and that was scathe,
Of clooth-making she hadde swiche an haunt,
She passed hem of Ypres and of Gaunt.
In al the parisshe wyf ne was ther noon 365
That to th’ offring bifore hir sholde goon;
And if ther dide, certeyn, so wrooth was she,
That she was out of alle charitee.
Hir coverchiefs ful fyne were of ground,
I dorste swere they weyeden ten pound 370
That on a Sonday were upon hir heed.
Hir hosen weren of fyn scarlet reed,
Ful streite y-teyd, and shoos ful moiste and newe.
Bold was hir face, and fair, and reed of hewe.
She was a worthy womman al hur lyve, 375
Housbondes at chirche-dore she hadde fyve,
Withouten other companye 1n youthe—

349. mewe, pen
350 breem, fish luce, pike.

851. but-if, unless.

$52. poynaunt, pungent. gere, equipment.
353 dormant, fixed

$57. anlas, dagger gipser, game-bag.

860. vavasour, landholder.

362. scathe, a pity.

863. haunt, skill,

877. withouten, not counting.
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But therof nedeth nat to speke as nouthe.
And thryes hadde she been at Jerusalem;
She hadde passed many a straunge streem; 38¢
At Rome she hadde been, and at Boloigne,
In Galice at Seint Jame, and at Coloigne.
She coude muche of wandring by the weye:
Gat-tothed was she, soothly for to seye.
Up-on an amblere esily she sat, 385
Y-wimpled wel, and on hir heed an hat
As brood as 1s a bokeler or a targe
A foot-mantel aboute hir hipes large,
And on hir feet a paire of spores sharpe.
In felawschip wel coude she laughe and carpe. 390
Of remedyes of love she knew per-chaunce,
For she coude of that art the olde daunce.
A good man was ther of religioun,
And was a povre PERSOUN of a toun,
But riche he was of holy thoght and werk. 395
He was also a lerned man, a cleik,
That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche;
His parisshens devoutly wolde he teche.
Benigne he was, and wonder diligent,
And 1n adversitee ful pacient, 400
And swich he was y-preved ofte sythes.
Ful looth were him to cursen for his tythes,
But rather wolde he yeven, out of doute,
Un-to his povre parisshens aboute
Of his offring and eek of his substaunce, 405
He coude n litel thyng han suffisaunce.
Wyd was his parisshe, and houses fer a-sonder,
But he ne lafte nat, for reyn ne thonder,
In siknes nor 1n meschief, to visyte
The ferreste 1 his parisshe, muche and lyte, 410

$78. as nouthe, now

384 gat-tothed, having the front teeth set wide apart (a sign that
one will travel).

387. targe, target.

889 spores, spurs

392 daunce, game.

394. persoun, parson

401 y-preved ofte sythes, proved oftentimes.

408 lafte, neglected.



40 CHAUCER AND THE ELIZABETHANS

Up-on his feet, and in his hand a staf.

This noble ensample to his sheep he yaf

That firste he wroghte, and afterward he taughte—

Out of the Gospel he tho wordes caughte;

And this figure he added eek ther-to, 415
That 1f gold ruste, what shal iren do?

For if a preest be foul, on whom we truste,

No wond[(:,r 1s a lewed man to ruste,

And shame 1t is, 1f a preest take keep,

A [dirty] shepherde and a clene sheep! 420
Wel oghte a preest ensample for to yive

By his clennesse, how that his sheep sholde live.

He sette nat his benefice to hyre,

And leet his sheep encombred 1n the myre,

And ran to London, un-to seynt Poules, 425
To seken him a chaunterie for soules,

Or with a bretherhed to been withholde,

But dwelte at hoom, and kepte wel his folde,

So that the wolf ne made 1t nat miscarie;

He was a shepherde and no mercenarie. 430
And though he holy were and vertuous,

He was to sinful man nat despitous,

Ne of his speche daungerous ne digne,

But 1n his teching discreet and bemigne.

To drawen folk to heven by fairnesse, 435
By good ensample, was his bisinesse:

But 1t were any persone obstinat,

What-so he were, of heigh or lowe estat,

Him wolde he snibben sharply for the nones.

A bettre preest, I trowe that nowher noon 1s. 440
He wayted after no pompe and reverence,

Ne maked him a spyced conscience,

But Cristes lore, and His apostles twelve

He taughte, but first he folwed it him-selve.

418 lewed, 1gnorant

419. keep, heed

426 chaunterie, remuneration for singing a Mass.
427. withholde, maintained

483 daungerous, arrogant digne, haughty

439. smibben, chide. for the nones, on this occasion.
442. spyced, over-fastidious.
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The MILLER was a stout carl, for the nones,
Ful big he was of braun and eek of bones;
That proved wel, for over-al ther he cam,

At wrastling he wolde have alwey the ram.

He was short-sholdred, brood, a thikke knarre,
Ther nas no dore that he nolde heve of harre,
Or breke it, at a renning, with his heed.

His berd as any sowe or fox was reed,

And ther-to brood, as though it were a spade.
Up-on the cop night of his nose he hade

A werte, and ther-on stood a tuft of heres,
Reed as the bristles of a sowes eres;

Hise nose-thirles blake were and wyde.

A swerd and bokeler bar he by his syde;

His mouth as greet was as a greet forneys.

He was a janglere and a goliardeys,

And that was most of sinne and harlotryes.
Wel coude he stelen corn, and tollen thryes;
And yet he hadde a thombe of gold, pardee.

A whyt cote and a blew hood wered he.

A baggepype wel coude he blowe and sowne,
And ther-with-al he broghte us out of towne.

Now have I told you shortly, in a clause

Th’estat, th’array, the nombre, and eek the cause

‘Why that assembled was this companye
In Southwerk, at this gentil hostelrye,
That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle.

447 over-al ther, everywhere 457 mnose-thirles, nostrils.
448 ram, prize 460 goliardeys, loud talker.
449 knarre, sturdy fellow 471 highte, was called.

480 harre, hinge
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Edmund Spenser
1552 1599

THE FAERIE QUEENE

From Canto 1

The patrone of true Holinesse
Foule Enour doth defeate
Hypocrisie, him to entiappe,
Doth to his home entieate.

1

A gentle Kmight was pricking on the plaine,
Ycladd in mightie armes and silver shielde,
Wherein old dints of deepe woundes did remaine,
The cruell maikes of many’ a bloody fielde,

Yet armes t1ll that time did he never wield.

His angry steede did chide his foming batt,

As much disdayning to the curbe to yield-

Full jolly knight he scemd, and faire did sitt,

As one for knightly giusts and fierce encounters fitt.

2

And on his biest a bloodie crosse he bore,
The deare remembrance of his dying Lord,
For whose sweete sake that glorious badge he wore,
And dead, as living, ever him ador’d
Upon his shield the like was also scor’d,
For soveraine hope which in his helpe he had
Right faithfull true he was in deede and word,
But of his cheere did sceme too solemne sad;
Yet nothing did he dread, but ever was ydrad.

3
Upon a great adventure he was bond,
That greatest Gloriana to him gave,
(That greatest glorious queene of Faerie Lond)

20 Gloriana, Queen Elizabeth, to whom the poem 1s dedicated.
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T'o winne him worshippe, and her grace to have,
Which of all earthly thinges he most did crave:
And ever as he rode his hart did earne

To prove his puissance in battell brave

Upon his foe, and his new force to learne,

Upon his foe, a Dragon horible and stearne.

4

A lovely ladie rode him faire beside,
Upon a lowly asse more white then snow,
Yet she much whiter, but the samec did hide
Under a vele, that wimpled was full low,
And over all a blacke stole shee did throw:
As one that inly mournd, so was she sad,
And heavie sate upon her palficy slow,
seemed in heart some hidden care she had,
And by her, 1n a line, a milkewhite lambe she lad.

5

So pure and innocent, as that same lambe,
she was 1n life and every vertuous lore,
And by descent from royall lynage came
Of ancient kinges and queenes, that had of yore
T'heir scepters stretcht from east to westerne shore,
And all the world 1n their subjection held,
T1ll that infernall feend with foule uprore
Forwasted all their land, and them expeld,

Whom to avenge she had this Knight from far compeld.

6

Behind her tarre away a dwaife did lag,
That lasie seemd, 1n being ever last,
Or wearied with bearing of her bag
Of needments at his backe. Thus as they past,
The day with cloudes was suddeine overcast,
And angry Jove an hideous storme of raine
Did poure into his lemans lap so fast,
That every wight to shrowd 1t did constrain,

93

25

39
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40

45

50

And this faire couple eke to shroud themselves were fain.
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7

Enforst to seeke some covert nigh at hand, 55
A shadie grove not farr away they spide,
That promist ayde the tempest to withstand.
Whose loftie trees yclad with sommers pride,
Did spred so broad, that heavens light did hide,
Not perceable with power of any starr: 6o
And all within were pathes and alleles wide,
With footing worne, and leading iward farr:
Faire harbour that them secmes, so 1n they entred ar.

11

At last resolving forward still to fare,
Till that some end they finde, or in or out, 65
That path they take, that beaten seemd most bare,
And like to lead the labyrinth about,
Which when by tract they hunted had throughout,
At length 1t brought them to a hollowe cave,
Amid the thickest woods The champion stout no
Eftsoones dismounted from his courser brave,
And to the dwarfe a while his necdlesse spere he gave.

12

“Be well aware,” quoth then that ladie milde,
“Least suddaine mischiefe ye too rash provoke:
The danger hid, the place unknowne and wilde, ny
Breedes dreadfull doubts oft fire 1s without smoke,
And perill without show therefore your stroke
Sir knight with-hold, ull further tryall made.”
“Ah Ladie,” said he, “shame were to revoke

The forward footing for an hidden shade 8o
Vertue gives her selfe light, through darkenesse for to
wade.”
13

“Yea but,” quoth she, “the penll of this place
I better wot then you, though nowe too late
To wish you backe returne with foule disgrace,
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Yet wisedome warnes, whilest foot is 1n the gate, 85
To stay the steppe, ere forced to retrate.

This is the wandring wood, this Errours den,

A monster vile, whom God and man does hate:
Therefore I read beware.” “Fly fly!” quoth then

The fearefull dwarfe. “this 1s no place for living men.” go

14

But full of fire and greedy hardiment,
The youthfull kmight could not for ought be staide,
But forth unto the darksome hole he went,
And looked in his glistring armor made
A litle glooming light, much like a shade, 95
By which he saw the ugly monster plaine,
Halfe like a serpent horribly displaide,
But th’other halfe did womans shape retaine,
Most lothsom, filthie, foule, and full of vile disdaine.

15

And as she lay upon the durtie ground, 100
Her huge long taile her den all overspred,
Yet was 1n knots and many boughtes upwound,
Pointed with mortall sting Of her there bred
A thousand yong ones, which she dayly fed,
Sucking upon her poisonous dugs, eachone 105
Of sundry shapes, yet all 1ll favored
Soone as that uncouth hght upon them shone,
Into her mouth they crept, and suddain all were gone.

16

Their dam upstart, out of her den effraide,
And rushed forth, hurling her hideous taile 110
About her cursed hecad, whose folds displaid
Were stretcht now forth at length without entraile.
She lookt about, and seeing one 1n mayle
Armed to point, sought backe to turne againe;
For light she hated as the deadly bale, 115
Ay wont in desert darknes to remaine,
Where plaine none might her see, nor she see any plaine.

89 read, advise. 107 uncouth, unfamihar
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17

Which when the valiant Elfe perceiv'd, he lept
As lyon fierce upon the flying pray,
And with his trenchand blade her boldly kept 120
From turning backe, and forced her to stay
Therewith enrag’d she loudly gan to bray,
And turning fierce, her speckled taile advaunst,
Threatning her angrie sting, him to dismay
Who nought aghast, his mightie hand enhaunst- 125
The stroke down from her head unto her shoulder glaunst.

18

Much daunted with that dint her sence was dazd;
Yet kindling rage her selfe she gathered round,
And all attonce her beastly bodie raizd
With doubled forces high above the ground 130
Tho, wrapping up her wrethed sterne arownd,
Lept fierce upon his shield, and her huge traine
All suddenly about his body wound,
That hand or foot to stirr he strove 1n vaine
God helpe the man so wrapt in Errours endlesse traine! 135

19

His lady, sad to see his sore constraint,
Cride out, “Now, now, sir knight, shew what ye bee:
Add faith unto your force, and be not faint;
Strangle her, els she sure will strangle thee.”
That when he heard, 1n great perplexitie, 140
His gall did grate for gunefe and high disdaine;
And, knitting all his force, got one hand free,
Wherewith he grypt her gorge with so great pane,
That soone to loose her wicked bands did her constraine.

20

Therewith she spewd out of her filthie maw 145
A floud of poyson horrible and blacke,
Full of great lumps of flesh and gobbets raw,
Which stunck so vildly, that it forst him slacke
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His grasping hold, and from her turne him backe:

Her vomut full of bookes and papers was, 150
With loathly frogs and toades, which eyes did lacke,

And creeping sought way 1n the weedy gras:

Her filthie parbreake all the place defiled has.

21

As when old father Nilus gins to swell
With uimely pride above the Aegyptian vale 155
His fattie waves doe fertile slime outwell,
And overflow each plaine and lowly dale
But, when his later spring gins to avale,
Huge heapes of mudd he leaves, wherin there breed
Ten thousand kindes of creatures, partly male 160
And partly femall, of his fruitfull sced;
Such ugly monstrous shapes elswher may no man reed.

. . . . . .

36

The drouping night thus creepeth on them fast;
And the sad humor loading their eye-liddes,
As messenger of Morpheus, on them cast 16
Sweet slombring deaw, the which to slecp them biddes.
Unto their lodgings then his guestes he 1iddes
Where when all drownd 1n deadly sleepe he findes,
He to his studie goes, and there amiddes
His magick bookes and artes of sundrie kindes, 170
He seekes out mighty charmes to trouble sleepy minds.

37

Then choosing out few words most horrble,
(Let none them read) thereof did verses frame;
With which, and other spelles like terrible,
He bad awake blacke Plutoes griesly dame; 175
And cursed heven, and spake reprochful shame
Of highest God, the Lord of life and light:
A bold bad man, that dar’d to call by name
158 avale, subside.

168 he, Archimago, the wizard in whose hut the Red Cross Knight
and Ladv Una stav



48 CHAUCER AND THE ELIZABETHANS

Great Gorgon, prince of darknes and dead night,
At which Cocytus quakes, and Styx is put to flight.

38

And forth he cald out of deepe darknes dredd
Legions of sprights, the which, like litle flyes
Fluttering about his ever damned hedd,

Awaite whereto their service he applyes,

To aide his friendes, or fray his enimies.

Of those he chose out two, the falsest twoo,

And fittest for to forge true-seeming lyes

The one of them he gave a message too,

The other by him selfe staide, other worke to doo.

39

He, making speedy way through spersed ayre,
And through the world of waters wide and deepe,
To Morpheus house doth hastily repaire
Amid the bowels of the earth full steepe,
And low, where dawning day doth never peepe,
His dwelling is; there Tethys his wet bed
Doth ever wash, and Cynthia still doth steepe
In silver deaw his ever-drouping hed,

180

190

195

Whiles sad Night over him her mantle black doth spred;

40

‘Whose double gates he findeth locked fast,
The one faire fram’d of burnisht yvory,
The other all with silver overcast,
And wakeful dogges before them farre doe lye,
Watching to banish Care their enimy,
Who oft is wont to trouble gentle Sleepe.
By them the sprite doth passe 1n quietly,
And unto Morpheus comes, whom drowned deepe
In drowsie fit he findes: of nothing he takes keepe.

41
And more, to lulle him in his slumber soft,
A trickling streame from high rock tumbling downe,

207. keep, heed.

200

205
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And ever drizling raine upon the loft,

Mixt with a murmuring winde, much like the sowne
Of swarming bees, did cast him 1n a swowne:

No other noyse, nor peoples troublous cryes,

As still are wont t'annoy the walled towne,

Might there be heard, but carelesse Quiet lyes
Wrapt in eternall silence farre from enimyes.

From Canto II

7

Now when the rosy fingred Morning faire,
Weary of aged Tithones saffron bed,
Had spred her purple robe through deawy aire,
And the high hils Titan discovered,
The royall virgin shooke of drousyhed;
And, rising forth out of her baser bowre,
Lookt for her knight, who far away was fled,
And for her dwarfe, that wont to wait each howre:
Then gan she wail and weepe to see that woeful stowre.

8

And after him she rode with so much speede
As her slowe beast could make, but all 1n vaine:
For him so far had borne his light-foot steede,
Pricked with wrath and fery fierce disdaine,
That him to follow was but fruitlesse paine;
Yet she her weary limbes would never rest,

But every hil and dale, each wood and plaine,
Did search, sore grieved in her gentle brest,
He so ungently left her, whome she loved best.

From Canto II1

4

One day, nigh wearie of the yrkesome way,
From her unhastie beast she did alight,
And on the grasse her dainty limbs did lay
In secrete shadow, far from all mens sight:
221. of, off

228. The Knight has been misled by a false dream.
225. stowre, misfortune.
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From her fayre head her fillet she undight,

And layd her stole aside. Her angels face 240
As the great eye of heaven shyned brnight,

And made a sunshine 1n the shady place,

Did never mortall eye behold such heavenly grace.

5

It fortuned, out of the thickest wood
A ramping lyon rushed suddeinly, 245
Hunting full greedy after salvage blood.
Soone as the royall virgin he did spy,
With gaping mouth at her ran greedily,
‘To have attonce devourd her tender corse;
But to the pray when as he drew more ny, 250
His bloody rage aswaged with remoase,
And with the sight amazd, forgat his furious forse.

6

In stead thereof he kist her wearie feet,
And lickt her hlly hands with fawning tong,
As he her wronged mnocence did weet. 255
O, how can beautie maister the most strong,
And simple truth subdue avenging wrong!
Whose yielded pryde and proud submission,
Sull dreading death, when she had marked long,
Her hart gan melt 1n great compassion; 260
And drizling teares did shed for pure affection.

SONNETS FROM “AMORETTI”

8
MORE THAN MOST FAIR

More than most faire, full of the living fire
Kindled above unto the Maker neere:

No eies, but joyes, 1n which al powers conspire,
That to the world naught else be counted deare:

246. salvage, savage.
255. weet, know.
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Thrugh your bright beams doth not the blinded guest

Shoot out his darts to base affections wound;

But angels come, to lead fraile minds to rest

In chast desires, on heavenly beauty bound.

You frame my thoughts, and fashion me within,

You stop my toung, and teach my hart to speake,

You calme the storme that passion did begin,

Strong thrugh your cause, but by your vertue weak.
Dark 1s the world where your light shined never;
Well is he borne that may behold you ever.

15
YE TRADEFULL MERCHANTS

Ye tradefull merchants, that with weary toyle,
Do seeke most pretious things to make your gain,
And both the Indias of their treasures spoile,
What needeth you to seeke so farre in vaine?
For loe! my love doth in her selfe containe
All this worlds riches that may farre be found:
If saphyres, loe! her eics be saphyres plaine;
If rubies, loe! hir lips be rubies sound;
If pearles, hir teeth be pearls, both pure and round;
If yvonie, her forhead yvorie weene;
If gold, her locks are finest gold on ground;
If silver, her faire hands are silver sheene:

But that which fairest 1s but few behold,

Her mind, adornd with vertues mamifold.

30
MY LOVE IS LIKE TO ICE

My love is lyke to yse, and I to fyre;

How comes 1t then that this her cold so great
Is not dissolv’d through my so hot desyre,

But harder growes the more I her intreat?

Or how comes it that my exceeding heat

Is not delayd by her hart frosen cold,

But that I burne much more 1n boyling sweat,
And feele my flames augmented manifold?
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What more miraculous thing may be told,
That fyre, which all things melts, should harden yse,
And yse, which is congeald with sencelesse cold,
Should kindle fyre by wonderful devyse?

Such is the powre of love in gentle mind,

That it can alter all the course of kynd.

47
TRUST NOT THE TREASON

Trust not the treason of those smyling lookes,
Untill ye have theyr guylefull traynes well tryde:
For they are lyke but unto golden hookes,
That from the foolish fish theyr bayts do hyde:
So she with flattring smyles weake harts doth guyde
Unto her love, and tempte to theyr decay;
Whome, being caught, she kills with cruell pryde,
And feeds at pleasure on the wretched pray.
Yet even whylst her bloody hands them slay,
Her eyes looke lovely, and upon them smyle,
That they take pleasure in her cruell play,
And, dying, doe themselves of payne beguyle.
O mughty charm! which makes men love theyr bane,
And thinck they dy with pleasure, live with payne.

55
SO OFT AS I HER BEAUTY DO BEHOLD

So oft as I her beauty doe behold,

And therewith doe her cruelty compare,

I marvaile of what substance was the mould
The which her made attonce so cruell faire.
Not earth; for her high thoghts more heavenly are:
Not water; for her love doth burne like fyre:
Not ayre; for she is not so light or rare:

Not fyre; for she doth friese with faint desire.
Then needs another element inquire,
Whereof she mote be made; that is the skye.
For to the heaven her haughty looks aspire,
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And eke her mind is pure immortall hye.
Then sith to heaven ye lykened are the best,
Be lyke in mercy as in all the rest.

67
LIKE AS A HUNTSMAN

Lyke as a huntsman after weary chace,

seeing the game from him escapt away,

sits downe to rest him in some shady place,

with panting hounds, beguiled of their pray:

5o, after long pursuit and vaine assay,

When I all weary had the chace forsooke,

The gentle deare returnd the selfe-same way,

Thinking to quench her thirst at the next brooke.

There she, beholding me with mylder looke,

sought not to fly, but fearlesse still did bide,

Till I in hand her yet halfe trembling tooke,

And with her owne goodwill hir fyrmly tyde.
Strange thing, me seemd, to see a beast so wyld
So goodly wonne, with her owne will beguyld.

75
ONE DAY I WROTE HER NAME

One day I wrote her name upon the strand,

But came the waves and washed it away:

Agayne I wrote it with a second hand,

But came the tyde, and made my paynes his pray.

Vayne man, sayd she, that doest 1in vaine assay

A mortall thing so to immortalize!

For I my selve shall lyke to this decay,

And eek my name bee wyped out lykewize.

Not so (quod I) let baser things devize

To dy in dust, but you shall live by fame:

My verse your vertues rare shall eternize,

And in the hevens wryte your glorious name;
Where, whenas death shall all the world subdew,
Our love shall live, and later life renew.
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Philip Sidney *
1554 1586
MY TRUE LOVE HATH MY HEART

My true love hath my heart, and I have his,

By just exchange, one for the other giv'n:

I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss;
There never was a better bargain driv'n.

His heart in me kecps me and him in one,

My heart 1n him his thoughts and senses guides:
He loves my heart, for once 1t was his own,

I cherish his, because in me 1t bides.

His heart his wound received from my sight;
My heart was wounded with his wounded heart;
For as from me, on him his hurt did hight,

So st1ll me thought in me his heart did smart-
Both equal hurt, 1n this change sought our bliss,
My true love hath my heart, and I have his.

SONNETS FROM “ASTROPHEL AND STELLA”

31
WITH HOW SAD STEPS, O MOON

With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb’st the skies,
How silently, and with how wan a face!

What, may it be that even in heav’'nly place

That busy archer his sharp arrows tries?

Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes

Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case;

I read it in thy looks thy languisht grace,

To me, that feel the like, thy state descries.

Then, ev'n of fellowship, O Moon, tell me,

Is constant love deem’d there but want of wit?

* Beginning with the selections from Sidney, the spelling of the texts
of the remaining poems 1n The Book of Living Verse have been mod-
ernized.
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Are beauties there as proud as here they be?

Do they above love to be lov'd, and yet

Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess?
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness?

39
COME, SLEEP

Come, Sleep! O Sleep, the certain knot of peace,
The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe,

The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s release,
Th’ indifferent judge between the high and low;
With shield of proof shield me from out the prease
Of those fierce darts Despair at me doth throw:
O, make 1n me those civil wars to cease;

I will good tribute pay 1f thou do so.

Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed,
A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light,

A rosy garland and a weary head:

And if these things, as being thine in right,
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt 1n me
Livelier than elsewhere, Stella’s image see.

b4
BECAUSE I BREATHE NOT LOVE

Because I breathe not love to everyone,

Nor do not use set colors for to wear,

Nor nourish special locks of vowed hair,

Nor give each speech a full point of a groan,
The Courtly nymphs, acquainted with the moan
Of them who on their lips Love’s standard bear,
“What, he!” say they of me. “Now 1 dare swear
He cannot love; no, no, let him alone.”

And think so still, so Stella know my mind;
Profess indeed I do not Cupid’s art;

But you, fair maids, at length this true shall find,
That his right badge is but worn 1n the heart;

1 prease, multitude.
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Dumb swans, not chattering pies, do lovers prove:
They love indeed who quake to say they love.

69
O JOY TOO HIGH

O joy too high for my low style to show!

O bliss fit for a nobler state than me!

Envy, put out thine eyes, lest thou do see

What oceans of delight in me do flow!

My friend, that oft saw through all masks my woe,
Come, come, and let me pour myself on thee.

Gone is the winter of my misery!

My spring appears, O, see what here doth grow:
For Stella hath, with words where faith doth shine,
Of her high heart giv'n me the monarchy;

I, 1, oh I, may say that she is mine!

And though she give but thus conditionly

This realm of bliss, while virtuous course I take,
No kings be crown’d but they some covenants make.

William Shakespeare
1564 1616

SONGS FROM THE PLAYS

SONG OF THE MUSICIANS

From “Two Gentlemen of Verona”

Who is Silvia? What is she,

That all our swains commend her?
Holy, fair, and wise is she;

The heaven such grace did lend her,
That she might admired be.

Is she kind as she is fair?
For beauty lives with kindness.
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Love doth to her eyes repair,
To help him of his blindness;
And, being helped, inhabits there. 10

Then to Silvia let us sing,
That Silvia is excelling;
She excels each mortal thing,
Upon the dull earth dwelling:
To her let us garlands bring. 15

FAIRY'S SONG

From “A Midsummer N:ght’s Dream”

Over hill, over dale,
Thorough bush, thorough brier,
Over park, over pale,
Thorough flood, thorough fire,
I do wander everywhere,
Swifter than the moonés sphere;
And I serve the fairy queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green.
The cowslips tall her pensioners be;
In their gold coats spots you see,
Those be rubies, fairy favors,
In those freckles Irve their savors:
I must go seek some dewdrops here,
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear.

SONG OF THE FAIRIES

From “A4 Midsummer Night’s Dream”

You spotted snakes with double tongue,
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not seen;
Newts, and blind-worms, do no wrong;
Come not near our fairy queen:
Philomel, with melody, 5
Sing in our sweet lullaby;
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby.
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Never harm, nor spell, nor charm,
Come our lovely Iady nigh;
So, good night, with lullaby.

Weaving spiders, come not here:
Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence!
Beetles black, approach not near,
Worm, nor snail, do no offence.
Philomel, with melody,
Sing 1n our sweet lullaby;
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby.

Never harm, nor spell, nor charm,
Come our lovely lady nigh;
So, good might, with lullaby.

PUCK’'S SONG
From “A Midsummer Night’s Dream”

Now the hungry lion roars,
And the wolf behowls the moon; °
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,
All with weary task fordone.
Now the wasted brands do glow,
Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud,
Puts the wretch that lies in woe
In remembrance of a shroud.
Now it is the ume of night
That the graves, all gaping wide,
Everyone lets forth his sprite,
In the churchway paths to glide.
And we fairies, that do run
By the triple Hecate’s team,
From the presence of the sun,
Following darkness like a dream,
Now are frolic; not a mouse
Shall disturb this hallowed house:
I am sent with broom before,
To sweep the dust behind the door.

10

15

20

10

15
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BALTHASAR’'’S SONG
From “Much Ado About Nothing”

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more;
Men were decewvers ever;

One foot 1n sea, and one on shore,
To one thing constant never.

Then sigh not so, but let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny,

Converting all your sounds of woe
Into “Hey nonny, nonny!”

Sing no more ditties, sing no moe,
Of dumps so dull and heavy;

The fraud of men was ever so,
Since summer first was leavy:

Then sigh not so, but let them go,
And be you blithe and bonny,

Converting all your sounds of woe
Into “Hey nonny, nonny!”

WINTER SONG

From “Love’s Labour’s Lost”

When icicles hang by the wall

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
And Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in pail;
When blood is nmipped, and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl
“To-whit, Tu-whoo!” A merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

When all about the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow,

And Marnan’s nose looks red and raw;
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl—
Then mightly sings the staring owl
“To-whit, Tu-whoo!” A merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
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BOY’'S SONG TO MARIANA

From “Measure for Measure”

Take, O take those lips away
That so sweetly were forsworn,
And those eyes, the break of day,
Lights that do mislead the morn.
But my kisses bring again,
Bring again—
Seals of love, but sealed in vain,
Sealed in vain!

TWO OF FESTE’S SONGS
From “Tuwelfth Night”

I

Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, fly away, breath;
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of whaite, stuck all with yew, 5
O prepare it!
My part of death no one so true
Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet
On my black coffin let there be strown; 10
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown;
A thousand thousand sighs to save,
Lay me, O where
Sad true lover never find my grave, 15
To weep therel

I

O Mistress mine, where are you roaming?
O stay and hear! your true-love’s coming,
That can sing both high and low;
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Trip no further, pretty sweeting,
Journeys end in lovers meeting—
Every wise man’s son doth know.

What is love? ’tis not hereafter;

Present murth hath present laughter;
‘What'’s to come is still unsure:

In delay there lies no plenty,—

Then come kiss me, sweet-and-twenty,
Youth’s a stuff will not endure.

ARIEL’S SONG
From “The Tempest”

Full fathom five thy father lies:

Of his bones are coral made;
Those are pearls that were his eyes;

Nothing of him that doth fade
But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell:

Hark! now I hear them,—
Ding, dong, bell.

SONG OF THE MUSICIANS

From “Cymbeline”

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings,
And Phoebus ’gins arise,
His steeds to water at those springs
On chaliced flowers that lies;
And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes.
With every thing that pretty i,
My lady sweet, arise;
Arise, arisel
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SONG OF THE TWO BROTHERS

From “Cymbeline”

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun
Nor the furious winter’s rages,
Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone and ta’en thy wages:
Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Fear no more the frown o’ the great,
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke;
Care no more to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed 1s as the oak:
The sceptre, learning, physic, must
All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning-flash
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;
Fear not slander, censure rash,
Thou hast finished joy and moan:
All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.

No exorciser harm thee!
Nor no witchcraft charm thee!

Ghost unlaid forbear thee!
Nothing 11l come near thee!
uiet consummation have,

And renowned be thy gravel

SONG OF THE TWO PAGES
From “As You Like It”

It was a lover and his lass,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
That o’er the green corn-field did pass

In the spring-time, the only ({)retty ring-time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding!

Sweet lovers love the spring
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Between the acres of the rye,

With a hey and a ho, and a hey nonino,
These pretty country folks would lie,

In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 10
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding!

Sweet lovers love the spring.

This carol they began that hour,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

How that a life was but a flower 15
In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time,

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding!
Sweet lovers love the spring.

And therefore take the present time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 20
For love is crowned with the prime

In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding!

Sweet lovers love the spring.

TWO SONGS BY AMIENS
From “As You Like It”

1

Blow, blow, thou winter wind!
Thou art not so unkind
As man’s ingrattude,
Thy tooth 1s not so keen
Because thou art not seen, 5
Although thy breath be rude.
Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly:
Then, heigh ho! the holly!
This Iife 1s most jolly. 10

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
Thou dost not bite so mgh
As benefits forgot:

Though thou the waters warp,
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Thy sting is not so sharp 1,
As friend remembered not.

Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:

Most friendship 1s feigning, most loving mere folly:
Then, heigh ho! the holly!
This hife is most jolly. 20

1I

Under the greenwood tree
Who loves to he with me,
And turn 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, 1
Seeking the food he eats
And pleased with what he gets—
Come hltll':er, come hither, come hither!
Here shall he see
No enemy 1
But winter and rough weather.

A SONG

From “The Merchant of Venice”

Tell me where is Fancy bred,

Or in the heart, or in the head?

How begot, how nourished?
Reply, reply.

It is engender’d in the eyes;

With gazing fed, and Fancy dies

In the cradle where 1t lies.

Let us all ning Fancy’s knell;

I'll begin it:—Ding, dong, bell.
—Ding, dong, bell.
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SONNETS

18
SHALL I COMPARE THEE?

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate.
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:
Sometimes too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimmed:
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimmed:
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
Nor shall Death brag thou wanderest in his shade
When in eternal lines to time thou growest.

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

29
WHEN IN DISGRACE

When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featured like him, Iike him with friends possessed,

Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee—and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;
For thy sweet love remembered, such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with Kings.
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30
SESSIONS OF SWEET SILENT THOUGHT

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste.
Then can 1 drown an eye, unused to flow,
For precious friends hid 1n death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s long-since-cancelled woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanished sight.
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.
—But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losses are restored, and sorrows end.

32
IF THOU SURVIVE

If thou survive my well-contented day,
When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,
Compare them with the bettering of the time,
And though they be outstripped by every pen,
Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
O then vouchsafe me but this loving thought—
“Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing age,
A dearer birth than this his love had brought,
To march 1n ranks of better equipage;

But since he died and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I'll read, his for his love.”
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33
FULL MANY A GLORIOUS MORNING

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And {rom the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unscen to west with this disgiace.

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all-triumphant splendor on my brow;

But out, alack! he was but one hour mine,

The region cloud hath masked him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth,
Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun staineth.

6o
LIKE AS THE WAVES

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,

So do our minutes hasten to then end,

Each changing place with that which goes before,

In sequent to1l all forwards do contend

Nativity, once in the main ot hight,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned,

Crooked eclipscs ‘gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave, doth now his gitt confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:—
And yet, to times 1n hope, my verse shall stand
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
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65
SINCE BRASS, NOR STONE, NOR EARTH

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o’ersways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?
O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out
Against the wrackful siege of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,
Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays?
O fearful meditation! where, alack,
Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

O, none, unless this miracle have mught,

That in black ink my love may still shine bright,

66
TIRED WITH ALL THESE

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry—

As, to behold desert a beggar born,

And needy nothing trimmed 1n jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honor shamefully misplaced,

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

And might perfection wrongfully disgraced,

And strength by limping sway disabled,

And art made tongue-tied by authorty,

And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill,

And simple truth miscalled simplcity,

And capuive good attending captain 1ll:—
—Tired with aH these, from these would I be gone,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.
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Vil
NO LONGER MOURN FOR ME

No longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell;

Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ 1t, for I love you so

That I 1n your sweet thoughts would be forgot,

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

Oh, if, I say, you look upon this verse

When I perhaps compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,

But let your love cven with my lLife decay;
Lest the wise world should look into your moan,
And mock you with me after I am gone.

73
THAT TIME OF YEAR

Chat time of year thou mayst in me behold

Nhen yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang

Jpon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Jare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.

n me thou seest the twilight of such day

\s after sunset fadeth in the west,

Nhich by and by black night doth take away,

Jeath’s second self, that seals up all in rest:

n me thou seest the glowing of such fire

Chat on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

\s the death-bed whereon it must expire,

Jonsumed with that which it was nourished by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
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87
FAREWELL! THOU ART TOO DEAR

Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou knowst thy estimate:

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;

My bonds 1n thee are all determinate.

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?

And for that riches where 1s my deserving?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And so my patent back again 1s swerving

Thyself thou gavst, thy own worth then not knowing,

Or me, to whom thou gavst 1t, else mistaking,

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,

Comes home again, on better judgment making.
Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,
In sleep, a king; but waking, no such matter.

94
THEY THAT HAVE POWER TO HURT

They that have power to hurt, and will do none,
That do not do the thing they most do show,
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone,
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow,—
They nightly do inherit heaven’s graces,
And husband nature’s riches from expense;
They are the lords and owners of their faces,
Others, but stewards of their excellence.
The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet
Though to itself it only live and die,
But if that flower with base infection meet,
The basest weed outbraves his dignity:
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds;
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.
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106
WHEN IN THE CHRONICLE

When in the chronicle of wasted time

I see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme

In praise of ladies dead, and lovely knights,

Then, 1 the blazon of sweet beauty’s best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,

I see their antique pen would have expressed

Even such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring;

And, for they looked but with divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing!
For we, which now behold these present days,
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.

116
THE MARRIAGE OF TRUE MINDS

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove.
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
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123
NO, TIME, THOU SHALT NOT BOAST

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do changel
Thy pyramids built up with newer might,
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;
They are but dressings of a former sight.
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old,
And rather make them born to our desire
Than think that we before have heard them told.
Thy registers and thee I both defy,
Not wondering at the present nor the past;
For thy records and what we see doth le,
Made more or less by thy continual haste.
This I do vow, and this shall ever be:
I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee.

146
POOR SOUL, THE CENTRE OF MY SINFUL
EARTH

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

Pressed by those rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? 1s this thy body’s end?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store,

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;

Within be fed, without be rich no more:—
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
And Death once dead, there’s no more dying then.
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Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That valleys, groves, hills, and fields,
Woods, or steepy mountains yields.

And we will sit upon the rocks
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals.

And I will make thee beds of roses
And a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle;

A gown made of the finest wool,
Which from our pretty lambs we pull;
Fair lined slippers for the cold,

With buckles of the purest gold;

A belt of straw and ivy-buds

With coral clasps and amber studs:
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Come live with me and be my love.

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing
For thy delight cach May morning:

If these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me and be my love.

FROM ‘“HERO AND LEANDER"

73

THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE

10

15

It lies not in our power to love or hate,
For will in us is over-ruled by fate.
When twe are stripped, long ere the course begin
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We wish that one should lose, the other win;
And one especially do we affect

Of two gol<f ingots, like in each respect.

The reason no man knows, let it suffice,
What we behold 1s censured by our eyes.
Where both deliberate, the love 1s shight;
Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight?

FROM “THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF DOCTOR
FAUSTUS"

Faustus. Ah, Faustus,
Now hast thou but one bare hour to live,
And then thou must be damned perpetually!
Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of heaven,
That time may cease, and midnight never come; 5
Fair Nature’s eye, rise, rise again, and make
Perpetual day; or let this hour be but
A year, a month, a week, a natural day,
That Faustus may repent and save his soul!
O lente, lente curnte, noctis equa! 10
The stars move still, time runs, the clock will strike,
The devil will come, and Faustus must be damned.
O, I'll leap up to my God! Who pulls me down?
See, see, where Christ’s blood streams in the firmament!
One drop would save my soul, half a drop. ah, my Christ!-
Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ! 16
Yet will I call on him: O, spare me, Lucifer!—
Where is it now? "Tis gone: and see, where God
Stretcheth out his arm, and bends his ireful browsl
Mountains and hills, come, come, and fall on me, 20
And hide me from the heavy wrath of God!
No, no!
Then will I headlong run into the earth:
Earth, gape! O, no, it will not harbor me!
You stars that reigned at my nativity, 25
Whose influence hath allotted death and hell,
Now draw up Faustus, like a foggy mist,
Into the entrails of yon laboring clouds,

10. lente . . . equi, run slowly, slowly, horses of the night.
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That, when they vomit forth into the air,
My hmbs may issue from their smoky mouths, 30
So that my soul may but ascend to heaven!
[The clock strikes the half-hour.
Ah, half the hour is past! "twill all be past anon.
O God,
If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul,
Yet for Christ’s sake, whose blood hath ransomed me, 3
Impose some end to my incessant pain,
Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years—
A hundred thousand, and at last be saved!
O, no end 1s Iimited to damned souls!
Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul? 40
Or why is this immortal that thou hast?
Ah, Pythagoras’ metempsychosis! were that true,
This soul should fly from me, and I be changed
Unto some brutish beast! All beasts are happy,
For, when they die, 45
Their souls are soon dissolved in elements;
But mine must live still to be plagued in hell.
Cursed be the parents that engendered me!
No, Faustus, curse thyself, curse Lucifer
That hath deprived thee of the joys of heaven. 50
[The clock strikes twelve,
O, it strikes, it strikes! Now, body, turn to air,
Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell!
[Thunder and lLightning.
O soul, be changed into little water-drops,
And fall into the ocean, ne’er be found!

Enter DEVILs.

My God, my God, look not so fierce on me! 55
Adders and serpents, let me breathe a while!
Ugly hell, gape not! come not, Lucifer!
I'll burn my books!—Ah, Mephistophalis!
[Exeunt DEvVILS with FAUSTUS.

Enter CHORUS.

Chorus. Cut is the branch that might have grown full
straight,
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And burned is Apollo’s laurel bough, 6o
That sometime grew within this learned man.

Faustus is gone: regard his hellish fall,

Whose fiendful fortune may exhort the wise,

Only to wonder at unlawful things,

Whose deepness doth entice such forward wits 65,
To practice more than heavenly power permits. [Exat.
Terminat hora diem; terminat auctor opus.

Ben Jonson
1573 1637

OAK AND LILY
“An Ode”

It is not growing like a tree
In bulk, doth make man better be;
Or standing long an oak, three hundred year,
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sere-
A lily of a day
Is fairer far in May,
Although it fall and die that night;
It was the plant and flower of light.
In small proportions we just beauties see;
And 1n short measures life may perfect be.

HYMN TO DIANA

From “Cynthia’s Revels”

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair,
Now the sun is laid to sleep,
Seated 1n thy silver chair
State in wonted manner keep:
Hesperus entreats thy light, 5
Goddess excellently bright.

67. Termnat . . . opus, The hour ends the day, the author ends
his work.
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Earth, let not thy envious shade
Dare itself to interpose;
Cynthia’s shining orb was made
Heaven to clear when day did close:
Bless us then with wished sight,
Goddess excellently bright.

Lay thy bow of pearl apart
And thy crystal-shining quiver;
Give unto the flying hart
Space to breathe, how short soever:
Thou that mak’st a day of night,
Goddess excellently bright!

ECHO’S SONG

From “Cynthia’s Revels”

Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears;
Yet slower, yet; O faintly, gentle springs,
List to the heavy part the music bears,
Woe weeps out her division when she sings.
Droop, herbs and flowers;
Fall, grief, in showers,
Our beauties are not ours;
O, I could still,
Like melting snow upon some craggy hill,
Drop, drop, drop, drop,
Since nature’s pride 1s now a withered daffodil.

TO CELIA

Drink to me only with thine eyes,
And I will pledge with mine;
Or leave a kiss but in the cup
And I'll not look for wine.
The thirst that from the soul doth rise
Doth ask a drink divine;
But might I of Jove’s nectar sup,
I would not change for thine.
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I sent thee late a rosy wreath,
Not so much honoring thee

As giving 1t a hopc that there
It could not withered be,

But thou thereon didst only breathe
And sent’st 1t back to me;

Since when 1t grows, and smells, I swear,
Not of 1tself but thee!

CLERIMONT’S SONG

From “The Silent Woman”

Sull to be neat, still to be drest

As you were going to a feast.

Sull to be powdered, still perfumed:
Lady, 1t 15 to be presumed,

Though art’s hid causes are not found,
All is not sweet, all 1s not sound.

Give me a look, give me a face

That makes simplicity a grace,

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free:
Such sweet neglect more taketh me,
Than all th’ adulteries of art,

That strike mine eyes, but not my heart.

NANO’S SONG

From “Volpone”

Fools, they are the only nation

Worth men’s envy or admiration;

Free from care or sorrow-taking,

Selves and others merry making.

All they speak or do is sterling.

Your fool, he is your great man’s darling,
And your ladies’ sport and pleasure,
Tongue and bauble are his treasure.
Ev'n his face begetteth laughter,

And he speaks truth free from slaughter.
He’s the grace of every feast,
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And sometimes the chiefest guest;
Hath his trencher and his stool,
When wit waits upon the fool.
O, who would not be
He, he, he?

TO THE MEMORY OF MY BELOVED
MASTER WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy name,
Am I thus ample to thy book and fame;

While I confess thy writings to be such

As neither man nor Muse can praise too much.
"Tis true, and all men’s suffrage. But these ways
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise;
For silliest 1gnorance on these may hight,
Which, when 1t sounds at best, but echoes right;
Or blind affection, which doth ne’er advance
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance;
Or crafty malice might pretend this praise,

And think to ruin, where it seemed to raise.
These are, as some infamous bawd or whore
Should praise a matron. What could hurt her more?
But thou art proof against them, and, indeed,
Above the 1ll fortune of them, or the nced.

I therefore will begin. Soul of the agel

The applause, delight, the wonder of our stage!
My Shakespeare, rise! 1 will not lodge thee by
Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie

A little further, to make thee a room;

Thou art a monument without a tomb,

And art alive still while thy book doth live

And we have wits to read and praise to give,
That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses,

I mean with great, but disproportioned Muses;
For if I thought my judgment were of years,

I should commit thee surely with thy peers,

And tell how far thou didst our Lyly outshine,
Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe’s mighty line.

And though thou hadst small Latin and less Greek,
From thence to honor thee, I would not seek
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For names; but call forth thundering Aeschylus,
Euripides, and Sophocles to us;

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead,

To life again, to hear thy buskin tread,

And shake a stage; or, when thy socks were on,
Leave thee alone for the comparison

Of all that insolent Greece or haughty Rome
Sent forth, or since did from their ashes come.
Triumph, my Britain, thou hast one to show
To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe.
He was not of an age, but for all timel!

And all the Muses still were in their prime,
When, like Apollo, he came forth to warm
Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm!

Nature herself was proud of his designs

And joyed to wear the dressing of his lines!
Which were so richly spun, and woven so fit,
As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit.

The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes,

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please,
But antiquated and deserted lie,

As they were not of Nature’s family.

Yet must I not give Nature all, thy art,

My gentle Shakespeare, must enjoy a part.
For though the poet’s matter Nature be,

His art doth give the fashion; and, that he
Who casts to write a living line, must sweat
(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat
Upon the Muses’ anvil; turn the same

(And himself with it) that he thinks to frame,
Or, for the laurel, he may gain a scorn;

For a good poet’s made, as well as born.

And such wert thou! Look how the father’s face
Lives in his issue; even so the race

Of Shakespeare’s mind and manners brightly shines
In his well turned, and true filed lines;

In each of which he seems to shake a lance,
As brandished at the eyes of ignorance.

Sweet Swan of Avon! what a sight it were

To see thee in our waters yet appear,
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And make those flights upon the banks of Thames,

That so did take Eliza, and our James!
But stay, I see thee 1n the hemisphere

Advanced, and made a constellation there!
Shine forth, thou star of poets, and with rage
Or influence, chide or cheer the drooping stage,

8r
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Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourned like night,

And despairs day, but for thy volume’s light.

John Donne
1573 1631

SONG

Go and catch a falling star,
Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years are,
Or who cleft the devil’s foot;
Teach me to hear mermaids singing,
Or to keep off envy’s stinging,
And find
What wind
Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou be’st born to strange sights,
Things invisible go see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights
Till Age snow white hairs on thee;
Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell me
All strange wonders that befell thee,

And swear
No where
Lives a woman true and fair.

If thou find’st one, let me know;
Such a pilgrimage were sweet.
Yet do not; I would not go,
Though at next door we might meet.
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Though she were true when you met her,

And last till you write your letter,
Yet she 25
Will be

False, ere I come, to two or three.

THE GOOD-MORROW

I wonder, by my troth, what thou and I

Did, tll we loved? were we not weaned till then?

But sucked on country pleasures, childishly?

Or snorted we 1n the Seven Sleepers’ den?

"T'was so; but this, all pleasures fancies be; 5
If ever any beauty I did see,

Which I desired, and got, *twas but a dream of thee.

And now good-morrow to our waking souls,

Which watch not one another out of fear;

For love all love of other sights controls, 10
And makes one little room an everywhere.

Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone;

Let maps to other, worlds on worlds have shown;

Let us possess one world, each hath one, and is one.

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears, 15
And true plain hearts do in the faces rest;

Where can we find two better hemispheres

Without sharp north, without declining west?

Whatever dies, was not mix’d equally;

If our two loves be one, or thou and I 20
Love so alike that none can slacken, none can die.

THE SUN RISING

Busy old fool, unruly Sun,
Why dost thou thus,
Through windows, and through curtains, call on us?
Must to thy motions lovers’ seasons run?
Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide 5
Late school-boys and sour prentices,
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Go tell court-huntsmen that the king will ride,
Call country ants to harvest offices;
Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime,

Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time.

Thy beams so reverend and strong
Why shouldst thou think?
I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink,
But that I would not lose her sight so long.
If her eyes have not blinded thine,
Look, and tomorrow late tell me,
Whether both th’ Indias of spice and mine
Be where thou left’st them, or lie here with me.
Ask for those kings whom thou saw’st yesterday,
And thou shalt hear, “All here 1n one bed lay.”

She’s all states, and all princes I;
Nothing else 1s;
Princes do but play us; compared to this,
All honor’s mimic, all wealth alchemy.
Thou, Sun, art half as happy as we,
In that the world’s contracted thus;
Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be
To warm the world, that’s done in warming us.
Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere;
This bed thy centre is, these walls thy sphere.

THE CANONIZATION

For God’s sake hold your tongue, and let me love,
Or chide my palsy, or my gout,
My five grey hairs, or ruined fortune flout;
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With wealth your state, your mind with arts improve,

Take you a course, get you a place,
Observe his Honor, or his Grace;
Or the king’s real, or his stamped face
Contemplate; what you will, approve,
So you will let me love.

Alas, alas, who's injured by my love?
What merchant’s ships have my sighs drowned?
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Who says my tears have overflowed his ground?
When did my colds a forward spring remove?
When did the heats which my veins fill
Add one more to the plaguy bill? 1]
Soldiers find wars, and lawyers find out still
Litigious men, which quarrels move,
Though she and I do love.

We can die by it, 1f not live by love,
And 1if unfit for tombs and hearse 2(
Our legend be, it will be fit for verse;
And if no piece of chronicle we prove,
We'll build in sonnets pretty rooms;
As well a well-wrought urn becomes
The greatest ashes as half-acre tombs, 2]
And by these hymns, all shall approve
Us canonized for love;

And thus invoke us: “You whom reverend love
Made one another’s hermitage;
You, to whom love was peace, that now is rage; 8t
‘Who did the whole world’s soul contract, and drove
Into the glasses of your eyes—
So made such mirrors and such spies
That they did all to you epitomize,—
Countries, towns, courts; beg from above 3!
A pattern of your love!”

THE UNDERTAKING

I have done one braver thing

Than all the worthies did;

And yet a braver thence doth spring,
Which is, to keep that hid.

It were but madness now to impart

The skill of specular stone,

‘When he, which can have learned the art
To cut 1t, can find none.
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So, if I now should utter this,
Others—because no more

Such stuff to work upon there is—
Would love but as before.

But he who loveliness within
Hath found, all outward loathes,
For he who color loves, and skin,
Loves but their oldest clothes.

If, as I have, you also do

Virtue in woman see,

And dare love that, and say so too,
And forget the He and She;

And 1if this love, though placed so,
From profane men you hide,

Which will no faith on this bestow,
Or, 1if they do, deride,

Then you have done a braver thing
Than all the Worthies did;
And yet a braver thence will spring,
Which is, to keep that hid.

SONG

Sweetest love, I do not go
For weariness of thee,
Nor in hope the world can show
A fitter love for me;
But since that I
Must die at last, ’tis best
To use myself in jest
Thus by feigned deaths to die.

Yesternight the sun went hence,
And yet is here today;
He hath no desire nor sense,
Nor half so short a way;
Then fear not me,
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But believe that I shall make
Speedier journeys, since I take
More wings and spurs than he.

Oh, how feeble is man’s power,
That 1f good fortune fall,
Cannot add another hour,
Nor a lost hour recall!
But come bad chance,
And we join to it our strength,
And we teach it art and length,
Itself o’er us to advance.

When thou sigh’st, thou sigh’st not wind,

But sigh’st my soul away;
When thou weep’st, unkindly kind,
My life’s blood doth decay.
It cannot be
‘That thou lov’st me, as thou say’st,
If in thine my life thou waste;
Thou art the best of me.

Let not thy divining heart
Forethink me any 1ll,

Destiny may take thy part,
And may thy fears fulfil;

But think that we

Are but turned aside to sleep;

They who one another keep
Alive, ne’er parted be.

BATTER MY HEART

Batter my heart, three-personed God; for you
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As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend.

That I may rise and stand, o’erthrow me and bend
Your force to break, blow, burn and make me new.

I, like an usurped town, to another due,
Labor to admit you, but, oh, to no end;

Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend,
But is captived and proves weak or untrue.
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Yet dearly I love you and would be loved fain,
But am betrothed unto your enemy:

Divorce me, untie or break that knot again,
Take me to you, imprison me, for I,

Except you enthrall me, never shall be free,
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.

DEATH, BE NOT PROUD

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;

For those whom thou think’st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death; nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy picture be,

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow;
And soonest our best men with thee do go—

Rest of their bones and souls’ delivery!

Thou’rt slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell;

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well
And better than thy stroke. Why swell’st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

And Death shall be no more. Death, thou shalt die.






THE SEVENTEENTH
CENTURY

Robert Herrick
1591 1674

THE ARGUMENT OF HIS BOOK

I sing of Brooks, of Blossoms, Birds, and Bowers:
Of April, May, of June, and July-Flowers.

I sing of May-poles, Hock-carts, Wassails, Wakes,
Of Bride-grooms, Brides, and of their Bridal-cakes.
I write of Youth, of Love, and have access

By these, to sing of cleanly-wantonness.

I sing of Dews, of Rains, and piece by piece

Of Balm, of Oil, of Spice, and Amber-Greece.

I sing of Times trans-shifting; and I write

How Roses first came red, and Lilies white.

I write of Groves, of Twilights, and I sing

The Court of Mab, and of the Fairie-King.

I write of Hell; I sing (and ever shall)

Of Heaven, and hope to have it after all.

TO THE VIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH OF TIME

Gather ye rose-buds while ye may,
Old Time is still a-flying:

And this same flower that smiles today,
Tomorrow will be dying.

The glorious lamp of heaven, the Sun,
The higher he’s a-getting

The sooner will his race be run,
And nearer he's to setting.

That age is best which is the first,
When youth and blood are warmer;
8
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But being spent, the worse, and worst
Times, still succeed the former.

Then be not coy, but use your time;
And while ye may, go marry:

For having lost but once your prime,
You may for ever tarry.

CORINNA’S GOING A-MAYING

Get up, get up for shame! The blooming morn
Upon her wings presents the god unshorn.
See how Aurora throws her farr,
Fresh-quilted colors through the air.
Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see
The dew bespangling herb and tree!
Each flower has wept and bowed toward the east
Above an hour since, yet you not drest;
Nay! not so much as out of bed?
When all the birds have matins said
And sung their thankful hymns, ’tis sin,
Nay, profanation, to keep in,
Whenas a thousand virgins on this day
Spring sooner than the lark, to fetch in May.

Rise and put on your foliage, and be seen
To come forth, like the springtime, fresh and green,
And sweet as Flora. Take no care
For jewels for your gown or hair.
Fear not; the leaves will strew
Gems in abundance upon you.

Besides, the childhood of the day has kept
Against you come, some orient pearls unwept.
Come, and receive them while the light
Hangs on the dew-locks of the night;

And Titan on the eastern hill
Retires himself, or else stands still

Till you come forth! Wash, dress, be brief in praying;

Few beads are best when once we go a-Maying.
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Come, my Corinna, come; and coming, mark
How each field turns a street, each street a park,
Made green and trimmed with trees! see how
Devotion gives each house a bough
Or branch! each porch, each door, ere this,
An ark, a tabernacle is,
Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove,
As if here were those cooler shades of love.
Can such delights be in the street
And open fields, and we not see’t?
Come, we’ll abroad, and let’s obey
The proclamation made for May,
And sin no more, as we have done, by staying;
But, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying.

There’s not a budding boy or girl this day

But is got up and gone to bring in May.
A deal of youth ere this 1s come
Back, and with white-thorn laden home.
Some have dispatched their cakes and cream,
Before that we have left to dream,
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And some have wept and wooed, and plighted troth,

And chose therr priest, ere we can cast off sloth.
Many a green-gown has been given,
Many a kiss, both odd and even,
Many a glance, too, has been sent
From out the eye, love’s firmament;
Many a jest told of the keys betraying

5O
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This night, and locks picked; yet we're not a-Maying!

Come, let us go, while we are in our prime,
And take the harmless folly of the timel
We shall grow old apace, and die
Before we know our liberty.
Our life is short, and our days run
As fast away as does the sun.
And, as a vapor or a drop of rain,
Once lost, can ne’er be found again,
So when or you or I are made
A fable, song, or fleeting shade,
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All love, all Iiking, all delight

Lies drowned with us in endless night.
Then, while time serves, and we are but decaying,
Come, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying.

TO DAFFODILS

Fair daffodils, we weep to see
You haste away so soon:
As yet the early-rising sun
Has not attained his noon.
Stay, stay,
Unul the hasting day
Has run
But to the even-song;
And, having prayed together, we
Will go with you along

We have short time to stay, as you,
We have as short a Springl!
As quick a growth to meet decay
As you, or any thing.
We die,
As your hours do, and dry
Away
Like to the Summer’s rain;
Or as the pearls of morning’s dew
Ne'er to be found again.

THE MAD MAID’S SONG

Good morrow to the day so fair;
Good morning, sir, to you:

Good morrow to mine own torn hair
Bedabbled with the dew.

Good morning to this primrose, too;
Good morrow to each maid

That will with flowers the tomb bestrew,
Wherein my love is laid.
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Ah! woe is me; woe, woe is mel
Alack and welladay!

For pity, sir, find out that bee,
Which bore my love away.

I'll seek him in your bonnet brave;
I'll seek him 1n your eyes;

Nay, now I think they’ve made his grave
I’ the bed of strawberries.

I'll seek him there; I know, ere this,
The cold, cold earth doth shake him;
But I will go, or send a kiss
By you, sir, to awake him.

Pray hurt him not; though he be dead,
He knows well who do love him,

And who with green-turfs rear his head,
And who do rudely move him.

He’s soft and tender (pray take heed),
With bands of cowslips bind him;

And bring him home, but ’tis decreed,
‘That I shall never find him.

TO DAISIES, NOT TO SHUT SO SOON

Shut not so soon; the dull-eyed night
Has not as yet begun

To make a seizure on the light,
Or to seal up the sun.

No marigolds yet closed are;
No shadows great appear;

Nor doth the early shepherd’s star
Shine like a spangle here.

Stay but till my Julia close
Her life-begetting eye;

And let the whole world then dispose
Itself to live or die.
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UPON LOVE

Love brought me to a silent grove,
And showed me there a tree,

Where some had hanged themselves for love,
And gave a twist to me.

The halter was of silk and gold,
That he reached forth unto me:
No otherwise, then if he would
By dainty things undo me.

He bade me then that necklace use;
And told me too, he maketh

A glorious end by such a noose,
His death for love that taketh.

'T'was but a dream; but had I been
There really alone,

My desperate fears, in love, had seen
Mine execution.

OBERON'’S FEAST

Shapcot! to thee the Fairy State

I with discretion, dedicate.

Because thou prizest things that are
Curious, and unfamuliar.

Take first the feast; these dishes gone;
We'll see the Fairy-Court anon.

A little mushroom-table spread,

After short prayers, they set on bread;
A moon-parcht grain of purest wheat,
With some small glitt’ring grit, to eat
His choice bits with; then in a trice
They make a feast less great than nice,
But all this while his eye is served,
We must not think his ear was starved:
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But that there was 1n place to stir

His spleen, the chimng grasshopper;
The merry cricket, puling fly,

The p1ping gnat for minstrelsy.

And now, we must imagine first,

The elves present to quench his thirst

A pure seed-pearl of infant dew,
Brought and besweetened in a blue

And pregnant violet; which done,

His kitling eyes begin to run

Quite through the table, where he spies
The horns of papery butterflies:

Of which he eats, and tastes a little

Of that we call the cuckoo’s spittle.

A little fuzz-ball pudding stands

By, yet not blessed by his hands,

That was too coarse. But then, forthwith,
He ventures boldly on the pith

Of sugared rush, and eats the sag

And well bestrutted bee’s sweet bag,
Gladding his palate with some store

Of emmets’ eggs. What would he more?
But beards of mice, a newt’s stewed thigh,
A bloated earwig, and a fly,

With the red-capped worm that’s shut
Within the concave of a nut,

Brown as his tooth. A little moth,

Late fattened in a piece of cloth

With withered cherries; mandrake’s ears;
Moles’ eyes; to these, the slain stag’s tears:
The unctuous dewlaps of a snail;

The broke’ heart of a nightingale
O’er-come in music; with a wine,

Ne'er ravisht from the flattering vine,
But gently prest from the soft side

Of the most sweet and dainty bride,
Brought in a dainty daisy, which

He fully quaffs up to bewitch

His blood to height. This done, commended
Grace by his priest. The feast is ended.

84. bestrutted, with legs far apart.
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HIS PRAYER TO BEN JONSON

When I a verse shall make,
Know I have prayed thee,
For old religion’s sake,
Saint Ben, to aid me.

Make the way smooth for me,
When I, thy Herrick,
Honoring thee, on my knee
Offer my lyric.

Candles I'll give to thee,
And a new altar;

And thou, Saint Ben, shalt be
Writ 1n my psalter.

TO ANTHEA WHO MAY COMMAND HIM
ANY THING

Bid me to live, and I will live
Thy protestant to be:

Or bid me love, and I will give
A loving heart to thee.

A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 5
A heart as sound and free

As in the whole world thou canst find,
That heart I'll give to thee.

Bid that heart stay, and it will stay,

To honor thy decree: 10
Or bid 1t languish quite away,

And 't shall do so for thee.

Bid me to weep, and I will weep
While I have eyes to see:

And having none, yet I will keep 15
A heart to weep for thee.
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Bid me despair, and I'll despair,
Under that cypress tree:

Or bid me die, and I will dare
E’en Death, to die for thee,

Thou art my hife, my love, my heart,
The very eyes of me,

And hast command of every part,
To Iive and die for thee.

DELIGHT IN DISORDER

A sweet disorder in the dress
Kindles in clothes a wantonness:

A lawn about the shoulders thrown
Into a fine distraction,

An erring lace, which here and there
Enthralls the crimson stomacher,

A cuff neglectful, and thereby
Ruibbands to flow confusedly,

A winning wave (deserving note)

In the tempestuous petticoat,

A careless shoe-string, 1n whose tie

I see a wild awvility,

Do more bewitch me, than when art
Is too precise in every part.

UPON JULIA'S CLOTHES

Whenas in silks my Julia goes
Then, then (methinks) how sweetly flows
That liquefaction of her clothes.

Next, when I cast mine eyes and see
That brave vibration each way free;
O how that ghttering taketh mel
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George Herbert
1593 1632

THE PULLEY

When God at first made man,
Having a glass of blessings standing by—
“Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can;
Let the world’s riches, which dispersed lie,
Contract into a span.”

So strength first made a way,

Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honor, pleasure:

When almost all was out, God made a stay,
Perceiving that, alone of all his treasure,
Rest in the bottom lay.

“For if I should,” said he,
“Bestow this jewel also on my creature,
He would adore my gifts instead of me,
And rest in nature, not the God of nature:
So both should losers be.

“Yet let him keep the rest,
But keep them with repining restlessness;
Let him be rich and weary, that at least,
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness
May toss him to my breast.”

DISCIPLINE

Throw away Thy rod,
Throw away Thy wrath;
O my God,

Take the gentle path.

For my heart’s desire
Unto Thine is bent;
I aspire

THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY
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Not a word or look
I affect to own,

But by book,
And Thy Book alone.

Though 1 fail, I weep;
Though I halt in pace,
Yet I cree
To the throne o? grace.

Then let wrath remove;

Love will do the deed;
For with love

Stony hearts will bleed.

Love is swift of foot;

Love’s a man of war,
And can shoot,

And can ht from far.

Who can ’scape his bow?

That which wrought on Thee,
Brought Thee low,

Needs must work on me.

Throw away Thy rod:

Though man frailtues hath,
Thou art God,

Throw away Thy wrath.

PARADISE

I bless thee, Lord, because I crow
Among the trees, which 1n a rRow
To thee both fruit and order ow.*

What open force, or hidden cuarm
Can blast my fruit, or bring me HARM,
While the inclosure is thine ARM?
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Inclose me still for fear I sTART;
Be to me rather sharp and TARrT,
Than let me want thy hand and ArT.

When thou dost greater judgments SPARE,
And with thy knife but prune and PARE,
Even fruitful trees more fruitful ARE:

Such sharpness shows the sweetest FREND,*
Such cuttings rather heal than REND,
And such beginnings touch their ENp.

HEAVEN

O, who will show me those delights on high?
Echo: I

Thou Echo, thou art moital, all men know.
Echo: No.

Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves?
Echo* Leaves.

And are there any leaves that still abide?
Echo: Bude.

What leaves are they? impart the matter wholly.

Echo: Holy.
Are holy leaves the Echo, then, of bliss?
Echo: Yes.
Then tell me, what is that supreme delight?
Echo. Light.
Light to the mind; what shall the will enjoy?
Echo: Joy.

But are there cares and business with the pleasure?

Echo: Lewsure.
Light, joy, and leisure; but shall they persever?
Echo: Ever,
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MAN

My God, I heard this day
That none doth build a stately habitation,
But he that means to dwell therein.
What house more stately hath there been,
Or can be, than is man? to whose creation 5
All things are in decay.

For man is everything,
And more: He 1s a tree, yet bears no fruit;
A beast, yet is, or should be more.
Reason and speech we only bring; 10
Parrots may thank us, if they are not mute,
They go upon the score.

Man is all symmetry,
Full of proportions, one limb to another,
And all to all the world besides; 15
Each part may call the farthest, brother,
For head with foot hath private amity,
And both with moons and tides.

Nothing hath got so far,
But man hath caught and kept it as his prey; 20
His eyes dismount the highest star,
He is in little all the sphere;
Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they
Find their acquaintance there.

For us the winds do blow; 25
The earth doth rest, heaven move, and fountains flow;
Nothing we see but means our good,
As our delight or as our treasure.
The whole is either our cupboard of food,
Or cabinet of pleasure. so

The stars have us to bed;
Night draws the curtain, which the sun withdraws;

12. upon the score, that is, by what they learn from man.
21. dismount, bring near the earth.
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Music and light attend our head.
All things unto our flesh are kind
In their descent and being; to our mind
In their ascent and cause.

Each thing is full of duty:
Waters united are our navigation;
Distinguished, our habitation.
Below, our drink; above, our meat;
Both are our cleanliness. Hath one such beauty?
Then how are all things neat!

More servants wait on man
Than he’ll take notice of: 1n every path
He treads down that which doth befriend him
When sickness makes him pale and wan.
O mighty lovel Man is one world, and hath
Another to attend him.

Since then, my God, thou hast
So brave a palace built, O dwell m it,
That it may dwell with thee at last!
T1ll then afford us so much wit,
That, as the world serves us, we may serve thee,
And both thy servants be.

THE ELIXIR

Teach me, my God and King,
In all things thee to see,

And what I do in anything
To do it as for thee.

Not rudely, as a beast,
To run into an action;

But still to make thee prepossest,
And give it his perfection.

A man that looks on glass,
On it may stay his eye;

89. distinguished, set apart from the sea.
8. hus, its.
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Or, if he pleaseth, through it pass,
And then the Heaven espy.

All may of thee partake:
Nothing can be so mean

Which with his tincture (for thy sake)
Will not grow bright and clean.

A servant with this clause
Makes drudgery divine;

Who sweeps a room, as for thy laws,
Makes that and the action fine.

This is the famous stone
That turneth all to gold,

For that which God doth touch and own
Cannot for less be told.

VIRTUE

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of the earth and sky;

The dew shall weep thy fall tonight,
For thou must die.

Sweet rose, whose hue, angry and brave,
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye;
Thy root is ever in 1its grave,

And thou must die.

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,
A box where sweets compacted lie;
My music shows ye have your closes,

And all must die.

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

Like seasoned timber, never gives;

But though the whole world turn to coal,
Then chiefly lives.

103

15

20

10

15



Io4 THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY

LOVE

Love bade me welcome; yet my soul drew back,
Guilty of dust and sin.

But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack
From my first entrance 1in,

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning
If I lacked anything.

“A guest,” I answered, “worthy to be here.”
Love said, “You shall be he.”

“I, the unkind, ungrateful? Ah, my dear,
I cannot look on Thee.”

Love took my hand, and smiling, did reply,
“Who made the eyes but I?”

“Truth, Lord, but I have marred them: let my shame

Go where it doth deserve.”

10

“And know you not,” says Love, “who bore the blame?”

“My dear, then I will serve.”

“You must sit down,” says Love, “and taste my meat.”

So I did sit and eat.

John Milton
1608 1674

ON SHAKESPEARE

What needs my Shakespeare for his honored bones,

The labor of an age in piled stones?

Or that his hallowed reliques should be hid
Under a star-ypointing pyramid?

Dear son of memory, great heir of fame,

What need’st thou such weak witness of thy name?

Thou in our wonder and astonishment
Hast built thyself a livelong monument.

For whilst, to the shame of slow-endeavoring art,

Thy easy numbers flow, and that each heart
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book
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Those Delphic lines with deep impression took;
Then thou, our fancy of 1tself bereaving,

Dost make us marble with too much conceiving,

And so sepulchred in such pomp dost lie 15
That kings for such a tomb would wish to die.

ON HIS BLINDNESS

When I consider how my light is spent

Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which 1s death to hide
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present

My true account, lest He returning chide,

“Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?”

I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent

That murmur, soon replies, “God doth not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts. Who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Is kingly: thousands at his bidding speed,

And post o’er land and ocean without rest;

They also serve who only stand and wait.”

SONG ON MAY MORNING

Now the bright morning-star, Day’s harbinger,
Comes dancing from the East, and leads with her
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose.
Hail, bounteous May, that dost inspire
Mirth, and youth, and warm desirel
Woods and groves are of thy dressing;
Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing.
Thus we salute thee with our early song,
And welcome thee, and wish thee long.

L'ALLEGRO

Hence, loathed Melancholy,
Of Cerberus and blackest Midnight born,
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In Stygian cave forlorn
"Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights unholy!
Find out some uncouth cell 5
Where brooding Darkness spreads his jealous wings
And the night-raven sings;
There under ebon shades, and low-browed rocks
As ragged as thy locks,
In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell. 10
But come, thou goddess fair and free,
In heaven yclept Euphrosyne,
And by men, heart-easing Mirth,
Whom lovely Venus at a birth
With two sister Graces more 15
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore;
Or whether (as some sager sing)
The frolic wind that breathes the spring,
Zephyr, with Aurora playing,
As he met her once a-Maying— 20
There on beds of violets blue
And fresh-blown roses washed in dew
Filled her with thee, a daughter fair,
So buxom, blithe, and debonair.
Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 25
Jest and youthful Jollity,
Quips and Cranks and wanton Wiles,
Nods and Becks and wreathed Smales,
Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek
And love to live in dimple sleek; 30
Sport that wrinkled Care derides,
And Laughter holding both his sides.
Come, and trip it as you go
On the light fantastic toe;
And in thy right hand lead with thee 35
The mountain-nymph, sweet Liberty;
And if I give thee honor due
Mirth, admit me of thy crew,
To live with her, and live with thee
In unreproved pleasures free; 40
To hear the lark begin his flight
And singing startle the dull mght
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From his watch-tower in the skies,

Till the dappled dawn doth rise;

Then to come, in spite of sorrow,

And at my window bid good-morrow

Through the sweetbriar, or the vine,

Or the twisted eglantine:

While the cock with lively din

Scatters the rear of darkness thin,

And to the stack, or the barn-door,

Stoutly struts his dames before:

Oft listening how the hounds and horn

Cheerly rouse the slumbering morn,

From the side of some hoar hill,

Through the high wood echoing shrill;

Sometime walking, not unseen,

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green,

Right against the eastern gate

Where the great Sun begins his state,

Robed in flames and amber light,

The clouds in thousand liveries dight;

While the ploughman, near at hand,

Whistles o’er the furrowed land,

And the milkmaid singeth blithe,

And the mower whets his scythe,

And every shepherd tells his tale

Under the hawthorn in the dale.
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures

Whilst the landscape round 1t measures.

Russet lawns, and fallows gray,

Where the nibbling flocks do stray;

Mountains, on whose barren breast

The laboring clouds do often rest;

Meadows trim with daisies pied,

Shallow brooks, and rivers wide.

Towers and battlements it sees

Bosomed high in tufted trecs,

Where perhaps some beauty lies,

The cynosure of neighboring eyes.

Hard by, a cottage chimney smokes

From betwixt two aged oaks,
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Where Corydon and Thyrsis met

Are at their savoury dinner set

Of herbs, and other country messes

Which the neat-handed Phallis dresses;

And then in haste her bower she leaves,

With Thestylis to bind the sheaves,

Or, if the earlier season lead,

To the tanned haycock 1n the mead.
Sometimes with secure dehight

The upland hamlets will invite,

When the merry bells ring round,

And the jocund rebecks sound

To many a youth and many a maid,

Dancing in the chequered shade:

And young and old come forth to play

On a sunshine holy-day,

Till the livelong daylight fail.

Then to the spicy nut-brown ale,

With stories told of many a feat,

How faery Mab the junkets eat —

She was pinched, and pulled, she said;

And he, by friar’s lantern led,

Tells how the drudging Goblin sweat

To earn his cream-bowl duly set,

When in one night, ere glimpse of morn,

His shadowy fla1l hath threshed the corn

That ten day-laborers could not end,

Then lies him down the lubber fiend,

And, stretched out all the chimney’s length,

Basks at the fire his hairy strength,

And crop-full out of doors he flings,

Ere the first cock his matin rings.

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep,

By whispering winds soon lulled asleep.

Towered cities please us then

And the busy hum of men,

Where throngs of kmights and barons bold,

In weeds of peace, high triumphs hold,

With store of ladies, whose bright eyes

Rain influence, and judge the prize
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Of wit or arms, while both contend
To win her grace, whom all commend.
There let Hymen oft appear
In saffron robe, with taper clear,
And pomp, and feast, and revelry,
With mask, and antique pageantry;
Such sights as youthful poets dream
On summer eves by haunted stream.
Then to the well-trod stage anon,
If Jonson’s learned sock be on,
Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fancy’s child,
Warble his native wood-notes wild.
And ever against eating cares
Lap me in soft Lydian airs,
Married to immortal verse,
Such as the meeting soul may pierce,
In notes with many a winding bout
Of linked sweetness long drawn out,
With wanton heed and giddy cunning,
The melting voice through mazes running,
Untwisting all the chains that tie
The hidden soul of harmony;
That Orpheus’ self may heave his head
From golden slumber, on a bed
Of heaped Elysian flowers, and hear
Such strains as would have won the ear
Of Pluto, to have quite set free
His half-regained Eurydice.
These delights if thou canst give,
Mirth, with thee I mean to lLive.

IL PENSEROSO

Hence, vain deluding Joys,

The brood of Folly without father bred!

How little you bestead

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys!

Dwell 1n some idle brain,

And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess

As thick and numberless
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As the gay motes that people the sunbeams,

Or likest hovering dreams,

The fickle pensioners of Morpheus’ train.

But hail, thou goddess sage and holy,

Hail, divinest Melancholy!

Whose saintly visage is too bright

To hit the sense of human sight,

And therefore to our weaker view

O’erlaid with black, staid Wisdom’s hue;

Black, but such as in esteem

Prince Memnon’s sister might beseem,

Or that starred Ethiop queen that strove

To set her beauty’s praise above

The sea-nymphs, ang

Yet thou art higher far descended:

Thee bright-haired Vesta long of yore

To solitary Saturn bore;

His daughter she; in Saturn’s reign

Such mixture was not held a stain:

Oft in glimmering bowers and glades

He met her, and 1n secret shades

Of woody Ida’s inmost grove,

While yet there was no fear of Jove.
Come, pensive Nun, devout and pure,

Sober, steadfast, and demure,

All in a robe of darkest grain

Flowing with majestic train,

And sable stole of cypress lawn

Over thy decent shoulders drawn.

Come, but keep thy wonted state,

With even step, and musing gait,

And looks commercing with the skies,

Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes:

There, held in holy passion still,

Forget thyself to marble, till

With a sad leaden downward cast

Thou fix them on the earth as fast.

And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet,

Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet,

And hears the Muses in a ring

Ave round about Jove’s altar sing:

their powers offended.
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And add to these retired Leisure
That in trim gardens takes his pleasure:—
But first and chiefest, with thee bring
Him that yon soars on golden wing
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne,
The cherub Contemplation;
And the mute Silence hist along,
'Less Philomel will deign a song
In her sweetest saddest plight,
Smoothing the rugged brow of Night,
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke
Gently o’er the accustomed oak.
Sweet bird, that shunn’st the noise of folly,
Most musical, most melancholy!
Thee, chauntress, oft the woods among
I woo, to hear thy even-song;
And missing thee, I walk unseen
On the dry smooth-shaven green,
To behold the wandering Moon
Riding near her highest noon,
Like one that had been led astray
Through the heaven’s wide pathless way,
And oft, as if her head she bowed,
Stooping through a fleecy cloud.
Oft, on a plat of nising ground
I hear the far-off curfew sound
Over some wide-water’d shore,
Swinging slow with sullen roar;
Or, if the air will not permit,
Some still removed place will fit,
Where glowing embers through the room
Teach hght to counterfeit a gloom;
Far from all resort of mirth,
Save the cricket on the hearth,
Or the bellman’s drowsy charm
To bless the doors from nightly harm.
Or let my lamp at midnight hour
Be seen in some high lonely tower,
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear
With thrice-great Hermes, or unsphere
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The spirit of Plato, to unfold
What worlds or what vast regions hold 90
The immortal mind that hath forsook
Her mansion in this fleshly nook;
And of those Daemons that are found
In fire, air, flood, or underground,
Whose power hath a true consent 95
With planet, or with element.
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy
In sceptered pall come sweeping by,
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops’ line,
Or the tale of Troy divine; 100
Or what (though rare) of later age
Ennobled hath the buskined stage.
But, O sad Virgin, that thy power
Might raise Musaeus from his bower,
Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 105
Such notes as, warbled to the string,
Drew iron tears down Pluto’s cheek
And made Hell grant what Love did seek!
Or call up hium that left half-told
The story of Cambuscan bold, 110
Of Camball, and of Algarsife,
And who had Canace to wife,
That owned the virtuous ring and glass,
And of the wondrous horse of brass,
On which the Tartar king did ride; 115
And if aught else great bards beside
In sage and solemn tunes have sung,
Of tourneys, and of trophies hung,
Of forests, and enchantments drear,
Where more is meant than meets the ear. 120
Thus, Night, oft see me in thy pale career,
Till civil-suited Morn appear,
Not tricked and frounced as she was wont
With the Attic boy to hunt,
But kerchiefed in a comely cloud 125
While rocking winds are piping loud,

109-115. These lines refer to the unfinished tale by the Squire, in the
Cuanterbury Tales.
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Or ushered with a shower still,
When the gust hath blown his fill,
Ending on the rustling leaves
With minute-drops from off the eaves.
And when the sun begins to fling
His flaring beams, me, goddess, bring
To arched walks of twilight groves,
And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves,
Of pine, or monumental oak,
Where the rude axe, with heaved stroke,
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt
Or fright them from their hallowed haunt.
There 1n close covert by some brook
Where no profaner eye may look,
Hide me from day’s garish eye,
‘While the bee with honeyed thigh,
That at her flowery work doth sing,
And the waters murmuring,
With such consort as they keep,
Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep;
And let some strange mysterious dream
Wave at his wings 1n airy stieam
Of lively portraiture displayed,
Softly on my eyelids laid.
And, as I wake, sweet music breathe
Above, about, or underneath,
Sent by some spirit to mortals good,
Or the unseen Genius of the wood.

But let my due feet never fail
To walk the studious cloister’s pale
And love the high-embowed roof,
With antique pillars massy proof
And storied windows richly dight,
Casting a dim religious light:
There let the pealing organ blow
To the full-voiced quire below
In service high and anthems clear,
As may with sweetness, through mine ear,
Dissolve me into ecstasies,
And bring all Heaven before mine eyes.
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And may at last my weary age
Find out the peaceful hermitage,
The hairy gown and mossy cell
Where I may sit and rightly spell

Of every star that heaven doth shew,

And every herb that sips the dew,
Till old experience do attain

To something like prophetic stramn.
These pleasures, Melancholy, give,
And I with thee will choose to live.

SONG

From “Arcades”

THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY

O’er the smooth cnameled green,
Where no print of step hath been,
Follow me, as I sing
And touch the warbled string;
Under the shady roof
Of branching elm star-proof
Follow me
I will bring you where she sits,
Clad 1n splendor as befits
Her deity.
Such a rural Queen
All Arcadia hath not seen.

LADY’'S SONG

From “Comus”

Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, that liv’st unseen

Within thy airy shell

By slow Meander’s margent green,

And in the violet-embroidered vale

Where the love-lorn nightingale
Nightly to thee her sad song mourneth well:

Canst thou not tell me of a gentle pair
That likest thy Narcissus are?
O, if thou have
Hid them in some flowery cave,

170

175



JOHN MILTON

Tell me but where,
Sweet Queen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere!
So may’st thou be translated to the skies,

115

And give resounding grace to all Heaven’s harmonies!

COMUS’' INVOCATION TO HIS REVELERS

From “Comus”

The star that bids the shepherd fold
Now the top of heaven doth hold;

And the gilded car of day

His glowing axle doth allay

In the steep Atlantic stream,

And the slope sun his upward beam
Shoots against the dusky pole,

Pacing toward the other goal

Of his chamber 1n the east.

Meanwhile, welcome joy and feast,
Midnight shout and 1evelry,

Tipsy dance and jollity.

Braid your locks with rosy twine,
Dropping odors, dropping wine.

Rigor now is gone to bed,

And Advice with scrupulous head,

Strict Age, and sour Severity,

With their grave saws, in slumber lie.
We, that are of purer fire,

Imitate the starry quire,

Who, in their mightly watchful spheres,
Lead in swift round the months and years.
The sounds and seas, with all their finny drove,
Now to the moon in wavering morrice move;
And on the tawny sands and shelves

Trip the pert fairies and the dapper elves.
By dimpled brook and fountain-brim,
The wood-nymphs, decked with daisies trim,
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep:
What hath night to do with sleep?

Night hath better sweets to prove;
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love.
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Come, let us our rites begin;

"Tis only dayhight that makes sin. . . .

Come, knit hands, and beat the ground 35
In a light fantastic round.

FAREWELL OF THE ATTENDANT SPIRIT

From “Comus”

To the ocean now I fly,

And those happy climes that lLie

Where day never shuts his eye,

Up in the broad fields of the sky.

Tﬁere I suck the hiquid air, 5
All amidst the gardens fair

Of Hesperus, and his daughters three

That sing about the golden tree.

Along the crisped shades and bowers

Revels the spruce and jocund Spring; 10
The Graces and the rosy-bosomed Hours

Thither all their bounties bring.

There eternal Summer dwells,

And west winds with musky wing

About the cedarn alleys fling 15
Nard and cassia’s balmy smells.

Iris there with humid bow

Waters the odorous banks, that blow

Flowers of more mingled hue

Than her purfled scarf can shew, 20
And drenches with Elysian dew

(List, mortals, if your ears be true)

Beds of hyacinth and roses,

Where young Adonis oft reposes,

Waxing well of his deep wound, 25
In slumber soft, and on the ground

Sadly sits the Assyrian queen.

But far above, in spangled sheen,

Celestial Cupid, her famed son, advanced,

Holds his dear Psyche, sweet entranced 30
After her wandering labors long,

Till free consent the gods among
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Make her his eternal bride,

And from her fair unspotted side
Two blissful twins are to be born,
Youth and Joy; so Jove hath sworn.

But now my task is smoothly done:

I can fly, or I can run

Quickly to the green earth’s end,

Where the bowed welkin slow doth bend,

And from thence can soar as soon

To the corners of the Moon.
Mortals, that would follow me,

Love Virtue; she alone is free.

She can teach ye how to climb

Higher than the sphery chime;

Or, if Virtue feeble were,

Heaven itself would stoop to her.

LYCIDAS*

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more,
Ye myrtles brown, with 1vy never scre,

I come to pluck your berries haish and crude,
And with forced fingers rude

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.
Bitter constraint and sad occasion dcar
Compels me to disturb your season due:

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime,
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer.
‘Who would not sing for Lyadas? he knew
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme.
He must not float upon his watery bier
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,
Without the meed of some melodious tear.

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring;

Iy
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* In this Monody the author bewails a lecarned friend, unfortunately
drowned 1n his passage from Chester on the Irish Seas, 1637, and, by
occasion, foretells the ruin of the corrupted Clergy, then in their

height.
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Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string;
Hence with denial vain and coy excuse:

So may some gentle Muse

With lucky words favor my destined urn;

And as he passes, turn

And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud.

For we were nursed upon the self-same hill,
Fed the same flock by fountain, shade, and rill.
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared
Under the opening eye-lids of the Morn,

We drove a-field, and both together heard

What time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn,
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of nmight;
Oft t1ll the star, that rose at evening bright,

20

25

30

Toward heaven’s descent had sloped his westering wheel.

Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute,
Tempered to the oaten flute,

Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel
From the glad sound would not be absent long;
And old Damoetas loved to hear our song.

But, O! the heavy change, now thou art gone,
Now thou art gone, and never must return!
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods and desert caves,
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown,
And all their echoes, mourn:

The willows and the hazel copses green

Shall now no more be seen

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays.

As killing as the canker to the rose,

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze,
Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear
When first the white-thorn blows;

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd’s ear.

Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless deep
Closed o’er the head of your loved Lycidas?
For neither were ye playing on the stee
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie,
Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high,
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Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream.
Ay me! I fondly dream

119

b5

“Had ye been there,” . . . for what could that have done?

What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore,
The Muse herselt, for her enchanting son,
‘Whom universal nature did lament,

When by the rout that made the hideous roar
His gory visage down the stream was sent,
Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore?

Alas! what boots it with uncessant care
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd’s trade
And strictly meditate the thankless Muse?
Were it not better done, as others use,
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,
Or with the tangles of Neaera’s hair?
Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of noble mind)
To scorn delights, and live laborious days;
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find,
And think to burst out into sudden blaze,
Comes the blind Fury with the abhorred shears

And slits the thin-spun life. “But not the praise,”

Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears:
“Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,
Nor in the glistering foil

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumor lies:
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,

Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed.”

O fountain Arethusa, and thou honored flood,
Smooth-shding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds,
That strain I heard was of a higher mood.

But now my oat proceeds,

And listens to the herald of the sea

That came in Neptune’s plea;

He asked the waves, and asked the felon winds,

What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain?
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And questioned every gust of rugged wings

That blows from off each beaked promontory:

They knew not of his story; 95
And sage Hippotades their answer brings,

That not a blast was from his dungeon strayed;

The air was calm, and on the level brine

Sleek Panope with all her sisters played.

It was that fatal and perfidious bark 100
Buult in the eclipse, and rigged with curses dark,

That sunk so low that sacred head of thine.

Next Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow,
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge,
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 105
Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe.
“Ah! who hath reft,” quoth he, “my dearest pledge?”
Last came, and last did go
The P:lot of the Galilean lake;
Two massy keys he bore of metals twain 110
(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain),
He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake:
“How well could I have spared for thee, young swain,
Enow of such, as for their bellies’ sake
Creep and intrude and climb into the fold! 115
Of other care they little reckoning make
Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast,
And shove away the worthy bidden guest.
Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold
A sheep-hook, or have learned aught else the least 120
That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs!
What recks it them? What need they? They are sped;
And when they list, their lean and flashy songs
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw;
The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed, 125
But swol'n with wind and the rank mist they draw
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread:
Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw
Daily devours apace, and nothing said-
—But that two-handed engine at the door 130
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more.”
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Return, Alpheus; the dread voice 1s past
That shrunk thy streams, return, Sicihan Muse,
And call the vales, and bid them hither cast
Their bells and flowercts of a thousand hues.
Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks
On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks;
Throw hither all your quaint enameled eyes
That on the green turf suck the honeyed showers,
And purple all the ground with vernal flowers.
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine,
The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jet,
The glowing violet,
The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,
And every flower that sad embroidery wears,
Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed,
And daffadillies fill their cups with tcars
To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies.
For so to interpose a little ease,
Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise.
Ay me! whilst thec the shores and sounding seas
Wash far away,—where’er thy bones aie hurled;
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides
Where thou, perhaps, under the whelming tide,
Visitest the bottom of the monstrous world;
Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied,
Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old,
Where the great Vision of the guarded mount
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold—
Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth:
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth!

Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more,
For Lycidas, your sorrow, 1s not dead,
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor;
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed,
And yet anon repairs his drooping head,
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky:
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So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high

Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves;
Where, other groves and other streams along,

With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 175
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song

In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love.

There entertain him all the saints above

In solemn troops, and sweet societies,

That sing, and singing in their glory move, 180
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.

Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more;

Henceforth thou art the Gemus of the shore

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good

To all that wander 1n that perilous flood. 185

Thus sang the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills,
While the still morn went out with sandals gray;
He touched the tender stops of various quulls,
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay:
And now the sun had stretched out all the hills, 190
And now was dropt into the western bay
At last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue:
Tomorrow to fresh woods, and pastures new.

PARADISE LOST: BOOK 1
THE ARGUMENT

This First Book proposes, first in brief, the whole subject—Man’s
disobedience, and the loss thereupon of Paradise, wherein he was
placed then touches the prime cause of his fall—the Serpent, or rather
Satan 1n the Serpent, who, revolting from God, and drawing to his
side many legions of Angels, was, by the command of God, driven
out of Heaven, with all his crew, into the gieat Deep Which action
passed over, the Poem hastes into the mudst of things; presenting
Satan, with hus Angels, now fallen into Hell—described here not in
the Center (for heaven and earth may be supposed as yet not made,
certainly not yet accursed), but 1n a place of utter darkness, fithest
called Chaos Here Satan, with his Angels lying on the burning lake,
thunderstruck and astomished, after a certain space recovers, as from
confusion, calls up him who, next in order and dignity, lay by him;
they confer of their miserable fall, Satan awakens all his legions, who
lay till then 1n the same manner confounded. They rise: their num-
bers; array of battle; their chief leaders named, according to the idols
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123

known afterwards in Canaan and the countries adjoimng. To these
Satan directs his speech, comforts them with hope yet of regaining
Heaven, but tells them, lastly, of a new world and new kind of crea-
ture to be created, according to an ancient prophecy, or report, in
Heaven—for that Angels were long before this visible creation was the
opinion of many ancient Fathers To find out the truth of this proph-
ecy, and what to determine thereon, he refers to a full council. What
his associates thence attempt Pandaemonium, the palace of Satan, rises,
suddenly built out of the Deep the infernal Peers there sit m council.

Of Man’s first disobedience, and the fruit

Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste
Brought dcath into the World, and all our woe,
With loss of Eden, ull one greater Man
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat,

Sing, Heavenly Muse, that, on the secret top
Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire

That shepherd who first taught the chosen seed
In the beginning how the heavens and earth
Rose out of Chaos; or, if Sion hill

Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook that flowed
Fast by the oracle of God, I thence

Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song,

That with no middle flight intends to soar
Above the Aonian mount, while it pursues
Things unattempted yet 1n prose or rime.

And chiefly Thou, O Spurit, that dost prefer
Before all temples the upright heart and pure,
Instruct me, for Thou know’st; Thou from the first
Wast present, and, with mighty wings outspread,
Dove-like sat’st brooding on the vast Abyss,
And mad’st 1t pregnant' what in me 1s dark
Illumine, what is low raise and support;

That, to the height of this great argument,

I may assert Eternal Providence,

And justify the ways of God to men.

Say first—for Heaven hides nothing from thy view,
Nor the deep tract of Hell—say first what cause
Moved our grand Parents, in that happy state,
Favored of Heaven so highly, to fall oft

8. shepherd, Moses. The references are to Exodus § and 19.

25. assert, vindicate
29. grand, elder, original.
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From their Creator, and transgress his will
For one restraint, lords of the World besides.
Who first seduced them to that foul revolt?

The infernal Serpent; he it was whose guile,
Stirred up with envy and revenge, deceived
The mother of mankind, what time his pride
Had cast him out from Iieaven, with all his host
Of rebel Angels, by whose aid, aspiring
To set himself 1n glory above his peers,
He trusted to have equaled the Most High,
If he opposed, and, with ambitious aim
Against the throne and monarchy of God,
Raised 1mpious war in Heaven and battle proud,
With vain attempt. Him the Almighty Power
Hurled headlong flaming from the ethereal sky,
With hideous ruin and combustion, down
To bottomless perdition, there to dwell
In adamantine chains and penal fire,
Who durst defy the Omnipotent to arms.

Nine times the space that measures day and night
To mortal men, he, with his hornid crew,
Lay vanquished, rolling in the fiery gulf,
Confounded, though immortal. But his doom
Reserved him to more wrath; for now the thought
Both of lost happiness and lasting pain
Torments him: round he throws his baleful eyes,
That witnessed huge affliction and dismay,
Mixed with obdurate pride and steadfast hate.
At once, as far as Angels ken, he views
The dismal situation waste and wild.
A dungeon horrible, on all sides round,
As one great furnace flamed, yet from those flames
No light; but rather darkness visible
Served only to discover sights of woe,
Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace
And rest can never dwell, hope never comes
That comes to all, but torture without end
Still urges, and a fiery deluge, fed
With ever-burning sulphur unconsumed.

32. for one restraint, because of one prohibition,
64. discover, reveal,
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Such place Eternal Justice had prepared 70
For those rebellious; here their prison ordained

In utter darkness, and their portion set,

As far removed from God and light of Heaven

As from the center thrice to the utmost pole.

Oh, how unlike the place from whence they felll 75
There the companions of his fall, o’erwhelmed

With floods and whirlwinds of tempestuous fire,

He soon discerns, and, weltering by his side,

One next himself in power, and next in crime,

Long after known in Palestine, and named 80
BEELZEBUB. To whom the Arch-Enemy,

And thence in Heaven called sATAN, with bold words
Breaking the horrid silence, thus began —

“If thou beest he—but Oh, how fallen! how changed
From him!—who, in the happy realms of light, 85
Clothed with transcendent brightness, didst outshine
Myriads, though bright—if he whom mutual league,
United thoughts and counsels, equal hope
And hazard 1n the glorious enterprise,

Joined with me once, now misery hath joined 90
In equal ruin; into what pit thou seest

From what height fallen: so much the stronger proved
He with his thunder: and till then who knew

The force of those dire arms? Yet not for those,

Nor what the potent Victor in his rage 95
Can else inflict, do I repent, or change,

Though changed in outward luster, that fixed mind,

And high disdain from sense of injured merit,

That with the Mightiest raised me to contend,

And to the fierce contention brought along 100
Innumerable force of Spirits xrmed,

That durst dislike his reign, and, me preferring,

His utmost power with adverse power opposed

In dubious battle on the plains of Heaven,

And shook his throne. What though the field be lost? 10y
All is not lost—the unconquerable will,

And study of revenge, immortal hate,

And courage never to submit or yield:

And what 1s else not to be overcome?

That glory never shall his wrath or might 110
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Extort from me. To bow and sue for grace

With suppliant knee, and deify his power

Who, from the terror of this arm, so late

Doubted his empire—that were low indeed;

That were an 1gnominy and shame beneath

This downfall; since, by fate, the strength of Gods,

And this empyreal substance, cannot fail;

Since, through experience of this great event,

In arms not worse, in foresight much advanced,

We may with more successful hope resolve

To wage by force or guile eternal war,

Irreconcilable to our grand Foe,

Who now triumphs, and 1n the excess of joy

Sole reigning holds the tyranny of Heaven.”
So spake the apostate Angel, though in pain,

Vaunting aloud, but racked with deep despair;

And him thus answered soon his bold compeer:—
“O Prince, O Chief of many throned Powers

That led the embattled Seraphim to war

Under thy conduct, and, in dreadful deeds

Fearless, endangered Heaven’s perpetual King,

And put to proof his high supremacy,

Whether upheld by strength, or chance, or fate!

Too well I see and rue the dire event

That, with sad overthrow and foul defeat,

Hath lost us Heaven, and all this mighty host

In horrible destruction laid thus low,

As far as Gods and Heavenly Essences

Can perish: for the mind and spirit remains

Invincible, and vigor soon retuins,

Though all our glory extinct, and happy state

Here swallowed up in endless misery.

But what if He our Conqueror (whom I now

Of force believe almighty, since no less

Than such could have o’erpowered such force as ours)

Have left us this our spirit and strength entire,

Strongly to suffer and support our pains,

That we may so suffice his vengeful ire,

Or do him mughtier service as his thralls

144. Of force, perforce.
148. suffice, satisfy.
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By right of war, whate’er his business be, 150

Here in the heart of Hell to work in fire,

Or do his errands in the gloomy Deep?

What can it then avail though yet we feel

Strength undiminished, or eternal being

To undergo eternal pumishment?” 155
Whereto with speedy words the Arch-Fiend replied:—

“Fallen Cherub, to be weak 1s miserable,

Doing or suffering: but of this be sure—

To do aught good never will be our task,

But ever to do 1ll our sole delight, 160

As being the contrary to His high will

Whom we resist. If then His providence

Out of our evil seek to bring forth good,

Our labor must be to pervert that end,

And out of good still to find means of evil; 165

Which ofttimes may succeed so as perhaps

Shall grieve him, 1f I fail not, and disturb

His inmost counsels from their destined aim.

But see! the angry Victor hath recalled

His ministers of vengeance and pursuit 170

Back to the gates of Heaven: the sulphurous hail,

Shot after us in storm, o’erblown hath laid

The fiery surge that from the precipice

Of Heaven recerved us falling, and the thunder,

Winged with red lightning and impetuous rage, 175

Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ceases now

To bellow through the vast and boundless Deep.

Let us not slip the occasion, whether scorn

Or satiate fury yield it from our Foe.

Seest thou yon dreary plain, forlorn and wild, 180

The seat of desolation, void of light,

Save what the glimmering of these livid flames

Casts pale and dreadful? Thither let us tend

From off the tossing of these fiery waves;

There rest, if any rest can harbor there; 185

And, re-assembling our afflicted powers,

Consult how we may henceforth most offend

Our enemy, our own loss how repair,

157. Cherub. This word does not here indicate diminutive size. It
means “one of the highest orders of angels ”
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How overcome this dire calamity,
What reinforcement we may gain from hope, 190
If not what resolution from despair.”
Thus Satan, talking to his nearest mate,
With head uplift above the wave, and eyes
That sparkling blazed; his other parts besides
Prone on the flood, extended long and large, 195
Lay floating many a rood, in bulk as huge
As whom the fables name of monstrous size,
Titaman or Earth-born, that warred on Jove,
Briareos or Typhon, whom the den
By ancient Tarsus held, or that sea-beast 200
Leviathan, which God of all his works
Created hugest that swim the ocean-stream.
Him, haply slumbering on the Norway foam,
The pilot of some small night-foundered skiff,
Deeming some 1sland, oft, as seamen tell, 205
With fixed anchor in his scaly rind,
Moors by his side under the lee, while might
Invests the sea, and wished morn delays.
So stretched out huge in length the Arch-Fiend lay,
Chained on the burning lake; nor ever thence 210
Had risen, or heaved his head, but that the will
And high permission of all-ruling Heaven
Left him at large to his own dark designs,
That with reiterated crimes he might
Heap on himself damnation, while he sought 215
Ewvil to others, and enraged might see
How all his malice served but to bring forth
Infinite goodness, grace, and mercy, shewn
On Man by him seduced, but on himself
Treble confusion, wrath, and vengeance poured. 220
Forthwith upright he rears from off the pool
His mighty stature; on each hand the flames
Driven backward slope their pointing spires, and, rolled
In billows, leave 1’ the mudst a hornid vale.
Then with expanded wings he steers hus fight 225
Aloft, incumbent on the dusky air,
That felt unusual weight, till on dry land

204. night-foundered, overtaken by might.
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He lights—if it were land that ever burned
With sohd, as the lake with liquid fire,
And such appeared in hue as when the force 230
Of subterranean wind transports a hill
Torn from Pelorus, or the shattered side
Of thundering Aetna, whose combustible
And fueled entrails, thence conceiving fire,
Sublimed with mineral fury, aid the winds, 235
And leave a singed bottom all involved
With stench and smoke. Such resting found the sole
Of unblest feet. Him followed his next mate;
Both glorying to have ’scaped the Stygian flood
As gods, and by their own recovered strength, 240
Not by the sufferance of supernal power.
“Is this the region, this the soil, the clime,”
Said then the lost Archangel, “this the seat
That we must change for Heaven?—this mournful gloom
For that celestial light? Be 1t so, since He 245
Who now is sovran can dispose and bid
What shall be right: farthest from Him 15 best,
Whom reason hath equaled, force hath made supreme
Above his equals Farewell, happy fields,
Where joy for ever dwells! Hail, horrors! hail, 250
Infernal World! and thou, profoundest Hell,
Receive thy new possessor—one who brings
A mind not to be changed by place or time.
The mind is its own place, and 1n 1tself
Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven. 255
What matter where, 1f I be still the same,
And what I should be, all but less than he
Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at least
We shall be free; the Almighty hath not built
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence. 260
Here we may reign secure, and, in my choice,
To reign 1s worth ambition, though in Hell:
Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.
But wherefore let we then our faithful friends,
The associates and co-partners of our loss, 265
Lie thus astonished on the oblivious pool,

235. Sublimed, changed by heat from solid to vapor,
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And call them not to share with us their part

In this unhappy mansion, or once more

With rallied arms to try what may be yet
Regamned 1n Heaven, or what more lost in Hell?”

So Satan spake; and him Beelzebub
Thus answered'—*“Leader of those armies bright
Which, but the Omnipotent, none could have foiled!
If once they hear that voice, their liveliest pledge
Of hope 1n fears and dangers—heard so oft
In worst extremes, and on the perilous edge
Of battle, when 1t raged, in all assaults
Therr surest signal—they will soon resume
New courage and revive, though now they lie
Groveling and prostrate on yon lake of fire,

As we erewhile, astounded and amazed;
No wonder, fallen such a pernicious height!”

He scarce had ceased when the superior Fiend
Was moving toward the shore; his ponderous shield,
Ethereal temper, massy, large, and round,

Behind him cast. The broad ciicumference
Hung on his shoulders like the moon, whose orb
Through optic glass the Tuscan artist views

At evening, from the top of Fesole,

Or in Valdarno, to descry new lands,

Rivers, or mountains, 1n her spotty globe.

His spear—to equal which the tallest pine

Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the mast

Of some great ammiral, were but a wand—

He walked with, to support uneasy steps

Over the burning marle, not like those steps
On Heaven’s azure, and the torrid clime

Smote on him sore besides, vaulted with fire.
Nathless he so endured, t1ll on the beach

Of that inflamed sea he stood, and called

His legions—Angel Forms, who lay entranced
Thick as autumnal leaves that strow the brooks
In Vallombrosa, where the Etrurian shades
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288. Tuscan artist, the Itahian astronomer, whom Milton had met in

Italy.
294. ammural, flag-ship of an admiral.
299. Nathless, nevertheless.
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High over-arched embower; or scattered sedge

Afloat, when with fierce winds Orion armed 305

Hath vexed the Red-Sea coast, whose waves o’erthrew

Busirts and his Memphian chivalry,

While with perfidious hatred they pursued

The sojourners of Goshen, who beheld

From the safe shore their floating carcases 310

And broken chariot-wheels. So thick bestrown,

Abject and lost, lay these, covering the flood,

Under amazement of their hideous change.

He called so loud that all the hollow deep

Of Hell resounded —"Princes, Potentates, 315

Warriors, the Flower of Heaven—once yours; now lost,

If such astonishment as this can seize

Eternal Spirits! Or have ye chosen this place

After the toil of battle to repose

Your wearied virtue, for the ease you find 320

To slumber here, as 1n the vales of Heaven?

Or in this abject posture have ye sworn

To adore the Conqueror, who now beholds

Cherub and Seraph rolling 1n the flood

With scattered arms and ensigns, till anon 325

His swift pursuers from Heaven-gates discern

The advantage, and, descending, tread us down

Thus drooping, or with linked thunderbolts

Transfix us to the bottom of this gulf?—

Awake, arise, or be for ever fallen!” 330
They heard, and were abashed, and up they sprung

Upon the wing, as when men wont to watch,

On duty slceping found by whom they dread,

Rouse and bestir themselves ere well awake.

Nor did they not perceive the evil plight 335

In which they were, or the fierce pains not feel;

Yet to their General’s voice they soon obeyed

Innumerable. As when the potent rod

Of Amram’s son, in Egypt’s evil day,

Waved round the coast, up-called a pitchy cloud 340

Of locusts, warping on the eastern wind,

That o’er the realm of impious Pharaoh hung

804 sedge Milton has in mind the Hebrew name for the Red Sea,
the Sea of Sedge.
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Like Night, and darkened all the land of Nile;

So numberless were those bad Angels seen

Hovering on wing under the cope of Hell, 345

"TI'wixt upper, nether, and surrounding fires;

Thill, as a signal given, the uplifted spear

Of their great Sultan waving to direct

Their course, in even balance down they hight

On the firm brimstone, and fill all the plain: 350

A multitude like which the populous North

Poured never from her frozen loins to pass

Rhene or the Danaw, when her barbarous sons

Came like a deluge on the South, and spread

Beneath Gibraltar to the Libyan sands. 355

Forthwith, from every squadron and each band,

The heads and leaders thither haste wherc stood

Their great Commander—godlike Shapes, and Forms

Excelling human; princely Dignities,

And Powers that erst 1n Heaven sat on thrones, 360

Though of their names in Heavenly records now

Be no memorial, blotted out and rased

By their rebellion from the Books of Life.

Nor had they yet among the sons of Eve

Got them new names, till, wandering o’er the earth, 36y

Through God’s high sufferance for the trial of man,

By falsities and lies the greatest part

Of mankind they corrupted to forsake

God their Creator, and the invisible

Glory of Him that made them to transform 370

Oft to the image of a brute, adorned

With gay religions full of pomp and gold,

And devils to adore for deities

Then were they known to men by various names,

And various idols through the heathen world. 375
Say, Muse, their names then known, who first, who last,

Roused from the slumber on that fiery couch,

At their great Emperor’s call, as next in worth

Came singly where he stood on the bare strand,

While the promiscuous crowd stood yet aloof. 380
The chiet were those who, from the pit of Hell

$58. Rhene, Danaw, old names for Rhine and Danube The allusion
15 to the attack of the Goths and Vandals upon the Roman Empure.
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Roaming to seek their prey on Earth, durst fix
Their seats, long after, next the seat of God,
Therr altars by His altar, gods adored

Among the nations round, and durst abide
Jehovah thundering out of Sion, throned
Between the Cherubim; yea, often placed
Within His sanctuary itself their shrines,
Abominations; and with cuised things

His holy rites and solemn feasts profaned,

And with their darkness durst affront His light.
First, Moloch, horrid king, besmeared with blood
Of human sacrifice, and parents’ tears,

Though, for the noise of drums and timbrels loud,
Their children’s cries unheard that passed through fire

To his grim idol. Him the Ammonite
Worshiped in Rabba and her watery plain,

In Argob and in Basan, to the stream

Of utmost Arnon. Nor content with such
Audacious neighborhood, the wisest heart

Of Solomon he led by fraud to build

His temple right against the temple of God
On that opprobrious hill, and made his grove
The pleasant valley of Hinnom, Tophet thence
And black Gehenna called, the type of Hell.
Next Chemos, the obscene dread of Moab’s sons,
From Aroar to Nebo and the wild

Of southmost Abarim; in Hesebon

And Horonaim, Seon’s realm, beyond

The flowery dale of Sibma clad with vines,
And Elealé to the Asphaltic Pool:

Peor his other name, when he enticed

Israel in Sittim, on their march from Nile,

To do him wanton rites, which cost them woe.
Yet thence his lustful orgies he enlarged

Even to that hill of scandal, by the grove

Of Moloch homicide, lust hard by hate,
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392. Moloch, a fire-god worshiped by human sacrifice; see I Kings

11 7.

896-414. Many of the proper names 1n this passage Milton uses for
their beauty of sound and rich suggestion, rather than for the purpose

of giving them a definite reference
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Till good Josiah drove them thence to Hell.

With these came they who, from the bordering flood

Of old Euphrates to the brook that parts 42¢

Egypt from Syrian ground had general names

Of Baalim and Ashtaroth—those male,

These feminine. For Spirits, when they please,

Can either sex assume, or both, so soft

And uncompounded 1s their essence pure, 425

Not tied or manacled with joint or limb,

Nor founded on the brittle strength of bones,

Like cumbrous flesh, but, in what shape they choose,

Dilated or condensed, bright or obscure,

Can execute their aery purposes, 430

And works of love or enmity fulfill.

For those the race of Israel oft forsook

Their Living Strength, and unfrequented left

His righteous altar, bowing lowly down

To bestial gods; for which their heads, as low 485

Bowed down 1n battle, sunk before the spear

Of despicable foes. With these 1n troop

Came Astoreth, whom the Phoenicians called

Astarte, queen of heaven, with crescent horns;

To whose bright image nightly by the moon 440

Sidonian virgins paid theirr vows and songs;

In Sion also not unsung, where stood

Her temple on the offensive mountain, built

By that uxorious king whose heart, though large,

Beguiled by fair idolatresses, fell 445

To idols foul. Thammuz came next behind,

Whose annual wound in Lebanon allured

The Syrian damsels to lament his fate

In amorous ditties all a summer’s day,

While smooth Adonis from his native rock 450

Ran purple to the sea, supposed with blood

Of Thammuz yearly wounded: the love-tale

Infected Sion’s daughters with like heat,

Whose wanton passions in the sacred porch

Ezekiel saw, when, by the vision led, 455
446. Thammuz, like the Greek Adonis, slain by a boar. The Adonis

river, red with the mud of the mountains of northern Palestine, 1s said
to carry the blood of Thammuz, “yearly wounded” (1. 452).
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His eye surveyed the dark idolatries

Of alienated Judah. Next came one

Who mourned in earnest, when the captive ark
Maimed his brute image, head and hands lopt off,
In his own temple, on the grunsel-edge.
Where he fell flat and shamed his worshipers:
Dagon his name, sea-monster, upward man

And downward fish; yet had his temple high
Reared in Azotus, dreaded through the coast
Of Palestine, in Gath and Ascalon,

And Accaron and Gaza’s frontier bounds.

Him followed Rimmon, whose delightful seat
Was fair Damascus, on the fertile banks

Of Abbana and Pharphar, lucid streams.

He also against the house of God was bold:

A leper once he lost, and gained a king—

Ahaz, his sottish conqueror, whom he drew
God’s altar to disparage and displace

For one of Syrian mode, whereon to burn

His odious offerings, and adore the gods

Whom he had vanquished. After these appeared
A crew who, under names of old renown—
Osins, Isis, Orus, and their train—

With monstrous shapes and sorceries abused
Fanatic Egypt and her priests to seck

Their wandering gods disguised 1n brutish forms
Rather than human. Nor did Israel 'scape

The infection, when their borrowed gold composed
The calf in Oreb; and the rebel king

Doubled that sin in Bethel and in Dan,
Likening his Maker to the grazed ox—
Jehovah, who, in one night, when he passed
From Egypt marching, equaled with one stroke
Both her first-born and all her bleating gods.
Belial came last; than whom a Spirit more lewd
Fell not from Heaven, or more gross to love
Vice for itself. To him no temple stood

Or altar smoked; yet who more oft than he

In temples and at altars, when the priest

484. rebel king, Jeroboam, see I Kings 12 28-33.
488. equaled, leveled, struck down.
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Turns atheist, as did Eli’s sons, who filled 495
With lust and violence the house of God?
In courts and palaces, he also reigns,
And 1n luxurious cities, where the noise
Of niot ascends above their loftiest towers,
And injury and outrage, and, when night 500
Darkens the streets, then wander forth the sons
Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine.
Witness the streets of Sodom, and that night
In Gibeah, where the hospitable door
Exposed a matron, to avoid worse rape. 505
These were the prime in order and in might-
The rest were long to tell, though far renowned
The Ionian gods—of Javan’s issue held
Gods, yet confessed later than Heaven and Earth,
Their boasted parents,—T:tan, Heaven’s first-born, 510
With his enormous brood, and birthright seized
By younger Saturn: he from mightier Jove,
His own and Rhea’s son, like measure found;
So Jove usurping reigned. These, first 1n Crete
And Ida known, thence on the snowy top 515
Of cold Olympus ruled the middle air,
Their highest heaven; or on the Delphian cliff,
Or in Dodona, and through all the bounds
Of Doric land; or who with Saturn old
Fled over Adria to the Hesperian fields, 520
And o’er the Celtic roamed the utmost Isles
All these and more came flocking, but with looks
Downcast and damp; yet such wherein appeared
Obscure some glimpse of joy to have found their Chief
Not 1n despair, to have found themselves not lost 525
In loss itself, which on his countenance cast
Like doubtful hue. But he, his wonted pride
Soon re-collecting, with high words, that bore
Semblance of worth, not substance, gently raised
Therr fainting courage, and dispelled their fears: 530
Then straight commands that, at the warlike sound
Of trumpets loud and clarions, he upreared

521. utmost Isles, the British Isles
523 damp, discouraged
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His mighty standard. That proud honor claimed
Azazel as his right, a Cherub tall.

Who forthwith from the glittering staff unfurled
The impenal ensign; which, full high advanced,
Shone like a meteor streaming to the wind,
With gems and golden luster rich emblazed,
Seraphic arms and trophies, all the while
Sonorous metal blowing martial sounds:

At which the universal host up-sent

A shout that tore Hell’s concave, and beyond
Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night.

All in a moment through the gloom were seen
Ten thousand banners rise into the air,

With orient colors waving: with them rose

A forest huge of spears, and thronging helms
Appeared, and serried shields in thick array

Of depth immeasurable. Anon they move

In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood

Of flutes and soft recorders—such as raised

To height of noblest temper heroes old

Arming to battle, and instead of rage
Deliberated valor breathed, firm, and unmoved
With dread of death to flight or foul retreat;
Nor wanting power to mitigate and swage
With solemn touches troubled thoughts, and chase
Anguish and doubt and fear and sorrow and pain
From mortal or immortal minds. Thus they,
Breathing united force with fixed thought,
Moved on in silence to soft pipes that charmed
Their painful steps o’er the burnt soil. And now
Advanced in view they stand—a hornd front

Of drcadful length and dazzling arms, in guise
Of warriors old, with ordered spear and shield,
Awaiting what command their mighty Chief
Had to impose. He through the armed files
Darts his experienced eye, and soon traverse
The whole battalion views—their order due,
Therr visages and stature as of gods;

h46. orient, shining
550. Dorian mood, inspired by martial music.
568. traverse, across.
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Their number last he sums. And now his heart

Distends with pride, and, hardening in his strength,
Glories: for never, since created Man,

Met such embodied force as, named with these,

Could ment more than that small infantry 575
Warred on by cranes—though all the giant brood

Of Phlegra with the heroic race were joined

That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side

Mixed with auxiliar gods; and what resounds

In fable or romance of Uther’s son, 580
Begirt with British and Armoric knights;

And all who since, baptized or nfidel,

Jousted 1n Aspramont, or Montalban,

Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond,

Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore 585
When Charlemain with all his peerage fell

By Fontarabbia. Thus far these beyond

Compare of mortal prowess, yet observed

Their dread Commander. He, above the rest

In shape and gesture proudly eminent, 590
Stood like a tower His form had yet not lost

All her original brightness, nor appeared

Less than Archangel ruined, and the excess

Of glory obscured. as when the sun new-risen

Looks through the horizontal misty air 595
Shorn of his beams, or, from behind the moon,

In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds

On half the nations, and with fear of change

Perplexes monarchs. Darkened so, yet shone

Above them all the Archangel but his face 6oo
Deep scars of thunder had intrenched, and care

Sat on his faded cheek, but under brows

Of dauntless courage, and considerate pride

Waiting revenge. Cruel his eye, but cast

Signs of remorse and passion, to behold 6oy
The fellows of his crime, the followers rather

575 small infantry, pygmy soldiers, who in classical stories waged
war on the cranes

580. Uther’s son, King Arthur.

603. considerate, reflective

605. passion, strong sympathy.
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(Far other once beheld 1n bliss), condemned

For ever now to have their lot in pam—

Mullions of Spirits for his fault amerced

Of Heaven, and from eternal splendors flung

For his revolt—yet faithful how they stood,

Therr glory withered, as, when heaven’s fire

Hath scathed the forest oaks or mountan pines,

With singed top their stately growth, though bare,

Stands on the blasted heath He now prepared

To speak, whereat their doubled ranks they bend

From wing to wing, and half enclose him round

With all his peers attention held them mute.

Thrice he assayed, and thrice, 1n spite of scorn,

Tears, such as Angcls weep, burst forth at last

Words interwove with sighs found out their way.—
*“O myriads of immortal Spirits! O Powers

Matchless, but with the Almightyl—and that strife

Was not inglorious, though the event was duire,

As this place testifies, and this dire change,

Hateful to utter. But what power of mind,

Foreseeing or presaging, from the depth

Of knowledge past or present, could have feared

How such united force of gods, how such

As stood like these, could ever know repulse?

For who can yet believe. though after loss,

That all these puissant legtons, whose exile

Hath emptied Heaven, shall fail to re-ascend,

Self-raised, and re-possess their native seat?

For me, be witness all the host of Hecaven,

If counsels different, or danger shunned

By me, have lost our hopes. But he who reins

Monarch 1n Heaven ull then as one secure

Sat on his throne, upheld by old repute,

Consent or custom, and his 1egal state

Put forth at full, but stll his strength concealed—

Which tempted our attempt, and wrought our fall.

Henceforth his might we know, and know our own,

So as not either to provoke, or dread

New war provoked: our better part remains

609. amerced, deprived.

139

610

615

620

625

630

635

640

645



140 THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY

To work in close design, by fraud or guile,
What force effected not, that he no less

At length from us may find, Who overcomes

By force hath overcome but half his foe.

Space may produce new Worlds; whereof so rife
There went a fame in Heaven that He ere long
Intended to create, and therein plant

A generation whom his choice regard

Should favor equal to the Sons of Heaven.
Thuther, 1f but to pry, shall be perhaps

Our first eruption—thither, or elsewhere;

For this infernal pit shall never hold

Celestial Spirits 1n bondage, nor the Abyss
Long under darkness cover. But these thoughts
Full counsel must mature. Peace 1s despaned,
For who can think submission? War, then, war
Open or understood, must be resolved.”

He spake; and, to confirm his words, out-flew
Millions of flaming swords, drawn from the thighs
Of mughty Cherubim, the sudden blaze
Far round illumined Hell. Highly they raged
Against the Highest, and fierce with grasped arms
Clashed on their sounding shields the din of war,
Hurling defiance toward the vault of Heaven.

There stood a hill not far, whose grisly top
Belched fire and rolling smoke, the rest entire
Shone with a glossy scurf—undoubted sign
That in his womb was hid metallic o1e,

The work of sulphur. Thither, winged with speed,
A numerous brigade hastened. as when bands

Of pioneers, with spade and pickax armed,
Forerun the royal camp, to trench a field,

Or cast a rampart. Mammon led them on—
Mammon, the least erected Spuit that fell
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From Heaven; for even in Heaven his looks and thoughts

Were always downward bent, admiring more
The riches of Heaven’s pavement, trodden gold,
Than aught divine or holy else enjoyed

In vision beaufic. By him first

651. fame, rumor.
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Men also, and by his suggestion taught,
Ransacked the Center, and with impious hands
Rifled the bowels of their mother Earth

For treasures better hid. Soon had his crew
Opened 1nto the hill a spacious wound,

And digged out nbs of gold Let none admire
That riches grow 1n Hell, that soil may best
Deserve the precious bane And here let those
Who boast in mortal things, and wondering tell
Of Babel, and the works of Memphian kings,
Learn how therr greatest monuments of fame,
And strength, and art, are ecasily outdone

By Sparits reprobate, and 1n an hour

What 1n an age they, with 1cessant toil

And hands innumerable, scarce perform.

Nigh on the plain, in many cells prepared,
That underneath had veins of iquid fire
Shuiced fiom the lake, a second multitude

With wondrous art founded the massy ore,

Severing each kind, and scummed the bullion-dross.

A third as soon had formed within the ground
A various mold, and from the boiling cells

By strange conveyance filled each hollow nook;
As 1n an organ, from one blast of wind,

To many a row of pipes the sound-board breathes.

Anon out of the earth a fabric huge

Rose hike an exhalauon, with the sound

Of dulcet symphonies and voices sweet—
Built like a temple, where pilasters round
Were set, and Doric pillars overlaid

With golden architrave; nor did there want
Cornice or frieze, with bossy sculptures graven:
The roof was fretted gold. Not Babylon
Nor great Alcairo such magnificence
Equaled in all their glories, to enshrine
Belus or Serapis their gods, or seat

Their kings, when Egypt with Assyria strove
In wealth and luxury. The ascending pile
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686 Center, here, as elsewhere 1n Milton, means the Earth, which in
the Ptolemaic system of astronomy was the center of the umiverse.

694 works of Memphian kings, the Pyramuds.
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Stood fixed her stately height; and straight the doors,
Opening their brazen folds, discover, wide
Within, her ample spaces o’er the smooth 72t
And level pavement: from the arched roof,
Pendent by subtle magic, many a row
Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fed
With naphtha and asphaltus, yielded light
As from a sky. The hasty multitude 3¢
Admiring entered; and the work some praise,
And some the architect. His hand was known
In Heaven by many a towered structure high,
Where sceptered Angels held their residence,
And sat as Princes, whom the supreme King u3t
Exalted to such power, and gave to rule,
Each in his hierarchy, the Orders bright.
Nor was his name unheard or unadored
In ancient Greece; and in Ausonian land
Men called him Mulciber; and how he fell 140
From Heaven they fabled, thrown by angry Jove
Sheer o’er the crystal battlements from morn
To noon he fell, from noon to dewy eve,
A summer’s day, and with the setting sun
Dropt from the zenith, like a falling star, 745
On Lemnos, the Aegaean 1sle Thus they relate,
Erring; for he with this rebellious rout
Fell long before; nor aught availed him now
To have built 1n Heaven high towers, nor did he ’scape
By all his engines, but was headlong sent, 750
With his industrious crew, to build 1n Hell.
Meanwhile the winged Heralds, by command
Of sovran power, with awful ceremony
And trumpet’s sound, throughout the host proclaim
A solemn council forthwith to be held vhl
At Pandacmonium, the high capital
Of Satan and his peers. Their summons called
From every band and squared regiment
By place or choice the worthiest' they anon
With hundreds and with thousands trooping came 7640
Attended. All access was thronged; the gates
And porches wide, but chief the spacious hall
(Though like a covered field, where champions bold
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Wont ride in armed, and at the Soldan’s chair

Defied the best of Panim chivalry %65
To mortal combat, or career with lance),

Thick swarmed, both on the ground and in the air,
Brushed with the hiss of rustling wings. As bees

In spring-time, when the Sun with Taurus rides,

Pour forth their populous youth about the hive 770
In clusters, they among fresh dews and flowers

Fly to and fro, or on the smoothed plank,

The suburb of their straw-built citadel,

New rubbed with balm, expatiate, and confer

Their state-affairs. so thick the aery crowd 75
Swarmed and were straitened; ull, the signal given,
Behold a wonder! They but now who seemed

In bigness to surpass Earth’s giant sons,

Now less than smallest dwarfs, in narrow room

Throng numberless—like that pygmean race 780
Beyond the Indian mount, or faery elves,

Whose midnight revels, by a forest-side

Or fountain, some belated peasant sees,

Or dreams he sees, while overhead the Moon

Sits arbatress, and nearer to the Earth 785
Wheels her pale course: they, on their mirth and dance
Intent, with jocund music charm his ear;

At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds.

Thus incorporeal Spirits to smallest forms

Reduced their shapes immense, and were at large, 790
Though without number still, amidst the hall

Of that infernal court. But far within,

And in their own dimensions like themselves,

The great Seraphic Lords and Cherubim

In close recess and secret conclave sat, nos
A thousand demi-gods on golden seats,

Frequent and full. After short silence then,

And summons read, the great consult began.

795. recess, retirement.
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Andrew Marvell
1621 1678

TO HIS COY MISTRESS

Had we but world enough, and time,
This coyness, lady, were no crime.

We would sit down, and think which way
To walk, and pass our long love's day.
Thou by the Indian Ganges' side
Should’st rubies find: I by the tide

Of Humber would complain. I would
Love you ten years before the Flood,
And you should, 1f you please, refuse
Till the conversion of the Jews.

My vegetable love should grow

Vaster than empires, and more slow.

An hundred years should go to praise
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze:
Two hundred to adore each breast:

But thirty thousand to the rest;

An age at least to every part,

And the last age should show your heart.
For, lady, you deserve this state,

Nor would I love at lower rate.

But at my back I always hear
Time’s winged chariot hurrying near:
And yonder all before us lie
Deserts of vast eternity.

Thy beauty shall no more be found;
Nor, 1n thy marble vault, shall sound
My echoing song: then worms shall try
That long-preserved virginity,

And your quaint honor turn to dust,
And 1nto ashes all my lust.

The grave’s a fine and private place,
But none, I think, do there embrace.

Now, therefore, while the youthful hue
Sits on thy skin like morning dew,
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And while thy willing soul transpires
At every pore with 1nstant fires,

Now let us sport us while we mays;
And now, like amorous birds of prey,
Rather at once our Time devour,
Than languish 1n his slow-chapt power.
Let us roll all our strength and all
Our sweetness up mto one ball,

And tear our pleasures with rough strife
Thorough the 1ron gates of life.

Thus, though we cannot make our sun
Stand still, yet we will make him run.

THE GARDEN

How vainly men themselves amaze

To win the palm, the oak, or bays;
And their incessant labors see

Crowned from some single herb, or tree,
Whose short and narrow-verged shade
Does prudently their toils upbraid,
While all flowers and all trees do close
To weave the garlands of repose!

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here,
And Innocence, thy sister dear?
Mistaken long, I sought you then
In busy companies of men.

Your sacred plants, if here below,
Only among the plants will grow;
Society is all but rude

To this delicious solitude

No white nor red was ever seen

So amorous as this lovely green.

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame,

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name:
Little, alas! they know or heed

How far these beauties hers exceed!

Fair trees! wheres’e’er your barks I wound
No name shall but your own be found.
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When we have run our passion’s heat,
Love hither makes his best retreat.
The gods, that mortal beauty chase,
Sull in a tree did end therr race;
Apollo hunted Daphne so,

Only that she might laurel grow;

And Pan did after Syrinx speed,

Not as a nymph, but for a reed.

‘What wondrous life is this I lead!
Ripe apples drop about my head;
The luscious clusters of the vine
Upon my mouth do crush their wine;
The nectarine, and cuirious peach,
Into my hands themselves do reach;
Stumbling on melons, as I pass,
Insnared with flowers, I fall on grass.

Meanwhile, the mind, from pleasure less,
Withdraws into 1ts happiness-

The mind, that ocean where each kind
Does straight 1ts own resemblance find;
Yet 1t creates, transcending these,

Far other worlds, and other seas;
Annihilating all that’s made

To a green thought 1n a green shade.

Here at the fountain’s sliding foot,

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root,
Casting the body’s vest aside,

My soul 1nto the boughs does glide:
There like a bird it sits, and sings,
Then whets and combs 1ts silver wings;
And, ull prepared for longer fight,
Waves in 1ts plumes the various light.

Such was that happy garden-state,

‘While man there walked without a mate:
After a place so pure and sweet,

What other help could yet be meet!
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But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share
To wander solitary there:

Two paradlses ‘twere 1n one,

To live in paradise alone.

How well the skillful gardener drew 65
Of flowers, and herbs, this dial new;

Where, from above, the milder sun

Does through a fragrant zodiac run;

And, as it works, the industrious bee

Computes 1ts time as well as we 70
How could such sweet and wholesome hours

Be reckoned but with herbs and flowers!

THE DEFINITION OF LOVE

My Love is of a birth as rare

As ’tis, for object, strange and high:
It was begotten by despair

Upon impossibility.

Magnanimous despair alone 5
Could show me so divine a thing,

Where feeble hope could ne’er have flown

But vainly flapped 1ts tinsel wing.

And yet I quickly might arrive

Where my extended soul is fixt, 10
But Fate does iron wedges drive,

And always crowds itself betwixt.

For Fate with jealous eye does see

Two perfect loves, nor lets them close:

Their union would her ruin be, 15
And her tyrannic power depose.

And therefore her decrees of steel

Us as the distant poles have placed,

(Though love’s whole world on us doth wheel)
Not by themselves to be embraced. 20

66. dial, a garden bed laid out 1n the design of a sun-dial.
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Unless the giddy heaven fall,

And earth some new convulsion tear;
And, us to join, the world should all
Be cramped 1nto a planisphere.

As lines, so loves oblique may well 25
Themselves in every angle greet:

But ours, so truly parallel,

Though infinite, can never meet.

Therefore the love which us doth bind,

But Fate so enviously debars, 30
Is the conjunction of the mind,

And opposition of the stars.

Henry Vaughan
1622 169y

THE REVIVAL

Unfold, unfold! take in His light,

Who makes thy cares more short than night,
The joys which with His day-star rise

He deals to all but drowsy eyes,

And (what the men of this world miss)
Some drops and dews of future bliss.

Hark, how the winds have changed their note,
And with warm whispers call thee out.

The frosts are past, the storms are gone,

And backward life at last comes on.

The lofty groves n express joys

Reply unto the turtle’s* voice;

And here in dust and dirt, O here

The lilies of his love appear!

1 turtle, turtle-dove.
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THE WORLD

I saw Eternity the other night,
Like a great Ring of pure and endless light,
All calm, as 1t was bright;
And round beneath 1t, Time in hours, days, years,
Driven by the spheres 5
Like a vast shadow moved. in which the world
And all her train were hurled.
The doting lover in his quaintest strain
Did there complain;
Near him, his lute, his fancy, and his flights, 10
Wit’s sour delights,
With gloves, and knots, the silly snares of pleasure,
Yet his dear treasure,
All scattered lay, while he his eyes did pour
Upon a flower. 15

The darksome statesman, hung with weights and woe,
Like a thick midnight-fog, moved there so slow,
He did not stay, nor go;
Condemning thoughts—like sad eclipses—scowl
Upon his soul, 20
And clouds of crying witnesses without
Pursued him with one shout.
Yet digged the mole, and lest his ways be found,
Worked under ground,
Where he did clutch his prey; but one did see 25
That policy,
Churches and altars fed him; perjuries
Were gnats and flies;
It rained about him blood and tears; but he
Drank them as free. 30

The fearful miser on a heap of rust
Sate piming all his life there, did scarce trust
His own hands with the dust,
Yet would not place one piece above, but lives
In fear of thieves. 35
Thousands there were as frantic as himself
And hugged each one his pelf,
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The downright epicure placed heaven in sense
And scorned pretence,

While others, slipped mto a wide excess,
Said little less;

The weaker sort shight, trivial wares enslave,
Who think them brave;

And poor, despised Truth sat counting by
Therr victory.

Yet some, who all this while did weep and sing,

And sing, and weep, soared up 1nto the Ring;
But most would use no wing.

O fools (said I) thus to prefer dark might
Before true hight!

To live in grots and caves, and hate the day
Because 1t shows the way,

The way, which from this dead and dark abode
Leads up to God,

A way where you might tread the sun, and be
More bright than he.

But as I did their madness so discuss,
One whispered thus,

“This Ring the Bridegroom did for none provide,

But for his bride.”

THE RETREAT

Happy those early days, when I
Shined in my Angel-infancy!

Before 1 understood this place
Appointed for my second race,

Or taught my soul to fancy aught

But a white, celestial thought;

When yet I had not walked above

A mile or two from my first Love,
And looking back, at that short space
Could see a glimpse of His bright face;
When on some gilded cloud or flower
My gazng soul would dwell an hour,
And in those weaker glories spy

Some shadows of eternity;
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Before I taught my tongue to wound
My conscience with a sinful sound,
Or had the black art to dispense

A several sin to every sense,

But felt through all this fleshly dress
Bright shoots of everlastingness.

O how I long to travel back,
And tread again that ancient track!

That I might once more reach that plain

Where first I left my glorious train;

From whence th’ enlightened spirit sees

That shady City of palm trees!

But ah! my soul with too much stay
Is drunk, and staggers in the way.
Some men a forward motion love,
But I by backward steps would move;
And when this dust falls to the urn,
In that state I came, return.

John Dryden
1631 1700

I51

15
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30

ALEXANDER'S FEAST, OR, THE POWER OF

MUSIC
AN ODE IN HONOR OF ST. CECILIA'S DAY

1

*Twas at the royal feast, for Persia won
By Philip’s warlike son:
Aloft in awful state
The godlike hero sate
On his imperial throne:
His valiant peers were placed around;
Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound
(So should desert in arms be crowned).
The lovely Thais, by his side,
Sate like a blooming Eastern bride

10
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In flower of youth and beauty’s pride.
Happy, happy, happy pair!
None but the brave,
None but the brave,
None but the brave deserves the fair. 15

CHORUS
Happy, happy, happy pairl

None but the brave,

None but the brave,
None but the brave deserves the fair.

2

Timotheus, placed on high 20
Amd the tuneful chorr,
With flying fingers touched the lyre:
The trembling notes ascend the sky,
And heavenly joys inspire.
The song began from Jove, 25
Who left his blissful seats above
(Such is the power of mighty love).
A dragon’s fiery form belied the god:
Sublime on radiant spires he rode,
When he to fair Olympia pressed; 30
And while he sought her snowy breast:
Then, round her slender waist he curled,
And stamped an image of himself, a sovereign of the world.
The listening crowd admire the lofty sound;
“A present deity,” they shout around; 35
“A present deity,” the vaulted roofs rebound:
With ravished ears
The monarch hears,
Assumes the god,
Affects to nod, 40
And seems to shake the spheres.

CHORUS

With ravished ears
The monarch hears,

$0. Olympia 1s Alexander’s mother.
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Assumes the god,
Affects to nod, 45
And seems to shake the spheres.

3

The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung,
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young:
The jolly god in trnumph comes, .
Sound the trumpets; beat the drums; 50
Flushed with a purple grace
He shows his honest face.
Now give the hautboys breath, he comes, he comes.
Bacchus, ever fair and young,
Drinking joys did first ordain; 13
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure,
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure:
Rich the treasure,
Sweet the pleasure,
Sweet 1s pleasure after pan. 6o

CHORUS

Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure,
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure;
Rich the treasure,
Sweet the pleasure,
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 65

4
Soothed with the sound, the king grew vain;
Fought all his battles o’er again,
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew the
slain.
The master saw the madness rise;
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; %0
And, while he heaven and earth defied,
Changed his hand, and checked his pride
He chose a mournful Muse,
Soft pity to infuse:
He sung Darius great and good, i

%75. Darius was the emperor of Persia, whom Alexander overthrew.
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By too severe a fate,
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,
Fallen from his high estate,
And weltering in his blood;
Deserted, at his utmost need, 8o
By those his former bounty fed;
On the bare earth exposed he lies,
With not a friend to close his eyes
With downcast looks the joyless victor sate,
Revolving in his altered soul 85
The various turns of chance below;
And, now and then, a sigh he stole,
And tears began to flow.

CHORUS

Revolving in his altered soul

The various turns of chance below; 9o
And, now and then, a sigh he stole;

And tears began to flow.

5

The mighty master smiled to see
That love was 1n the next degree:
"Twas but a kindred sound to move, 95
For pity melts the mind to love
Softly sweet, in Lydian measures,
Soon he soothed his soul to pleasures.
“War,” he sung, “1s toil and trouble;
Honor, but an empty bubble; 100
Never ending, sull beginning,
Fighting still, and still destroying:
If the world be worth thy winning,
Think, O think it worth enjoying;
Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 105
Take the good the gods provide thee.”
The many rend the skies with loud applause;
So Love was crowned, but Music won the cause.
The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
Gazed on the fair 110
‘Who caused his care,
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And sighed and looked, sighed and looked,
Sighed and looked, and sighed again:
At length, with love and wine at once oppressed,
The vanquished victor sunk upon her breast.

CHORUS

The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
Gazed on the fair
Who caused his care,
And sighed and looked, sighed and looked,
Sighed and looked, and sighed again:
At length, with love and wine at once oppressed,
The vanquished victor sunk upon her breast.

6

Now strike the golden lyre again:
A louder yet, and yet a louder strain.
Break his bands of sleep asunder,
And rouse him, like a rattling pecal of thunder.
Hark, hark, the horrid sound
Has raised up his head:
As awaked from the dead,
And amazed, he stares around.
“Revenge, revenge!” Timotheus cries,
“See the Furies atise!
See the snakes that they rear,
How they hiss 1n their hair,
And the sparkles that flash from their eyes!
Behold a ghastly band,
Each a torch in his hand!
Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain,
And unburied remain
Inglorious on the plain:
Give the vengeance due
To the vahant crew.
Behold how they toss their torches on high,
How they point to the Persian abodes,
And glittering temples of their hostile gods!”
The princes applaud, with a furious joy;
And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy;
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Thais led the way,
To light him to his prey,
And, like another Helen, fired another Troy.

CHORUS

And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy;
Thais led the way,
To light him to his prey,

And, like another Helen, fired another Troy.

7
Thus, long ago,
Ere heaving bellows learned to blow,
While organs yet were mute;
Timotheus, to his breathing flute,
And sounding lyre,
Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire.
At last, divine Cecilia came,
Inventress of the vocal frame;
The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,
Enlarged the former narrow bounds,
And added length to solemn sounds,

With nature’s mother wit, and arts unknown before.

Let old Timotheus yield the prize,
Or both divide the crown;

He raised a mortal to the skies;
She drew an angel down.

GRAND CHORUS

At last, divine Cecilia came,
Inventress of the vocal frame;

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,
Enlarged the former narrow bounds,
And added length to solemn sounds,

With nature’s mother wit, and arts unknown before.

Let old Timotheus yield the prize,
Or both divide the crown;

He raised a mortal to the skies;
She drew an angel down.
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162. vocal frame, the organ, which Ceciha is supposed to have ine

vented.
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EPIGRAM ON MILTON

Three poets,! in three distant ages born,
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn.

The first in loftiness of thought surpassed,
The next in majesty, in both the last.

The force of Nature could no farther go;

To make a third she joined the former two.

A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY,
NOVEMBER 22, 1687

From harmony, from heavenly harmony
This universal frame began;
When Nature underneath a heap
Of jarring atoms lay,
And could not heave her head, 5
The tuneful voice was heard from high,
Arise, ye more than dead.
Then cold and hot and moist and dry
In order to their stations leap,
And Music’s power obey. 10
From harmony, from heavenly harmony
This universal frame began;
From harmony to harmony
Through all the compass of the notes it ran,
The diapason closing full in Man 15

What passion cannot Music raise and quell?
When Jubal struck the corded shell,
His listening brethren stood around,
And, wondering, on their faces fell
To worship that celestial sound. 20
Less than a god they thought there could not dwell
Within the hollow of that shell,
That spoke so sweetly, and so well.
What passion cannot Music raise and quell?

L poets, the poets are Homer, Virgil, and Milton

B. Thus line refers to the four elements that compose the universe.
17. Jubal “was the father of all such as handle the harp and pipe.”



158

THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY

The trumpet’s loud clangor 25
Exates us to arms

With shrill notes of anger
And mortal alarms.

The double, double, double beat
Of the thundering drum 30
Cries, “Hark! the foes come;

Charge, charge, ’'tis too late to retreat!”

The soft complaining flute

In dying notes discovers

The woes of hopeless lovers, 35
Whose dirge is whispered by the warbling lute.

Sharp violins proclaim

Their jealous pangs and desperation,

Fury, frantic indignation,

Depth of pains and height of passion, 40
For the fair, disdainful dame.

But, oh! what art can teach,
‘What human voice can reach
The sacred organ’s praise?
Notes inspiring holy love, 45
Notes that wing their heavenly ways
To mend the choirs above.

Orpheus could lead the savage race,
And trees unrooted left their place,
Sequacious of the lyre, 50
But bright Cecilia raised the wonder higher;
When to her organ vocal breath was given,
An angel heard, and straight appeared,
Mistaking earth for heaven.

GRAND CHORUS

As from the power of sacred lays 55
The spheres began to move,

And sung the great Creator’s praise
To all the blest above;
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So when the last and dreadful hour

This crumbling pageant shall devour, 6o
The trumpet shall be heard on high,

The dead shall live, the living die,

And Music shall untune the sky.

63. untune, that is, destroy. Music will mark the beginning and the
end of the universe.






THE EIGHTEENTH
CENTURY

Alexander Pope
1688 1744

THE RAPE OF THE LOCK*

CANTO 1

What dire offence from amorous causes springs,
What mighty contests rise fiom trivial things,
I sing—This verse to Caryl, Muse! 1s due
This, even Belinda may vouchsafe to view:
Slight is the subject, but not so the praise, 5
If she inspire, and he approve my lays.
Say what strange motive, Goddess! could compel
A well-bred lord to assault a gentle belle?
O say what stranger cause, yet unexplored,
Could make a gentle belle reject a lord? 10
In tasks so bold, can little men engage,
And in soft bosoms dwells such mighty rage?
Sol through white curtains shot a timorous ray,
And oped those eyes that must eclipse the day:
Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing shake, 15
And sleepless lovers, just at twelve, awake:
Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knocked the ground,
And the pressed watch returned a silver sound.

* This condensed arrangement 1s a compromise between Pope’s first
version (consisting of two cantos of less than three hundred and fifty
lines) and the final form of the poem in which Pope found a subject
on the precse level of his gemus as a delineator of manners The first
canto of these mock-heroic verses (here reduced to the original draft)
mmmediately achieves a parody of the epic.

8. John Caryl(l) was one of Pope’s most intimate friends, he sug-
gested the 1dea of the poem

4. Belinda, the heroine of the poem.

161
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CANTO 1I

Not with more glories, in the ethereal plain,
The sun first rises o’er the purpled main, 20
Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams
Launched on the bosom of the silver Thames.
Fair nymphs, and well-dressed youths aiound her shone,
But every eye was fixed on her alone.
On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore, 25
Which Jews mught kiss, and infidels adore.
Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose,
Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those:
Favors to none, to all she smiles extends;
Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 80
Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike,
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike.
Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride,
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide:
If to her share some female errors fall, 35
Look on her face, and you'll forget ’em all.
This nymph, to the destruction of mankind,
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck
With shining ringlets the smooth iv'ry neck. 40
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains,
And mighty hearts are held in slender chains.
With hairy springes we the birds betray,
Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey,
Fair tresses man’s imperial race ensnare, 45
And beauty draws us with a single hair.
The adventurous Baron the bright locks admired;
He saw, he wished, and to the prize aspired.
Resolved to win, he meditates the way,
By force to ravish, or by fraud betray; 50
For when success a lover’s toil attends,
Few ask, if fraud or force attained his ends.
For this, ere Phoebus rose, he had implored
Propitious heaven, and every Power adored,
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built, 55

43. spninges, snares made of horse-hair.
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Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt.
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves;
And all the trophies of his former loves;
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre,
And breathes three amorous sighs to raise the fire.
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize:
The Powers gave ear, and granted half his prayer,
The rest the winds dispersed in empty air.

But now secure the painted vessel glides,
The sun-beams trembling on the floating tides:
While melting music steals upon the sky,
And softened sounds along the waters die;
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play,
Belinda smiled, and all the world was gay.
All but the sylph—with careful thoughts oppressed,
The impending woe sat heavy on his breast.
He summons straight his denizens of air;
The lucid squadrons round the sails repair:
Soft o’er the shrouds aerial whispers breathe,
That seemed but zephyrs to the train beneath.
Some to the sun their insect-wings unfold,
Waft on the breeze, or sink 1n clouds of gold;
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight,
Therr fluid bodies half dissolved 1n light,
Loose to the wind their airy garments flew,
Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew,
Dipt in the richest tincture of the skies,
Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes,
While every beam new transient colors flings,
Colors that change whenever they wave their wings.
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast,
Superior by the head, was Ariel placed;
His purple pinions opening to the sun,
He raised his azure wand, and thus begun:

“Ye sylphs and sylphids, to your chuef give ear!
Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and demons, hear!
Ye know the spheres and various tasks assigned
By laws eternal to the aerial kind.
Some in the fields of purest ether play,
And bask and whiten in the blaze of day.
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Some guide the course of wandering orbs on high,
Or roll the planets through the boundless sky.
Some less refined, beneath the moon’s pale light
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night, 100
Or suck the mists in grosser air below,
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow,
Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry main,
Or over the glebe distill the kindly rain.
Others on earth o’er human race preside, 105
Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide:
Of these the chief the care of nations own,
And guard with arms divine the Bntish throne.
“Our humbler province is to tend the fair,
Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care; 110
To save the powder from too rude a gale,
Nor let the imprisoned essences exhale;
To draw fresh colors from the vernal flowers;
To steal from rainbows ere they drop in showers
A brighter wash; to curl their waving hairs, 115
Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs;
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow,
To change a flounce, or add a furbelow.
“This day, black omens threat the brightest fair,
That e’er deserved a watchful spirit’s care; 120
Some dire disaster, or by force, or shight;
But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night.
Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s law,
Or some frail china jar receive a flaw;
Or stain her honor or her new brocade; 125
Forget her prayers, or miss a masquegade;
Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball;
Or whether Heaven has doomed that Shock must fall.
Haste, then, ye spirits! to your charge repair:
The fluttering fan be Zephyretta's care; 130
The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign;
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine;
Do thou, Crispissa, tend her favorite lock;
Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock.
“To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note, 185
We trust th’ important charge, the petticoat:

128. Shock was Belinda’s lap-dog.
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Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail,

Though stiff with hoops, and armed with ribs of whale:

Form a strong line about the silver bound,

And guard the wide arcumference around. . . .
He spoke; the spirits from the sails descend;

Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend;

Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair;

Some hang upon the pendants of her ear:

With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 145

Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate.

”

140

CANTO III

Close by those meads, for ever crowned with flowers,
Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers,
‘There stands a structure of majestic frame,
Which from the neighb’ring Hampton takes its name. 150
Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom
Of foreign tyrants and of nymphs at home;
Here thou, great Annal whom three realms obey,
Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea.
Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort, 155
To taste awhile the pleasures of a court;
In various talk the instructive hours they passed,
Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last;
One speaks the glory of the British queen,
And one describes a charming Indian screen; 160
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes;
At every word a reputation dies.
Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat,
With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that.
Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 165
The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray;
The hungry judges soon the sentence sign,
And wretches hang that jury-men may dine;
The merchant from the Exchange returns in peace,
And the long labors of the toilet cease. . . . 170
For lo! the board with cups and spoons is crowned,
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round;
150. Hampton Court, the most famous of English palaces.

172. The coffee-beans (or berries) were roasted as well as ground on
a side-board by the ladies themselves.
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On shining altars of Japan they raise

The silver lamp; the fiery spirits blaze:

From silver spouts the gratetul iquors glide,

While China’s earth receives the smoking tide:

At once they graufy their scent and taste,

And frequent cups prolong the rich repast.

Straight hover round the fair her airy band;

Some, as she sipped, the fuming liquor fanned,

Some o’er her lap their careful plumes displayed,

Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade.

Coffee (which makes the politician wise,

And see through all things with his half-shut eyes)

Sent up in vapors to the Baron’s brain

New stratagems, the radiant lock to gam. . . .
But when to mischief mortals bend their will,

How soon they find fit instruments of illl

Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting grace

A two-edged weapon from her shining case:

So ladies in romance assist their kmight,

Present the spear, and arm him for the fight.

He takes the gift with reverence, and extends

The little engine on his fingers’ ends;

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread,

As o’er the fragrant steam she bends her head.

Swift to the lock a thousand sprites repair,

A thousand wings, by turns, blow back the hair;

And thrice they twitched the diamond in her ear;

Thrice she looked back, and thrice the foe drew near.

Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought

The close recesses of the virgin’s thought;

As on the nosegay in her breast reclined,

He watched the 1deas rising 1n her mind,
Sudden he viewed, in spite of all her art,

An earthly lover lurking at her heart.

Amazed, confused, he found his power expired,
Resigned to fate, and with a sigh reured.

The peer now spreads the glittering forfex wide,
To inclose the lock; now joins it, to divide. . . .
The meeting points the sacred hair dissever
From the fair head, for ever, and for everl

209 forfex, shears.
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Then flashed the living lightning from her eyes,
And screams of horror rend the affrighted skies.
Not louder shrieks to pitying heaven are cast,

When husbands, or when lap-dogs breathe their last;
Or when rich China vessels fallen from high,
In glittening dust and painted fragments liel

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine
(The victor cried), the glorious prize 1s mine!

While fish in streams, or birds delight 1n air, -
Or 1n a coach and six the Briush fair. . . .

While visits shall be paid on solemn days,

When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze,
While nymphs take treats, or assignations give,

So long my honor, name, and praise shall live!
What time would spare, from steel receives 1ts date,
And monuments, like men, submit to fate!

Steel could the labor of the Gods destroy,

And strike to dust the impenal towers of Troy;
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound,
And hew triumphal arches to the ground.
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What wonder then, fair nymph! thy hairs should feel

The conquering force of unresisted steel?

. .

CANTO V

“To arms, to arms!” the fierce virago cries,

And swift as hightning to the combat flies.

All side in parties, and begin the attack,

Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack;
Heroes’ and heroines’ shouts confusedly rise,

And bass and treble voices strike the skies.

No common weapons in their hands are found,
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound.

So when bold Homer makes the gods engage,
And heavenly breasts with human passions rage;
'Gainst Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms,

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms:
Jove’s thunder roars, heaven trembles all around,
Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound:
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Earth shakes her nodding towers, the ground gives way,

And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day!
Triumphant Umbriel on a sconce’s height

Clapped his glad wings, and sate to view the fight:
Propped on their bodkin spears, the sprites survey

The growing combat, or assist the fray. . . .
A beau and witling perished in the throng;

One died in metaphor, and one in song.

“O cruel nymph! a living death I bear,”

Cried Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair.

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards cast,

“Those eyes are made so killing”—was his last.

Thus on Macander’s flowery margin lies

The expiring swan, and as he sings he dies.

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down,

Chloe stepped in, and killed him with a frown;
She smiled to see the doughty hero slain,
But, at her smile, the beau revived again
Now Jove suspends his golden scales 1n air,
Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s hair;
The doubtful beam long nods from side to side;
At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside.
See, fierce Belinda on the Baron flies,
With more than usual hightning 1n her eyes.
Nor feared the chief the unequal fight to try,
Who sought no more than on his foe to die.
But this bold lord with manly strength endued,
She with one finger and a thumb subdued
Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew,
A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw;
The gnomes direct, to every atom just,
The pungent grains of titillating dust.
Sudden, with starting tears each eye o’erflows,
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose.
“Now meet thy fate,” incensed Belinda cried,
And drew a deadly bodkin from her side.
“Boast not my fall” (he cried), “insulting foe!
Thou by some other shalt be laid as low,
Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind:
All that I dread 1s leaving you behind!
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Rather than so, ah, let me still survive,
And burn in Cupid’s flames—but burn alive.” 290
“Restore the lock!” she cries; and all around
“Restore the lock!” the vaulted roofs rebound.
Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain
Roared for the handkerchief that caused his pain.
But see how oft ambitious aims are crossed, 295
And chiefs contend till all the prize 1s lost!
The lock, obtained with guilt, and kept with pain,
In every place is sought, but sought in vain:
With such a prize no mortal must be blest,
So heaven decrees! with heaven who can contest? 300
Some thought 1t mounted to the lunar sphere,
Since all things lost on earth ate treasured there.
There hero’s wits are kept in ponderous vases,
And beau’s in snuff-boxes and tweezer-cases.
There broken vows and death-bed alms are found. 305
And lovers’ hearts with ends of ribband bound,
The courtier’s promises, and sick man’s prayers,
The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs,
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea,
Dried butterflies, and tomes of casustry. 310
But trust the Muse--she saw 1t upward rise,
Though marked by none but quick, poetic eyes. . . .
A sudden star, it shot through lquId air,
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair.
Not Berenice’s locks first rose so bright, 315
The heavens bespangling with disheveled light.
The sylphs behold it kindling as it flics,
And, pleased, pursue 1ts progress through the skies.
This the beau monde shall from the Mall survey,
And hail with music its propitious ray. 320
This the blest lover shall for Venus take,
And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake. . . .
Then cease, bright nymph! to mourn thy ravished hair,
Which adds new glory to the shining spherel
315. Berenice’s locks, the constellation of seven twinkling stars.
322. Rosamonda’s lake, a pond 1n St James's Park *‘consecrated to
disastrous love and elegiac poetry.” The Mall 15 a walk on the north
side of the Park.
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Not all the tresses that fair head can boast, 825
Shall draw such envy as the lock you lost.

For, after all the murders of your eye,

When, after millions slain, yourself shall die:

When those fair suns shall set, as set they must,

And all those tresses shall be laid in dust, 330
This lock, the Muse shall consecrate to fame,

And ’'midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name.

MAN

From “An Essay on Man”

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan,
The proper study of mankind 1s man.
Placed on this 1sthmus of a middle state,
A being darkly wise, and rudely great:
With too much knowledge for the sceptic side, 5
With too much weakness for the stoic’s pride,
He hangs between; in doubt to act, or rest;
In doubt to deem himself a god, or beast;
In doubt his mind or body to prefer;
Born but to die, and reasoning but to err; 10
Alike in ignorance, his reason such,
Whether he thinks too little or too much:
Chaos of thought and passion, all confused;
Still by himself abused or disabused,
Created half to rise and half to fall; 15
Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all;
Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurled:
The glory, jest, and riddle of the world!

*

Whate’er the passion—knowledge, fame, or pelf,
Not one will change his neighbor with himself. 20
The learned is happy nature to explore,

The fool is happy that he knows no more;

The rich is happy in the plenty given,

The poor contents him with the care of Heaven.

See the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing, 25
The sot a hero, lunatic a king;
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The starving chemist in his golden views

Supremely blest, the poet in his muse.

See some strange comfort every state attend,

And pride bestowed on all, a common friend;

See some fit passion every age supply,

Hope travels through nor quits us when we die.
Behold the child, by nature’s kindly law,

Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw:

Some livelier play-thing gives his youth delight,

A little louder, but as empty quite:

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his riper stage,

And beads and prayer-books are the toys of age:

Pleased with this bauble stull, as that before;

Till ured he sleeps, and life’s poor play is o’er.

*

Honor and shame from no condition rise;
Act well your part, there all the honor lies.
Fortune in men has some small difference made,
One flaunts in rags, one flutters i brocade;
The cobbler aproned, and the parson gowned,
The friar hooded, and the monarch crowned.
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“What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl!”

I'll tell you, friend! a wise man and a fool.
You’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk,
Or, cobbler-like, the parson will be drunk,
Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow;
The rest is all but leather or prunella.

THE CRAFT OF VERSE

From “An Essay on Criticism”

True ease in writing comes from art, not chance,
As those move easiest who have learned to dance.
"Tis not enough no harshness gives offence,
The sound must seem an echo to the sense.
Soft is the strain when zephyr gently blows,

And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows;

50

52. prunella, the material of which the parson’s gown was made—

meaning that the rest 15 only a matter of clothing.
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But when loud surges lash the sounding shore,

The hoarse, rough verse should like the torrent roar:
When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight to throw,

The line oo labors, and the words move slow;

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain,

Flies o’er the unbending corn, and skims along the main.

ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT

I know the thing that’s most uncommon
(Envy, be silent, and attend!),

I know a reasonable woman,

Handsome and witty, yet a friend.

Not warped by passion, awed by rumor,

Not grave through pride, or gay through folly,
An equal mixture of good humor,

And sensible soft melancholy.

“Has she no faults then (Envy says), Sir?”
Yes, she has one, I must aver.

When all the world conspires to praise her,
The woman’s deaf, and does not hear.

SOLITUDE®*

Hany the man, whose wish and care
A few paternal acres bound,
Content to breathe his native air

In his own ground

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 5
Whose flocks supply him with attire;
Whose trees in summer yield him shade,

In winter, fire.

Blest, who can unconcernedly find
Hours, days, and years shde soft away 10
In health of body, peace of mind;
Quiet by day.
® This, according to Pope, was written when he was about twelve
years old.
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Sound sleep by might; study and ease

Together mixed, sweet recreation,

And mnocence, which most does please
With meditation.

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown;

Thus unlamented let me die,

Steal from the world, and not a stone
Tell where I lie.

Thomas Gray
1716 1771
ELEGY
WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCHYARD

[he curfew tolls the knell of parting day,
[he lowing herd wind slowly o’er the lea,
Che plowman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darkness and to me.

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight,
And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

ave where the beetle wheels his droning flight,

\nd drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds;

yave that from yonder ivy-mantled tower
Che moping owl does to the moon complain
)f such as, wandering near her secret bower,
Molest her ancient solitary reign.

3eneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade,
Nhere heaves the turf in many a moldering heap,
fach in his narrow cell for ever laid,

Che rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep.

Che breezy call of incense-breathing morn,

Che swallow twittering from the straw-built shed,
Che cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.
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For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
Or busy housewife ply her evening care:

No children run to lisp their sire’s return,

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 25
Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke;

How jocund did they drive their team afield!

How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke!

Let not ambition mock their useful toil,

Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 30
Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile

The short and simple annals of the poor.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave

Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour'— 35
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault,

If memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise,

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 40

Can storied urn or animated bust

Back to 1ts mansion call the fleeting breath?
Can honor’s voice provoke the silent dust,

Or flattery soothe the dull, cold ear of death?

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 45
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;

Hands, that the rod of empire might have swayed,

Or waked to ecstasy the hiving lyre.

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page,

Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er unroll; 50
Chill penury repressed their noble rage,

And froze the genial current of the soul.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear:
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Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 55
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast

The little tyrant of his fields withstood;

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,

Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood. 6o

Th’ applause of listening senates to command,
The Lgreats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,

And read their history in a nation’s eyes,

Their lot forbade: nor circumscribed alone 65
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined;
Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne,

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind;

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 7o
Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride

With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame.

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife,

Their sober wishes never learned to stray;

Along the cool sequestered vale of life 75
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.

Yet e’en these bones from insult to protect

Some frail memonal still erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 8o

Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unlettered Muse,
The place of fame and elegy supply:

And many a holy text around she strews,

That teach the rustic moralist to die.

For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey, 85
This pleasing anxious being €’er resigned,

57. Hampden, a soldier whose courage during the Civil War in Eng
land was surpassed only by his candor and clear vision as statesman.
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Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,
Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind?

On some fond breast the parting soul relies,

Some pious drops the closing eye requires; 9o
E’en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,

E'en in our ashes live their wonted fires.

For thee, who, mindful of th’ unhonored dead,

Dost in these lines their artless tale relate,

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 95
Some kindred spirit shall enquire thy fate,—

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say,

“Oft have we seen him at the pecep of dawn

Brushing with hasty steps the dews away,

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn; 100

“There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,

His listless length at noon-ide would he stretch,
And pore upon the brook that babbles by.

“Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 105
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove;

Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one forlorn,

Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love.

“One morn I missed him on the customed hill,

Along the heath, and near his favorite tree; 110
Another came; nor yet beside the rill,

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he;

“The next, with dirges due in sad array

Slow through the church-way path we saw him borne,—
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 115
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.”

THE EPITAPH

Here rests his head upon the lap of earth
A youth, to fortune and to fame unknown;
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Fair science frowned not on his humble birth
And melancholy marked him for her own. 120

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere;

Heaven did a recompense as largely send:

He gave to misery all he had, a tear;

He gained from heaven (‘twas all he wished) a friend.

No farther seek his merits to disclose, 125
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,

(There they alike in trembling hope repose)

The bosom of his Father and his God.

William Blake
1757 1827

THE TIGER

Tiger! Tiger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What 1mmortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fcarful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies 5
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, and what art,

Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 10
And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand? and what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain?

In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp 15
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears
And watered heaven with their tears,
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Did he smile his work to see?
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tiger! Tiger! burning bright

In the forests of the mght,

What immortal hand or eye
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

THE LAMB

Little Lamb, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee;
Gave thee life and bid thee feed
By the stream and o’er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, woolly, bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice
Making all the vales rejoice?

Little Lamb, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee?

Little Lamb, I'll tell thee,
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee:
He 1s called by thy name,
For He calls Himself a Lamb.
He 1s meek and He 1s mild,
He became a little child.
I a child and thou a lamb,
We are called by His name.
Little Lamb, God bless thee.
Little Lamb, God bless thee.

THE FLY

Little Fly,

Thy summer’s play
My thoughtless hand
Has brushed away.

Am not I
A fly like thee?
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Or art not thou
A man hke me?

For I dance

And drink and sing,
Till some blind hand
Shall brush my wing.

If thought is life

And strength and breath,
And the want

Of thought 1s death,

Then am I
A happy fly
If I live

Or if I die.

THE SUNFLOWER

Ah, Sunflower! weary of ume,

Who countest the steps of the Sun,
Seeking after that sweet golden clime
Where the tiaveler’s journey 1s done:

Where the Youth pined away with desire,
And the pale Virgin shrouded 1n snow,
Arise from their graves, and aspire
Where my Sunflower wishes to go.

THE SICK ROSE

O rose, thou art sick:
The 1nvisible worm
That flies in the night,
In the howling storm,

Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy,

And his dark secret love
Does thy life destroy.
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SONG

How sweet I roamed from field to field

And tasted all the summer’s pride,

Till 1 the prince of love beheld

Who 1n the sunny beams did glidel

He showed me hlies for my hair,

And blushing roses for my brow;

He led me through his gardens fair

Where all his golden pleasures grow.

With sweet May dews my wings were wet,

And Phoebus fired my vocal rage;

He caught me 1n his silken net,

And shut me in his golden cage.

He loves to sit and hear me sing,
Then, laughing, sports and plays with me;
Then stretches out my golden wing,

And mocks my loss of liberty.

INFANT SORROW

My mother groaned, my father wept;
Into the dangerous world I leapt;
Helpless, naked, piping loud,

Like a fiend hid 1n a cloud.

Struggling in my father’s hands,
Striving against my swaddling-bands,
Bound and weary, I thought best
To sulk upon my mother’s breast.

RICHES

The countless gold of a merry heart,

The rubies and pearls of a loving eye,
The indolent never can bring to the mart,
Nor the secret hoard up 1n his treasury.
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INJUNCTION
The Angel that presided o’er my birth

Said, “Little creature, formed of joy and mirth,
Go, love without the help of anything on earth.”

MY SILKS AND FINE ARRAY

My silks and fine array,

My smiles and languished air,
By love are driven away;

And mournful lean Despair
Brings me yew to deck my grave;
Such end true lovers have.

His face is fair as heaven
When springing buds unfold;

Oh, why to him was’t given,
Whose heart 1s wintry cold?

His breast 1s love’s all-worshiped tomb

Where all love’s pilgrims come.

Bring me an axe and spade,
Bring me a winding-sheet;
When I my grave have made,
Let winds and tempests beat.
Then down TI'll lie, as cold as clay.
True love doth pass away!

MORNING
To find the Western path,

Right thro’ the Gates of Wrath

I urge my way.

Sweet Mercy leads me on;
With soft repentant moan
I see the break of day.

The war of swords and spears,

Melted by dewy tears,
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Exhales on high.
The Sun is freed from fears,
And with soft grateful tears
Ascends the sky.

AUGURIES OF INNOCENCE

To see a world in a grain of sand

And a Heaven in a wild flower,

Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand
And Eternity in an hour.

A robin redbreast in a cage

Puts all Heaven in a rage.

A dove-house filled with doves and pigeons
Shudders Hell through all 1ts regions.

A dog starved at his master’s gate
Predicts the ruin of the state.

A horse misused upon the road

Calls to Heaven for human blood.

Each outcry of the hunted hare

A fibre from the brain does tear.

A skylark wounded 1n the wing,

A cherubim does cease to sing.

The game cock clipped and armed for fight
Does the rising sun affright.

Every wolf’s and lion’s howl

Raises from Hell a human soul.

The wild deer wandering here and there
Keeps the human soul from care.

The lamb misused breeds public strife
And yet forgives the butcher’s knife.

The bat that flits at close of eve

Has left the brain that won’t believe.
The owl that calls upon the night

Speaks the unbeliever’s fright.

He who shall hurt the little wren
Shall never be beloved by men.

He who the ox to wrath had moved
Shall never be by woman loved.
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The wanton boy that kills the fly
Shall feel the spider’s enmity.

He who torments the chafer’s sprite
Weaves a bower 1n endless night.

The caterpillar on the leaf
Repeats to thee thy mother’s grief.
Kill not the moth nor butterfly
For the Last Judgment draweth nigh.

.

He who mocks the infant’s faith
Shall be mocked in Age and Death.
He who shall teach the child to doubt
The rotting grave shall ne’er get out.
He who respects the infant’s faith
Triumphs over Hell and Death.

The child’s toys and the old man’s 1easons
Are the fruits of the two seasons

The questioner who sits so sly

Shall never know how to reply.

He who replies to words of doubt

Doth put the light of knowledge out.

He who doubts from what he sees
Wi1ll ne’er believe, do what you please.
If the sun and moon should doubt,
They'd immediately go out.

To be 1n a passion you good may do,
But no good 1if a passion 1s 1n you.

The whore and gambler, by the state
Licenced, build that nation’s fate.

The harlot’s cry from street to street
Shall weave Old England’s winding sheet.

The winner’s shout, the loser’s curse,
Dance before dead England’s hearse.
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Every night and every morn 65
Some to misery are born.

Every morn and every might

Some are born to sweet delight.

Some are born to sweet delight,

Some are born to endless night. ‘70

We are led to believe a lie

When we see not through the eye

Which was born in a might, to perish in a night,
When the soul slept in beams of Light.

God appears, and God is Light 75
To those poor souls who dwell in night,

But does a human form display

To those who dwell in realms of day.

LIBERTY

He who binds to himself a Joy
Doth the winged life destroy;

But he who kisses the Joy as 1t flies
Lives in Eternity’s sun-rise.

THE SWORD AND THE SICKLE

The sword sang on the barren heath;
The sickle in the fruitful field.
The sword he sang a song of death,
But could not make the sickle yield.

A NEW JERUSALEM
From “Muton”
And did those feet in ancient time
Walk upon England’s mountains green?

And was the Holy Lamb of God
On England’s pleasant pastures seen?

And did the countenance divine 5
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
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And was Jerusalem builded here
Among these dark satanic mills?

Bring me my bow of burning gold!
Bring me my arrows of desire!l

Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold!
Bring me my charot of fire!

I will not cease from mental fight,
Nor shall my sword sleep 1in my hand,
T1ll we have built Jerusalem

In England’s green and pleasant land.

TO THE MUSES

Whether on Ida’s shady brow,
Or 1n the chambers of the East,
The chambers of the sun that now
From ancient melody have ceased;

Whether in Heaven ye wander fair,
Or the green corners of the earth,
Or the blue regions of the air,
Where the melodious winds have birth;

Whether on crystal rocks ye rove,
Beneath the bosom of the sea
Wandering in many a coral grove,

Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry,

How have you left the anaient love
That bards of old enjoyed 1n you!

The languid strings do scarcely move;
The sound is forced, the notes are few!

LOVE’S SECRET

Never seek to tell thy love,
Love that never told can be;

For the gentle wind does move
Silently, invisibly.
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I told my love, I told my love,
I told her all my heart;
Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears,
Ah! she did depart!

Soon as she was gone from me,
A traveler came by,

Silently, invisibly:
He took her with a sigh.

A POISON TREE

I was angry with my friend.

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I watered it in fears

Night and morning with my tears,
And I sunned 1t with smiles

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright,
And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that 1t was mine—

And into my garden stole

When the night had veiled the pole;
In the morning, glad, I see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.

THE CLOD AND THE PEBBLE

“Love seeketh not itself to please,
Nor for 1tself hath any care,
But for another gives its ease,
And builds a Heaven in Hell’s despair.”

So sung a little clod of clay,
Trodden with the cattle’s feet,
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But a pebble of the brook
Warbled out these meters meet:

“Love seeketh only Self to please,
To bind another to its delight,
Joys in another’s loss of ease,
And builds a Hell in Heaven's despite.”

Robert Burns
1759 1796

TAM O’ SHANTER
A TALE

“Of Brownys and of Bogillis full 1s this Buke ”
GAwiIN DoucLas,

When chapman billies leave the street,

And drouthy neibors neibors meet;

As market days are wearing late,

And folk begin to tak the gate,

While we sit bousing at the nappy, 5
An’ getting fou and unco happy,

We think na on the lang Scots miles,

The mosses, waters, slaps and stiles,

That lie between us and our hame,

Where sits our sulky, sullen dame, 10
Gathering her brows like gathering storm,
Nursing her wrath to keep 1t warm.

This truth fand honest Tam o’ Shanter,
As he frae Ayr ae might did canter
(Auld Ayr, wham ne’er a town surpasses, 15
For honest men and bonie lasses)

O Tam! had’st thou but been sae wise,
As taen thy ain wife Kate’s advice!

1. billies, peddlers

5. bousing . . . nappy, drinking ale
8. slaps, gaps.
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She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum,

A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum;
That frae November till October,

Ae market-day thou was no sober;

That ilka melder wi’ the Miller,

Thou sat as lang as thou had siller;

That ev'ry naig was ca’'d a shoe on

The Smith and thee gat roarin fou on;
That at the Lord’s house, ev'n on Sunday,
Thou drank wr’ Kirkton Jean till Monday;
She prophesied that late or soon,

Thou wad be found, deep drowned in Doon,
Or catched wi’ warlocks 1n the murk,

By Alloway’s auld, haunted kirk.

Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet,
To think how mony counsels sweet,
Haw mony lengthened, sage advices,
The husband frae the wife despises!

But to our tale:—Ae market night,
Tam had got planted unco right,
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely,
Wr’ reaming swats that drank divinely;
And at his elbow, Souter Johnie,
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony:
Tam lo’ed him like a very brither;
They had been fou for weeks thegither.
The night drave on wi’ sangs an’ clatter;
And aye the ale was growing better:
The Landlady and Tam grew gracious,
W’ favors secret, sweet and precious:

. skellum, rogue

. blellum, babbler

. tlka melder, every grinding.
. suler, silver, money.

. ca’d, nailed

. warlocks, wizards.

ars me greet, makes me weep.

. ingle, fireside
. reaming swats, foaming tankards of new ale.

41. Souter, cobbler.
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The Souter tauld his queerest stories;
The Landlord’s laugh was ready chorus:
The storm without might rair and rustle,
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle.

Care, mad to see a man sae happy,
E’en drowned himsel amang the nappy.
As bees flee hame wr’ lades o’ treasure,
The minutes winged their way wi’ pleasure:
Kings may be blest, but Tam was grorious,
O’er a’ the ills o’ Iife victorious!

But pleasures are like poppies spread,
You scize the flow’r, its bloom is shed;
Or like the snow falls in the river,

A moment white—then melts for ever;
Or like the borealis race,

That flit ere you can point their place;
Or like the rainbow’s lovely form
Evamishing amid the storm.

Nae man can tether time or tide;—

The hour approaches Tam maun ride;
That hour, o’ mght’s black arch the key-stane,
That dreary hour he mounts his beast 1n;
And sic a night he taks the road in,

As ne’er poor sinner was abroad in.

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last;
The rattling showers rose on the blast;
The spcedy gleams the darkness swallowed;
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellowed:
That night, a child might understand,
The Deil had business on his hand.

Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg,
A Dbetter never hifted leg,
Tam skelpit on through dub and mire,
Despising wind, and rain, and fire;

78. Deil, Devil.
81. skelput, splashed. dub, puddle.
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Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet;
Whiles crooning o’er some auld Scots sonnet;
Whiles glowering round wr’ prudent cares,
Lest bogles catch him unawares;

Kirk Alloway was drawing nigh,

Whare ghaists and houlets mightly cry.

By this time he was cross the ford,
Whare 1n the snaw the chapman smoored,
And past the birks and meikle stane,
Whare drunken Charlie brak’s neckbane;
And through the whins, and by the cairn,
Whare hunters fand the murdered bairn:
And near the thorn, aboon the well,
Whare Mungo’s mither hanged hersel.
Before him Doon pours all his floods,
The doubling storm roars through the woods;
The lightnings flash from pole to pole,
Near and more near the thunders roll*
When, glimmering through the groaning trees,
Kirk Alloway seemed 1n a bleeze;
Through 1lka bore the beams were glancing;
And loud resounded mirth and dancing.

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn!
What dangers thou canst make us scorn!
W’ tippenny, we fear nae evil,
Wi’ usquebae, we’ll face the Dewvil!
The swats sae reamed 1n Tammie’s noddle,
Fair play, he cared na deils a boddle
But Maggie stood right sair astonished,
Till, by the heel and hand admonished,
She ventured forward on the light,

. bogles, goblins

. houlets, owls

. smoored, smothered

. meikle stane, great stone.

. whins, brush. cairn, pile of stones

108. bore, chink

107. tippenny, two-penny ale.

108. usquebae, whisky.

110. cared . . . boddle, cared not a farthing.

85

90

95

100

105



119

121.

123

124.
127.
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And, wow! Tam saw an unco sight!
Warlocks and witches in a dance;

Nae cotillion brent-new frae France,

But hornpipes, j1gs, strathspeys, and reels,
Put life and mettle in their heels.

At winnock-bunker in the east,

There sat auld Nick, in shape o’ beast;

A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large,

To gie them music was his charge

He screwed the pipes and gart them skirl,
Till roof and rafters a’ did dirl.—

Coffins stood round, like open presses,
That shawed the dead 1n their last dresses;
And by some devilish cantrip sleight,
Each 1n its cauld hand held a light,—

By which heroic Tam was able

To note upon the haly table

A murderer’s banes in gibbet-airns;

Two span-lang, wee, unchristened bairns;
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape,

W’ his last gasp his gab did gape;

Five tomahawks w1’ blude red-rusted;
Five saamitars w1’ murder crusted;

A garter which a babe had strangled;

A knife a father’s throat had mangled,
Whom his ain son of life bereft,

The grey hairs sticking to the heft,

W1’ mair of horrible and awfu’,

‘Which even to name wad be unlawfu’.

As Tammie glowered, amazed and curious,
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious;
The Piper loud and louder blew,

The dancers quick and quicker flew,

winnock-bunker, window seat.
towzie tyke, shaggy cur

gart them skirl, made them scream.
dirl, rattle

cantrip sleight, magic trick.

131. gibbet-airns, gallows-irons.
133. rape, rope
134. gab, mouth.
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They reeled, they set, they crossed, they cleekit,
Till 1lka carlin swat and reekit,

And coost her duddies to the wark,

And linkit at 1t in her saik! 150

. . . . . . .

But Tam kent what was what fu’ brawlie:
There was ae winsome wench and waulie
That night enlisted 1n the core,
(Lang after keened on Carrick shore
For mony a beast to dead she shot, 155
And perished mony a bonie boat,
And shook baith meikle corn and bear,
And kept the country-side 1n fear);
Her cutty sark, o’ Paisley harn,
That while a lassie she had worn, 160
In longitude though sorely scanty,
It was her best, and she was vauntie.
Ah! little kenned thy reverend grannie,
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie,
Wi’ twa pund Scots ("twas a’ her riches), 165
Wad ever graced a dance of witches!

But here my Muse her wing maun cower,
Sic fights are far beyond her power;
To sing how Nannie lap and flang
(A souple jade she was and strang), 170
And how Tam stood, like ane bewitched,
And thought his very een enriched-
Even Satan glowered, and fidged fu’ fain,
And hotched and blew wi’ might and main:

147. cleekit, joined hands

148. tlka . . . reekit, every hag sweat and reeked
149. coost . . . wark, cast off her clothes for the work.
150 Ikt . . . sark, danced in her shirt.

151. fu’ brawlie, full well.

152. waulie, buxom

158. core, cOrps, company

157. bear, barley

159. cutty sark, short shirt harn, linen.
162. vauntie, proud

164. coft, bought

178. fidged fu’ fan, fidgeted eagerly.
174. hotched, squirmed.
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Till first ae caper, syne amither,

Tam tint his reason a’ thegither,

And roars out, “Weel done, Cutty-sark!”
And 1n an instant all was dark.

And scarcely had he Maggie rallied,
When out the hellish legion sallied.

As bees bizz out wi’ angry fyke,
When plundering herds assail their byke;
As open pussie’s mortal foes,
When, pop! she starts betore their nose;
As eager runs the market-crowd,
When “Catch the thief!” resounds aloud;
So Maggie runs, the witches follow,
Wi’ mony an eldritch skreich and hollo.

Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam! thou'll get thy fairin!
In hell they’ll roast thee like a herrinl
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin!
Kate soon will be a woefu” woman!
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg,

And win the key-stane o’ the brig;
There, at them thou thy tail may toss,
A running strcam they dare na cross;
But ere the key-stane she could make,
The fiend a tail she had to shake!
For Nannie, far before the rest,

Hard upon noble Maggie prest,

And flew at Tam w1’ furious ettle;
But little wist she Maggic’s mettle!
Ae spring brought oftf her master hale,
But left behind her ain gray tail.
The carlin claught her by the rump,
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump.

Now wha this tale o’ truth shall read,
Ik’ man and mother’s son, take heed:

176. tint, lost. 188 eldritch, unearthly.
181. fyke, fuss. 189 fairin, reward.
182. byke, hive. 194. bnig, bridge.

183. pussie’s, the hare’s, 2o01. ettle, 1ntent.
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Whene’er to drink you are inclined,

Or cutty-sarks run in your mind, 210
Think, ye may buy the joys o’er dear,
Remember Tam o’ Shanter’s mare!

SWEET AFTON

Flow gently, sweet Afton! among thy green braes,
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song 1n thy praise;
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream,
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds through the glen, 5
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den,

Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear,

I charge you, disturb not my slumbering fair.

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighboring hills,

Far marked with the courses of clear, winding rills; 10
There daily I wander as noon rises high,

My flocks and my Mary’s sweet cot 1n my eye.

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below,

Where, wild in the woodlands, the primroses blow;
There oft, as mild ev’'ning weeps over the lea, 15
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me.

Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides,

And winds by the cot where my Mary resides;

How wanton thy waters her snowy fecet lave,

As, gathering sweet flowerets, she stems thy clear wave. 2@

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,
Flow gently, sweet nver, the theme of my lays;
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream,
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.

BRUCE'S MARCH TO BANNOCKBURN

Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled,
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led,
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Welcome to your gory bed,
Or to victorie!

Now’s the day, and now’s the hour; 5
See the front o’ battle lour,
See approach proud Edward’s power—

Chains and slaveriel

Wha will be a traitor knave?
Wha can fill a coward’s grave? 10
Wha sae base as be a slave?

Let him turn and flee!

Wha, for Scotland’s king and law,

Freedom’s sword will strongly draw,

Free-man stand, or free-man fa’, 15
Let him follow me!

By oppression’s woes and pains,
By your sons in servile chains,
We will drain our dearest veins,
But they shall be free! 20

Lay the proud usurpers low!

Tyrants fall 1n every foe!

Liberty’s 1in every blow!—
Let us do or diel

THE BANKS O’ DOON

Ye flowery banks o’ bonnie Doon,
How can ye blume sae fair!

How can ye chant, ye hittle birds,
And I sae fu’ o’ carel

Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonnie bird 5
That sings upon the bough,

Thou minds me o’ the happy days
When my fause Luve was true.

. fause, false.



196

THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird
That sings beside thy mate;

For sae I sat, and sae I sang,
And wist na o’ my fate.

Aft hae I roved by bonnie Doon
To see the woodbine twine,

And ilka bird sang o’ its love;
And sae did I o’ mine.

Wr’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose,
Frae aff its thorny tree;

And my fause luver staw the rose,
But left the thorn wr’ me.

MARY MORISON

O Mary, at thy window be,
It 1s the wished, the trysted hour!
Those smiles and glances let me see,
That make the muser’s treasure poor:
How blithely wad I bide the stour,
A weary slave frae sun to sun,
Could I the nch reward secure,
The lovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen, when to the trembling string
The dance gaed thro’ the highted ha’,
To thee my fancy took 1ts wing,
I sat, but neither heard nor saw:
Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw,
And yon the toast of a’ the town,
I sighed, and said amang them a’,
“Ye are na Mary Morison ”

Oh, Mary, canst thou wreck his peace,
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die?
Or canst thou break that heart of his,

15. tlka, every. 5. stour, struggle.
19. staw, stole.
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Whose only faut is loving thee? 20
If love for love thou wilt na gie,

At least be pity to me shown;
A thought ungentle canna be

The thought o’ Mary Morison.

TO A MOUSE
ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITH THE PLOUGH

Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim’rous beastie,

O, what a panic’s in thy breastie!

Thou need na start awa sae hasty,
W1’ bickering brattle!

I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee, 5
W1' murd’ring pattlel

I'm truly sorry man’s dominion,
Has broken nature’s social union,
An’ justifies that 1ll opinion,
Which makes thee startle 10
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,
An’ fellow-mortal!

I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve;

What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!

A daimen icker 1n a thrave 15
'S a sma’ request,

T'll get a blessin w1’ the lave,
An’ never miss’t!

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin!
It’s silly wa’s the winds are strewin! 20
An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,
O’ foggage green!
An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin,
Baith snell an’ keen!
6 pattle, plough-stick
15. daimen . . thrave, an odd ear of wheat 1n a shock of grain.
17. lave, remainder.
21. big, build
22. foggage, rank grass.
24. snell, sharp.
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84. But, without.
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Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste,

An’ weary winter comin fast,

An’ couie here, beneath the blast,
Thou thought to dwell—
Till crash! the cruel coulter past

Out thro’ thy cell.

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble,
Has cost thee mony a weary nibblel

Now thou’s turned out, for a’ thy trouble,

But house or hald,
To thole the winter’s sleety dribble,
An’ cranreuch cauld!

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

In proving foresight may be vain,

The best-laid schemes o’ mice an’ men
Gang aft agley,

An’ lea’e us nought but gricf an’ pain,
For promised joy!

Still thou art blest, compared wi’ me;
The present only toucheth thee:
But och! I backward cast my e’e,
On prospects drear!
An’ forward, tho’ I canna see,
I guess an’ fear!

JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO

John Anderson, my jo, John,
When we were first acquent;

Your locks were like the raven,
Your bonie brow was brent;

But now your brow is bald, John,
Your locks are like the snow;

But blessings on your frosty pow,
John Anderson, my jo.

85. thole, endure. 4. brent, smooth.
86. cranreuch, hoar-frost. 7. pow, head.
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87. no thy lane, not the only one.
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John Anderson, my jo, John,
We clamb the hill thegither;
And mony a cantie day, John,
We’ve had wi ane anither:
Now we maun totter down, John,
And hand in hand we’ll go,
And sleep thegither at the foot,
John Anderson, my jo.

WHISTLE AN’ I'LL COME TO YE, MY LAD

Chorus.—O whistle an’ I'll come to ye, my lad,

O whistle an’ I'll come to ye, my lad,

99

10

15

Tho’ father an’ mother an” a’ should gae mad,

O whistle an’ I'll come to ye, my lad,

But warily tent when ye come to court me,
And come nae unless the back-yett be a-jee;
Syne up the back-stile, and let naebody see,
And come as ye were na comin to me,

And come as ye were na comin to me.

At kirk, or at market, whene’er ye meet me,

Gang by me as tho’ that ye cared na a flea;

But steal me a blink o’ your bonie black e’e,
Yet look as ye were na lookin to me,

Yet look as ye were na lookin to me.

Avye, vow and protest that ye care na for me,
And whiles ye may hghtly my beauty a-wee;
But court na anither, tho’ jokin ye be,

For fear that she wile your fancy frae me,
For fear that she wile your fancy frae me.

MY LUVE

O my luve is like a red, red rose,
That’s newly sprung in June:

10

15

6. back-yeit be a-jee, back-gate be ajar.
5. tent, watch. 16. lightly, make fun of.
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O my luve is like the melodie,
That’s sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonie lass,
So deep in luve am I;

And I will luve thee still, my dear,
Till a’ the seas gang dry.

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt w1’ the sun;
And I will luve thee still, my dear,

While the sands o’ lite shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only luvel
And fare thee weel a while!

And I will come again, my luve,
Tho’ it were ten thousand mule.

O WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST

O wert thou 1n the cauld blast,
On yonder lea, on yonder lea,
My plaidie to the angry airt,
I'd shelter thee, I'd shelter thee.
Or did misfortune’s bitter storms
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw,
Thy bield should be my bosom,
To share it a’, to share 1t a’.

Or were I in the wildest waste,

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare,
The desert were a Paradise,

If thou wert there, 1f thou wert there;
Or were I monarch o’ the globe,

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign,
The brightest jewel in my crown

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen!

7. bield, shelter.

10

15

10

15



ROBERT BURNS 201

HIGHLAND MARY

Ye banks and braes and streams around
The castle 0 Montgomery,
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers,
Your waters never drumlie!
There simmer first unfauld her robes, 5
And there the langest tarry;
For there I took the last fareweel
O’ my sweet Highland Mary.

How sweetly bloomed the gay green birk,
How rich the hawthorn’s blossom, 10
As underneath their fragrant shade
I clasped her to my bosom!
The golden hours on angel wings
Flew o’er me and my dearie;
For dear to me as light and hfe 15
Was my sweet Highland Mary.

‘Wi’ monie a vow and locked embrace
Our parting was fu’ tender;
And, pledging aft to mcet again,
We tore ourselves asunder; 20
But oh! fell Death’s untimely frost,
That nipped my flower sae early!
Now green’s the sod, and cauld’s the clay,
That wraps my Highland Mary!

O pale, pale now, those rosy lips 25
I aft hae kissed sae fondly!
And closed for aye the spaikling glance
That dwelt on me sae kindly!
And mold’ring now 1n silent dust,
That heart that lo’ed me dearly! 30
But sull within my bosom’s core
Shall live my Highland Mary.

4. drumlie, muddy.
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10. hodden-gray, coarse, cheap cloth.
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A MAN'S A MAN FOR A’ THAT

Is there, for honest poverty,
That hangs his head, an’ a’ that?
The coward slave, we pass him by,
We dare be poor for a’ that!
For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
Our toils obscure, an’ a’ that,
The rank is but the guinea’s stamp;
The man’s the gowd for a’ that.

What though on hamely fare we dine,
Wear hodden-gray, an’ a’ that;
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine,
A man’s a man for a’ that.
For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
Their tinsel show, an’ a’ that;
The honest man, though e’er sae poor,
Is king o’ men for a’ that.

Ye see yon birkie, ca’d a lord,
Wha struts, an’ stares, an’ a’ that;
Though hundreds worship at his word,
He’s but a coof for a’ that.
For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
His niband, star, an’ a’ that,
The man o’ independent mind,
He looks and laughs at a’ that.

A prince can mak a belted knight,
A marquis, duke, an’ a’ that;
But an honest man’s aboon his might,
Guid faith he mauna fa’ that!
For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
Their dignities, an’ a’ that,
The pith o’ sense, an’ pride o’ worth,
Are higher rank than a’ that.

17. birkie, fellow. 28. fa’, try.
20, coof, fool.
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27. aboon, above.
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Then let us pray that come it may,
As come it will for a’ that,
That sense and worth, o’er a’ the earth, 85
May bear the gree, an’ a’ that.
For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
It’s coming yet, for a’ that,
That man to man, the warld o’er,
Shall brothers be for a’ that. 40

ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID, OR THE
RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS

My son, these maxims make a rule,
And lump them aye thegither

The nigid 11ghteous 1s a fool,
The rigid wise anither,

The cleanest corn that e’er was dight,
May hae some pyles o’ caff in,

So ne’er a fellow-creature slight
For random fits o’ daffin.

O ye wha are sae guid yoursel,
Sae pious and sae holy,
Ye’ve nought to do but mark and tell
Your neibor’s fauts and folly!
Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill, 5
Supplied wi’ store o’ water;
The heapet happer’s ebbing still,
And sull the clap plays clatter.

Hear me, ye venerable core,
As counsel for poor mortals, 10
That frequent pass douce Wisdom’s door,
For glaikit Folly’s portals;
1, for their thoughtless, careless sakes,
Would here propone defenses—
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 15
Their failings and mischances.
86. gree, prize 11. douce, grave.

7. heapet happer, heaped hopper. 12. glaikit, giddy.
g. core, company. 15. donsie, unlucky.
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Ye see your state w1’ theirs compared,
And shudder at the niffer,

But cast a moment’s fair regard—
What maks the mighty differ?

Discount what scant occasion gave,
That punty ye pride in,

And (what’s aft mair than a’ the lave)
Your better art o’ hidin’.

Think, when your castigated pulse
Gies now and then a wallop,

What ragings must his veins convulse,
That stll eternal gallop!

Wi’ wind and tide fair 1’ your tail,
Right on ye scud your seaway;

But 1n the teeth o’ baith to sail,
It makes an unco leeway.

See Social life and Glee sit down,
All joyous and unthinking,

Till, quite transmogrified, they’re grown
Debauchery and Drinking.

O would they stay to calculate
Th’ eternal consequences;

Or your more dreaded hell to state,
Damnation of expenses!

Ye high, exalted, virtuous Dames,
Tied up in godly laces,

Before ye gie poor Frailty names,
Suppose a change o’ cases,

A dear loved lad, convenience snug,
A treacherous inclination—

But, let me whisper i’ your lug,
Ye're aiblins nae temptation.

Then gently scan your brother man,
Still gentler sister woman;

18. niffer, exchange. 47. lug, ear.

23. lave, rest.

$2. unco, uncommon.

48. aiblins, very likely,
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Though they may gang a kennin wrang,
To step aside is human.

One point must still be greatly dark,
The moving Why they do 1t;

And just as lamely can ye mark 55
How far perhaps they rue it.

‘Who made the heart, 'tis He alone
Decidedly can try us;
He knows each chord, its various tone,
Each spring, its various bias. 6o
Then at the balance let’s be mute,
We never can adjust 1t;
What’s done we partly may compute,
But know not what’s resisted.

51. kennin, trifle.
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LINES

COMPOSED A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN ABBEY, ON REVISITING
THE BANKS OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR. JULY 1§, 1798

Five years have passed, five summers, with the length
Of five long winters! and again I hear
These waters, rolling from their mountain springs
With a soft inland murmur.—Once again
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 5
That on a wild, secluded scene impress
Thoughts of more deep seclusion, and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.
The day is come when I again repose
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 10
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves
"M1d groves and copses. Once again I see
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 15
Of sportive wood run wild; these pastoral farms,
Green to the very door, and wreaths of smoke
Sent up, 1n silence, from among the trees!
With some uncertain notice, as might seem
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, 20
Or of some hermut’s cave, where by his fire
The hermit sits alone.

These beauteous forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to me
As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye;
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 25
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
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Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;
And passing even into my purer mind,
With tranquil restoration:—feelings, too,
Of unremembered pleasure; such, perhaps,
As have no slight or trivial influence
On that best portion of a good man’s life,
His little, nameless, unremembered acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
To them I may have owed another gift,
Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight
Of all this unintelligible world,
Is lightened—that serene and blessed mood
In which the affections gently lead us on—
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame
And even the motion of our human blood
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep
In body, and become a living soul,
While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see into the life of things.

If this
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft—
In darkness and amid the many shapes
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart—
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,

O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer through the woods,

How often has my spirt turned to thee!

And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,

With many recognitions dim and faint,
And somewhat of a sad perplexity,

The picture of the mind revives again;
While here I stand, not only with the sense

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts

That in this moment there is life and food
For future years. And so I dare to hope,

Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first

I came among these hills; when like a roe
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I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides

Of the deep nivers, and the lonely streams,
Wherever Nature led, more like a man

Flying from something that he dreads, than one
Who sought the thing he loved For Nature then
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,

And their glad animal movements all gone by)
To me was all in all.—I cannot paint

What then I was. The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion, the tall rock,

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Therr colors and their forms, were then to me
An appetite; a feeling and a love,

That had no need of a remoter charm,

By thought supplied, nor any interest
Unborrowed from the eye.—That time is past,
And all 1ts aching joys are now no more,

And all its dizzy raptures Not for this

Faint I, nor mourn, nor murmur, other gifts
Have followed, for such loss, I would believe,
Abundant recompense For 1 have learned

To look on Nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes
The st1ll, sad music of humanity,

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue And I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts, a sense sublime

Of something far more deeply nterfused,
Whose dwelling is the light ot sctting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,

And the blue sky, and 1n the mind of man;

A motion and a spirt, that 1mpels

All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods,

And mountains; and of all that we behold
From this green earth; of all the mighty world
Of eye, and ear—both what they half create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognize
In Nature and the language of the sense,
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The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Of all my moral being.

Nor perchance,
If I were not thus taught, should I the more
Suffer my genial spirits to decay;
For thou art with me here upon the banks
Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,
My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
My former pleasures in the shooting lights
Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while
May I behold in thee what I was once,
My dear, dear sister! and this prayer I make,
Knowing that Nature never did betray
The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege,
Through all the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy; for she can so inform
The mind that is within us, so impress
With quietness and beauty, and so feed
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness 1s, nor all
The dreary intercourse of daily life,
Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb
Our cheerful faith that all which we behold
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;
And let the misty mountain-winds be free
To blow against thee; and in after years,
When these wild ecstasies shall be matured
Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place
For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,
If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts

Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,
And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance—

115. Friend, the poet’s sister Dorothy.
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If I should be where I no more can hear

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams
Of past existence—wilt thou then forget

That on the banks of this delightful stream

We stood together; and that I, so long

A worshiper of Nature, hither came

Unwearied in that service; rather say

With warmer love—oh! with far deeper zeal

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget

That after many wanderings, many years

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!

THE DAFFODILS

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 1n 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.

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 lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
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Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

MY HEART LEAPS UP WHEN I BEHOLD

My heart leaps up when I behold
A rainbow in the sky:
So was it when my hife began;
So 1s it now I am a man;
So be it when 1 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.

TO THE CUCKOO

O blithe new-comer! I have heard,
I hear thee and rejoice:

O cuckoo! shall I call thee Bird,
Or but a wandering Voice?

While I am lying on the grass 5
Thy twofold shout I hear;

From hill to hill it seems to pass,

At once far off and near.

Though babbling only to the vale

Of sunshine and of flowers, 10
Thou bringest unto me a tale

Of visionary hours.

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring!

Even yet thou art to me

No bird, but an invisible thing, 15
A voice, a mystery;

The same whom in my school-boy days
I listened to, that cry
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Which made me look a thousand ways
In bush, and tree, and sky.

To seek thee did I often rove
Through woods and on the green;
And thou wert st1ll a hope, a love;
Still longed for, never seen!

And I can listen to thee yet;
Can lie upon the plain
And listen, till I do beget
That golden time again.

O blessed bird! the earth we pace
Again appears to be

An unsubstantial, faery place,
That is fit home for thee!l

THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITH US

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:
Little we see 1n Nature that 1s ours,

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
The sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The winds that will be howling at all hours,
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;
For this, for everything, we are out of tune,

It moves us not.—Great God! I'd rather be

A pagan suckled in a creed outworn.

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.

TO SLEEP

A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by,
One after one; the sound of rain, and bees
Murmuring, the fall of rivers, winds and seas.
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Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky;
I have thought of all by turns, and yet do lie
Sleepless! and soon the small birds’ melodies
Must hear, first uttered from my orchard trees;
And the first cuckoo’s melancholy cry.

Even thus last night, and two nights more, I lay,
And could not win thee, Sleep! by any stealth:

So do not let me wear tonight away:

Without Thee what is all the morning’s wealth?
Come, blessed barrier between day and day,
Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health!

COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE

Earth has not anything to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty

This city now doth, like a garment, wear
The beauty of the morning, silent, bare,
Ships, towers, domes, theaters, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendor, valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deepl!

The river glideth at his own sweet will:
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;

And all that mighty heart is lying stiﬁl

WRITTEN IN LONDON, SEPTEMBER, 1802

O Friend! * I know not which way I must look

For comfort, being, as I am, opprest,

To think that now our life 1s only drest

For show; mean handy-work of craftsman, cook,
Or groom!—We must run glittering like a brook
In the open sunshine, or we are unblest:

The wealthiest man among us is the best:

No grandeur now in nature or in book

1 Friend, Coleridge.
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Delights us. Rapine, avarice, expense,

This is idolatry; and these we adore:

Plain living and high thinking are no more:
The homely beauty of the good old cause
Is gone; our peace, our fearful innocence,
And pure religion breathing household laws.

TO MILTON
(LonNDON, 1802)

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour:
England hath need of thee. she 1s a fen

Of stagnant waters altar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
Have forfeited their ancient English dower

Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;

Oh! raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
Thy soul was like a star, and dwelt apart.
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,

So didst thou travel on life’s common way,

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart

The lowliest duties on herself did lay.

ITISABEAUTEOUS EVENING, CALM AND FREE

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free;

The holy time is quiet as a nun

Breathless with adoration; the broad sun

Is sinking down in 1ts tranquillity;

The gentleness of heaven broods o’er the sea:
Listen! the mighty Being is awake,

And doth with his eternal motion make

A sound like thunder—everlastingly.

Dear child! * dear girl! that walkest with me here,
If thou appear untouched by solemn thought,
Thy nature is not therefore less divine:

1 child, the poet’s daughter Caroline.
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Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom all the year,
And worship’st at the Temple’s inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.

SCORN NOT THE SONNET

Scorn not the Sonnet; critic, you have frowned,
Mindless of its just honors; with this key
Shakespeare unlocked his heart, the melody

Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch’s wound;
A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound;
With it Camoens soothed an exile’s grief;

The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf

Amid the cypress with which Dante crowned
His visionary brow: a glow-worm lamp,

It cheered mild Spenser, called from Faeryland
To struggle through dark ways; and, when a damp
Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand

The thing became a trumpet; whence he blew
Soul-animating strains—alas, too few!

THOUGHT OF A BRITON ON THE SUB-
JUGATION OF SWITZERLAND

Two Voices are there; one is of the sea,

One of the mountains; each a mighty Voice:

In both from age to age thou didst rejoice,
They were thy chosen music, Liberty!

There came a tyrant,! and with holy glee

Thou fought’st against him, but hast vainly striven:
Thou from thy Alpine holds at length art driven,
Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee.

Of one deep bliss thine ear hath been bereft:
Then cleave, O cleave to that which still is left;
For, high-souled Maid, what sorrow would it be
That mountain floods should thunder as before,
And ocean bellow from his rocky shore,

And neither awful Voice be heard by thee!

1 tyrant, Napoleon, who conquered Switzerland 1n 17g8.
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ON THE EXTINCTION OF THE VENETIAN
REPUBLIC

Once did she hold the gorgeous east in fee;
And was the safeguard of the west: the worth
Of Venice did not fall below her birth,
Venice, the eldest child of liberty.

She was a maiden cty, bright and free;

No guile seduced, no force could violate;
And, when she took unto herself a mate,

She must espouse the everlasting sea.

And what 1fp she had seen those glories fade,
Those titles vanish, and that strength decay;
Yet shall some tribute of regret be paid
When her long life hath reached its final day:
Men are we, and must grieve when even the shade
Of that which once was great, is passed away.

SHE DWELT AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS

She dwelt among the untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,

A maid whom there were none to praise
And very few to love:

A violet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye!
—Fair as a star, when only one

Is shining 1n the sky.

She lived unknown, and few could know
When Lucy ceased to be;

But she is in her grave, and, oh,
The difference to mel

I TRAVELED AMONG UNKNOWN MEN

I traveled among unknown men,
In lands beyond the sea,

Nor, England! did I know till then
What love I bore to thee.
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*Tis past, that melancholy dream! 5
Nor will I quit thy shore

A second time; for still I seem
To love thee more and more.

Among thy mountains did I feel

The joy of my desire; 10
And she I cherished turned her wheel

Beside an English fire.

Thy mornings showed, thy mights concealed
The bowers where Lucy played;

And thine too is the last green field 15
That Lucy’s eyes surveyed.

A SLUMBER DID MY SPIRIT SEAL

A slumber did my spirit seal;
I had no human fears:

She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force;
She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round 1n earth’s diurnal course,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.

CHARACTER OF THE HAPPY WARRIOR

Who is the happy Warrior? Who is he

That every man 1n arms should wish to be?

—It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought
Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought

Upon the plan that pleased his boyish thought: 5
Whose high endeavors are an inward light

That makes the path before him always bright:

Who, with a natural instinct to discern

What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn;
Abides by this resolve, and stops not there, 10
But makes his moral being his prime care;



WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

Who, doomed to go in company with pain,
And fear, and bloodshed, miserable train!
Turns his necessity to glorious gain;

In face of these doth exercise a power

‘Which is our human nature’s highest dower;
Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves
Of their bad influence, and their good receives:
By objects, which might force the soul to abate
Her feeling, rendered more compassionate;

Is placable—because occasions rise

So often that demand such sacrifice;

More skillful in self-knowledge, even more pure,
As tempted more; more able to endure,

As more exposed to suffering and distress;
Thence, also, more alive to tenderness.

—'T1s he whose law 1s reason; who depends
Upon that law as on the best of friends;
Whence, in a state where men are tempted still
To evil for a guard against worse ill,

And what in quality or act is best

Doth seldom on a right foundation rest,

He labors good on good to fix, and owes

To virtue every triumph that he knows . . .

SKY AFTER STORM

From “The Excursion” Book Two

A single step, that freed me from the skirts
Of the blind vapor, opened to my view
Glory beyond all glory ever seen

By waking sense or by the dreaming soul!
The appearance, instantaneously disclosed,
Was of a mighty city—boldly say

A wilderness of building, sinking far

And self-withdrawn into a boundless depth,
Far sinking into splendor—without end!
Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold,
With alabaster domes, and silver spires,
And blazing terrace upon terrace, high
Uplifted; here, serene pavilions bright,
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In avenues disposed; there, towers begirt
With battlements that on their restless fronts
Bore stars—illumination of all gems!

By carthly nature had the effect been wrought
Upon the dark materials of the storm

Now pacified; on them, and on the coves

And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto
The vapors had receded, taking there

Their station under a cerulean sky,

Oh, ’twas an unimaginable sight!

15

20

Clouds, mists, streams, watery rocks and emerald turf,

Clouds of all tincture, rocks and sapphire sky,
Confused, commingled, mutually inflamed,
Molten together, and composing thus,

Each lost in each, that marvelous array

Of temple, palace, citadel, and huge
Fantastic pomp of structure without name,
In fleecy folds voluminous, enwrapped
Right in the midst, where interspace appeared
Of open court, an object like a throne
Under a shining canopy of state

Stood fixed. . . .

THE SOLITARY REAPER

Behold her, single in the field,
Yon solitary highland lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy stran,

O listen! for the vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travelers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard
In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.
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Will no one tell me what she sings?—

Perhan the plaintive numbers flow

For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago: 20
Or is it some more humble lay,

Familiar matter of today?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

That has been, and may be again?

Whate’er the theme, the maiden sang 25
As 1f her song could have no ending;

I saw her singing at her work,

And o’er the sickle bending;—

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill 30
The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.

ODE

INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY FROM RECOLLECTIONS
OF EARLY CHILDHOOD

The Child 1s Father of the Man,
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.

There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Appareled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 5
It is not now as it hath been of yore;—
Turn whereso’er I may,
By night or day,
The things which I have seen I now can see no more.

The rainbow comes and goes, 10
And lovely is the rose,
The moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare,
Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair; 15
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The sunshine is a glorious birth;
But yet I know, where’er I go,
That there hath passed away a glory from the earth.

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,
And while the young lambs bound 20
As to the tabor’s sound,
To me alone there came a thought of grief;
A timely utterance gave that thought relief,
And I again am strong:
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep; 25
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong;
I hear the echoes through the mountains throng;
The winds come to me from the fields of sleep,
And all the earth is gay;
Land and sea 30
Give themselves up to jollity,
And with the heart of May
Doth every beast keep holhiday;—
Thou child of joy,
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy
shepherd-boy. 35

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call
Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you 1n your jubilee;
My heart is at your festival,
My head hath its coronal, 40
The fullness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all.
Oh evil day! if I were sullen
While Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,
And the children are culling 45
On every side,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers, while the sun shines warm,
And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:—
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear! 50
—But there’s a tree, of many, one,
A single field which I have looked upon,
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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 sleep and a forgetting:
The soul that rises with us, our life’s star,
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 sees it 1n his joy;
The youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travel, still is Nature’s priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended;
At length the man percerves 1t die away,
And fade into the light of common day.

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
And, even with something of a mother’s mind,
And no unworthy aim,
The homely nurse doth all she can
To make her foster-child, her inmate man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.

Behold the child among his newborn blisses,
A six years’ darling of a pygmy size!
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies,
Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses,
With light upon him from his father’s eyes!
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See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of human life,
Shaped by himself with newly learned art;
A wedding or a festival,
A mourning or a funeral,
And this hath now his heart,
And unto this he frames his song:
Then will he fit his tongue
To dialogues of business, love, or strife;
But it will not be long
Ere this be thrown aside,
And with new joy and pride
The Iittle actor cons another part;
Filling from time to time his “humorous stage”
With all the persons, down to palsied age,
That life brings with her in her equipage;
As if his whole vocation
Were endless imitation.

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie
Thy soul’s immensity;
Thou best philosopher, who yet dost keep
Thy heritage, thou eye among the blind,
That, deaf and silent, readst the eternal deep,
Haunted forever by the eternal mind,—
Mighty prophet! seer blest!
On whom those truths do rest,
Which we are toiling all our lives to find,
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave;
Thou, over whom thy immortality
Broods like the day, a master o’er a slave,
A presence which is not to be put by;
Thou little Child, yet glorious 1n the might
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height,
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke
The years to bring the 1nevitable yoke,
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?

Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,
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108. “humorous stage,” see As You Like It, 11, 7, 1. 139 ff.; “humor-

ous” refers to a temporary whim or mood.
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And custom lie upon thee with a weight,
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as hfe!

O joy! that in our embers

Is something that doth live, 130
That nature yet remembers

What was so fugitivel

The thought of our past years in me doth breed
Perpetual benediction: not indeed
For that which is most worthy to be blest— 135
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
Of childhood, whether busy or at rest,
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast:—
Not for these I raise
The song ot thanks and praise; 140
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, 145
High instincts before which our mortal nature
Did tremble like a gulty thing surprised:
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may, 150
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 seem moments in the being
Of the eternal silence: truths that wake, 155
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavor,
Nor man nor boy,
Nor all that is at enmuty with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy! 160
Hence in a season of calm weather,
Though inland far we be,
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither, 165
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And see the children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

Then sing, ye birds! sing, sing a joyous song!
And let the young lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound!
We in thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts today
Feel the gladness of the May!
What though the radiance which was once so bright
Be now forever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendor 1n the grass, of glory in the flower;
We will grieve not, rather find
Strength in what remains behind;
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must ever be;
In the soothing thoughts that spring
Out of human suffering;
In the faith that looks through death,
In years that bring the philosophic mind.

And oh, ye fountains, meadows, hills, and groves,
Forebode not any severing of our loves!
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;
I only have relinquished one delight
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I love the brooks which down their channels fret,
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they;
The innocent brightness of a new-born day

Is lovely yet;
The clouds that gather round the setting sun
Do take a sober coloring from an eye
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality;
Another race hath been, and other palms are won.
Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.
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TO A SKYLARK

Ethereal minstrel! pilgrim of the sky!

Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound?
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground?

Thy nest which thou canst drop 1nto at will,
Those quivering wings composed, that music,stilll

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood;

A privacy of glorious light is thine;

Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood

Of harmony, with instinct more divine;

Type of the wise who soar, but never roam;
True to the kindred points of Heaven and homel

THERE WAS A BOY
From “The Prelude.” Book Five

There was a Boy. ye knew him well, ye cliffs
And islands of Winander!l—many a time
At evening, when the earliest stars began
To move along the edges of the hills,
Rising or setting, would he stand alone 5
Beneath the trees or by the ghmmering lake,
And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands
Pressed closely palm to palm, and to his mouth
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument,
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls, 10
That they might answer him; and they would shout
Across the watery vale, and shout again,
Responsive to his call, with quivering peals,
AncP long halloos and screams, and echoes loud,
Redoubled and redoubled, concourse wild 15
Of jocund din; and, when a lengthened pause
Of silence came and baffled his best skil{
Then sometimes, in that silence while he hung
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise
Has carried far into his heart the voice 20
Of mountain torrents; or the visible scene
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Would enter unawares into his mind,

With all 1ts solemn imagery, 1ts rocks,

Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, received

Into the bosom of the steady lake. 25

This Boy was taken from his mates, and died
In childhood, ere he was full twelve years old.
Fair is the spot, most beautiful the vale
Where he was born; the grassy churchyard hangs
Upon a slope above the village school, 3
And through that churchyard when my way has led
On summer evenings, I believe that there
A long half hour together I have stood
Mute, looking at the grave in which he lies!
Even now appears before the mind’s clear eye 35
That self-same village church; I see her sit
(The throned Lady whom erewhile we hailed)
On her green hill, forgetful of this Boy
Who slumbers at her feet—forgetful, too,
Of all her silent neighborhood of graves, 40
And listening only to the gladsome sounds
That, from the rural school ascending, play
Beneath her and about her. May she long
Behold a race of young ones like to those
With whom I herded!—(easily, indeed, 45
We might have fed upon a fatter soil
Of arts and letters—but be that forgiven)—
A race of real children; not too wise,
Too learned, or too good; but wanton, fresh,
And bandied up and down by love and hate; 50
Not unresentful where self-justified;
Fierce, moody, patient, venturous, modest, shy;
Mad at their sports like withered leaves 1n winds;
Though doing wrong and suffering, and full oft
Bending beneath our life’s mysterious weight 55
Of pain, and doubt, and fear, yet yielding not
In happiness to the happiest upon earth.
Simplicity in habit, truth in speech,
Be these the daily strengtheners of their minds;
May books and Nature be their early joy! 6o
And knowledge, rightly honored with that name—
Knowledge not purchased by the loss of power!

(o]
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge
1772 1834

KUBLA KHAN

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decree:
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
Through caverns measureless to man
Down to a sunless sea. 5
So twice five miles of fertile ground
With walls and towers were girdled round:
And here were gardens bright with smuous rills,
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree,
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 10
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!

A savage place; as holy and enchanted

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 15
By woman wailing for her demon-lover!

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,

A mighty fountain momently was forced,

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 20
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail:

And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever

It flung up momently the sacred river.

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 25
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,

Then reached the caverns measureless to man,

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:

And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far

Ancestral voices prophesying war! 80

The shadow of the dome of pleasure
Floated midway on the waves;
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Where was heard the mingled measure

From the fountain and the caves.
It was a miracle of rare device, 35
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of icel

A damsel with a dulcimer
In a vision once I saw:
It was an Abyssinian maid,
And on her dulcimer she played, 40
Singing of Mount Abora.
Could I revive within me
Her symphony and song,
To such a deep delight ’twould win me,
That with music loud and long, 45
I would build that dome in air,
That sunny dome! those caves of ice!
And all who heard should see them there,
And all should cry, Beware! Beware!
His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 50
Weave a circle round him thrice,
And close your eyes with holy dread,
For he on honey-dew hath fed,
And drunk the milk of Paradise.

THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER
IN SEVEN PARTS

ARGUMENT

How a ship having passed the Line was driven by storms to the cold country
toward the south pole, and how from thence she made her course to the trop-
1cal latitude of the great Pacific Ocean, and of the strange things that befell;
and 1n what manner the ancient Mariner came back to his own country.

. PART I

An ancient N .

Marner It is an ancient Manner,

;:r:: bGﬁl.ien And he stoppeth one of three.

n 11 o« : :

toa wed- By thy long gray beard and glittering eye,
-feast, ’

and deta. Now wherefore stopp’st thou me?
one.

The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, §
And I am next of kin;



The Wed-
dmg;](:;ruest
18 spell-
bound by the
eire of the
old sea-
faring man,
and con-
strained to
hear his tale.

The Mariner
tells how the
ship sailed
southward
with a good
wind and fair
weather, till
1t reached
the Line.

The Wed-
ding-Guest
heareth the
bridal music,
but the Mar-
ner con-
tinueth his
tale.
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The guests are met, the feast is set:
May’st hear the merry din.”

He holds him with his skinny hand,
“There was a ship,” quoth he.

“Hold off! unhand me, gray-beard loon!”
Eftsoons his hand dropt he.

He holds him with his glittering eye-
The Wedding-Guest stood still,

And listens like a three years’ child:
The Mariner hath his will.

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:
He cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.
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“The ship was cheered, the harbor cleared,

Merrly did we drop
Below the kirk, below the hill,
Below the lighthouse top.

The sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came hel

And he shone bright, and on the right
‘Went down into the sea.

Higher and higher every day,

Till over the mast at noon—"

The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,
For he heard the loud bassoon.

The bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she;

Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy.

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

25

30

35

40
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The shi
driven by a
storm toward
the south
pole.

The land of
1ce, and of
fearful
sounds where
no living
thing was to
be seen.

Till a great
sea-bird,
called the
Albatross,
came
through the
snow-fog,
and was re-
cetved with
great joy and
ospitality,

And lo! the
Albatross
vaeth a

1rd of good
omen, and
followeth the
ship as 1t re-
turned north-
ward through

fog and
floating ice.

THE ROMANTIC PERIOD

“And now the storm-blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong:

He struck with his o’ertaking wings,

And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow, 45
As who pursued with yell and blow

Suill treads the shadow of his foe,

And forward bends his head,

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
And southward aye we fled. 50

And now there came both mist and snow,
And it grew wondrous cold:

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,

As green as emerald.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts 55
Did send a dismal sheen:

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—

The ice was all between.

The ice was here, the ice was there,

The ice was all around: 60
It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
Like noises 1n a swound!

At length did cross an Albatross,

Thorough the fog it came;

As if 1t had been a Christian soul, 65
We hailed it in God’s name.

It ate the food it ne’er had eat,

And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit;

The helmsman steered us through! 7a

And a good south wind sprung up behind;
The Albatross did follow,

And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariners’ hollol



The ancient
Mariner 1n-
hospitably
killeth the
pious bird of
good omen.

His ship-
mates cry out
against the
ancient
Mariner, for
killing the
bird of good
uck.

But when the
f‘;f cleared
oft, they
justify the
same, and
thus make
themselves
accomplices
1n the crime,

The fair
breeze con-
tinues, the
ship enters
the Pacific
Ocean, and
sails north-
ward, even
t1ll 1t reaches
the Line
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In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 5
It perched for vespers nine;

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmered the white moon-shine.”

“God save thee, ancient Mariner!

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!— 8o
Why look’st thou so?”—*“With my cross-bow

I shot the Albatross.

PART II

“The Sun now rose upon the right:

Out of the sea came he,

Sull hid in mist, and on the left 85
Went down into the sea.

And the good south wind still blew behind,
But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or play

Came to the mariners’ hollol 9o

And I had done a hellish thing,

And it would work ’em woe:

For all averred, I had killed the bird

That made the breeze to blow.

‘Ah wretch!’ said they, ‘the bird to slay, g3
That made the breeze to blow!’

Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head,

The glorious Sun uprist:

Then all averred, I had killed the bird

That brought the fog and muist. 100
‘"T'was right,’ said they, ‘such birds to slay,
That bring the fog and mist.’

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
The furrow followed free;

We were the first that ever burst 105
Into that silent sea.
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The ship hath been . Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,
Twas sad as sad could be;
And we did sFeak only to break
The silence of the seal 110

All in a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

Right up above the mast did stand,
No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day, 115
We stuck, nor breath nor motion;

As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.

And the Albatross Water, water, everywhere,

';;g‘n“"ea"“ And all the boards did shrink; 120
Water, water, everywhere
Nor any drop to drink.

The very deep did rot: O Christ!

That ever this should be!

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 125
Upon the shmy sea.

About, about, in reel and rout
The death-fires danced at might;
The water, like a witch’s oils,

Burnt green, and blue, and white. 130
A Spirit had followed

them, one of the invisi-
Dl iohe o the imie- And some 1n dreams assured were

pltrllet, nelthe:l departed Of the Spirit that plagued us so:

22,,,?,,?5&35, the " Nine fathom deep he had followed us

learned Jew, Josephus,

and m%,]m {I ‘CMO’L';el From the land of mist and snow.

S antmopo ian, 1C!

Pscllus, maybecon- ~ And every tongue, through utter drought, 13y

It
:‘.‘:‘;;’,OE:;?H:]':I,::?B Was withered at the root;

no chimate or element  We could not speak, no more than if
without one or more O
. We had been choked with soot.
The ship-mates, 1n their
sore distress, would fain

throw the whole guilt on Ah! well a-day! what evil looks

the ancient Mariner 1 Had ] from old and young! 140
hereof they ha

the dead sea-bird round  Instead of the cross, the Albatross

hus neck. About my neck was hung.



The ancient
Mariner
beholdeth a
sign 1n the
element
afar off.

At 1ts nearer
approach, 1t
seemeth
him to be a
ship, and at
a dear ran-
som he
freeth his
speech from

e bonds of
thirst

A flash of
10y,

And horror
follows

For can 1t be
a ship that
comes on-
ward with-
out wind or
tide?
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PART III

“There passed a weary time. Each throat
Was parched, and glazed each eye.

A weary time! a weary time!

How glazed each weary eye,

When looking westward, I beheld

A something 1n the sky.

At first it seemed a little speck,

And then it seemed a muist;

It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, I wist.

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!
And stll 1t ncared and neared:

As if it dodged a water-sprite,

It plunged and tacked and veered.
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With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,

We could nor laugh nor wail;

Through utter drought all dumb we stood!

I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,
And cried, ‘A sail! a saill’

160

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,

Agape they heard me call;
Gramercy! they for joy did grin,
And all at once their breath drew in,
As they were drinking all.

‘See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!
Hither to work us weal;

Without a breeze, without a tide,

She steadies with upright keell’

The western wave was all a-flame;
The day was well nigh donel
Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad bright Sun;

When that strange shape drove suddenly

Betwixt us and the Sun.
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It seemeth
him but the
skeleton of a
ship,

And its ribs
are seen as
bars on the
face of the
setting Sun
The Spectre-
Woman and
her Death-
mate, and no
other on
board the
skeleton-
ship.

Like vessel,
like crew!

Death and
Life-n-
Death have
diced for the
ship’s crew,
nd she (the
latter)
winneth the
ancient
Mariner.

No twilight
within the
courts of the
Sun,

At the rising
of the Moon,
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And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
(Heaven’s Mother send us gracel)

As 1f through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face. 180

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears!

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
Like restless gossameres?

Are those her ribs through which the Sun 18j
Did peer, as through a grate?

And 1s that Woman all her crew?

Is that a Death? and are there two?

Is Death that woman’s mate?

Her lips were red, her looks were free, 190
Her locks were yellow as gold:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The mightmare Life-in-Death was she,

Who thicks man’s blood with cold.

The naked hulk alongside came, 195
And the twain were casting dice;

‘The game is done! I've won! I've won!’
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out:

At one stride comes the dark; 200
With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea,

Off shot the spectre-bark

We listened and looked sideways up!

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sip! 205
The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white;
From the sails the dew did drip—

Till clomb above the eastern bar

The horned Moon, with one bright star 210
Within the nether tip.
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One after One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,
another, N .

Too quick for groan or sigh,

Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,

And cursed me with his eye. 215
His ship- Four times fifty living men,
proy <'1{r§ (And I heard nor sigh nor groan)

With heavy thump, a Iifeless lump,

They dropped down one by one.
ButLifein-  The souls did from their bodies fly,~ 220
begins her They fled to bliss or woe!
ke ™ And every soul, it passed me by,
Mariner. Like the whizz of my cross-bow!

PART IV

TheWed, "I fear thee, ancient Mariner]
feareth that I fear thy skinny hand! 225
2 St s And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
him, As is the ribbed sea-sand.

I fear thee and thy glittering eye,

And thy skinny hand, so brown.”—
But the “Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest! 230
M as.  This body dropt not down.
SHhwedly  Alone, alone, all, all al
life, and pi one, alone, all, all alone,
fﬁ%;ﬁ"" Alone on a wide, wide seal
borrble pen-  And never a saint took pity on

ance.

My soul in agony. 235

Hedespiseth  The many men, so beautiful!
the creatures

ofthecalm.  And they all dead did lie:
And a thousand thousand slimy things

Lived on; and so did I.

Andenvieth ] looked upon the rotting sea, 24a
shouldive,  And drew my eyes away;
ficdead ™ 1 looked upon the rotting deck,

And there the dead men lay.
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But the curse liveth for
him 1n the eye of the
dead men.

In his loneliness and
fixedness he yearneth
toward the journeyin
Moon, and the stars that
still sojourn, yet still
move onward, and every-
where the blue sky be-
longs to them, and 1s their
appointed rest, and their
native country and their
own natural homes, which
they enter unannounced,
as lords that are certainly
expected and yet there 1s
a silent joy at their arrival,

By the light of the
oon he beholdeth
God’s creatures of the

great calm,

I looked to heaven, and tried to pray;

But or ever a prayer hadsgusht, 245
A wicked whisper came, and made

My heart as dry as dust.

I closed my lids, and kept them close,

And the balls like pulses beat;

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky
Lay like a load on my weary eye, 251
And the dead were at my feet.

The cold sweat melted from their limbs,

Nor rot nor reek did they.

The look with which they looked on me 255
Had never passed away.

An orphan’s curse would drag to hell

A spint from on high;

But oh! more horrible than that

Is the curse 1n a dead man’s eyel 260
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,
And yet I could not die.

The moving Moon went up the sky,

And nowhere did abide:

Softly she was going up, 265
And a star or two beside—

Her beams bemocked the sultry main,

Like April hoar-frost spread;

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,

The charmed water burnt alway 270
A still and awful red.

Beyond the shadow of the ship,

I watched the water-snakes:

They moved in tracks of shining white,

And when they reared, the elfish light 275
Fell off in hoary flakes.

Within the shadow of the ship
I watched their rich attire:



Their beauty
and their
happiness.

He blesseth
them 1n his
heart

The spell
begins to
break.

By irace of
the holy
Mother, the
ancient
Marner is
refreshed
with rain

He heareth
sounds and
seeth strange
sights and
commotions
in the sky
and the
element.
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Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
They coiled and swam; and every track
Was a flash of golden fire.

O happy living things! no tongue
Their beauty might declare:

A spring of love gushed from my heart,
And I blessed them unaware:

Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
And I blessed them unaware.

The selfsame moment I could pray;
And from my neck so free

The Albatross fell off, and sank

Like lead into the sea.

PART V

“Oh sleep! 1t is a gentle thing,
Beloved from pole to pole!

To Mary Queen the praise be given!
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
That slid into my soul.

The silly buckets on the deck,

That had so long remained,

I dreamt that they were filled with dew;
And when I awoke, it rained.

My lips were wet, my throat was cold,
My garments all were dank;

Sure I had drunken in my dreams,
And still my body drank.

I moved, and could not feel my limbs;
I was so light—almost

I thought that I had died in sleep,
And was a blessed ghost.

And soon I heard a roaring wind:
It did not come anear;

But with its sound it shoek the sails,
That were so thin and sere.
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The bodies
of the ship’s
cre\:dare 13-
spired, an
tge shx’p
moves on,

But not by
the souls of
the men, nor
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The upper air burst into life!

And a hundred fire-flags sheen,

To and fro they were hurried about! 315
And to and fro, and in and out,

The wan stars danced between.

And the coming wind did roar more loud,

And the sails did sigh like sedge;

And the rain poured down from one black
cloud, 320

The Moon was at its edge.

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still

The Moon was at 1ts side:

Like waters shot from some high crag,

The lightning fell with never a jag, 325
A river steep and wide.

The loud wind never reached the ship,

Yet now the ship moved on!

Beneath the lightning and the Moon

The dead men gave a groan. 330

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;

It hacF been strange, even in a dream,

To have seen those dead men rise.

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on; 335
Yet never a breeze up blew;

The mariners all ‘gan work the ropes,

Where they were wont to do,

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools—
We were a ghastly crew. 340

The body of my brother’s son

Stood by me, knee to knee:

The body and I pulled at one rope
But he said nought to me.”

“I fear thee, ancient Mariner!” 845
“Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest!



bg daemons
of earth or
middle air,
butbya
blessed troop
of angelic
spirits, sent
down i’y the
nvocation of
the guardian
saint,

The lone-
some Spirit
from the
south pole
carries on the
ship as far as
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"Twas not those souls that fled in pain,
Which to their corses came again,
But a troop of spirits blest:

241

For when it dawned—they dropped their arms,

And clustered round the mast,

351

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,

And from their bodies passed.

Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
Then darted to the Sun;

Slowly the sounds came back again,
Now mixed, now one by one.

Sometimes a-dropping from the sky

I heard the sky-lark sing,

Sometimes all little birds that are,
How they seemed to fill the sea and air
With their sweet jargoning!

And now ’twas like all instruments,
Now like a lonely flute;

And now 1t is an angel’s song,
That makes the heavens be mute.

It ceased, yet sull the sails made on
A pleasant noise till noon,

A noise like of a hidden brook

In the leafy month of Junc,

That to the sleeping woods all night
Singeth a quiet tune.

T1ll noon we quietly sailed on,
Yet never a breeze did bieathe:
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
Moved onward from beneath.

Under the keel nine fathom deep,
From the land of mist and snow,
The Spirit shid: and it was he
That made the ship to go.
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the Line, in obedience to
the angelic troop, but
still requireth vengeance,

The Polar Spirit’s fellow-
daemons, the invistble 1n-
habstants of the element,
take part in his wrong,
and two of them relate,
one to the other, that
penance long and heavy
for the ancient Mariner
hath been accorded to the
Polar Spirit, who return-
eth southward.
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The sails at noon left off their tune,
And the ship stood still also.

The Sun, night up above the mast,
Had fixed her to the ocean:

But 1n a minute she 'gan stir,

With a short uneasy motion—
Backwards and forwards half her length
With a short uneasy motion.

Then like a pawing horse let go,
She made a sudden bound:

It flung the blood into my head,
And I fell down in a swound.

How long in that same fit I lay,

I have not to declare;

But ere my living hife returned,

I heard and in my soul discerned
Two voices 1n the air,

‘Is it he?’ quoth one, ‘Is this the man?
By Him who died on cross,

With his cruel bow he laid full low
The harmless Albatross.

The Spirit who bideth by himself

In the land of must and snow,

He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow.’

The other was a softer voice,

As soft as honey-dew.

Quoth he, “The man hath penance done,
And penance more will do.’

PART VI
First Voice

“‘But tell me, tell me! speak again,
Thy soft response renewing—
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What makes that ship drive on so fast?
What is the ocean doing?’

Second Voice

‘Still as a slave before his lord,

The ocean hath no blast; 415
His great bright eye most silently

Up to the moon 1s cast—

If he may know which way to go;

For she guides him smooth or grim.

See, brother, see! how graciously 420
She looketh down on him.

Furst Voice

‘But why drives on that ship so fast,
Without or wave or wind?’

Second Voice

‘The air is cut away before,
And closes from behind. 425

Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high!
Or we shall be belated:

For slow and slow that ship will go,
‘When the Mariner’s trance 1s abated.’

I woke, and we were sailing on 430
As in a gentle weather:

"Twas night, calm mght, the moon was high,
The dead men stood together.

All stood together on the deck,

For a charnel-dungeon fitter: 435
All fixed on me their stony eyes,

That in the Moon did glitter.

The pang, the curse, with which they died,
Had never passed away:
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I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 440
Nor turn them up to pray.

And now this spell was snapt: once more

I viewed the ocean green,

And looked far forth, yet little saw

Of what had else been seen— 445

Like one, that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once turned round walks on,
And turns no more his head,

Because he knows a frightful fiend 450
Doth close behind him tread.

But soon there breathed a wind on me,

Nor sound nor motion made:

Its path was not upon the sea,

In ripple or in shade. 455

1t raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
Like a meadow-gale of spring—

It mingled strangely with my fears,
Yet it felt like a welcoming.

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 460
Yet she sailed softly too:

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze—

On me alone it blew.

Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed

The light-house top I see? 465
Is this the hill? is this the kirk?

Is this mine own countree?

We drifted o’er the harbor-bar,

And I with sobs did pray—

O let me be awake, my God! 470
Or let me sleep alway.

The harbor-bay was clear as glass,
So smoothly 1t was strewn!
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And on the bay the moonlight lay,
And the shadow of the Moon.

The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
That stands above the rock:

The moonlight steeped 1n silentness
The steady weathercock.

And the bay was white with silent light
Till rising from the same,

Full many shapes, that shadows were,
In crimson colors came.

A little distance from the prow
Those crimson shadows were.

I turned my eyes upon the deck—
Oh, Christ! what saw I there!

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,
And, by the holy rood!

A man all light, a seraph-man,

On every corse theie stood.

This seraph-band, each waved his hand;
It was a heavenly sightl

They stood as signals to the land,

Each one a lovely hight,

This seraph-band, each waved his hand,
No voice did they impart—

No voice; but oh! the silence sank

Like music on my heart.

But soon I heard the dash of oars,

I heard the Pilot’s cheer;

My head was turned perforce away,
And I saw a boat appear.

The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy,

I heard them coming fast.

Dear Lord in Heaven! 1t was a joy
The dead men could not blast.
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I saw a third—I heard his voice:

It 1s the Hermut good!

He singeth loud his godly hymns 510
That he makes in the wood.

He'll shrieve my soul; he’ll wash away

The Albatross’s blood.

PART VII

“This Hermit good lives 1 that wood
Which slopes down to the sea. 515
How loudly his sweet voice he rears!

He loves to talk with marineres

That come from a far countree.

He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve—

He hath a cushion plump. 520
It 1s the moss that wholly hudes

The rotted old oak-stump.

The skiff-boat neared. 1 heard them talk,
‘Why, this 1s strange, I trow!

Where are those lights so many and fair, j25
That signal made but now?’

‘Strange, by my faith!’ the Hermit said—
‘And they answered not our cheer!

The planks look warped! and see those sails,
How thin they are and sere! 530
I never saw aught like to them,

Unless perchance it were

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag

My forest-brook along,

When the 1vy-tod 1s heavy with snow, 585
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf’s young’

‘Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look—

(The Pilot made reply)

I am a-feared’—"Push on, push onl’ 540
Said the Hermut cheenly.
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The boat came closer to the ship,
But I nor spake nor stirred;
The boat came close beneath the ship,

And straight a sound was heard. 545
a‘aed:gllv sk Under the water it rumbled on,
et Still louder and more dread

It reached the ship, it split the bay;
The ship went down like lead.

Theancient  Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, g50
ariner is
savedinthe ~ Which sky and ocean smote,
Pilt'sboat. 1 ;ke one that hath been seven days drowned
My body lay afloat;
But swift as dreams, myself I found
Within the Pilot’s boat. 555

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,
The boat spun round and round;
And all was still, save that the hill
Was telling of the sound.

I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked 560
And fell down 1n a fit;

The holy Hermit raised his eyes,

And prayed where he did sit.

I took the oars: the Pilot’s boy,

‘Who now doth crazy go, 565
Laughed loud and long, and all the while
His eyes went to and fro.

‘Ha! hal’ quoth he, ‘full plain I see,

The Devil knows how to row.’

And now, all in my own countree, 570
I stood on the firm land!

The Hermut stepped forth from the boat,

And scarcely he could stand.

The ancient

Mariner ‘O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!’
earnestly en-

treateththe 1he Hermit crossed his brow. 575
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Hermit to ‘Say quick,” quoth he, ‘I bid thee say—

hrieve him;

andthe ' What manner of man art thou?’

enance of

ife falls on . . .

him. Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
With a woful agony,
Which forced me to begin my tale; 580
And then 1t left me free.

And ever Since then, at an uncertain hour,

and anon

throughout  That agony returns:
s future kfe  Apnd ull my ghastly tale is told,

an agony -

constrameth  T'his heart within me burns. 585
him to travel

from land to

land, I pass, like night, from land to land;

I have strange power of speech;

That moment that his face I see,

I know the man that must hear me:

To him my tale I teach. 590

What loud uproar bursts from that door!

The wedding-guests are there:

But in the garden-bower the bride

And bride-maids singing are:

And hark the hittle vesper bell 595
Which biddeth me to prayer!

O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been

Alone on a wide, wide sea;

So lonely ’twas, that God himself

Scarce seemed there to be. 600

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
"T1s sweeter far to me,

To walk together to the kirk
With a goodly companyl—

To walk together to the kirk, 6oy,
And all together pray,

While each to his great Father bends,

Old men, and babes, and loving friends,
And youths and maidens gay!
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'?ng';oof;:ch, Farewell, farewell! but this I tell 610
example, To thee, thou Wedding-Guest!

loveandrev-  He prayeth well, who loveth well

things that Both man and bird and beast.
God made
and loveth.

He prayeth best, who loveth best

All things both great and small; 615
For the dear God who loveth us,

He made and loveth all.”

The Mariner, whose eye is bright,

Whose beard with age is hoar,

Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest 620
Turned from the Bridegroom’s door.

He went like one that hath been stunned,
And is of sense forlorn:

A sadder and a wiser man,

He rose the morrow morn. 625

Walter Savage Landor
1775 1864

MOTHER, I CANNOT MIND MY WHEEL

Mother, I cannot mind my wheel;
My fingers ache, my lips are dry;
O, if you felt the pain I feell
But O, who ever felt as I?

No longer could I doubt him true—
All other men may use deceit.

He always said my eyes were blue,
And often swore my lips were sweet.

ROSE AYLMER

Ah, what avails the sceptred racel
Ah, what the form divine!
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What every virtue, every grace!
Rose Aylmer, all were thine.

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes
May weep, but never see,

A night of memories and of sighs
I consecrate to thee.

AUTUMN

Mild is the parting year, and sweet
The odor of the falling spray,

Life passes on more rudely fleet,
And balmless is 1ts closing day.

I wait its close, I court its gloom,
But mourn that never must there fall
Or on my breast or on my tomb
The tear that would have soothed it all.

IANTHE

From you, Ianthe, little troubles pass
Like little ripples down a sunny river;
Your pleasures spring like daisies in the grass,
Cut down, and up again as blithe as ever.

DIRCE

Stand close around, ye Stygian set,
With Dirce in one boat conveyed,

Or Charon, seeing, may forget
That he is old and she a shade.

ON HIS SEVENTY-FIFTH BIRTHDAY

I strove with none, for none was worth my strife.
Nature I loved and, next to Nature, Art;

I warmed both hands before the fire of life;

It sinks, and I am ready to depart.
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ON DEATH

Death stands above me, whispering low
I know not what into my ear;

Of his strange language all I know
Is, there is not a word of fear.

PAST RUINED ILION

Past ruined Ilion Helen lives;
Alcestis rises from the shades

Verse calls them forth, ’tis verse that gives
Immortal youth to mortal maids

Soon shall oblivion’s deepening veil
Hide all the peopled hills you see,

The gay, the proud, while lovers hail
These many summers you and me.

George Gordon, Lord Byron
1788 1824

SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY

She walks in beauty, like the night

Of cloudless climes and starry skies,

And all that’s best of dark and bright

Meet 1n her aspect and her cyes,

Thus mellowed to that tender hight 5
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,

Had half impaired the nameless grace

Which waves in every raven tress

Or softly lightens o’er her face, 10
Where thoughts serenely sweet express

How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.
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And on that cheek and o’er that brow

So soft, so calm, yet cloquent,

The smules that win, the tints that glow 15
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love 1s 1nnocent.

THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB

The Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green, 5
That host with their banners at sunset were seen:

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown,
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed; 10
And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,
And their hearts but once heaved, and forever grew still!

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,

But through 1t there rolled not the breath of his pride;
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 15
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.

And there lay the rider distorted and pale,

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail;
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,

The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 20

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!
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WHEN WE TWO PARTED

When we two parted
In silence and tears,
Half broken-hearted
To sever for years,
Pale grew thy cheek and cold, 5
Colder thy kiss,
Truly that hour foretold
Sorrow to this.

The dew of the morning
Sunk chill on my brow— 10
It felt like the warning
Of what I feel now.
Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame;
I hear thy name spoken, 15
And share 1n 1ts shame.

They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear,
A shudder comes o’er me—
Why wert thou so dear? 20
They know not I knew thee,
Who knew thee too well:—
Long, long shall I rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met— 25
In silence I grnieve
That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.
If I should meet thee
After long years, 30
How should I greet thee?—
With silence and tears.
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CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE
CANTO 111

1

Is thy face like thy mother’s, my fair child!

Ada! sole daughter of my house and heart?

When last I saw thy young blue eyes they smiled,

And then we parted,—not as now we part,

But with a hope.—

Awaking with a start, 5

The waters heave around me; and on high

The winds lift up their voices: I depart,

Whither I know not, but the hour’s gone by,
When Albion’s lessening shores could grieve or glad mine

eye.
2

Once more upon the waters! yet once more! 10

And the waves bound beneath me as a steed

That knows his rider. Welcome to their roar!

Swift be their guidance, whersoe’er it lead!

Though the strained mast should quiver as a reed,

And the rent canvas fluttering strew the gale, 15

Still must I on; for I am as a weed,

Flung from the rock, on Ocean’s foam to sail
Where’er the surge may sweep, the tempest’s breath prevail.

3

In my youth’s summer I did sing of One,
The wandering outlaw of his own dark mind; 20
Again I seize the theme, then but begun,
And bear it with me, as the rushing wind
Bears the cloud onwards: 1in that Tale I find
The furrows of long thought, and dried-up tears,
Which, ebbing, leave a sterile track behind, 25
O’er which all heavily the journeying years

Plod the last sands of life,—where not a flower appears.
2. Ada, Byron’s daughter.

19. One, Childe Harold, the first 2 cantos of the poem were written
several years before the third.
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4
Since my young days of passion—joy or pain,
Perchance my heart and harp have lost a string,
And both may jar: it may be, that in vain
I would essay, as I have sung, to sing
Yet, though a dreary strain, to this I cling;
So that 1t wean me from the weary dream
Of selfish grief or gladness—so 1t fling
Forgetfulness around me—it shall seem
To me, though to none else, a not ungrateful theme.

5

He, who grown aged in this world of woe,
In deeds, not years, piercing the depths of life,
So that no wonder waits him—nor below
Can love or sorrow, fame, ambaition, strife,
Cut to his heart again with the keen knife
Of silent, sharp endurance—he can tell
Why thought seeks refuge in lone caves, yet rife
With airy 1mages, and shapes which dwell
Still unimpaired, though old, in the soul’s haunted cell.

6

"Tis to create, and in creating hve

A being more intense, that we endow

With form our fancy, gaining as we give

The life we image, even as I do now.

What am I? Nothing but not so art thou,

Soul of my thought! with whom I traverse earth,
Invisible but gazing, as I glow

Mixed with thy spirit, blended with thy birth,
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And feeling sull with thee in my crushed feelings’ dearth.

7

Yet must I think less wildly:—I hkave thought
Too long and darkly, till my brain became,
In its own eddy boiling and o’erwrought,

A whirling gulf of phantasy and flame:

b5
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And thus, untaught in youth my heart to tame,
My springs of liffe were poisoned. "Tis too late! 6o
Yet am I changed; though sull enough the same
In strength to bear what time cannot abate,
And feed on bitter fruits without accusing Fate.

8
Something too much of this —but now ’tis past,
And the spell closes with its silent seal. 65

Long-absent HAROLD re-appears at last—
He of the breast which fain no more would feel,
Wrung with the wounds which kill not, but ne’er heal;
Yet Time, who changes all, had altered him
In soul and aspect as in age. years steal 70
Fire from the mind as vigor from the limb;

And life’s enchanted cup but sparkles near the brim.

9

His had been quaffed too quickly, and he found

The dregs were wormwood; but he filled again,

And from a purer fount, on holier ground, 75

And deemed 1ts spring perpetual—but 1n vain!

Still round him clung mvisibly a chain

Which galled for ever, fettering though unseen,

And heavy though it clanked not; worn with pain,

Which pined although it spoke not, and grew keen, 8o
Entering with every step he took through many a scene.

10

Secure in guarded coldness, he had mixed
Again in fancied safety with his kind,
And deemed his spirit now so firmly fixed
And sheathed with an invulnerable mind, 85
That, if no joy, no sorrow lurked behind;
And he, as one, might 'midst the many stand
Unheeded, searching through the crowd to find
Fit speculauon; such as in strange land
He found in wonder-works of God and Nature’s hand. go
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11

But who can view the ripened rose, nor seek
To wear 1t? who can curiously behold
The smoothness and the sheen of Beauty’s cheek,
Nor feel the heart can ncver all grow old?
Who can contemplate Fame through clouds unfold  gs
The star which nises o’er her steep, nor climb?
Harold, once more within the vortex, rolled
On with the giddy arcle, chasing Time,
Yet with a nobler aim than 1n his youth’s fond prime.

12

But soon he knew himself the most unfit 100
Of men to herd with Man, with whom he held
Little in common; untaught to submit
His thoughts to others, though his soul was quelled
In youth by his own thoughts; still uncompelled,
He would not yield dominmion of his mind 105
To spints against whom his own rebelled,
Proud though 1n desolation; which could find
A life within itself, to breathe without mankind.

13
Where rose the mountains, there to him were friends;
Where rolled the ocean, thereon was his home, 110

Where a blue sky, and glowing clime, extends,
He had the passion and the power to roam;
The desert, forest, cavern, breaker’s foam,
Were unto him companionship, they spake
A mutual language, clearer than the tome 115
Of his land’s tongue, which he would oft forsake
For Nature’s pages glassed by sunbeams on the lake.

14
Like the Chaldean, he could watch the stars,
Till he had peopled them with beings bright
As their own beams; and earth, and earth-born jars, 120
And human frailties, were forgotten quite:
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Could he have kept his spirit to that flight
He had been happy, but this clay will sink
Its spark immortal, envying 1t the light
To which i1t mounts, as if to break the link 125
That keeps us from yon heaven which woos us to its brink.

15

But in Man’s dwellings he became a thing

Restless and worn, and stern and wearisome,

Prooped as a wild-born falcon with clipped wing,

To whom the boundless air alone were home: 130

Then came his fit again, which to o’ercome,

As eagerly the barred-up bird will beat

His breast and beak against his wiry dome

T1ll the blood tinge his plumage—so the heat
Of his impeded soul would through his bosom eat. 135

16

Self-exiled Harold wanders forth again,

With nought of Hope left, but with less of gloom;

The very knowledge that he lived in vain,

That all was over on this side the tomb,

Had made Despair a smilingness assume, 140

Which, though "twere wild,—as on the plundered wreck

When mariners would madly meet their doom

With draughts intemperate on the sinking deck,—
Did yet inspire a cheer, which he forbore to check.

21

There was a sound of revelry by night, 145
And Belgium’s capital had gathered then
Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright
The lamps shone o’er fair women and brave men;
A thousand hearts beat happily; and when
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 150
Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again,
And all went merry as a marriage bell;

But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising knelll

145. The Duchess of Richmond’s ball is referred to.
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22

Did ye not hear it?>—No; "twas but the wind,
Or the car rattling o’er the stony street;
On with the dance! let joy be unconfined;

No sleep t1ll morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet

To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet—
But hark!—that heavy sound breaks in once more,
As if the clouds its echo would repeat;
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before!
Arm! Arml! it is—1t 1s—the cannon’s opening roar!

23
Within a windowed niche of that high hall
Sat Brunswick’s fated chieftain; he did hear
That sound the first amidst the festival,
And caught 1ts tone with Death’s prophetic ear;
And when they smiled because he deemed it near,
His heart more truly knew that peal too well
Which stretched his father on a bloody bier,
And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell;

He rushed into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell.

24

Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress,
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness;
And there were sudden partings, such as press
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs
Which ne’er might be repeated, who could guess
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes,

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise!

25
And there was mounting 1n hot haste—the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car,
Went pouring forward with 1mpetuous speed,
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164 Brunswick’s fated chieftain, Duke Frederick William, who fell

early 1n the battle.
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And swiftly forming in the ranks of war—
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar; 185
And near, the beat of the alarming drum
Roused up the soldier ere the morning star;
‘While thronged the citizens with terror dumb,
Or whispering, with white lips—*“The foe! they come! they
comel”
26

And wild and high the Cameron’s Gathering rosel  1go
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn's hills
Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes:—
How 1n the noon of night that pibroch thrills,
Savage and shrilll But with the breath which fills
Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers 195
With the fierce natuve daring which instills
The stirring memory of a thousand years,

And Evan’s—Donald’s—fame rings in each clansman’s ears!

27
And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves,
Dewy with Nature’s tear-drops as they pass, 200
Grieving, if aught inanimate e’er gnieves,
Over the unreturning brave,—alas!
Ere evening to be trodden like the grass
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow
In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 205
Of living valor, rolling on the foe
And burning with high hope shall molder cold and low.

28

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life,

Last eve in Beauty's ciicle proudly gay,

The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 210

The morn the marshaling in arms,—the day

Battle’s magnificently stern arrayl

The thunder-clouds close o’er it, which when rent

The earth 1s covered thick with other clay,

Which her own clay shall cover, heaped and pent, =215
Rider and horse,—friend, foe,—in one red burial blent!

~ . . -~ . . .
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CANTO 1V

179

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean—rolll

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain;

Man marks the earth with ruin; his control

Stops with the shore; upon the watery plain 220

The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain

A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own,

When for a moment, like a drop of rain,

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,
Without a grave, unknelled, uncoffined and unknown. 225

180

His steps are not upon thy paths—thy fields
Are not a spoil for him—thou dost arise
And shake him from thee, the vile strength he wields
For earth’s destruction thou dost all despise,
Spurning him from thy bosom to the skies, 230
And sendst him, shivering in thy playful spray,
And howling, to his Gods, where haply lies
His petty hope in some near port or bay,
And dashest him again to earth—there let him lay.

181

The armaments which thunderstrike the walls 235
Of rock-built aties, bidding nations quake,
And monarchs tremble 1n their capitals,
The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make
Their clay creator the vain title take
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war:— 240
These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake,
They melt 1nto thy yeast of waves, which mar
Alike the Armada’s pride, or spoils of Trafalgar.

182

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee—
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they? 245
Thy waters washed them power while they were free,
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And many a tyrant since: their shores obey
The stranger, slave or savage, their decay
Has dried up realms to deserts.—not so thou,
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves’ play— 250
Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow—

Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest now.

183

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s form

Glasses itself in tempests: in all time,

Calm or convulsed—in breeze, or gale, or storm, 255

Icing the pole, or in the tornd chime

Dark-heaving; boundless, endless, and sublime—

The image of Eternity—the throne

Of the Invisible, even fiom out thy slime

The monsters of the deep are made; each zone 260
Obeys thee; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone.

SONNET ON CHILLON

Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind!
Brightest in dungeons, Liberty! thou art:
For there thy habitation is the heart—
The heart which love of thee alone can bind;
And when thy sons to fetters are consigned—
To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom,
Their country conquers with their martyrdom,
And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind.
Chillon! thy prison is a holy place,
And thy sad floor an altar—for 't was trod,
Until his very steps have left a trace
Worn, as 1f thy cold pavement were a sod,
By Bonnivard!—May none those marks effacel
For they appeal from tyranny to God.
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FROM “DON JUAN"
Dedication

Bob Southey! You're a poet—Poet-laureate,
And representative of all the race;
Although 'tis true that you turned out a Tory at
Last—yours has lately been a common case;
And now, my Epic Rencgade! what are ye at?
With all the Lakers, in and out of place?
A nest of tuneful persons, to my eye
Like “four and twenty Blackbirds in a pye;

*“Which pye being opened they began to sing”
(This old song and new simile holds good),
“A dainty dish to set before the King,”
Or Regent, who admures such kind of food;—
And Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing,
But Iike a hawk encumbered with his hood—
Explaining metaphysics to the nation—
I wish he would explain his Explanation.

You, Bob! are rather insolent, you know,

At being disappointed in your wish
To supersede all warblers here below,

And be the only Blackbird in the dish;
And then you overstrain yourself, or so,

And tumble downward like the flying fish
Gasping on deck, because you soar too high, Bob
And fall for lack of moisture quite a-dry, Bob!

And Wordsworth, in a rather long “Excursion”
(X think the quarto holds five hundred pages),
Has given a sample from the vasty version
Of his new system to perplex the sages,
"Tis poetry—at least by Eis assertion,
And may appear so when the dog-star rages—
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French Revolution to become a Tory

6. the Lakers were a group of writers, including Wordsworth and

Coleridge, who resided in the Lake District
25. “Excursion,” a long poem of Wordsworth’s.
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And he who understands it would be able
To add a story to the Tower of Babel.

You—Gentlemen! by dint of long seclusion
From better company, have kept your own
At Keswick, and through still continued fusion
Of one another’s minds, at last have grown

To deem as a most logical conclusion,
That poesy has wreaths for you alone;
There 15 a narrowness in such a notion,

Which makes me wish you’d change your lakes for ocean.

I would not 1mitate the petty thought,
Nor coin my self-love to so base a vice,
For all the glory your conversion biought,

Since gold alone should not have been 1its price,
You have your salary, was’t for that you wrought?
And Wordsworth has his place in the Excse.
You're shabby fellows—true—but poets still,

And duly seated on the immortal hill.

Your bays may hide the baldness of your brows—
Perhaps some virtuous blushes,—let them go—
To you I envy neither truit nor boughs—
And for the fame you would engross below,
The field is universal, and allows
Scope to all such as feel the inherent glow,
Scott, Rogers, Campbell, Moore, and Crabbe will try
"Gainst you the question with posterity

For me, who, wandering with pedestrian Muses,
Contend not with you on the winged steed,

I wish your fate may yield ye, when she chooses,
The fame you envy, and the skill you need;

And recollect a poet nothing loses
In giving to his brethren their full meed

Of merit, and complaint of present days

Is not the certain path to future praise.

He that reserves his laurels for posterity
(Who does not often claim the bright reversion)
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Has generally no great crop to spare it, he
Being only injured by his own assertion;

And although here and there some glorious rarity
Arise like Titan from the sea’s immersion,

The major part of such appellants go

To—God knows where—for no one else can know.

If, fallen in evil days on evil tongues,
Milton appealed to the Avenger, Time,
If Time, the Avenger, execrates his wrongs,
And makes the word “M:ltonic” mean “sublime,”
He deigned not to belie his soul in songs,
Nor turn his very talent to a crime;
He did not loathe the Sire to laud the Son,
But closed the tyrant-hater he begun.

Think’st thou, could he—the blind Old Man—arise,
Like Samuel from the grave, to freeze once more
The blood of monarchs with his prophecies,
Or be alive again—again all hoar
With time and trials, and those helpless eyes,

And heartless daughters—worn—and pale—and poor;

Would he adore a sultan? he obey
The intellectual eunuch Castlereagh?

Cold-blooded, smooth-faced, placid miscreant!
Dabbling its sleek young hands in Erin’s gore

And thus for wider carnage taught to pant,
Transferred to gorge upon a sister shore,

The vulgarest tool that Tyranny could want,
With just enough of talent, and no more,

To lengthen fetters by another fixed,

And offer poison long already mixed.

An orator of such set trash of phrase
Ineffably—legitimately vile,

That even its grossest flatterers dare not praise,
Nor foes—all nations—condescend to smile;
Not even a sprightly blunder’s spark can blaze
From that Ixion grindstone’s ceaseless toil,
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That turns and turns to give the world a notion
Of endless torments and perpetual motion.

A bungler even in its disgusting trade,

And botching, patching, leaving still behind
Something of which its masters are afraid,

States to be curbed, and thoughts to be confined,
Conspiracy or Congress to be made—

Cobbling at manacles for all mankind—
A tinkering slave-maker, who mends old chains,
With God and man’s abhorrence for its gains.

If we may judge of matter by the mind,
Emasculated to the marrow, It
Hath but two objects, how to serve, and bind,
Deeming the chain 1t wears even men may fit,
Eutropius of 1ts many masters—blind
To worth as freedom, wisdom as to wit.
Fearless—because no feeling dwells in ice,
Its very courage stagnates to a vice.

Where shall 1 turn me not to view its bonds,
For I will never feel them?—Italy!
Thy late reviving Roman soul desponds
Beneath the he this State-thing breathed o’er thee—
Thy clanking chain, and Erin’s yet green wounds,
Have voices—tongues to cry aloud for me
Europe has slaves, allies, kings, armies still,
And Southey lives to sing them very 1ll.

Meantime, Sir Laureate, I proceed to dedicate,
In honest simple verse, this song to you.
And, if in flattering strains I do not predicate,
*Tis that I stll retain my “buff and blue”;
My politics as yet are all to educate:
Apostasy’s so fashionable, too,
To keep one creed’s a task grown quite Herculean:
Is it not so, my Tory, Ultra-Juhan?

132. “buff and blue,” the colors of the Whig Club uniforms,
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EVENING

From “Don Juan.” Canto Three

O Hesperus! thou bringest all good things—
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer,

To the young bird the parent’s brooding wings,
The welcome stall to the o’erlabored steer:

Whate’er of peace about our hearthstone clings, 5
Whate’er our household gods protect of dear,

Are gathered round us by thy look of rest;

Thou bring’st the child, too, to the mother’s breast.

Soft hour! which wakes the wish and melts the heart
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 10
‘When they from their sweet friends are torn apart;
Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way
As the far bell of vesper makes him start,
Seeming to weep the dying day’s decay;
Is this a fancy which our reason scorns? 15
Ah! surely nothing dies but something mourns.

Percy Bysshe Shelley
1792 1822

TO NIGHT

Swiftly walk o’er the western wave,
Spirit of Night!
Out of the misty eastern cave,
Where, all the long and lone daylight,
Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear, 5
Which make thee terrible and dear—
Swift be thy flight!

Wrap thy form in a mantle gray,

Star-inwrought!
Blind with thine hair the eyes of day; 10
Kiss her untl she be wearied out,
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Then wander o’er city, and sea, and land
Touching all with thine opiate wand—
Come, long-sought!

When I arose and saw the dawn,

I sighed for thee;
When light rode high, and the dew was gone,
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree,
And the weary day turned to his rest,
Lingering like an unloved guest,

I sighed for thee.

Thy brother Death came, and cried,
Wouldst thou me?

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,

Murmured hike a noontide bee,

Shall I nestle near thy side?

Wouldst thou me?—And I replied,
No, not thee!

Death will come when thou art dead,
Soon, too soon—

Sleep will come when thou art fled,

Of neither would 1 ask the boon

I ask of thee, beloved Night—

Swift be thine approaching flight,
Come soon, soon!

TO A SKYLARK

Hail to thee, blithe Spuirit!
Bird thou never wert,

That from Heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart

In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher

From the earth thou springest
Like a cloud of fire;

The blue deep thou wingest,

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.
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In the golden lightning
Of the sunken sun
O’er which clouds are bright'ning,
Thou dost float and run,
Like an unbodied joy whose race 1s just begun.

The pale purple even
Melts around thy flight;
Like a star of Heaven
In the broad daylight
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight:

Keen as are the arrows
Of that silver sphere,
Whose mtense lamp narrows
In the white dawn clear
Untl we hardly see—we feel that 1t is there.

All the earth and air
With thy voice 1s loud,

As, when night 1s bare,
From one lonely cloud

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflowed.

What thou art we know not;
What is most Iike thee?
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns unbidden,
Till the world 1s wrought
To sympathy with hopes and fears 1t heeded not:

Like a high-born maiden
In a palace tower,
Soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower:
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Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,

Scattering unbeholden
Its aenal hue

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view:

Like a rose-embowered
In its own green leaves,
By warm winds deflowered,
Thll the scent 1t gives

h1

Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged thieves.

Sound of vernal showers
On the twinkling grass,
Rain-awakened flowers,
All that ever was
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass.

Teach us, sprite or bird,
What sweet thoughts are thine:
I have never heard
Praise of love or wine
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Chorus hymeneal
Or triumphal chaunt
Matched with thine, would be all
But an empty vaunt—
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.

What objects are the fountains
Of thy happy strain?
What fields, or waves, or mountains?
What shapes of sky or plain?
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain?

With thy clear keen joyance
Languor cannot be:
Shadow of annoyance
Never came near thee*
Thou lovest, but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety.

56

70

75

80



PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

Waking or asleep,
Thou of death must deem
Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream,
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?

We look before and after,
And pine for what is not:
Our sincerest laughter
With some pain is fraught;

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought.

Yet if we could scorn
Hate, and pride, and fear;
If we were things born
Not to shed a tear,
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near.

Better than all measures
Of delightful sound,
Better than all treasures
That 1n books are found,
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!

Teach me half the gladness
That thy bram must know,
Such harmonious madness
From my hips would flow
The world should listen then, as I am listening now!

THE INDIAN SERENADE

1 arise from dreams of thee

In the first sweet sleep of night,
When the winds aie breathing low,
And the stars are shining bright

I anise from dreams of thee,

And a spirit in my feet

Hath led me—who knows how?

To thy chamber window, Sweet!
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The wandering airs they faint
On the dark, the silent stream—
The champak odors fail

Like sweet thoughts in a dream;
The nightingale’s complaint,

It dies upon her heart,

As I must on thine,

Oh, beloved as thou art!

O lift me from the grass!

I die! I faint! I faill

Let thy love 1n kisses rain

On my hps and eyelids pale.

My cheek is cold and whute, alas!
My heart beats loud and fast;—
Oh! press 1t to thine own again,
Where 1t will break at last.

THE DESIRE OF THE MOTH

One word is too often profaned
For me to profane it,

One feeling too falsely disdained
For thee to disdain it;

One hope 15 too like despair
For prudence to smother,

And pity from thee more dear
Than that from another.

I can give not what men call love;
But wilt thou accept not

The worship the heart lifts above
And the Heaven’s reject not,—

The desire of the moth for the star,
Of the mght for the morrow,

The devotion to something afar
From the sphere of our sorrow?
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MUSIC, WHEN SOFT VOICES DIE

Music, when soft voices die,
Vibrates in the memory—

Odors, when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.

Rose leaves, when the rose 1s dead,

Are heaped for the beloved’s bed;

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,
Love itself shall slumber on.

THE MOON

1

Art thou pale for weariness
Of chimbing heaven, and gazing on the earth,
Wandering companionless
Among the stars that have a different birth,—
And ever changing, like a joyless eye
That finds no object worth 1ts constancy?

2

And like a dying lady, lean and pale,
Who totters forth, wrapped in a gauzy veil,
Out of her chamber, led by the 1nsane
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain,
The moon arose up 1n the murky East,

A white and shapeless mass—

A LAMENT

O world! O lifel O time!
On whose last steps I climb,
Trembling at that where I had stood before;
When will return the glory of your prime?
No more—Oh, never morel

Out of the day and night
A joy has taken flight-

273



274 THE ROMANTIC PERIOD

Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar,
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight
No more—Oh, never more!

ODE TO THE WEST WIND

I

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being,
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou, 5
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Each like a corpse within its grave, until
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 10
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed 1n air)
With hiving hues and odors plain and hill.

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear!

11

Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky’s commotion, 15
Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed,
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean,

Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread
On the blue surface of thine aery surge,
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 20

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge
Of the horizon to the zenith’s height,
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge
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Jf the dying year, to which this closing night
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,
vaulted with all thy congregated might

Jf vapors, from whose solid atmosphere
3lack rain, and fire, and hail will burst oh, hear!

111

T'hou who didst waken from his summer dreams
T'he blue Mediterrtanean, where he lay,
_ulled by the coil of his crystalline streams,

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae’s bay,
And saw 1n sleep old palaces and towers
Juivering within the wave’s intenser day,

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers
jo sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou
“or whose path the Atlantic’s level powers

Cleave themselves 1into chasms, while far below
I'he sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear
T'he sapless foliage of the ocean, know

T'hy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear,
And tremble and despoil themselves oh, hear!

v

f I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;
lf I were a swift cloud to fly with thee,
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share

I'he impulse of thy strength, only less free
Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even
{ were as in my boyhood, and could be

T'he comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed
jcarce seemed a vision; I would ne’er have striven
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As thus with thee 1n prayer in my sore need.
Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud.

\4

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:
What if my leaves are falling like its own!
The tumult of thy mghty harmonies

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone,
Sweet though 1n sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,
My spinit! Be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth!
And, by the incantation of this verse,

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!
Be through my lips to unawakened earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

THE CLOUD

I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,
From the seas and the streams,

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid
In their noonday dreams.

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The sweet buds every one,

‘When rocked to rest on their mother’s breast,
As she dances about the sun.

I wield the flail of the lashing hail,
And whiten the green plains under,

And then again I dissolve it in rain,
And laugh as I pass in thunder.
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I sift the snow on the mountains below,
And their great pines groan aghast;

And all the might ’tis my pillow white,
While I sleep in the arms of the blast.

Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers,
Lightning, my pilot, sits;

In a cavern under is fettered the thunder,
It struggles and howls at fits;

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,
This pilot is gmiding me,

Lured by the love of the genu that move
In the depths of the purple sea,

Over the nlls, and the crags, and the hills,
Over the lakes and the plains,

‘Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream,
The Spint he loves remains;

And I all the while bask 1n Heaven’s blue smile,
Whilst he is dissolving 1n rains.

The sanguine Sunnse, with his meteor eyes,
And his burning plumes outspread,
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack,
When the morning star shines dead;
As on the jag of a mountain crag,
Which an earthquake rocks and swings,
An eagle alit one moment may sit
In the light of 1ts golden wings
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And when Sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneath,

Its ardors of rest and of love,
And the crimson pall of eve may fall
From the depth of Heaven above,
With wings folded I rest, on mine aery nest,
As st1ll as a brooding dove.

That orbed maiden with white fire laden,
‘Whom mortals call the Moon,

Glides glimmering o’er my fleece-like floor,
By the midmight breezes strewn;

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet,
Which only the angels hear,
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May have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof,
The stars peep behind her and peer;
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee,
Like a swarm of golden bees,
When I widen the rent 1n my wind-built tent, 55
Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas,
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,
Are each paved with the moon and these.

I bind the Sun’s throne with a burning zone,
And the Moon’s with a girdle of pearl; 6o
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.
From cape 10 cape, with a bridge-like shape,
Over a torrent sea,
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,— 65
The mountains its columns be.
The triumphal arch through which I march
With hurricane, fire, and snow,
When the Powers of the air are chained to my chair,
Is the million-colored bow; 7o
The sphere-fire above its soft colors wove,
While the moist Earth was laughing below.

I am the daughter of Earth and Water,
And the nurshng of the Sky,

I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores; 75
I change, but I cannot die.

For after the rain when with never a stain
The pavilion of Heaven 1s bare,

And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams
Build up the bluec dome of air, 8o

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out of the caverns of rain,

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,
I anise and unbuild it again.

FINAL CHORUS FROM “HELLAS”

The world’s great age begins anew,
The golden years return,
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The earth doth like a snake renew

Her winter weeds outworn.
Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam,
Like wrecks of a dissolving dream.

A bnighter Hellas rears its mountains
From waves serener far,

A new Peneus rolls his fountains
Against the morning star.

Where fairer Tempes bloom, there sleep

Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep.

A loftier Argo cleaves the main,
Fraught with a later prize;
Another Orpheus sings again,
And loves, and weeps, and dies.
A new Ulysses leaves once more
Calypso for his native shore

Oh! write no more the tale of Troy,
If earth Death’s scroll must bel
Nor mix with Laian rage the joy
Which dawns upon the free,
Although a subtler Sphinx renew
Riddles of death Thebes never knew.

Another Athens shall arise,
And to remoter time
Bequeath, like sunset to the skies,
The splendor of 1ts prime,
And leave, 1f naught so biight may live,
All earth can take or heaven can give.

Saturn and Love their long repose
Shall burst, more bright and good

Than all who fell, than One who rose,
Than many unsubdued.

Not gold, not blood, their altar dowers,

But votive tears and symbol flowers.

Oh, cease! must hate and death return?
Cease! must men kill and die?

279

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



280

THE ROMANTIC PERIOD

Cease! drain not to its dregs the urn
Of bitter prophecy.

The world is weary of the past.

Oh, mught it die or rest at last!

A FRAGMENT TO MUSIC

Silver key of the fountain of tears,

Where the spint drinks tll the brain is wild;

Softest grave of a thousand fears,

Where their mother, Care, like a drowsy child,
Is laid asleep in flowers.

SPIRIT OF DELIGHT

Rarely, rarely comest thou,
Spirt 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.

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;
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Pity then will cut away
Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay.

I love all that thou lovest, 25
Spirit of Delight!

The fresh Earth 1n new leaves dressed,
And the starry mght,

Autumn evening, and the morn

When the golden musts are born. 30

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 $5
Untainted by man’s misery.

I love tranquil solitude,
And such society
As is quiet, wise, and good;
Between thee and me 40
What difference? but thou dost possess
The things I seek, not love them less.

I love Love—though he has wings,
And like light can flee,

But above all other things, 45
Spirit, I love thee—

Thou art love and life! O comel

Make once more my heart thy home!

OZYMANDIAS

I met a traveler from an antique land,

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand 1n the desert. Near them, on the sand,

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read,
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
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The hand that mocked ! them, and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal these words appear:
“My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings:
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!”

Nothing beside remains Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.

A DIRGE

Rough wind, that moanest loud
Grief too sad for song;

Wild wind, when sullen cloud
Knells all the night long;

Sad storm, whose tears are vain,

Bare woods, whose branches strain,

Deep caves and dreary main,—
Wail, for the world’s wrong!

WHEN THE LAMP IS SHATTERED

When the lamp is shattered,
The light 1in the dust lies dead,
When the cloud is scattered,
The rainbow’s glory 1s shed;
‘When the lute 1s broken,
Sweet tones are 1emembered not;
When the lips have spoken,
Loved accents are soon forgot.

As music and splendor

Survive not the lamp and the lute,
The heart’s echoes render

No song when the spirit 1s mute:—
No song but sad dirges,

Like the wind through a ruined cell,
Or the mournful surges

That ring the dead seaman’s knell.

1mocked, 1mitated in the face of the statue.
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When hearts have once mingled,
Love first leaves the well-built nest;
The weak one is singled
To endure what 1t once possessed.
O Love! who bewailest
The frailty of all things here,
Why choose you the frailest
For your cradle, your home, and your bier?

Its passions will rock thee,
As the storms rock the ravens on high;
Bright reason will mock thee,
Like the sun from a wintry sky.
From thy nest every rafter
Will rot, and thine eagle home
Leave thee naked to laughter,
When leaves fall and cold winds come.

MUTABILITY

We are as clouds that veil the midnight moon,;
How restlessly they speed, and gleam, and quiver,
Streaking the darkness radiantlyl—yet soon
Night closes round, and they are lost forever:

Or like forgotten lyres, whose dissonant strings
Give various response to each varying blast,

To whose frail frame no second motion brings
One mood or modulation like the last.

We rest.—A dream has power to poison sleep;
We rise.—One wandering thought pollutes the day;
We feel, conceive or reason, laugh or weep;
Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away:

It is the same!—For, be it joy or sorrow,
The path of its departure still 1s free:
Man’s yesterday may ne’er be like his morrow;
Nought may endure but Mutabuility.
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ADONAIS
AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN KEATS

I weep for Adonais—he is dead!
Oh, weep for Adonais! though our tears
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head!
And thou, sad Hour, selected from all years
To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers, 5
And teach them thine own sorrow! Say: “With me
Died Adonais; till the Future dares
Forget the Past, his fate and fame shall be
An echo and a light unto eternity.”

Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay, 10

When thy son lay, pierced by the shaft which flies

In darkness? Where was lorn Urania

When Adonais died? With veiled eyes,

’Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise

She sate, while one, with soft enamored breath, 15

Rekindled all the fading melodies,

With which, like flowers that mock the corse beneath,
He had adorned and hid the coming bulk of death.

Oh, weep for Adonais—he is dead!
Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep! 20
Yet wherefore? Quench within their burning bed
Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep,
Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep,
For he is gone, where all things wise and fair
Descend—oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 25
Will yet restore him to the vital air;

Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair.

Most musical of mourners, weep again!

Lament anew, Uranial—He died—

‘Who was the Sire of an immortal strain, 30
Blind, old, and lonely, when his country’s pride,

The priest, the slave, and the liberticide,

Trampled and mocked with many a loathed rite

29. He, Milton.
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Of lust and blood; he went, unterrified,
Into the gulf of death; but his clear Sprite
Yet reigns o’er earth—the third among the sons of light.

Most musical of mourners, weep anew!
Not all to that bright station dared to climb;
And happier they their happiness who knew,
Whose tapers yet burn through that night of time 40
In which suns perished, others more sublime,
Struck by the envious wrath of man or God,
Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime;
And some yet live, treading the thorny road,
Which leads, through toil and hate, to Fame’s serene abode.

But now, thy youngest, dearest one has perished, 46
The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew,
Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherished,
And fed with true-love tears, instead of dew;
Most musical of mourners, weep anew! 50
Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the last,
The bloom, whose petals, nipped before they blew,
Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste;

The broken lily lies—the storm is overpast.

To that high Capital, where kingly Death 55
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay,
He came; and bought, with price of purest breath,
A grave among the eternal.—Come away!
Haste, while the vault of blue Italian day
Is yet his fitting charnel-roof! while still 6o
He lies, as if in dewy sleep he lay;
Awake him not! surely he takes his fill
Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all 1ll.

He will awake no more, oh, never more!—

Within the twilight chamber spreads apace 65
The shadow of white Death, and at the door

Invisible Corruption waits to trace

His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place;

55. Capital, Rome, where Keats died.
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The eternal Hunger sits, but pity and awe
Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface 70
So fair a prey, till darkness and the law

Of change shall o’er his sleep the mortal curtain draw.

Oh, weep for Adonais!—The quick Dreams,

The passton-winged Ministers of thought,

Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams 75

Of his young spirit he fed, and whom he taught

The love which was its music, wander not—

Wander no more, from kindling brain to brain,

But droop there, whence they sprung; and mourn their lot

Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet pain, 8o
They ne’er will gather strength, or find a2 home again.

And one with trembling hands clasps his cold head,
And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries:
“Our love, our hope, our sorrow, 1s not dead;
See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes, 85
Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies
A tear some Dream has loosened from his brain.”
Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise!
She knew not ’twas her own, as with no stain
She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain. 9o

One from a lucid urn of starry dew
Washed his light limbs as 1f embalming them;
Another clipped her profuse locks, and threw
The wreath upon him, like an anadem,
Which frozen tears instead of pearls begem; 95
Another 1n her willful grief would break
Her bow and winged reeds, as if to stem
A greater loss with one which was more weak;
And dull the barbed fire against his frozen cheek.

Another Splendor on his mouth alit, 100
That mouth, whence 1t was wont to draw the breath
Which gave 1t strength to pierce the guarded wit,

And pass into the panting heart beneath

With lightning and with music, the damp death
Quenched 1ts caress upon his icy lips; 105
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And, as a dying meteor stains a wreath
Of moonlight vapor, which the cold night clips,
It flushed through his pale limbs, and passed to 1ts eclipse.

And others came—Desires and Adorations,

Winged Persuasions and veiled Destinies, 110

Splendors, and Glooms, and glimmering Incarnations

Of hopes and fears, and twilight Phantasies;

And Sorrow, with her family of Sighs,

And Pleasure, blind with tears, led by the gleam

Of her own dying smile instead of eyes, 115

Came in slow pomp—the moving pomp might seem
Like pageantry of mist on an autumnal stream.

All he had loved, and molded into thought

From shape, and hue, and odor, and sweet sound,

Lamented Adonais. Morning sought 120

Her eastern watchtower, and her hair unbound,

Wet with the tears which should adorn the ground,

Dimmed the aerial eyes that kindle day;

Afar the melancholy thunder moaned,

Pale Ocean 1n unquict slumber lay, 125
And the wild winds flew round, sobbing in their dismay.

Lost Echo sits amid the voiceless mountains,
And feeds her grief with his remembeied lay,
And will no more reply to winds or fountains,
Or amorous birds perched on the young green spray, 130
Or herdsman’s horn, or bell at closing day;
Since she can mimic not his lips, more dear
Than those for whose disdain she pined away
Into a shadow of all sounds—a drear
Murmur, between their songs, is all the woodmen hear. 135

Grief made the young Spring wild, and she threw down
Her kindling buds, as if she Autumn were,

Or they dead leaves; since her delight is flown,

For whom should she have waked the sullen year?

To Phoebus was not Hyacinth so dear 140
Nor to himself Narcissus, as to both
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Thou, Adonais. Wan they stand and sere
Amid the faint companions of their youth,
With dew all turned to tears; odor, to sighing ruth.

Thy spirit’s sister, the lorn nightingale,

Mourns not her mate with such melodious pain;

Not so the eagle, who like thee could scale

Heaven, and could nourish in the sun’s domain

Her mighty youth with morning, doth complain,

Soaring and screaming round her empty nest,

As Albion wails for thee. The curse of Cain

Light on his head who pierced thy innocent breast,
And scared the angel soul that was its earthly guest!

Ah, woe is me! Winter 1s come and gone,
But grief returns with the revolving year,
The airs and streams renew their joyous tone;
The ants, the bees, the swallows reappear;
Fresh leaves and flowers deck the dead Seasons’ bier;
The amorous birds now pair 1n every biake,
And build their mossy homes in field and brere;
And the green lizard, and the golden snake,
Like unimprisoned flames, out of their trance awake.

145

150

155

160

Through wood and stream and field and hill and ocean

A quickening life from the earth’s heart has burst,
As 1t has ever done, with change and motion,
From the great morning of the world when first
God dawned on Chaos, 1n its stream immersed,
The lamps of heaven flash with a softer light;
All baser things pant with life’s sacred thust,
Diffuse themselves, and spend 1n love’s delight
The beauty and the joy of their renewed might.

The leprous corpse, touched by this spirit tender,
Exhales itself 1n flowers of gentle breath;

Like incarnations of the stars, when splendor

Is changed to fragrance, they 1llumine death

And mock the merry worm that wakes beneath;
Naught we know, dies. Shall that alone which knows

160 brere, briar.
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Be as a sword consumed before the sheath
By sightless lightningP—the 1ntense atom glows
A moment, then is quenched in a most cold repose. 180

Alas! that all we loved of him should be,

But for our grief, as if 1t had not been,

And grief itself be mortall Woe 1s me!

Whence are we, and why are we? Of what scene

The actors or spectators? Great and mean 185

Meet massed in death, who lends what life must borrow.

As long as skies are blue, and fields are green,

Evening must usher nmight, night urge the morrow,
Month follow month with woe, and year wake year to

SOITOW.

He will awake no more, oh, never more! 190
“Wake thou,” cried Misery, “childless Mother, rise
Out of thy sleep, and slake, in thy heart’s core,
A wound more fierce than his with tears and sighs.”
And all the Dreams that watched Urana’s eyes,
And all the Echoes whom their sister’s song 195
Had held in holy silence, cried: “Arise!”
Swift as a Thought by the snake’ Memory stung,

From her ambrosial rest the fading Splendor sprung.

She rose like an autumnal Night, that springs
Out of the East, and follows wild and drear 200
The golden Day, which, on eternal wings,
Even as a ghost abandoning a bier,
Had left the earth a corpse. Sorrow and fear
So struck, so roused, so rapt Urania;
So saddened round her like an atmosphere 205
Of stormy mist, so swept her on her way
Even to the mournful place where Adonais lay.

Out of her secret Paradise she sped,

Through camps and cities rough with stone, and steel,
And human hearts, which to her aery tread 210
Yielding not, wounded the invisible

Palms of her tender feet where’er they fell;

And barbed tongues, and thoughts more sharp than they,
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Rent the soft Form they never could repel,
Whose sacred blood, like the young tears of May, =213
Paved with eternal flowers that undeserving way.

In the death chamber for a moment Death,
Shamed by the presence of that living Maght,
Blushed to anmhilation, and the breath
Revisited those hips, and hife’s pale Light 220
Flashed through those limbs, so late her dear delight.
“Leave me not wild and drear and comfortless,
As silent lightning leaves the starless night!
Leave me not!” cried Urania. Her distress
Roused Death; Death rose and smiled, and met her vain
caress. 225

“Stay yet awhile! speak to me once again;
Kiss me, so long but as a kiss may live,
And 1 my heartless breast and burning brain
That word, that kiss, shall all thoughts else survive,
With food of saddest memory kept alive, 230
Now thou art dead, as if 1t were a part
Of thee, my Adonais! I would give
All that I am to be as thou now art!
But I am chained to Time, and cannot thence depart!

“O gentle child, beautiful as thou wert, 235
Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men
Too soon, and with weak hands though mighty heart
Dare the unpastured dragon in his den?
Defenseless as thou wert, oh, where was then
Wisdom the mirrored shield, or scorn the spear? 240
Or hadst thou waited the full cycle, when
Thy spint should have filled its crescent sphere,

The monsters of life’s waste had fled from thee like deer.

“The herded wolves, bold only to pursue;

The obscene ravens, clamorous o’er the dead; 245
The vultures to the conqueror’s banner true,

Who feed where Desolation first has fed,

And whose wings rain contagion—how they fled,

When like Apollo, from his golden bow,
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The Pythian of the age one arrow sped 250
And smiled!—The spoilers tempt no second blow;
They fawn on the proud feet that spurn them lying low.

“The sun comes forth, and many reptiles spawn;

He sets, and each ephemeral 1nsect then

Is gathered into death without a dawn, 255

And the immortal stars awake again;

So 1s it in the world of hiving men:

A godlike mind soars forth, in 1ts delight

Making earth bare and veiling heaven, and when

It sinks, the swarms that dimmed or shared 1ts light 260
Leave to 1ts kindred lamps the spint’s awful mght.”

Thus ceased she, and the mountain shepherds came,
Their garlands sere, their magic mantles rent,
The Pilgrim of Eternity, whose fame
Over his iving head like heaven 1s bent, 265
An early but enduring monument,
Came, veiling all the hghtnings of his song
In sorrow, from her wilds Ierne sent
The sweetest lyrist of her saddest wrong,
And love taught grief to fall like mustc from his tongue. 270

Midst others of less note, came one frail Form,
A phantom among men, companionless
As the last cloud of an expiring storm
Whose thunder is its knell, he, as 1 guess,
Had gazed on Nature’s naked loveliness, 275
Actaeon-like, and now he fled astray
With feeble steps o’er the world’s wilderness,
And his own thoughts, along that rugged way,
Pursued, like raging hounds, their father and their prey.

A pardlike Spirit beautiful and swift— 280
A Love in desolation masked—a Power

250. Pythian of the age, Byron, whom Shelley represents as attacking
the critics of his day as Apollo attacked the mythical Python.

264. Pilgrim of Eternity, Byron

271. one frail Form, Shelley himself.
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Girt round with weaknesses:—it can scarce uplift

The weight of the superincumbent hour;

It is a dying lamp, a falling shower,

A breaking billow—even whilst we speak 285
Is it not broken? On the withering flower

The killing sun smiles brightly, on a cheek

The life can burn in blood, even while the heart may break.

His head was bound with pansies overblown,

And faded violets, white, and pied, and blue; 290
And a hight spear topped with a cypress cone,

Round whose rude shaft dark ivy-tresses grew

Yet dripping with the forest’s noonday dew,

Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart

Shook the weak hand that grasped it; of that crew 295
He came the last, neglected and apart;

A herd-abandoned deer, struck by the hunter’s dart.

All stood aloof, and at his partial moan

Smuled through their tears; well knew that gentle band
Who 1n another’s fate now wept his own; 300
As, in the accents of an unknown land,

He sung new sorrow; sad Urania scanned

The Stranger’s mien, and murmured, “Who art thou?”
He answered not, but with a sudden hand

Made bare his branded and ensanguined brow, 305
Which was like Cain’s or Christ’s—Oh! that it should be so!

What softer voice is hushed over the dead?

Athwart what brow is that dark mantle thrown?

What form leans sadly o’er the white deathbed,

In mockery of monumental stone, 310
The heavy heart heaving without a moan?

If 1t be He, who, gentlest of the wise,

Taught, soothed, loved, honored the departed one,

Let me not vex with inharmonious sighs

The silence of that heart’s accepted sacrifice. 315

812. He, Leigh Hunt, one of Keats’ closest friends.
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Our Adonais has drunk poison—oh!
What deaf and viperous murderer could crown
Life’s early cup with such a draught of woe?
The nameless worm would now 1tself disown.
It felt, yet could escape, the magic tone 320
Whose prelude held all envy, hate, and wrong,
But what was howling in one breast alone,
Silent with expectation of the song,
Whose master’s hand is cold, whose silver lyre unstrung.

Live thou, whose infamy is not thy famel 325
Live! fear no heavier chastisement from me,
Thou noteless blot on a remembered namel
But be thyself, and know thyself to be!
And ever at thy season be thou free
To spill the venom when thy fangs o’erflow. 330
Remorse and self-contempt shall cling to thee;
Hot shame shall burn upon thy secret brow,
And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt—as now.

Nor let us weep that our delight 1s fled

Far from these carrion kites that scream below; 335

He wakes or sleeps with the enduring dead,

Thou canst not soar where he 1s sitting now.—

Dust to the dust! but the pure spint shall flow

Back to the burning fountain whence 1t came,

A portion of the Eternal, which must glow 340

Through time and change, unquenchably the same,
Whilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of shame.

Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep—

He hath awakened from the dream of life—

"Tis we who, lost in stormy visions, keep 345
With phantoms an unprofitable strife,

And 1n mad trance strike with our spirit’s knife
Invulnerable nothings.—We decay

816. poison Shelley 1s referring to the harsh critiasms of Keats'

poetry. The writer of the review of Endymion in The Quarterly Re
wtew was anonymous. Shelley names him 1n line 319 and line g25.
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Like corpses in a charnel, fear and grief
Convulse us and consume us day by day, 350
And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay.

He has outsoared the shadow of our night;
Envy and calumny and hate and pain,
And that unrest which men miscall delight,
Can touch him not and torture not again, 355
From the contagion of the world’s slow stain
He is secure, and now can never mourn
A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in vain;
Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn,
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urn. 36o

He lives, he wakes—’tis Death is dead, not he;
Mourn not for Adonais.—Thou young Dawn,
Turn all thy dew to splendor, for from thee
The spirit thou lamentest 1s not gone,
Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan! 365
Cease, ye faint flowers and fountains, and thou Air,
Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thrown
O’er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare

Even to the joyous stars which smile on 1ts despair!

He is made one with Nature; there is heard 370

His voice in all her music, from the moan

Of thunder, to the song ot mght’s sweet bird;

He is a presence to be felt and known

In darkness and in light, from herb and stone,

Spreading itself where’er that Power may move 375

Which has withdrawn his being to its own;

Which wields the world with never-wearied love,
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles 1t above.

He is a portion of the loveliness

Which once he made more lovely, he doth bear 380
His part, while the one Spirit’s plastic stress

Sweeps through the dull, dense world, compelling there
All new successions to the forms they wear;

Torturing th’ unwilling dross that checks 1ts flight
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To its own likeness, as each mass may bear; 385
And bursting in its beauty and 1ts might
From trees and beasts and men into the Heaven’s light.

The splendors of the firmament of time

May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not;

Like stars to their appointed height they chimb 390

And death 1s a low mist which cannot blot

The brightness it may veil. When lofty thought

Lifts a young heart above 1ts mortal lair,

And love and life contend in it {or what

Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there 395
And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air.

The inheritors of unfulfilled renown
Rose from their thrones, built beyond mortal thought,
Far in the Unapparent. Chatterton
Rose pale, his solemn agony had not 400
Yet faded from him. Sidney, as he fought
And as he fell and as he lived and loved,
Sublimely mild, a Spirit without spot,
Arose. And Lucan, by his death approved—
Oblivion, as they rose, shrank like a thing reproved. 403

And many more, whose names on earth are dark
But whose transmitted effluence cannot die
So long as fire outlives the parent spark,
Rose, robed 1n dazzling immortality.
“Thou art become as one of us,” they cry, 410
“It was for thee yon kingless sphere has long
Swung blind 1 unascended majesty,
Silent alone amid an Heaven of Song.
Assume thy winged throne, thou Vesper of our throng!”

Who mourns for Adonais? oh, come forth, 415
Fond wretch! and know thyself and him aright.

Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulous Earth;

As from a center, dart thy spirit’s light

Beyond all worlds, until its spacious might

Satiate the void circumference. Then shrink 420
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Even to a point within our day and might;
And keep thy heart light, lest 1t make thee sink,
When hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to the brink,

Or go to Rome, which 1s the sepulchre,
Oh, not of him, but of our joy; ’tis naught 425
That ages, empires, and religions there
Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought;
For such as he can lend—they borrow not
Glory from those who made the world their prey;
And he is gathered to the kings of thought 430
Who waged contention with therr ume’s decay,
And of the past are all that cannot pass away.

Go thou to Rome—at once the Paradise,

The grave, the city, and the wilderness,

And where its wrecks like shattered mountains rise, 435

And flowering weeds and fragrant copses dress

The bones of Desolation’s nakedness,

Pass, ull the Spirit of the spot shall lead

Thy footsteps to a slope of green access

Where, Iike an infant’s smile, over the dead 440
A light of laughing flowers along the grass 1s spread.

And gray walls molder round, on which dull Time

Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand;

And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime,

Pavilioming the dust of him who planned 445

This refuge for his memory, doth stand

Like flame transformed to marble, and beneath,

A field 1s spread, on which a newer band

Have pitched in Heaven’s smile their camp of death,
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath.

Here pause. These graves are all too young as yet 451
To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned

Its charge to each; and if the seal is set,

Here, on one fountain of a mourning mind,

Break, it not thou! too surely shalt thou find 455
445. him, the Roman Caius Cestius, whose tomb was erected during

the rule of Augustus.
449. camp of death, the Protestant cemetery, where Keats is buried.
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Thine own well full, if thou returnest home,
Of tears and gall. From the world’s bitter wind
Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb.

What Adonais is, why fear we to become?

The One remains, the many change and pass; 460
Heaven's light forever shines, earth’s shadows fly;
Life, like a dome of many-colored glass,
Stains the white radiance of Eternity,
Until Death tramples it to fragments —Die,
If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost seek! 465
Follow where all is fled!—Rome’s azure sky,
Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words, are weak
The glory they transfuse with fitting truth to speak.

Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my Heart?
Thy hopes are gonc before, from all things here 470
They have departed; thou shouldst now depart!
A light is past from the revolving year,
And man, and woman, and what stll is dear
Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither.
The soft sky smiles—the low wind whispers near; 475
'T1s Adonais calls! oh, hasten thither,

No more let Life divide what Death can join together.

That Light whose smile kindles the universe,

That Beauty 1in which all things work and move,

That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse 480

Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love

Which, through the web of being blindly wove

By man and beast and earth and air and sea,

Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of

The fire for which all thirst, now beams on me, 485
Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality.

The breath whose might I have invoked in song
Descends on me; my spirit’s bark is driven,

Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng
Whose sails were never to the tempest given; 490
The massy earth and sphered skies are riven!

I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar;
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Whilst burning through the inmost veil of Heaven,
The soul of Adonais, like a star,
Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are.

HYMN TO INTELLECTUAL BEAUTY

The awful shadow of some unseen Power
Floats though unseen amongst us—visiting
Thus various world with as inconstant wing
As summer winds that creep from flower to flower—

495

Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower,

It visits with inconstant glance

Each human heart and countenance;
Like hues and harmomnies of evening—

Like clouds in starlight widely spread—

Like memory of music fled—

Like aught that for 1ts grace may be
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery.

Spirit of Beauty, that dost consecrate
With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon
Of human thought or form—where art thou gone?
Why dost thou pass away and leave our state,
This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate?
Ask why the sunlight not forever
Weaves rainbows o’er yon mountain river,
Why aught should fail and fade that once 15 shown,
Why fear and dream and death and birth
Cast on the daylight of this carth
Such gloom—why man has such a scope
For love and hate, despondency and hope?

No voice from some sublimer world hath ever
To sage or poet these responses given—

6
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Therefore the names of Daemon, Ghost, and Heaven,

Remain the records of their vain endeavor,

Frail spells—whose uttered charm might not avail to sever,

From all we hear and all we see,
Doubt, chance, and mutability.

30
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Thy light alone—like mist o’er mountains driven,

Or music by the night-wind sent,

Through strings of some still instrument,

Or moonlight on a midnight stieam, 35
Gives grace and truth to life’s unquiet dream.

Love, Hope, and Self-Esteem, like clouds depart
And come, for some uncertain moments lent.
Man were immortal, and omnipotent,
Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art, 40
Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his heart.
Thou messenger of sympathies,
That wax and wane 1n lovers’ eyes—
Thou—that to human thought art nourishment,
Like darkness to a dying flame! 45
Depart not as thy shadow came,
Depart not—lest the grave should be,
Like life and fear, a dark reality.

While yet a boy I sought for ghosts, and sped
Through many a listening chamber, cave and ruin, Ko
And starlight wood, with feaiful steps pursuing
Hopes of high talk with the departed dead.
I called on poisonous names with which our youth is fed;
I was not heard—I saw them not—
When musing deeply on the lot 55
Of life, at the sweet time when winds are wooing
All vital things that wake to bring
News of birds and blossoming—
Sudden, thy shadow fell on me;
I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy! 6o

I vowed that I would dedicate my powers
To thee and thine—have I not kept the vow?
With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now
I call the phantoms of a thousand hours
Each from his voiceless grave; they have in visioned bowers
Of studious zeal or love’s delight 66
Outwatched with me the envious night—
They know that never joy illumed my brow
Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst free
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This world from its dark slavery, 70
That thou—O awful Loveliness,
Wouldst give whate’er these words cannot express.

The day becomes more solemn and serene
When noon 1s past—there 1s a harmony
In autumn, ané) a luster 1n its sky, 75
Which through the summer is not heard or seen,
As if it could not be, as if it had not been!
Thus let thy power, which like the truth
Of nature on my passive youth
Descended, to my onward life supply 8o
Its calm—to one who worships thee,
And every form containing thee,
Whom, Spirit fair, thy spells did bind
To fear himself, and love all human kind.

John Keats
1795 1821

A THING OF BEAUTY

From “Endymion”

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever:

Its loveliness increases; it will never

Pass into nothingness; but still will keep

A bower quiet for us, and a sleep

Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.
Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing

A flowery band to bind us to the earth,

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth

Of noble natures, of the gloomy days,

Of all the unhealthy and o’er-darkened ways 10
Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all,

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall

From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon,

Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon

For simple sheep; and such are daffodils 15
With the green world they live in; and clear rills
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That for themselves a cooling covert make
’Gainst the hot season; the mid-forest brake,
Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms:
And such too is the grandeur of the dooms

We have imagined for the mighty dead,

All lovely tales that we have heard or read:

An endless fountain of immortal drink,

Pouring unto us from the heaven’s brink.

LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI

Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight,
Alone and palely loitering?

The sedge 1s withered from the lake,
And no birds sing.

Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight,
So haggard and so woe-begone?

The squirrel’s granary is full,
And the harvest’s done.

I see a lily on thy brow

With anguish moist and fever dew,
And on thy cheek a fading rose

Fast withereth too.

I met a lady in the meads,
Full beautiful, a faery’s child:

Her hair was long, her foot was light,
And her eyes were wild.

I set her on my pacing steed,
And nothing else saw all day long;
For sideways would she lean, and sing
A faery’s song.

I made a garland for her head,

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;
She looked at me as she did love,

And made sweet moan.
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She found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manna dew,

And sure 1n language strange she said,
“I love thee truel”

She took me to her elfin grot,

And there she gazed and sighed deep,
And there I shut her wild, sad eyes—

So kissed to sleep.

And there we slumbered on the moss,
And there I dreamed, ah! woe betide,
The latest dream I ever dreamed
On the cold hill side.

I saw pale kings, and princes too,
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;
Who cried—“La belle Dame sans merci
Hath thee in thralll”

I saw their starved lips in the gloam,
With horrid warning gaped wide,

And I awoke and found me here,
On the cold hill side.

And this is why I sojourn here,
Alone and palely loitering,

Though the sedge 15 withered from the lake,
And no birds sing.

MEG MERRILIES

Old Meg she was a gipsy,
And lived upon the moors:

Her bed it was the brown heath turf.
And her house was out of doors.

Her apples were swart blackberries,
Her currants, pods o’ broom;

Her wine was dew of the wild white rose,
Her book a church-yard tomb.
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Her brothers were the craggy hills,

Her sisters, larchen trces; 10
Alone with her great famly

She lived as she did please.

No breakfast had she many a morn,
No dinner many a noon,

And, ’stead of supper, she would stare 15
Full hard against the moon.

But every morn, of woodbine fresh
She made her garlanding,
And, every night, the dark glen yew
She wove, and she would sing. 20

And with her fingers, old and brown,
She plaited mats o’ rushes,

And gave them to the cottagers
She met among the bushes

Old Meg was brave as Margaret Queen, 25
And tall as Amazon,

An old red blanket cloak she wore,
A chip-hat had she on.

God rest her aged bones somewhere!
She died full long agone! 30

ON THE SEA

It keeps eternal whisperings around
Desolate shores, and with 1ts mighty swell
Gluts twice ten thousand caverns, t1ll the spell
Of Hecate leaves them their old shadowy sound.
Often ’tis in such gentle temper found,
That scarcely will the very smallest shell
Be moved for days from where it sometime fell,
When last the winds of heaven were unbound.
Oh yel who have your eye-balls vexed and tired,
Feast them upon the wideness of the Sea:
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Oh ye! whose ears are dinned with uproar rude,
Or fed too much with cloying melody,—
Sit ye near some old cavern’s mouth, and brood
Until ye start, as if the sea-nymphs quired!

ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN'S
HOMER

Much have I travelled in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
Round many western 1slands have I been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told,

That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne:
Yet did I never breathe 1ts pure serene

Till T heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims 1nto his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He stared at the Pacific—and all his men

Looked at each other with a wild surmise—
Silent, upon a peak 1n Darien.

ON SEEING THE ELGIN MARBLES

My spirit 1s too weak—mortality

Weighs heavily on me like unwilling sleep,

And each imagined pinnacle and steep
Of godlike hardship tells me I must die
Like a sick eagle looking at the sky.

Yet 't1s a gentle luxury to weep

That I have not the cloudy winds to keep,
Fresh for the opening of the morning’s eye.
Such dim-conceived glories of the brain,

Bring round the heart an indescribable feud;
So do these wonders a most dizzy pain,

That mingles Grectan grandeur with the rude
Wasting of old Time—with a billowy main—

A sun—a shadow of a magnitude.
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ON THE GRASSHOPPER AND CRICKET

The poetry of earth 1s never dead:
When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run
From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;
That 1s the grasshopper’s—he takes the lead
In summer luxury,—he has never done
With his delights, for when tired out with fun
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never-
On a lone winter evening, when the frost
Has wrought a silence, trom the stove there shrills
The cricket’s song, 1n warmth 1ncreasing ever,
And seems to one, 1n drowsiness half-lost,
The grasshopper’s among some grassy hills.

TO ONE WHO HAS BEEN LONG IN CITY PENT

To one who has been long 1n city pent,
"T1s very sweet to look into the fair
And open face of heaven,—to breathe a prayer
Full 1n the smile of the blue firmament.
Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content,
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair
Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair
And gentle tale of love and languishment?
Returning home at evening, with an ear
Catching the notes of Philomel,—an eye
Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career,
He mourns that day so soon has ghided by,
E’en like the passage of an angel’s tear
That falls through the clear ether silently.

ODE ON A GRECIAN URN

Thou still unravished bride of quietness,

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:
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What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape [
Of deities or mortals, or of both,
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?
What pipes and timbiels? What wild ecstasy? 10

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endeared,
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 15
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou Kkiss,
Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve;
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 20

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;
And, happy melodist, unwearied,
For ever piping songs for ever new;
More happy love! more happy, happy love! 25
For ever warm and still to be enjoyed,
For ever panting and for ever young;
All breathing human passion far above,
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloyed,
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 30

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?
To what green altar, O mysterious priest,
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?
What little town by niver or sea-shore, 35
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,
Is emptied of its folk, thus pious morn?
And, little town, thy streets for evermore
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell
Why thou art desolate, can e’er return. 40
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O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede
Of marble men and maidens overwrought,
With forest branches and the trodden weed;
Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought
As deth eternity: Cold Pastoral!
When old age shall this generation waste,
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st,
“Beauty 1s truth, truth beauty,—that 1s all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.”

ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:
"Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
But being too happy in thy happiness,—
That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees,
In some melodious plot
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

O for a draught of vintage, that hath been

Cooled a long age in the deep-delved earth,
Tasting of Flora and the country green,

Dance, and Provengal song, and sun-burnt mirth!
O for a beaker full of the warm South,

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
And purple-stained mouth;

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,

And with thee fade away into the forest dim:

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

What thou among the leaves hast never known,
The weariness, the fever, and the fret

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
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Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 25
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despaurs,
Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,
Or new love pine at them beyond tomorrow. 30

Away! away! for I will fly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings of Poesy,
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:
Already with thee! tender 1s the mght, 35
And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
Clustered around by all her starry fays,
But here there 1s no hght,
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 41
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet
Wherewith the seasonable month endows
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 45
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;
Fast-fading violets covered up in leaves;
And mid-May’s eldest child,
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 5o

Darkling I listen; and for many a time
I have been half in love with easeful Death,
Called him soft names in many a mused rhyme,
To take into the air my quiet breath;
Now more than ever seems 1t rich to die, 55
To cease upon the midmght with no pain,
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ecstasy!
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—
To thy high requiem become a sod. 6o

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!
No hungry generations tread thee down;
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The voice I hear this passing night was heard
In ancient days by emperor and clown:
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 65
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,
She stood 1n tears amid the alien corn,
The same that oft-times hath
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam
Of perlous seas, 1n faery lands forlorn. 70

Forlorn! the very word 1s like a bell
To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well
As she 1s famed to do, deceiving elf.
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 5
Past the near meadows, over the sull stream,
Up the hill-side, and now ’us buried deep
In the next valley-glades
Was it a vision, or a waking dream?
Fled 1s that music —do I wake or sleep? 8o

ODE TO AUTUMN

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,
Close bosom-friend of the matuiing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run;
To bend with apples the mossed cottage-trecs, 5
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,
And sull more, later flowers for the bees,
Unul they think warm days will never cease, 10
For Summer has o’er-brimmed their clammy cells.

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?
Sometimes whoever seeks abiroad may find
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,
Thy harir soft-ifted by the winnowing wind; 15
Or on a half-reaped furrow sound asleep,
Drowsed with the fume of poppics, while thy hook
Spares the next swath and all 1ts twined flowers;
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And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep
Steady thy laden head across a brook;
Or by a ader-press, with patient look,
Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours.

Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they?
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,—
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue,
Then in a wailful chorr, the small gnats mourn
Among the niver sallows, borne aloft
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;
Hedge-crickets sing, and now with treble soft
The redbreast whistles from a garden-croft,
And gathering swallows twitter 1n the skies.

ODE ON MELANCHOLY

No, no! go not to Lethe, neither twist
Wolf’s-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine;
Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kissed
By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine;
Make not your rosary of yew-berries,
Nor let the beetle nor the death-moth be
Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl
A partner in your sorrow’s mysteries,
For shade to shade will come too drowsily,
And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.

But when the melancholy fit shall fall
Sudden from heaven hike a weeping cloud,
That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,
And hides the green hill 1n an April shroud;
Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,
Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,
Or on the wealth of globed peonies;
Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,
Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,
And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.
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She dwells with Beauty—Beauty that must die;
And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips
Bidding adieu; and aching Pleasure nigh,
Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips:
Ay, in the very temple of delight 25
Veiled Melancholy has her sovran shrine,
Though seen of none save him whose strenuous tongue
Can burst Joy’s grape against his palate fine:
His soul shall taste the sadness of her might,
And be among her cloudy trophies hung. 30

THE EVE OF ST. AGNES

St. Agnes’ Eve—Ah, bitter chill it was!
The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold;
The hare limped trembling through the frozen grass,
And silent was the flock 1n woolly fold.
Numb were the Beadsman’s fingers while he told 3
His rosary, and while his frosted breath,
Like pious incense from a censer old,
Seemed taking flight for heaven, without a death,
Past the sweet Virgin’s picture, while his prayer he saith.

His prayer he saith, this patient, holy man; 10
Then takes his lamp, and riseth from his knees,
And back returneth, meager, barefoot, wan,
Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees:
The sculptured dead, on each side, scem to freeze,
Imprisoned 1n black, purgatorial rails 15
Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat’ries,
He passeth by, and his weak spirit fails

To think how they may ache in 1cy hoods and mails.

Northward he turneth through a little door,

And scarce three steps, ere Music’s golden tongue 26
Flattered to tears this aged man and poor;

But no—already had his death-bell rung:

The joys of all his life were said and sung;

His was harsh penance on St. Agnes’ Eve:
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Another way he went, and soon among 25
Rough ashes sat he for his soul’s reprieve,
And all night kept awake, for sinners’ sake to grieve.

That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft;

And so it chanced, for many a door was wide,

From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft, 30
The silver, snarling trumpets 'gan to chide:

The level chambers, ready with their pride,

Were glowing to receive a thousand guests.

The carved angels, ever eager-eyed,

Stared, where upon their heads the cornice rests, 35
With hair blown back, and wings put crosswise on their
breasts.

At length burst in the argent revelry,
With plume, tiara, and all nich array,
Numerous as shadows haunting faerily
The brain new-stuffed, in youth, with triumphs gay 40
Of old romance. These let us wish away,
And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there,
Whose heart had brooded, all that wintry day,
On love, and winged St. Agnes’ saintly care,
As she had heard old dames full many times declare. 45

They told her how, upon St. Agnes’ Eve,
Young virgins might have visions of dehght,
And soft adorings from their loves receive
Upon the honeyed middle of the night,
If ceremonies due they did aright; 50
As, supperless to bed they must retire,
And couch supine their beauties, lily white;
Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require
Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire.

Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline: 55
The music, yearning like a God 1n pan,

She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes divine,

Fixed on the floor, saw many a sweeping train

Pass by—she heeded not at all: in vain
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Came many a tiptoe, amorous cavalier,
And back retired, not cooled by high disdain,
But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere;

She sighed for Agnes’ dreams, the sweetest of the year.

She danced along with vague, regardless eyes,
Anxious her lips, her breathing quick and short.
The hallowed hour was near at hand. she sighs
Amud the umbrels, and the thronged resort
Of whisperers in anger or in sport,
’Mid looks of love, defiance, hate, and scorn,
Hoodwinked with faery fancy, all amort,
Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unshorn,

And all the bliss to be before tomorrow morn.

So, purposing each moment to retire,

She lingered still. Meantime, across the moors,
Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire

For Madeline. Beside the portal doors,

Buttressed from moonlight, stands he, and implores
All saints to give him sight of Madeline,

But for one moment in the tedious hours,

That he might gaze and worship all unseen;
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Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss—in sooth such things

have been.

He ventures in: let no buzzed whisper tell,
All eyes be mufifled, or a hundred swords
Will storm his heart, Love’s feverous citadel:
For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes,
Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords,
Whose very dogs would execrations howl
Against his lineage; not one brcast affords
Him any mercy in that mansion foul,

Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul.

Ah, happy chance! the aged creature came,
Shuffing along with ivory-headed wand,

To where he stood, hid from the torch’s flame,
Behind a broad hall pillar, far beyond

The sound of merriment and chorus bland.
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He startled her but soon she knew his face,

And grasped his fingers in her palsied hand,

Saying, “Mercy, Porphyro! hie thee from this place;
They are all here tonight, the whole bloody-thirsty race!

“Get hence! get hence! there’s dwaifish Hildebrand: 100
He had a fever late, and in the fit

He cursed thee and thine, both house and land:

Then there’s that old Lord Maurice, not a whit

More tame for his gray hairs—Alas me! flit!

Flit like a ghost away.”—"Ah, Gossip dear, 105
We're safe enough; here i this arm-chair sit,

And tell me how-—-" “Good saints! not here, not here!
Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier.”

He followed through a lowly arched way,

Brushing the cobwebs with s lofty plume; 110
And as she muttered “Well-a—well-a-day!”

He found him in a little moonhght room,

Pale, latticed, chill, and silent as a tomb.

“Now tell me where 1s Madeline,” said he,

“O tell me, Angela, by the holy loom 115
Which none but secret sisterhood may see,

When they St. Agnes’ wool are weaving prously.”

“St. Agnes! Ah! 1t is St. Agnes’ Eve—

Yet men will murder upon holy days.

Thou must hold water 1n a witch’s sieve, 120
And be liege-lord of all the Elves and Fays

To venture so. 1t fills me with amaze

To see thee, Porphyro!—St. Agnes’ Evel

God’s help! my lady fair the conjurer plays

This very night. good angels her deceivel! 125
But let me laugh awhile,—I've mickle time to grieve.”

Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon,

While Porphyro upon her face doth look,

Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone

Who keepeth closed a wondrous riddle-book, 130
As spectacled she sits in chimney nook.

But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told
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His lady’s purpose; and he scarce could brook
Tears, at the thought of those enchantments cold,
And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old.

Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose,
Flushing his brow, and in his pained heart
Made purple niot: then doth he propose

A stratagem, that makes the beldame start:

“A cruel man and impious thou art!

Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep and dream
Alone with her good angels, far apart

From wicked men like thee. Go, go! I deem
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Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem.”

“I will not harm her, by all saints I swear!”
Quoth Porphyro: “O may I ne’er find grace
When my weak voice shall whisper 1ts last prayer,
If one of her soft ringlets I displace,

Or look with ruffian passion in her face.

Good Angela, believe me, by these tears;

Or I will, even 1n a moment’s space,

Awake, with horrid shout, my foemen’s ears,
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And beard them, though they be more fanged than wolves

and bears.”

“Ah! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul?
A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing,
Whose passing-bell may ere the midmght toll;
Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening,
Were never missed.” Thus plaining, doth she bring
A gentler speech from burning Porphyro;
So woeful, and of such deep sorrowing,
That Angela gives promise she will do

Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe.

Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy,
Even to Madeline’s chamber, and there hide
Him in a closet, of such privacy

That he might see her beauty unespied,
And win perhaps that night a peerless bride,
While legioned fairies paced the coverlet,
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And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed.
Never on such a nmight have lovers met, 170
Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt.

“It shall be as thou wishest,” said the Dame:
“All cates and dainties shall be stored there
Quickly on this feast-nmight: by the tambour frame
Her own lute thou wilt see* no time to spare, 175
For I am slow and feeble, and scarce dare
On such a catering trust my dizzy head.
Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer
The while. Ah! thou must needs the lady wed,
Or may I never leave my grave among the dead.” 180

So saying she hobbled off with busy fear.
The lover’s endless minutes slowly passed;
The dame returned, and whispered 1n his ear
To follow her; with aged eyes aghast
From fright of dim espial. Safe at last 185
Through many a dusky gallery, they gain
The maiden’s chamber, silken, hushed and chaste;
Where Porphyro took covert, pleased amain.
His poor guide hurried back with agues in her brain.

Her faltering hand upon the balustrade, 190
Old Angela was feeling for the stair,
When Madeline, St. Agnes’ charmed maid,
Rose, like a missioned spirit, unaware.
With silver taper’s light, and pious care,
She turned, and down the aged gossip led 195
To a safe level matting. Now prepare,
Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed;
She comes, she comes again, like ring-dove frayed and fled.

Out went the taper as she hurried in;

Its Iittle smoke, 1n pallid moonshine, died: 200
She closed the door, she panted, all akin

To spirits of the air, and visions wide:

No uttered syllable, or, woe betide!

But to her heart, her heart was voluble,
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Paining with eloquence her balmy side; 205
As though a tongueless nightingale should swell
Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, in her dell.

A casement high and triple-arched there was,

All garlanded with carven imageries,

Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass, 210
And diamonded with panes of quaint device,
Innumcrable of stains and splendid dyes,

As are the tiger-moth’s dcep-damasked wings;

And in the midst, ‘'mong thousand heraldries,

And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings, 215
A shielded scutcheon blushed with blood of queens and
kings.

Full on this casement shone the wintry moon,
And threw warm gules on Madeline’s fair breast,
As down she knelt for Heaven’s grace and boon;
Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest, 220
And on her silver cross soft amethyst,
And on her hair a glory, like a saint
She scemed a splendid angel, newly drest,
Save wings, for hcaven —Porphyro grew faint:
She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint. 225

Anon his heart revives: her vespers done,
Of all 1ts wreathed pearls her hair she frees;
Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one;
Loosens her fragrant bodice, by dcgrees
Her rich attire creeps rusthing to her knees: 230
Half-hidden, ike a mermaid 1n sca-weed,
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and secs,
In fancy, fair St. Agnes 1n her bed,
But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled.

Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest, 235
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplexed she lay,

Until the poppted warmth ot sleep oppressed

Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued aways;

Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day;

Blissfully havened both from joy and pain; 240
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Clasped like a missal where swart Paynims pray;
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,
As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again.

Stolen to this paradise, and so entranced,
Porphyro gazed upon her empty dress,

And listened to her breathing, if 1t chanced

To wake into a slumberous tenderness,

Which when he heard, that minute did he bless,

And breathed himself. then from the closet crept,

Noiseless as fear in a wide wilderness,
And over the hushed carpet, silent, stept,

245

250

And ’tween the curtains peeped, where, lol—how fast she

slept.

Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon
Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set

A table, and, half anguished, threw thereon
A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet.—
O for some drowsy Moiphean amulct!

The boisterous, midmght, festive claiion,
The kettle-drum, and far-heard clannet,
Affray his ears, though but in dying tone —

The hall-door shuts again, and all the noise is gone.

And still she slept an azure-lhidded sleep,
In blanched linen, smooth, and lavendered,
While he from forth the closet brought a heap
Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd;
With jellies soother than the creamy curd,
And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon;
Manna and dates, 1n argosy transferred
From Fez; and spiced daintics, every onc,

From silken Samarcand to cedared Lebanon.

These delicates he heaped with glowing hand
On golden dishes and 1n baskets bright

Of wreathed silver: sumptuous they stand

In the reuired quiet of the mght,

Filling the chilly room with perfume light.—
“And now, my love, my seraph fair, awake!
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Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite:
Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnes’ sake,
Or I shall drowse beside thee, so my soul doth ache.”

Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm 280
Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream
By the dusk curtains'—'twas a midnight charm
Impossible to melt as iced stream:
The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam;
Broad golden fringe upon the carpet les: 285
It seemed he never, never could redeem
From such a stedfast spell his lady’s eyes;

So mused awhile, entoiled in woofed phantasies.

Awakening up, he took her hollow lute,—
Tumultuous,—and, in chords that tenderest be, 290
He played an ancient ditty, long since mute,
In Provence called, “La belle dame sans mercy:”
Close to her ear touching the melody,—
Wherewith disturbed, she uttered a soft moan:
He ceased—she panted quick—and suddenly 205
Her blue affrayed eyes wide open shone:

Upon his knees he sank, pale as smooth-sculptured stone.

Her eyes were open, but she sull beheld,

Now wide awake, the vision of her sleep:

There was a painful change, that nigh expelled 300

The blisses of her dream so pure and deep

At which fair Madeline began to weep,

And moan forth witless words with many a sigh,

While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep;

Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous eye, 305
Fearing to move or speak, she looked so dreamingly.

“Ah, Porphyro!” said she, “but even now

Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear,

Made tuneable with every sweetest vow;

And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear: 310
How changed thou art! how pallid, chill, and drear!
(Give me that voice again, my Porphyro,
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Those looks immortal, those complainings dear!
Oh, leave me not in this eternal woe,
For if thou diest, my Love, I know not where to go.” 315

Beyond a mortal man impassioned far
At these voluptuous accents, he arose,
Ethereal, flushed, and like a throbbing star
Seen 'mid the sapphire heaven’s deep repose;
Into her dream he melted, as the rose 320
Blendeth its odor with the violet,—
Solution sweet: meantime the frost-wind blows
Like Love’s alarum, pattering the sharp sleet
Against the window-panes; St. Agnes’ moon hath set.

"Tis dark: quick pattereth the flaw-blown sleet. 325
“This is no dream, my bride, my Madeline!”
"Tis dark: the iced gusts still rave and beat:
“No dream, alas! alas! and woe is mine!
Porphyro will leave me here to fade and pne.
Cruel! what traitor could thee hither bring? 330
I curse not, for my heart is lost 1n thine,
Though thou forsakest a deceived thing;—
A dove forlorn and lost with sick unpruned wing.”

“My Madeline! sweet dreamer! lovely bride!
Say, may I be for aye thy vassal blest? 335
Thy beauty’s shield, heart-shaped and vermeil-dyed?
Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest
After so many hours of toil and quest,
A famished pilgrim,—saved by muracle.
Though I have found, I will not rob thy nest, 340
Saving of thy sweet self; 1f thou think’st well

To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel.

“Hark! ’tis an elfin-storm from faery land,

Of haggard seeming, but a boon indeed:

Arise—arise! the morming is at hand;— 345
The bloated wassailers will never heed;—

Let us away, my love, with happy speed;

There are no ears to hear, or eyes to see,—
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Drowned all in Rhenish and the sleepy mead:
Awake! arise! my love, and fearless be, 350
For o’er the southern moors I have a home for thee.”

She hurried at his words, beset with fears,
For there were sleeping dragons all around,
At glaring watch, perhaps, with ready spears—
Down the wide stairs a daikling way they found; 855
In all the house was heard no human sound.
A chain-drooped lamp was flickering by each door;
The arras, rich with horseman, hawk, and hound,
Fluttered in the besieging wind’s uproar;

And the long carpets rose along the gusty floor. 36o

They glide, like phantoms, into the wide hall;
Like phantoms, to the 1ron porch they ghde,
Where lay the Porter, in uneasy sprawl,
With a huge empty flagon by his side:
The wakeful bloodhound rose, and shook his hide, 65
But his sagacious eye an inmate owns:
By one, and one, the bolts full easy shide:—
The chains lie silent on the footworn stones;
The key turns, and the door upon 1ts hinges groans.

And they are gone: aye, ages long ago 3470
These lovers fled away into the storm.
That might the Baron dreamt of many a woe,
And all his warrior-guests with shade and form
Of witch, and demon, and large coffin-worm,
Were long be-nightmared. Angela the old 375
Died palsy-twitched, with meager face deform;
The Beadsman, after thousand aves told,
For aye unsoughtfor slept among his ashes cold.

TO SLEEP

O soft embalmer of the still midnight,

Shutting, with careful fingers and benign,

Our gloom-pleased eyes, embowered from the light,
Enshaded in forgetfulness divine:
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O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close

In mudst of this thine hymn my willing eyes,
Or wait the “Amen,” ere thy poppy throws
Around my bed its lulling charities.

Then save me, or the passed day will shine
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes,—

Save me from curious Conscience, that still lords
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole;
Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards,

And seal the hushed casket of my soul.

WHEN I HAVE FEARS THAT I MAY CEASE TO BE

When I have fears that I may cease to be
Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain,
Before high-piled books, in charactery,
Hold like nich garners the full ripened grain;
When I behold, upon the nmight’s starred face,
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,
And think that I may never live to trace
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour,
That I shall never look upon thee more,
Never have relish in the faery power
Of unreflecung love,—then on the shore
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink.

BRIGHT STAR, WOULD I WERE STEDFAST AS
THOU ART

Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art—
Not in lone splendor hung aloft the might,
And watching, with eternal hids apart,

Like nature’s patient sleepless Eremute,

The moving waters at their priest-like task

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors:
No—yet st1ll stedfast, still unchangeable,
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Pillowed upon my fair love’s ripening breast
To feel for ever 1ts soft fall and swell,
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest;

Sull, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
And so live ever—or else swoon to death.
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THE LADY OF SHALOTT

PART 1

On ecither side the river lie
Long fields of barley and of rye,
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;
And through the field the road runs by
To many-towered Camelot;
And up and down the people go,
Gazing where the lilies blow
Round an island there below,
The island of Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
Little breezes dusk and shiver
Through the wave that runs forever
By the 1sland 1n the river

Flowing down to Camelot
Four gray walls, and four gray towers,
Overlook a space of flowers,
And the silent 1sle imbowers

The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow-veiled,
Shide the heavy barges trailed
By slow horses; and unhailed
The shallop flitteth silken-sailed
Skimming down to Camelot.

But who hath seen her wave her hand?

Or at the casement seen her stand?
Or is she known in all the land,
The Lady of Shalott?
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Only reapers, reaping early

In among the bearded barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly

From the niver winding clearly,
Down to towered Camelot;

And by the moon the reaper weary,

Piling sheaves in uplands airy,

Listening, whispers *“ "Tis the fairy
Lady of Shalott.”

PART II

There she weaves by mght and day
A magic web with colors gay.
She has heard a whisper say
A curse 15 on her if she stay
To look down to Camelot.
She knows not what the curse may be,
And so she weaveth steadily,
And little other care hath she,
The Lady of Shalott.

And moving through a mirror clear
That hangs before her all the year,
Shadows of the world appear.
There she sees the highway near
Winding down to Camelot,
There the river eddy whirls,
And there the surly village-churls,
And the red cloaks of market girls,
Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,

An abbot on an ambling pad,

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,

Or long-haired page 1 crimson clad,
Goes by to towered Camelot.

And sometimes through the mirror blue

The kmghts come riding two and two.

She hath no loyal knight and true,
The Lady of Shalott.
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But 1n her web she still delights

To weave the mirror’s magic sights,

For often through the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and hights
And music, went to Camelot,

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed;

“I am half sick of shadows,” said
The Lady of Shalott.

PART III

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,
He rode between the barley-sheaves,
The sun came dazzling through the leaves,
And flamed upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Sir Lancelot.
A red-cross knight forever kneeled
To a lady mn his shield,
That sgarkled on the yellow field,
Beside remote Shalott.

The gemmy bridle glittered free,
Like to some branch of stars we see
Hung 1n the golden Galaxy.
The bridle bells rang mernly
As he rode down to Camelot
And from his blazoned baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armor rung,
Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather,

Thick-jeweled shone the saddle-leather;

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burned like one burning flame together,
As he rode down to Camelot;

As often through the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
Moves over still Shalott.
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His broad clear brow in sunlight glowed;
On burnmished hooves his war-horse trode;
From underneath his helmet flowed
His coal-black curls as on he rode,
As he rode down to Camelot.
From the bank and from the river
He flashed into the crystal murror,
“Tirra lirra,” by the river
Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom,
She made three paces through the room,
She saw the water-lily bloom,
She saw the helmet and the plume,
She looked down to Camelot.
Out flew the web and floated wide;
The mirror cracked from side to side;
“The curse is come upon me,” cried
The Lady of Shalott.

PART IV

In the stormy east-wind straining,
The pale yellow woods were waning,

The broad stream 1n his banks complaining,

Heavily the low sky raining
Over towered Camelot,
Down she came and found a boat
Beneath a willow left afloat,
And round about the prow she wrote
The Lady of Shaloti.

And down the niver’s dim expanse

Like some bold seer 1n a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance—

With a glassy countenance
Did she look to Camelot.

And at the closing of the day

She loosed the chain, and down she lay;

The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott.
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Lying, robed in snowy white
That loosely flew to left and right—
The leaves upon her falling hight—
Through the noises of the might
She floated down to Camelot;
And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They heard her singing her last song,
The Lady of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her blood was frozen slowly,
And her eyes were darkened wholly,
Turned to towered Camelot
For ere she reached upon the tde
The first house by the water side,
Singing in her song she died,
The Lady of Shalott.

Under tower and balcony,

By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by,

Dead-pale between the houses high,
Silent 1nto Camelot.

Out upon the wharfs they came,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

And round the prow they read her name,

The Lady of Shalott.

Who is this? and what is here?

And 1n the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer;

And they crossed themselves for fear,
All the knights at Camelot-

But Lancelot mused a little space;

He said, “She has a lovely face;

God 1n his mercy lend her grace,
The Lady of Shalott.”
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ULYSSES

It little profits that an idle king,

By this stll hearth, among these barren crags,
Matched with an aged wife, I mete and dole
Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and {eed, and know not me.

I cannot rest from travel: I will drink

Life to the lees: all imes I have enjoyed

Greatly, have suffered greatly, both with those

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when

Through scudding drnifts the rainy Hyades

Vext the dim sea. I am become a name,

For always roaming with a hungry heart

Much have I seen and known: cities of men

And manners, climates, councils, governments,

Myself not least, but honored of them all,—

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

I am a part of all that I have met;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethrough

Gleams that untraveled world, whose margin fades

For ever and for ever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnished, not to shine 1h use!

As though to breathe were life. Life piled on life

Were all too little, and of one to me

Little remains' but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things, and vile 1t were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge, like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.
This is my son, mine own Telemachus,

To whom I leave the scepter and the isle—

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfill

This labor, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and through soft degrees

Subdue them to the useful and the good.
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Most blameless is he, centered in the sphere
Of common duties, decent not to fail 40
In offices of tenderness, and pay
Meet adoration to my household gods,
When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.
There lies the port. the vessel pufls her sail.
There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners, 45
Souls that have toiled, and wrought, and thought with me—
That ever with a frolic welcome took
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed
Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;
Old age hath yet his honor and his toil, 50
Death closes all. but something ere the end,
Some work of noble note, may yet be done,
Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.
The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks
The long day wanes. the slow moon chimbs: the deep &5
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
"T1s not too late to seek a newer world.
Push off, and sitting well 1n order smite
The sounding furrows, for my purpose holds
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 60
Of all the western stars, untl I die
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,
And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.
Though much 1s taken, much abides, and though 65
We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are,—
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong m will
To strive, to seck, to find, and not to yield. 70

BREAK, BREAK, BREAK

Break, break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Seal

And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.
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O well for the fisherman’s boy,

That he shouts with his sister at playl
O well for the sailor lad,

That he sings 1n his boat on the bay!

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill,

But O for the touch of a vamished hand,
And the sound of a voice that 1s stilll

Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O Seal!

But the tender grace of a day that is dead

Will never come back to me.

FROM “IN MEMORIAM A. H., H.”

PROEM

Strong Son of God, immortal Love,
Whom we, that have not seen thy face,
By faith, and faith alone, embrace,

Believing where we cannot prove,

Thine are these orbs of light and shade;
Thou madest Life i1n man and brute,
Thou madest Death, and lo, thy foot

Is on the skull which thou hast made.

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust,
Thou madest man, he knows not why,
He thinks he was not made to die;

And thou hast made him: thou art just.

Thou seemest human and divine,
The highest, holiest manhood, thou.
Our wills are ours, we know not how;
Our wills are ours, to make them thine.

Our little systems have their day;
They have their day and cease to be;
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They are but broken lights of thee,
And thou, O Lord, art more than they. 20

We have but faith: we cannot know,
For knowledge 1s of things we see;
And yet we trust 1t comes from thee,

A beam 1n darkness. let 1t grow.

Let knowledge grow from more to more, 25
But more of reverence in us dwell,
That mind and soul, according well,

May make one music as before,

But vaster. We are fools and shght,
We mock thee when we do not fear: 30
But help thy foolish ones to bear,

Hclp thy vain worlds to bear thy light.

Forgive what seemed my sin in me;

What seemed my worth since I began;

For mernit lives from man to man, 35
And not from man, O Loid, to thee.

Forgive my grief for one removed,
Thy aeature, whom I found so fair.
I trust he lives in thee, and there
I find him worthier to be loved. 40

Forgive these wild and wandering cries,
Confusions of a wasted youth,
Forgive them where they fail in truth,

And 1n thy wisdom make me wise.

1

I held 1t truth, with him who sings 45
To one clear harp in divers tones,
That men may rise on stepping-stones

Of their dead selves to higher things.

45 him, the German poct Goethe, whom Tennyson greatly admired.
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But who shall so forecast the years

And find in loss a gain to match?

Or reach a hand through time to catch
The far-off interest of tears?

Let Love clasp Grief lest both be drowned,
Let darkness keep her raven gloss-
Ah, sweeter to be drunk with loss,

To dance with death, to beat the ground,

Than that the victor Hours should scorn
The long result of Love, and boast,
“Behold the man that loved and lost,

But all he was is overworn.”

X

Fair ship, that from the Italian shore
Sailest the placid ocean-plains
With my lost Arthur’s loved remains,
Spread thy full wings, and waft him o’er.

So draw him home to those that mourn
In vain; a favorable speed
Ruffle thy mirrored mast, and lead
Through prosperous floods his holy urn.

All night no ruder air perplex
Thy shiding keel, till Phosphor, bright
As our pure love, through early hight
Shall glimmer on the dewy decks.

Sphere all your lights around, above;
Sleep, gentle heavens, before the prow;
Sleep, gentle winds, as he sleeps now,

My friend, the brother of my love;

My Arthur, whom I shall not see
T1ll all my widowed race be run;
Dear as the mother to the son,

More than my brothers are to me.
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X1

Calm 1s the morn without a sound,
Calm as to suit a calmer grief,
And only through the faded leaf
The chestnut pattering to the ground:

Calm and deep peace on this high wold,
And on these dews that drench the furze,
And all the silvery gossamers

That twinkle into green and gold:

Calm and still light on yon great plain
That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,
And crowded farms and lessening towers,

To mingle with the bounding main:

Calm and deep peace in this wide air,
These leaves that redden to the fall;
And 1n my heart, if calm at all,

If any calm, a calm despair:

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep,
And waves that sway themselves in rest,
And dead calm in that noble breast
Which heaves but with the heaving deep.

LIV

Oh yet we trust that somehow good
Will be the final goal of 1ll,
To pangs of nature, sins of will,
Defects of doubt, and taints of blood;

That nothing walks with aimless feet;
That not one life shall be destroyed,
Or cast as rubbish to the void,

When God hath made the pile complete;

That not a worm is cloven in vain;
That not a moth with vain desire
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Is shriveled in a fruitless fire,
Or but subserves another’s gain.

Behold, we know not anything;
I can but trust that good shall fall
At last—far off—at last, to all,
And every winter change to spring.

So runs my dream- but what am I?
An infant crying in the mght
An infant crying for the light:

And with no language but a cry.

CVI

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,
The flying cloud, the frosty light:
The year 1s dying in the night,

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

Ring out the old, ring in the new,
Ring, happy bells, across the snow:
The year 1s going, let him go,

Ring out the false, ring in the true.

Ring out the grief that saps thc mind,
For those that here we see no more;
Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ring in redress to all mankind.

Ring out a slowly dying cause,
And ancient forms ot party strife;
Ring in the nobler modes of life,
With sweeter manners, purer laws.

Ring out the want, the care, the sin,
The faithless coldness of the times,
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes,
But ring the fuller minstrel in.

Ring out false pride in place and blood,
The civic slander and the spite:
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Ring in the love of truth and right,
Ring 1n the common love of good.

Ring out old shapes of foul discase,
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold,
Ring out the thousand wars of old,

Ring 1n the thousand yeais of peace.

Ring in the valiant man and free,
The larger heart, the kindlier hand;
Ring out the darkness of the land,

Ring 1n the Christ that 15 to be.

CXXXI

O lving will that shalt endure
When all that seems shall suffer shock,
Rise 1n the spiritual rock,

Flow through our deeds and make them pure,

That we may lift from out of dust

A voice as unto him that hears,

A cry above the conquered years
To one that with us works, and trust,

With faith that comes of self-control,
The truths that never can be proved
Unul we close with all we loved,

And all we flow from, soul 1n soul.

THE LOTOS-EATERS

“Courage!” he said, and pointed toward the land,
“This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon.”
In the afternoon they came unto a land

In which 1t seemed always afternoon.

All round the coast the languid air did swoon,
Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.
Full-faced above the valley stood the moon;

And like a downward smoke, the slender stream
Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem.
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A land of streams! some, like a downward smoke, 10
Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go,

And some through wavering lights and shadows broke,
Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.

They saw the gleaming river seaward flow

From the inner land far off, three mountain-tops, 15
Three silent pinnacles of aged snow,

Stood sunset-flushed. and, dewed with showery drops,
Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven copse.

The charmed sunset lingered low adown

In the red West. through mountain clefts the dale 20
Was seen far inland, and the yellow down

Bordered with palm, and many a winding vale

And meadow, set with slender galingale,

A land where all things always seemed the same!

And round about the keel with faces pale, 25
Dark faces pale against that rosy flame,

The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came.

Branches they bore of that enchanted stem,

Laden with flower and fruit, whereof they gave

To each, but whoso did receive of them, 30
And taste, to him the gushing of the wave

Far far away did seem to mourn and rave

On alien shores; and if his fellow spake,

His voice was thin, as voices from the grave;

And deep-asleep he seemed, yet all awake, 35
And music in his ears his beating heart did make.

They sat them down upon the yellow sand,

Between the sun and moon upon the shore;

And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland,

Of child, and wife, and slave, but evermore 40
Most weary seemed the sea, weary the oar,

Weary the wandering fields of barren foam.

Then someone said, “We will return no more”;

And all at once they sang, “Our island home

Is far beyond the wave; we will no longer roam.” 45
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CHORIC SONG

I

There is sweet music here that softer falls

Than petals from blown roses on the grass,

Or might-dews on still waters between walls

Of shadowy granite, 1n a gleaming pass;

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies, 50
Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes;

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissfuf skies.
Here are cool mosses deep,

And through the moss the ivies creep,

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep, 55
And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs 1n sleep.

11

Why are we weighed upon with heaviness,

And utterly consumed with sharp distress,

While all things else have rest from weariness?

All things have rest why should we toi1l alone, 6o
We only toil, who are the first of things,

And make perpetual moan,

Still from one sorrow to another thrown:

Nor ever fold our wings,

And cease from wanderings, 65
Nor steep our brows in slumber’s holy balm;

Nor hearken what the nner spirit sings,

“There is no joy but calm!”—

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things?

III

Lol in the middle of the wood, 7o
The folded leaf 1s wooed from out the bud

With winds upon the branch, and there

Grows green and broad, and takes no care,

Sun-steeped at noon, and 1n the moon

Nightly dew-fed; and turning yellow w5
Falls, and floats adown the air.

Lo! sweetened with the summer light,
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The fulljuiced apple, waxing over-mellow,
Drops 1n a silent autumn mght.

All 1ts allotted length of days,

The flower ripens 1n 1ts place,

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil,
Fast-rooted 1n the fruitful soil.

v

Hateful is the dark-blue sky,

Vaulted o’er the dark-blue sea.

Death is the end of life, ah, why

Should Iife all labor be?

Let us alone Time driveth onward fast,
And in a little while our lips aie dumb.
Let us alone. What 1s 1t that will last?
All things are taken from us, and become
Portions and parcels of the dreadtul past.
Let us alone. What pleasure can we have
To war with evil? Is there any peace

In ever climbing up the cimbing wave?
All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave
In silence—ripen, fall and cease

8o

9e

95

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease.

\%

How sweet 1t were, hearing the downward stream,
With half-shut eyes ever to seem

Falling asleep 1n a half-dream!

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light,
Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height;
To hear each other’s whispered speech,

Eating the Lotos day by day,

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach,

And tender curving lines of creamy spray;

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly

To the influence of mild-minded melancholy;

To muse and brood and live again in memory,
With those old faces of our infancy

Heaped over with a mound of grass,

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass!
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VI

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives,

And dear the last embraces of our wives

And their warm tears: but all hath suffered change;
For surely now our household hearths are cold:
Our sons inherit us: our looks are strange

And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy.
Or else the island princes over-bold

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings
Before them of the ten-years’ war in Troy,

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things.

Is there confusion in the little isle?

Let what is broken so remain.

The Gods are hard to reconcile.

"Tis hard to settle order once again

There s confusion worse than death,

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain,

Long labor unto aged breath,

Sore task to hearts worn out with many wars

And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars.

VII

But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly,

How sweet (while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly)
With half-dropt eyehd still,

Beneath a heaven dark and holy,

To watch the long bright river drawing slowly
His waters from the purple hill—

To hear the dewy echoes calling

From cave to cave through the thick-twined vine—
To watch the emerald-colored water falling
Through many a woven acanthus-wreath divine!
Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine,

34
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Only to hear were sweet, stretched out beneath the pine.

VIII

The Lotos blooms below the barren peak:
The Lotos blows by every winding creek:
All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone:

145
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Through every hollow cave and alley lone

Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos-dust is
blown.

We have had enough of action, and of motion we, 150

Rolled to starboard, rolled to larboard, when the surge was
seething free,

Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam-fountains
in the sea.

Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal mind,

In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclined

On the hills like Gods together, careless of mankind. 155

For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurled

Far below them 1n the valleys, and the clouds are lightly
curled

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming
world:

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands,

Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps
and fiery sands, 160

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and
praying hands.

But they smule, they find a music centered 1n a doleful song

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of wrong,

Like a tale of little meaning though the words are strong;

Chanted from an 1ll-used race of men that cleave the soil,

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil, 166

Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine and o1l;

Thll they perish and they suffer—some, "t1s whispered—down
in hell

Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell,

Resting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel. 170

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore

Than labor in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave and oar;

Oh, rest ve, brother mariners, we will not wander more.
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SONGS FROM “THE PRINCESS”

1
TEARS, IDLE TEARS

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean,
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
Rise 1n the heart, and gather to the eyes,

In looking on the happy autumn-fields,
And thinking of the days that are no more.

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,
That brings our friends up from the underworld,
Sad as the last which reddens over one
That sinks with all we love below the verge;

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.

Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns
The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

Dear as remembered kisses after death,
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned
On lips that are for others, deep as love,
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;
O Death 1n Life, the days that are no more!

2
HOME THEY BROUGHT

Home they brought her warrior dead:
She nor swooned, nor uttered cry:
All her maidens, watching, said,
“She must weep or she will die.”

Then they praised him, soft and low,
Called him worthy to be loved,
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Truest friend and noblest foe;
Yet she neither spoke nor moved.

Stole a maiden from her place,
Lightly to the warrior stept,

Took the face~cloth from the face;
Yet she neither moved nor wept.

Rose a nurse of ninety years,
Set his child upon her knee—

Like summer tempest came her tears—
“Sweet my child, I live for thee.”

3
THE SPLENDOR FALLS

The splendor falls on castle walls
And snowy summuits old 1n story:
The long lIight shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps 1n glory.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,
And thinner, clearer, farther going!
O sweet and far from chiff and scar
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying. |
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river:
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

THE EAGLE

He clasps the crag with crooked hands:
Close to the sun 1n lonely lands,
Ringed with the azure world, he stands.
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The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;
He watches fiom his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he talls.

NORTHERN FARMER

NEW STYLE

Dosn’t thou ‘ear my ’erse’s legs, as they canters awaay?

Proputty, proputty, proputty—that’s what I 'ears ’em saay.

Proputty, proputty, proputty—Sam, thou’s an ass for thy
paains.

Theer’s moor sense i’ one o’ ’1s legs nor in all thy braains.

Wod—theer’s a craw to pluck w1’ tha, Sam: yon’s parson’s

»

ouse— 5
Dosn’t thou knaw that a man mun be eather a man or a

mouse?

Time to think on 1t then, for thou’ll be twenty to weeak.
Proputty, proputty—woa then, woa—let ma ’‘ear mysén
speak.

Me an’ thy muther, Sammy, ’as bean a-talkin’ o’ thee;
Thou’s bean talkin’ to muther, an’ she bean a-tellin’ 1t me.
Thowll not marry for munny—thou’s sweet upo’ parson’s

lass— 11
Noa—thou’ll marry fur luvv—an’ we boath on us thinks
tha an ass!

Seea’d her todaay goa by—Saaint’s-daay—they was ringing
the bells.

She’s a beauty, thou thinks—an’ soa 15 scoors o’ gells!

Them as ’as munny an’ all-wot’s a beauty?—the flower as
blaws. 15

But proputty, proputty sticks, an’ proputty, proputty graws.

Do’ant be stunt: taake time. I knaws what maakes tha sa
mad.

Warn’t I craazed fur the lasses mysén when I wur a lad?

But I knaw’d a Quaaker feller as often 'as towd ma this:

“Doant thou marry for munny, but god wheer munny is!” 26

7. to weeak, this week. 17 stunt, obstinate.
14. gells, girls.
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An’ I went wheer munny war: an’ thy mother coom to
’and,

Wi’ lots o’ munny laaid by, an’ a nicetish bit o’ land.

Madybe she warn’t a beauty:—I niver giv it a thowt—

But warn’t she as good to cuddle an’ kiss as a lass as "ant
nowt?

Parson’s lass ’ant nowt, an’ she weant 'a nowt when 'e’s

deid, 25
Mun be a guvness, lad, or summut, and addle her breid:
Why? fur ’e’s nobbut a curate, an’ weant nivir get hissén

clear,
An’ ’e maad the bed as ’e ligs on afoor 'e coom’d to the
shire. . . .

Luvv? what’s luvv? thou can luvv thy lass an’ ’er munny
too,

Maakin’ ‘em goa togither as they’ve good right to do. 30

Couldn I luvv thy muther by cause o’ er munny laaid by?

Naay—fur I luvv’d her a vast sight moor fur 1t. reason why.

Ay an’ thy muther says thou wants to marry the lass,

Cooms of a gentleman burn* an’ we boath on us thinks tha
an ass.

Woa then, proputty, wiltha?—an ass as near as mays
nowt—

Woi then, wiltha? dangthal—the bees is as fell as owt.

Break me a bit o’ the esh for his ’ead, lad, out o’ the fence!

Gentleman burn! what’s gentleman burn? is it shillins an’
pence?

Proputty, proputty’s ivrything ’ere, an’, Sammy, I'm blest

If it isn’t the saame oop yonder, fur them as ’as it’s the
best. 40

Tis’n them as ’as munny as breaks into 'ouses an’ stedls,
Them as ’as coats to their backs an’ taakes their regular
meals.

26. addle, earn

27. clear, out of debt.

85. mays nowt, raakes nothing

36. the bees . . . owt, the flies are as fierce as anything.
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Noi, but’s its them as niver knaws wheer a meil’s to be ’ad.

Taike dmy word for it, Sammy, the poor in a loomp is
bad. . ..

Loook thou theer wheer Wrigglesby beck comes out by the
1!

Feyther run up to the farm, an’ I runs up to the mill;

An’ I'll run up to the brig, an’ that thou’ll live to see;

And if thou marries a good un I'll leave the land to thee.

Thim’s my noitions, Sammy, wheerby I means to stick;

But if thou marries a bad un, I'll leave the land to Dick.—
Coom oop, proputty, proputty—that’s what I ’ears im sady—
Proputty, proputty, proputty—canter an’ canter awady. 52

FLOWER IN THE CRANNIED WALL

Flower in the crannied wall,

I pluck you out of the crannies,

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little flower—but if I could understand
What you are, root and all, and all in all,
I should know what God and man is.

NOW SLEEPS THE CRIMSON PETAL

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font.
The firefly wakens. Waken thou with me.

Now droops the milk-white peacock like a ghost,
And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.

Now lies the Earth all Danaé to the stars,
And all thy heart lies open unto me.

Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves
A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me,

46. Feyther, father.
47. brig, bridge.
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Now folds the hly all her sweetness up,
And slips mnto the bosom of the lake;
So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip
Into my bosom and be lost 1n me.

ASK ME NO MORE

Ask me no more. The moon may draw the sea;

The cloud may stoop from heaven and take the shape,

With fold to fold, of mountain or of cape;
But O too fond, when have I answered thee?
Ask me no more.

Ask me no more. What answer should I give?
I love not hollow cheek or faded eye;
Yet, O my friend, I will not have thee die!
Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live,
Ask me no more.

Ask me no more. Thy fate and mine are sealed;
I strove against the stream and all in vain;
Let the great river take me to the main.

No more, dear love, for at a touch I yield;

Ask me no more.

MORTE D'ARTHUR

So all day long the noise of battle rolled

Among the mountains by the winter sea;

Until King Arthur’s table, man by man,

Had fallen 1n Lyonnesse about their lord,

King Arthur, then, because his wound was deep,

The bold Sir Bedivere uphfted him,

Sir Bedivere, the last of all his kmghts,

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field,

A broken chancel with a broken cross,

That stood on a dark strait of barren land.

On one side lay the ocean, and on one

Lay a great water, and the moon was full.
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:
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“The sequel of today unsolders all
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights
Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep
They sleep—the men I loved. I think that we
Shall never more, at any future time,
Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds,
Walking about the gardens and the halls
Of Camelot, as in the days that were.
I perish by this people which I made,—
Though Merlin sware that I should come again
To rule once more—but let what will be, be,
I am so deeply smitten through the helm
That without help I cannot last t1ll morn.
Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur,
Which was my pnide: for thou rememberest how
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm
Rose up from out the bosom of the lake,
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,
Holding the sword—and how I rowed across
And took it, and have worn it, like a king:
And, wheresoever I am sung or told
In aftertime, tlis also shall be known
But now delay not. take Excalibur,
And fling him far mto the middle mere
Watch what thou seest, and hightly bring me word.
To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere
“It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus,
Audless, alone, and smitten through the helm.
A little thing may harm a wounded man.
Yet I thy hest will all perform at full,
Watch what I sce, and lightly bring thee word.”
So saying, from the ruined shrine he stept
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs,
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men,
Old knights, and over them the sca-wind sang
Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, stepping down
By zig-zag paths, and juts of pointed rock,
Came on the shining levels of the lake.
There drew he forth the brand Excalibur,
And o’er him, drawing it, the winter moon,
Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth
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And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt:
For ali)the haft twinkled with diamond sparks,
Myriads of topazlights, and jacinth-work

Of subtlest jewelry. He gazed so long

That both his eyes were dazzled, as he stood,
This way and that dividing the swift mind,
In act to throw: but at the last it seemed
Better to leave Excalibur concealed

There in the many-knotted waterflags,

That whistled stiff and dry about the marge.
So strode he back slow to the wounded King.

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:
“Hast thou performed my mission which I gave?
What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?”

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:

“I heard the ripple washing in the reeds,
And the wild water lapping on the crag.”

To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale:
“Thou hast betrayed thy nature and thy name,
Not rendering true answer, as beseemed
Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight:

For surer sign had followed, eirther hand,

Or voice, or else a motion of the mere.

This is a shameful thing for men to lie.

Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again

As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing

I bade thee, watch, and lightly bring me word.”

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time
Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere,
Counting the dewy pebbles, fixed 1n thought;
But when he saw the wonder of the hilt,

How curiously and strangely chased, he smote
His palms together, and he cried aloud:

“And if indeed I cast the brand away,

Surely a precious thing, one worthy note,
Should thus be lost for ever from the earth,

Which might have pleased the eyes of many men.

What good should follow this, if this were done?
What harm, undone? deep harm to disobey,
Seeing obedience is the bond of rule.

Were it well to obey then, if a king demand
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An act unprofitable, against himself?

The king i1s sick, and knows not what he does.
What record, or what relic of my lord
Should be to aftertime, but empty breath
And rumors of a doubt? but were this kept,
Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings,
Someone might show it at a joust of arms,
Saying, ‘King Arthur’s sword, Excalibur,
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the lake.
Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps
Upon the hidden bases of the hills.

So might some old man speak in the aftertime
To all the people, winning reverence.

But now much honor and much fame were lost.”

So spake he, clouded with his own conceit,
And hid Excalibur the second time,

And so strode back slow to the wounded King.
Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily:
“What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?”

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:

“I heard the water lapping on the crag,
And the long ripple washing in the reeds.”

To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath:
“Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,
Unkmightly, traitor-hearted! Woe 1s me!
Authornty forgets a dying king,

Laid widowed of the power 1n his eye

That bowed the will. I see thee what thou art,
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights,

In whom should meet the offices of all,

Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt;
Either from lust of gold, or like a girl
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes.

Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice,

And the third time may prosper, get thee hence:
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur,

I will anise and slay thee with my hands.”

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran,
And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged
Among the bulrush-beds, and clutched the sword,

And strongly wheeled and threw it. The great brand
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Made lightnings in the splendor of the moon,

And flashing round and round, and whirled in an arch,

Shot like a streamer of the northern morn,

Seen where the moving isles of winter shock

By night, with noises of the northern sea.

So flashed and fell the brand Excalibur:

But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

And caught him by the hilt, and brandished him
Three times, and drew him under 1n the mere.
And lightly went the other to the King.

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath:

“Now see I by thine eyes that this 15 done.
Speak out: what 1s it thou hast heard, or seen?”
And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:
“Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw,
Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, tll I die,
Not though I live three lives of mortal men,
So great a muracle as yonder hlt
Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him;
But when I looked again, behold an arm,
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,
That caught him by the hilt, and brandished him
Three times, and drew him under 1n the mere.”
And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard
“My end diaws nigh, 't1s ime that I were gone.
Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight,
And bear me to the margin; yet I fear
My wound hath taken cold, and I shall die.”
So saying, from the pavement he half rose,
Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm,
And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes
As 1n a picture. Him Sir Bedivere
Remorsefully regarded through his tears,
And would have spoken, but he found not words,
Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee,
O’er both his shoulders drew the languid hands,
And nsing bore him through the place of tombs.
But, as he walked, King Arthur panted hard,
Like one that feels a mightmare on his bed
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When all the house is mute. So sighed the King,
Muttering and murmuring at his ear, “Quick, quick!
1 fear 1t is too late, and I shall die.” 180
But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge,
Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walked,
Larger than human on the frozen hills.
He heard the deep behind him, and a cry
Before. His own thought drove him like a goad. 185
Dry clashed his harness in the icy caves
And barren chasms, and all to left and right
The bare black cliff clanged round him, as he based
His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels— 190
And on a sudden, lo! the level lake,
And the long glories of the winter moon.

Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge,
Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern,
Beneath them; and descending they were ware 195
That all the decks were dense with stately forms
Black-stoled, black-hooded, like a dream—by these
Three queens with crowns of gold—and from them rose
A cry that shivered to the tingling stars,
And, as 1t were one voice, an agony 200
Of lamentation, like a wind, that shrills
All might in a waste land, where no one comes,
Or hath come, since the making of the world.

Then murmured Arthur, “Place me in the barge,”
And to the barge they came. There those three queens 205
Put forth their hands, and took the king, and wept.
But she, that rose the tallest of them all
And fairest, laid his head upon her lap,
And loosed the shattered casque, and chafed his hands,
And called him by his name, complaining loud, 210
And dropping bitter tears against his brow
Striped with dark blood: for all his face was white
And colorless, and like the withered moon
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east;
And all his greaves and cuisses dashed with drops 215
Of onset; and the light and lustrous curls—
That made his forehead like a rising sun
High from the dais-throne—were parched with dust;
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Or, clotted into points and hanging loose,
Mixed with the knightly growth that fringed his lips.
So like a shattered column lay the king;
Not like that Arthur who, with lance in rest,
From spur to plume a star of tournament,
Shot through the lists at Camelot, and charged
Before the eyes of ladies and of kings.
Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere,
“Ah! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go?
Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes?
For now I see the true old times are dead,
When every morning brought a noble chance,
And every chance brought out a noble knight.
Such times have been not since the light that led
The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh.
But now the whole ROUND TABLE 15 dissolved
Which was an image of the mighty world;
And I, the last, go forth companionless,
And the days darken round me, and the years,
Among new men, strange faces, other minds.”
And slowly answered Arthur from the barge:
“The old order changeth, yielding place to new,
And God fulfills Himself in many ways,
Lest one good custom should corrupt the world.
Comfort thyself: what comfort is 1n me?
I have lived my life, and that which I have done
May He within Himself make pure! but thou,
If thou shouldst never see my face again,
Pray for my soul. More things are wrought by prayer
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice
Rise like a fountain for me night and day.
For what are men better than sheep or goats
That nourish a blind life within the brain,
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer
Both for themselves and those who call them friend?
For so the whole round earth is every way
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.
But now farewell. I am going a long way
With these thou seest—if indeed I go—
(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt)
To the island-valley of Avilion;
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Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,

Nor ever wind blows loudly, but it lies

Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard-lawns

And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea,

Where I will heal me of my grievous wound.”
So said he, and the barge with oar and sail

Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted swan

That, fluting a wild carol ere her death,

Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood

With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere

Revolving many memories, till the hull

Looked one black dot against the verge of dawn,

And on the mere the wailing died away.

CROSSING THE BAR

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call tor me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,

But such a ude as moving secms asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,
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When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

10

For though from out our bourne of Time and Place

The flood may bear e far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crossed the bar.

15
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Robert Browning
1812 1889

DAVID't SONG FROM “SAUL”

Oh, our manhood’s prime vigor! No spirit feels waste,

Not a muscle 1s stopped 1n 1ts playing, nor sinew unbraced.

Oh, the wild joys of living! the leaping from rock up to
rock—

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

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

And the sultriness showing the lion 1s couched 1n his lair.

And the meal—the 11ch dates—yellowed over with gold dust

divine,

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

And the sleep in the dried nver-channel wheie bulrushes
tell

That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and
well. 10

How good 1s man’s life, the mere living! how fit to employ

All the heart and the soul and the senses, for ever in joy!

Hast thou loved the white locks of thy father, whose sword
thou didst guard

When he trusted thee forth with the armies, for glorious

reward?

Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother, held up as
men sung 1

The low song of the nearly-departed, and heard her faint
tongue

Joining 1n while it could to the witness, “Let one more
attest,

I have lived, seen God’s hand through a lifetime, and all
was for best”’?

Then they sung through their tears in strong triumph, not
much,—but the rest.
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And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the working
whence grew 20

Such result as, from seething grape-bundles, the spirit
strained true:

And the friends of thy boyhood—that boyhood of wonder
and hope,

Present promise, and wealth of the future beyond the eye’s
scope,—

Till lo,Pthou art grown to a monarch; a people is thine,

And all gifts, which the world offers singly, on one head
combinel 25

On one head, all the beauty and strength, love and rage
(ike the throe

That, a-work in the rock, helps its labor, and lets the gold

g0),
High ambition and deeds which surpass it, fame crowning
them,—all

Brought to blaze on the head of one creature—King Saull

SONG

From “In a Gondola”

The moth’s kiss, first!

Kiss me as if you made believe

You were not sure, this eve,

How my face, your flower, had pursed
Its petals up, so, here and there

You brush 1t, till I grow aware

Who wants me, and wide open burst.

The bee’s kiss, now!

Kiss me as if you entered gay
My heart at some noonday,

A bud that dares not disallow
The claim, so all is rendered up,
And passively its shattered cup
Over your head to sleep 1 bow.
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SOLILOQUY OF THE SPANISH CLOISTER

Grr-r—there go, my heart’s abhorrence!
Water your damned flower-pots, do!

If hate killed men, Brother Lawrence,
God’s blood, would not mmine kill you!
What? your myrtle-bush wants trimming?

Oh, that rose has pror claims—
Needs 1ts leaden vase filled brimming?
Hell dry you up with its flames!

At the meal we sit together;
Salve tibi! 1 must hear
Wise talk of the kind of weather,
Sort of season, time of year:
Not a plenteous cork-crop: scarcely
Dare we hope oak-galls, I doubt:
What’s the Latin name for “parsley”?
What’s the Greek name for Swine’s Snout?

Whew! We’ll have our platter burnished,
Laid with care on our own shelf!
With a fire-new spoon we're furnished,
And a goblet for ourself,
Rinsed like something sacrificial
Ere 'tis fit to touch our chaps—
Marked with L. for our initial!
(He-he! There his lily snaps!)

Saint, forsooth! While brown Dolores
Squats outside the Convent bank
With Sanchicha, telling stories,
Steeping tresses in the tank,
Blue-black, lustrous, thick like horsehairs,
—Can’t I see his dead eye glow,
Bright as 'twere a Barbary corsair’s?
(That is, if he’d let it show!)

‘When he finishes refection,
Knife and fork he never lays
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Cross-wise, to my recollection, 35
As do I, in Jesu’s praise.

I, the Trinity illustrate,
Drinking watered orange-pulp—

In three sips the Arian frustrate;
While he drains his at one gulp! 40

Oh, those melons! If he’s able
We’re to have a feast, so nice!
One goes to the Abbot’s table,
All of us get each a slice.
How go on your flowers? None double? 45
Not one fruit-sort can you spy?
Strangel—And I, too, at such trouble,
Keep them close-nipped on the slyl

There’s a great text in Galatians,
Once you trip on 1t, entails 50
Twenty-nine distinct damnations,
One sure, if another fails;
If I tnp him just a-dying,
Sure of heaven as sure can be,
Spin him round and send him flying 55
Off to hell, a Manichee?

Or, my scrofulous French novel
On grey paper with blunt type!
Simply glance at it, you grovel
Hand and foot in Belial’s gripe; 60
If I double down its pages
At the woeful sixteenth print,
When he gathers his greengages,
Ope a sieve and slip it in’t?

Or, there’s Satan!—One might venture 65
Pledge one’s soul to him, yet leave
Such a flaw in the indenture
As he’d miss, till, past retrieve,
Blasted lay that rose-acacia
We’'re so proud of. Hy, Zy, Hine . . . 7a
’St! There’s Vespers! Plena gratid
Ave, Virgo! Gr-rr—you swine!
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TWO IN THE CAMPAGNA

I wonder do you feel today
As I have felt since, hand 1n hand,
We sat down on the grass, to stray
In spirit better through the land,
This morn of Rome and May?

For me, I touched a thought, I know,
Has tantalized me many tumes,

(Like turns of thread the spiders throw
Mocking across our path) for rhymes

To catch at and let go.

Help me to hold it! First 1t left
The yellowing fennel, run to seed
There, branching from the brickwork’s cleft,
Some old tomb’s ruin, yonder weed
Took up the floating weft,

Where one small orange cup amassed
Five beetles—blind and grecn they grope
Among the honey-meal, and last,
Everywhere on the grassy slope
I traced it. Hold it fast!

The champaign with its endless fleece
Of feathery grasses everywhere!

Silence and passion, joy and peace,
An everlasting wash of air—

Rome’s ghost since her decease.

Such life here, through such length of hours,
Such miracles performed in play,

Such primal naked forms of flowers,
Such letting Naturc have her way

While Heaven looks from its towers!

How say you? Let us, O my dove,
Let us be unashamed of soul,
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As earth lies bare to heaven above!
How 1s 1t under our control
To love or not to love?

I would that you were all to me,
You that are just so much, no more,
Nor yours, nor mine, nor slave nor fieel
Where does the fault lie® What the core
O’ the wound, since wound must be?

I would I could adopt your will,

See with your eyes, and set my heart
Beating by yours, and drink my fill

At your soul’s springs—your part, my part
In life, for good and 1ll.

No T yearn upward—touch you close,
Then stand away I kiss your cheek,
Catch your soul’s warmth,—I pluck the rose
And love it more than tongue can speak—
Then the good minute goes.

Already how am I so far
Out of that minute? Must I go
Sull like the thistle-ball, no ba,
Onward, whenever light winds blow,
Fixed by no friendly star?

Just when I seemed about to learn!
Where 1s the thread now? Off again!
The old trick! Only I discern
Infinite passion and the pain
Of finite hearts that yearn.

MY LAST DUCHESS
SCENE. FERRARA

That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall,
Looking as i1f she were alive I call

That piece a wonder, now Fra Pandolf’s hands
Worked busily a day, and there she stands.
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Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said 5
“Fra Pandolf” by design, for never read

Strangers like you that pictured countenance,

The depth and passion of its earnest glance,

But to myself they turned (since none puts by

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 10
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,

How such a glance came there, so, not the first

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, "twas not

Her husband’s presence only, called that spot

Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps 15
Fra Pandolf chanced to say, “Her mantle laps

Over my Lady’s wrist too much,” or “Paint

Must never hope to reproduce the faint

Half-flush that dies along her throat”; such stuff

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 20
For calling up that spot of joy. She had

A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad,

Too easily impressed, she liked whate’er

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.

Sir, ’twas all one! My favor at her breast, 25
The dropping of the daylight 1n the West,

The bough of cherries some officious fool

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule

She rode with round the terrace—all and each

Would draw {rom her alike the approving speech, 3o
Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good, but thanked
Somchow—I know not how—as 1f she ranked

My gift of a nine-hundred-years’-old name

With anybody’s gift Who'd stoop to blame

This sort of trnifling? Even had you skill 35
In speech—(which I have not)—to make your will

Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,

Or there exceed the mark”—and if she let

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 40
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,

—E’en then would be some stooping, and I choose
Never to stoop. Oh, sir, she smiled, no doubt,
Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without
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Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 45

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands
As if alive. Will't please you rise? We’ll meet
The company below, then. I repeat,

The Count your master’s known munificence

Is ample warrant that no just pretence

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed,

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed

At starting, is my object Nay, we’ll go
Together down, sir! Notice Neptune, though,
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for mel

AMONG THE ROCKS

From “James Lee’s Wife”

Oh, good gigantic smile o’ the brown old earth,
This autumn mormng! How he sets his bones
To bask 1’ the sun, and thrusts out knees and feet

For the ripple to run over n 1ts mirth;
Listening the while, where on the heap of stones
The white breast of the sea-lark twitters sweet.

That is the doctrine, simple, ancient, true;

Such 1s life’s trial, as old earth smiles and knows.
If you loved only what were worth your love,
Love were clear gain, and wholly well for you:

Make the low nature better by your throes!
Give earth yourself, go up for gain above.

A CAVALIER TUNE

King Charles, and who’ll do him right now?
King Charles, and who’s ripe for fight now?
Give a rouse: here’s, in hell’s despite now,
King Charles!

Who gave me the goods that went since?
Who raised me the house that sank once?
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Who helped me to gold I spent since?
Who found me in wine you drank once?

(Cho.) King Charles, and who’ll do him right now?
King Charles, and who’s nipe for fight now? 10
Guwe a rouse: here’s, in hell’s despite now,
King Charles'

To whom used my boy George quaff else,

By the old fool’s side that begot him?

For whom did he cheer and laugh else, 15
While Noll's damned troopers shot him?

(Cho.) King Charles, and who’ll do him right now?
King Charles, and who’s ripe for fight now?
Gwe a rouse: here’s, in hell’s despite now,
King Charles! 20

HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM ABROAD

Oh, to be in England

Now that Apnl’s there,

And whoever wakes in England

Sees, some morning, unaware,

That the lowest boughs and the brush-wood sheaf
Round the elm-tree bole are 1n tiny leaf,

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough

In England—now!

And after Aprl, when May follows,

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows! 10
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover

Blossoms and dewdrops—at the bent-spray’s edge—
That’s the wise thrush, he sings each song twice over,
Lest you should think he never could recapture 15
The first fine careless rapture!

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew,

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew

The buttercups, the little children’s dower,

—Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower! 20
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SONG

Nay, but you, who do not love her,
Is she not pure gold, my mustress?
Holds earth aught—speak truth—above her?
Aught like this tress, see, and this tress,
And this last fairest tress of all,
So fair, see, ere I let 1t fall?

Because, you spend your lives in praising;

To praise, you search the wide world over;
Then, why not witness, calmly gazing,

If earth holds aught—speak truth—above her?
Above this tress, and this I touch
But cannot praise, I love so much!

THE LABORATORY

ANCIEN REGIME

ow that I, tying thy glass mask tightly,

ay gaze through these faint smokes cuiling whitely,
» thou pliest thy trade in this devil’s-smithy—

'hich 1s the poison to poison her, prithee?

e 1s with her; and they know that I know 5
here they are, what they do. they believe my tears flow
hile they laugh, laugh at me, at me fled to the drear
npty church, to pray God 1n, for them!—I am here.

rind away, moisten and mash up thy paste,

ound at thy powder,—I am not 1n haste! 10
>tter sit thus, and observe thy strange things,

han go where men wait me and dance at the King's.

hat in the mortar—you call 1t a gum?

1, the brave tree whence such gold oozings come!

1d yonder soft phial, the exquisite blue 15
re to taste sweetly,—is that poison too?

ad I but all of them, thee and thy treasures,
hat a wild crowd of invisible pleasures!
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To carry pure death in an earring, a casket,
A signet, a fan-mount, a filigree-basket! 20

Soon, at the King’s, a mere lozenge to give,

And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to live!

But to Iight a pastille, and Elise, with her head,

And her breast and her arms and her hands, should drop
dead!

Quick—is it finished? The color’s too grim! 25
Why not soft like the phial’s, enticing and dim?

Let it brighten her drink, let her turn 1t and stir,

And try it and taste, ere she fix and prefer!

What a drop! She’s not little, no minion like me!

That’s why she ensnared him: this never will free 30
The soul from those masculine eyes,—say, “no!”

To that pulse’s magnificent come-and-go.

For only last night, as they whispered, I brought

My own eyes to bear on her so, that I thought

Could I keep them one half minute fixed, she would fall,
Shriveled, she fell not, yet this does it alll 36

Not that I bid you spare her the pain!

Let death be felt and the proof 1emain;

Brand, burn up, bite into 1ts grace—

He is sure to remember her dying face! 40

Is it done? Take my mask off! Nay, be not morose,
It kills her, and this prevents seeing 1t close.

The delicate droplet, my whole fortune’s fee!

If it hurts her, beside, can it ever hurt me?

Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to your fill, 45
You may kiss me, old man, on my mouth 1f you willl

But brush this dust oft me, lest horror 1t biings

Ere I know 1t—next moment I dance at the King's!
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MEETING AT NIGHT

The grey sea and the long black land,
And the yellow half-moon large and low;
And the startled little waves that leap

In fiery ringlets from their sleep,

As I gain the cove with pushing prow,
And quench its speed 1’ the slushy sand.

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach;

Three fields to cross till a farm appears;

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch

And blue spurt of a lighted match,

And a voice less loud, through 1ts joys and fears,
Than the two hearts beating each to each!

EVELYN HOPE

Beautiful Evelyn Hope 1s dead!
Sit and watch by her side an hour.
That is her book-shelf, this her bed;
She plucked that piece of geranium-flower,
Beginning to die, too, n the glass.
Little has yet been changed, I think—
The shutters are shut, no light may pass
Save two long rays through the hinge’s chink.

Sixteen years old when she died!

Perhaps she had scarcely heard my name;
It was not her time to love: beside,

Her lhife had many a hope and aim,
Duties enough and little cares,

And now was quiet, now astir—
Till God’s hand beckoned unawares,

And the sweet white brow 1s all of her.

Is it too late then, Evelyn Hope?
What, your soul was pure and true,

‘The good stars met in your horoscope,
Made you of spint, fire and dew—
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And, just because I was thrice as old,

And our paths in the world diverged so wide,
Each was nought to each, must I be told?

We were fellow mortals, naught beside?

No, indeed! for God above
Is great to grant, as mighty to make,
And creates the love to reward the love,—
I claim you still, for my own love’s sake!
Delayed it may be for more lives yet,
Through worlds I shall traverse, not a few;
Much 1s to learn, much to forget
Ere the ume be come for taking you.

But the time will come,—at last it will,

When, Evelyn Hope, what meant (I shall say)
In the lower earth, in the years long stll,

That body and soul so pure and gay?
Why your hair was amber, I shall divine,

And your mouth of your own geranium’s red—
And what you would do with me, 1n fine,

In the new life come in the old one’s stead.

I have lived (I shall say) so much since then,
Given up myself so many times,

Gained me the gains of various men,
Ransacked the ages, spoiled the climes;

Yet one thing, one, 1n my soul’s full scope,
Either I missed or itself missed me—

And I want and find you, Evelyn Hopel
What 1s the 1ssue? let us seel

I loved you, Evelyn, all the while!
My heart seemed full as it could hold;
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There was place and to spare for the frank young smile

And the red young mouth and the hair’s young gold.

So, hush—I will give you this leaf to keep—

See, I shut 1t 1nside the sweet cold hand.
There, that 1s our secret: go to sleep!

You will wake. and remember, and understand.

b5
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AFTER

Take the cloak from his face, and at first
Let the corpse do 1ts worst.

How he lies 1in his rnights of a man!
Death has done all death can
And, absorbed in the new hife he leads, 5
He recks not, he heeds
Nor his wrong nor my vengeance—both strike
On his senses alike,
And are lost in the solemn and strange
Surpnise of the change. 10

Ha, what avails death to erase
His offence. my disgrace?

I would we were boys as of old
In the field, by the fold—

His outrage, God’s patience, man’s scoin i5
Wezre so easily bornel

I stand here now, he lies 1n his place—
Cover the face.

MY STAR

All that I know
Of a certain star
Is, 1t can throw
(Like the angled spar)
Now a dart of red,
Now a dart ot blue;
Till my {friends have said
They would fain see, too,
My star that dartles the red and the blue!
Then it stops like a bird, like a flower, hangs furled:
They must solace themselves with the Saturn above it
What matter to me 1if their star 1s 2 world?
Mine has opened its soul to me; therefore I love it.
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PROSPICE

Fear death?—to feel the fog in my throat,
The mist 1 my face,
When the snows begin, and the blasts denote
I am nearing the place,
The power of the might, the press of the storm, 5
The post of the foe;
Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form,
Yet the strong man must go-
For the journey 1s done and the summit attained,
And the barriers fall, 10
Though a battle’s to fight ere the guerdon be gained,
The reward of it all.
I was ever a fighter, so—one fight more,
The best and the last!
I would hate that death bandaged my eyes, and forbore,
And bade me creep past. 16
Nol! let me taste the whole of it, fare ike my peers
The heroes of old,
Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life’s arrears
Of pain, darkness and cold. 20
For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave,
The black minute’s at end,
And the elements’ rage, the fiend-voices that rave,
Shall dwindle, shall blend,
Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain, 25
Then a light, then thy breast,
O thou soul of my soul' I shall clasp thee again,
And with God be the rest!

THE BISHOP ORDERS HIS TOMB AT SAINT
PRAXED’S CHURCH

ROME, 15—

Vanity, saith the preacher, vanity!
Draw round my bed. is Anselm keeping back?
Nephews—sons mine . . . ah God, I know not! Well—
She, men would have to be your mother once,
Old Gandolf envied me, so fair she was! 5
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What’s done is done, and she is dead beside,
Dead long ago, and I am Bishop since,

And as she died so must we die ourselves,

And thence ye may perceive the world’s a dream.
Life, how and what is it? As here 1 lie

In this state-chamber, dying by degrees,

Hours and long hours in the dead night, I ask,
“Do I live, am I dead?” Peace, peace seems all.
Saint Praxed’s ever was the church for peace;
And so, about this tomb of mine. I fought

With tooth and nail to save my niche, ye know:
—Old Gandolf cozened me, despite my care;
Shrewd was that snatch from out the corner South
He graced his carrion with, God curse the same!
Yet st1ll my niche is not so cramped but thence

One sees the pulpit o’ the epistle-side, .

And somewhat of the choir, those silent seats,
And up 1nto the aery dome where live

The angels, and a sunbeam’s sure to lurk:

And I shall fill my slab of basalt there,

And ’'neath my tabernacle take my rest,

With those nine columns round me, two and two,
The odd one at my feet where Anselm stands:
Peach-blossom marble all, the rare, the ripe

As fresh-poured red wine of a mighty pulse.
—Old Gandolf with his paltry onion-stone,

Put me where I may look at him! True peach,
Rosy and flawless how I earned the prize!

Draw close* that conflagration of my church
—What then? So much was saved 1f aught were missed!
My sons, ye would not be my death? Go dig
The white-grape vineyard where the oil-press stood,
Drop water gently till the surface sink,

And if ye find . . . Ah God, I know not, I! . . .
Bedded in store of rotten fig-leaves soft,

And corded up in a tight olive-frail,

Some lump, ah God, of lapis lazuli,

Big as a Jew’s head cut off at the nape,

Blue as a vein o’er the Madonna’s breast . . .
Sons, all have I bequeathed you, villas, all,

That brave Frascat1 villa with its bath,
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So, let the blue lump poise between my knees,
Like God the Father’s globe on both his hands
Ye worship in the Jesu Church so gay,

For Gandolf shall not choose but see and burst!
Swift as a weaver’s shuttle fleet our years:

Man goeth to the grave, and where 1s he?

Did I say basalt for my slab, sons? Black—
"Twas ever antique-black I meant! How else
Shall ye contrast my frieze to come beneath?
The bas-relief 1n bronze ye promised me,
Those Pans and Nymphs ye wot of, and perchance
Some tripod, thyrsus, with a vase or so,

The Savior at his sermon on the mount,

Saint Praxed in a glory, and one Pan

Ready to twitch the Nymph’s last garment off,
And Moses weth the tables . . . but I know

Ye mark me not! What do they whisper thee,
Child of my bowels, Anselm? Ah, ye hope

To revel down my villas while I gasp

Bricked o’er with beggar’s moldy traveitine
Which Gandolf from his tomb-top chuckles at!
Nay, boys, ye love me—all of jasper, then!

"T1is jasper ye stand pledged to, lest I grieve

My bath must needs be left behind, alas!

One block, pure green as a pistachio-nut,
There’s plenty jasper somewhere 1n the world—
And have I not Saint Praxed’s ear to pray
Horses for ye, and brown Greek manuscripts,
And mustresses with great smooth marbly limbs?
—That’s if ye carve my epitaph aright,

Choice Latin, picked phrase, Tully’s every word,
No gaudy ware Iike Gandolf’s second line—
Tully, my masters? Ulpian serves his need!

And then how I shall lie through centuries,

And hear the blessed mutter of the mass,

And see God made and eaten all day long,
And feel the steady candle-flame, and taste
Good, strong, thick, stupefying incense-smoke!
For as I lie here, hours of the dead night,

66. travertine, common limestone
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Dying in state and by such slow degrees,
I fold my arms as 1f they clasped a crook,

373

And stretch my feet forth straight as stone can point,

And let the bedclothes, for a mortcloth, drop
Into great laps and folds of sculptor’s-work:

And as yon tapers dwindle, and strange thoughts
Grow, with a certain humming in my ears,
About the life before I lived this life,

And this life too, popes, cardinals and priests,
Saint Praxed at his sermon on the mount,

Your tall pale mother with her talking eyes,
And new-found agate urns as fresh as day,

And marble’s language, Latin pure, discreet,
—Aha, ELUCESCEBAT quoth our friend?

No Tully, said I, Ulpian at the best!

Evil and brief hath been my pilgrimage.

All lapis, all, sons! Else I give the Pope

My willas! Will ye ever eat my heart?

Ever your eyes were as a lizard’s quick,

They glitter ike your mother’s for my soul,

Or ye would heighten my impoverished frieze,
Piece out 1ts starved design, and fill my vase
With grapes, and add a visor and a Term,

And to the tripod ye would tie a lynx

That 1n his struggle throws the thyrsus down,
To comfort me on my entablature

Whereon I am to lie t1ll I must ask,

“Do I live, am I dead?” There, leave me, there!
For ye have stabbed me with ingratitude

To death—ye wish it—God, ye wish 1t! Stone—
Gritstone, a-crumble! Clammy squares which sweat
As 1f the corpse they keep were oozing through—
And no more laps to delight the world!

Well, go! I bless ye. Fewer tapers there,

But 1n a row' and, going, turn vour backs

—Aye, hike departing altar-ministrants,

And leave me in my church, the church for peace,
That I may watch at leisure 1f he leers—

Old Gandolf—at me, from his onion-stone,

As st1ll he envied me, so fair she wasl!

99 elucescebat, he was famous.
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MEMORABILIA

Ah, did you once see Shelley plain,
And did he stop and speak to you,

And did you speak to him again?
How strange 1t seems and new!

But you were living before that, B
And also you are hiving after;

And the memory I started at—
My starting moves your laughter!

I crossed a moor, with a name of its own

And a certain use in the world no doubt, 10
Yet a hand’s-breadth of 1t shines alone

'Mid the blank miles round about:

For there I picked up on the heather
And there I put mside my breast

A molted feather, an eagle-feather! 15
Well, I forget the rest.

A GRAMMARIAN’S FUNERAL
SHORTLY AF1ER THE REVIVAL OF LEARNING IN EUROPE

Let us begin and carry up this corpse,
Singing together.
Leave we the common crofts, the vulgar thorpes
Each in its tether
Sleeping safe on the bosom of the plain, 5
Cared-for till cock-crow:
Look out if yonder be not day again
Rimming the rock-row!
That’s the appropriate country; there, man’s thought,
Rarer, intenser, 10
Self-gathered for an outbreak, as it ought,
Chafes in the censer.
Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and crop;
Seek we sepulture



ROBERT BROWNING 375

On a tall mountain, citied to the top, 15
Crowded with culture!
All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels:
Clouds overcome 1t;
No! yonder sparkle 1s the citadel’s
Circling its summut. 20
Thuther our path lies, wind we up the heights;
Wait ye the warning?
Our low life was the level’s and the night’s,
He’s for the morning.
Step to a tune, square chests, erect each head, 25
"Ware the beholders!
This 1s our master, famous, calm and dead
Borne on our shoulders.

Sleep, crop and herd! sleep, darkling thorpe and croft,
Safe from the weather! 30
He, whom we convoy to his grave aloft,
Singing together,
He was a man born with thy face and throat,
Lyric Apollo!
Long he Iived nameless how should Spring take note 35
Winter would follow?
Till lo, the Iittle touch, and youth was gone!
Cramped and diminished,
Moaned he, “New measures, other feet anon!
My dance is finished”? 40
No, that’s the world’s way: (keep the mountain-side,
Make for the cityl!)
He knew the signal, and stepped on with pride
Over men’s pity;
Left play for work, and grappled with the world 45
Bent on escaping:
“What's in the scroll,” quoth he, “thou keepest furled?
Show me their shaping,
Theirs who most studied man, the bard and sage,—
Give!”—So, he gowned him, 50
Straight got by heart that book to its last page:
Learned, we found him. :
Yea, but we found him bald too, eyes like lead,
Accents uncertain:
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“Time to taste life,” another would have said, 55
“Up with the curtain!”
This man said rather, “Actual life comes next?
Patience a moment!
Grant I have mastered learning’s crabbed text,
Sull there’s the comment. 6o
Let me know alll Prate not of most or least,
Painful or easy!
Even to the crumbs I'd fain eat up the feast,
Aye, nor feel queasy.”
Oh, such a life as he resolved to live, 65
When he had learned it,
When he had gathered all books had to give!
Sooner, he spurned 1t.
Image the whole, then execute the parts—
Fancy the fabric 7o
Quite, ere you build, ere steel strike fire from quartz,
Ere mortar dab brick!

(Here’s the town-gate reached: there’s the market-place
Gaping before us.)
Yea, this in him was the peculiar grace 75
(Hearten our chorus')
That before living he’d learn how to live—
No end to learning:
Earn the means first—God surely will contrive
Use for our earning. 80
Others mistrust and say, “But time escapes:
Live now or never!”
He said, “What’s time? Leave Now for dogs and apes!
Man has Forever”
Back to his book then deeper drooped his head: 85
Calculus racked him:
Leaden before, his eyes grew dross of lead:
Tussts attacked him.
“Now, master, take a little rest!”—not hel
(Caution redoubled, 90
Step two abreast, the way winds narrowly!)
Not a whit troubled,
Back to his studies, fresher than at first,
Fierce as a dragon
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He (soul hydroptic with a sacred thurst)
Sucked at the flagon.

Oh, 1f we draw a circle premature,
Heedless of far gain,

Greedy for quick returns of profit, sure
Bad is our bargain!

Was it not great? did not he throw on God,
(He loves the burthen)—

God’s task to make the heavenly period
Perfect the earthen?

Did not he magnity the mind, show clear
Just what it all meant?

He would not discount life, as fools do here,
Paid by installment.

He ventured neck or nothing—heaven’s success
Found, or earth’s failure.

“Wilt thou trust death or not?” He answered “Yes!
Hence with Life’s pale lure!”

That low man seeks a little thing to do,
Sees it and does it:

This high man, with a great thing to pursue,
Dies ere he knows it.

That low man goes on adding one to one,
His hundred’s soon hat.

This high man, aiming at a million,
Misses an unit.

That, has the world here—should he need the next,
Let the world mind him!

This, throws himsclf on God, and unpeiplexed
Seeking shall find him.

So, with the throtthing hands of death at strife,
Ground he at grammar;

Still, through the rattle, parts of speech were rife:
While he could stammer

He settled Hoti’s business—let it be!—
Properly based Oun—

Gave us the doctrine of the enclitic De,
Dead from the waist down.

Well, here’s the platform, here’s the proper place:
Hail to your purlieus,

129-181. Hoti, Oun, De, Greek particles.
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All ye highfliers of the feathered race, 185
Swallows and curlews!
Here’s the top-peak; the multitude below
Luive, for they can, there:
This man decided not to Live but Know—
Bury this man there? 140
Here—here’s his place, where meteors shoot, clouds form,
Lightnings are loosened,
Stars come and go! Let joy break with the storm,
Peace let the dew send!
Lofty designs must close in like effects: 145
Loftily lying,
Leave him—st1ll loftier than the world suspects,
Living and dying.

FRA LIPPO LIPPI

I am poor brother Lippo, by your leavel

You need not clap your torches to my face.

Zooks, what’s to blame? you think you see a monk!
What, ’tis past midnight, and you go the rounds,

And here you catch me at an alley’s end 5
Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar?

The Carmine’s my cloister: hunt 1t up,

Do,—harry out, 1f you must show your zeal,

Whatever rat, there, haps on his wiong hole,

And nip each softling of a wee white mouse, 10
Weke, weke, that’s crept to keep hum company!

Aha, you know your betters! Then, you’ll take

Your hand away that’s fiddling on my throat,

And please to know me likewise Who am I?

Why, one, sir, who 1s lodging with a friend 1
Three streets off—he’s a certain . . . how d’ye call?
Master—a . . . Cosimo of the Medici,

I' the house that caps the corner. Boh! you were best!
Remember and tell me, the day you're hanged,

How you affected such a gullet’s-gripe! 20
But you, sir, it concerns you that your knaves

Pick up a manner nor discredit you-

Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the streets

23. pilchards, sardines, “small fry.”
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And count fair prize what comes into their net?

He’s Judas to a tittle, that man is! 25

Just such a facel Why, sir, you make amends.

Lord, I'm not angry! Bid your hangdogs go

Drink out this quarter-florin to the health

Of the munificent House that harbors me

(And many more beside, lads! more besidc!) 30

And all’s come square again. I'd like his face—

His, elbowing on his comrade in the door

With the pike and lantern,—for the slave that holds

John Bapust’s head a-dangle by the hair

With one hand (“Look you, now,” as who should say) 35

And his weapon in the other, yet unwiped!

It’s not your chance to have a bit of chalk,

A wood-coal or the like? or you should seel

Yes, I'm the painter, since you style me so.

What, brother Lippo’s doings, up and down, 40

You know them and they take you? like enough!

I saw the proper twinkle in your eye—

"Tell you, I liked your looks at very first.

Let’s sit and set things straight now, hip to haunch.

Here’s spring come, and the nights one makes up bands 45

To roam the town and sing out carnival,

And TI've been three weeks shut within my mew,

A-painting for the great man, saints and saints

And saints again. 1 could not paint all mght—

Ouf! I leaned out of window for fresh air. 50

There came a hurry of feet and little feet,

A sweep of lute-strings, laughs, and whifts of song,—

Flower o’ the broom,

Take away love, and our earth is a tomb!

Flower o’ the quince, 55

I let Lisa go, and what good in life since?

Flower o’ the thyme—and so on. Round they went.

Scarce had they turned the corner when a titter

Like the skipping of rabbits by moonlight,—three slim
shapes,

And a fgce that looked up . . . zooks, sir, flesh and blood,

That’s all I'm made of! Into shreds it went, 61

Curtain and counterpane and coverlet,

All the bed-furniture—a dozen knots,
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There was a ladder! Down I let myself,

Hands and feet, scrambling somehow, and so dropped,
And after them. I came up with the fun

Hard by Saint Laurence, hail fellow, well met,—
Flower o’ the rose,

If I've been merry, what matter who knows?

And so as I was stealing back again

To get to bed and have a bit of sleep

Ere I nise up tomorrow and go work

On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast

With his great round stone to subdue the flesh,
You snap me of the sudden Ah, I seel

Though your eye twinkles still, you shake your head—
Mine’s shaved—a monk, you say—the sting’s in that!
If Master Costmo announced himself,

Mum’s the word naturally; but a monk!

Come, what am I a beast for? tell us, now!

I was a baby when my mother died

And father died and left me in the street.

I starved there, God knows how, a year or two

On fig-skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks,
Refuse and rubbish One fine frosty day,

My stomach being empty as your hat,

The wind doubled me up and down I went.

Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand,

(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew)

And so along the wall, over the bridge,

By the straight cut to the convent Six words there,
While I stood munching my first bread that month:
“So, boy, you're minded,” quoth the good fat father,
Wiping his own mouth, ’twas refection-time,—

“To quit this very miserable world?
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Will you renounce” . . . “the mouthful of bread?” thought

I
By no means! Brief, they made a monk of me;
I did renounce the world, 1ts pride and greed,
Palace, farm, villa, shop, and banking-house,
Trash, such as these poor devils of Medici
Have given their hearts to—all at eight years old.
Well, sir, I found in time, you may be sure,
"T'was not for nothing—the good bellyful,

100
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The warm serge and the rope that goes all round,
And day-long blessed idleness besidel

“Let’s see what the urchin’s fit for”—that came next.

Not overmuch their way, I must confess.

Such a to-do! They tried me with their books;
Lord, they’d have taught me Latin in pure waste!
Flower 0’ the clove,

All the Latin I construe is “amo,” I love'

But, mind you, when a boy starves 1n the streets
Eight years together, as my fortune was,
Watching folk’s faces to know who will fling
The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires,
And who will curse or kick him for his pains,—
Which gentleman processional and fine,
Holding a candle to the Sacrament,

Will wink and let him Iift a plate and catch
The droppings of the wax to sell again,

Or holla for the Eight and have him whipped,—
How say I?—nay, which dog bites, which lets drop
His bone from the heap of offal in the street,—
Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike,
He learns the look of things, and none the less
For admomtion from the hunger-pinch.

I had a store of such remarks, be sure,

Which, after I found leisure, turned to use.

I drew men’s faces on my copy-books,

Scrawled them within the antiphonary’s marge,
Jomed legs and arms to the long music-notes,
Found eyes and nose and chin for A’s and B’s,
And made a string of pictures of the world
Betwixt the 1ns and outs of verb and noun,
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On the wall, the bench, the door The monks looked black.

“Nay,” quoth the Prior, “turn him out, d’ye say?
In no wise. Lose a crow and catch a laik.
What 1f at last we get our man of parts,

We Carmelites, like those Camaldolese

And Preaching Friars, to do our church up fine
And put the front on it that ought to bel!”
And hereupon he bade me daub away.

121. Eight, the magsstrates who governed the city.
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Thank you! my head being crammed, the walls a blank,

Never was such prompt disemburdening.

First, every sort of monk, the black and white,

I drew them, fat and lean: then, folk at church,
From good old gossips waiting to confess
Therr cribs of barrel-droppings, candle-ends,—
To the breathless fellow at the altar-foot,

Fresh from his murder, safe and sitting there
With the little children round him in a row
Of admuration, half for his beard and half

For that white anger of his vicum’s son
Shaking a fist at him with one fierce arm,
Signing himself with the other because of Christ
(Whose sad face on the cross sees only this
After the passion of a thousand years),

T1ll some poor girl, her apron o’er her head,

(Which the intense eyes looked through) came at eve

On tiptoe, said a word, dropped in a loaf,
Her parr of earrings and a bunch of flowers

(The brute took growling), prayed, and so was gone.

I paimnted all, then cried *"Tis ask and have,
Choose, for more’s ready!”—laid the ladder flat,
And showed my covered bit of cloister-wall

The monks closed in a circle and praised loud
Till checked, taught what to sece and not to see,
Being simple bodies,—“That’s the very man!'
Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog!
That woman’s like the Prior’s niece who comes
To cate about his asthma: 1t’s the life!”

But there my triumph’s straw-fire flared and funked;
Their betters took their turn to see and say.
The Prior and the learned pulled a face

And stopped all that 1n no time “How? what’s here?
Quite from the mark of painting, bless us alll
Faces, arms, legs, and bodies like the true

As much as pea and peal 1t’s devil’s-game!
Your business is not to catch men with show,
With homage to the perishable clay,

But lift them over it, ignore it all,

Make them forget there’s such a thing as flesh.
Your business 1s to paint the souls of men—
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Man’s soul, and it’s a fire, smoke . . . no, it’s not . .

It’s vapor done up like a new-born babe—

(In that shape when you die it leaves your mouth)
It’s . . . well, what matters talking, 1t’s the soul!
Give us no more of body than shows soull

Here’s Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God,
That sets us praising,—why not stop with him?
Why put all thoughts of praise out of our head
With wonder at lines, colors, and what not?
Paint the soul, never mind the legs and arms!
Rub all out, try at it a second tme.

Oh, that white smallish female with the breasts,
She’s just my niece . . . Herodias, I would say,—
Who went and danced and got men’s heads cut off!
Have it all out!” Now, 1s this sense, I ask?

A fine way to paint soul, by painting body

So ill, the eye can’t stop there, must go further
And can’t fare worse! Thus, yellow does for white
When what you put for yellow’s ssmply black,
And any sort of meaning looks intense

When all beside 1tself means and looks naught.
Why can’t a painter hift each foot 1n turn,

Left foot and nght foot, go a double step,

Make his flesh liker and his soul more like,

Both 1n their order? Take the prettiest facc,

The Prio1’s niece . . . patron-saint—is 1t so pretty
You can’t discover 1f 1t means hope, fear,
Sorrow or joy? won't beauty go with these?
Suppose I've made her eyes all right and blue,
Can’t I take breath and try to add life’s flash,
And then add soul and heighten them threefold?
Or say there’s beauty with no soul at all—

(I never saw it—put the case the same—)

If you get sumple beauty and naught else,

You get about the best thing God 1nvents:
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That's somewhat. and you’ll find the soul you have missed,

Within yourself, when you rcturn him thanks.

“Rub all out!” Well, well, there’s my lite, in short,

And so the thing has gone on ever since.

189. Guotto, the great Renaissance painter.
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I'm grown a man no doubt, I've broken bounds:

You should not take a fellow eight years old

And make him swear to never kiss the girls. 225
I'm my own master, paint now as I please—

Having a friend, you see, in the Corner-house!

Lord, it’s fast holding by the rings in front—

Those great rings serve more purposes than just

To plant a flag in, or tie up a horse! 230
And yet the old schooling sticks, the old grave eyes

Are peeping o’er my shoulder as I work,

The heads shake sull-“It’s art’s decline, my son!

You're not of the true painters, great and old,

Brother Angelico’s the man, you'll find; 235
Brother Lorenzo stands his single peer:

Fag on at flesh, you’ll never make the third!”

Flower o’ the pine,

You keep your mustr . . . manners, and I'll stick to mine!
I'm not the third, then- bless us, they must know! 240
Don’t you think they’re the likeliest to know,

They with their Latin? So, I swallow my rage,

Clench my teeth, suck my lips 1n tight, and paint

To please them—sometimes do and sometimes don’t;

For, doing most, there’s pretty sure to come 245
A turn, some warm eve finds me at my saints—

A laugh, a cry, the business of the world—

(Flower o’ the peach,

Death for us all, and his own life for each')

And my whole soul revolves, the cup runs over, 250
The world and life’s too big to pass for a dream,

And I do these wild things 1n sheer despite,

And play the fooleries you catch me at,

In pure rage! The old mill-horse, out at grass

After hard years, throws up his suff heels so, 255
Although the miller does not preach to him

The only good of grass is to make chaff.

What would men have? Do they like grass or no—

May they or mayn’t they? All I want’s the thing

Settled forever one way. As it is, 26a
You tell too many lies and hurt yourself:

You don’t like what you only like too much,

You do like what, if given you at your word,



ROBERT BROWNING

You find abundantly detestable.

For me, I think I speak as I was taught;

I always see the garden and God there
A-making man’s wife. and, my lesson learned,
The value and significance of flesh,

I can’t unlearn ten minutes afterwards.

You understand me: I'm a beast, I know.
But see, now—why, I see, as certainly
As that the morning-star’s about to shine,
What will hap some day. We've a youngster here
Comes to our convent, studies what I do,
Slouches and stares and lets no atom drop:
His name 1s Guidi—he’ll not mind the monks—
They call him Hulking Tom, he lets them talk—
He picks my practice up—he’ll paint apace,
I hope so—though I never live so long,
I know what’s sure to follow. You be judge!
You speak no Latin more than I, belike,
However, you’re my man, you've seen the world
—The beauty and the wonder and the power,
The shapes of things, their colors, lights and shades,
Changes, surprises,—and God made 1t alll
—For what? Do you teel thankful, aye or no,
For this fair town’s face, yonder river’s line,
The mountain round 1t and the sky above,
Much more the figures of man, woman, child,
These are the frame to? What'’s it all about?
To be passed over, despised? or dwelt upon,
Wondered at? oh, this last of coursel—you say.
But why not do as well as say,—paint these
Just as they are, careless what comes of it?
God’s works—paint any one, and count 1t crime
To let a truth slip. Don’t object, “His works
Are here already; nature 1s complete:
Suppose you reproduce her—(which you can’t)
There’s no advantage! you must beat her, then.”
For, don’t you mark? we’re made so that we love
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First when we see them painted, things we have passed

Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see;
And so they are better, painted—better to us,
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Which is the same thing. Art was given for that;
God uses us to help each other so,

Lending our minds out. Have you noticed, now,
Your cullion’s hanging face? A bit of chalk,

305

And trust me but you should, though! How much more,

If I drew higher things with the same truth!
That were to take the Prior’s pulpit-place,
Interpret God to all of you! Oh, oh,

It makes me mad to see what men shall do

And we in our graves! This world’s no blot for us,
Nor blank; 1t means intensely, and means good:
To find 1ts meaning 1s my meat and drink.

“Aye, but you don’t so instigate to prayer!”
Strikes in the Prior- “when your meaning’s plain
It does not say to folk—remember matins,

Or, mind you fast next Friday!” Why, for this
‘What need of art at all? A skull and bones,

Two bits of stick nailed crosswise, or, what'’s best,
A bell to chime the hour with, does as well.

I painted a Saint Laurence six months since

At Prato, splashed the fresco 1n fine style:

“How looks my painting, now the scaffold’s down?”
I ask a brother: “Hugely,” he returns—

“Already not one phiz of your three slaves

Who turn the Deacon off his toasted side,

But’s scratched and prodded to our heart’s content,
The pious people have so eased their own

With coming to say prayers there in a rage:

We get on fast to see the bricks beneath.

Expect another job this time next year,

For pity and religion grow i’ the crowd—

Your painting serves its purpose!” Hang the fools!

—That is—you’ll not mistake an idle word
Spoke in a huff by a poor monk, God wot,
Tasting the air this spicy night which turns
The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine!

Oh, the church knows! don’t misreport me, now!
It’s natural a poor monk out of bounds

Should have his apt word to excuse himself:

And hearken how I plot to make amends.
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I have bethought me: I shall paint a piece

. . . There’s for you! Give me six months, then go, see
Something in Sant’ Ambrogio’s! Bless the nuns!
They want a cast o’ my office. I shall paint

God in the midst, Madonna and her babe,
Ringed by a bowery, flowery angel-brood,

Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet

As puff on puff of grated orris-root

When ladies crowd to Church at midsummer.
And then i’ the front, of course a saint or two—
Saint John, because he saves the Florentines,
Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and white
The convent’s friends and gives them a long day,
And Job, I must have him there past mistake,
The man of Uz (and Us without the z,

Painters who need his patience). Well, all these
Secured at their devotion, up shall come

Out of a corner when you least expect,

As one by a dark stair into a great hight,

Music and talking, who but Lippo! I!—

Mazed, motionless, and moonstruck—I'm the man!
Back I shrink—what 1s this I see and hear?

I, caught up with my monk’s-things by mistake,

My old serge gown and rope that goes all round,
I, in this presence, this pure company!

Where’s a hole, where’s a corner for escape?
Then steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing

Forward, puts out a soft palm—*“Not so fast!”
—Addresses the celestial presence, “nay—

He made you and devised you, after all,
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Though he’s none of you! Could Saint John there draw—

His camel-hair make up a painting-brush?

We come to brother Lippo for all that,

Iste perfecit opus!” So, all smile—

I shuffle sideways with my blushing face

Under the cover of a hundred wings

Thrown like a spread of kirtles when you’re gay
And play hot cockles, all the doors being shut
Till, wholly unexpected, in there pops

877. Iste perfecit opus, this man did the work.
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The hothead husband! Thus I scuttle off
To some safe bench behind, not letting go
The palm of her, the little lily thing

That spoke the good word for me in the nick,
Like the Prior’s niece . . . Saint Lucy, I would say.
And so all’s saved for me, and for the church

A pretty picture gained. Go, six months hencel!
Your hand, sir, and good-by: no lights, no lights!
The street’s hushed, and 1 know my own way back,

Don’t fear me! There'’s the gray beginning. Zooksl!

A WOMAN'S LAST WORD

Let’s contend no more, Love,
Strive nor weep;

All be as before, Love,
—Only sleep!

What so wild as words are?
I and thou

In debate, as birds are,
Hawk on bough!

Sce the creature stalking
While we speak!

Hush and hide the talking,
Cheek on cheek!

What so false as truth is,
False to thee?

Where the serpent’s tooth is
Shun the tree—

Where the apple reddens
Never pry— -

Lest we lose our Edens,
Eve and I

Be a god and hold me
With a charm!

Be a man and fold me
With thine arml
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Teach me, only teach, Love!
As I ought

I will speak thy speech, Love,
Think thy thought—

Meet, if thou require it,
Both demands,

Laying flesh and spirit
In thy hands.

That shall be tomorrow
Not tonight:

I must bury sorrow
Out of sight

—Must a little weep, Love,
(Foolish mel)

And so fall asleep, Love,
Loved by thee.

LOVE AMONG THE RUINS

Where the quiet-colored end of evening smiles
Miles and miles

On the solitary pastures where our sheep
Half-asleep

Tinkle homeward through the twilight, stray or stop
As they crop—

Was the site once of a city great and gay,
(So they say)

Of our country’s very capital, its prince
Ages since

Held his court in, gathered councils, wielding far
Peace or war.

Now,—the country does not even boast a tree,
As you see,

To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills
From the hills

Intersect and give a name to, (else they run
Into one)
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Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires
Up like fires

O’er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall
Bounding all,

Made of marble, men might march on nor be pressed,
Twelve abreast.

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass
Never was!

Such a carpet as, this summer-time, o’er-spreads
And embeds

Every vestige of the city, guessed alone,
Stock or stone—

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe
Long ago;

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of shame
Struck them tame;

And that glory and that shame alike, the gold
Bought and sold.

Now,—the single little turret that remains
On the plains,

By the caper overrooted, by the gourd
Overscored,
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While the patching houseleek’s head of blossom winks

Through the chinks—

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time
Sprang sublime,

And a burning ring, all round, the chariots traced
As they raced,

And the monarch and his minions and his dames
Viewed the games.

And I know, while thus the quiet-colored eve
Smules to leave

To their folding, all our many-tinkling fleece
In such peace,

And the slopes and rills in undistinguished gray
Melt away—

That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair
Waits me there
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n the turret whence the charioteers caught soul
For the goal,
Nhen the king looked, where she looks now, breathless,
dumb
Till I come. 6o

But he looked upon the city, every side,
Far and wide,

All the mountamns topped with temples, all the glades’
Colonnades,

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,—and then, 65
All the men!

When I do come, she will speak not, she will stand,
Either hand

JOn my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace
Of my face, 70

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech
Each on each.

[n one year they sent a million fighters forth
South and North,
And they built their gods a brazen pillar high 5
As the sky,
Yet reserved a thousand chariots 1n full force—
Gold, of course.
Oh heart! oh blood that freezes, blood that burns!
Earth’s returns 8o
For whole centunes of folly, noise and sin!
Shut them in,
With their triumphs and their glories and the rest!
Love 1s best.

YOUTH AND ART

It once might have been, once only:
We lodged 1n a street together,

You, a sparrow on the housetop lonely,
I, a lone she-bird of his feather.

Your trade was with sticks and clay, 5
You thumbed, thrust, patted and polished,
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Then laughed “They will see some day
Smith made, and Gibson demolished.”

My business was song, song, song;
I chirped, cheeped, trilled and twittered,
“Kate Brown’s on the boards ere long,
And Grsi’s existence embittered!”

I earned no more by a warble
Than you by a sketch in plaster;
You wanted a piece of marble,
I needed a music-master.

We studied hard in our styles,

Chipped each at a crust ike Hindoos,
For air, looked out on the tiles,

For fun, watched each other’s windows.

You lounged, like a boy of the South,

Cap and blouse—nay, a bit of bcard too;
Or you got it, rubbing your mouth

With fingers the clay adhered to.

And I—soon managed to find

Weak points in the flower-fence facing,
Was forced to put up a blind

And be safe 1n my corset-lacing.

No harm! It was not my fault

If you never turned your eye’s tail up
As I shook upon E in alt.,

Or ran the chromatic scale up:

For spring bade the sparrows pair,
And the boys and guls gave guesses,

And stalls in our street looked rare
With bulrush and watercresses.

Why did not you pinch a flower
In a pellet of clay and fling it?

8. John Gibson (1790-1866), a well-known sculptor.
12. Guulia Gnist (1811-1869), a famous singer.

10

15

20

25

30

35



ROBERT BROWNING 393

Why did not I put a power
Of thanks 1n a look, or sing it? 40

I did look, sharp as a lynx,
(And yet the memory rankles)

When models arrived, some minx
Tripped up-stairs, she and her ankles.

But I think I gave you as good! 45
“That foreign fellow,—who can know

How she pays, in a playful mood,
For his tuning her that piano?”

Could you say so, and never say,

“Suppose we join hands and fortunes, 50
And I fetch her from over the way,

Her, piano, and long tunes and short tunes'?

No, no- you would not be rash,
Nor I rasher and something over:

You've to settle yet Gibson’s hash, 55
And Grisi yet Ives in clover.

But you meet the Prince at the Board,
I'm queen myself at bals-pare,
I’'ve marned a rich old lord,
And you’re dubbed knight and an R.A. 6o

Each Iife unfulfilled, you see;
It hangs sull, patchy and scrappy:

We have not sighed deep, laughed fiee,
Starved, feasted, despaired,—been happy.

And nobody calls you a dunce, 65
And people suppose me clever:

This could but have happened once,
And we missed it, lost it for ever.

58. bals-paré, fancy-dress balls.
60. R.4, a member of the Royal Academy.
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PORPHYRIA’S LOVER

The rain set eaily in tomght,
The sullen wind was soon awake,
It tore the elm-tops down for spite,
And did its worst to vex the lake:
I listened with heart fit to break.
When glided 1n Porphyria, straight
She shut the cold out and the storm,
And kneeled and made the cheerless grate
Blaze up, and all the cottage warm,
Which done, she 10se, and from her form
Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl,
And laid her soiled gloves by, untied
Her hat and let the damp hair fall,
And, last, she sat down by my side
And called me. When no voice replied,
She put my arm about her waist,
And made her smooth white shoulder bare,
And all her yellow hair displaced,
And, stooping, made my cheek lie there,
And spread, o’cr all, her yellow harr,
Murmuring how she loved me—she
Too weak, for all her heart’s endeavor,
To set its struggling passion free
From pride, and vainer ties dissever,
And give herself to me for ever.
But passton sometimes would prevail,
Nor could tomght’s gay feast restrain
A sudden thought of one so pale
For love of her, and all in vain.
So, she was come through wind and 1ain.
Be sure I looked up at her eyes
Happy and proud; at last I knew
Porphyria worshiped me, surprise
Made my heart swell, and still it grew
While I debated what to do.
That moment she was mine, mine, fair,
Perfectly pure and good: I found
A thing to do, and all her hair
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In one long yellow string I wound
Three times her little throat around,

And strangled her. No pain felt she;

I am quite sure she felt no pain.

As a shut bud that holds a bee,

I warily oped her lids. again

Laughed the blue eyes without a stain.
And I untightened next the tress

About her neck, her cheek once more
Blushed bright beneath my burning Kkiss:
I propped her head up as before,
Only, this time my shoulder bore

Her head, which droops upon 1t stull:
The smiling rosy little head,

So glad it has 1ts utmost will,

That all 1t scorned at once 1s fled,
And 1, 1ts love, am gained instead!
Porphyria’s love* she guessed not how
Her darling one wish would be heard.

And thus we sit together now,

And all night long we have not stirred,
And yet God has not said a word!

THE LAST RIDE TOGETHER

I said—Then, dearest, since ’tis so,

Since now at length my fate I know,

Since nothing all my love avails,

Since all my life seemed meant for, fails,
Since this was written and needs must be—

My whole heart rises up to bless

Your name in pride and thankfulness!

Take back the hope you gave,—I claim

Only a memory of the same,

—And this beside, if you will not blame,
Your leave for one more last ride with me.

My mistress bent that brow of hers;
Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs
When pity would be softening through,
Fixed me a breathing-while or two
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With Iife or death in the balance: right!
The blood replenished me again;
My last thought was at least not vain:
I and my mustress, side by side
Shall be together, breathe and ride,
So, one day more am I deified.

Who knows but the world may end tonight?

Hush! if you saw some western cloud

All billowy-bosomed, over-bowed

By many benedictions—sun'’s

And moon’s and cvening-star’s at once—
And so, you, looking and loving best,

Conscious grew, your passion drew

Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too,

Down on you, near and yet more near,

Till flesh must fade for heaven was herel—

Thus leant she and lingered—joy and fear!
Thus lay she a moment on my breast.

Then we began to ride. My soul
Smoothed 1tself out, a long-cramped scroll
Freshening and fluttering in the wind.
Past hopes already lay behind.
What need to strive with a life awry?
Had I said that, had I done this,
So might I gain, so might I miss.
Might she have loved me? just as well
She might have hated, who can tell!
Where had I been now 1if the worst befell?
And here we are niding, she and L

Fail I alone, in words and decds?
Why, all men strive, and who succeeds?
We rode; it seemed my spirit flew,
Saw other regions, cities new,
As the world rushed by on either side.
I thought,—All labor, yet no less
Bear up beneath their unsuccess.
Look at the end of work, contrast
The petty done, the undone vast,

20

25

30

35

40

45

5o



ROBERT BROWNING 397

Thus present of theirs with the hopeful past!
I hoped she would love me; here we ride. 55

What hand and brain went ever paired?

What heart alike conceived and dared?

What act proved all its thought had been?

What will but felt the fleshly screen?
We ride and I see her bosom heave. 6o

There’s many a crown for who can reach.

Ten lines, a statesman’s life 1n each!

The flag stuck on a heap of bones,

A soldier’s doing! what atones?

They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 65
My riding is better, by their leave.

What does it all mean, poet? Well,

Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell

What we felt only, you expressed

You hold things beautiful the best, 70
And place them in rhyme so, side by side.

"T1s something, nay ‘tis much but then,

Have you yourself what’s best for men?

Are you—poor, sick, old ere your time—

Nearer one whit your own sublime 75

Than we who never have turned a rhyme?
Sing, riding’s a joy! For me, I ride.

And you, great sculptor—so, you gave
A score of years to Art, her slave,
And that’s your Venus, whence we turn 80
To yonder girl that fords the burn!
You acquiesce, and shall I repine?
‘What, man of music, you grown gray
With notes and nothing else to say,
Is this your sole praise fiom a friend, 85
“Greatly his opera’s strains intend,
But in music we know how fashions end!”
I gave my youth; but we ride, 1n fine.

Who knows what’s fit for us? Had fate
Pr0posed bliss here should sublimate go
My being—had I signed the bond—
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Still one must lead some life beyond,
Have a bliss to die with, dim-descried.

This foot once planted on the goal,

This glory-garland round my soul, 95

Could I descry such? Try and test!

I sink back shuddering from the quest.

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best?
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride.

And yet—she has not spoke so long! 100
What if heaven be that, fair and strong
At Iife’s best, with our eyes upturned
Whither life’s flower is first discerned,
We, fixed so, ever should so abide?
What 1f we st1ll ride on, we two, 105
With life forever old yet new,
Changed not in kind but in degree,
The instant made eternity,—
And heaven just prove that I and she
Ride, ride together, forever ride? 110

EPILOGUE TO ASOLANDO

At the mudmight in the silence of the sleep-time,
When you set your fanaes fiee,
Will they pass to where—by death, fools think, imprisoned—
Low he lies who once so loved you, whom you loved so,
—Pity me? 5

Oh to love so, be so loved, yet so mistaken!
‘What had I on carth to do
With the slothful, with the mawkish, the unmanly?
Like the aimless, helpless, hopeless, did I drivel
—Being—who? 10

One who never turned his back but marched breast forward,
Never doubted clouds would break,
Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong would
triumph,
Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better,
Sleep to wake. 15
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No, at noonday in the bustle of man’s work-time
Greet the unseen with a cheer!
Bid him forward, breast and back as either should be,
“Strive and thrive!” cry “Speed,—fight on, fare ever
There as herel” 20

Matthew Arnold
1822 1888

PHILOMELA

Hark, ah, the nightingale—

The tawny-throated!

Hark, from that moonlit cedar what a burst!
What triumph! hark!—what painl

O wanderer from a Grecian shore, 5
Still, after many years, 1n distant lands,

Still nourishing in thy bewildered brain

That wild, unquenched, deep-sunken, old-world pain—
Say, will 1t never heal?

And can this fragrant lawn 10
With its cool trees, and night,

And the sweet, tranquil Thames,

And moonshine, and the dew,

To thy racked heart and brain

Afford no balm? 15

Dost thou tonight behold,

Here, through the moonlight on this English grass,

The unfriendly palace in the Thracian wild?

Dost thou again peruse

With hot cheeks and seared eyes 20
The too clear web, and thy dumb sister’s shame?

Dost thou once more assay

Thy flight, and feel come over thee,

Poor fugitive, the feathery change

Once more, and once more seem to make resound 25
With love and hate, triumph and agony,
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Lone Daulis, and the high Cephissian vale?

Listen, Eugenia—

How thick the bursts come crowding through the leaves!
Again—thou hearest? 30
Eternal passion!

Eternal pain!

REQUIESCAT

Strew on her roses, roses,
And never a spray of yew:
In quiet she reposes;
Ah, would that I did too!

Her mirth the world required; 5
She bathed it in smiles of glee.

But her heart was tired, tired,
And now they let her be.

Her life was turning, turning,

In mazes of heat and sound. 10
But for peace her soul was yearning,

And now peace laps her round.

Her cabined, ample spirit,
It fluttered and failed for breath;

Tonight it doth inherit 15
The vasty hall of death.

DOVER BEACH

The sea is calm tonight,

The tide is full, the moon lies fair

Upon the straits,—on the French coast the light
Gleams and 1s gone; the cliffs of England stand,
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranqul bay. 5
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!

Only, from the long line of spray

Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land,
Listen! you hear the grating roar
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Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,
At their return, up the high strand,

Begin, and cease, and then again begin,

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring

The eternal note of sadness in.

Sophocles long ago

Heard 1t on the Aegean, and it brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery; we

Find also in the sound a thought,
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.

The Sea of Faith

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.

But now I only hear

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,
Retreating, to the breath

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.

Ah, love, let us be true

To one another! for the world, which seems

To lie before us like a land of dreams,

So various, so beautiful, so new,

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;

And we are here as on a darkling plain

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Where ignorant armies clash by night.

THE FORSAKEN MERMAN

Come, dear childien, let us away;
Down and away below!

Now my brothers call from the bay,
Now the great winds shoreward blow,
Now the salt tides seaward flow;
Now the wild white horses play,
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Champ and chafe and toss in the spray.
Children dear, let us away!
This way, this way!

Call her once before you go—

Call once yet!

In a voice that she will know:
“Margaret! Margaret!”

Children’s voices should be dear
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear;
Children’s voices, wild with pain—
Surely she will come again!

Call her once and come away;
This way, this way!

“Mother dear, we cannot stay!
The wild white horses foam and fret.”
Margaret! Margaret!

Come, dear children, come away down;
Call no more!
One last look at the white-walled town,

And the Iittle gray church on the windy shore,

Then come down!
She will not come though you call all day;
Come away, come away!

Children dear, was it yesterday

We heard the sweet bells over the bay?
In the caverns where we lay,

Through the surf and through the swell,
The far-off sound of a silver bell?
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep,
Where the winds are all asleep,

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam,
Where the salt weed sways in the stream,
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round,
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground;
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine,
Dry their mail and bask in the brine;
Where great whales come sailing by,
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Sail and sail, with unshut eye,

Round the world for ever and aye? 45
When did music come this way?

Children dear, was it yesterday?

Children dear, was it yesterday

(Call yet once) that she went away?

Once she sate with you and me, 50
On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea,

And the youngest sate on her knee

She combed its bright hair, and she tended it well,

When down swung the sound of a far-off bell.

She sighed, she looked up through the clear green sea; g5
She said: “I must go, for my kinsfolk pray

In the little gray church on the shore today.

"T'will be Easter-time in the world—ah me!

And I lose my poor soul, Merman! here with thee.”

I said: “Go up, dear heart, through the waves; 60
Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-caves!”
She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay.
Children dear, was it yesterday?

Children dear, were we long alone?

“The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan; 65
Long prayers,” I said, “in the world they say;

Come!” I said; and we rose through the surf in the bay.
We went up the beach, by the sandy down

Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-walled town;
Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still, 4o
To the little gray church on the windy hill.

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers,
But we stood without in the cold blowing airs.

We climbed on the graves, on the stones worn with rains,
And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes.
She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear: 76
“Margaret, hist! come quick, we are herel

Dear heart,” I said, “we are long alone;

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.”

But, ah, she gave mc never a look, 8o
For her eyes were sealed to the holy book!
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Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door.
Come away, children, call no more!
Come away, come down, call no more!

Down, down, down!

Down to the depths of the sea!

She sits at her wheel in the humming town,
Singing most joyfully.

Hark what she sings: “O joy, O joy,

For the humming street, and the child with its toy!
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well;
For the wheel where I spun,

And the blessed light of the sun!”

And so she sings her fill,

Singing most joyfully,

Till the spindle drops from her hand,

And the whizzing wheel stands st1ll.

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand,
And over the sand at the sea;

And her eyes are set in a stare;

And anon there breaks a sigh,

And anon there drops a tear,

From a sorrow-clouded eye,

And a heart sorrow-laden,

A long, long sigh;

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden
And the gleam of her golden hair.

Come away, away, children;
Come, children, come down!
The hoarse wind blows coldly;
Lights shine in the town.

She will start from her slumber
When gusts shake the door;
She will hear the winds howling,
Will hear the waves roar.

‘We shall see, while above us
The waves roar and whirl,

A ceiling of amber,

A pavement of pearl.

Singing: “Here came a mortal,

85

go

100

105

110

115

120



MATTHEW ARNOLD

But faithless was she!
And alone dwell forever
The kings of the sea.”

But, children, at midnight,
‘When soft the winds blow,
When clear falls the moonlight,
When spring-tides are low;

When sweet airs come seaward
From heaths starred with broom,
And high rocks throw mildly

On the blanched sands a gloom;
Up the sull, glistening beaches,
Up the creeks we will hie,

Over banks of bright seaweed
The ebb-tide leaves dry.

We will gaze, from the sand-hills,
At the white, sleeping town,

At the church on the hillside—
And then come back down,
Singing: “There dwells a loved one,
But cruel is she!

She left lonely forever

The kings of the sea.”

THE BURIED LIFE

Light flows our war of mocking words, and yet,

Behold, with tears mine eyes are wet!

I feel a nameless sadness o’er me roll.
Yes, yes, we know that we can jest,

We know, we know that we can smile!
But there’s a something in this breast,
To which thy light words bring no rest,
And thy gay smiles no anodyne.

Give me thy hand, and hush awhile,
And turn those limpid eyes on mine,

And let me read there, love! thy inmost soul.

Alas! is even love too weak
To unlock the heart, and let it speak?
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Are even lovers powerless to reveal

To one another what indeed they feel?

I knew the mass of men concealed

Their thoughts, for fear that if revealed

They would by other men be met

With blank indifference, or with blame reproved;
I knew they lived and moved

Tricked 1n disguises, alien to the rest

Of men, and alien to themselves—and yet

The same heart beats 1n cvery human breast!

But we, my lovel—doth a like spell benumb
Our hearts, our voices’—must we, too, be dumb?

Ah! well for us, if even we,

Even for a moment, can get free

Our heart, and have our lips unchained;

For that which seals them hath been deep-ordained!

Fate, which foresaw

How frivolous a baby man would be,—

By what distractions he would be possessed,
How he would pour himself in every strife,
And well nigh change his own 1dentty—
That it might keep from his capricious play
His genuine self, and force him to obey
Even 1n his own despite his being’s law,
Bade through the deep recesses of our breast
The unregarded river of our hfe

Pursue with indiscermible flow its way;

And that we should not see

The buried stream, and seem to be
Eddying at large in blind uncertainty,
Though driving on with it eternally.

But often, in the world’s most crowded streets,
But often, in the din of strife,

There rises an unspeakable desire

After the knowledge of our buried life;

A thirst to spend our fire and restless force
In tracking out our true, original course;
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A longing to inquire

Into the mystery of this heart which beats

So wild, so deep 1n us—to know

Whence our lives come and where they go.

And many a man in his own breast then delves,
But deep enough, alas! none ever mines.

And we have been on many thousand lines,
And we have shown, on each, spirit and power;
But hardly have we, for one little hour,

Been on our own line, have we been ourselves—
Hardly had skill to utter one of all

The nameless feelings that course through our breast,
But they course on forever unexpressed,

And long we try in vain to speak and act

Our hidden self, and what we say and do

Is eloquent, is well—but ’tis not true!

And then we will no more be racked

With inward striving, and demand

Of all the thousand nothings of the hour
Therr stupefying power;

Ah, yes, and they benumb us at our calll

Yet still, from time to tume, vague and forlorn,
From the soul’s subterranean depth upborne
As from an infinitely distant land,

Come airs, and floating echoes, and convey

A melancholy into all our day.

Only—but this is rare—

When a beloved hand is laid in ours,

When, jaded with the rush and glare

Of the interminable hours,

Our eyes can in another’s eyes read clear,
When our world-deafened ear

Is by the tones of a loved voice caressed—

A bolt is shot back somewhere in our breast,
And a lost pulse of feeling stirs again.

The eye sinks inward, and the heart lies plain,
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And what we mean, we say, and what we would, we know.

A man becomes aware of his life’s flow,
And hears its winding murmur; and he sees
The meadows where it ghides, the sun, the breeze.
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And there arrives a lull in the hot race

Wherein he doth forever chase

That flying and elustve shadow, rest.

An air of coolness plays upon his face,

And an unwonted calm pervades his breast. 95
And then he thinks he knows

The hills where his life rose,

And the sea where it goes.

SHAKESPEARE

Others abide our question. Thou art free.

We ask and ask. Thou smilest, and art still,
Out-topping knowledge. For the loftiest hill,
Who to the stars uncrowns his majesty,

Planting his steadfast footsteps in the sea,

Making the heaven of heavens his dwelling-place,
Spares but the cloudy border of his base

To the foiled searching of mortality;

And thou, who didst the stars and sunbeams know,
Self-schooled, self-scanned, self-honored, self-secure,
Didst tread on earth unguessed at.—Better sol

All pains the immortal spirit must endure,

All weakness which 1mpairs, all griefs which bow,
Find their sole speech 1n that victorious brow.

THE LAST WORD

Creep into thy narrow bed,
Creep, and let no more be said!
Vain thy onset! all stands fast.
Thou thyself must break at last.

Let the long contention cease! [
Geese are swans, and swans are geese.

Let them have it how they willl

Thou art tired; best be still.

They out-talked thee, hissed thee, tore thee?
Better men fared thus before thes: 10
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Fired their ringing shot and passed,
Hotly charged—and sank at last.

Charge once more, then, and be dumb!
Let the victors, when they come,
When the forts of folly fall,

Find thy body by the walll

George Meredith
1828 1909

LUCIFER IN STARLIGHT

On a starred night Prince Lucifer uprose.

Tired of his dark dominion swung the fiend
Above the rolling ball in cloud part screened,
Where sinners hugged their specter of repose.
Poor prey to his hot fit of pride were those.

And now upon his western wing he leaned,

Now his huge bulk o’er Afric’s sands careened,
Now the black planet shadowed Arctic snows.
Soaring through wider zones that pricked his scars
With memory of the old revolt from Awe,*

He reached a middle height, and at the stars,
Which are the brain of heaven, he looked, and sank.
Around the ancient track marched, rank on rank,
‘The army of unalterable law.

WINTER HEAVENS

Sharp is the night, but stars with frost alive
Leap off the rim of earth across the dome.

It is a night to make the heavens our home

More than the nest whereto apace we strive.
Lengths down our road each fir-tree seems a hive,
Its swarms outrushing from the golden comb.
They waken waves of thoughts that burst to foam:

1revolt from Awe, Satan’s rebellion against God.
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The living throb in me, the dead revive.

Yon mantle clothes us: there, past mortal breath,
Life glistens on the river of the death.

It folds us, flesh and dust; and have we knelt,
Or never knelt, or eyed as kine the springs

Of radiance, the radiance enrings:

And this is the soul’s haven to have felt.

FROM “MODERN LOVE"

We saw the swallows gathering in the sky,
And in the osier-isle we heard them noise.
We had not to look back on summer joys,

Or forward to a summer of bright dye:

But in the largeness of the evening earth
Our spririts grew as we went side by side.
The hour became her husband and my bride.

Love that had robbed us so, thus blessed our dearth!

The pilgrims of the year waxed very loud
In multitudinous chatterings, as the flood
Full brown came from the West, and like pale blood
Expanded to the upper crimson cloud.

Love that had robbed us of immortal things,
This little moment mercifully gave,

Where I have seen across the twilight wave

The swan sail with her young beneath her wings.

DIRGE IN WOODS

A wind sways the pines,

And below
Not a breath of wild air;
Still as the mosses that glow
On the flooring and over the lines
Of the roots here and there.
The pine-tree drops its dead;
They are quuet, as under the sea.
Overhead, overhead
Rushes life 1n a race,
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As the clouds the clouds chase;
And we go,

And we drop like the fruits of the tree,
Even we,
Even so.

JUGGLING JERRY

Pitch here the tent, while the old horse grazes;
By the old hedge-side we’ll halt a stage.

It's nigh my last above the daisies;
My next leaf’ll be man’s blank page.

Yes, my old girl! and it’s no use crying;
Juggler, constable, king, must bow.

One that outjuggles all’s been spying
Long to have me, and has me now.

We’ve traveled times to this old common;
Often we’ve hung our pots 1n the gorse.

We've had a stirring life, old woman!
You, and I, and the old gray horse.

Races, and fairs, and royal occasions,
Found us coming to their call;

Now they’ll miss us at our stations—
There’s a Juggler outjuggles all!

Up goes the lark, as if all were jolly!
Over the duck-pond the willow shakes;

It’s easy to think that grieving’s folly,
When the hand’s firm as diiven stakes!

Aye, when we're strong, and braced, and manful,
Life’s a sweet fiddle, but we're a batch

Born to become the Great Juggler’s han’ful:
Balls he shies up, and 1s safe to catch.

Here’s where the lads of the village cricket—
I was a lad not wide from here,

Couldn’t I juggle the bale off the wicket?
Like an old world those days appear!

25. cricket, 1n this instance a verb, meaning to play cricket.
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Donkey, sheep, geese and thatched alehouse—I know them!

They are old friends of my halts, and seem,
Somehow, as if kind thanks I owe them;
Juggling don’t hinder the heart’s esteem.

Juggling’s no sin, for we must have victual;
Nature allows us to bait for the fool.
Holding one’s own makes us juggle no little;
But, to increase it, hard jugghng’s the rule.
You that are sneering at my profession,
Haven’t you juggled a vast amount?
There’s the Prime Minister, in one Session,
Juggles more games than my sins’ll count.

I've murdered insects with mock thunder;
Conscience, for that, in men don’t quail.
I've made bread from the bump of wonder;
That’s my business, and there’s my tale.
Fashion and rank all praised the professor;
Aye! and I've had my smile from the Queen—
Bravo, Jerry! she meant; God bless her!
Ain’t this a sermon on that scene?

I've studied men from my topsy-turvy
Close, and, I reckon, rather true.

Some are fine fellows; some, right scurvy;
Most, a dash between the two.

But it’s a woman, old girl, that makes me
Think more kindly of the race;

And it’s 2 woman, old girl, that shakes me
When the Great Juggler I must face.

We two were married, due and legal;
Honest we’ve lived since we've been one.
Lord! I could then jump like an eagle;
You danced bright as a bit o’ the sun.
Birds in a May-bush we were! right merry!
All night we kissed, we juggled all day.
Joy was the heart of Jugghng Jerry!
Now from his old girl he’s juggled away.
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It’s past parsons to console us;
No, nor no doctor fetch for me—
I can die without my bolus;

Two of a trade, lass, never agree!
Parson and Doctor—don’t they love rarely,
Fighting the devil in other men’s fields!
Stand up yourself and match him fairly;

Then see how the rascal yields!

I, lass, have lived no gypsy, flaunting
Finery while his poor helpmate grubs;
Coin I've stored, and you won’t be wanting—
You shan’t beg from the troughs and tubs.
Nobly you've stuck to me, though in his kitchen
Many a marquis would hail you cook!
Palaces you could have ruled and grown rich in,
But your old Jerry you never forsook.

Hand up the chirper! ripe ale winks in it;
Let’s have comfort and be at peace,

Once a stout draft made me hight as a linnet.
Cheer up! the Lord must have his lease.

May be—for none see in that black hollow—
It’s just a place where we're held in pawn,

And, when the Great Juggler makes as to swallow,
It’s just the sword-trick—I ain’t quite gone.

Yonder came smells of the gorse, so nutty,
Gold-like and warm, it’s the prime of May.
Better than mortar, brick, and putty,
Is God’s house on a blowing day.

Lean me more up the mound, now I feel it;
All the old heath-smells! Ain’t 1t strange?
There’s the world laughing, as if to conceal it!

But He's by us, juggling the change.

I mind it well, by the sea-beach lying,

Once—it’s long gone—when two gulls we beheld,
Which, as the moon got up, were flying

Down a big wave that sparked and swelled.
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Crack went a gun: one fell; the second

Wheeled round him twice, and was off for new luck;
There in the dark her white wing beckoned—

Drop me a kiss—I'm the bird dead-struck!

Dante Gabriel Rossetti
1828 1882

THE WOODSPURGE

The wind flapped loose, the wind was still,
Shaken out dead from tree and hill.

I had walked on at the wind’s will,—

I sat now, for the wind was still.

Between my knees my forehead was,—
My lips, drawn 1n, said not Alas!

My hair was over in the grass,

My naked ears heard the day pass.

My eyes, wide open, had the run

Of some ten weeds to fix upon;

Among those few, out of the sun,

The woodspurge flowered, three cups in one.

From perfect grief there need not be
Wisdom or even memory.

One thing then learnt remains to me,—
The woodspurge has a cup of three.

LOVE-SIGHT

When do I see thee most, beloved one?

When in the hight the spirits of mine eyes

Before thy face, their altar, solemnize

The worship of that Love through thee made known?
Or when, in the dusk hours (we two alone),
Close-kissed and eloquent of still replies
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Thy twilight-hidden glimmering visage lies,
And my soul only sees thy soul 1ts own?

O love, my love! if I no more should see

Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee,

Nor image of thine eyes i1n any spring,—

How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope
The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,
The wind of Death’s imperishable wing?

SILENT NOON

Your hands lie open 1n the long fresh grass,

The finger-points look through like rosy blooms;
Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams and glooms
"Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass.

All round our nest, far as the eye can pass,

Are golden kingcup-fields with silver edge

‘Where the cow-parsley skirts the hawthorn-hedge.
"Tis visible silence, still as the hour-glass.

Deep in the sun-searched growths the dragon-fly
Hangs like a blue thread loosened from the sky:—
So this winged hour 1s dropt to us from above.
Oh! clasp we to our hearts, for deathless dower,
This close-companioned inarticulate hour

‘When twofold silence was the song of love.

THE BLESSED DAMOZEL

The blessed damozel leaned out
From the gold bar of Heaven;

Her eyes were deeper than the depth
Of waters stilled at even,

She had three lilies in her hand, 5
And the stars 1n her hair were seven.

Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem,
No wrought flowers did adorn,
But a white rose of Mary’s gift,
For service meetly worn; 10
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Her hair that lay along her back
Was yellow like ripe corn.

Herseemed she scarce had been a day
One of God’s choristers;

The wonder was not yet quite gone
From that still look of hers,

Albeit, to them she left, her day
Had counted as ten years.

(To one, it is ten years of years.
. . . Yet now, and 1n this place,
Surely she leaned o’er me—her hair
Fell all about my face. . . .
Nothing. the autumn fall of leaves.
The whole year sets apace.)

It was the rampart of God’s house
That she was standing on;

By God built over the sheer depth
The which 1s Space begun,

So high, that looking downward thence
She scarce could see the sun.

It lies in Heaven, across the flood
Of ether, as a bridge.

Beneath the tides of day and night
With flame and darkness ridge

The void, as low as where this earth
Spins like a fretful midge.

Around her, lovers, newly met
’Mid deathless love’s acclaims,

Spoke evermore among themselves
Their heart-remembered names;

And the souls mounting up to God
Went by her like thin flames.

And still she bowed herself and stooped
Out of the circling charm;

18. Herseemed, it seemed to her.
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Until her bosom must have made
The bar she leaned on warm,

And the lilies lay as if asleep
Along her bended arm.

From the fixed place of Heaven she saw
Time like a pulse shake fierce

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove
Within the gulf to pierce

Its path; and now she spoke as when
The stars sang in their spheres.

The sun was gone now, the curled moon
Was like a little feather

Fluttering far down the gulf; and now
She spoke through the still weather.

Her voice was like the voice the stars
Had when they sang together.

(Ah sweet! Even now, in that bird’s song,
Strove not her accents there,

Fain to be hearkened? When those bells
Possessed the mid-day air,

Strove not her steps to reach my side
Down all the echoing stair?)

“I wish that he were come to me,
For he will come,” she said

“Have I not prayed in Heaven?—on earth,
Lord, Lord, has he not prayed?

Are not two prayers a perfect strength?
And shall 1 feel afraid?

“When round his head the aureole clings,
And he 1s clothed in white,

I'll take his hand and go with him
To the deep wells of light,

As unto a stream we will step down,
And bathe there in God’s sight.

“We two will stand beside that shrine,
Occult, withheld, untrod,
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Whose lamps are stirred continually
With prayer sent up to God,

And see our old prayers, granted, melt
Each like a little cloud.

“We two will lie i’ the shadow of
That living mystic tree

Within whose secret growth the Dove
Is sometimes felt to be,

While every leaf that His plumes touch
Saith His Name audibly.

“And I myself will teach to him,
I myself, lying so,

The songs I sing here; which his voice
Shall pause 1n, hushed and slow,

And find some knowledge at each pause,
Or some new thing to know.”

(Alas! We two, we two, thou say’st!
Yea, one wast thou with me

That once of old. But shall God hft
To endless unity

The soul whose likeness with thy soul
Was but its love for thee?)

“We two,” she said, “will seek the groves
Where the lady Mary 1s,

With her five handmaidens, whose names
Are five sweet symphonies,

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen,
Margaret and Rosalys.

“Circlewise sit they, with bound locks
And foreheads garlanded,

Into the fine cloth white like flame
Weaving the golden thread,

To fashion the birth-robes for them
Who are just born, being dead.

“He shall fear, haply, and be dumb:
Then will I lay my cheek
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To his, and tell about our love,
Not once abashed or weak:

And the dear Mother will approve
My pnide, and let me speak.

“Herself shall bring us, hand in hand,
To Him round whom all souls

Kneel, the clear-ranged unnumbered heads

Bowed with their aureoles
And angels meeting us shall sing
To their citherns and citoles.

“There will I ask of Christ the Lord
Thus much for him and me.—

Only to live as once on earth
With Love, only to be,

As then awhile, for ever now
Together, 1 and he.”

She gazed and lListened and then said,
Less sad of speech than mild.—

“All this is when he comes ” She ceased.
The hight thrilled towards her, filled

With angels in strong level flight.
Her eyes prayed, and she smiled.

(I saw her smile ) But soon their path
Was vague 1n distant spheres-

And then she cast her arms along
The golden bartiers,

And laid her face between her hands,
And wept. (I heard her tears.)

Christina Georgina Rossetti
1830 1894
A BIRTHDAY

My heart is like a singing bird
‘Whose nest 1s in a watered shoot;
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My heart is like an apple-tree

Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit;
My heart 1s hike a rainbow shell

That paddles in a halcyon sea;
My heart is gladder than all these

Because my love is come to me.

Raise me a dais of silk and down;
Hang it with vair and purple dyes;
Carve it in doves and pomegranates,
And peacocks with a hundred eyes;
Work it in gold and silver grapes,
In leaves and silver fleur-de-lys;
Because the birthday of my life
Is come, my love 1s come to me.

REMEMBER

Remember me when I am gone away,

Gone far away into the silent land;

When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay
Remember me when no more, day by day,
You tell me of our future that you planned;
Only remember me; you understand

It will be late to counsel then or pray.

Yet if you should forget me for a while

And afterwards remember, do not grieve;
For if the darkness and corruption leave

A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than that you should remember and be sad.

ALOOF

The irresponsive silence of the land,

The irresponsive sounding of the sea,

Speak both one message of one sense to me:—
“Aloof, aloof, we stand aloof, so stand

Thou too aloof bound with the flawless band
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In inner solitude; we bind not thee.
But who from thy self-chain shall set thee free?
What heart shall touch thy heart? what hand thy hand?”

And I am sometimes proud and sometimes meek,
And sometimes I remember days of old

When fellowship seemed not so far to seek

And all the world and I seemed much less cold,
And at the rainbow’s foot lay surely gold,

And hope felt strong and life 1tself not weak.

WHEN 1 AM DEAD, MY DEAREST

When I am dead, my dearest,

Sing no sad songs for me;

Plant thou no roses at my head,

Nor shady cypress-tree-

Be the green grass above me 5
With showers and dewdrops wet;

And if thou wilt, remember,

And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,

I shall not feel the rain; 10
I shall not hear the nightingale

Sing on, as if in pain:

And dreaming through the twilight

That doth not rise nor set,

Haply I may remember, 15
And haply may forget.

Algernon Charles Swinburne
1837 1909
MAN

From “Atalanta in Calydon”

Before the beginning of years,
There came to the making of man
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Time, with a gift of tears;
Grief, with a glass that ran;
Pleasure, with pain for leaven;
Summer, with flowers that 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 hight,
And Iife, the shadow of death.

And the high gods took in hand
Fire, and the falling of tcars,
And a measure of shding sand
From under the feet of the years;
And froth and drift of the sea;
And dust of the laboring earth;
And bodies of things to be
In the houses of death and of birth;
And wrought with weeping and laughter,
And fashioned with loathing and love,
With life before and after
And death beneath and above,
For a day and a might and a morrow,
That his strength might endure for a span
With travail and heavy sorrow,
The holy spirit of man.

From the winds of the north and the south
They gathered as unto strife;

They breathed upon his mouth,
They filled his body with life,

Eyesight and speech they wrought
For the veils of the soul therein,

A time for labor and thought,
A time to serve and to sin;

They gave him light in his ways,
And love, and a space for delight,

And beauty and length of days,
And night, and sleep in the night.
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His speech is a burning fire;
With his lips he travaileth;
In his heart 1s a blind desire,
In his eyes foreknowledge of death;
He weaves, and 1s clothed with derision; 45
Sows, and he shall not reap;
His life is a watch or a vision
Between a sleep and a sleep.

WHEN THE HOUNDS OF SPRING

From “Atalanta in Calydon”

When the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces,
The mother of months in meadow or plamn
Fills the shadows and windy placcs
With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain,
And the brown bright nightingale amorous 5
Is half assuaged for Itylus,
For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces,
The tongueless vigil, and all the pain

Come with bows bent and with emptying of quivers,
Maiden most perfect, lady of hght, 10

With a noise of winds and many rivers,
With a clamor of waters, and with might;

Bind on thy sandals, O thou most flect,

Over the splendor and speed of thy teet;

For the faint east quickens, the wan west shivers, 1
Round the feet of the day and the feet of the mght.

Where shall we find her, how shall we sing to her,
Fold our hands round her knees, and cling?
O that man’s heart were as fire and could spring to her,
Fire, or the strength of the streams that spring! 20
For the stars and the winds are unto her
As raiment, as songs of the harp-player;
For the risen stars and the fallen cling to her,
And the southwest-wind and the west-wind sing.

For winter’s rains and ruins are over, 25
And all the season of snows and sins.
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The days dividing lover and lover,

The light that loses, the might that wins;
And time remembered is grief forgotten,
And frosts are slain and flowers begotten,
And in green underwood and cover

Blossom by blossom the spring begins.

The full streams feed on flower of rushes,
Ripe grasses trammel a traveling foot,

The faint fresh flame of the young year flushes
From leaf to flower and flower to fruit;

And fruit and leaf are as gold and fire,

And the oat is heard above the lyre,

And the hoofed heel of a satyr crushes
The chestnut-husk at the chestnut-root.

And Pan by noon and Bacchus by night,
Fleeter of foot than the fleet-foot kid,
Follows with dancing and fills with delight

The Maenad and the Bassarid;
And soft as lips that laugh and hide
The laughing leaves of the trees divide,
And screen from seeing and leave in sight
The god pursuing, the maiden hid.

The ivy falls with the Bacchanal’s hair
Over her eyebrows hiding her eyes;
The wild vine slipping down leaves bare
Her bright breast shortening into sighs;
The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves,
But the berried ivy catches and cleaves
To the limbs that glitter, the feet that scare
The wolf that follows, the fawn that flies.

THE SEA
From “The Triumph of Time”
I will go back to the great sweet mother,

Mother and lover of men, the sea.
I will go down to her, I and none other,

Close with her, kiss her and mix her with me;
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Cling to her, strive with her, hold her fast.

O fair white mother, in days long past

Born without sister, born without brother,
Set free my soul as thy soul is free.

O fair green-girdled mother of mine,

Sea, that art clothed with the sun and the rain,
Thy sweet hard kisses are strong like wine,

Thy large embraces are keen like pain.
Save me and hide me with all thy waves,
Find me one grave of thy thousand graves,
Those pure cold populous graves of thine,

Wrought without hand in a world without stain.

I shall sleep, and move with the moving ships,
Change as the winds change, veer in the tide;
My hips will feast on the foam of thy hips,
I shall rise with thy rising, with thee subside;
Sleep, and not know 1f she be, if she were,
Filled full with life to the eyes and hair,
As a rose is fulfilled to the roseleaf tips
With splendid summer and perfume and pride.

This woven raiment of nights and days,

Were it once cast off and unwound from me,
Naked and glad would I walk 1n thy ways,

Alive and aware of thy ways and thee;
Clear of the whole world, hidden at home,
Clothed with the green and crowned with the foam,
A pulse of the life of thy straits and bays,

A vein 1n the heart of the streams of the sea.

SONG

Love laid his sleepless head

On a thorny rosy bed;

And his eyes with tears were red,
And pale his lips as the dead.

And fear and sorrow and scorn
Kept watch by his head forlorn,
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Till the night was overworn,
And the world was merry with morn.

And Joy came up with the day,

And kissed Love’s lips as he lay, 10
And the watchers ghostly and gray

Sped from his pillow away.

And his eyes as the dawn grew bright,

And his lips waxed ruddy as hight:

Sortow may reign for a night, 15
But day shall bring back delight.

THE GARDEN OF PROSERPINE*

Here, where the world is quiet;
Here, where all trouble seems
Dead winds’ and spent waves’ riot
In doubtful dreams of dreams;
I watch the green field growing 5
For reaping folk and sowing,
For harvest-time and mowing,
A sleepy world of streams.

I am tired of tears and laughter,
And men that laugh and weep; 10
Of what may come hereafter
For men that sow to reap
I am weary of days and hours,
Blown buds of barren flowers,
Desires and dreams and powers 15
And everything but sleep.

Here Life has death for neighbor,

And far from eye or ear
Wan waves and wet winds labor,

Weak ships and spirits steer; 20
They drive adrift, and whither

“ Proserpine, Queen of Hades, spent six months in Olympus and six
in the infernal regions. Thus she personified the changing seasons
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They wot not who make thither;
But no such winds blow hither,
And no such things grow here.

No growth of moor or coppice, 25
No heather-flower or vine,
But bloomless buds of poppaes,
Green grapes of Proserpine,
Pale beds of blowing rushes,
Where no leaf blooms or blushes 30
Save this whereout she crushes
For dead men deadly wine.

Pale, without name or number,
In fruitless fields of corn,

They bow themselves and slumber 35
All night tll light 1s born;

And like a soul belated,

In hell and heaven unmated,

By cloud and mist abated
Comes out of darkness morn. 40

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, 45
His beauty clouds and closes;
And well though love reposes,
In the end 1t 1s not well.

Pale, beyond porch and portal,
Crowned with calm leaves, she stands 50
Who gathers all things mortal
With cold immortal hands,
Her languid lips are sweeter
Than love’s who fears to greet her,
To men that mix and meet her 55
From many times and lands.

She waits for each and other,
She waits for all men born;
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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 all dead years draw thither,
And all disastrous things;
Dead dreams of days forsaken,

Blind buds that snows have shaken,

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

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
That no life lives for ever;
That dead men rise up never;
That even the weariest river
Winds somewhere safe to sea.

Then star nor sun shall waken,
Nor any change of hight:
Nor sound of waters shaken,
Nor any sound or sight:
Nor wintry leaves nor vernal,
Nor days nor things diurnal;
Only the sleep eternal
In an eternal night.
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A FORSAKEN GARDEN

In a coign of the cliff between lowland and highland,
At the sea-down’s edge between windward and lee,

Walled round with rocks as an inland island,
The ghost of a garden fronts the sea.

A girdle of brushwood and thorn encloses 5
The steep sauare slope of the blossomless bed

Where the weeds that grew green from the graves of its roses

Now lie dead.

The fields fall southward, abrupt and broken,
To the low last edge of the long lone land. 10
If a step should sound or a word be spoken,
Would a ghost not rise at the strange guest’s hand?
So long have the gray bare walks lain guestless,
Through branches and briers if a man make way,
He shall find no life but the sea-wind’s restless 15
Night and day.

The dense hard passage is blind and stifled

That crawls by a track none turn to cimb
To the strait waste place that the years have rifled

Of all but the thorns that are touched not of time. 20
The thorns he spares when the rose is taken;

The rocks are left when he wastes the plain;
The wind that wanders, the weeds wind-shaken,

These remain.

Not a flower to be pressed of the foot that falls not; 25
As the heart of a dead man the seed-plots are dry;
From the thicket of thorns whence the nightingale calls not,
Could she call, there were never a rose to reply.
Over the meadows that blossom and wither,
Rings but the note of a sea-bird’s song. 30
Only the sun and the rain come hither
All year long.

The sun burns sear, and the rain dishevels
One gaunt bleak blossom of scentless breath,



430 THE VICTORIAN PERIOD

Only the wind here hovers and revels, 35
In a round where life seems barren as death.
Here there was laughing of old, there was weeping,
Haply, of lovers none ever will know,
Whose eyes went seaward a hundred sleeping
Years ago. 40

Heart handfast in heart as they stood, “Look thither,”
Did he whisper? “Look forth from the flowers to the sea;

For the foam-flowers endure when the rose-blossoms withsz,
And men that love lightly may die—but we?”

And the same wind sang, and the same waves whitened, 45
And or ever the garden’s last petals were shed,

In the lips that had whispered, the eyes that had lightened,

Love was dead.

Or they loved their life through, and then went whither?
And were one to the end—but what end who knows? go

Love deep as the sca as a rose must wither,
As the rose-red seaweed that mocks the rose.

Shall the dead take thought for the dead to love them?
What love was ever as deep as a grave?

They are loveless now as the grass above them 55

Or the wave.

All are at one now, roses and lovers,

Not known of the cliffs and the fields and the sea.
Not a breath of the time that has been hovers

In the air now soft with a summer to be. 60
Not a breath shall there sweeten the seasons hereafter

Of the flowers or the lovers that laugh now or weep,
When as they that are free now of weeping and laughter

We shall sleep.

Here death may deal not again for ever; 65
Here change may come not t1ll all change end.

From the graves they have made they shall rise up never,
Who have left naught living to ravage and rend.

Earth, stones, and thorns of the wild ground growing,
While the sun and the rain live, these shall be; 7o

Till a last wind’s breath, upon all these blowing,

Roll the sea.
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Till the slow sea rise, and the sheer cliff crumble,
T1ll terrace and meadow the deep gulfs drink,
‘Till the strength of the waves of the high tides humble 73
The fields that lessen, the rocks that shrink,
Here now 1n his triumph where all things falter,
Stretched out on the spoils that his own hand spread,
As a god self-slain on his own strange altar,
Death hes dead. 8o
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TO A WATERFOWL

Whither, midst falling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day,
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue
Thy solitary way?

Vainly the fowler’s eye 5
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
As, darkly seen against the crimson sky,

Thy figure Hoats along.

Seek’st thou the plashy biink
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide, 10
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink

On the chafed ocean-side?

There is a Power whose care

Teaches thy way along that pathless coast—

The desert and 1llimitable air— 15
Lone wandering, but not lost.

All day thy wings have fanned,
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere,
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,
Though the dark night 1s near 20

And soon that toil shall end;
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest,
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend,
Soon, o’er thy sheltered nest.
433
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Thou’rt gone, the abyss of heaven
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my heart
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given,
And shall not soon depart.

He who, from zone to zone,
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,
In the long way that I must tread alone,

Will lead my steps aright.

THANATOPSIS

To him who in the love of Nature holds
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks
A various language; for his gayer hours
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile
And eloquence of beauty; and she glides
Into his darker musings, with a mld
And healing sympathy that steals away
Their sharpness ere he is aware. When thoughts
Of the last bitter hour come like a blight
Over thy spirit, and sad images
Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall,

And breathless darkness, and the narrow house,
Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart;—
Go forth, under the open sky, and list

To Nature’s teachings, while from all around—
Earth and her waters, and the depths of air—
Comes a st1ll voice—Yet a few days, and thee
The all-beholding sun shall sce no more

In all his course; nor yet in the cold ground,
Where thy pale form was laid with many tears,
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist

Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim
Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again,
And, lost each human trace, surrendering up
Thine individual being, shalt thou go

To mix forever with the elements,

To be a brother to the insensible rock

And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain
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Turns with his share and treads upon. The oak
Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mold. 30

Yet not to thine eternal resting-place
Shalt thou retire alone, nor couldst thou wish
Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down
With patriarchs of the infant world—with kings,
The powerful of the earth—the wise, the good, 35
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past,
All in one mughty sepulcher. The hulls
Rock-ribbed, and ancient as the sun, the vales
Stretching in pensive quietness between;
The venerable woods—rivers that move 40
In majesty, and the complaining brooks
That make the meadows green, and, poured round all,
Old Ocean’s gray and melancholy waste,—
Are but the solemn decorations all
Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun, 45
The planets, all the infinite host of heaven,
Are shining on the sad abodes of death
Through the still lapse of ages. All that tread
The globe are but a handful to the tribes
That slumber in its bosom.—Take the wings 50
Of morning, pierce the Barcan wilderness,
Or lose thyself in the continuous woods
Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound
Save his own dashings—yct the dead are there;
And millions in those solitudes, since first 55
The fight of years began, have laid them down
In their last sleep—the dead reign there alone.

So shalt thou rest,—and what if thou withdraw
Unheeded by the living and no friend
Take note of thy departure? All that breathe 6o
Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh
When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care
Plod on, and each one, as before, will chase
His favorite phantom; yet all these shall leave
Their mirth and their employments, and shall come 65
And make their bed with thee. As the long train
Of ages glide away, the sons of men,
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The youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes
In the full strength of years, matron, and maid,
The speechless babe, and the gray-headed man,—
Shall one by one be gathered to thy side,

By those who, in their turn, shall follow them.

So live, that, when thy summons comes to join
The innumerable caravan, which moves
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take
His chamber 1n the silent halls of death,
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave, at mght,
Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,
Like one who draws the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.

Ralph Waldo Emerson
(A)1803 1882

THE POET

From “Merlin”

Thy trivial harp will never please

Or fill my craving ear;

Its chords should ring as blows the breeze,
Free, peremptory, clear.

No jingling serenader’s art,

Nor tinkle of piano strings,

Can make the wild blood start

In its mystic springs.

The kingly bard

Must smite the chords rudely and hard,
As with hammer or with mace;

That they may render back

Artful thunder, which conveys

Secrets of the solar track,

Sparks of the supersolar blaze.
Merlin’s blows are strokes of fate,
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Chiming with the forest tone,

When boughs buffet boughs in the wood;
Chiming with the gasp and moan

Of the 1ce-imprisoned flood;

With the pulse of manly hearts;

With the voice of orators;

With the din of city arts;

With the cannonade of wars;

With the marches of the brave;

And prayers of might from martyrs’ cave.

Great 1s the art,

Great be the manners, of the bard.
He shall not his brain encumber
With the coil of rhythm and number;
But, leaving rule and pale forethought,
He shall aye climb

For his rhyme.

“Pass 1n, pass in,” the angels say,

“In to the upper doors,

Nor count compartments of the floors,
But mount to paradise

By the stairway of surprise.”

THE RHODORA
ON BEING ASKED, WHENCE IS THE FLOWER?

In May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes,

I found the fresh Rhodora 1n the woods,
Spreading 1ts leafless blooms in a damp nook,

To please the desert and the sluggish brook.

The purple petals, fallen in the pool,

Made the black water with their beauty gay;
Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool,
And court the flower that cheapens his array.
Rhodora! if the sages ask thee why

This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,

Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for seeing,
Then Beauty is its own excuse for being:

Why thou wert there, O nival of the rosel
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I never thought to ask, I never knew:
But, in my simple ignorance, suppose 15
The self-same Power that brought me there brought you.

BRAHMA

If the red slayer think he slays,
Or 1if the slain think he 1s slain,
They know not well the subtle ways
I keep, and pass, and turn again.

Far or forgot to me 1s near; 5
Shadow and sunlight are the same;

The vanished gods to me appcar,
And one to me are shame and fame.

They reckon 111 who leave me out;

When me they fly, I am the wings; 10
I am the doubter and the doubt,

And I the hymn the Brahmin sings.

The strong gods pine for my abode,
And pine n vain the sacred Seven;

But thou, meek lover of the good! 15
Find me, and turn thy back on heaven.

THE SNOWSTORM

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arnives the snow, and, driving o’er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air

Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,
And veils the farmhouse at the garden’s end.
The sled and traveler stopped, the courier’s feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the houscmates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, inclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

Come, see the north wind’s masonry. 10
Out of an unseen quarry evermore
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer

14. Seven, a reference to the planets of the sun.
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Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door.
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work

So fanaful, so savage, naught cares he

For number or proportion. Mockingly

On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths;
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn;
Fills up the farmer’s lane from wall to wall,
Maugre the farmer’s sighs, and at the gate

A tapering turret overtops the work.

And when his hours are numbered, and the world
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not,
Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art
To mumic 1n slow structures, stone by stone,
Built 1n an age, the mad wind’s night-work,
The frolic architecture of the snow.

DAYS

Daughters of Time, the hypocritic Days,
MufHled and dumb like barefoot dervishes,
And marching single in an endless file,
Bring diadems and fagots in their hands.
To each they offer gifts after his will,
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Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all.

I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp,
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily

Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day
Turned and departed silent. I, too late,
Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn.

FORBEARANCE

Hast thou named all the birds without a gun?
Loved the wood-rose, and left 1t on 1ts stalk?

At rich men’s tables eaten bread and pulse?
Unarmed, faced danger with a heart of trust?
And loved so well a high behavior,

In man or maid, that thou from speech refrained,
Nobility more nobly to repay?—

O, be my friend, and teach me to be thine!
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Edgar Allan Poe
(A)18og 1849

ISRAFEL

And the angel Israfel, whose heart-strings are a lute, and who has
the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures —KORAN

In Heaven a spirit doth dwell

“Whose heart-strings are a lute”;

None sing so wildly well
As the angel Israfel,

And the giddy stars (so legends tell)
Ceasing their hymns, attend the spell

Of his voice, all mute.

Tottering above
In her highest noon,
The enamored Moon

Blushes with love,
While, to listen, the red levin
(With the rapid Pleiads, even,
Which were seven,)
Pauses in Heaven.

And they say (the starry choir
And the other listening things)
That Israfeli’s fire
Is owing to that lyre
By which he sits and sings—
The trembling living wire
Of those unusual strings.

But the skies that angel trod,
Where deep thoughts are a duty,

Where Love’s a grown-up God,
Where the Houn glances are

Imbued with all the beauty
Which we worship 1n a star.
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Therefore, thou art not wrong,
Israfeli, who despisest

An unimpassioned song,

To thee the laurels belong,
Best bard, because the wisest!

Merrily live, and long!

The ecstasies above
With thy burning measures suit—
Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love,
With the fervor of thy lute—
Well may the stars be mutel

Yes, Heaven is thine, but this
Is a world of sweets and sours;
Our flowers are merely—flowers,
And the shadow of thy perfect bliss
Is the sunshine of ours.

If 1 could dwell

Where Israfel
Hath dwelt, and he where 1,

He might not sing so wildly well
A mortal melody,

While a bolder note than this might swell
From my lyre within the sky.

TO HELEN

Helen, thy beauty is to me
Like those Nicéan barks of yore,
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea,
The weary, way-worn wanderer bore
To his own native shore

On desperate seas long wont to roam,
Thy hyaanth hair, thy classic face,
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home

To the glory that was Greece,
And the grandeur that was Rome.
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Lo! 1n yon brilliant window-niche
How statue-like I see thee stand,
The agate lamp within thy hand!
Ah, Psyche, from the regions which
Are Holy-Land! 15

THE CITY IN THE SEA

Lo! Death has reared himself a throne

In a strange caty lying alone

Far down within the dim West,

Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best
Have gone to their eternal rest [
There shrines and palaces and towers

(Time-eaten towers that tremble notl)

Resemble nothing that 1s ours.

Around, by Iifting winds forgot,

Resignedly beneath the sky 10
The melancholy waters lie.

No rays from the holy heaven come down

On the long night-time of that town;

But light fiom out the lurid sea

Streams up the turrets silently— 15
Gleams up the pinnacles far and free—

Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls—

Up fanes—up Babylon-like walls—

Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers

Of sculptured 1vy and stone flowers— 20
Up many and many a marvelous shrine

Whose wreathed friezes intertwine

The viol, the violet, and the vine.

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie. 25
So blend the turreis and shadows there

That all seem pendulous 1n air,

While from a proud tower in the town

Death looks gigantically down.
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There open fanes and gaping graves
Yawn level with the luminous waves;
But not the riches there that lie

In each idol's diamond eye—

Not the gaily-jeweled dead

Tempt the waters from their bed;
For no nipples curl, alas!

Along that wilderness of glass—

No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-off happier sea—

No heavings hint that winds have been
On seas less hideously serene.

But lo, a stir 1s in the air!

The wave—there is a movement there!
As if the towers had thrust aside,

In slightly sinking, the dull tide—

As if their tops had feebly given

A void within the filmy Heaven.

The waves have now a redder glow—

The hours are breathing faint and low—
And when, amid no earthly moans,
Down, down that town shall settle hence,
Hell, nising from a thousand thrones,
Shall do 1t reverence.

TO ONE IN PARADISE

Thou wast all that to me, love,
For which my soul did pine—

A green 1sle 1n the sea, love,
A fountain and a shrine,

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers,
And all the flowers were mine.

Ah, dream too bright to last!

Ah, starry Hope! that didst arise
But to be overcast!

A voice from out the Future cries,
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“On! on!”—but o’er the Past
(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies
Mute, motionless, aghast!

For, alas! alas! with me

The light of Life is o’er!
No more—no more—no more—

(Such language holds the solemn sea
To the sands upon the shore)

Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree,
Or the stricken eagle soar!

And all my days are trances,
And all my nightly dreams
Are where thy gray eye glances,
And where thy footstep gleams—
In what ethereal dances,
By what eternal streams.

A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM

Take this kiss upon thy brow!
And, 1n parting {from you now,
Thus much let me avow—

You are not wrong, to deem
That my days have been a dream;
Yet 1f Hope has flown away
In a might, or 1in a day,

In a vision, or in none,

Is 1t therefore the less gone?
All that we see or seem

Is but a dream within a dream.

I stand amid the roar

Of a surf-tormented shore,

And I hold within my hand
Grains of the golden sand—
How few! yet how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep,
While I weep—while I weep!
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O God! can I not gras

Them with a tighter CEISP? 20
O God! can I not save

One from the pitiless wave?

Is all that we see or seem

But a dream within a dream?

ANNABEL LEE

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee,—

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 5
Than to love and be loved by me.

She was a child and I was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea,
But we loved with a love that was more than love—

I and my Annabel Lee— 10
With a love that the winged seraphs of Heaven

Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
A wind blew out of a cloud, by night 15
Chilling my Annabel Lee;
So that her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,
To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea. 20

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
Went envying her and me:

Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud, chilling 25
And killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we—
Of many far wiser than we—
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And neither the angels in Heaven above 30
Nor the demons down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee:~

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee, 35
And the stars never rise but I sce the bright eyes
Of the becautiful Annabel Lec,
And so, all the might-tide, I hie down by the side
Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride,
In her sepulchre there by the sea— 40
In her tomb by the sounding sea.

ROMANCE

Romance, who loves to nod and sing,

With drowsy head and folded wing,

Among the green leaves as they shake

Far down within some shadowy lake,

To me a painted paroquet 5
Hath been—a most familiar bird—

Taught me my alphabet to say—

To lisp my very earhiest word

While in the wild wood I did lie,

A child—with a most knowing eye. 10

Of late, eternal condor years

So shake the very Heaven on high

With tumult as they thunder by,

I have no ume for 1dle cares

Through gazing on the unquiet sky. 15
And when an hour with calmer wings

Its down upon my spirit flings—

That Iittle time with lyre and rhyme

To while away—forbidden things!

My heart would feel to be a crime 20
Unless 1t trembled with the strings.
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THE HAUNTED PALACE
From “The Fall of the House of Usher”

In the greenest of our valleys
By good angels tenanted,
Once a fair and stately palace—
Radiant palace—reared its head.
In the monarch Thought’s dominion— 5
It stood there!
Never seraph spread a pinion
Over fabric half so fair!

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,
On 1ts roof did float and flow, 10
(This—all this—was 1n the olden
Time long ago),
And every gentle air that dallied,
In that sweet day,
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 15
A winged odor went away.

Wanderers in that happy valley,
Through two luminous windows, saw
Spirits moving musically,
To a lute’s well-tuned law, 20
Round about a throne where, sitting,
(Porphyrogenel!)
In state his glory well befitting,
The ruler of the realm was seen.

And all with pearl and ruby glowing 25
Was the fair palace door,
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing,
And sparkling evermore,
A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty
Was but to sing, 30
In voices of surpassing beauty,
The wit and wisdom of therr king.

22. Porphyrogene, born 1n the purple, of royal blood.
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But evil things, 1n robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate.
(Ah, let us mournl—for never morrow 35
Shall dawn upon him, desolatel)
And round about his home the glory
That blushed and bloomed,
Is but a dim-remembered story
Of the old time entombed. 40

And travellers, now, within that valley,
Through the red-litten windows see
Vast forms, that move fantastically
To a discordant melody,
While, like a ghastly rapid niver, 45
Through the pale door
A hideous throng rush out forever
And laugh—but smile no more.

Walt Whitman
(A)1819 1892

SONG OF MYSELF
(Selections)

A child said, What is the grass? fetching it to me with full
hands;

How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is
any more than he.

I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful
green stuff woven.

Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord,

A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt, 5

Bearing the owner’s name someway 1n the corners, that we
may see and remark, and say Whose?

Or 1 guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of
the vegetation.
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Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic,

And 1t means, Sprouting alike 1n broad zones and narrow
zones,

Growing among black folks as among whaite, 10

Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the
same, I receive them the same.

And now 1t seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves.

Tenderly will I use you curling grass,

It may be you transpire from the bieasts of young men, 14

It may be 1f I had known them I would have loved them,

It may be you are from old people, or from offspring taken
soon out of their mothers’ laps,

And here you are the mothers’ laps.

This grass 1s very dark to be from the white heads of old
mothers,

Darker than the colorless beards of old men,

Dark to come trom under the faint red roofs of mouths. 20

O I percerve after all so many uttering tongues,

And I perceive they do not come from the roofs of mouths
for nothing.

I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young
men and women,

And the hints about old men and mothers, and the off-
spring taken soon out of their laps.

What do you think has become of the young and old men?
And what do you think has become of the women and
children? 26

They are alive and well somewhere,

The smallest sprout shows there 1s really no death,

And if ever there was 1t led forwaid life, and does not wait
at the end to arrest it,

And ceased the moment life appeared. 30

All goes onward and outward, nothing collapses,
And to die is different from what anyone supposed, and
luckier.
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In all people I see myself, none more and not one a barley-
corn less,

And the good or bad I say of myself I say of them.

I know I am solid and sound, 35

To Ifllle the converging objects of the universe perpetually

ow,

All are written to me, and I must get what the writing

means.

I know I am deathless,
I know this orbit of mine cannot be swept by a carpenter’s

compass,
I know I shall not pass like a child’s curlacue cut with a
burnt stick at might. 40

I know I am august,

I do not trouble my spirit to vindicate 1tself or be under-
stood,

I see that the elementary laws never apologize.

I exist as I am, that is enough,
If no other 1n the world be aware I sit content, 45
And if each and all be aware I sit content.

One world is aware and by far the largest to me, and that
is myself,

And whether I come to my own today or in ten thousand
or ten million years,

I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal cheerfulness I
can wait.

My foothold is tenoned and mortised in granite, 50
I laugh at what you call dissolution,
And I know the amplitude of time.

I am he that walks with the tender and growing night,
I call to the earth and sea half-held by the night.

Press close, bare-bosomed night—press close magnetic nour-
ishing night! 55
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Night of south winds—night of the large few stars!
Still nodding night—mad naked summer night.

Smile, O voluptuous cool-breathed earth!

Earth of the slumbering and hquid trees!

Earth of departed sunset—earth of the mountains misty-
topt! 6o

Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon just tinged with
blue!

Earth of shine and dark mottling the tide of the river!

Earth of the impid grey of clouds brighter and clearer for

my sake!
Far-swooping elbowed earth—rich apple-blossomed earth!
Smile, for your lover comes. 65

With music strong I come, with my cornets and my drums,
I play not marches for accepted victors only, I play marches
for conquered and slain persons.

Have you heaid that it was good to gain the day?
I also say it is good to fail, battles are lost in the same
spirtt in which they are won.

I beat and pound for the dead, 70
I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for
them.

Vivas to those who have failed!

And to those whose war-vessels sank 1n the seal

And to those themselves who sank 1n the sea!

And to all generals that lost engagements, and all over-
come heroes! 75

And the numberless unknown heroes equal to the greatest
heroes known!

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of
the stars,

And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and
the egg of the wren,
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And the tree-toad is a chef-d’ceuvre for the highest,

And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of
heaven, 8o

And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts to scorn all
machinery,

And the cow crunching with depressed head surpasses any
statue,

And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of
infidels.

I think I could turn and live with animals, they are so
placid and self-contained,
I stand and look at them long and long. 85

They do not sweat and whine about their condition,

They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sins,

They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God,

Not one is dissatisfied, not one is demented with the mania
of owning things,

Not one kneels to another, nor to his kind that lived
thousands of years ago, go

Not one 1s respectable or unhappy over the whole earth.

I have said that the soul 1s not more than the body,

And I have said that the body 1s not more than the soul,

And nothing, not God, 1s greater to one than one’s self is,

And whoever walks a furlong without sympathy walks to
his own funeral drest in his shroud, 95

And I or you pocketless of a dime may purchase the pick
of the earth,

And to glance with an eye or show a bean in its pod con-
founds the learning of all times,

And there 1s no trade or employment but the young man
following it may become a hero,

And there 1s no object so soft but it makes a hub for the
wheeled universe,

And I say to any man or woman, Let your soul stand cool
and composed before a million universes. 100

And I say to mankind, Be not curious about God,
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For I who am curious about each am not curious about
God

(No array of terms can say how much I am at peace about
God and about death).

I hear and behold God in every object, yet understand God
not in the least,

Nor do I understand who there can be more wonderful
than myself. 105

Why should I wish to see God better than this day?

I see something of God each hour of the twenty-four, and
each moment then,

In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own
face 1n the glass,

I find letters from God dropt in the street, and every one is
signed by God’s name,

And I leave them where they are, for I know that where-
soe’er I go, 110

Others will punctually come for ever and ever.

WHEN I HEARD THE LEARNED ASTRONOMER

When I heard the learned astronomer,

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns be-
fore me,

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide,
and measure them,

When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured
with much applause in the lecture-room,

How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick,

Till rising and ghding out I wandered off by myself,

In the mystical moist mght-air, and from time to time,

Looked up in perfect silence at the stars.

ON THE BEACH AT NIGHT

On the beach at night,
Stands a child with her father,
Watching the east, the autumn sky.
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Up through the darkness,

While ravening clouds, the burial clouds, in black masses
spreading, 5

Lower sullen and fast athwart and down the sky,

Amid a transparent clear belt of ether yet left in the east,

Ascends large and calm the lord-star Jupiter,

And mgh at hand, only a very little above,

Swim the delicate sisters the Pleiades 10

From the beach the child holding the hand of her father,
Those burial-clouds that lower victorious soon to devour all,
Watching, silently weeps.

Weep not, child,

Weep not, my darling, 15

With these kisses let me remove your tears,

The ravening clouds shall not long be victorious,

They shall not long possess the sky, they devour the stars
only in apparition,

Jupiter shall emerge, be patient, watch again another night,
the Pleiades shall emerge,

They are immortal, all those stars both silvery and golden
shall shine out again, 20

The great stars and the little ones shall shine out again,
they endure,

The vast immortal suns and the long-enduring pensive
moons shall again shine.

Then, dearest child, mournest thou only for Jupiter?
Considerest thou alone the burial of the stars?

Something there is, 25

(With my lips soothing thee, adding I whisper,

I give thee the first suggestion, the problem and indirec-
tion),

Something there is more immortal even than the stars,

(Many the bumals, many the days and nights passing

away),
Something that shall endure longer even than lustrous
Jupiter, 30

Longer than sun or any revolving satellite,
Or the radiant sisters the Pleiades.
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DIRGE FOR TWO VETERANS

The last sunbeam

Lightly falls from the finished Sabbath,

On the pavement here, and there beyond it is looking,
Down a new-made double giave,

Lo, the moon ascending, 5
Up from the east the silvery round moon,
Beautiful over the house-tops ghastly, phantom moon,
Immense and silent moon.

I see a sad procession,
And I hear the sound of coming full-keyed bugles, 10
All the channels of the ity streets they’re flooding,

As with voices and with tears.

I hear the great drums pounding,

And the small drums steady whirring,

And every blow of the great convulsive drums, 15
Strikes me through and through.

For the son is brought with the father,
(In the foremost ranks of the fierce assault they fell,
‘Two veterans son and father dropt together,
And the double grave awaits them.) 20

Now nearer blow the bugles,

And the drums strike more convulsive,

And the daylight o’er the pavement quite has faded,
And the strong dcad-march enwraps me.

In the eastern sky up-buoying, 25
The sorrowful vast phantom moves 1llumined,
('Tis some mother’s large transparent face,

In heaven brighter growing)

O strong dead-march you please me!
O moon immense with your silvery tace you soothe me! 3o
O my soldiers twain! O my veterans passing to buriall
What I have I also give you.
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The moon gives you light,

And the bugles and the drums give you music,

And my heart, O my soldiers, my veterans, 35
My heart gives you love.

GIVE ME THE SPLENDID SILENT SUN

Give me the splendid silent sun with all his beams full-
dazzling,

Give me juicy autumnal fruit ripe and red from the
orchard,

Give me a field where the unmowed grass grows,

Give me an arbor, give me the trellised grape,

Give me fresh corn and wheat, give me serene-moving
animals teaching content,

Give me nights pertectly quiet as on high plateaus west of
the Mississippi, and I looking up at the stars,

Give me odorous at sunrise a garden of beautiful flowers
where 1 can walk undisturbed,

Give me for marriage a sweet-breathed woman of whom I
should never tire,

Give me a perfect child, give me a way aside from the noise
of the world a rural domestic life,

Give me to warble spontaneous songs recluse by myself, for
my own ears only,

Give me solitude, give me Nature, give me again, O Nature,
your primal samties! . . .

WHEN LILACS LAST IN THE DOORYARD
BLOOMED

1

When lilacs last in the dooryard bloomed,

And the great star early drooped in the western sky in the
night,

I mourned, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,
Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west, §
And thought of him I love.

6. him, Abraham Lincoln.
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2

O powerful western fallen star!

O shades of night—O moody, tearful night!

O great star disappeared—O the black murk that hides the
star!

O cruel hands that hold me powerless—O helpless soul of
me! 10

O harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul.

3

In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the white-
washed palings,

Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heartshaped leaves
of nch green,

With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the per-
fume strong I love,

With every leaf a miracle—and from this bush in the door-

yard, 15
With delicate-colored blossoms and heart-shaped leaves of
rich green,

A sprig with 1ts flower I break.

4
In the swamp in secluded recesses,
A shy and hidden bird 1s warbling a song.
Solitary the thrush, 20
The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding the settlements,
Sings by himself a song.

Song of the bleeding throat,
Death’s outlet song of life (for well, dear brother, I know,
If thou wast not granted to sing thou would’st surely die).

5
Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities, 26
Amid lanes and through old woods, where lately the violets
peeped from the ground, spotuing the grey débris,



458 AMERICAN POETS—1QTH CENTURY

Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing
the endless grass,

Passing the yellow-speared wheat, every gramn from its
shroud in the dark-brown fields uprisen,

Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the
orchards, 30

Carrying a corpse to where 1t shall rest in the grave,

Night and day journeys a coffin.

6

Coffin that passes through lanes and streets,

Through day and might with the great cloud darkening
the land,

With the pomp of the inlooped flags with the cities draped
in black, 35

With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veiled
women standing,

With processions long and winding and the flambeaus of
the night,

With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces
and the unbared heads,

With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre
faces,

With dirges through the night, with the shout and voices
rising strong and solemn, 40

With all the mournful voices of the dirges poured around
the coffin,

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs—where
amid these you journey,

With the tolling, tolling bells’ perpetual clang,

Here, coffin that slowly passes,

I give you my sprig of lilac. 45

7

(Nor for you, for one alone,

Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring,

For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for
you, O sane and sacred death.

All over bouquets of roses,
O death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies, 5o
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But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first,
Copious I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes,
With loaded arms I come, pouring for you,

For you and the coffins all of you, O death.)

8

O western orb, sailing the heaven, 55

Now I know what you must have meant as a month since
I walked,

As I walked 1n silence the transparent shadowy night,

As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night
after night,

As you drooped from the sky low down as if to my side
(while the other stars all looked on),

As we wandered together the solemn night ‘for something
I know not what kept me from sleep), 6o

As the night advanced, and I saw on the nm of the west
how full you were of woe,

As I stood on the rising ground 1n the breeze in the cool
transparent night,

As I watched where you passed and was lost in the nether-
ward black of the night,

As my soul 1n 1ts trouble dissatisfied sank, as where you,
sad orb,

Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone. 65

9

Sing on there in the swamp,

O singer, bashful and tender, I hear your notes, I hear
your call,

I hear, I come presently, I understand you,

But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detained
me,

The star my departing comrade holds and detains me. %o

10

O how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved?

And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that
has gone?

And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love?
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Sea-winds blown from the east and west,

Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western
sea, t1ll there on the prairies meeting, 7%

These and with these and the breath of my chant,

T'll perfume the grave of him I love.

11

O what shall I hang on the chamber walls?
And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls,
To adorn the burial-house of him I love? 8o

Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes,

With the Fourth-month eve at sundown, and the grey
smoke lucd and bright,

With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous, indolent,
sinking sun, burning, expanding the air,

With the fresh sweet herbage under foot, and the pale green
leaves of the trees prolific,

In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river,
with a wind-dapple here and there, 85

With ranging hills on the banks, with many a line against
the sky, and shadows,

And the cty at hand with dwellings so dense, and stacks
of chimneys,

And all the scenes of life and the workshops, and the work-
men homeward returning.

12

Lo, body and soul—this land,

My own Manhattan with spires, and the sparkling and
hurrying tides, and the ships, 90

The varied and ample land, the South and the North in the
light, Ohio’s shores and flashing Missouri,

And ever the far-spreading prairies covered with grass and
corn.

Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty,

The violet and purple morn with just-felt breezes,

The gentle soft-born measureless light, 95

The miracle spreading bathing all, the fulfilled noon,

The coming eve delicious, the welcome night and the stars,

Over my cities shining all, enveloping man and land.
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13
Sing on, sing on, you grey-brown bird,
Sing from the swamps, the recesses, pour your chant from
the bushes, 100
Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines.

Sing on, dearest brother, warble your reedy song,
Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe.

O liquid and free and tender!

O wild and loose to my soul—O wondrous singer! 105

You only I hear—yet the star holds me (but will soon
depart),

Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me.

14

Now while I sat in the day and looked forth,

In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring,
and the farmers preparing their crops,

In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes
and forests, 110

In the heavenly aerial beauty (after the perturbed winds
and the storms),

Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing,
and the voices of children and women,

The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how they
sailed,

And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields
all busy with labor,

And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on,
each with 1ts meals and minutia of daily usages, 115

And the streets how their throbbings throbbed, and the
cities pent—lo, then and there,

Falling upon them all and among them all, enveloping
me with the rest,

Appeared the cloud, appeared the long black trail,

And I knew death, 1ts thought, and the sacred knowledge
of death.

Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of
me, 126
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And the thought of death close-walking the other side of
me,

And I in the middle as with companions, and as holding
the hands of companions,

I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talks not,

Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp 1n
the dimness,

To the solemn shadowy cedars and ghostly pines so still.

And the singer so shy to the rest received me, 126
The grey-brown bird I know received us comrades three.
And he sang the carol of death, and a verse for him I love.

From the deep secluded recesses,
From the fragrant cedars and the ghostly pines so still,
Came the caiol of the bird 131

And the charm of the carol rapt me,
As I held as 1f by their hands my comrades in the night,
And the voice of my spint tallied the song of the bird.

Come lovely and soothing death, 135
Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving,
In the day, in the mgit, to all, to each,

Sooner or later, delicate death.

Praised be the fathomless universe,

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious,
And for love, sweet love—but praise! praise! praise! 141
For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding death.

Dark mother always gliding near with soft feet,
Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome?

Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all, 145
I bring thee a song thit when thou must indeed come, come
unfalteringly

Approach, strong deliveress,

When it 1s so, when thou hast taken them I joyously sing
the dead,

Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee,
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Loved in the flood of thy bliss, O death. 150

From me to thee glad serenades,

Dances for thee I propose saluting thee, adornments and
feastings for thee,

And the sights of the open landscape and the high-spread
sky are fitting.

And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night.

The night in silence under many a star, 155

The ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose
voice I know,

And the soul turning to thee, O vast and well-veiled death,

And the body gratefully nestling close to thee.

Over the tree-tops I float thee a song,
Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad fields

and the prairies wide, 160
Over the dense-packed cities all and the teeming wharves
and ways.

I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee, O death.

15
To the tally of my soul,
Loud and strong kept up the grey-brown bird,
With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night. 165

Loud in the pines and cedars dim,
Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume,
And I with my comrades there in the mght.

While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed,

As to long panoramas of visions. 170

And I saw askant the armues,

I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags,

Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierced with
missiles I saw them,

And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn
and bloody,

And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs (and all in
silence), ‘ 175

And the staffs all splintered and broken.
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I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them,

And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them,

I saw the débris and débris of all the slain soldiers of the
war,

But I saw they were not as was thought, 180

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffered not,

The living remained and suffered, the mother suffered,

And the wife and the child and the musing comrade
suffered,

And the armies that remained suffered.

16

Passing the visions, passing the mght, 185

Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades’ hands,

Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song of
my soul,

Victorious song, death’s outlet song, yet varying ever-alter-
ing song,

As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling,
flooding the night,

Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and
yet again bursting with joy, 190

Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven,

As that powcerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses,

Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves,

I leave thee there in the dooryard, blooming, returning
with spring.

[ cease from my song for thee, 195

From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting the west, com-
muning with thee,

O comrade lustrous with silver face in the night.

Yet each to keep and all, retrievements out of the night,

The song, the wondrous chant of the grey-brown bird,

And the tallying chant, the echo aroused in my soul, 200

With the lustrous and drooping star with the countenance
full of woe,

With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the
bird,
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Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever
to keep, for the dead I loved so well,

For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands—and
this for his dear sake, 204

Lilac and star and bird twined with the chant of my soul,

There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk and dim.

O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,
The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we sought is
won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and
daring,
But O heart! heart! heart! 5
O the bleeding diops of red.
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up—for you the flag 1s hung—for you the bugle trills,
For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths—for you the shores

a-crowding, 11
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turn-
ing;

Here Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head!
It 15 some dream that on the deck, 15
You've fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,
My father docs not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,
The ship is anchored safe and sound, 1ts voyage closed and

done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;
Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells! 21

But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
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RECONCILIATION

Word over all, beautiful as the sky,

Beautiful that war and all its deeds of carnage must in
time be utterly lost,

That the hands of the sisters Death and Night incessantly
softly wash again, and ever again, this soiled world;

For my enemy is dead, a man divine as myself is dead,

I look where he lies white-faced and still in the coffin—I
draw near,

Bend down and touch lightly with my lips the white face
in the coffin.

THE LAST INVOCATION

At the last, tenderly,

From the walls of the powerful fortressed house,

From the clasp of the knitted locks, from the keep of the
well-closed doors,

Let me be wafted.

Let me glide noiselessly forth;
With the key of softness unlock the locks—with a whisper,
Set ope the doors, O soul.

Tenderly—be not impatient,
(Strong is your hold, O mortal flesh,
Strong is your hold, O love.)

Emily Dickinson
(A)1830 1886

THE ONLY NEWS I KNOW

The only news I know
Is bulletins all day
From Immortality.
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The only shows I see,
Tomorrow and Today,
Perchance Eternity.

The only One I meet
Is God,—the only street,
Existence; this traversed

If other news there be,
Or admirabler show—
I'll tell it you.

SNAKE

A narrow fellow in the grass
Occastonally rides;

You may have met him,—did you not?
His notice sudden is.

The grass divides as with a comb, 5
A spotted shaft is seen;

Ané3 then 1t closes at your feet

And opens further on.

He likes a boggy acre,

A floor too cool for corn. 10
Yet when a child, and barefoot,

I more than once, at morn,

Have passed, I thought, a whip-lash
Unbraiding 1n the sun,—

When, stooping to secure it, 15
It wrinkled, and was gone.

Several of nature’s people

I know, and they know me;

I feel for them a transport

Of cordiality; 20

But never met this fellow,
Attended or alone,

Without a tighter breathing,
And zero at the bone.
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GO NOT TOO NEAR A HOUSE OF ROSE

Go not too near a house of rose,
The depredation of a breeze
Or nundation of a dew

Alarm 1ts walls away;

Nor try to tie the butterfly;
Nor climb the bars of ecstasy.
In insecurity to lie

Is joy’s insuring quality.

MY LIFE CLOSED TWICE BEFORE ITS CLOSE

My life closed twice before its close;
It yet remains to see

If Immortality unveil

A thnd event to me,

So huge, so hopeless to conceive,
As these that twice befell.

Parting is all we know of heaven,
And all we need of hell.

I’'VE KNOWN A HEAVEN LIKE A TENT

I've known a Heaven like a tent
To wrap its shining yards,

Pluck up its stakes and disappear
Without the sound of boards,
Or rip of nail, or carpenter,

But just the miles of stare

That signalize a show’s retreat
In North America

No trace, no figment of the thing
That dazzled yesterday,

No ring, no marvel;

Men and feats

Dissolved as utterly

As birds’ far navigation

10
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Discloses just a hue, 15
A plash of oars—a gayety,
Then swallowed up to view.

THERE'S BEEN A DEATH

There’s been a death in the opposite house
As lately as today.

I know it by the numb look
Such houses have alway.

The neighbors rustle in and out, 5
The doctor drives away

A window opens like a pod,
Abrupt, mechanically;

Somebody flings a mattress out,—

The children hurry by, 10
They wonder if 1t died on that,—

I used to when a boy.

The minister goes stiffly in
As 1f the house were his,

And he owned all the mourners now, 15
And little boys besides,

And then the milliner, and the man
Of the appalling trade,
To take the measure of the house,
There’ll be that dark parade 20

Of tassels and of coaches soon;
It’s easy as a sign,—

The intuition of the news
In just a country town.
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THERE IS NO TRUMPET LIKE THE TOMB

The Immortality she gave
We borrowed at her grave,
For just one plaudit banishing
The mught of human love.

LOVE'S STRICKEN “WHY”

Love’s stricken ‘“why”

Is all that love can speak—
Built of but just a syllable
The hugest hearts that break.

INDIAN SUMMER

These are the days when birds come back,
A very few, a bird or two,
To take a backward look.

These are the days when skies put on
The old, old sophistries of June,— 5
A blue and gold mistake.

Oh, fraud that cannot cheat the bee,
Almost thy plausibility
Induces my belief,

Till ranks of seeds their witness bear, 10
And softly through the altered air
Hurries a timid leaf!

Oh, sacrament of summer days,
Oh, last communion 1n the haze,
Permit a child to join, 15

Thy sacred emblems to partake,
Thy consecrated bread to break,
Taste thine immortal wine!
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Thomas Hardy
1840 1928

THE DARKLING THRUSH

I leaned upon a coppice gate
When Frost was specter-gray,
And Winter’s dregs made desolate
The weakening eye of day.
The tangled bine-stems scored the sky 5
Like strings of broken lyres,
And all mankind that haunted nigh
Had sought their household fires.

The land’s sharp featurcs seemed to be
The Century’s corpse outleant; 10
His crypt the cloudy canopy,
The wind his death-lament.
The anaent pulse of germ and birth
Was shrunken hard and dry,
And every spirit upon earth 15
Seemed fervorless as I.

At once a voice burst forth among
The bleak twigs overhead
In a full-hearted evensong
Of joy illimited; 20
An aged thrush, frail, gaunt and small,
In blast-beruffled plume,
Had chosen thus to fling his soul
Upon the growing gloom.

So little cause for carolings 25
Of such ecstatic sound

10. Century’s corpse. The poem was written near the end of the 1gth
century.
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“Was written on terrestrial things
far or nigh around,
That I could think there trembled through
His happy good-nmight air
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew
And I was unaware.

THE OXEN

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock,
“Now they are all on their knees,”
An elder said as we sat 1in a flock
By the embers 1n hearthside ease.

We pictured the meek mild creatures where
They dwelt 1n their strawy pen,

Nor did 1t occur to one of us there
To doubt they were kneeling then.

So fair a fancy few would weave
In these years! Yet, I feel,

If someone said on Christmas Eve,
“Come, see the oxen kneel

“In the lonely barton by yonder coomb
Our childhood used to know,”

I should go with him 1n the gloom,
Hoping it might be so.

WEATHERS

This is the weather the cuckoo likes,

And sodo 1,

When showers betumble the chestnut spikes,

And ncstlings fly,

And the little brown mightingale bills his best,
And they sit outside the “Traveler’s Rest,”
And maids come forth sprig-muslin drest,
And citizens dream of the South and West,

And so do 1.

18. barton, farmyard. coomb, valley

30

10

15



THOMAS HARDY 473

This is the weather the shepherd shuns, 10
And so do 1,
When beeches drip in browns and duns,
And thresh, and ply,
And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe,
And meadow rivulets overflow, 15
And drops on gate-bars hang in a row,
And rooks 1n families homeward go,
And so do 1.

Gerard Manley Hopkins
1844 1889

HEAVEN-HAVEN
A NUN TAKES THE VEIL

I have desired to go
Where springs not {ail,

To fields where flies no sharp and sided hail,
And a few lilies blow.

And I have asked to be
Where no storms come,

‘Where the green swell 15 1n the haven dumb
Aud out of the swing of the sea.

THE HABIT OF PERFECTION

Elected Silence, sing to me

And beat upon my whorléd ear,
Pipe me to pastures still, and be
The music that I care to hear.

Shape nothing, lips; be lovely-dumb; 5
It 1s the shut, the curfew sent

From there where all surrenders come

‘Which only makes you eloquent.
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Be shelléd, eyes, with double dark
And find the uncreated light:

This ruck and reel which you remark
Coils, keeps, and teases simple sight.

Palate, the hatch of tasty lust,
Desire not to be rinsed with wine:
The can must be so sweet, the crust
So fresh that come in fasts divine!

Nostrils, your careless breath that spend
Upon the stir and keep of pride,
What relish shall the censers send
Along the sanctuary side!

O feel-of-primrose hands, O feet
That want the yield of plushy sward,
But you shall walk the golden street
And you unhouse and house the Lord.

And, Poverty, be thou the bride
And now the marriage feast begun,
And lily-colored clothes provide
Your spouse not labored-at nor spun.

PIED BEAUTY

Glory be to God for dappled things—

For skies of couple-color as a brinded cow;
For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;

Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;

All things counter, original, spare, strange;

Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:

Praise Him.
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Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow, and plow;
And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.
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SPRING

Nothing is so beautiful as spring—
When weeds, in wheels, shoot long and lovely and lush;
Thrush’s eggs look little low heavens, and thrush
Through the echoing timber does so rinse and wring
The ear, it strikes like lightnings to hear him sing;
The glassy pear tree leaves and blooms, they brush
The descending blue, that blue is all in a rush
With richness, the racing lambs too have fair their fling.

What is all this juice and all this joy?

A strain of the earth’s sweet being in the beginning
In Eden garden.—Have, get, before it cloy,

Before it cloud, Christ, lord, and sour with sinning,
Innocent mind and Mayday 1n girl and boy,

Most, O Maid’s child, thy choice and worthy the winning.

Francis Thompson
1859 1907
THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

I fled Him, down the nights and down the days;
I fled Him, down the arches of the years;
I fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways
Of my own mind; and in the mst of tears
I hid from Him, and under running laughter. 5
Up vistaed hopes I sped;
And shot, precipitated,
Adown Titanic glooms of chasmed fears,
From those strong Feet that followed, followed after.
But with unhurrying chase, 10
And unperturbed pace,
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,
They beat—and a Voice beat
More instant than the Feet—
“All things betray thee, who betrayest Me.” 15
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I pleaded, outlaw-wise,
By many a hearted casement, curtained red,
Trellised with intertwining charities,
(For, though I knew His love Who followéd,
Yet was I sore adread 20
Lest, having Him, I must have naught beside);
But, if one little casement parted wide,
The gust of His approach would clash it to:
Fear wist not to evade, as Love wist to pursue.
Across the margent of the world I fled, 25
And troubled the gold gateways of the stars,
Smiting for shelter on their clanged bars;
Fretted to dulcet jars
And silvern chatter the pale ports o’ the moon.
I said to dawn: Be sudden—to eve. Be soon, 30
With thy young skicy blossoms heap me over
From this tremendous Lover—
Float thy vague veil about me, lest He see!
I tempted all His servitors, but to find
My own betrayal in their constancy, 35
In faith to Him their fickleness to me,
Their traitorous trueness, and their loyal deceit.
To all swift things for swiftness did I sue;
Clung to the whistling mane of every wind.
But whether they swept, smoothly fleet, 40
The long savannahs of the blue;
Or whether, Thunder-driven,
They clanged his charot "thwart a heaven,
Plashy with flying lightnings round the spurn o’ their feet:—
Fear wist not to evade as Love wist to pursue. 45
Still with unhurrying chase,
And unperturbed pace,
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,
Came on the following Feet,
And a Voice above their beat— 50
“Naught shelters thee, who wilt not shelter Me.”

I sought no more that after which I strayed
In face of man or maid;
But still within the little children’s eyes
Seems something, something that replies, 55
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They at least are for me, surely for mel
I turned me to them very wistfully,
But just as their young eyes grew sudden fair
With dawning answexs there,
Their angel plucked them from me by the hair.
“Come then, ye other children, Nature’s—share
With me” (said I) “yow delicate fellowship;
Let me greet you lip to lip,
Let me twine with you caresses,
Wantoning
With our Lady-Mother’s vagrant tresses,
Banqueting
With her 1n her wind-walled palace,
Underneath her azured dazs,
Quaffing, as your taintless way is,
From a chalice
Lucent-weeping out of the dayspring.”
So it was done:
I in their delicate fellowship was one—
Drew the bolt of Nature’s secrecies
I knew all the swift importings
On the willful face of skies,
I knew how the clouds arise
Spumed of the wild sea-snortings;
All that’s born or dies

Rose and drooped with, made them shapers

Of mine own moods, or wailful or divine;
With them joyed and was bereaven.
I was heavy with the even,
When she lit her glimmering tapers
Round the day’s dead sanctuties.
I laughed in the morning’s eyes.
I triumphed and I saddened with all weather,
Heaven and I wept together,
And its sweet tears were salt with mortal mine.
Against the red throb of its sunset-heart
I laid my own to beat,
And share commingling heat;

But not by that, by that, was eased my human smart.
In vain my tears were wet on Heaven’s gray cheek.
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For ah! we know not what each other says,
These things and I; in sound I speak—
Their sound is but their stir, they speak by silences.
Nature, poor stepdame, cannot slake my drouth;
Let her, if she would owe me,
Drop yon blue bosom-veil of sky, and show me
The breasts o’ her tenderness:
Never did any milk of hers once bless
My thirsting mouth.
Nigh and nigh draws the chase,
With unperturbed pace,
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy;
And past those noised Feet
A Voice comes yet more fleet—
“Loanaught contents thee, who content’st
e"’

Naked I wait Thy love’s uplifted stroke!
My harness piece by piece Thou hast hewn from me,
And smitten me to my knee,
I am defenseless utterly.
I slept, methinks, and woke,
And, slowly gazing, find me stripped in sleep.
In the rash lustihead of my young powers,
I shook the pillaring hours
And pulled my life upon me, grimed with smears,
I stand amid the dust o’ the mounded years—
My mangled youth lics dead beneath the heap.
My days have crackled and gone up in smoke,
Have puffed and burst as sun-starts on a stream.
Yea, faileth now even dream
The dreamer, and the lute the lutanist;
Even the linked fantasies, in whose blossomy twist
I swung the earth a trinket at my wrist,
Are yielding; cords of all too weak account
For earth with heavy griefs so overplussed.
Ah! is Thy love indeed
A weed, albeit an amaranthine weed,
Suffering no flowers except its own to mount?
Ah! must—
Designer infinitel—
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Ah! must Thou char the wood ere Thou canst limn with

it?
My freshness spent its wavering shower i’ the dust;
And now my heart is as a broken fount,
Wherein tear-drippings stagnate, spilt down ever
From the dank thoughts that shiver
Upon the sighful branches of my mind.
Such is; what is to be?
The pulp so bitter, how shall taste the rind?
I dimly guess what Time in mists confounds;
Yet ever and anon a trumpet sounds
From the hid battlements of Etermty;
Those shaken mists a space unsettle, then
Round the half-ghmpsed turrets slowly wash again.
But not ere him who summoneth
I first have seen, enwound
With glooming robes purpureal, cypress-crowned;
His name I know, and what his trumpet saith.
Whether man’s heart or life 1t be which yields
Thee harvest, must Thy harvest-fields
Be dunged with rotten death?

Now of that long pursuit
Comes on at hand the bruit;
. That Voice is round me like a bursting sea:

“And 1s thy earth so marred,
Shattered 1n shard on shard?

Lo, all things fly thee, for thou fliest Me!

Strange, piteous, futile thing!

Wherefore should any set thee love apart?

Seeing none but I makes much of naught” (He said),

“And human love needs human meriting:
How hast thou merited—

Of all man’s clotted clay the dingiest clot?
Alack, thou knowest not

How little worthy of any love thou art!

Whom wilt thou find to love ignoble thee
Save Me, save only Me?

All which I took trom thee I did but take,
Not for thy harms.
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But just that thou might’st seek it in My arms.
All which thy child’s mistake

Fancies as lost, I have stored for thee at home:
Rise, clasp My hand, and come!”

Halts by me that footfall:
Is my gloom, after all,
Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly?
“Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest,
I am He Whom thou seekest!
Thou dravest love from thee, who dravest Me.

”

THE HEART

O nothing, in this corporal earth of man,
That to the imminent heaven of his high soul
Responds with color and with shadow, can
Lack correlated greatness. If the scroll
Where thoughts lie fast in spell of hieroglyph
Be mighty through its mighty habitants,

If God be in His Name, grave potence if
The sounds unbind of hieratic chants,

All’s vast that vastness means. Nay, I affirm
Nature 1s whole 1n her least things exprest,

175

180

Nor know we with what scope God builds the worm.

Our towns are copied fragments from our breast;
And all man’s Babylons strive but to impart
The grandeurs of his Babylonian heart.

TO A SNOWFLAKE

What heart could have thought you?—
Past our devisal

(O filigree petall)

Fashioned so purely,

Fragilely, surely,

From what Paradisal

Imagineless metal,

Too costly for cost?

Who hammered you, wrought you,
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From argentine vapor?—

“God was my shaper.

Passing surmisal,

He hammered, He wrought me,
From curled silver vapor,

To lust of His mind —

Thou couldst not have thought me!

So purely, so palely,
Tinily, surely,

Mighuly, frailly,

Insculped and embossed,
With His hammer of wind,
And His graver of frost.”

“IN NO STRANGE LAND"

O world invisible, we view thee,

O world intangible, we touch thee,
2 world unknowable, we know thee,
Inapprehensible, we clutch thee!

Does the fish soar to find the ocean,
The eagle plunge to find the air—
That we ask of the stars in motion
If they have rumor of thee there?

Not where the wheeling systems darken,
And our benumbed concerving soars!—
The drift of pinions, would we hearken,
Beats at our own clay-shuttered doors.

The angels keep their ancient places;—

Turn but a stone, and start a wing!
"Tis ye, 'tis your estranged faces,

That miss the many-splendored thing.

But (when so sad thou canst not sadder)

Cry—and upon thy so sore loss

Shall shine the traffic of Jacob’s ladder
Pitched betwixt Heaven and Charing Cross.
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Yea, in the night, my Soul, my daughter,
Cry—clinging Heaven by the hems;

And lo, Chnist walking on the water

Not of Gennesareth, but Thames!

A. E. Housman
1859 1936

THE TRUE LOVER

The lad came to the door at night,
When lovers crown their vows,
And whistled soft and out of sight

In shadow of the boughs.

“I shall not vex you with my face 5
Henceforth, my love, for aye;

So take me 1n your arms a space
Before the east is grey.

“When I from hence away am past

I shall not find a bride, 10
And you shall be the first and last

I ever lay beside.”

She heard and went and knew not why;
Her heart to his she laid;

Light was the air beneath the sky 15
But dark under the shade.

“Oh do you breathe, lad, that your breast
Seems not to rise and fall,
And here upon my bosom prest
There beats no heart at all?” 20

“Oh loud, my girl, it once would knock,
You should have felt it then;

But since for you I stopped the clock
It never goes again.”
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“Oh lad, what is it, lad, that drips
Wet from your neck on mine?
What is it falling on my lips,
My lad, that tastes of brine?”

“Oh Iike enough ’tis blood, my dear,
For when the knife has shit

The throat across from ear to ear
"T'will bleed because of it.”

Under the stars the air was light
But dark below the boughs,

The still air of the speechless night,
‘When lovers crown their vows.

THE CARPENTER'’S SON

“Here the hangman stops his cart:

Now the best of friends must part.

Fare you well, for ill fare I,
Live, lads, and I will die.

“Oh, at home had I but stayed
"Prenticed to my father’s trade,
Had I stuck to plane and adze,
I had not been lost, my lads.

“Then I might have built perhaps
Gallows-trees for other chaps,
Never dangled on my own,

Had I but left ill alone.

“Now, you see, they hang me high,
And the people passing by
Stop to shake therr fists and curse;
So ’tis come from 11l to worse.

“Here hang I, and right and left
Two poor fellows hang for theft:
All the same’s the luck we prove,

Though the midmost hangs for love.
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“Comrades all, that stand and gaze,
Walk henceforth 1n other ways;
See my neck and save your own:
Comrades all, leave 11l alone.

“Make some day a decent end,
Shrewder fellows than your friend.
Fare you well, for 11l fare I:

Live, lads, and I will die.”

TO AN ATHLETE DYING YOUNG

The time you won your town the race
We chaired you through the market-place;
Man and boy stood cheering by,

And home we brought you shoulder-high.

Today, the road all runners come,
Shoulder-high we bring you home,
And set you at your threshold down,
Townsman of a stiller town.

Smart lad, to slip betimes away
From fields where glory does not stay,
And carly though the laurel grows

It withers quicker than the rose.

Eyes the shady night has shut

Cannot see the record cut,

And silence sounds no worse than cheers
After earth has stopped the ears:

Now you will not swell the rout

Of lads that wore their honors out,
Runners whom renown outran
And the name died before the man.

So set, before its echoes fade,

The fleet foot on the sill of shade,
And hold to the low lintel up
The still-defended challenge-cup.
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And round that early-laureled head
Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,
And find unwithered on its curls

The garland briefer than a girl’s.

“LOVELIEST OF TREES”

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now

Is hung wirth bloom along the bough,
And stands about the woodland ride
Wearing white for Eastertide.

Now, of my threescore years and ten,
Twenty will not come again,
And take from seventy springs a score,
It only leaves me fifty more.

And since to look at things in bloom
Fifty springs are hittle room,

About the woodlands I will go

To see the cherry hung with snow.

“OH, WHEN I WAS IN LOVE WITH YOU

Oh, when I was in love with you,
Then I was clean and brave,

And miles around the wonder grew
How well did I behave.

And now the fancy passes by,
And nothing will remain,

And miles around they’ll say that I
Am quite myself again.

“IS MY TEAM PLOWING"”

“Is my team plowing,
That I was used to drive
And hear the harness jingle
When I was man alive?”’
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Aye, the horses trample,
The harness jingles now;

No change though you lie under
The land you used to plow.

“Is football playing
Along the niver shore,

With lads to chase the leather,
Now I stand up no more?”

Aye, the ball is flying,
The lads play heart and soul;
The goal stands up, the keeper
Stands up to keep the goal.

“Is my girl happy,
That I thought hard to leave,
And has she tired of weeping
As she lies down at eve?”

Aye, she lies down hightly,
She lies not down to weep:

Your girl 1s well contented.
Be still, my lad, and sleep.

“Is my friend hearty,
Now I am thin and pine;
And has he found to sleep in
A better bed than mine?”

Aye, lad, I lie easy,
I lie as lads would choose;

I cheer a dead man’s sweetheart.
Never ask me whose.

“WHEN I WAS ONE-AND-TWENTY"”

When I was one-and-twenty
I heard a wise man say,

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas

But not your heart away;
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Give pearls away and rubies 5
But keep your fancy free.”

But I was one-and-twenty,
No use to talk to me.

When I was one-and-twenty
I heard him say again, 10
“The heart out of the bosom
‘Was never given 1n vain;
"T1s paid with sighs a-plenty
And sold for endless rue.”
And I am two-and-twenty, 15
And oh, 't1s true, 'tis true.

“ON WENLOCK EDGE"”

On Wenlock Edge the wood’s in trouble;
His forest fleece the Wrekin heaves,
The gale, it plies the saplings double,
And thick on Severn snow the leaves.

"Twould blow like this through holt and hangar 5
When Uricon the city stood.

"Tis the old wind in the old anger,

But then it threshed another wood.

Then, ’twas before my time, the Roman

At yonder heaving hill would stare: 10
The blood that warms an English yeoman,

The thoughts that hurt him, they were there.

There, like the wind through woods in riot,

Through him the gale of life blew high;

The tree of man was never quiet: 15
Then ’twas the Roman, now ’tis I.

The gale, it plies the saplings double,

It blows so hard, ’twill soon be gone:

Today the Roman and his trouble

Are ashes under Uricon. i 20

5. holt and hangar, woods and shelter.
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Rudyard Kipling
1865 1936

MANDALAY

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin’ eastward to the sea,
There’s a Burma girl a-setun’, an’ I know she thinks o’ me;
For the wind 1s 1n the palm-trees, an’ the temple-bells they

say:
“Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to
Mandalay!”
Come you back to Mandalay, 5

Where the old Flotilla lay:

Can’t you ’ear their paddles chunkin’ from Rangoon

. to Mandalay?

On the road to Mandalay,

Where the flyin’-fishes play,

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer China
"crost the Bay! 10

"Er petticut was yaller an’ ’er little cap was green,
An’ ’er name was Supi-yaw-let—jes’ the same as Theebaw’s
Queen,
An’ I seed her fust a-smokin’ of a whackin’ white cheroot,
An’ a-wastin’ Christian kisses on an ’eathen 1dol’s foot:
Bloomin’ 1dol made o’ mud— 15
What they called the Great Gawd Budd—
Plucky lot she cared for 1dols when I kissed ’er where
she stud! .
On the road to Mandalay—

When the mist was on the rice-fields an’ the sun was
droppin’ slow,
She’d git "er little banjo an’ she’d sing “Kulla-lo-lo!” 20
With ’er arm upon my shoulder an’ her cheek agin my
cheek
We useter watch the steamers an’ the hathis pilin’ teak.
Elephints a-pilin’ teak
In the sludgy, squdgy creek,
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Where the silence 'ung that ’eavy you was ‘arf afraid
to speakl! 25
On the road to Mandalay—

But that’s all shove be’ind me—long ago an’ fur away,
An’ there ain’t no ’busses runmin’ from the bank to
Mandalay;
An’ I'm learmin’ ’ere in London what the ten-year sodger
tells:
“If you've ’eard the East a-callin’, why, you won’t 'eed
nothin’ else ” 30
No! you won’t ’eed nothin’ else
But them spicy garlic smells
An’ the sunshine an’ the palm-trees an’ the tinkly
temple bells!
On the road to Mandalay—

I am sick o’ wastin’ leather on these gritty pavin’-stones, 35
An’ the blasted Henglish drizzle wakes the fever in my
bones;
Tho’ I walks with fifty ’ousemaids outer Chelsea to the
Strand,
An’ they talks a lot o’ lovin’, but wot do they understand?
Beefy face an’ grubby "and—

Law! wot do they understand? 40
I've a neater, sweeter marden in a cleaner, greener
land!

On the road to Mandalay—

Ship me somewheres east of Suez where the best is like the
worst,
Where there aren’t no Ten Commandments, an’ a man can
raise a thirst;
For the temple-bells are callin’, an’ it’s there that I would
be— 45
By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin’ lazy at the sea—
On the road to Mandalay,
Where the old Flotilla lay,
With our sick beneath the awnings when we went to
Mandalay!
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Oh, the road to Mandalay, 50

Where the flyin’ fishes play,

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer China
"crost the Bay!

THE LAST CHANTEY

“And there was no more sea”

Thus said the Lord in the Vault above the Cherubim,
Calling to the Angels and the Souls 1n their degree:
“Lo! Earth has passed away
On the smoke of Judgment Day.
That Our word may be established shall We gather up
the sea?” 5

Loud sang the souls of the jolly, jolly mariners:
“Plague upon the hurricane that made us furl and fleel
But the war 1s done between us,
In the deep the Lord hath seen us—
Our bones we'll leave the barracout’, and God may sink
the seal” 10

Then said the soul of Judas that betrayed Him:
“Lord, hast Thou forgotten Thy covenant with me?
How once a year I go
To cool me on the floe?
And Ye take my day of mercy if Ye take away the
sea.” 15

Then said the soul of the Angel of the Off-shore Wind:
(He that bits the thunder when the buli-mouthed
breakers flee).
“I have watch and ward to keep
O’er Thy wonders on the deep,
And Ye take mine honor from me 1f Ye take away the
seal” 20

Loud sang the souls of the jolly, jolly mariners:
“Nay, but we were angry, and a hasty folk are we.
If we worked the ship together
Till she foundered in foul weather,



RUDYARD KIPLING 491

Are we babes that we should clamor for a vengeance on
the sea?” 25

Then said the souls of the slaves that men threw overboard:
“Kenneled in the picaroon a weary band were we;
But Thy arm was strong to save,
And it touched us on the wave,
And we drowsed the long tides 1dle till Thy Trumpets
tore the sea.” 30

Then cried the soul of the stout Apostle Paul to God:
“Once we frapped a ship, and she labored woundily.
There were fourteen score of these,
And they blessed Thee on then knees,
When they learned Thy Grace and Glory under Malta
by the seal” 35

Loud sang the souls of the jolly, jolly mariners,
Plucking at their harps, and they plucked unhandily:
“Our thumbs are rough and tarred,
And the tune 1s something hard—
May we Iift a Deepsea Chantey such as seamen use at
sca?”’ 40

Then said the souls of the gentlemen-adventurers—
Fettered wrist to bar all for red miquity:
“Ho, we revel 1n our chains
O’er the sorrow that was Spain’s,
Heave or sink 1t, leave or drink 1t, we were masters of
the seal” 45

Up spake the soul of a gray Gothavn ’speckshioner—
(He that led the flenching 1n the fleets of fair Fundee):
“Oh, the ice-blink white and near,
And the bowhead breaching clear!
Will Ye whelm them all for wantonness that wallow in
the sca?” 50

Loud sang the souls of the jolly, jolly mariners,
Crying: “Under Heaven, here 15 neither lead nor leal
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Must we sing for evermore
On the windless, glassy floor?
Take back your golden fiddles and we'll beat to open

seal” 55
Then stooped the Lord, and He called the good sea up to
Him,

And ’stablished its borders unto all eternity,
That such as have no pleasure
For to praise the Lord by measure,
They may enter into galleons and serve Him on the
sea. 60

Sun, Wind, and Cloud shall fail not from the face of it,
Stinging, ninging spindrift, nor the fulmar flying free;
And the ships shall go abroad
To the Glory of the Lord
Who heard the silly sailor-folk and gave them back their
sea! 65

RECESSIONAL

God of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our tar-flung battle-line,
Beneath whose awful hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine—
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 5
Lest we forget—lest we forget!

The tumult and the shouting dies;
The captains and the kings depart:
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,
An humble and a contrite heart. 10
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget—lest we forget!

Far-called, our navies melt away;
On dune and headland sinks the fire:

Lo, all our pomp of yesterday 15
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!

{udge of the Nations, spare us yet,
est we forget—lest we forget!
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If, drunk with sight of power, we loose
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe, 20
Such boastings as the Gentiles use,
Or lesser breeds without the Law—
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget—lest we forget!

For heathen heart that puts her trust 25
In reeking tube and 1ron shard,

All valiant dust that builds on dust,
And, guarding, calls not Thee to guard,

For frantic boast and foolish word—

Thy Mercy on Thy People, Lord! 30

William Butler Yeats
1865 1939

I'HE SONG OF WANDERING AENGUS

I went out to the hazel wood,

Because a fire was 1n my head,

And cut and peeled a hazel wand,

And hooked a berry to a thread,

And when white moths were on the wing, 5
And moth-like stars were flickering out,

I dropped the berry 1n a stream

And caught a little silver trout.

When I had laid it on the floor

I went to blow the fire a-flame, 10
But something rustled on the floor,

And someone called me by my name:

It had become a glimmering girl

With apple blossoms 1n her hair

Who called me by my name and ran 15
And faded through the brightening air.

Though I am old with wandering
Through hollow lands and hilly lands,
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I will find out where she has gone,

And kiss her lips and take her hands; 20
And walk among long dappled grass,

And pluck till ime and times are done,

The silver apples of the moon,

The golden apples of the sun.

THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;

Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey bee,
And live alone 1n the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes drop-
ping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket
sings;
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will anise and go now, for always night and day

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;

While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray,
I hear it 1n the deep heart’s core.

AN OLD SONG RESUNG

Down by the salley gardens my love and I did meet;

She passed the salley gardens with little snow-white feet.
She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree;
But I, being young and foolish, with her would not agree.

In a field by the river my love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand.
She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs;
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears.
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WHEN YOU ARE OLD

When you are old and gray and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true;
But one man loved the pilgrim soul 1n you,
And loved the sorrows of your changing face.

And bending down beside the glowing bars
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead
And hid his tace amud a crowd of stars.

THE ROSE OF THE WORLD

Who dreamed that beauty passes like a dream?
For these red lips, with all their mournful pride,
Mournful that no new wonder may betide,

Troy passcd away in one high funeral gleam,

And Usna’s children died.

We and the laboring world are passing by:
Amid men’s souls, that waver and give place,
Like the pale waters 1n their wintry race,

Under the passing stars, frame of the sky,

Lives on this lonely face.

Bow down, archangels, in your dim abode:
Before you were, or any hearts to beat,
Weary and kind, one lingered by His seat;

He made the world to be a grassy road
Before her wandering feet.

THE WILD SWANS AT COOLE

The trees are in their autumn beauty,
The woodland paths are dry,
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Under the October twilight the water
Mirrors a still sky;

Upon the brimming water among the stones
Are nine and fifty swans.

The nineteenth Autumn has come upon me
Since 1 first made my count;

I saw, before I had well finished,

All suddenly mount

And scatter, wheeling, in great broken rings
Upon their clamorous wings.

I have looked upon those brilliant creatures,
And now my heart is sore.

All's changed since I, hearing at twilight,
The first time on this shore,

The bell-beat of their wings above my head,
Trod with a highter tread.

Unwearied still, lover by lover,

They paddle 1n the cold,

Companionable streams or climb the air;
Their hearts have not grown old,

Passion or conquest, wander where they will,
Attend upon them still.

But now they drift on the still water
Mysterious, beautiful;

Among what rushes will they build,

By what lake’s edge or pool

Delight men’s eyes, when I awake some day
To find they have flown away?

RUNNING TO PARADISE

As I came over Windy Gap

They threw a halfpenny into my cap,
For I am running to Paradise;

And all that I need do 1s to wish
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And somebody puts his hand in the dish
To throw me a b1t of salted fish.
And there the king s but as the beggar.

o

My brother Mourteen is worn out

With skelping his big brawling lout,

And I am running to Paradise, 10
A poor life do what he can,

And though he keep a dog and a gun,

A serving maid and a serving man.

And there the king s but as the beggar.

Poor men have grown to be rich men, 15
And rich men grown to be poor again,

And I am running to Paradise,

And many a darling wit’s grown dull

That tossed a bare heel when at school,

Now 1t has filled an old sock full. 20
And there the king s but as the beggar.

The wind is old and stll at play

While I must hurry upon my way,

For I am running to Paradise,

Yet never have I hit on a friend 25
To take my fancy like the wind

That nobody can buy or bind:

And there the king s but as the beggar.

Edwin Arlington Robinson
(A)1869 1935

FLAMMONDE

The man Flammonde, from God knows where,
With firm address and foreign air,

With news of nations in his talk

And something royal in his walk,

9. skelping, hurrying.
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With glint of iron in his eyes,

But never doubt, nor yet surprise,
Appeared, and stayed, and held his head
As one by kings accredited.

Erect, with his alert repose
About him, and about his clothes,
He pictured all tradition hears
Of what we owe to fifty years

His cleansing heritage of taste
Paraded neither want nor waste;
And what he needed for his fee
To live, he borrowed graciously.

He never told us what he was,

Or what mischance, or other cause,
Had banished him from better days
To play the Prince of Castaways
Meanwhile he played surpassing well
A part, for most, unplayable,

In fine, one pauses, half afraid

To say for certain that he played.

For that, one may as well forego
Conviction as to yes or no;

Nor can I say just how intense
Would then have been the difference
To several, who, having striven

In vain to get what he was given,
Would see the stranger taken on

By friends not easy to be won.

Moreover, many a malcontent

He soothed and found munificent;

His courtesy beguiled and foiled
Suspicionthat his years were soiled;

His mien distinguished any crowd,

His credit strengthened when he bowed;
And women, young and old, were fond
Of looking at the man Flammonde.
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There was a woman in our town

On whom the fashion was to frown;
But while our talk renewed the tinge
Of a long-faded scarlet fringe,

The man Flammonde saw none of that,
And what he saw we wondered at—
That none of us, in her distress,

Could hide or find our littleness.

There was a boy that all agreed

Had shut within him the rare seed

Of learning. We could understand,

But none of us could lift a hand

The man Flammonde appraised the youth,
And told a few of us the truth,

And thereby, for a little gold,

A flowered future was unrolled.

There were two citizens who fought

For years and yeais, and over nought,
They made life awkward for their friends,
And shortened their own dividends

The man Flammonde said what was wrong
Should be made right, nor was 1t long
Before they were again in line,

And had each other 1n to dine.

And these I mention are but four
Of many out of many more.

So much for them. But what of him—
So firm 1n every look and limb?
What small satanic sort of kink

Was 1in his brain? What broken link
Withheld him from the destinies
That came so near to being his?

What was he, when we came to sift
His meaning, and to note the drift

Of incommunicable ways

That make us ponder while we praise?
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Why was it that his charm revealed

Somehow the surface of a shield?

What was it that we never caught?

What was he, and what was he not? 8o

How much it was of him we met

We cannot ever know; nor yet

Shall all he gave us quite atone

For what was his, and his alone;

Nor need we now, since he knew best, 85
Nourish an ethical unrest:

Rarely at once will nature give

The power to be Flammonde and live.

We cannot know how much we learn

From those who never will return, Q0
Unul a flash of unioreseen

Remembrance falls of what has been.

We've each a darkening hill to climb;

And this 1s why, from time to time

In Tilbury Town, we look beyond 95
Horizons for the man Flammonde.

MR. FLOOD’S PARTY

Old Eben Flood, climbing alone one night

Over the hill between the town below

And the forsaken upland hermitage

That held as much as he should ever know

On earth again of home, paused wanly. 5
The road was his with not a native near;

And Eben, having leisure, said aloud,

For no man else in Tilbury Town to hear:

“Well, Mr. Flood, we have the harvest moon

Again, and we may not have many more; 1@
The bird 1s on the wing, the poet says,

And you and I have said 1t here before.

Drink to the bird.” He raised up to the light

The jug that he had gone so far to fill,
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And answered huskily: “Well, Mr. Flood, 15
Since you propose 1t, I believe I will.”

Alone, as 1if enduring to the end

A valiant armor of scarred hopes outworn,

He stood there in the middle of the road

Like Roland’s ghost winding a silent horn. 20
Below him, 1n the town among the trees,

Where friends of other days had honored him,

A phantom salutation of the dead

Rang thinly till old Eben’s eyes were dim.

Then, as a mother lays her sleeping child 25
Down tenderly, fearing 1t may awake,

He set the jug down slowly at his feet

With trembling care, knowing that most things break;
And only when assured that on firm earth

It stood, as the uncertain lives of men 30
Assuredly did not, he paced away,

And with his hand extended paused again:

“Well, Mr. Flood, we have not met like this

In a long time; and many a change has come

To both of us, I fear, since last 1t was 35
We had a drop together. Welcome homel”

Convivially returning with himself,

Again he raised the jug up to the light;

And with an acquiescent quaver said:

“Well, Mr. Flood, if you insist, I might. 40

“Only a very little, Mr. Flood—

For auld lang syne. No more, sir; that will do.”

So, for the time, apparently 1t did,

And Eben evidently thought so too;

For soon amid the silver loneliness 45
Of night he lifted up his voice and sang,

Secure, with only two moons hstening,

Until the whole harmonious landscape rang—

“For auld lang syne.” The weary throat gave out,
The last word wavered; and the song being done, 50
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He raised again the jug regretfully

And shook his head, and was again alone.

There was not much that was ahead of him,

And there was nothing in the town below—
Where strangers would have shut the many doors
That many friends had opened long ago.

VETERAN SIRENS

The ghost of Ninon would be sorry now

To laugh at them, were she to see them here,
So brave and so alert for learning how

To fence with reason for another year.

Age offers a far comelier diadem

Than theirs; but anguish has no eye for grace,
When time’s malicious mercy cautions them
To think a while of number and of space.

The burning hope, the worn expectancy,

The martyred humor, and the maimed allure,
Cry out for time to end his levity,

And age to soften its investiture,

But they, though others fade and are still fair,
Defy their fairness and are unsubdued,
Although they suffer, they may not forswear
The patient ardor of the unpursued

Poor flesh, to fight the calendar so long,
Poor vanity, so quaint and yet so brave,

Poor folly, so decerved and yet so strong,
So far from Ninon and so ncar the grave.
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UNCLE ANANIAS

His words were magic and his heart was true,

And everywhere he wandered he was blessed.

Out of all ancient men my childhood knew
I choose him and I mark him for the best.
Of all authoritative liars, too,
I crown him loveliest.

How fondly I remember the delight
That always glorified him i the spring;

The joyous courage and the benedight
Profusion of his faith mn everythingl

He was a good old man, and 1t was right
That he should have his fling.

And often, underneath the apple-trees,

When we surprised him in the summer-time,
With what superb magnificence and ease

He sinned enough to make the day sublime!
And if he liked us there about his knees,

Truly 1t was no crime.

All summer long we loved him for the same
Perennial inspiration of his lies;

And when the russet wealth of autumn came,
There flew but fairer visions to our eyes—

Muluple, tropical, winged with a feathery flame,
Like birds of paradise.

So to the sheltered end of many a year
He charmed the scasons out with pageantry

Wearing upon his forehead, with no fear,
The laurel of approved iniquity.

And every child who knew him, far or near,
Did love him faithfully.
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BEWICK FINZER

Time was when his half million drew
The breath of six per cent;

But soon the worm of what-was-not
Fed hard on his content,

And something crumbled in his brain
When his half million went.

Time passed, and filled along with his
The place of many more,

Time came, and hardly one of us
Had credence to restore,

From what appeared one day, the man
Whom we had known before.

The broken voice, the withered neck,
The coat worn out with care,

The cleanliness of indigence,
The brilliance of desparr,

The fond imponderable dreams
Of affluence,—all were there.

Poor Finzer, with his dreams and schemes,
Fares hard now in the race,

With heart and eye that have a task
When he looks in the face

Of one who might so easily
Have been in Finzer’s place.

He comes unfailing for the loan
We give and then forget;

He comes, and probably for years
Will he be coming yet,—

Familiar as an old mistake,
And futile as regret.
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TIME, YOU OLD GYPSY MAN

Time, you old gypsy man,
Will you not stay,

Put up your caravan
Just for one day?

All things I'll give you
Will you be my guest,
Bells for your jennet

Of silver the best,
Goldsmuths shall beat you
A great golden ring,
Peacocks shall bow to you,
Little boys sing,

Oh, and sweet gnls will
Festoon you with may.
Time, you old gypsy,
Why hasten away?

Last week in Babylon,
Last night 1n Rome,
Morning, and 1n the crush
Under Paul’s dome;
Under Paul’s dial

You tighten your rein—
Only a moment,

And off once again;

Off to some city

Now blind in the womb,
Off to another

Ere that’s in the tomb.

Time, you old gypsy man,
Will you not stay,

Put up your caravan
Just for one day?
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EVE

Eve, with her basket, was
Deep 1n the bells and grass,
Wading 1n bells and grass
Up to her knees.

Picking a dish of sweet
Berries and plums to eat,
Down in the bells and grass
Under the trees.

Mute as a mouse in a
Corner the cobra lay,
Curled round a bough of the
Cinnamon tall. . . .

Now to get even and
Humble proud heaven and
Now was the moment or
Never at all.

“Eval” Each syllable
Light as a flower fell,
“Eval” he whispered the
Wondering maid,

Soft as a bubble sung
Out of a linnet’s lung,
Soft and most silverly
“Eval” he said.

Picture that orchard sprite;
Eve, with her body white,
Supple and smooth to her
Shm finger tips,
Wondering, listening,
Listening, wondering,

Eve with a berry

Half-way to her lips.

Oh, had our simple Eve

Seen through the make-believel

Had she but known the
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Pretender he was!

Out of the boughs he came,

Whispering still her name,

Tumbling 1n twenty rings

Into the grass. 40

Here was the strangest pair

In the world anywhere,

Eve 1n the bells and grass

Kneeling, and he

Telling his story low. . . . 45
Singing birds saw them go

Down the dark path to

The Blasphemous Tree.

Oh, what a clatter when

Titmouse and Jenny Wren 50
Saw him successful and

Taking his leavel

How the birds rated him,

How they all hated him!

How they all pitied 55
Poor motherless Evel

Picture her crying

Outside in the lane,

Eve, with no dish of sweet

Berries and plums to eat, 6o
Haunting the gate of the

Orchard in vain. . . .

Picture the lewd delight

Under the hill tonight—

“Eval” the toast goes round, 65
“Eval” again.

THE MYSTERY

He came and took me by the hand
Up to a red rose tree,

He kept His meaning to Himsell
But gave a rose to me.
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I did not pray Him to lay bare
The mystery to me,

Enough the rose was Heaven to smell,
And His own face to see.

Walter de la Mare
1873—

THE LISTENERS

“Is there anybody therer” said the Traveler,
Knocking on the moonlit door,
And his horse 1n the silence champed the grasses
Of the forest’s ferny floor
And a bird flew up out of the turret, 5
Above the Traveler’s head:
And he smote upon the door again a second time;
“Is there anybody there?” he said.
But no one descended to the Traveler;
No head from the leaf-fringed sill 10
Leaned over and looked into his gray eyes,
Where he stood perplexed and still.
But only a host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight 15
To that voice from the world of men:
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair
That goes down to the empty hall,
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken
By the lonely Traveler’s call 20
And he felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,
"Neath the starred and leaty sky;
For he suddenly smote on the door, even 25
Louder, and lifted his head:—
“Tell them I came, and no one answered,
That I kept my word,” he said.
Never the least stir made the listeners,
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Though every word he spake 30
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the sull house
From the one man left awake.
Aye, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,
And how the silence surged softly backward, 35
When the plunging hoofs were gone.

NOD

Softly along the road of evening,
In a twilight dim with rose,

Wrinkled with age, and dienched with dew
Old Nod, the shepherd, goes.

His drowsy flock streams on before him, 5
Therr fleeces charged with gold,

To where the sun’s last beam leans low
On Nod the shepherd’s fold

The hedge is quick and green with briar,

From their sand the contes creep; 10
And all the birds that fly in heaven

Flock singing home to sleep.

His lambs outnumber a noon’s roses,
Yet, when night’s shadows fall,

His blind old sheep-dog, Slumber-soon, 15
Maisses not one of all.

His are the quiet steeps of dreamland,
The waters of no-more-pain;
His ram’s bell rings 'neath an arch of stars,
“Rest, rest, and rest again.” 20

THE SONG OF SHADOWS

Sweep thy faint strings, Musician,
With thy long lean hand,

Downward the starry tapers burn,
Sinks soft the waning sand;
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The old hound whimpers couched in sleep,
The embers smoulder low;

Across the walls the shadows
Come, and go.

Sweep softly thy strings, Musician,
The minutes mount to hours;

Frost on the windless casement weaves
A labyrinth of flowers;

Ghosts linger in the darkening air,
Hearken at the open door;

Music hath called them, dreaming,
Home once more.

AN EPITAPH

Here lies a most beautiful lady,

Light of step and heart was she;

I think she was the most beautiful lady
That ever was in the West Country.

But beauty vanishes; beauty passes;
However rare—rare it be;

And when I crumble, who will remember
This lady of the West Country?

Amy Lowell
(A)874 1925

PATTERNS

I walk down the garden paths,

And all the daffodils

Are blowing, and the bright blue squills.
I walk down the patterned garden-paths
In my stiff, brocaded gown.

With my powdered hair and jeweled fan,
I too am a rare

Pattern. As I wander down

The garden paths.
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My dress is richly figured, 10
And the train

Makes a pink and silver stain

On the gravel, and the thnft

Of the borders.

Just a plate of current fashion, 15
Tripping by in high-heeled, ribboned shoes.

Not a softness anywhere about me,

Only whalebone and brocade.

And I sink on a seat in the shade

Of a lime tree. For my passion 20
Wars against the stff brocade.

The daffodils and squulls

Flutter in the breeze

As they please.

And I weep; 25
For the lime-tree is in blossom

And one small flower has dropped upon my bosom.

And the plashing of waterdrops

In the marble fountain

Comes down the garden-paths. 30
The dripping never stops

Underneath my suffened gown

Is the softness of a woman bathing in a marble basin,

A basin in the midst of hedges grown

So thick, she cannot see her lover hiding, 35
But she guesses he 1s near,

And the sliding of the water

Seems the stroking of a dear

Hand upon her.

What is Summer in a fine brocaded gown! 40
I should like to see it lying in a heap upon the ground.
All the pink and silver crumpled up on the ground.

I would be the pink and silver as I ran along the paths,

And he would stumble after,

Bewildered by my laughter. 45

I should see the sun flashing from his sword-hilt and the
buckles on his shoes.

I would choose
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To lead him in a maze along the patterned paths,

A bnght and laughing maze for my heavy-booted lover.

Till he caught me 1n the shade, 50

And the buttons of his waistcoat bruised my body as he
clasped me,

Aching, melting, unafraid.

With the shadows of the leaves and the sundrops,

And the plopping of the waterdrops,

All about us 1in the open afternoon— 55

I am very like to swoon

With the weight of this brocade,

For the sun sifts through the shade.

Underneath the fallen blossom

In my bosom 6o

Is a letter I have hid.

It was brought to me this morning by a rider from the
Duke.

“Madam, we regret to inform you that Lord Hartwell

Died in action Thursday sen’night.”

As I read it in the white, morning sunhght, 65

The letters squirmed like snakes.

“Any answer, Madam?” said my footman.

“No,” I told him.

“‘See that the messenger takes some refreshment.

No, no answer.” 7o

And I walked 1nto the garden,

Up and down the patterned paths,

In my suff, correct brocade.

The blue and yellow flowers stood up proudly in the sun,

Each one. 75

I stood upright too,

Held rigid to the pattern

By the stiffness of my gown;

Up and down I walked,

Up and down. 8o

In a month he would have been my husband.
In a month, here, underneath this lime,

We would have broke the pattern;

He for me, and I for him,
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He as Colonel, I as Lady, 8y
On this shady seat.

He had a whim

That sunlight carried blessing.

And I answered, “It shall be as you have said.”

Now he is dead. go

In Summer and in Winter I shall walk

Up and down

The patterned garden-paths

In my stiff, brocaded gown.

The squills and daffodils

Will give place to pillared roses, and to asters, and to snow.
I shall go

Up and down

In my gown.

Gorgeously arrayed, 100
Boned and stayed.

And the softness of my body will be guarded from embrace
By each button, hook, and lace.

For the man who should loose me is dead,

Fighting with the Duke 1n Flanders, 105
In a pattern called a war.

Christ! What are patterns for?

APOLOGY

Be not angry with me that I bear
Your colors everywhere,
All through each crowded street,
And meet
The wonder-light in every eye, 5
As I go by.

Each plodding wayfarer looks up to gaze,
Blinded by rainbow haze,
The stuff of happiness,
No less, 10
Which wraps me in its glad-hued folds
Of peacock golds.
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Before my feet the dusty, rough-paved way
Flushes beneath its gray.
My steps fall ringed with light, 15
So bright,
It seems a myriad suns are strown
About the town.

Around me is the sound of steepled bells,
And richly perfumed smells 20
Hang like a wind-forgotten cloud,
And shroud
Me from close contact with the world.
I dwell impearled.

You blazon me with jewelled insignia. 25
A flaming nebula
Rims in my life. And yet
You set
The word upon me, unconfessed
To go unguessed. 80

Robert Frost
(A)1875—

MY NOVEMBER GUEST

My Sorrow, when she’s here with me,
Thinks these dark days of autumn rain
Are beautiful as days can be;
She loves the bare, the withered tree;
She walks the sodden pasture lane. 5

Her pleasure will not let me stay.
She talks and I am fain to list:
She’s glad the birds are gone away,
She’s glad her simple worsted grey
Is silver now with clinging mist. 10

The desolate, deserted trees,
The faded earth, the heavy sky,
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The beauties she so truly sees,
She thinks I have no eye for these,
And vexes me for reason why.

Not yesterday I learned to know
The love of bare November days

Before the coming of the snow,

But 1t were vain to tell her so,
And they are better for her praise.

AN OLD MAN'S WINTER NIGHT

All out of doors looked darkly in at him
Through the thin frost, almost 1n separate stars,
That gathers on the pane 1n empty rooms

What kept his eyes from giving back the gaze
Was the lamp tilted near them in his hand.
What kept him from remembering the need
That brought him to that creaking room was age.
He stood with barrels round him—at a loss.
And having scared the cellar under him

In clomping there, he scared 1t once again

In clomping off; and scared the outer mght,
Which has 1its sounds, familiar, Iike the roar
Of trees and crack of branches, common things,
But nothing so like beating on a box.

A light he was to no one but himself

Where now he sat, concerned with he knew what;
A quiet light, and then not even that.

He consigned to the moon, such as she was,

So late-arising, to the broken moon

As better than the sun in any case

For such a charge, his snow upon the roof,

His icicles along the wall to keep;

And slept. The log that shifted with a jolt

Once in the stove, disturbed him and he shifted,
And eased his heavy breathing, but still slept.
One aged man—one man—can’t keep a house,
A farm, a countryside, or if he can,

It’s thus he does it of a winter night.
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HOME BURIAL

He saw her from the bottom of the stairs

Before she saw him. She was starting down,
Looking back over her shoulder at some fear.
She took a doubtful step and then undid it

To raise herself and look again. He spoke
Advanang toward her: “What is it you see
From up there always—for I want to know.”

She turned and sank upon her skirts at that,
And her face changed from terrified to dull.

He said to gain time: “What is it you see,”
Mounting until she cowered under him.

“I will find out now—you must tell me, dear.”
She, in her place, refused him any help

With the least stiffening of her neck and silence.
She let him look, sure that he wouldn’t see,
Blind creature, and a while he didn’t see.

But at last he murmured, “Oh,” and again, “Oh.”

“What is it—what?” she said.
“Just that I see.”
“You don’t,” she challenged. “Tell me what it is.”

“The wonder is I didn’t see at once.

I never noticed 1t from here before.

I must be wonted to 1t—that’s the reason.

The little graveyard where my people arel

So small the window frames the whole of it.

Not so much larger than a bedroom, 1s 1t?

There are three stones of slate and one of marble,
Broad-shouldered little slabs there in the sunlhight
On the sidehill. We haven’t to mind those.

But I understand. 1t is not the stones,

But the child’s mound—"
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“Don’t, don’t, don't, don’t,” she cried.
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She withdrew shrinking from beneath his arm

That rested on the banister, and slid downstairs;

And turned on him with such a daunting look, 35
He said twice over before he knew himself:

“Can’t 2 man speak of his own child he’s lost?”

“Not you! Oh, where’s my hat? Oh, I don’t need it!
I must get out of here. I must get air.
I don’t know rightly whether any man can.” 40

“Amy! Don’t go to someone else this time.

Listen to me. I won’t come down the stairs.”

He sat and fixed his chin between his fists.
“There’s something I should like to ask you, dear.”

“You don’t know how to ask it.” 45
“Help me, then.”
Her fingers moved the latch for all reply.

“My words are nearly always an offence.

I don’t know how to speak of anything

So as to please you. But I might be taught, 50
I should suppose. I can’t say I see how.

A man must partly give up being a man

With women-folk. We could have some arrangement

By which I'd bind myself to keep hands off

Anything special you're a-mind to name. 55
Though I don’t like such things ’twixt those that love.
Two that don’t love can’t live together without them.
But two that do can’t live together with them.”

She moved the latch a little. “Don’t—don’t go.

Don’t carry it to someone else this time. 6o
Tell me about it if it’s something human.

Let me into your grief. I'm not so much

Unlike other folks as your standing there

Apart would make me out. Give me my chance.

I do think, though, you overdo 1t a little. 65
What was it brought you up to think it the thing

To take your mother-loss of a first child
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So inconsolably—in the face of love.
You’d think his memory might be satisfied—"

“There you go sneering now!” 70

“I’'m not, I'm not!
You make me angry. I'll come down to you.
God, what a woman! And it’s come to this,
A man can’t speak of his own child that’s dead.”

“You can’t because you don’t know how to speak. 75
If you had any feelings, you that dug

With your own hand—how could you?—his little grave;

I saw you from that very window there,

Making the gravel leap and leap in air,

Leap up, like that, like that, and land so lightly 80
And roll back down the mound beside the hole.

I thought, Who is that man? I didn’t know you.

And I crept down the stairs and up the stairs

To look again, and still your spade kept hifting.

Then you came 1n. I heard your rumbling voice 85
Out in the kitchen, and 1 don’t know why,

But I went near to see with my own eyes

You could sit there with the stains on your shoes

Of the fresh earth from your own baby’s grave

And talk about your everyday concerns 9o
You had stood the spade up agamnst the wall

Outside there in the entry, for I saw 1t.”

“I shall laugh the worst laugh I ever laughed.
I'm cursed. God, if I don’t believe I'm cursed.”

“I can repeat the very words you were saying. 95
‘Three foggy mornings and one rainy day

Will rot the best birch fence a man can build.

Think of it, talk Iike that at such a time!

What had how long it takes a birch to rot

To do with what was 1n the darkened parlour. 100
You couldn’t care! The nearest friends can go

With anyone to death, comes so far short

They might as well not try to go at all.
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No, from the time when one is sick to death,
One is alone, and he dies more alone.

Friends make pretence of following to the grave,
But before one 1s 1n it, their minds are turned
And making the best of their way back to life
And living people, and things they understand.
But the world’s ev1l. I won’t have grief so

If I can change it. Oh, I won’t, I won’t!”

“There, you have said it all and you feel better.
You won’t go now, you're crying Close the door.
The heart’s gone out of it why keep 1t up.

Amy! There’s someone coming down the road!”

“You—oh, you think the talk is all. I must go—

Somewhere out of this house. How can I make you—"

“If—you—do!” She was opening the door wider.
“Where do you mean to go? Fust tell me that
I'll follow and biing you back by force. I willl—"

TREE AT MY WINDOW

Tree at my window, window tree,

My sash 1s lowered when night comes on;
But let theie never be curtain drawn
Between you and me

Vague dream-head lifted out of the ground,
And thing next most diffuse to cloud,

Not all your light tongues talking aloud
Could be profound.

But, tree, I have seen you taken and tossed,
And 1f you have seen me when I slept,

You have seen me when I was taken and swept

And all but lost.

That day she put our heads together,

Fate had her imagination about her,
Your head so much concerned with outer,
Mine with 1nner, weather.
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TO EARTHWARD

Love at the lips was touch

As sweet as I could bear;

And once that seemed too much;
I lived on air

That crossed me from sweet things,
The flow of—was 1t musk

From hidden grapevine springs
Down hill at dusk?

I had the swirl and ache

From sprays of honeysuckle
That when they’re gathered shake
Dew on the knuckle.

I craved strong sweets, but those
Seemed strong when I was young;
The petal of the rose

It was that stung.

Now no joy but lacks salt
That 1s not dashed with pain
And weariness and fault;

I crave the stain

Of tears, the aftermark
Of almost too much love,
The sweet of bitter bark
And burning clove.

When stiff and sore and scarred
I take away my hand

From leaning on it hard

In grass and sand,

The hurt is not enough:

I long for weight and strength
To feel the earth as rough

To all my length.
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STOPPING BY WOODS ON A SNOWY EVENING

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house 1s 1n the village though,
He will not see me stopping here
To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer 5
To stop without a farmhouse near

Between the woods and frozen lake

The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake

To ask 1f there is some mistake. 10
The only other sound’s the sweep

Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.

But I have promuises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep, 15
And mules to go before I sleep.

NOTHING GOLD CAN STAY

Nature’s first green is gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf’s a flower;
But only so an hour.

Then leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to gnef,

So dawn goes down to day.
Nothing gold can stay.

TWO TRAMPS IN MUD TIME

Out of the mud two strangers came

And caught me splitung wood 1n the yard.

And one of them put me off my aim

By hailing cheerily “Hit them hard!”

I knew pretty well why he dropped behind 5
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And let the other go on a way.
I knew pretty well what he had in mind:
He wanted to take my job for pay.

Good blocks of beech it was I split,

As large around as the chopping block; 10
And every piece I squarely hit

Fell splinterless as a cloven rock.

The blows that a life of self-control

Spares to strike for the common good

That day, giving a loose to my soul, 15
I spent on the unimportant wood.

The sun was warm but the wind was chill.

You know how 1t 1s with an April day

When the sun is out and the wind 1s stll,

You're one month on in the middle of May. 20
But if you so much as dare to speak,

A cloud comes over the sunlit arch,

A wind comes off a fiozen peak,

And you'’re two months back 1n the middle of March.

A bluebird comes tenderly up to alight 25
And fronts the wind to unruffle a plume,

His song so pitched as not to excite

A single flower as yet to bloom.

It is snowing a flake: and he half knew

Winter was only playing possum. 30
Except in color he 1sn’t blue,

But he wouldn’t advise a thing to blossom.

The water for which we may have to look

In summertime with a witching-wand,

In every wheelrut’s now a brook, 35
In every print of a hoof a pond.

Be glad of water, but don’t forget

The lurking frost in the earth beneath

That will steal forth after the sun is set

And show on the water 1ts crystal teeth. 40

The time when most I loved my task
These two must make me love 1t more
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By coming with what they came to ask.
You’d think I never had felt before
The weight of an ax-head poised aloft,
The grip on earth of outspreading feet,
The life of muscles rocking soft

And smooth and moist 1n vernal heat.

Out of the woods two hulking tramps
(From sleeping God knows where last night,
But not long since 1in the lumber-camps)

They thought all chopping was theirs of right.

Men of the woods and lumberjacks,

They judged me by their appropriate tool.
Except as a fcllow handled an ax,

They had no way of knowing a fool.

Nothing on either side was said.

They knew they had but to stay their stay
And all their logic would fill my head.

As that I had no night to play

With what was another man’s work for gain.
My right might be love but theirs was need.
And where the two exist 1n twain

Theirs was the better right—agreed.

But yield who will to their scparation,
My object 1n living 1s to unite

My avocation and my vocation

As my two eyes make one 1in sight.
Only where love and need are one,
And the work is play for mortal stakes,
Is the deed ever really done

For Heaven and the future’s sakes.
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John Masefield
1878—

THE PASSING STRANGE

Out of the earth to rest or range
Perpetual in perpetual change,
The unknown passing through the strange.

Water and saltness held together
To tread the dust and stand the weather,
And plough the field and stretch the tether,

To pass the wine-cup and be witty,
Water the sands and build the city,
Slaughter like devils and have pity,

Be red with rage and pale with lust,
Make beauty come, make peace, make trust,
Water and saltness mixed with dust,

Drive over earth, swim under sea,
Fly in the eagle’s secrecy,
Guess where the hidden comets be;

Know all the deathy seeds that still
Queen Helen’s beauty, Caesar’s will,
And slay them even as they kill,

Fashion an altar for a rood,
Defile a continent with blood,
And watch a brother starve for food:

Love like a madman, shaking, blind,
Till self is burnt into a kind
Possession of another mind,

Brood upon beauty, till the grace
Of beauty with the holy face
Brings peace into the bitter place;
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Prove in the lifeless granites, scan
The stars for hope, for guide, for plan;
Live as a woman or a man;

Fasten to lover or to friend,
Until the heart break at the end
The break of death that cannot mend:

Then to lie useless, helpless, still,
Down in the earth, in dark, to fill
The roots of grass or daffodil.

Down 1n the earth, in dark, alone,
A mockery of the ghost in bone,
The strangeness, passing the unknown.

Time will go by, that outlasts clocks,
Dawn 1n the thorps will rouse the cocks,
Sunset be glory on the rocks.

But it, the thing, will never heed
Even the rootling from the seed
Thrusting to suck 1t for 1ts need.

Since moons decay and suns decline,
How else should end this life of mine?
Water and saltness are not wine.

But in the darkest hour of night,
When even the foxes peer for sight,
The byre-cock crows; he feels the light.

So, 1n this water mixed with dust,
The byre-cock spirit crows from trust
That death will change because 1t must.

For all things change: the darkness changes,
The wandering spirits change their ranges,

The corn is gathered to the granges.
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The corn is sown again, it grows;
The stars burn out, the darkness goes;
The rhythms change, they do not close.

They change, and we, who pass like foam,
Like dust blown through the streets of Rome,
Change ever, too, we have no home,

Only a beauty, only a power,
Sad 1n the fruit, bright 1n the flower,
Endlessly erring for its hour,

But gathering as we stray, a sense
Of Life, so lovely and intense,
It Iingers when we wander hence,

That those who follow feel behind
Their backs, when all before 1s blind,
Our joy, a rampart to the mind.

C. L. M.

In the dark womb where I began

My mother’s life made me a man.
Through all the months of human birth
Her beauty fed my common earth.

I cannot see, nor breathe, nor stir,

But through the death of some of her.

Down in the darkness of the grave
She cannot see the life she gave.
For all her love, she cannot tell
Whether I use it 11l or well,

Nor knock at dusty doors to find
Her beauty dusty in the mind.

If the grave’s gates could be undone,
She would not know her little son,
I am so grown. If we should meet,
She would pass by me in the street,
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Unless my soul’s face let her see
My sense of what she did for me.

What have I done to keep in mind

My debt to her and womankind? 20
What woman’s happier life repays

Her for those months of wretched days?

For all my mouthless body leech’d

Ere Birth’s releasing hell was reach’d?

What have I done, or tried, or said 25
In thanks to that dear woman dead?

Men triumph over women still,

Men trample women’s rights at will,

And man’s lust roves the world untamed.

O grave, keep shut lest I be shamed. 30

SEA-FEVER

I must down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all 1 ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white
sa1l’s shaking,

And a gray mist on the sea’s face and a gray dawn breaking.

I must down to the seas again, for the call of the running
tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls
crying.

I must down to the seas again to the vagrant gypsy life.

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s
like a whetted knife;

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s
over
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Carl Sandburg
(A)1878—

PLUNGER

Empty the last drop.

Pour out the final clinging heartbeat.
Great losers look on and smile.

Great winners look on and smile.

Plunger:
Take a long breath and let yourself go.

GRASS

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo.
Shovel them under and let me work—
I am the grass; I cover all.

And pile them high at Gettysburg

And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun.

Shovel them under and let me work.

Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor:
What place is this?
Where are we now?

I am the grass.
Let me work.

COOL TOMBS

When Abraham Lincoln was shoveled into the tombs, he
forgot the copperheads and the assassin . .. in the
dust, in the cool tombs.

And Ulysses Grant lost all thought of con men and Wall
Street, cash and collateral turned ashes ... in the
dust, in the cool tombs.
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Pocahontas’ body, lovely as a poplar, sweet as a red haw
i November or a pawpaw i May, did she wonder?
does she remember? . .. 1n the dust, in the cool
tombs?

‘Take any streetful of people buying clothes and groceries,
cheering a hero or throwing confett1 and blowing tin
horns . . . tell me if the lovers are losers . . . tell me
if any get more than the lovers . . . in the dust . . .
in the cool tombs.

FOUR PRELUDES ON PLAYTHINGS OF THE
WIND

The woman named Tomoirow

sits with a hairpin 1n her teeth

and takes her time

and does her hair the way she wants it

and fastens at last the last braid and coil 5
and puts the hairpin where it belongs

and turns and drawls. Well, what of 1t?

My grandmother, Yesterday, 1s gone.

What of it? Let the dead be dead.

2
The doors were cedar 10
and the panel strips of gold
and the girls were golden girls
and the pancls read and the girls chanted:
We are the greatest city,
and the greatest nation. 15
nothing like us ever was.
The doors are twisted on broken hinges.
Sheets of rain swish through on the wind
where the golden girls ran and the panels
read:
We are the greatest city, 20
the greatest nation,
nothing like us ever was.
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It has happened before.
Stiong men put up a cty and got
a nauon together,
And paid singers to sing and women
to wairble: We are the greatest city,
the greatest nation,
nothing like us ever was.

And while the singers sang
and the strong men listened
and paid the singers well,
thete were rats and lizards who histened
. and the only listeners left now

. .are ... the rats . . . and the lizards.

And there are black crows
cying, “Caw, caw,”
bringing mud and sticks
building a nest
over the words carved
on the doors where the panels were cedar
and the strips on the panels were gold
and the golden girls came singing:
We are the greatest city,
the greatest nation:
nothing like us ever was.
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The only singers now are crows crying, “Caw, caw,”
And the sheets of rain whine in the wind and doorways.

And the only listeners now are . . . the rats . . .

lizards.

4
The feet of the rats

scribble on the doorsills;

the hieroglyphs of the rat footprints

chatter the pedigrees of the rats

and babble of the blood

and gabble of the breed

of the grandfathers and the great-grandfathers
of the rats.
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And the wind shifts

and the dust on a doorsill shifts

and even the writing of the rat footprints

tells us nothing, nothing at all 6o
about the greatest city, the greatest nation

where the strong men listened

and the women warbled: Nothing like us ever was.

THE PEOPLE WILL LIVE ON
From “The People, Yes”

The people will live on.
The learning and blundering people will live on.
They will be tricked and sold and again sold
And go back to the nourishing carth for rootholds,
The people so peculiar 1n renewal and comeback, 5
You can’t laugh off their capacity to take 1t.
The mammoth rests between his cyclonic dramas.

The people so often sleepy, weary, enigmatic,
is a vast huddle with many units saying:
“I earn my living 10
I make enough to get by
and 1t takes all my time.
If I had more time
I could do more for myself
and maybe for others. 15
I could read and study
and talk things over
and find out about things.
It takes time.
I wish I had the time ” 20

The people is a tragic and comic two-face:

hero and hoodlum* phantom and gorilla twist-

ing to moan with a gargoyle mouth: “They

buy me and sell me . . . it's a game .

sometime I'll break loose . . .” 25
Once having marched

Over the margins of animal necessity,
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Over the grim line of sheer subsistence
Then man came
To the deeper rituals of his bones, 30
To the lights lighter than any bones,
To the time for thinking things over,
To the dance, the song, the story,
Or to the hours given over to dreaming,
Once having so marched. 35

Between the finite limitations of the five senses
and the endless yearnings of man for the beyond
the people hold to the humdrum bidding of work and food
while reaching out when it comes their way
for lights beyond the prison of the five senses, 40
for keepsakes lasting beyond any hunger or death
This reaching is alive
The panderers and hars have violated and smutted it.
Yet this reaching 1s alike yet
for lights and keepsakes. 45

The people know the salt of the sea

and the strength of the winds

lashing the corners of the earth.

The pecople take the earth

as a tomb of rest and a cradle of hope. 50
Who else speaks for the Family of Man?

They are in tune and step

With constellations of universal law.

The people is a polychrome,

a spectrum and a prism 55
held in a moving monolith,

a console organ of changing themes,

a clavilux of color poems

wherein the sea offers fog

and the fog moves off in rain 60
and the labrador sunset shortens

to a nocturne of clear stars

serene over the shot spray

of northern lights.



CARL SANDBURG

The steel mill sky is alive.

The fire breaks white and zigzag

shot on a gun-metal gloaming.

Man is a long time coming.

Man will yet win.

Brother may yet line up with brother:

This old anvil laughs at many broken hammers.

There are men who can’t be bought.
The fireborn are at home in fire.

The stars make no noise.

You can’t hinder the wind from blowing.
Time 1s a great teacher.

Who can hive without hope?

In the darkness with a great bundle of brief
the people march.
In the might, and overhead a shovel of stars for
keeps, the people march-
“Where to? what next?”

Vachel Lindsay
(A)1879 1931
THE KALLYOPE YELL

I
Proud men
Eternally
Go about
Slander me,
Call me the “Calliope,”
Sizz . ..
Fizz . ..

In

I am the Gutter Dream,
Tune-maker, born of steam,
Tooting joy, tooting hope.

533
65

70

75

8o

10



534 THE MODERN PERIOD

I am the Kallyope.
Car called the Kallyope.
Willy willy willy wah Hoo!
See the flags. snow-white tent,
See the bear and elephant,
See the monkey jump the rope,
Listen to the Kallyope, Kallyope, Kallyope!
Soul of the rhinoceros
And the hippopotamus
(Listen to the lion roar!)
Jaguar, cockatoot,
Loons, owls,
Hoot, hoot.
Listen to the lion roar,
Listen to the lLion roar,
Listen to the lion R-0-A-R!
Hear the leopard cry for gore,
Willy willy willy wah nHoo!
Hail the bloody Indian band,
Hail, all hail the popcorn stand,
Hail to Barnum’s picture there,
People’s 1dol everywhere,
Whoop whoop whoop whHooP!
Music of the mob am I,
Circus day’s tremendous cry —
I am the Kallyope, Kallyope, Kallyope!
Hoot toot, hoot toot, hoot toot, hoot toot,
Willy willy willy wah noo!
Sizz, fizz. . . .
m

Born of mobs, born of steam,

Listen to my golden dream,

Listen to my golden dream,

Listen to my G-O-L-D-E-N D-R-E-A-M!
Whoop whoop whoop whoop wxoor!
I will blow the proud folk low,
Humanize the dour and slow,

I will shake the proud folk down,
(Listen to the lion roar!)

Popcorn crowds shall rule the town—
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Willy willy willy wah Hoo!

Steam shall work melodiously,
Brotherhood increase.

You'll see the world and all it holds
For fifty cents apiece.

Willy willy willy wah Hool

Every day a circus day.

What?

Well, almost every day.
Nevermore the sweater’s den,
Nevermore the prison pen.
Gone the war on land and sea
That aforetime troubled men.
Nations all in amity,

Happy in their plumes arrayed
In the long bright street parade.
Bands a-playing every day.

What?

Well, almost every day.
I am the Kallyope, Kallyope, Kallyopel
Willy willy willy wah Hool
Hoot toot, hoot toot,
Whoop whoop whoop whoop,
Willy willy willy wah nHoo!
Sizz, fizz. . . .
v
Every soul
Resident
In the earth’s one circus-tent!
Every man a trapeze king,
Then a pleased spectator there.
On the benches! In the ring!
While the neighbors gawk and stare
And the cheering rolls along.
Almost every day a race
When the merry starting gong
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Rings, each chariot on the line, 85
Every driver fit and fine

With a steel-spring Roman grace.

Almost cvery day a dream,

Almost every day a dream.

Every girl, 9o
Maid or wife,

Wild with music,

LEyes agleam

With that marvel called desire:

Actress, princess, fit for life, 95
Armed with honor like a knife,

Jumping thro’ the hoops of fire.

(Listen to the lion roar!)

Making all the children shout.

Clowns shall tumble all about, 100
Painted high and full of song

While the cheering rolls along,

Tho’ they scream,

Tho’ they rage,

Every beast 105
In his cage,
Every beast
In his den
That aforetime troubled men.
v
I am the Kallyope, Kallyope, Kallyope, 110

Tooting hope, tooting hope, tooting hope, tooting hope;
Shaking window-pane and door

With a crashing cosmic tune,

With the war-cry of the spheres,

Rhythm of the roar of noon, 115
Rhythm of Niagara’s roar,

Voicing planet, star and moon,

Shrieking of the better years.

Prophet-singers will arise,

Prophets coming after me, 120
Sing my song 1n softer guise

With more delicate surprise;
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I am but the pioneer

Voice of Democracy,

I am the gutter dream, 125
I am the golden dream,

Singing science, singing steam.

I will blow the proud folk down,

(Listen to the lion roar!)

I am the Kallyope, Kallyope, Kallyope, 130
Tooung hope, tooting hope, tooting hope, tooting hope,
Willy willy willy wah Hoo!

Hoot toot, hoot toot, hoot toot, hoot toot,

Whoop whoop, whoop whoop,

Whoop whoop, whoop whoop, 185
Willy willy willy wah Hoo!

Swizz . . .

Fizz . . .

THE LEADEN-EYED

Let not young souls be smothered out before
They do quaint deeds and fully flaunt their pride.
It 1s the world’s one crime 1ts babes grow dull,

Its poor are ox-like, limp and leaden-eyed

Not that they starve, but starve so dreamlessly;
Not that they sow, but that they seldom reap;

Not that they serve, but have no gods to serve,
Not that they die but that they die like sheep.

Elinor Wylie
(A)1885 1928

THE EAGLE AND THE MOLE

Avoid the reeking herd,
Shun the polluted flock,
Live like that stoic bird,
The eagle of the rock.

The huddled warmth of crowds 5
Begets and fosters hate;
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He keeps, above the clouds,
His chiff inviolate.

When flocks are folded warm,
And herds to shelter run,
He sails above the storm,

He stares into the sun.

If in the eagle’s track

Your sinews cannot leap,
Avoid the lathered pack,
Turn from the steaming sheep.

If you would keep your soul
From spotted sight or sound,
Live like the velvet mole,
Go burrow underground.

And there hold intercourse
With roots of trees and stones,
With rivers at their source,
And disembodied bones. )

HYMN TO EARTH

Farewell, incomparable element,
Whence man arose, where he shall not return;
And hail, imperfect urn

Of his last ashes, and his firstborn fruit,
Farewell, the long pursuit,

And all the adventures of his discontent,
The voyages which sent

His heart averse from home:

Metal of clay, permit him that he come
To thy slow-burning fire as to a hearth;
Accept him as a particle of earth.

Fire, being divided from the other three,
It lives removed, or secret at the core;
Most subtle of the four,

When air flies not, nor water flows,
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It disembodied goes,

Being light, elixir of the first decree,

More volatile than he;

With strength and power to pass

Through space, where never his least atom was: ze
He has no part 1n 1t, save as his eyes

Have drawn 1ts emanation from the skies.

A wingless creature heavier than ar,

He is rejected of its quintessence;

Coming and going hence, 25
In the twin minutes of his birth and death,

He may inhale as breath,

As breath relinquish heaven’s atmosphere,

Yet in it have no share,

Nor can survive theremn 30
Where 1ts outer edge 15 filtered pure and thin:

It doth but lend 1ts crystal to his lungs

For his carly crying, and his final songs.

The element of water has denied

Its child; it 1s no more his element; 35
It never will relent,

Its silver harvests are more sparsely given

Than the rewards of heaven,

And he shall drink cold comfort at its side:

The water is too wide 40
The seamew and the gull

Feather a nest made soft and pitiful

Upon its foam; he has not any part

In the long swell of sorrow at its heart.

Hail and farewell, belovéd element, 45
Whence he departed, and his parent once;

See where thy spirit runs

Which for so long hath had the moon to wife;

Shall this support his life

Until the arches of the waves be bent 50
And grow shallow and spent?

Wisely 1t cast him forth

With his dead weight of burdens nothing worth
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Leaving him, for the universal years,
A little seawater to make his tears. 55

Hail, element of earth, receive thy own,

And cherish, at thy charitable breast,

This man, this mongrel beast:

He plows the sand, and, at his hardest need,

He sows himself for seed, 6o
He plows the furrow, and in this lies down

Before the corn is grown;

Between the apple bloom

And the ripe apple is sufficient room

In time, and matter, to consume his love 65
And make him parcel of a cypress grove.

Receive him as thy lover for an hour

Who will not weary, by a longer stay,

The kind embrace of clay;

Even within thine arms he is dispersed 7o
To nothing, as at first;

The air flings downward from its four-quartered tower
Him whom the flames devour,

At the full ude, at the flood,

The sea is mingled with his salty blood. 75
The traveler dust, although the dust be vile,

Sleeps as thy lover for a little while.

BIRTHDAY SONNET

Take home Thy prodigal child, O Lord of Hosts!
Protect the sacred from the secular danger;

Advise her, that Thou never needst avenge her;
Marry her mind neither to man’s nor ghost’s

Nor holier domination’s, if the costs

Of such commingling should transport or change her;
Defend her from familiar and stranger,

And earth’s and air’s contagions and rusts.

Instruct her strictly to preserve Thy gift
And alter not its grain in atom sort;



ELINOR WYLIE

Angels may wed her to their ultimate hurt
And men embrace a specter in a shift.

So that no drop of the pure spirit fall
Into the dust, defend Thy prodigal.

Siegfried Sassoon
1886—

THE REAR-GUARD

Groping along the tunnel, step by step,
He winked his prying torch with patching glare

541

From side to side, and sniffed the unwholesome air.

Tins, boxes, bottles, shapes too vague to know,
A mirror smashed, the mattress from a bed;
And he, exploring fifty feet below

The rosy gloom of battle overhead.

Tripping, he grabbed the wall, saw someone lie
Humped at his feet, half-hidden by a rug,
And stooped to give the sleeper’s arm a tug.
“I'm looking for headquarters.” No reply

10

“God blast your neck!” (For days he’d had no sleep)
“Get up and guide me through this stinking place.”

Savage, he kicked a soft, unanswering heap,

And flashed his beam across the livid face
Terribly glaring up, whose eyes yet wore

Agony dying hard ten days before;

And fists of fingers clutched a blackening wound.
Alone he staggered on untul he found

Dawn’s ghost that filtered down a shafted stair
To the dazed, muttering creatures underground
Who hear the boom of shells in muffled sound.
At last, with sweat of horror in his hair,

He climbed through darkness to the twilight air,
Unloading hell behind him step by step.

15
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EVERY ONE SANG

Every 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 hfted,

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.

EVERYMAN

The weariness of life that has no will
To climb the steepening hill.
The sickness of the soul for sleep, and to be still.

And then once more the impassioned pygmy fist
Clenched cloudward and defiant;

The pride that would prevail, the doomed protagonist,
Grappling the ghostly giant.

Victim and venturer, turn by turn; and then
Set free to be again
Companion in repose with those who once were men.

ALONE

“When I'm alone”—the words tripped off his tongue
As though to be alone were nothing strange.

“When I was young,” he said; “when I was young. . ..”
I thought of age, and loneliness, and change.

I thought how strange we grow when we’re alone,

And how unlike the selves that meet and talk,

And blow the candles out, and say good night,
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Alone. . . . The word is life endured and known.
It is the stillness where our spirits walk
And all but inmost faith is overthrown.

Rupert Brooke
1887 1015

THE SOLDIER

If I should die, think only this of me:
That there’s some corner of a foreign field
That is for ever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
A body of England’s breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse,in the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And laughter, learnt of friends, and gentleness,
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

THE GREAT LOVER

I have been so great a lover. filled my days

So proudly with the splendor of Love’s praise,
The pain, the calm, and the astonishment,
Desire 1llimitable, and still content,

And all dear names men use, to cheat despair,
For the perplexed and viewless streams that bear
Our hearts at random down the dark of life.
Now, ere the unthinking silence on that strife
Steals down, I would cheat drowsy Death so far,
My night shall be remembered for a star 10
That outshone all the suns of all men’s days.
Shall I not crown them with immortal praise
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Whom I have loved, who have given me, dared with me
High secrets, and in darkness knelt to see
The inenarrable godhead of delight? 15
Love is a flame:—we have beaconed the world’s night.
A city'—and we have built it, these and I.
An emperor:—we have taught the world to die.
So, for their sakes I loved, ere I go hence,
And the high cause of Love's magnificence, 20
And to keep loyalties young, I'll write those names
Golden for ever, eagles, crying flames,
And set them as a banner, that men may know,
To dare the generations, burn, and blow
Out on the wind of Time, shining and streaming. . . . 2y
These I have loved:
White plates and cups, clean-gleaming,

Ringed with blue lines; and feathery, faery dust;
Wet roofs, beneath the lamp-light; the strong crust
Of friendly bread; and many-tasting food; 30
Rainbows; and the blue bitter smoke of wood;
And radiant raindrops couching in cool flowers;
And flowers themselves, that sway through sunny hours,
Dreaming of moths that drink them under the moon;
Then, the cool kindliness of sheets, that soon 35
Smooth away trouble; and the rough male kiss
Of blankets; grainy wood; live hair that is
Shining and free; blue-massing clouds, the keen
Unpassioned beauty of a great machine,
The benison of hot water; furs to touch; 40
The good smell of old clothes; and other such—
The comfortable smell of friendly fingers,
Hair's fragrance, and the musty reek that lingers
About dead leaves and last year’s ferns. . . .

Dear names, 45
And thousand others throng to me! Royal flames;
Sweet water’s dimpling laugh irom tap or spring;
Holes in the ground, and voices that do sing:
Voices in laughter, too; and body’s pain,
Soon turned to peace; and the deep-panting train; 50
Firm sands; the little dulling edge of foam
That browns and dwindles as the wave goes home;
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And washen stones, gay for an hour, the cold
Graveness of iron, moist black earthen mold;
Sleep; and high places, footprints in the dew; 55
And oaks, and brown horse-chestnuts, glossy-new;
And new-peeled sticks, and shining pools on grass,—
All these have been my loves. And these shall pass,
Whatever passes not, 1n the great hour,
Nor all my passion, all my prayers, have power 6o
To hold them with me through the gate of Death.
They'll play deserter, turn with traitor breath,
Break the high bond we made, and sell Love’s trust
And sacramented covenant to the dust.
—Oh, never a doubt but, somewhere, I shall wake, 65
And give what’s left of love again, and make
New friends now strangers. . .

But the best I've known
Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows old, is blown
About the winds of the world, and fades from brains 4o
Of living men, and dies.

Nothing remains.

O dear my loves, O faithless, once again
This one last gift I give. that after men
Shall know, and later lovers, far-removed
Praise you, “All these were lovely”, say, “He loved.”

Robinson Jefters
(A)1887—

HURT HAWKS

The broken pillar of the wing jags from the clotted
shoulder,

The wing trails like a banner in defeat,

No more to use the sky forever but live with famine

And pain a few days cat nor coyote

Will shorten the week of waiting for death, there is game
without talons. 5
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He stands under the oak-bush and waits

The lame feet of salvation; at night he remembers freedom

And flies in a dream, the dawns ruin it.

He is strong and pain is worse to the strong, incapacity is
worse.

The curs of the day come and torment him 10

At distance, no one but death the redeemer will humble
that head,

The intrepid readiness, the terrible eyes.

The wild God of the world is sometimes merciful to those

That ask mercy, not often to the arrogant,

You do not know him, you communal people, or you have
forgotten him; 15

Intemperate and savage, the hawk remembers him;

Beautiful and wild, the hawks, and men that are dying
remember him.

I'd sooner, except the penalties, kill a man than a hawk;
but the great redtail

Had nothing left but unable misery

From the bone too shattered for mending, the, wing that
trailed under his talons when he moved. 20

We had fed him six weeks, I gave him freedom,

He wandered over the foreland hill and returned in the
evening, asking for death,

Not like a beggar, still eyed with the old

Implacable arrogance. I gave him the lead gift in the twi-
light.

5 What fell was relaxed, 25

Owl-downy, soft feminine feathers; but what

Soared: the fierce rush: the night-herons by the flooded
river cried fear at its rising

Before it was quite unsheathed from reality.

AGE IN PROSPECT

Praise youth’s hot blood if you will, I think that happiness
Rather consists in having lived clear through

Youth and hot blood, on to the wintrier hemisphere
Where one has time to wait and to remember.
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Youth and hot blood are beautiful, so is peacefulness. 5
Youth had some islands in it, but age is indeed

An 1sland and a peak; age has infirmuities,

Not few, but youth is all one fever.

To look around and to love in his appearances,
Though a little calmly, the universal God’s 10
Beauty 1s better I think than to lip eagerly

The mother’s breast or another woman’s.

And there is no possession more sure than memory'’s;

But if I reach that gray island, that peak,

My hope 1s still to possess with eyes the homeliness 15
Ot ancient loves, ocean and mountains,

And meditate the sea-mouth of mortality

And the fountain six feet down with a quieter thirst
Than now I feel for old age; a creature progressively
Thirsty for life will be for death too. 20

PROMISE OF PEACE

The heads of strong old age are beautiful

Beyond all grace of youth. They have strange quiet,
Integrity, health, soundness, to the full

They've dealt with life and been attempered by it.
A young man must not sleep; his years are war

Civil and foreign but the former’s worse;

But the old can breathe in safety now that they are
Forgetting what youth meant, the being perverse,
Running the fool’s gauntlet and being cut

By the whips of the five senses. As for me,

If I should wish to live long 1t were but

To trade those fevers for tranquullity,

Thinking though that’s entire and sweet in the grave
How shall the dead taste the deep treasure they have?
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T. S. Eliot
(A)1888—

PRELUDES

I

The winter evening settles down
With smell of steaks in passageways.
Six o’clock.

The burnt-out ends of smoky days.
And now a gusty shower wraps

The gtimy scraps

Of withered leaves about your feet
And newspapers from vacant lots,
The showers beat

On broken blinds and chimney-pots,
And at the corner of the strect

A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps.

And then the lighting of the lamps.

II
The morning comes to consciousness
Of faint stale smells of beer
From the sawdust-trampled street
With all 1ts muddy feet that press
To early coffee-stands.
With the other masquerades
That ume resumes,
One thinks of all the hands
That are raising dingy shades
In a thousand turnished rooms.

111

You tossed a blanket from the bed,
You lay upon your back, and waited;

You dozed, and watched the night revealing

The thousand sordid images
Of which your soul was constituted;
They flickered against the ceiling.
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And when all the world came back 30
And the light crept up between the shutters,

And you heard the sparrows in the gutters,

You had such a vision of the street

As the street hardly understands,

Sitting along the bed’s edge, where 35
You curled the papers from your hair,

Or clasped the yellow soles of feet

In the palms of both soiled hands.

v
His soul stretched tight across the skies
That fade behind a city block, 40
Or trampled by insistent feet
At four and five and six o’clock;
And short square fingers stuffing pipes,
And evening newspapers, and eyes
Assured of certain certainties, 45
The conscience of a blackened street
Impatient to assume the world.

I am moved by fancies that are curled

Around these images, and cling

The notion of some 1nfinitely gentle 50
Infinitely suffering thing.

Wipe your hand across your mouth, and laugh;
The worlds revolve like ancient women
Gathering fuel 1n vacant lots.

THE HOLLOW MEN

A PENNY FOR THE OLD GUY

We are the hollow men

We are the stuffed men

Leaning together

Headpiece filled with straw. Alas!

Our dried voices, when 5
We whisper together
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Are quiet and meaningless
As wind in dry grass

Or rats’ feet over broken glass
In our dry cellar.

Shape without form, shade without colour,
Paralysed force, gesture without motion;

Those who have crossed

With direct eyes, to death’s other Kingdom
Remember us—if at all-not as lost
Violent souls, but only

As the hollow men

The stuffed men.

11

Eyes I dare not meet in dreams
In death’s dream kingdom
These do not appear:

There, the eyes are

Sunlight on a broken column
There, is a tree swinging

And voices are

In the wind’s singing

More distant and more solemn
Than a fading star.

Let me be no nearer

In death’s dream kingdom

Let me also wear

Such deliberate disguises

Rat’s coat, crowskin, crossed staves
In a field

Behaving as the wind behaves

No nearer—

Not that final meeting
In the twilight kingdom
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144
This is the dead land

This is cactus land

Here the stone images

Are raised, here they receive

The supplication of a dead man’s hand
Under the twinkle of a fading star.

Is it like this

In death’s other kingdom
Waking alone

At the hour when we are
Trembling with tenderness
Lips that would kiss

Form prayers to broken stone,

v

The eyes are not here

There are no eyes here

In this valley of dying stars

In this hollow valley

This broken jaw of our lost kingdom

In this last of meeting places

We grope together

And avoid speech

Gathered on this beach of the tumid river

Sightless, unless

The eyes reappear

As the perpetual star
Multifoliate rose

Of death’s twilight kingdom
The hope only

Of empty men.

v
Here we go round the prickly pear
Prickly pear prickly pear

Here we go round the prickly pear
At five o’clock in the morning.
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Between the idea
And the reality
Between the motion
And the act
Falls the Shadow
For Thine is the Kingdom

Between the conception
And the creation
Between the emotion
And the response
Falls the Shadow
Life s very long

Between the desire
And the spasm
Between the potency
And the existence
Between the essence
And the descent
Falls the Shadow

For Thine 1s the Kingdom

For Thine 1s
Life is
For thine is the

This 1s the way the world ends
This 15 the way the world ends
This 1s the way the world ends
Not with a bang but a whimper.

LA FIGLIA CHE PIANGE

O quam te memorem wirgo . . .

Stand on the highest pavement of the stair—
Lean on a garden urn—

Weave, weave the sunlight in your hair—

Clasp your flowers to you with a pained surprise—
Fling them to the ground and turn
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With a fugitive resentment in your eyes:
But weave, weave the sunlight in your hair.

So I would have had him leave,

So 1 would have had her stand and grieve,

So he would have left 10
As the soul leaves the body torn and bruised,

As the mind deserts the body it has used.

I should find

Some way incomparably light and deft,

Some way we both should understand, 1
Simple and faithless as a smile and shake of the hand.

She turned away, but with the autumn weather
Compelled my imagination many days,

Many days and many hours:

Her hair over her arms and her arms full of flowers, 20
And I wonder how they should have been together!

I should have lost a gesture and a pose.

Sometimes these cogitations still amaze

The troubled midnight and the noon’s repose.

-

SWEENEY AMONG THE NIGHTINGALES

Apeneck Sweeney spreads his knees
Letting his arms hang down to laugh,
The rebra stripes along his jaw
Swelling to maculate giraffe

The circles of the stormy moon 5
Slide westward toward the River Plate,

Death and the Raven drift above

And Sweeney guards the horned gate.

Gloomy Orion and The Dog

Are veiled, and hushed the shrunken seas; 10
The person 1n the Spanish cape

Tries to sit on Sweeney’s knees,

Slips and pulls the table cloth,
Overturns a coffee-cup,
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Reorganized upon the floor
She yawns and draws a stocking up;

The silent man in mocha brown
Sprawls at the window-sill and gapes;
The waiter brings in oranges,
Bananas, figs and hothouse grapes;

The silent vertebrate in brown

Contracts and concentrates, withdraws;
Rachel née Rabinovitch

Tears at the grapes with murderous paws;

She and the lady in the cape

Are suspect, thought to be in league;
Therefore the man with heavy eyes
Declines the gambit, shows fatigue,

Leaves the room and reappears
Qutside the window, leaning in,
Branches of wistaria
Circumscribe a golden grin,

The host with someone indistinct
Converses at the door apart,

The nightingales are singing near
The Convent of the Sacred Heart,

And sang within the bloody wood
When Agamemnon cried aloud,
And let therr hquid siftings fall

To stain the stiff dishonoured shroud.

A SONG FOR SIMEON

15

25

35

40

Lord, the Romar hyacinths are blooming in bowls and

The winter sun creeps by the snow hills;
The stubborn season has made stand.

My life is light, waiting for the death wind,
Like a feather on the back of my hand.
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Dust in sunlight and memory in corners
Wait for the wind that chills towards the dead land.

Grant us thy peace.

I have walked many years in this city,

Kept faith and fast, provided for the poor, 10

Have given and taken honour and ease.

There went never any rejected from my door.

Who shall remember my house, where shall live my chil-
dren’s children

When the time of sorrow 1s come?

They will take to the goat’s path, and the fox’s home, 15

Fleeing from the foreign faces and the toreign swords.

Before the time of cords and scourges and lamentation
Grant us thy peace.

Before the stations of the mountain of desolation,

Before the certain hour of maternal sorrow, 20
Now at this birth season of decease,

Let the Infant, the stll unspeaking and unspoken Word,
Grant Isiael’s consolation

To one wha, has eighty years and no tomorrow.

According to thy word. 25

They shall praise Thee and suffer in every generation

With glory and derision,

Light upon light, mounting the saint’s stair.

Not for me the martyrdom, the ecstasy of thought and
prayer,

Not for me the ultimate vision. 80

Grant me thy peace.

(And a sword shall pierce thy heart,

Thine also.)

I am tired with my own life and the lives of those after me,

I am dying 1n my own death and the deaths of those after
me. 35

Let thy servant depart,

Having seen thy salvation.
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Edna St. Vincent Millay
(A)1892—

SAY WHAT YOU WILL

Say what you will, and scratch my heart to find
The roots of last year’s roses 1n my breast;

I am as surely riper in my mind

As 1f the fruit stood in the stalls confessed.
Laugh at the unshed leaf, say what you will,
Call me 1n all things what I was before,

A flutterer in the wind, a woman still,

I tell you I am what I was and more.

My branches weigh me down, frost cleans the air,
My sky 1s black with small birds bearing south;
Say what you will, confuse me with fine care,
Put by my word as but an April truth—
Autumn 1s no less on me that a rose

Hugs the brown bough and sighs before 1t goes.

.

WHAT’S THIS OF DEATH -

What'’s this of death, from you who never will die?
Think you the wrist that fashioned you in clay,
The thumb that set the hollow just that way

In your full throat and lidded the long eye

So roundly from the forehead, will let lie

Broken, forgotten, under foot some day

Your unimpeachable body, and so slay

The work he most had been remembered by?

I tell you this: whatever of dust to dust

Goes down, whatever of ashes may return

To 1ts essential self 1n its own season,

Loveliness such as yours will not be lost,

But, cast in bronze upon his very urn,

Make known him Master, and for what good reason.
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THOU ART NOT LOVELIER THAN LILACS

Thou art not lovelier than lilacs,—no,

Nor honeysuckle; thou art not more fair

Than small white single poppies,—I can bear
Thy beauty; though I bend before thee, though
From left to right, not knowing where to go,

I turn my troubled eyes, nor here nor theie
Find any refuge from thee, yet I swear

So has 1t been with mist,—with moonlight so.
Like him who day by day unto his draught
Of delicate poison adds him one drop more
T1ll he may drink unharmed the death of ten,
Even so, inured to beauty, who have quaffed
Each hour more deeply than the hour before,
I drink—and hive—what has destroyed some men.

DIRGE WITHOUT MUSIC

I am not resigned to the shutting away of loving hearts in
the hard ground.

So it is, and so 1t will be, for so 1t has been, time out of
mind:

Into the darkness they go, the wise and the lovely. Crowned

With lilies and with laurel they go, but I am not resigned.

Lovers and thinkers, into the earth with you. 5
Be one with the dull, the indiscriminate dust.

A fragment of what you felt, of what you knew,

A formula, a phrase remains,—but the best is lost.

The answers quick and keen, the honest look, the laughter,

the love,—
They are gonc. They have gone to feed the roses. Elegant
and curled 10

Is the blossom. Fragrant is the blossom. I know. But I do
not approve.

More precious was the light in your eyes than all the roses
in the world.
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Down, down, down into the darkness of the
Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind;
Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave.

THE MODERN PERIOD

grave

15

I know. But I do not approve. And I am not resigned.

Archibald MacLeish
(A)1892—

YOU, ANDREW MARVELL

And here face down beneath the sun

And here upon earth’s noonward height

To feel the always coming on
The always rising of the night

To feel creep up the curving east
The earthly chill of dusk and slow
Upon those under lands the vast
And ever-chmbing shadow grow

And strange at Ecbatan the trees
Take leaf by leaf the evening strange
The flooding dark about their knees
The mountains over Persia change

And now at Kermanshah the gate
Dark empty and the withered grass
And threugh the twilight now the late
Few travelers in the westward pass

And Baghdad darken and the bridge
Across the silent river gone

And through Arabia the edge

Of evening widen and steal on

And deepen on Palmyra’s street
The wheel rut in the ruined stone
And Lebanon fade out and Crete

High through the clouds and overblown

10

15

20
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And over Sicily the air 25
Still flashing with the landward gulls

And loom and slowly disappear

The sails above the shadowy hulls

And Spain go under and the shore

Of Africa the gilded sand 30
And evening vanish and no more

The low pale light across that land

Nor now the long light on the sea—

And here face downward 1n the sun

To {ccl how swift how secretly 35
The shadow of the might comes on. . . .

MEMORIAL RAIN

Ambassador Puser the ambassador

Remunds himself in French, felicitous tongue,

What these (young men no longer) lie here for

In rows that once, and somewhere else, were young—

All night in Brussels the wind had tugged at my
door: 5

I had heard the wind at my door and the trees strung

Taut, and to me who had never been before

In that country it was a strange wind blowing

Steadily, stiffening the walls, the floor,

The roof of my room I had not slept for knowing 10

He too, dead, was a stranger 1n that land

And felt beneath the earth in the wind’s flowing

A ughtening of roots and would not understand,

Remembering lake winds in Illinoss,

That strange wind. I had fclt his bones 1n the sand 15

Listening

—Reflects that these enjoy
Their country’s gratitude, that deep repose,
That peace no pain can break, no hurt destroy,
That rest, that sleep— 20
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At Ghent the wind rose.
There was a smell of rain and a heavy drag
Of wind 1n the hedges but not as the wind blows
Over fresh water when the waves lag
Foaming and the willows huddle and it will rain: 25
I felt him waiting.

—Indicates the flag

Which (may he say) enisles in Flanders’ plain
This little field these happy, happy dead
Have made America— 30

In the ripe grain
The wind coiled glistening, darted, fled,
Dragging its heavy body' at Waereghem
The wind coiled 1n the grass above his head.
Waiting—listening— 35

—Dedicates to them

This earth their bones have hallowed, this last gift
A grateful country—

Under the dry grass stem

The words are blurred, arc thickened, the words sift 40
Confused by the rasp of the wind, by the thin grating
Of ants under the grass, the minute shift

And tumble of dusty sand separating

From dusty sand The roots of the grass strain,
Tighten, the earth is rigid, waits—he 1s waiting— 45

And suddenly, and all at once, the rain!

The people scatter, they run into houses, the wind

Is trampled under the rain, shakes free, 1s again

Trampled. The rain gathers. running in thinned

Spurts of water that ravel in the dry sand 50

Seeping 1nto the sand under the grass roots, seeping

Between cracked boards to the bones of a clenched
hand:

The earth relaxes, loosens, he is sleeping,

He rests, he is quiet, he sleeps in a strange land.
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IMMORTAL AUTUMN

I speak this poem now with grave and level voice
In praise of autumn of the far-horn-winding fall
I praise the flower-barren fields the clouds the tall
Unanswering branches where the wind makes sullen noise

I praise the fall it is the human season now 5
No more the foreign sun does meddle at our earth
Enforce the green and thaw the frozen soil to birth

Nor winter yet weigh all with silence the pine bough

But now in autumn with the black and outcast crows
Share we the spacious world the whispering year is
gone 10
There 1s more room to live now the once secret dawn
Comes late by daylight and the dark unguarded goes

Between the mutinous brave burning of the leaves

And winter’s covering of our hearts with his deep snow
We are alope there are no evening birds we know 15
The naked moon the tame stars circle at our eaves

It is the human season on this sterile air
Do words outcarry breath the sound goes on and on
I hear a dead man’s cry from autumn long since gone

I cry to you beyond this bitter air 20

EPISTLE TO BE LEFT IN THE EARTH

. . . It is colder now
there are many stars
we are drifting
North by the Great Bear
the lcaves are falling [
The water is stone in the scooped rocks
to southward
Red sun gray air
the crows are
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Slow on their crooked wings 10
the jays have left us

Long since we passed the flares of Orion

Each man believes 1n his heart he will die

Many have written last thoughts and last letters

None know 1f our deaths are now or forever 15

None know 1if this wandering earth will be found

We lie down and the snow covers our garments
1 pray you
you (if any open this writing)
Make in your mouths the words that were our names 20
I will tell you all we have learned
I will tell you everything
The earth is round
there are springs under the orchards
The loam cuts with a blunt knife 25
beware of
Elms in thunder
the lights in the sky are stars
We think they do not see
we think also 30
The trees do not know nor the leaves of the grasses
hear us
The birds too are 1gnorant
Do not listen
Do not stand at dark in the open windows 35
We before you have heard this
they are voices
They are not words at all but the wind rising
Also none among us has seen God
(. . . We have thought often 40
The flaws of sun in the'late and driving weather
Pointed to one tree but it was not so)
As for the mights I warn you the mights are dangecrous
The wind changes at night and the dreams come

It is very cold 45
there are strange stars near Arcturus

Voices are crying an unknown name in the sky
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Wilfred Owen
1893 1918

GREATER LOVE

Red lips are not so red
As the stained stones kissed by the English dead.
Kindness of wooed and woocr
Seems shame to their love pure.
O Love, your eyes lose lure 5
When I behold eyes blinded in my stead!

Your slender attitude

Trembles not exquisite like Iimbs knife-skewed,
Rolling and rolling there
Where God seems not to care, 10
‘T1ll the fierce love they bear

Cramps them in death’s extreme decrepitude.

Your voice sings not so soft,—
Though even as wind murmuring through raftered
loft,—
Your dear voice 1s not dear, 15
Gentle, and evening clear,
As theirs whom none now hear
Now carth has stopped their pitcous mouths that
coughed.

Heart, you wcre never hot,
Nor large, nor tull ike hearts made great with shot; 20
And though your hand be pale,
Paler are all which trail
Your cross through flame and hail
Weep, you may weep, for you may touch them not.

ANTHEM FOR DOOMED YOUTH

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
Only the monstrous anger of the guns.
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Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orisons.

No mockeries for them, no prayers nor bells,
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,—
The shrill, demented choirs of watling shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?
Not in the hands of boys, but 1n their eyes
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-bys
The pallor of girls’ brows shall be their pall;
Therr flowers the tenderness of patient minds,

And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.

E. E. Cummings
(A)1894—

O SWEET SPONTANEOUS

O sweet spontaneous
earth how often have
the

doting

fingers of
prurient philosophers pinched
and
poked

thee

, has the naughty thumb
of science prodded

thy

beauty, how
often have religions taken
thee upon their scraggy knees
squeezing and

10

15
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buffeting thee that thou mightest conceive
gods
(but
true 20

to the incomparable
couch of death thy
rhythmic

lover

thou answerest 25

them only with
spring)

THIS IS THE GARDEN

this is the garden colours come and go,

frail azures fluttering from night’s outer wing
strong silent greens serenely lingering,

absolufe lights like baths of golden snow.
This 1s the garden pursed lips do blow

upon cool flutes within wide glooms, and sing
(of harps celestial to the quivering string)
mvisible faces hauntingly and slow.

This is the garden. Time shall surely reap,
and on Death’s blade lie many a flower curled,
in other lands where other songs be sung;
yet stand they here enraptured, as among

the slow deep trees perpetual of sleep

some silver-fingered fountain steals the world.
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Stephen Vincent Benét
(A)1898 1943

THE BALLAD OF WILLIAM SYCAMORE

(1790-1871)
My father, he was a mountaineer,
His fist was a knotty hammer,
He was quick on his feet as a running deer,
And he spoke with a Yankee stammer.

My mother, she was merry and brave,
And so she came to her labor,
With a tall green fir for her doctor grave

And a stream for her comforting neighbor.

And some are wrapped in the linen fine,
And some Iike a godling’s scion,

But I was cradled on twigs of pine

In the skin of a mountain lion.

And some remember a white, starched lap
And a ewer with silver handles,

But I remember a coonskin cap

And the smell of bayberry candles.

The cabin logs, with the bark still rough,
And my mother who laughed at trifles,
And the tall, lank visitors, brown as snuff,
With therr long, straight squirrel-rifles.

I can hear them dance, like a foggy song,
Through the deepest one of my slumbers,
The fiddle squcaking the boots along
And my father calling the numbers.

The quick feet shaking the puncheon-floor,
The fiddle squeaking and squealing,

10
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20

25
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Till the dried herbs rattled above the door
And the dust went up to the ceiling.

There are children lucky from dawn till dusk,
But never a child so lucky!

For I cut my teeth on ‘“Money Musk”

In the Bloody Ground of Kentucky!

When I grew tall as the Indian corn,

My father had little to lend me,

But he gave me his great, old powder-horn
And his woodsman’s skill to befriend me.

With a leather shirt to cover my back,
And a redskin nose to unravel

Each forest sign, 1 carried my pack
As far as a scout could travel.

Till I lost my boyhood and found my wife,
A girl like a Salem clipper!

A woman straight as a hunting-knife
With*eyes as bright as the Dipper!

We cleared our camp where the buffalo feed,
Unheard-of streams wcre our flagons,

And I sowed my sons like apple-seed

On the trail of the Western wagons

They were right, tight boys, never sulky or slow,
A fruitful, a goodly muster.

The eldest died at the Alamo.

The youngest fell with Custer.

The letter that told 1t burned my hand.

Yet we smiled and said, “So be 1t!”

But I could not live when they fenced the land,
For 1t broke my heart to see 1t

I saddled a red, unbroken colt
And rode him into the day there;
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And he threw me down like a thunderbolt
And rolled on me as I lay there.

The hunter’s whistle hummed in my ear
As the city-men tried to move me,

And I died in my boots like a pioneer
With the whole wide sky above me.

Now 1 lie in the heart of the fat, black soil,
Like the sced of a prairie-thistle,

It has washed my bones with honey and o1l
And picked them clean as a whastle.

And my youth returns, like the rains of Spring,
And my sons, like the wild-geese flying;

And I lic and hear the meadow-lark sing
And have much content in my dying.

Go play with the towns you have built of blocks
The towns where you would have bound me!

I sleep 1n my earth like a tired fox,

And my buffalo have found me.

AMERICAN NAMFS

I have fallen in love with American names,
The sharp gaunt names that never get fat,
The snakeskin-titles of mining-claims,

The plumed war-bonnet of Medicine Hat,
Tucson and Deadwood and Lost Mule Flat.

Seine and Piave are silver spoons,

But the spoonbowl-metal is thin and worn,
There are English counties like hunting-tunes
Played on the keys of a postboy’s horn,

But I will remember where I was born.

I will remember Carquinez Straits,
Little French Lick and Lundy’s Lane,
The Yankee ships and the Yankee dates

6o

65

70

75
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And the bullet-towns of Calamity Jane.
I will remember Skunktown Plain.

I will fall in love with a Salem tree
And a rawhide quirt from Santa Cruz,

I will get me a bottle of Boston sea
And a blue-gum nigger to sing me blues.
I am tired of loving a foreign muse.

Rue des Martyrs and Bleeding-Heart-Yard,
Senlis, Pisa, and Blindman’s Oast,

It 15 a magic ghost you guard,

But I am sick for a newer ghost—
Harrisburg, Spartanburg, Painted Post.

Henry and ,John were never so,

And Henry and John were always right?
Granted, but when 1t was time to go

And the tea and the laurels had stood all night,
Did they never watch for Nantucket Light?

I shall not rest quict in Montparnasse.

I shall not lie easy in Winchelsea

You may bury my body in Sussex grass
You may bury my tongue at Champmedy.
I shall not be there. I shall rise and pass.
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee.

W. H. Auden
1907 —

LAY YOUR SLEEPING HEAD, MY LOVE

Lay your sleeping head, my love,
Human on my tfaithless arm,

Time and fevers burn away
Individual beauty from
Thoughtful children, and the grave
Proves the child ephemeral.

569
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But in my arms till break of day
Let the living creature lie,
Mortal, guilty, but to me

The entirely beautiful.

Soul and body have no bounds:
To lovers as they lie upon

Her tolerant enchanted slope
In therr ordinary swoon,

Grave the vision Venus sends
Of supernatural sympathy,
Universal love and hope;

While an abstract insight wakes
Among the glaciers and the rocks
The hermt’s sensual ecstasy.

Certainty, fidelity

On the stroke of midnight pass
Like vibrations of a bell,

And fashionable madmen raise
Their pedantic boring cry:

Every farthing of the cost, ,
All the dreaded cards foretell,
Shall be paid, but from this night
Not a whisper, not a thought,
Not a kiss nor look be lost.

Beauty, midmight, vision dies

Let the winds of dawn that blow
Softly round your dreaming head
Such a day of sweetness show

Eye and knocking heart may bless,
Find the mortal world enough;
Noons of dryness sce you fed

By the involuntary powers,

Nights of sult let you pass
Watched by every human love.
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IN MEMORY OF W. B YEATS

1

He disappeared in the dead of winter:

The brooks were frozen, the airports almost deserted,
And snow disfigured the public statues,

The mercury sank in the mouth of the dying day.

O all the instruments agree 5
The day of his death was a dark cold day.

Far from his illness

The wolves ran on through the evergreen forests,

The peasant river was untempted by the fashionable quays;
By mourning tongues 10
The death of the poet was kept from his poems.

But for him it was his last afternoon as himself,

An afternoon of nurses and rumors,

The provinces of his body revolted,

The squares of his mind were empty, 15
Silence invaded the suburbs,

The current of his feeling falled he became his admirers.

Now he is scattered among a hundred cities

And wholly given over to unfamiliar affections,

To find his happiness in another kind of wood 20
And be punished under a foreign code of conscience.
The words of a dead man

Are modified in the guts of the living

But in the importance and noise of tomorrow

When the brokers are roaring like beasts on the floor of
the Bourse, 28

And the poor have the sufferings to which they are fairly
accustomed,

And each in the cell of himself is almost convinced of his
freedom;

A few thousand will think of this day

As one thinks of a day when one did something slightly
unusual.
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O all the instruments agree
The day of his death was a dark cold day.

2
You were silly like us: your %ift survived it all;
The parish of rich women, physical decay,
Yourself, mad Ireland hurt you into poetry.

Now Ireland has her madness and her weather still,
For poetry makes nothing happen: it survives

In the valley of its saying where executives

Would never want to tamper, it flows south

From ranches of isolation and the busy griefs,

Raw towns that we believe and die in, it survives,

A way of happening, a mouth.

3

Earth, receive an honored guest;
William Yeats is laid to rest:
Let the Irish vessel lie

Emptied of its poetry.

Time that is intolerant ‘
Of the brave and innocent,

And indifferent in a week

To a beautiful physique,

Worships language and forgives
Everyone by whom it lives;
Pardons cowardice, conceit,
Lays its honors at their fect

Time that with this strange excuse
Pardoned Kipling and his views,
And will pardon Paul Claudel,
Pardons him for writing well.

In the nightmare of the dark
All the dogs of Europe bark,
And the living nations wait,

Each sequestered in its hate,
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Intellectual disgrace

Stares from every human face,

And the seas of pity lie

Locked and frozen in each eye. 65

Follow, poet, follow right

To the bottom of the night,
With your unconstraining voice
Still persuade us to rejoice;

With the farming of a verse 70
Make a vineyard of the curse,

Sing of human unsuccess

In a rapture of distress;

In the deserts of the heart

Let the healing ‘fountain start, 75
In the prison of his days

Teach the free man how to praise.

Stephen Spender
1909—

AN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL CLASSROOM
IN ASLUM

Far far from gusty waves, these children’s faces.

Like rootless weeds the torn hair round their paleness.
The tall girl with her weighed-down head. The paper-
seeming boy with rat’s eyes. The stunted unlucky heir
Of twisted bones, reciting a father’s gnarled disease, 5
His lesson from his desk. At back of the dim class

One unnoted, mild and young' his eyes live in a dream
Of squirrels’ game, in tree room, other than this.

On sour cream walls, donations. Shakespeare’s head
Cloudless at dawn, civilized dome riding all cities. 10
Belled, flowery, Tyrolese valley. Open-handed map
Awarding the world its world. And yet, for these
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Children, these windows, not this world, are world,
Where all their future’s painted with a fog,

A narrow street sealed in with a lead sky, 15
Far far from rivers, capes, and stars of words.

Surely Shakespeare is wicked, the map a bad example

With ships and sun and love tempting them to steal—

For lives that slyly turn in thewr cramped holes

From fog to endless night? On their slag heap, these chil-
dren 20

Wear skins peeped through by bones, and spectacles of steel

With mended glass, like bottle bits in slag.

Tyrol is wicked, map’s promising a fable:

All of their time and space are foggy slum,

So blot their maps with slums as big as doom. 25

Unless, dowager, governor, these pictures, in a room
Columned above childishness, like our day’s future drift
Of smoke concealing war, are voices shouting

O that beauty has words and works which break
Through colored walls and towers. The children stand 3o
As in a climbing mountain train. This lesson 1)lustrates
The world green in their many valleys beneath:

The total summer heavy with their flowers.

I THINK CONTINUALLY OF THOSE

I think continually of those who were truly great.

Who, from the womb, remembered the soul’s history
Through corridors of Iight where the hours are suns,
Endless and singing. Whose lovely ambition

Was that their lips, still touched with fire,

Should tell of the spirit clothed from head to foot in song.
And who hoarded from the spring branches

The desires falling across their bodies like blossoms.

What is precious is never to forget

The delight of the blood drawn from ageless springs 10
Breaking through rocks in worlds before our earth,

Never to deny its pleasure in the simple morning light,



STEPHEN SPENDER 575

Nor its grave evening demand for love,
Never to allow gradually the traffic to smother
With noise and fog the flowering of the spirit. 15

Near the snow, near the sun, in the highest fields

See how these names are féted by the waving grass,

And by the streamers of white cloud,

And whispers of wind 1n the listening sky;

The names of those who in thewr lives fought for Iife, 20

Who wore at their hearts the fire’s center.

Born of the sun they traveled a short while towards the
sun,

And left the vivid air signed with their honor.
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sun, 558

Annabel Lee, 445

Announced by all the trumpets
of the sky, 438

Anthem for Doomed Youth, k63

Apeneck  Sweeney spreads hus
knees, 553

Apology, 513

Argument of His Book, The, 89

Anriel’s Song (from ‘“The Tem-
pest”), 61

ARNOLD, MATTHEW, 899

Art thou pale for weariness, 273

As I came over Windy Gap, 496

As T was walking all alane, 25

Ask Me No More, 348

Askh me no more The moon may
draw the sea, 348

Astrophel and Stella (sonnets
from), 54

At the last, tenderly, 466

Atalanta in  Calydon (excerpts
from), 421

AUDEN, W H, 569

Auguries of Innocence, 182
Autumn, 250

Avoid the reeking herd, 537

Ballad of William Sycamore, The,

566

Balthasar’s Song (from “Much
Ado About Nothing”), 59

Banks o’ Doon, The, 195

Batter My Heart, 86

Batter my heart, three-personed
God, for you, 86

Be not angry with me that I bear,
513

577
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Beautiful Evelyn Hope is dead!,
6

BescaZzse I Breathe Not Love, 55

Because 1 breathe not love to
everyone, 55

Before the beginning of years, 421

Behold her, single i the field, 220

BFNET, STEPHEN VINCENT, 566

Bewick Finzer, 504

Bid me to hive, and I will hive, g6

Binnorie or, The Two Sisters, 10

Birthday, A, 419

Birthday Sonnet, 540

Bishop Orders His Tomb at Saint
Praxed’s Church, The, 370

BLAKE, WILLIAM, 177

Blessed Damozel, The, 415

Blow, blow, thou winter wind', 63

Bob Southey! You're a poet—Poet-
laureate, 263

Bonnie George Campbell, 24

Bonny Barbara Allan, 7

Boy’s Song to Marnana (from
“Measure for Measure”), 60

Brahma, 438

Break, Break, Break, 331

Break, break, break, g3t

Bright Star, Would I Were Sted-
fast as Thou Art, 322

Bright star, would I were stedfast
as thou art, g22

BROOKE, RUPERT, 548

BROWNING, ROBERT, 856

Bruce’s March to Bannockburn,
104

BRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 433

Buried Life, The, 405

BURNS, ROBERT, 187

Busy old fool, unruly Sun, 82

By the old Moulmein Pagoda,
lookin’ eastward to the sea, 488

BYRON, GEORGE GORDON, LORD, 251

C L M, 526

Canonization, The, 83

Canierbury Tales, The (excerpts
from), 27

Carpenter’s Son, The, 483

Cavalier Tune, A, 363

Character of the Happy Warrior,
218

INDEX

CHAUCER, GEOFFREY, 27

Cherry-Tree Carol, The, 25

Childe Harold’s Pilgrnimage (ex-
cerpts {rom), 254

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the
clock, 472

City in the Sea, The, 442

Clerimont’s Song (from
Silent Woman"’), 78

Clod and the Pebble, The, 186

Cloud, The, 276

COLERIDGF, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 229

Come away, come away, death, 6o

Come, dear children, let us away,
401

Come live with me and be my
love, 73

Come, Sleep, 55

Come, Sleep! O Sleep, the certain
knot of peace, 55

Composed ~ upon
Bridge, 214

Comus’ Invocation to His Revelers
(from “Comus”), 115

Cool Tombs, 528

Coninna’s Going A-Maying, go

“Courage!” he said, and pointed
toward the land; 837

Craft of Verse, The (from “An
Essay on Criticism”), 171

Creep 1nto thy narrow bed, 408

Crossing the Bar, 855

CUMMINGS, E E, 564

Cynthia’s Revels (excerpts from),

71

Daffodils, The, 211

Darkling Thrush, The, 471

Daughters of Time, the hypocritic
Days, 439

Dawid’s Song from “Saul,” 356

Days, 439

DE LA MARE, WALTER, 508

Death, Be Not Proud, 87

Death, be not proud, though some
have called thee, 87

Death stands above me, whisper-
ing low, 251

Definition of Love, The, 147

Delight i Disorder, g7

Desire of the Moth, The, 272

“The

Westminster
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Destruction of Sennacherib, The,
252

DICKINSON, EMILY, 466

Durce, 250

Dirge, A, 282

Dirge for Two Veterans, 455

Dirge in Woods, 410

Dirge Without Music, 557

Discipline, 98

Don Juan (excerpt from), 263

DONNE, JOHN, 81

Dosn’t thou ’ear my ’erse’s legs,
as they canters awaay?, 345

Douglas Tragedy, The, 4

Dover Beach, 400

Down by the salley gardens my
love and T did meet, 494

Dream Within a Dream, A, 444

Drink to me only with thine eyes,
71 *

DRYDEN, JOHN, 151

Eagle, The, 344

Eagle and the Mole, The, 537

Earth has not anything to show
more fair, 214

Echo’s Song (frem “Cynthia’s Rev-
els”), 77

Edward, 19

Elected Silence, sing to me, 473

Elegy Wrtten i a Country
Churchyard, 173

Elementary School Classroom in a
Slum, An, 573

ELIOT, T S, 548

Elixir, The, 102

FMERSON, RALPH WALDO, 436

Empty the last drop, 528

Endymion (excerpt from), 300

Epigram on Milton, 157

Epilogue to Asolando, 398

Epistle to Be Left in the Earth,
561

Epitaph, An, 510

Eternal Spirit of the chainless
Mind!, 262

Ethereal minstrel! pilgrim of the
skyl, 227

Eve, 506

Eve, with her basket, was, 506

Eve of St. Agnes, The, 311

579

Evelyn Hope, 367

Evening, 267

Every One Sang, 542

Every one suddenly burst out sing-
ng, 542

Everyman, 542

Faerie Queene, The
from), 42

Fair daffodils, we weep to see, 92

Fairy’s Song (from “A Midsum-
mer Night’s Dream”), 57

“Fall of the House of Usher, The”
(excerpt from), 447

Farewell, incomparable element,
538

Farewell of the Attendant Spirit
(from “Comus”), 116

Farewell! thou art too dear for my
possessing, 70

Far far from gusty waves, these
children’s faces, 573

Fear death?—to feel the fog 1n
my throat, 370

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun,
62

Five years have passed, five sum-
mers, with the length, 207

Flammonde, 497

Ilow gently, sweet Afton! among
thy green braes, 194

Flower in the Crannied Wall, 347

Flower 1n the crannied wall, 347

Fly, The, 178

Fools, they are the only nation, 78

For God’s sake hold your tongue,
and let me love, 83

Forbearance, 439

Forsaken Garden, A4, 429

Forsaken Merman, The, 401

Four Preludes on Playthings of
the Wind, 529

Fra Lippo Lipps, 378

Fragment to Music, A, 280

From harmony, from heavenly
harmony, 157

From you, Ianthe, little troubles
pass, 250

FROST, ROBERT, K14

Full fathom five thy father lies, 61

(excerpt
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Full many a glorious mormng
have I seen, 67

Garden, The, 145
Garden of Proserpine, The, 426
Gather ye rose-buds while ye may,

89

Get Up and Bar the Door, 18

Get up, get up for shame! The
blooming morn, go

Give Me the Splendid Silent Sun,
456

Give me the splendid silent sun
with all his beams full-dazzling,

456

Glory be to God for dappled
things, 474

Go and catch a falling star, 81

Go Not Too Near a House of
Rose, 468

Go not too near a house of rose,
468

God of our fathers, known of old,
492

Good-Morrow, The, 82

Good morrow to the day so fair,
92

Grr-r—there go, my heart’s ab-
horrencel, 358

Grammarian’s Funeral, A, 374

Grass, 528

GRAY, THOMAS, 173

Great Lover, The, 543

Greater Love, 564

Groping along the tunnel, step by

step, 541

Hab:t of Perfection, The, 473

Had we but world enough, and
time, 144

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!, 268

Happy the man, whose wish and
care, 172

Happy those early days, when I,
150

HARDY, THOMAS, 471

Hark, ah, the nightingale, 399

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s
gate sings, 61

Hast thou named all the birds
without a gun?, 439

INDEX

Haunted Palace, The, 447

He came and took me by the
hand, 507

He clasps the crag with crooked
hands, 344

He disappeared in the dead of
winter, 571

He saw her from the bottom of
the stairs, 516

Heswho binds to himself a Joy,
154

Heart, The, 480

Heaven, 100

Heaven—Haven A Nun Takes the
Veul, 473

Helen, thy beauty 1s to me, 441

Hellas (excerpt from), 278

Hence, loathed Melancholy, 105

Hence, vain deluding Joys, 109

Her mothex died when she was
young, 14

HERBFRT, GEORGE, 98

Here lies a most beautiful lady,
510

“Here the hangman stops his
cart,” 483

Here, where the world 1s quet,
426

Hero and Leander (excerpt from),

3

HFZIMCK, ROBERT, 89

Hie upon Hielands, 24

Highland Mary, 201

H:s Prayer to Ben Jonson, 96

His words were magic and his
heart was true, 503

HODGSON, RALPH, 505

Hollow Men, The, 549

Home Bural, 516

Home They Brought, 343

Home they brought her warrnor
dead, 343

Home-Thoughts, from Abroad,
364

HOPKINS, GERARD MANLEY, 473

Hound of Heaven, The, 475

HOUSMAN, A. E., 482

How sweet I roamed from field
to field, 180

How vainly men
amaze, 145

themselves
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Hurt Hawks, 545

Hymn to Diana (from “Cynthia’s
Revels”), 76

Hymn to Earth, 538

Hymn to Intellectual Beauty, 208

I am not resigned to the shutting
away of loving hearts in the
hard ground, 557

I am poor brother Lippo, by your
leavel, 378

I arise from dreams of thee, 271

I bless thee, Lord, because I grow,

99

bring fresh showers for the
thirsting flowers, 276

fled Him, down the nights and
down the days, 475

I have been so great a lover
filled my days, 543¢

I have desired to go, 473

I have done one braver thing, 84
1

I

[ T

have fallen 1n love with Amen-
can names, 568
know the thing that’s most un-
common, 172

I leaned upon a coppice gate, 471

I met a traveler from an ancient
land, 281

I must down to the seas again,
to the lonely sea and the sky,
527

I said—Then, dearest, since ’tis
50, 395

I saw Eternity the other night, 149

I sing of Brooks, of Blossomns,
Birds, and Bowers, 89

I speak this poem now with grave
and level voice, 561

I strove with none, for none was
worth my strife, 250

I Think Continually of Those,

574

think continually of those who

were truly great, 574

Traveled Among Unknown Men,

217

traveled among unknown men,

217

I walk down the garden paths,
510
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I wandered lonely as a cloud, 211

I was angry with my friend, 186

I weep for Adonais—he 1s dead!,
284

I went out to the hazel wood, 493

I will anise and go now, and go to
Inmisfree, 494

I will go back to the great sweet
mother, 424

I wonder, by my troth, what thou
and I, 82

I wonder do you feel today, g6o

Ianthe, 250

If I should die, think only this
of me, 543

If the red slayer think he slays,
438

If thou survive my well-contented
day, 66 .

Il Penseroso, 109

Immortal Autumn, 561

In a coign of the cliff between
lowland and highland, 429

In a Gondola (song from), 357

In Heaven a spirit doth dwell, 440

In May, when sea-winds pierced
our solitudes, 487

“In Memoriam A. H. H.” (ex-
cerpts from), 332

In Memory of W B. Yeats, 571

“In No Strange Land,” 481

In the dark womb where I began,
526

In the greenest of our valleys, 447

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan, 229

Indian Serenade, The, 271

Infant Sorrow, 180

Indian Summer, 4770

Injunction, 181

Intimations of Immortality, 221

“Is My Team Plowing,” 485

“Is my team plowing,” 485

“Is there anybody there?” said the
Traveler, 508

Is there, for honest poverty, zoz

Is thy face like thy mother’s, my
fair child!, 254

Israfel, 440

It fell about the Martinmas time,
18
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It Is a Beauteous Evering, Calm
and Free, 215

It 1s a beauteous evening, calm
and free, 215

It 1s an ancient Mariner, 230

It 1s colder now, ;61

It 1s not growing like a tree, 76

It keeps eternal whisperings
around, 803

It lies not in our power to love
or hate, 73

It little profits that an idle king,
330

It once might have been, once
only, 391

It was a lover and his lass, 62

It was in and about the Martin-
mas time, 7

It was many and many a year
ago, 445

I've Known a Heaven Like a
Tent, 468

I've known a heaven like a tent,
468

James Lee’s Wife (excerpt from),
6

jEEFl?RS, ROBINSON, 545

John Anderson, My Jo, 198

John Anderson, my jo, John, 198

Johme Armstrong, 12

JONSON, BEN, 76

Joseph was an old man, 23

Juggling Jerry, 411

Kallyope Yell, The, 538

KEATS, JOHN, $00

Kemp Owyne, 14

King Charles, and who'll do him
right now?, 363

KIPLING, RUDYARD, 488

Know then thyself, presume not
God to scan, 170

Kubla Khan, 229

L’Allegro, 105

La Belle Dame sans Merci, 301
La Figlhia Che Piange, 552
Laboratory, The: Ancien Régime,

365
Lady of Shalott, The, 325

INDEX

Lady’s Song (from “Comus”), 114

Lake Isle of Innisfree, The, 494

Lamb, The, 178

Lament, A, 273

LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 249

Last Chantey, The, 490

Last Invocation, The, 466

Last Ride Together, The, 395

Last Word, The, 408

Lay Your Sleeping Head, My
Love, 569

Lay your sleeping head, my love,

5

Leaden-Eyed, The, 537

Let me not to the marriage of
true minds, 71

Let not young souls be smothered
out before, 537

Let us begin and carry up this
corpse, 374

Let’s contend no more, Love, 388

Liberty, 184

Light flows our war of mocking
words, and yet, 405

Like as a Huntsman, 55

Like as the waves make wowards
the pebbled shore, 67

LINDSAY, VACHEL, 533

Lines Composed a Few Miles
Above Tintern Abbey, 207

Listeners, The, 508

Little Fly, 178

Little Lamb, who made thee?, 178

Lo! Death has reared himself a
throne, 442

Lord, the Roman hyacinths are
blooming 1n bowls and, 554

Lord Randal, 21

Lotos-Eaters, The, 837

Love, 104

Love Among the Runs, 389

Love at the lips was touch, 520

Love bade me welcome, yet my
soul drew back, 104

Love brought me to a silent grove,

94
Love laid his sleepless head, 425
“Love seeketh not 1tself to please,”
186
Love-Sight, 414
“Lovelsest of Trees,” 484



INDEX

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now,

495
Love’s Secret, 185
Love’s Stricken “Why,” 470
Love’s stricken “why,” 470
LOWLLL, AMY, K10
Lucifer in Starlight, 409
Lycidas, 117
Lyke as a huntsman after weary
chace, 53

MAC LFISH, ARCHIBAID, 558

Mad Maid’s Song, The, 92

Man (Herbert), 101

Man (Swinburne), 421

Man (from “An Essay on Man,”
by Pope), 170

Mandalay, 488

MARLOWE, CHRISTOPHER, 73

MARVFLL, ANDRI W, 14

Mary Morison, 196

MASTHIILD, JOHN, 524

Meeting at Night, 367

Meg Merrilies, 302

Memorabilia, §74

Memorial Rain, 559

MFRFDITH, GFORGE, 400

Mild 1s the parting year, and
sweet, 250

MITLAY, IDNA ST VINCENT, 556

MITTON, JOHN, 104

Milton! thou shouldst be living
at this hour, 215

Modern Love (excerpt from), 410

Moon, The, 273

More than most faire, full of the
hiving fire, 50

Morming, 181

Morte d’Arthur, 48

Mother, I Cannot
Wheel, 249

Mother, I cannot mind my wheel,

Mind My

249
Mr4Flood’s Party, 500
Much have I travelled
realms of gold, 304
Mustc, When Soft Voices Die, 273
Music, when soft voices die, 273
Mutability, 283
My father, he was a mountaineer,
566

i the
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My God, I heard this day, 101

My heart aches, and a drowsy
numbness pains, 307

My heart 1s like a singing bird,

419

My Heart Leaps Up When I Be-
hold, 212

My heart leaps up when I behold,
212

My Last Duchess, 361

My Life Closed Twice Before Its
Close, 468

My Ife closed twice before its
close, 468

My love 1s lyke to yse, and I to
fyre, 51

My ILove 1s of a birth as rare, 147

My Luve, 199

My mother grodned, my father
wept, 180

My November Guest, 514

My Silks and Fine Array, 181

My silks and fine array, 181

My son, these maxims make a
rule, 205

My Sorrow, when she’s here with
me, 514

My spirit 15 too weak—mortality,
304

My Star, 369

My True Love Hath My Heart, 54

My true love hath my heart, and
I have his, 54

Mystery, The, 507

Nano’s Song (from *“Volpone”),
8

Nz;]ture’s first gireen 1s gold, 521

Nay, but you, who do not love
her, 365

Never seck to tell thy love, 185

New Jerusalem, A (from “Mil-
ton”), 184

No longer mourn for me when I
am dead, 69

No, no! go not to Lethe, neither
twist, 310

No, Time, thou shalt not boast
that I do changel, 72

Nod, 509

Northern Farmer: New Style, 345
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Nothing Gold Can Stay, 521
Nothing 1s so beautiful as spring,

475

Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal. 347

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now
the white, 347

Now the brnght morning-star,
Day’s harbinger, 105

Now the hungry lion roars, 58

Now that I, tying thy glass mask
tightly, 865

O blithe new-comer! I have heard,
212

O Captain' My Captain!, 465

O Captain! my Captamn! our fear-
ful trip 1s done, 465

O Friend! I know not which way
I must look, 214

O Hesperus! thou bringest all
good things, 267

O Joy Too High, 56

O joy too high for my low style
to showl, 56

O Mary, at thy window be, 196

O my luve 1s Iike a red, red rose,
199

O nothing, 1n this corporal earth
of man, 480

O rose, thou art sick, 179

O soft embalmer of the stll mid-
mght, g21

O Sweet Spontaneous, 561

O sweet spontaneous, 564

O Wert Thou in the Cauld Blast,
200

O wert thou i1n the cauld blast,
200

“O where hae ye becn, Lord
Randal, my son?”, 21

O whistle an’ I'll come to ye,
my lad, 199

O, who will show me those de-
lights on high?, 100

O wild West Wind, thou breath
of Autumn’s being, 274

O world 1nvisible, we view thee,
481

O world! O life! O timel, 273

O ye wha are sae guid yoursel, 203

Oak and Lily, 76

INDEX

Oberon’s Feast, 94

Ode Intimations of Immortality,
221

Ode on a Grecian Urn, 3o5

Ode on Melancholy, g10

Ode to a Nightingale, 307

Ode to Autumn, g09

Ode to the West Wind, 274

O’er the smooth enameled green,

114

Of Man’s first disobedience, and
the fruit, 123

Oh, good gigantic smile o’ the
brown old earth, g6g

Oh, our manhood’s prime vigor!
No spirit feels waste, 356

Oh, to be in England, 364

“Oh, When I Was in Love with
You,” 485

Oh, when I was 1n love with you,

485

Old Eben Flood, climbing alone
one nmght, 500

Old Man’s Winter Night, An, 515

Old Meg she was a gypsy, 302

Old Song Resung, An, 494

On a Certain Ladycat Court, 172

On a starred night Prince Luaufer
uprose, 409

On Death, 251

On erther side the river he, g25

On First Looking into Chapman’s
Homer, 304

On His Blindness, 105

On His Seventy-Fifth Birthday,
250

On Sceing the Elgin Marbles, 304

On Shakespeare, 104

On the Beach at Night, 453

On the beach at might, 453

On the Extinction of the Venetian
Republic, 217

On the Grasshopper and Cricket,
305

On the Sea, 303

“On Wenlock Edge,” 487

On Wenlock Edge the wood’s in
trouble, 487

Once did she hold the gorgeons
east 1n fee, 217



INDEX

Jne day I wrote her name upon
the strand, 53
JDne word 1s too often profaned,

272
Inly News I Know, The, 466
Dthers abide our question Thou
art free, 408
Jut of the earth to rest or range,

524

Dut of the mud two strangers
came, 521

Jver hill, over dale, 57

YWEN, WILIRED, 563

JOxen, The, 472

Jzymandaias, 281

Paradise, 99

2qradise Lost Book I, 122

Passing Strange, The, 524

2assionate Shepherd to His Love,
The, 73

2ast Ruined Ilion, 251

>ast ruined Ihon Helen lives, 251

2atterns, 510

*eople Will Lwve On, The, 531

>eople, Yes, The, from, 531

>hilomela, 399 »

%1ed Beauty, 474

Mle the bodies high at Austerlitz
and Waterloo, 528

>itch here the tent, while the old
horse grazes, 411

2lunger, 528

'OE, EDGAR ALLAN, 440

>oet, The (from “Merhin”), 436

>0ison Tree, A, 186

>oor soul, the centre of my sinful
earth, 72

'OPE, ALCXANDFR, 161

>orphyria’s Lover, 394

’raise youth's hot blood if you
will, I think that happiness, 546

’reludes, 548

'rincess, The (songs from), 343

>rologue from the Canterbury
Tales, 27

’romise of Peace, 547

rospice, 370

’roud men, 533

585
Puck’s Song (from “A Midsummer

Night’s Dream”), 58
Pulley, The, 98

Queen and huntress, chaste and
fair, 76

Rape of the Lock, The, 161

Rarely, rarely comest thou, 280

Rear-Guard, The, 541

Recessional, 492

Reconctlation, 466

Red lips are not so red, 563

Remember, 420

Remember me when I am gone
away, 420

Requuescat, 400

Retreat, The, 150

Revival, The, 148 *

Rhodora, The On Being Asked
Whence Is the Flower?, 437

Riches, 180

Rime of the Ancient Manriner,
The, 230

“Rise up, rise up, now, Lord
Douglas,” she says, 4

ROBINSON, FDWIN ARLINGTON, 497

Romance, 446

Romance, who loves to nod and
sing, 446

Rose Aylmer, 249

Rose of the World, The, 495

ROSSETTI, CHRISTINA GEORGINA, 4190

ROSSLTTI, DANTE GABRITL, 414

Rough wind, that moanest loud,
282

Runming to Paradise, 496

St Agnes’ Eve—Ah, bitter chill 1t
was!, g11

Saint Stephen and Herod, 22

SANDBURG, CARL, 528

SASSOON, SILGIRIED, K41

Saul (song from), g56

Say What You Will, 556

Say what you will, and scratch my
heart to find, 556

Scorn Not the Sonnet, 216

Scorn not the Sonnet, critic, you
have frowned, 216



586

Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled,
194

Sea, The, 424

Sea-Fever, 527

Season of mists and mellow fruit-
fulness, 3og

Sessions of Sweet Silent Thought,
66

Seynt Stevyn was a clerk in Kyng
Herowdes halle, 22

SHAKESPEARE, WILLIAM, 56

Shakespeare, 408

Shall I compare thee to a sum-
mer’s day?, 6

Shapcot! to thee the Fairy State.

Shgtp 1s the might, but stars with
frost alive, 7;1,09

She Dwelt Athong the Untrodden
Ways, 217

She dwelt among the untrodden
ways, 217

She Walks in Beauty, 251

She walks 1 beauty, like the
mght, 251

SHELLEY, PERCY BYSSHF, 267

Shut not so soon, the dull-eyed
mght, 93

Sick Rose, The, 179

SIDNEY, PHILIP, 54

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no
more, 59

Silent Noon, 415

Silver key of the fountain of tears,
280

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth,
nor boundless sea, 68

Sir Patrick Spens, 3

Sky After Storm (from “The Ex-
cursion’’), 219

Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time
with my salt tears, 77

Snake, 467

Snowstorm, The, 438

So all day long the noise of battle
rolled, 348

So oft as I her beauty doe behold,

52
Softly along the road of evening,

509
Soldier, The, 543

INDEX

Soliloquy of the Spanish Cloister,
8

35

Solitary Reaper, The, 220

Solitude, 172

Song (Blake), 180

Song (Browning), 365

Song (Donne), 81

Song (Donne), 85

Song (Swinburne), 425

Song (from “Arcades”), 114

Song (from “In a Gondola™), 857

Song (from “The Merchant of
Venice”), 64

Song for Simeon, A, 554

Song for St Cecilia’s Day, A, No-
vember 22, 1687, 157

Song of Myself (selections), 448

Song of Shadows, The, 509

Song of the Fairies (om “A Mid-
summer Night's Dream”), 57

Song of the Musicians (from
“Cymbeline”), 61

Song of the Musicians (from “Two
Gentlemen of Verona”), 56

Song of the Two Brothers (from
“Cymbeline”), 62

Song of the Two [Pages (from “As
You Like It”), 62

Song of Wandering Aengus, The,
493

Song on May Mornming, 105

Sonnet on Chullon, 262

Sonnets (Shakespeare), 65

SPENDER, STFPHEN, 573

SPENSFR, EDMUND, 42

Spirit of Delight, 280

Splendor Falls, The, 344

Spring, 475

Stand close around, ye Stygian set,
250

Stand on the highest pavement of
the stair, 552

Sull to be neat, still to be drest,

78

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy
Evening, 521

Strew on her roses, roses, 400

Strong Son of God, immortal
Love, 332

Sun Rising, The, 82

Sunflower, The, 179
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Sunset and evening star, 355

Sweeney Among the Nightingales,
553

Sweep thy faint strings, Muscan,
509

sweet Afton, 194

sweet day, so cool, so calm, so
bright, 103

Ssweet Echo, sweetest nymph, that
Iiv’st unseen, 114

sweetest love, I do not go, 85

swiftly walk o’er the western
wave, 267

\WINBURNE, ALCERNON CHARLES, 421

sword and the Sickle, The, 184

Take home Thy prodigal child,
O Lord of Hosts!, 540

Take, O take those lips away, 60

Take the cloak from hys face, and
at first, g6q

Take this kiss upon thy browl,

444

Tam o’ Shanter, 187

I'each me, my God and King, 102

Tears, Idle Tears, 343

Iears, idle tears, I know not what
they mean, 343

Tell me, where 1s Fancy bred, 64

"ENNYSON, AI FRED, LORD, 325

Thanatopsts, 434

Fhat ume of year thou mayst in
me behold, 69

Chat’s my last Duchess pamnted
on the wall, 361

Che Angecl that presided o’er my
birth, 181

Che Assyrian came down like a
wolf on the fold, 252

Che awful shadow of some unseen
Power, 293

Che blessed damozel leaned out,
415

Che broken pillar of the wing
jags from the clotted shoulder,

545

Fhe Child is Father of the Man,
221

Che countless gold of a merry
heart, 180
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The curfew tolls the knell of part-
ing day, 173

The grey sea and the long black
land, 367

The heads of strong old age are
beautiful, 547

The Immortality she gave, 470

The 1rresponsive silence of the
land, 420

The king sits
toune, 3

The lad came to the door at
night, 482

The last sunbeam, 455

The man Flammonde, from God
knows where, 497

The moth’s kiss, first!, 357

The only ncws I know, 466

The people will Iive on, 531

The poctry of earth 1s never dead,
305

The rain set early in torught, 394

The sea 1s calm tonight, 400

The splendor falls on castle walls

in Dumferling

344

The star that bids the shepherd
fold, 115

The sword sang on the barren
heath, 184

The time you won your town the
race, 484

The trees are in their autumn
beauty, 495

The wearness of life that has no
will, 542

The wind flapped loose, the wind
was still, 414

The winter evening settles down,
548

The woman named Tomorrow,
529

The world 15 too much with us,
late and soon, 213

The world’s great
anew, 278

There dwelt a man 1n faire West-
merland, 12

There Is No Trumpet Like the
Tomb, 470

There lived a wife at Usher’s
Well, 16

age begins
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There Was a Boy (from “The
Prelude”), 227

There was a Boy, ye knew him
well, ye cliffs, 227

There was a time when meadow,
grove, and stieam, 221

There were twa sisters sat 1n a
bour, 10

There’s Been a Death, 469

There’s been a death in the op-
posite house, 469

These are the days when birds
come back, 470

They that have power to hurt,
and will do none, %0

Thing of Beauty, A (from “En-
dymion”), 300

Thas 1s the Garden, 563

This 15 the gurden colours come
and go, 565

This 15 the weather the cuckoo
likes, 472

Thomas Rymer, 8

THOMPSON, TRANCIS, 475

Thou Art Not Lovelier Than
Lilacs, 557

Thou art not lovelier than hlacs,—
no, 557

Thou still unravished bride of
quietness, 305

Thou wast all that to me, love,

4

Thgight of a Briton on the Sub-
jugation of Switzerland, 216

Three poets, 1n three distant ages
born, 157

Throw away Thy rod, g8

Thus said the Lord in the Vault
above the Cherubim, 490

Thy trivial harp will never please,
436

Tiger, The, 177

Tiger! Tiger! burning bright, 177

Time was when his half million
drew, 504

Time, You Old Gypsy Man, 5o

Time, you old gypsy man, 505

Tired with all these, for restful
death I cry, 68
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To a Mouse* On Turning Her Up
in Her Nest with the Plough,

197

To a Skylark (Shelley), 268

To a Skylark (Wordsworth), 227

To a Snowflake, 480

To a Waterfowl, 433

To an Athlete Dying Young, 484

To Anthea Who May Command
Him Any Thing, 96

To Celia, 77

To Daffoduls, g2

To Daisies, Not to Shut So Soon,
93

To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on
thy name, 79

To Earthward, y20

To find the Western path, 181

To Helen, 441

To hun who 1n the love of Nature
holds, 434

To His Coy Mustress, 144

To M:iton (London, 1802), 215

To Night, 267

To One :n Paradise, 443

To One Who Has Been Long in
City Pent, gop

To one who has Deen long m aty
pent, 305

To see a world 1n a grain of sand,
182

To Sleep (Keats), 321

To Sleep (Wordsworth), 218

To the Cuckoo, 212

To the Memory of My Beloved
Master William Shakespeare, 79

To the Muses, 185

To the ocean now I fly, 116

To the Virgins, to Make Much of
Time, 89

Tragical History of Doctor Faus-
tus, The (excerpt from), 74

Tree at My Window, 519

Tree at my window, window tree,
519

Triumph of Time, The (excerpt
fiom), 424

True ease 1n writing comes from
art, not chance, 171

True Lover, The, 482
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'} zue Thomas lay oer yond grassy
bank, 8

Trust not the treason of those
smyling lookes, p2

Twa Corbies, The, 25

"Twas at the royal feast, for Persia
won, 151

Two in the Campagna, 360

Two of Feste’s Songs
“Twelfth Night”), 60

Two Sisters of Binnorie, The, 10

Two Songs by Amiens (from “As
You Like It”), 63

Two Tramps in Mud Time, 521

Two Voices are there, one 1s of
the sca, 216

(from

Ulysses, 330

Uncle Ananias, 503

Undertaking, The, 8%

Unfold, unfold! take®in His light,
148

Upgn Julia’s Clothes, g7

Upon Love, 94

Vanity, saith the preacher, vanity!,
370

VAUGH AN, HENR¥, 148

Virtue, 103

We are as clouds that veill the
midnight moon, 283

We are the hallow men, 549

We saw the swallows gathering 1n
the sky, 410

Weathers, 472

Whan, that Aprlle with his
shoures sote, 27

What dire offence from amorous
causes springs, 161

What heart could have thought
you?, 480

What needs my Shakespeare for
his honored bones, 104

What passing-bells for these who
die as cattle?, 563

What’s This of Death—, 556

What's this of death, from you
who never will die?, 556

When Abraham Lincoln was
shoveled into the tombs, 528

J%9

When chapman bilhies leave the
street, 187

When do I see thee most, beloved
one?, 414

When God at first made man, g8

When I a verse shall make, 96

When I Am Dead, My Dearest,
421

When I am dead, my dearest, 421

When I consider how my light 1s
spent, 105

When I Have Fears That I May
Cease to Be, 322

When I have feais that I may
cease to be, g22

When I Heard the Learned As-
tronomer, 453

When I heard the learned as-
tronomer, 458

“When I Was One-and-Twenty,”
486

When I was one-and-twenty, 486

“When I'm alone”—the words
tiipped off his tongue, 542

When 1cicles hang by the wall, 59

When in disgrace with fortune
and men’s eyes, 65

When m the chronicle of wasted
time, 71

When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard
Bloomed, 456

When lilacs last 1n the dooryard
bloomed, 456

When the Hounds of Spring, 423

When the hounds of spring are
on winter’s traces, 423

When the Lamp Is Shattered, 282

When the lamp 15 shattered, 282

When to the sesstons of sweet si-
lent thought, 66

When We Two Parted, 25%

When we two parted, 253

When You Are Old, 495

When you are old and gray and
full of sleep, 495

Whenas 1n silks my Julhia goes, 97

Where the quiet-colored end of
evening smiles, 389

Whether on Ida’s shady brow, 185

Whastle an’ I'll Come to Ye, My
ITad, 199
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Whither, midst falling dew, 433

WHITMAN, WALT, 448

Who dreamed that beauty passes
hike a dream?, 495

Who 1s Silvia? What 1s she, 56

Who 1s the happy Wariior? Who
1s he, 218

Whose woods these are I think I
know, 521

“Why dois your brand sae drap
wi bluid, Edward, Edward,” 19

Wife of Usher’s Well, The, 16

Wild Swans at Coole, The, 495

Winter Heavens, 409

Winter Song (from “Love’s La-
bour’s Lost”), 59

With How Sad Steps, O Moon, 54

With how sad steps, O Moon,
thou climb’sy the skies, 54

Woman’s Last Word, A, 388

Woodspurge, The, 414

Word over all, beautiful as the
sky, 466

NDEX

WORDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 207

World, The, 149

World Is Too Much with Us,
The, 213

Wnitten in London, September,
1802, 214

WYLIE, ELINOR, 537

Ye banks and braes and streams
around, 201

Ye flowery banks o’ bonnie Doon,
195

Ye tradefull meichants, that with
weary toyle, 51

YFATS, WILLIAM BUTLFR, 403

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and
once more, 117

You, Andrew Marvell, 558

You spotted snakes with double
tongue, 57

Your hands'lie open 1 the long
fresh grass, 415

Youth and Art, §91
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