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GENERAL PREFACE

GLANCE through the pages of this little
book will suffice to disclose the general

plan of the series of which it forms a
part. Only a few words of explanation, there-
fore, will be necessary.

The point of departure is the undeniable fact
that with the vast majority of young students
of literature a living interest in the work of any
poet can best be aroused, and an intelligent
appreciation of it secured, when it is immediately
associated with the character and career of the
poet himself. The cases are indeed few and far
between in which much fresh light will not be
thrown upon a poem by some knowledge of the
personality of the writer, while it will often be
found that the most direct—perhaps even the
only—way to the heart of its meaning lies
through a consideration of the circumstances
in which it had its birth. The purely asthetic
critic may possibly object that a poem should
be regarded simply as a self-contained and
detached piece of art, having no personal
affiliations or bearings. Of the validity of this
as an abstract principle nothing need npw be
said. The fact remains that, in the earlier
stages of study at any rate, poetry is most valued
and loved when it is made to seem most human
and vital; and the human and vital interest
of poetry can be most surely brought home
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GENERAL PREFACE

to the reader by the biographical method of
interpretation.

This is to some extent recognized by writers
of histories and text-books of literature, and by
editors of selections from the works of our
poets; for place is always given by them to a
certain amount of biographical material. But
in the histories and text-books the biography of
a given writer stands by itself, and his work
has to be sought elsewhere, the student being
left to make the connexion for himself; while
even in our current editions of selections there
is little systematic attempt to link biography,
step by step, with production.

This brings us at once to the chief purpose
of the present series. In this, biography and
production will be considered together and in
intimate association. In other words, an en-
deavour will be made to interest the reader in
the lives and personalities of the poets dealt
with, and at the same time to use biography
as an introduction and key to their writings.

Each volume will therefore contain the life-
story of the poet who forms its subject. In this,
attention will be especially directed to his per-
sonality as it expressed itself in his poetry, and
to the influences and conditions which counted
most as formative factors in the growth of his
genius. This biographical study will be used
as a setting for a selection, as large as space
will permit, of his representative poems. Such

poems, where possible, will be reproduced in full,
¢}



GENERAL PREFACE

and care will be taken to bring out their con-
nexion with his character, his circumstances,
and the movement of his mind. Then, in
addition, so much more general literary criti-
cism will be incorporated as may seem to be
needed to supplement the biographical material,
and to exhibit both the essential qualities and
the historical importance of his work.

It is believed that the plan thus pursued is
substantially in the nature of a new departure,
and that the volumes of this series, constituting
as they will an introduction to the study of
some of our greatest poets, will be found useful
to teachers and students of literature, and no
less to the general lover of English poetry.

WILLIAM HENRY HUDSON
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CHRISTINA ROSSETTI
& HER POETRY

THE fame of Christina Rossetti has been
overshadowed unduly by that of her
brother, Dante Gabriel, one of the leaders
of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood. His per-
sonality and tragic life-story make a direct
appeal to the popular imagination. The sump-
tuous colouring of his pictures and the elaborate
diction of his poetry both challenge attention;
his very simplicity is intense and precious. In
spite of its studied craftsmanship his work has
an almost feverish vitality that can hardly fail
to make an ineffaceable impression on the
mind even of those who find it morbid or over-
mannered. Dante Gabriel Rossetti is, in fact,
a figure whom it is impossible to overlook in
the history of nineteenth-century art. Christina
Rossetti, on the other hand, is more obscure and
withdrawn. She made no dramatic gestures.
She did not even, like her sister, take a formal
farewell of the world by entering a nunnery. To
outward view she lived the sheltered life of a
Victorian spinster given to piety and good
works. Her published letters are those of a
reticent woman who withheld even from inti-
mate friends and relations the secrets of her
personality. There is nothing in her record
so arresting as Elizabeth Barrett’s romantic

13



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

love-story or Emily Bronté’s grim encounter with
loneliness and death. The Quaker-like sim-
plicity of her life pervades her poetry. Her
work, with the exception of ¢‘ Goblin Market ”
and a few isolated lyrics, is generally subdued in
tone and colouring. Her diction is natural and
unstudied. Her verse_rarely ‘‘ surprises by a
fine excess.”” She did not, like Dante Gabriel,
ransack old romances in the British Museum in
the search for ¢ stunning words for poetry.”
Few of her phrases haunt the memory like the
lines in her brother’s sonnet:

The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,
The wind of death’s imperishable wing.

Yet in its different way her artistry is as fine as
his. Her effects are su:gt_lgrwand more elusive.
The beauty of her r lyrics lies-rather in unity
of composition tb_aﬂi,lﬁ_separate felicities that
detach themselves {rem the context. Although
at the first glance Christina Rossetti, in her
poetry and in her life, seems fo. ‘have cultivated

a ‘“‘fugitive and clmstered' vxrtue unexercised
and unbreathed,” her strenuous pursuit of
an ideal becomes ew?' dent on closer scrutiny.
Beneath her quiet éxterior the flame of life
burnt ardently. Believing that ¢ virtue is like
precious odours, most fragrant when they are
incensed and crushed,’” she refused resolutely to
follow impulse. The artist’s fierce desire for
self-expression was tempered in her nature by

erec in

a religious humility that demanded renunciation.
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AND HER POETRY

to God. An Anglican living in the days of the
Oxford Movement, Christina Rossetti felt herself
closer akin to Herbert, the seventeenth-century
mystic, than to Keble or Newman. The indus-
trial problems that preoccupied Carlyle, Ruskin,
and Morris, and are faithfully reflected in the
poetry of Mrs Browning, left few traces on her
work, although she took a personal interest in
social questions. Except for one or two isolated
poems, like ‘‘ To-day for Me,”’ on the Franco-
Prussian War, there is little evidence that she
was concerned with any of the great public
events of her time. When an ardent feminist
wrote to her on the subject of women'’s suffrage
she quietly referred her correspondent to the
Bible for her views on the responsibilities, duties,
and privileges of her sex. In one of her sonnets
she was not afraid to admonish in all good faith:

Let woman fear to teach and bear to learn,
Remembering the first woman'’s first mistake.
Eve had for pupil the inquiring snake,

Whose doubts she answered on a great concern,!

Although she was closely associated with the
poets and painters of the Pre-Raphaelite
Brotherhood, she was little affected by their
principles. Her direct simplicity of style, which
they approved, was due to the candour of her
nature rather than to theory. She was singu-
larly independent of her brother’s influence,
although she valued his judgment of her verses.

1 < Later Life,”” No. 15.
B 17



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

A knowledge of the century in which Christina
Rossetti lived is of slight assistance in the under-
standing of her poetry. She dwelt apart in a
world of her own. Yet in the ‘“shady crevice”
in which, as she tells us, her life was spent she
did not escape contact with love and death. It
was these realities which awakened her to
poetry.

III

( :HRISTINA GEORGINA ROSSETTI was
born in London on December 5, 1830.
She was the youngest child of Gabriele

Rossetti, an Italian refugee, who, after taking
part in the unsuccessful rising of the kingdom of
Naples, fled to Malta, and finally settled in Eng-
land. He was a man of letters, who had already
published verse and won some reputation as a
student of Dante. He soon became a teacher of
Italian in King’s College, London. His wife,
half Italian and half English, was the daughter
of Gaetano Polidori, who had been secretary to
Alfieri, and the sister of Byron’s friend and
physician, Dr John Polidori. Christina Rossetti
was thus three parts Italian. She could speak
and write the language; she was Italian, too,
in appearance, and, like all the Rossettis, pos-
sessed a voice with the distinct, musical intona-
tion often characteristic of the race. She never
lost the feeling of kinship with Italy, expressed
in a poem, ‘“ En Route,”’ written after a visit
in June 1865 :

18



AND HER POETRY

Farewell, land of love, Italy,
Sister-land of Paradise:
With mine own feet I have trodden thee,
Have seen with mine own eyes:
I remember, thou forgettest me,
I remember thee,

Blessed be the land that warms my heart,
And the kindly clime that cheers,
And the cordial faces clear from art,
And the tongue sweet in mine ears:
Take my heart, its truest tenderest part,
Dear land, take my tears.

Christina Rossetti belonged to an unusually
gifted family. Dante Gabriel, the elder of her
two brothers, won distinction in the arts of paint-
ing and of poetry. William Michael gained
some reputation as a critic of art and literature.
Her sister, Maria Francesca, who entered the
Anglican sisterhood of All Saints in 1873, wrote
a commentary on Dante. The two brothers
attended King’s College School, but Christina and
her sister were educated at home mainly by their
mother, who was a woman of exceptional intelli-
gence. She refers often to the influence of her
mother’s character, ‘“ the pattern to me of every-
thing that is simple, sweet, kindly, and noble.”
For fifty-six years they lived together in closest
sympathy and affection, hardly parted for a day
until her mother’s death in 1886.

Christina Rossetti herself stated that if any
one thing ‘‘ schooled her in the direction of
poetry "’ it was her visits in early childhood to the

19



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

orchard and garden of her grandfather, Gaetano
Polidori, who lived a stage-coach journey of
thirty miles from London, at Holmer Green, in
Buckinghamshire. These visits ceased when she
was eight, and she was pent up in London till she
was fourteen, when she experienced a memorable
thrill of delight at the sight of primroses in a
railway cutting. She cherished these memories
wistfully, like one whose life had been scantily
gifted with beauty. Except for eleven months in
the country town of Frome, in Somerset, occa-
sional holidays, and two foreign tours, she spent
her life in the heart of London. Much of her
poetry was written on the corner of her wash-
stand in a bedroom whose only outlook was on
the walls and chimney-pots of other houses.
She confessed that her knowledge of what is
called nature was that of the town sparrow, or
at most that of the pigeon which makes an ex-
cursion occasionally from its home in Regent’s
Park or Kensington Gardens. Yet in her poetry
there is no hint of the background of the city in
which it was written. The intensity of her inner
life apparently made what others call reality
seem to her shadowy and remote. Oblivious to
her actual surroundings, she could retreat at will
into a world of memory and imagination.

It would be easy to imagine that when she sat
down to compose her verses she often thought
herself back in the sheltered garden remembered
from childhood, Jooking over hedges to the

orchard and meaddws beyond and listening to the
20



AND HER POETRY

skylark singing over the cornfields. These are
the scenes that her poetry often recalls. There is
no smell of the upturned soil nor touch of *‘ cool-
rooted ’’ flowers to suggest a close contact with
earth. Yet some of the smaller things of nature
she observed as minutely as a child. She de-
lighted in the shapes and tints of the mosses when
she visited the Morrises at Kelmscott. She knew
that the mole’s fur had no right or wrong way,
like the cat’s, but could be stroked in either
direction. She loved birds, squirrels, mice,
glowworms, frogs, toads, and caterpillars. Her
fearlessness in handling these creatures and her
ability to distinguish one squirrel from another
by the whisk of its tail were commented upon
with surprise by a country-bred friend. She
had evidently watched attentively the tiny living
things that fascinate children, and remembered
them again in her poem ‘‘ To What Purpose is
this Waste? ' :

And other eyes than ours
Were made to look on flowers,
Eyes of small birds and insects small:
The deep sun-blushing rose
Round which the prickles close
Opens her bosom to them all.
The tiniest living thing
That soars on feathered wing,
Or crawls among the long grass out of sight,
Has just as good a right
To its appointed portion of delight
As any King.
21



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

This passion for animals was shared by Dante
Gabriel Rossetti, who was her companion in
many visits to the Zoo. It was here that she
came to know the ratel who ‘‘ tumbled hurry
skurry,”’ the lizard ‘‘ with strange metallic
mail,”’ the wombat who ‘‘ prowled obtuse and
furry.” The wistful stork and the camels who
knelt as if in deprecation, moved by the lamenta-
tions of Eve, in another poem are clearly long-
treasured memories of things seen in these early
days. It is characteristic that after these excur-
sions her brother entertained her with whimsical
biographies of the animals, while Christina
thought that the poor captives should be cele-
brated in ‘‘ plaintive verses.”” She once had
a vivid dream in which she saw all the caged
canaries of London, like a wave of yellow light,
sweep from the trees in Regent’s Park, returning
to captivity at dawn. Dante Gabriel thought of
embodying the dream in a picture or poem, but
the plan was not fulfilled. There is perhaps a
recollection of this dream in one of the images
of ¢‘ Goblin Market,”” when Laura’s yellow hair
‘“ streamed like a caged thing freed.”

A pastime which Christina Rossetti shared with
her brothers was the writing of sonnets. Each
took the same set of rhymes and wrote sonnets in
competition. This early practice in versifying
probably helped to train her ear and ensure that
command of metrical forms which places her in
marked contrast with her contemporary, Mrs

Browning. The least distinguished of her verses,
22



AND HER POETRY

even those written at the age of eleven for her
mother’s birthday, are at least technically cor-
rect, and many of her poems reveal an unusually
subtle sense of sound.

Christina Rossetti’s reading is said to have been
less extensive than that of the rest of her family.
The phrases of the Authorized Version and the
Church Liturgy seem to have been so familiar
that they became part of the texture of her mind.
They are woven so freely into her poems that
she can hardly have been conscious of quoting.
She had begun to think in the terms of the
Scriptures. But apart from this one dominating
influence her reading left comparatively little
trace on her work. At the age of nine she
came across extracts from Keats’s ‘“ Eve of St
Agnes’’ in Hone’s ‘‘ Everyday Book.’’ Meta-
stasio was a great favourite between nine and
fourteen. Like many another child, she knew
‘“ John Gilpin,’’ ‘“ Casabianca,’’ ‘‘ Chevy Chase,”’
‘“ Robinson Crusoe,”” and ‘‘The Arabian
Nights.”” Among the miscellaneous collection
of books she is recorded to have read in early
days were Carleton’s ‘‘ Traits and Stories of the
Irish Peasantry,’’ the tales of Maria Edgeworth,
Pope’s ‘‘ Iliad,’’ the plays of Shakespeare, and
the novels of Scott. She enjoyed the novels of
Dickens, but found those of Thackeray too
‘“ worldly.”’ When she was about seventeen she
came under the spell of the Tale of Terror. She
and her brothers read Mrs Radcliffe ; and the
themes of two of her early poems were suggested

23



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

by Maturin’s ¢ Melmoth the Wanderer,’’ one of
the most powerful supernatural stories ever
written. She herself attempted a Tale of Terror,
‘“ Folio Q,’”’ a variant of the story of Peter
Schlemihl and his shadow, but destroyed the
manuscript on conscientious scruples. Toward
the end of her life she undertook to write a bio-
graphy of Mrs Radcliffe, for the ‘‘ Eminent
Women "’ series, but was obliged to relinquish
the project for lack of material. The super-
natural always held for her a certain charm.
A few of her poems on eerie themes suggest
reminiscences of old ballads like ‘¢ Clerk
Saunders,’’ but they are plaintive and tenuous
compared with that ‘‘terse, fierce master-
piece 7 she so much admired, her brother’s
‘¢ Sister Helen.”” At eighteen she began to
study Dante. Probably his ‘‘ Vita Nuova,”’
with its glorification of spiritual love, appealed
to her as profoundly as the ‘¢ Divine Comedy.’’ !
It was the ‘‘ Paradiso '’ rather than the ‘¢ Pur-
gatorio ’’ and the ‘‘ Inferno ’’ which left traces
on her work. The golden stair in ‘‘ A Convent
Threshold ’’ is probably a memory of Dante’s
Seventh Heaven, and there is a reference to
Dante’s rose in one of her Italian poems, ‘‘ The
Reddening of the East’ (No. 7). She read
and re-read the dialogues of Plato with great
zest, reassured, it may be surmised, by his
idealism, which may indeed have played no small
part in helping to determine her view of life.
.1 See ¢ Century Magazine,” 1884.

24
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Among the English poets whom she liked best
were Coleridge, Keats, and Shelley. She knew
some of Blake’s lyrics, and one or two of her
poems, ‘‘ Little Lamb, who Lost Thee’’ and
‘“ Mother and Child,”’ are derived from his
‘“ Songs of Innocence.’”’ For Blake’s engraving
of the soul and body reunited she had the deepest
admiration, probably through Dante Gabriel’s
interest in Blake’s designs. She was familiar
with some of the religious poetry of the seven-
teenth century, including that of George Herbert.
A poem called ‘‘ Charity,’”’ written at fourteen,
was, she confesses, suggested by his ‘‘ Sweet
Day, so Cool, so Calm, so Bright.”’

I praised the myrtle and the rose,
At sunrise in their beauty lying:
I passed them at the short day’s close,
And both were dying.

It was inevitable that with her temperament
and religion she should dislike Milton, part of
whose theology was alien to her, and whose
grandeur she probably found as oppressive as
she found mountain scenery when she first
reached Switzerland. She was interested in the
verse of her contemporaries. In her early
poems there are many echoes of Tennyson.
The figure in that dreary poem ‘‘ Repining '’
was obviously suggested by ¢ Mariana in the
Moated Grange’’ and ‘‘ The Lady of Shalott.”

She sat alway through the long day
Spinning the weary thread away;
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CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

And ever said in undertone,
‘“ Come, that I be no more alone.”’

Verses like ‘¢ The Stream moaneth as it
Floweth,’”’ with their blending of music and
melancholy, are written in the mood of ‘‘ Clari-
bel ’’ and ‘“ All Things will Die.”” Her ballads
‘“ Maggie a Lady,” ‘‘ Maude Clare,”’” ‘‘ Cousin
Kate,”” and ‘“ Brandons Both ’’ might have been
inspired by ‘“ Lord Burleigh *’ or ‘“ Lady Clare.”
Tennyson’s ‘‘ Palace of Art,”’ especially the
soul’s renunciation of her selfish enjoyment
of her pleasure-house, clearly made a deep
impression on Christina Rossetti, who saw in it
a parallel to her own decision to renounce the
joys of earth. In ‘ From House to Home,”
written in the same metre as ‘“ The Palace of
Art,” she chooses a similar image:

Therefore in patience 1 possess my soul;
Yea, therefore as a flint I set my face,

To pluck down, to build up again the whole—
But in a distant place.

In “ A Royal Princess,” one of the few poems
touching on social problems, she uses a metre
reminiscent of ‘‘ Locksley Hall.”” The manner
of Robert Browning is caught with perhaps a
hint of feminine coyness in ‘‘ Winter, my
Secret,’”’ a mere four de force which she never
repeated:

I tell my secret? No indeed, not I:
Perhaps some day, who knows?
26
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But not to-day; it froze, and blows, and snows,
And you’'re too curious : fie!

You want to hear it? well:

Only, my secret’s mine, and I won'’t tell.

The influence of Mrs Browning was felt at one
time by Dante Gabriel Rossetti to be a danger to
his sister, and he warned her solemnly to be on
her guard against affecting a ‘‘ falsetto mus-
cularity,” but the advice was hardly necessary.
Except for a few ballads, banal in sentiment,
Christina Rossetti was almost as little inclined as
Jane Austen to stray out of her natural orbit.
Her imitations of her contemporaries were no
more than feats of ingenuity. Most of her
poems have the genuine ‘ lyric cry,” which, she
declared, ‘“ I will back against all skilled labour.”
She wrote in April 1870 to Dante Gabriel:

It is impossible to go on singing out loud to
one’s one-stringed lyre. It is not in me, and
therefore will never come out of me to turn to
politics or philanthropy with Mrs Browning;
such many-sidedness I leave to one greater than
I, and having said my say, may well sit silent.
Christina Rossetti’s earliest verses, written

before she completed her seventeenth year, and
printed privately by her grandfather, show that
her temperament was already deeply tinged with
gloom, and her brother describes her as subject
to fits of melancholy from an early age. About
the age of fourteen her health was so delicate
that she lived under the expectation of death, a
fact that explains her tendency to brood over
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the peace of the grave. In ‘‘Resurrection Eve,”
written in April 1847, she seems already ‘ half
in love with easeful death ”’:

He resteth: weep not;
The living sleep not
With so much calm.
He hears no chiding
And no deriding,
Hath joy for sorrow,
For night hath morrow,
For wounds hath balm,
For life’s strange riot
Hath death and quiet.
Who would recall him
Of those that love him?
No fears appall him,
No ills befall him;
There’s nought above him
Save turf and flowers
And pleasant grass.
Pass the swift hours,
How swiftly pass!

The frailty of life, with its fleeting joys, has
already become the burden of her song:

Love is more sweet than flowers,
But sooner dying;

Warmer than sunny hours,
But faster flying.!

The poems in 1847 seem to be coloured by some

! “Love Attacked.”
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personal experience. In February ‘‘ Love is the
only everlasting duty ’’; in September,

Truly love’s vain ; but oh how vainer still
Is that which is not love, but seems!
Concealed indifference, a covered ill,
A very dream of dreams.!

But, like Tennyson in his youth, she is absorbed
not only in her emotions, but in experiment-
ing with lyrical measures. She makes several
metrical ventures. Besides the common ballad
measure and octosyllabic couplets, she handles
the four-syllabled metre in ¢ Resurrection
Eve,” and a three-foot trochaic measure in
‘“ Earth and Heaven ’'—

Water calmly flowing,
Sunlight deeply glowing,
Swans some river riding
That is gently gliding

—a measure combined with longer lines to
express the sense of climbing in the verses of
‘“ The Martyr ’’:

Higher, higher mounting,
The swift moments counting,—
Fear is left beneath her, and the chastening rod:
Tears no more shall blind her;
Trouble lies behind her;
Satisfied with hopeful rest, and replete with God.

Besides accomplishment in metre, her juvenilia
show an unusual freedom from conventional

! “The Dream.”
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diction. There are indications, too, of the love
of colour which Christina Rossetti shared with
the rest of the Pre-Raphaelite circle. ¢ The
Dead City,”’ inspired by a story in ‘¢ The Arabian
Nights,”’ anticipates ‘‘ Goblin Market ’’ in its
catalogue of gorgeous and glowing fruits:

In green emerald baskets were
Sun-red apples, streaked and fair;
Here the nectarine and peach

And ripe plum lay, and on each
The bloom rested everywhere.

Grapes were hanging overhead,
Purple, pale, and ruby-red;
And in panniers all around
Yellow melons shone, fresh found,
With the dew upon them spread.

And the apricot and pear

And the pulpy fig were there,
Cherries and dark mulberries,
Bunchy currants, strawberries,

And the lemon wan and fair,

It was in the year following the printing of
her early verses that Christina Rossetti’s por-
trait was painted by her brother, probably as a
preliminary study for the * Girlhood of Mary
the Virgin.”’ Her face, ‘‘ with its extraordinary
expression of pensive sweetness,”’ was one of
several models for the head of Christ in Holman
Hunt’s ¢ Light of the World.”” She sat, among
others, to her brother for the figure of the
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Virgin Mary in his Annunciation, ‘‘ Ecce
Ancilla Domini.”’ The impression of her
personality at the age of seventeen or eighteen
may perhaps be derived more clearly from these
portraits than from her early verses, which she
herself felt to be affected, or from the harsh
sketch she drew of her own character in the prose-
story ‘“ Maude.”

IV

T was in September 1848 that Dante Gabriel
I Rossetti, Millais, and Holman Hunt, inspired

by a book of engravings from the frescoes in
the Campo Santo of Pisa, determined to effect a
revolution in English art by returning to the
aims and ideals of the early Italian painters,
whose work was noble in subject, simple and
sincere in treatment. They protested against
the conventionality of contemporary art. The
group of enthusiasts who called themselves the
Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood decided to issue
a periodical, called ‘‘ The Germ,’’ to propagate
their principles. To this short-lived magazine
Christina Rossetti contributed seven poems.
Among them was the melodious song,

Oh roses for the flush of youth,
And laurel for the perfect prime;
But pluck an ivy branch for me
Grown old before my time.

Oh violets for the grave of youth,
And bay for those dead in their prime;
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Give me the withered leaves I chose
Before in the old time,

and the dirge for buried love, ‘“ An End "’:

Love, strong as Death, is dead.
Come, let us make his bed
Among the dying flowers:

A green turf at his head;

And a stone at his feet,
Whereon we may sit

In the quiet evening hours.

He was born in the spring,

And died before the harvesting:
On the last warm summer day

He left us; he would not stay

For autumn twilight cold and grey.
Sit we by his grave, and sing

He is gone away.

To few chords and sad and low
Sing we so:

Be our eyes fixed on the grass
Shadow-veiled as the years pass,
While we think of all that was
In the long ago.

This is an early and beautiful experiment in
irregular verse in which the time grows slower
as the chant deepens in solemnity, and dies away
in reverie,

‘““ Dream Land "’ has the hushed quietness of
sound which often distinguishes the poetry
of Christina Rossetti. It is one of the most
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periect expressions of the longing for rest that
haunted her all through her sojourn on earth:

Where sunless rivers weep

Their waves into the deep,

She sleeps a charmeéd sleep:
Awake her not.

Led by a single star,

She came from very far

To seek where shadows are
Her pleasant lot.

She left the rosy morn,
She left the fields of corn,
For twilight cold and lorn
And water springs.
Through sleep, as through a veil,
She sees the sky look pale,
And hears the nightingale
That sadly sings.

Rest, rest, a perfect rest

Shed over brow and breast;

Her face is toward the west,
The purple land.

She cannot see the grain

Ripening on hill and plain,

She cannot feel the rain
Upon her hand.

Rest, rest, for evermore

Upon a mossy shore;

Rest, rest at the heart’s core
Till time shall cease:
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Sleep that no pain shall wake;
Night that no morn shall break,
Till joy shall overtake

Her perfect peace.

Besides these poems in ‘‘ The Germ,”’ the other
lyrics written in the years between 1847 and
1850 nearly all reveal her brooding serenely over
the peace of the grave:

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
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;
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,
And haply may forget.

For her melancholy she finds so soothing a
rhythm that it sways her readers to her mood.
It is as irresistible as the lulling stanzas of ‘‘ The
Lotos-eaters.”” The fact that Christina Ros-
setti chose these poems for publication and
rejected others written at the same time, like
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‘““ We buried her among the Flowers’ and
¢“ Seeking Rest '’—reminiscent of the lingering
death of Tennyson’s garrulous May Queen—
shows that she already possessed an exacting
artistic standard. The attempt to convey an
emotion was not necessarily a poem, and she
withheld several distastefully sentimental verses
apparently because she recognized that they
were effusions like those of the heroine of
her prose-story ‘‘ Maude,”” who ‘ enriches her
commonplace book with a heart-broken son-
net,” yawns, leans back in her chair and
wonders how she shall fill up the time to dinner
—one of the rare vestiges of a sense of humour
in the work of Christina Rossetti. Her age and
her ill-health may well explain the faintly
morbid taint in some of her early verses.
Throughout most of her life, indeed, her outlook
was overcast by illness. There was, as Dante
Gabriel recognized, an unhealthy tendency to
brooding in his own temperament as in that of
his younger sister. Speaking of Maria Francesca,
who had decided to enter a community, he
writes in 1873 to his mother: ¢ She will indeed
be a great loss, being much the healthiest in
mind and cheeriest of us all, except yourself.
William comes next, and Christina and I are
nowhere."’

Her gloom was intensified by a personal
experience which befell her soon after the
formation of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood.
It was among this group of friends that she met
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James Collinson, the artist, who fell in love with
her when she was eighteen. Collinson was at
that time a Roman Catholic and she was an
Anglican. She decided that it would be im-
possible to marry anyone of a different faith.
When he decided to rejoin the Anglican com-
munity they became formally engaged to one
another. But Collinson, who seems to have
been as conscience-ridden as Christina Rossetti,
soon felt compelled to return to his former faith,
and she renounced the idea of marrying him.
How deeply the struggle affected her peace of
mind is revealed in her poetry. She saw the
conflict apparently as one between love and duty,
or, in the language of the theologians, between
nature and grace. Religion had already taken
a strong hold on her mind. She was fearful
lest she should love the creature more than
the Creator. Probably she was already deeply
imbued with the precepts of Thomas a Kempis,
whose ‘‘ Imitation of Christ’’ was one of her
favourite books. Some of his sayings must have
rung in her ears like a personal challenge:
‘““ Thou oughtest to leave thy beloved, for thy
Beloved; for that Jesus will be loved alone
above all things.... He that cleaveth unto
creatures, shall fall with that which is subject to
fall; he that embraceth Jesus shall stand firmly
forever.” It was evidently under such influences
as these that Christina, swayed by the lofty
idealism of youth, decided to renounce earthly
love, seeking comfort in the promise: ¢ And
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the more thou withdrawest thyself from solace
of creatures, so much the sweeter and more
powerful consolations shalt thou find in Me. But
at the first thou shalt not without some sadness,
nor without a laborious conflict attain unto
these consolations.””! The sadness and the
laborious conflict are constantly recorded in her
verse, the consolation more rarely. This renun-
ciation was to her the logical result of her
religious convictions. In her calmer moments
she accepted it with resignation. But many of
the poems found among the private papers
betray the cost of the sacrifice she made.

These melancholy reveries on love unfulfilled
recur often among the verses written in the
years succeeding 1849, but gradually she seems
to have recovered in some degree her health
and spirits. In the four poems called ¢ Three
Stages ”’ it is possible to trace the phases
through which she passed. The first, “ A
Pause of Thought ’’ (1848), shows her hesitation
and reluctance to abandon love:

Alas thou foolish one! alike unfit

For healthy joy and salutary pain:

Thou knowest the chase useless, and again
Turnest to follow it.

The stanzas added in her notebook a year later
(1849), but not meant for publication, record
her renunciation of earthly love for heavenly
love:

1 Book 1V, ch. xu.
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The fruitless thought of what I might have been,
Haunting me ever, will not let me rest.
A cold North wind has withered all my green,
My sun is in the West.

But, where my palace stood, with the same stone
I will uprear a shady hermitage:
And there my spirit shall keep house alone,
Accomplishing its age.

There other garden-beds shall lie around,
Full of sweet-briar and incense-bearing thyme:
There I will sit, and listen for the sound
Of the last lingering chime.

More than five years later she turned again

to

this poem and added another ten stanzas.

In words that are reminiscent of Arnold’s
‘“ Resignation ”’ she had decided:

So will I labour, but will not rejoice:

Will do and bear, but will not hope again:

Gone dead alike to pulses of quick pain
And pleasure’s counterpoise.

But unawares a new hopefulness betrayed itself :

38

I said so in my heart: and so I thought

My life would lapse, a tedious monotone:

I thought to shut myself and dwell alone
Unseeking and unsought.

But first I tired, and then my care grew slack,
Till my heart dreamed, and maybe wandered
too:
I felt the sunshine glow again, and knew
The swallow on its track :
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All birds awoke to building in the leaves,

All buds awoke to fullness and sweet scent:

Ah too my heart woke unawares, intent
On fruitful harvest-sheaves.

It seems as if she refers here to her second
experience of love. In 1847 she had first met
Charles Bagot Cayley, a scholar and translator
of some distinction. The acquaintance was
renewed, according to William Michael Rossetti,
in 1854, the year of these verses. He states,
however, that they did not meet much until
1860. This does not preclude, however, the
possibility of some crisis between the two having
been reached some years earlier. The poems in
the years 1857 and 1858 certainly reveal a
poignancy of feeling that could hardly have
been merely an anticipation of the pangs of
renunciation.! Christina Rossetti was, as her
brother admits, extremely reticent in affairs of
the heart, and it is probable that he knew nothing
of the emotional stress through which she passed
before 1860, when she and Cayley began to see
much of one another, and she made known to
her brother their decision that marriage was out
of the question. The only explanation William
offers was that, though Cayley was broadly
Christian, he was not an orthodox Churchman.
It is difficult to accept this as a complete

1 Miss Bald in her study of Chnstma Rosserti in her *“ Women Writers
of the Nineteenth Century * accepts William Michael’s dates. and on
these grounds regards the poems as anticipations of what Christina
thought she might feel if called upon once more to renounce a lover.
‘This would imply a dramatic gift alien to her temperament.
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explanation. Passages in her prose writings
seem to indicate that, though a devout Anglican,
she was not narrowly sectarian in her outlook.
In her poems she looks forward again and again
to a union beyond the grave, clearly regarding
her lover as a fellow-pilgrim to the Celestial
City, as in ‘““ Memory ”’ (February 17, 1865):

But often in my worn life’s autumn weather
I watch there with clear eyes,
And think how it will be in Paradise
When we're together.

It is evident from her lyrical confessions that
though she refused to marry him, she bitterly
regretted later that he accepted her decision as
final. In one of the Italian poems she speaks of
one who said ‘ No ’’ meaning ‘* Yes.” Perhaps
the most open avowal in her English verses is
in the poem called ‘‘ Another Spring >’ (Septem-
ber 1857):

If I might see another Spring,
I'd not plant summer flowers and wait:
I’d have my crocuses at once
My leafless pink mezereons,
My chill-veined snowdrops, choicer yet
My white or azure violet,
Leaf-nested primrose; anything
To blow at once, not late.

If I might see another Spring,
I'd listen to the daylight birds
That build their nests and pair and sing,

49



AND HER POETRY

Nor wait for mateless nightingale;

I'd listen to the lusty herds,

The ewes with lambs as white as snow,
I'd find out music in the hail

And all the winds that blow.

If I might see another Spring
Oh stinging comment on my past
That all my past results in “‘ if »’—
If T might see another Spring
I'd laugh to-day, to-day is brief;
I would not wait for anything:
I'd use to-day that cannot last,
Be glad to-day and sing.

In ‘ From Sunset to Star Rise ’’ she admits:

For I have hedged me with a thorny hedge,
I live alone, I look to die alone.
Yet sometimes when a wind sighs through the
sedge
Ghosts of my buried years and friends come back,
My heart goes sighing after swallows flown
On sometime summer’s unreturning track.

The difficulty probably lay not entirely in
Christina Rossetti’s religious convictions, but
in something inherent in her temperament, a
partly unconscious recoil from intimate contact
with any human being lest it might violate a
romantic ideal. In ‘ Dream-love’’ she sees
Love unawakened in an atmosphere of peace
and beauty and fears to break the spell :

Young Love lies sleeping
In May-time of the year,
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Among the lilies,

Lapped in the tender light:
White lambs come grazing,

White doves come building there;
And round about him

The May-bushes are white.

Soft moss the pillow
For oh a softer cheek;
Broad leaves cast shadow
Upon the heavy eyes:
There winds and waters
Grow lulled and scarcely speak;
There twilight lingers
The longest in the skies.

Young Love lies dreaming;
But who shall tell the dream?
A perfect sunlight
On rustling forest tips;
Or perfect moonlight
Upon a rippling stream;
Or perfect silence,
Or song of cherished lips.

Burn odours round him

To fill the drowsy air;
Weave silent dances

Around him to and fro;
For oh in waking

The sights are not so fair,
And song and silence

Are not like these below.

Young Love lies dreaming
Till summer days are gone,—
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Dreaming and drowsing
Away to perfect sleep:

He sees the beauty
Sun hath not looked upon,

And tastes the fountain
Unutterably deep.

Him perfect music

Doth hush unto his rest,
And through the pauses

The perfect silence calms:
Oh poor the voices

Of earth from east to west,
And poor earth’s stillness

Between her stately palms!

Young Love lies drowsing
Away to poppied death:
Cool shadows deepen
Across the sleeping face:
So fails the summer
With warm delicious breath:
And what hath autumn
To give us in its place?

Draw close the curtains
Of branchéd evergreen;
Change cannot touch them
With fading fingers sere:
Here the first violets
Perhaps will bud unseen,
And a dove, maybe,
Return to nestle here.

But Love awakened she sees in another guise.
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In a day-dream, ‘‘ Fata Morgana,” written
down in April 1857,

A blue-eyed phantom far before

Is laughing, leaping toward the sun:
Like lead I chase it evermore,

I pant and run.

It breaks the sunlight bound on bound:
Goes singing as it leaps along

To sheep-bells with a dreamy sound
A dreamy song.

I laugh, it is so brisk and gay;
It is so far before, I weep:

I hope I shall lie down some day,
Lie down and sleep.

She fails in an impotent pursuit. The
phantom ever eluded her. She was in love with
love rather than with any human embodiment.
Hers is the mood of Shelley’s ‘“ Epipsychidion,”’
when he describes the being whom his spirit oft
met on its visioned wanderings:

In many mortal forms I rashly sought
The shadow of that idol of my thought.

She swiftly lost faith in earthly happiness.! She
could scarce ‘“ nerve herself to give what once
she gave, again.” Her belief in the joy of love
faded. Love to her was but a mirage that had
vanished as.she approached it:

! See ““ Amor Dormente ?* December 1862.
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The hope I dreamed of was a dream,
Was but a dream; and now I wake,
Exceeding comfortless, and worn, and old,

For a dream’s sake.

I hang my harp upon a tree,
A weeping willow in a lake;
I hang my silenced harp there, wrung and
snapt
For a dream’s sake.

Lie still, lie still, my breaking heart;
My silent heart, lie still and break;
Life, and the world, and mine own self, are
changed
For a dream’s sake.!

There had always been in her nature a strong
strain of idealism, which she fortified by her
reading. Like Shelley, who in a previous exist-
ence had fallen in love with an Antigone,
she could never find content in a mortal lover.
It is significant that she read again and again
with renewed enthusiasm the dialogues of Plato.
Her mind must have found satisfaction in
Socrates’ idealism in the ‘“ Phado ”:

The truth rather is that the soul which is pure at
departing and draws after her no bodily taint, having
never voluntarily during life had connection with
the body, which she is ever avoiding, herself gathered
into herself, and making such abstraction her per-
petual study-- which means that she has been a true

1 ¢ Mirage,” June 12, 1860.
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disciple of philosophy; and therefore has in fact
been always engaged in the practice of dying—for
is not philosophy the study of Death ?—that soul,
I say, herself invisible, departs to the invisible
world—to the divine and immortal and rational:
thither arriving, she is secure of bliss and is released
from the error and folly of men, their fears and
wild passions and all other human ills, and forever
dwells, as they say of the initiated, in company
with the gods.

In the figure of the winged horses and the
charioteer in the ‘“ Phaedrus’’ she must have seen
an emblem of her own nature, in which flesh and
spirit seemed at war.

That vehement poem ‘‘ The Heart Knoweth
its own Bitterness”’ (August 27, 1857) is not an
indictment of any human lover, but of all
human love. It is begotten of despair, the lust
for the unattainable:

When all the over-work of life
Is finished once, and fast asleep

We swerve no more beneath the knife
But taste that silence cool and deep;

Forgetful of the highways rough,
Forgetful of the thorny scourge,
Forgetful of the tossing surge,

Then shall we find it is enough?

How can we say ‘‘ enough ’’ on earth—
‘“ Enough '’ with such a craving heart?
I have not found it since my birth,
But still have bartered part for part.
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I have not held and hugged the whole,
But paid the old to gain the new:
Much have I paid, yet much is due,

Till I am beggared sense and soul.

I used to labour, used to strive
For pleasure with a restless will:

Now if I save my soul alive
All else what matters, good or ill?

I used to dream alone, to plan
Unspoken hopes and days to come:—
Of all my past this is the sum-—

I will not lean on child of man.

To give, to give, not to receive!
I long to pour myself, my soul,
Not to keep back or count or leave,
But king with king to give the whole.
I long for one to stir my deep—
I have had enough of help and gift—
I long for one to search and sift
Myself, to take myself and keep.

You scratch my surface with your pin,

You stroke me smooth with hushing breath: --
Nay pierce, nay probe, nay dig within,

Probe my quick core and sound my depth.
You call me with a puny call,

You talk, you smile, you nothing do:

How should I spend my heart on you,
My heart that so outweighs you all?

Your vessels are by much too strait:

Were I to pour, you could not hold.—
Bear with me: I must bear to wait,

A fountain sealed through heat and cold.
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Bear with me days or months or years:
Deep must call deep until the end
When friend shall no more envy friend

Nor vex his friend at unawares.

Not in this world of hope deferred,
This world of perishable stuff :—
Eye hath not seen nor ear hath heard
Nor heart conceived that full ‘‘ enough *’:
Here moans the separating sea,
Here harvests fail, here breaks the heart:
There God shall join and no man part,
I full of Christ and Christ of me.

Dante Gabriel Rossetti and Browning con-
ceive of love as one and indivisible,

Whose speech Truth knows not from her thought
Nor Love her body from her soul.

To Christina Rossetti, who shrank instinctively
from the surrender of flesh and spirit, the
highest form of love was an exalted spiritual
state dissociated from the body. The conception
is expressed in the poem ‘“ By Way of Remem-
brance ' :

I love you and you know it—this at least,
This comfort is mine own in all my pain:
You know it, and can never doubt again,

And love’s mere self is a continual feast:

Not oath of mine nor blessing-word of priest
Could make my love more certain or more plain.

Her inviolable loyalty to this ideal is expressed
with quiet intensity in a brief lyric:
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Shall I forget on this side of the grave?

I promise nothing: you must wait and see,
Patient and brave,

(O my soul, watch with him, and he with me.)

Shall I forget in peace of Paradise?

I promise nothing: follow, friend, and see,
Faithful and wise.

(O my soul, lead the way he walks with me.)

There is no superfluous word, no imagery, no
figure of speech in these eight lines. The con-
trast between the restraint of this lyric and her
brother’s sensuous and decorative elaboration
of a similar idea in the ‘‘ Blessed Damosel ’’
illustrates their difference in temperament.
Her poetry tended to become as austere and bare
as her life. If, as Pater affirmed, the highest art
be the removal of all surplusage, this simple
communication of a spiritual experience is
perhaps the fine flower of her lyrics.

To the casual observer the life and character
of Christina Rossetti may seem to possess unity
and poise. Having chosen deliberately her way
of life, she may appear to live in a tower of
security, unassailed by doubts and fears. But a
study of her poetry soon dispels the illusion of
composure. It reveals a temperament full of
contradictions and complexities that may well
have proved as baffling to herself as to her lovers.
She was deeply emotional, yet she was merci-
lessly critical of her own feelings. She dreaded
loneliness, whilesheseemed to courtit. Possessed
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of a strong vein of pride and independence,
she longed always for the comfort of human
companionship. Although she was capable of
passionate devotion, she refused to let it find a
natural outlet. Her soul was the battleground
for unceasing conflicts. It is possible that the
two different races represented in her ancestry
may help to explain the lack of unity in her
nature. The daughter of an exile, she was three
parts Italian, but she may have inherited from
her one English grandmother the strain of
bleak austerity she associated with the cold
North. Judging from her poetry, it seems as if
she rarely knew peace within. The frequency
with which she reiterates that she has made the
right choice suggests that she had need to reas-
sure herself. It is not those whose convictions
are unshaken who murmur so often: ¢ That
which I chose, I choose.”” She could not
escape from regret. After her renunciation it
seemed to her that the very fountain of delight
was dry. Like Coleridge in ‘¢ Dejection,’”’ she
saw but could not feel the beauty of nature:

These roses are as perfect as of old,

Those lilies wear their selfsame sunny white;
I, only I, am changed and sad and cold.

The morning star still glorifies the night,
And musical that fountain in its swell

Casts as of old its waters to the light.1

The colour tended to fade out of her poetry as

1 ““ Downcast,” December 1856.
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it had faded out of her life. Once, when the
spirit of delight visited her on a November day
in 1857, the bright hues of the Pre-Raphaelite
pictures flashed back into her joyous outburst
of song:

My heart is like a singing bird
Whose nest is in a watered shoot:
My heart is like an apple-tree
Whose boughs are bent with thickset
fruit;
My heart is like 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 fleurs-de-lys;
Because the birthday of my life
Is come, my love is come to me.

But the escape of her spirit was momentary.
Too often her ‘‘ song-bird trails a broken wing.’’
Only a few months later (April 1858) she laments,
in ““ Autumn’’:

My trees are not in flower,

I have no bower,

And gusty creaks my tower,

And lonesome, very lonesome, is my strand.
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The colour tended to fade out of her poetry as

1 ¢ Downcast,”” December 1856.
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it had faded out of her life. Once, when the
spirit of delight visited her on a November day
in 1857, the bright hues of the Pre-Raphaelite
pictures flashed back into her joyous outburst
of song:

My heart is like a singing bird
Whose nest is in a watered shoot:
My heart is like an apple-tree
Whose boughs are bent with thickset
fruit;
My heart is like 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 fleurs-de-lys;
Because the birthday of my life
Is come, my love is come to me.

But the escape of her spirit was momentary.
Too often her ‘‘ song-bird trails a broken wing.’’
Only a few months later (April 1858) she laments,
in ““ Autumn’’:

My trees are not in flower,

I have no bower,

And gusty creaks my tower,

And lonesome, very lonesome, is my strand.
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And on the day when she wrote ‘‘ At Home "’
(June 29, 1858), where she feels herself like a
ghost among the living,

I passed from the familiar room,
I who from love had passed away,
Like the remembrance of a guest
That tarrieth but a day,

she also wrote ‘‘ Uphill,”’ the lyric in whose
solemn questions and answers she seems to
accept once and for all the idea of life as a
pilgrimage to death:

Does the road wind up-hill all the way?
Yes, to the very end.

Will the day’s journey take the whole long day?
From morn to night, iy friend.

But is there for the night a resting-place?
A roof for when the slow dark hours begin.
May not the darkness hide it from my face?
You cannot miss that inn.

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?
Those who have gone before.

Then must I knock, or call when just in sight?
They will not keep you standing at that door.

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak ?
Of labour you shall find the sum.

Will there be beds for me and all who seek ?
Yea, beds for all who come.

It was only ten days later that she wrote ‘ The
Convent Threshold,” that ‘ very splendid piece
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of feminine ascetic passion ’’ praised by Dante
Gabriel Rossetti, a song of penitence for love
which, as Mrs Meynell realized, ‘‘ praised love
more fervently than would a chorus hymeneal.”
Through the lips of an imaginary nun leaving
her lover for the convent’s narrow room she
utters her own struggle between earthly love
and heavenly love, the creature and the Creator.
The passionate outburst of feeling in this poem
alone would prove the desperate truth of her
cry in ‘‘ Of Him that was Ready to Perish ’’:

O God Who before the beginning hast seen the end,
Who hast made me flesh and blood, not frost and
not fire,
Who hast filled me full of needs and love and
desire
And a heart that craves a friend.

THE CONVENT THRESHOLD

There’s blood between us, love, my love,
There’s father’s blood, there’s brother’s blood;
And blood’s a bar I cannot pass.

I choose the stairs that mount above,

Stair after golden sky-ward stair,

To city and to sea of glass.

My lily feet are soiled with mud,
With scarlet mud which tells a tale
Of hope that was, of guilt that was,
Of love that shall not yet avail;
Alas, my heart, if I could bare
My heart, this selfsame stain is there:
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I seek the sea of glass and fire

To wash the spot, to burn the snare;
Lo, stairs are meant to lift us higher:
Mount with me, mount the kindled stair.

Your eyes look earthward, mine look up.

I see the far-off city grand,

Beyond the hills a watered land,

Beyond the gulf a gleaming strand

Of mansions where the righteous sup;

Who sleep at ease among their trees,

Or wake to sing a cadenced hymn

With Cherubim and Seraphim.

They bore the Cross, they drained the cup,

Racked, roasted, crushed, wrenched limb from
limb,

They the offscouring of the world:

The heaven of starry heavens unfurled,

The sun before their face is dim.

You looking earthward, what see you?
Milk-white, wine-flushed among the vines,
Up and down leaping, to and fro,

Most glad, most full, made strong with wines,
Blooming as peaches pearled with dew,
Their golden windy hair afloat,

Love-music warbling in their throat,

Young men and women come and go.

You linger, yet the time is short:

Flee for your life, gird up your strength

To flee; the shadows stretched at length
Show that day wanes, that night draws nigh;
Flee to the mountain, tarry not.

Is this a time for smile and sigh,
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For songs among the secret trees

Where sudden blue birds nest and sport?
The time is short and yet you stay:
To-day, while it is called to-day,

Kneel, wrestle, knock, do violence, pray;
To-day is short, to-morrow nigh:

Why will you die? why will you die?

You sinned with me a pleasant sin:

Repent with me, for I repent.

Woe’s me the lore I must unlearn!

Woe’s me that easy way we went,

So rugged when I would return!

How long until my sleep begin,

How long shall stretch these nights and days?
Surely, clean Angels cry, she prays;

She laves her soul with tedious tears:

How long must stretch these years and years?

I turn from you my cheeks and eyes,
My hair which you shall see no more—
Alas for joy that went before,

For joy that dies, for love that dies!
Only my lips still turn to you,

My livid lips that cry, Repent!

O weary life, O weary Lent,

O weary time whose stars are few!

How should I rest in Paradise,

Or sit on steps of heaven alone?

If Saints and Angels spoke of love,
Should I not answer from my throne,
Have pity upon me, ye my friends,
For I have heard the sound thereof.
Should I not turn with yearning eyes,
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Turn earthwards with a pitiful pang?
Oh save me from a pang in heaven!
By all the gifts we took and gave,
Repent, repent, and be forgiven.

This life is long, but yet it ends;
Repent and purge your soul and save:
No gladder song the morning stars
Upon their birthday morning sang
Than Angels sing when one repents.

I tell you what I dreamed last night.

A spirit with transfigured face
Fire-footed clomb an infinite space.

I heard his hundred pinions clang,
Heaven-bells rejoicing rang and rang,
Heaven-air was thrilled with subtle scents,
Worlds spun upon their rushing cars:

He mounted shrieking ‘ Give me light! "
Still light was poured on him, more light;
Angels, Archangels he outstripped,
Exultant in exceeding might,

And trod the skirts of Cherubim.

Still ¢ Give me light,”’ he shrieked ; and dipped
His thirsty face, and drank a sea,

Athirst with thirst it could not slake.

I saw him, drunk with knowledge, take
From aching brows the aureole crown—
His locks writhe like a cloven snake—
He left his throne to grovel down

And lick the dust of Seraphs’ feet:

For what is knowledge duly weighed ?
Knowledge is strong, but love is sweet;
Yea all the progress he had made

Was but to learn that all is small

Save love, for love is all in all,
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I tell you what I dreamed last night.

It was not dark, it was not light,

Cold dews had drenched my plenteous hair
Through clay; you came to seek me there,
And ‘“Do you dream of me? ’’ you said.
My heart was dust that used to leap

To you; I answered half asleep:

‘“ My pillow is damp, my sheets are red,
There’s a leaden tester to my bed:

Find you a warmer playfellow,

A warmer pillow for your head,

A kinder love to love than mine.”

You wrung your hands: while I, like lead,

Crushed downwards through the sodden earth:

You smote your hands but not in mirth,
And reeled but were not drunk with wine.

For all night long I dreamed of you:

I woke and prayed against my will,
Then slept to dream of you again.

At length I rose and knelt and prayed.

I cannot write the words I said,

My words were slow, my tears were few;
But through the dark my silence spoke
Like thunder. When this morning broke,
My face was pinched, my hair was grey,
And frozen blood was on the sill

Where stifling in my struggle I lay.

If now you saw me you would say:
Where is the face I used to love?

And I would answer: Gone before;

It tarries veiled in Paradise.

When once the morning star shall rise,
When earth with shadow flees away
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And we stand safe within the door,
Then you shall lift the veil thereof.
Look up, rise up: for far above

Our palms are grown, our place is set,
There we shall meet as once we met,
And love with old familiar love.

In ““ Sleep at Sea’’ (1853) one of the most
delicately wrought and ethereal of her poems,
she seems to shadow forth in symbol her fear
lest those who dream of earthly happiness may
fail to hear the call of the spirit world :

Sound the deep waters:—
Who shall sound that deep ?—
Too short the plummet,
And the watchmen sleep.
Some dream of effort
Up a toilsome steep;
Some dream of pasture grounds
For harmless sheep.

White shapes flit to and fro
From mast to mast;

They feel the distant tempest
That nears them fast:

Great rocks are straight ahead,
Great shoals not past;

They shout to one another
Upon the blast.

Oh soft the streams drop music
Between the hills,

And musical the birds’ nests
Beside those rills :

58



AND HER POETRY

The nests are types of home
Love-hidden from ills,

The nests are types of spirits
Love-music fills.

So dream the sleepers,
Each man in his place;

The lightning shows the smile
Upon each face:

The ship is driving,—driving,—
It drives apace:

And sleepers smile, and spirits
Bewail their case.

The lightning glares and reddens
Across the skies;
It seems but sunset
To those sleeping eyes.
When did the sun go down
On such a wise?
From such a sunset
When shall day arise?

‘“ Wake,'’ call the spirits:
But to heedless ears:

They have forgotten sorrows
And hopes and fears;

They have forgotten perils
And smiles and tears;

Their dream has held them long,
Long years and years.

‘“ Wake,” call the spirits again:
But it would take

A louder summons
To bid them awake.
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Sorne dream of pleasure
For another’s sake:

Some dream, forgetful
Of a lifelong ache.

One by one slowly,

Ah how sad and slow!
Wailing and praying

The spirits rise and go:
Clear stainless spirits,

White, as white as snow;
Pale spirits, wailing

For an overthrow.

One by one flitting,
Like a mournful bird
Whose song is tired at last
For no mate heard.
The loving voice is silent,
The useless word;
One by one flitting
Sick with hope deferred.

Driving and driving,
The ship drives amain:

While swift from mast to mast
Shapes flit again,

Flit silent as the silence
Where men lie slain;

Their shadow cast upon the sails
Is like a stain.

No voice to call the sleepers,
No hand to raise:

They sleep to death in dreaming
Of length of days.
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Vanity of vanities,
The Preacher says:
Vanity is the end
Of all their ways.

In ‘“ A Ballad of Boding ’’ she elaborates a
similar idea. Instead of the hushed, dreamlike
movement of the stanzas describing ¢ Sleep at
Sea’’ she uses a highly wrought metrical
pattern not unlike that of Dryden’s ¢ Ode for
St Cecilia’s Day.” The title is significant. She
was haunted by fear and distrust of life. In-
tensely sensitive to the suffering which it can
inflict, she tended to shrink from experience.
She thought it better not to test love lest it
should fail her. She dreaded disappointment.
‘“ Bitterness that may turn to sweetness is
better than sweetness which may turn to bitter-
ness.”’ In ‘“ A Ballad of Boding’ the three
barges of manifold adorning are evidently
symbolic of three ways of life. The first, with
its sails of fire and its choir who breathe into
flutes and finger soft guitars, is the love-ship,
that ship on which Christina Rossetti herself
feared after her first experience to embark.
The second ship, whose emblem is the serpent,
is chosen by the worldly wise who seek place
and power and knowledge:

Wider-visioned, graver,
More distinct of purpose, more sustained of will.

The third ship has no allurements, no choir, no
feast, no prizes. Those who board it toil and
61



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

labour at the oar. But it alone, the ark of the
Christian faith, whose purity and love are sym-
bolized by the lily and the rose, resists the wiles
of the devil, and, rescued by the Saviour, steers
into the splendour of the sky. Hesitating in
youth between love and religion, she refused
after her first love-ship foundered to put forth
again in a bark so fragile. She chose the barge
with sackcloth for its sail.

v

EARLY all the poems that Christina
NRossetti had written up to 1858 had

been concerned with her own emotions,
and yet many of them reveal how ardently she
longed for a refuge from herself, until she
wished that she

Were nothing at all in all the world.
Not a body and not a soul:

Not so much as a grain of dust
Or drop of water from pole to pole.l

The escape of the mystic into a state of ecstasy
that implies the annihilation of self and ingres-
sion into the Divine Shadow was withheld from
her. She never knew that ‘“ Handsome Antici-
pation of Heaven » described by Sir Thomas
Browne. Another way of escape she seems to
have denied herself. She might have fled, on

! ¢ From the Antique.”
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the viewless wings of poesy, into the land of
fantasy. But only once, in ‘‘ Goblin Market ”’
(1859), does she allow herself to enter for more
than a brief moment the enchanted country of
which she was free. Here she lets her fancy
roam, untrammelled by allegory or symbolism.
‘“ Goblin Market ”’ is a revel of the senses; the
swart-headed mulberries, bright-fire-like bar-
berries, bloom-down-cheeked peaches, plump un-
pecked cherries, melons icy-cold, appeal to sight
and touch and taste. Although the story itself,
as it winds along, unfolds an ever-changing
pageantry of strangeness and beauty, she adorns
it with lovely imagery. Round the beauty of the
golden-haired children lying in bed she twines a
garland of similes:

Like two pigeons in one nest
Folded in each other’s wings,

Like two blossoms on one stem,
Like two flakes of new-fall’n snow,
Like two wands of ivory

Tipped with gold for awful kings.

The grotesque goblins, with their antics and
grimaces, are described in lines that hop and
tumble, fly and run and leap. The poem has
all the exact detail that children demand in a
story that depends on the willing suspension of
disbelief. It gives the impression that Christina
Rossetti had dwelt in the land of Goblin Market.
She knew that Dante Gabriel, who drew the
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two illustrations and designed the binding,
had not made the goblins evil and malicious
enough.

Morning and evening

Maids heard the goblins cry:
‘“ Come buy our orchard fruits,
Come buy, come buy:

Apples and quinces,

Lemons and oranges,

Plump unpecked cherries,
Melons and raspberries,
Bloom-down-cheeked peaches,
Swart-headed mulberries,
Wild free-born cranberries,
Crab-apples, dewberries,
Pine-apples, blackberries,
Apricots, strawberries ;—

All ripe together

In summer weather,—

Morns that pass by,

Fair eves that fly;

Come buy, come buy:

Our grapes fresh from the vine,
Pomegranates full and fine,
Dates and sharp bullaces,
Rare pears and greengages,
Damsons and bilberries,

Taste them and try:

Currants and gooseberries,
Bright-fire-like barberries,
Figs to fill your mouth,
Citrons from the South,
Sweet to tongue and sound to eye;
Come buy, come buy.”
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Evening by evening

Among the brookside rushes,

Laura bowed her head to hear,
Lizzie veiled her blushes:
Crouching close together

In the cooling weather,

With clasping arms and cautioning lips,
With tingling cheeks and finger tips.
‘“ Lie close,” Laura said,

Pricking up her golden head:

‘““ We must not look at goblin men,
We must not buy their fruits:

Who knows upon what soil they fed
Their hungry thirsty roots? ”’

‘“ Come buy,” call the goblins
Hobbling down the glen.

‘““ Oh,” cried Lizzie, ‘“ Laura, Laura,
You should not peep at goblin men.”
Lizzie covered up her eyes,

Covered close lest they should look;
Laura reared her glossy head,

And whispered like the restless brook:
‘“ Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie,

Down the glen tramp little men.
One hauls a basket,

One bears a plate,

One lugs a golden dish

Of many pounds’ weight.

How fair the vine must grow
Whose grapes are so luscious ;

How warm the wind must blow
Through those fruit bushes.”

““ No,” said Lizzie: ‘‘ No, no, no;
Their offers should not charm us,
Their evil gifts would harm us.”
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She thrust a dimpled finger

In each ear, shut eyes and ran:

Curious Laura chose to linger

Wondering at each merchant man.

One had a cat’s face,

One whisked a tail,

One tramped at a rat’s pace,

One crawled like a snail,

One like a wombat prowled obtuse and
furry,

One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry.

She heard a voice like voice of doves

Cooing all together:

They sounded kind and full of loves

In the pleasant weather.

Laura stretched her gleaming neck
Like a rush-imbedded swan,

Like a lily from the beck,

Like a moonlit poplar branch,
Like a vessel at the launch

When its last restraint is gone.

Backwards up the mossy glen
Turned and trooped the goblin men,
With their shrill repeated cry,

‘“ Come buy, come buy.”

When they reached where Laura was
They stood stock still upon the moss,
Leering at each other,

Brother with queer brother;
Signalling each other,

Brother with sly brother.

One set his basket down,

One reared his plate;
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One began to weave a crown

Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown
(Men sell not such in any town);

One heaved the golden weight

Of dish and fruit to offer her:

‘“ Come buy, come buy,’”’ was still their cry.

Laura stared but did not stir,

Longed but had no money.

The whisk-tailed merchant bade her taste

In tones as smooth as honey,

The cat-faced purr’d,

The rat-paced spoke a word

Of welcome, and the snail-paced even was
heard;

One parrot-voiced and jolly

Cried ¢ Pretty Goblin "’ still for ‘‘ Pretty
Polly 7’

One whistled like a bird.

But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste:

‘“ Good folk, I have no coin;

To take were to purloin:

I have no copper in my purse,

I have no silver either,

And all my gold is on the furze

That shakes in windy weather

Above the rusty heather.”

‘“ You have much gold upon your head,”
They answered all together:

‘“ Buy from us with a golden curl.”

She clipped a precious golden lock,

She dropped a tear more rare than pearl,
Then sucked their fruit globes fair or red.
Sweeter than honey from the rock,
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine,
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Clearer than water flowed that juice;

She never tasted such before,

How should it cloy with length of use?

She sucked and sucked and sucked the more
Fruits which that unknown orchard bore;
She sucked until her lips were sore;

Then flung the emptied rinds away

But gathered up one kernel stone,

And knew not was it night or day

As she turned home alone.

Lizzie met her at the gate

Full of wise upbraidings:

‘‘ Dear, you should not stay so late,

Twilight is not good for maidens;

Should not loiter in the glen

In the haunts of goblin men.

Do you not remember Jeanie,

How she met them in the moonlight,

Took their gifts both choice and many,

Ate their fruits and wore their flowers

Plucked from bowers

Where summer ripens at all hours?

But ever in the noonlight

She pined and pined away;

Sought them by night and day,

Found them no more, but dwindled and grew
grey;

Then fell with the first snow,

While to this day no grass will grow

Where she lies low:

I planted daisies there a year ago

That never blow.

You should not loiter so.”

‘“ Nay, hush,” said Laura:
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‘“ Nay, hush, my sister:

I ate and ate my fill,

Yet my mouth waters still :

To-morrow night I will

Buy more ’’; and kissed her.

‘“ Have done with sorrow;

I'll bring you plums to-morrow

Fresh on their mother twigs,

Cherries worth getting;

You cannot think what figs

My teeth have met in,

What melons icy-cold

Piled on a dish of gold

Too huge for me to hold,

What peaches with a velvet nap,

Pellucid grapes without one seed:

Odorous indeed must be the mead

Whereon they grow, and pure the wave they
drink

With lilies at the brink,

And sugar-sweet their sap.”

Golden head by golden head,

Like two pigeons in one nest,
Folded in each other’s wings,
They lay down in their curtained bed:
Like two blossoms on one stem,
Like two flakes of new-fall’n snow,
Like two wands of ivory

Tipped with gold for awful kings.
Moon and stars gazed in at them,
Wind sang to them lullaby,
Lumbering owls forebore to fly,
Not a bat flapped to and fro
Round their nest:
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Cheek to cheek and breast to breast
Locked together in one nest.

Early in the morning

When the first cock crowed his warning,

Neat like bees, as sweet and busy,

Laura rose with Lizzie:

Fetched in honey, milked the cows,

Aired and set to rights the house,

Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat,

Cakes for dainty mouths to eat,

Next churned butter, whipped up cream,

Fed their poultry, sat and sewed;

Talked as modest maidens should:

Lizzie with an open heart,

Laura in an absent dream,

One content, one sick in part;

One warbling for the mere bright day’s
delight,

One longing for the night.

At length slow evening came:

They went with pitchers to the reedy brook ;

Lizzie most placid in her look,

Laura most like a leaping flame.

They drew the gurgling water from its deep.

Lizzie plucked purple and rich golden flags,

Then turning homeward said: ‘ The sunset
flushes

Those furthest loftiest crags;

Come, Laura, not another maiden lags.

No wilful squirrel wags,

The beasts and birds are fast asleep.”

But Laura loitered still among the rushes,

And said the bank was steep.



AND HER POETRY

And said the hour was early still,
The dew not fall’n, the wind not chill;
Listening ever, but not catching

The customary cry,

‘“ Come buy, come buy,”

With its iterated jingle

Of sugar-baited words:

Not for all her watching

Once discerning even one goblin
Racing, whisking, tumbling, hobbling—
Let alone the herds

That used to tramp along the glen,
In groups or single,

Of brisk fruit-merchant men.

Till Lizzie urged, ¢ O Laura, come;

I hear the fruit-call, but I dare not look:
You should not loiter longer at this brook:
Come with me home.

The stars rise, the moon bends her arc,
Each glow-worm winks her spark,

Let us get home before the night grows dark:
For clouds may gather

Though this is summer weather,

Put out the lights and drench us through;
Then if we lost our way what should we do? »’

Laura turned cold as stone

To find her sister heard that cry alone,

That goblin cry,

‘ Come buy our fruits, come buy.”

Must she then buy no more such dainty fruit ?
Must she no more such succous pasture find,
Gone deaf and blind ?

Her tree of life drooped from the root:
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She said not one word in her heart’s sore
ache:

But peering thro’ the dimness, nought dis-
cerning,

Trudged home, her pitcher dripping all the
way ;

So crept to bed, and lay

Silent till Lizzie slept;

Then sat up in a passionate yearning,

And gnashed her teeth for baulked desire, and
wept

As if her heart would break.

Day after day, night after night,
Laura kept watch in vain

In sullen silence of exceeding pain.
She never caught again the goblin cry,
‘“ Come buy, come buy ”’ ;——

She never spied the goblin men
Hawking their fruits along the glen:
But when the noon waxed bright

Her hair grew thin and grey;

She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth turn
To swift decay and burn

Her fire away.

One day remembering her kernel-stone
She set it by a wall that faced the south;
Dewed it with tears, hoped for a root,
Watched for a waxing shoot,

But there came none.

It never saw the sun,

It never felt the trickling moisture run:
While with sunk eyes and faded mouth
She dreamed of melons, as a traveller sees
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False waves in desert drouth
With shade of leaf-crowned trees,

And burns the thirstier in the sandful breeze.

She no more swept the house,

Tended the fowls or cows,

Fetched honey, kneaded cakes of wheat,
Brought water from the brook:

But sat listless in the chimney-nook
And would not eat.

Tender Lizzie could not bear

To watch her sister’s cankerous care,
Yet not to share.

She night and morning

Caught the goblins’ cry:

‘“ Come buy our orchard fruits,
Come buy, come buy ’’ :—

Beside the brook, along the glen,
She heard the tramp of goblin men,
The voice and stir

Poor Laura could not hear;

Longed to buy fruit to comfort her,
But feared to pay too dear.

She thought of Jeanie in her grave,
Who should have been a bride;

But who for joys brides hope to have
Fell sick and died

In her gay prime,

In earliest winter time,

With the first glazing rime,

With the first snow-fall of crisp winter time.

Till Laura dwindling
Seemed knocking at Death’s door.
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Then Lizzie weighed no more

Better and worse;

But put a silver penny in her purse,

Kissed Laura, crossed the heath with clumps
of furze

At twilight, halted by the brook:

And for the first time in her life

Began to listen and look.

Laughed every goblin

When they spied her peeping:
Came towards her hobbling,
Flying, running, leaping,
Puffing and blowing,
Chuckling, clapping, crowing,
Clucking and gobbling,
Mopping and mowing,

Full of airs and graces,
Pulling wry faces,

Demure grimaces,

Cat-like and rat-like,

Ratel- and wombat-like,
Snail-paced in a hurry,
Parrot-voiced and whistler,
Helter skelter, hurry skurry,
Chattering like magpies,
Fluttering like pigeons,
Gliding like fishes,—
Hugged her and kissed her:
Squeezed and caressed her:
Stretched up their dishes,
Panniers, and plates:

‘““ Look at our apples

Russet and dun,

Bob at our cherries,
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Bite at our peaches,

Citrons and dates,

Grapes for the asking,

Pears red with basking

Out in the sun,

Plums on their twigs;

Pluck them and suck them,—
Pomegranates, figs.”

‘“ Good folk,” said Lizzie,

Mindful of Jeanie:

‘“ Give me much and many " :

Held out her apron,

Tossed them her penny.

‘“ Nay, take a seat with us,

Honour and eat with us,”

They answered grinning:

‘“ Our feast is but beginning.

Night is yet early,

Warm and dew-pearly,

Wakeful and starry:

Such fruits as these

No man can carry;

Half their bloom would fly,

Half their dew would dry,

Half their flavour would pass by.

Sit down and feast with us,

Be welcome guest with us,

Cheer you and rest with us,”—

‘ Thank you,” said Lizzie: ‘‘ But one
waits

At home alone for me:

So without further parleying,

If you will not sell me any

Of your fruits though much and many,
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Give me back my silver penny

I tossed you for a fee.”’—

They began to scratch their pates,

No longer wagging, purring,

But visibly demurring,

Grunting and snarling.

One called her proud,

Cross-grained, uncivil ;

Their tones waxed loud,

Their looks were evil.

Lashing their tails

They trod and hustled her,

Elbowed and jostled her,

Clawed with their nails,

Barking, mewing, hissing, mocking,
Tore her gown and soiled her stocking,
Twitched her hair out by the roots,
Stamped upon her tender feet,

Held her hands and squeezed their fruits
Against her mouth to make her eat.

White and golden Lizzie stood,
Like a lily in a flood,—

Like a rock of blue-veined stone
Lashed by tides obstreperously,—
Like a beacon left alone

In a hoary roaring sea,

Sending up a golden fire,—

Like a fruit-crowned orange-tree,
White with blossoms honey-sweet,
Sore beset by wasp and bee,—
Like a royal virgin town

Topped with gilded dome and spire
Close beleaguered by a fleet

Mad to tug her standard down.
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One may lead a horse to water,

Twenty cannot make him drink.

Though the goblins cuffed and caught her,

Coaxed and fought her,

Bullied and besought her,

Scratched her, pinched her black as ink,

Kicked and knocked her,

Mauled and mocked her,

Lizzie uttered not a word;

Would not open lip from lip

Lest they should cram a mouthful in:

But laughed in heart to feel the drip

Of juice that syruped all her face,

And lodged in dimples of her chin,

And streaked her neck which quaked like
curd.

At last the evil people,

Worn out by her resistance,

Flung back her penny, kicked their fruit

Along whichever road they took,

Not leaving root or stone or shoot;

Some writhed into the ground,

Some dived into the brook

With ring and ripple,

Some scudded on the gale without a sound,

Some vanished in the distance.

In a smart, ache, tingle,

Lizzie went her way;

Knew not was it night or day;

Sprang up the bank, tore thro’ the furze,
Threaded copse and dingle,

And heard her penny jingle

Bouncing in her purse,—

Its bounce was music to her ear.
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She ran and ran

As if she feared some goblin man

Dogged her with gibe or curse

Or something worse:

But not one goblin skurried after,

Nor was she pricked by fear;

The kind heart made her windy-paced

That urged her home quite out of breath with
haste

And inward laughter.

She cried, “ Laura,” up the garden,
‘“ Did you miss me?

Come and kiss me.

Never mind my bruises,

Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices
Squeezed from goblin fruits for you,
Goblin pulp and goblin dew.

Eat me, drink me, love me;

Laura, make much of me;

For your sake I have braved the glen
And had to do with goblin merchant men.”

Laura started from her chair,

Flung her arms up in the air,
Clutched her hair:

‘‘ Lizzie, Lizzie, have you tasted
For my sake the fruit forbidden?
Must your light like mine be hidden,
Your young life like mine be wasted,
Undone in mine undoing,

And ruined in my ruin,

Thirsty, cankered, goblin-ridden? ”’—
She clung about her sister,

Kissed and kissed and kissed her:
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Tears once again

Refreshed her shrunken eyes,

Dropping like rain

After long sultry drouth;

Shaking with aguish fear, and pain,

She kissed and kissed her with a hungry
mouth.

Her lips began to scorch,

That juice was wormwood to her tongue,

She loathed the feast:

Writhing as one possessed she leaped and
sung,

Rent all her robe, and wrung

Her hands in lamentable haste,

And beat her breast.

Her locks streamed like the torch

Borne by a racer at full speed,

Or like the mane of horses in their flight,

Or like an eagle when she stems the light

Straight toward the sun,

Or like a caged thing freed,

Or like a flying flag when armies run.

Swift fire spread through her veins, knocked
at her heart,

Met the fire smouldering there

And overbore its lesser flame;

She gorged on bitterness without a name:

Ah fool, to choose such part

Of soul-consuming care!

Sense failed in the mortal strife:

Like the watch-tower of a town

Which an earthquake shatters down,

Like a lightning-stricken mast,
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Like a wind-uprooted tree
Spun about,

Like a foam-topped waterspout
Cast down headlong in the sea,
She fell at last;

Pleasure past and anguish past,
Is it death or is it life ?

Life out of death.

That night long Lizzie watched by her,

Counted her pulse’s flagging stir,

Felt for her breath,

Held water to her lips, and cooled her face

With tears and fanning leaves.

But when the first birds chirped about their
eaves,

And early reapers plodded to the place

Of golden sheaves,

And dew-wet grass

Bowed in the morning winds so brisk to pass,

And new buds with new day

Opened of cup-like lilies on the stream,

Laura awoke as from a dream,

Laughed in the innocent old way,

Hugged Lizzie but not twice or thrice;

Her gleaming locks showed not one thread of
grey,

Her breath was sweet as May,

And light danced in her eyes.

Days, weeks, months, years
Afterwards, when both were wives
With children of their own;

Their mother-hearts beset with fears,
Their lives bound up in tender lives;
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Laura would call the little ones

And tell them of her early prime,
Those pleasant days long gone

Of not-returning time:

Would talk about the haunted glen,
The wicked quaint fruit-merchant men,
Their fruits like honey to the throat
But poison in the blood

(Men sell not such in any town):
Would tell them how her sister stood
In deadly peril to do her good,

And win the fiery antidote:

Then joining hands to little hands
Would bid them cling together,—

‘‘ For there is no friend like a sister
In calm or stormy weather;

To cheer one on the tedious way,
To fetch one if one goes astray,

To lift one if one totters down,

To strengthen whilst one stands.”

As she grew older Christina Rossetti began to
distrust the senses. Musing in her prose work
““The Face of the Deep ’’ (1892), she decided that
hearing was the least sensual of the five senses.

Touch, taste, even smell, demand contact grosser
or more subtle, as the case may be; sight, though
eschewing contact, yet takes cognizance of what
might be touched. Hearing is addressed by the
intangible and the invisible.

That Christina Rossetti appreciated the external
beauty of the senses ‘‘ Goblin Market” alone
would serve to show, but her later poetry seems
to appeal chiefly to the ear. Even her visual
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imagery becomes vague and indefinite com-
pared with the heightened sense-perceptions of
this early fantasy.

In “ The Prince’s Progress ”’ (1861 to 1865)
Christina Rossetti had another opportunity of
revisiting the land of romance. The poem
hovers on the fringe of that country, without
ever stepping over the border. It is marred by
the light touch of sentimentality derived from
Tennyson and ill-suited to Christina Rossetti’s
entirely serious temperament. The narrative is
a mere tour de force, attempted at the sugges-
tion of her brother. The song of the bride, to
be seen no more save of Bridegroom Death,
reveals the melancholy mood and cadence
characteristic of her verse:

‘“ Too late for love, too late for joy,
Too late, too late!

You loitered on the road too long,
You trifled at the gate:

The enchanted dove upon her branch
Died without a mate;

The enchanted princess in her tower
Slept, died, behind the grate;

Her heart was starving all this while
You made it wait.

‘““ Ten years ago, five years ago,
One year ago,
Even then you had arrived in time,
Though somewhat slow;
Then you had known her living face
Which now you cannot know:
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The frozen fountain would have leaped,
The buds gone on to hlow,

The warm south wind would have awaked
To melt the snow.

‘“Is she fair now as she lies?
Once she was fair;

Meet queen for any kingly king,
With gold-dust on her hair.

Now these are poppies in her locks,
White poppies she must wear;
Must wear a veil to shroud her face

And the want graven there:
Or is the hunger fed at length,
Cast off the care?

‘“ We never saw her with a smile
Or with a frown;

Her bed seemed never soft to her,
Though tossed of down;

She little heeded what she wore,
Kirtle, or wreath, or gown;

We think her white brows often ached
Beneath her crown,

Till silvery hairs showed in her locks
That used to be so brown.

‘“ We never heard her speak in haste;
Her tones were sweet,

And modulated just so much
As it was meet:

Her heart sat silent through the noise
And concourse of the street.

There was no hurry in her hands,
No hurry in her feet;
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There was no bliss drew nigh to her,
That she might run to greet.

‘“ You should have wept her yesterday,
Wasting upon her bed:

But wherefore should you weep to-day
That she is dead ?

Lo we who love weep not to-day,
But crown her royal head.

Let be these poppies that we strew,
Your roses are too red:

Let be these poppies, not for you
Cut down and spread.”

The lines drift us back inevitably to Christina
Rossetti herself. She seems to have lost the
impulse to write objectively. She turns within
into the world of her own feelings.

VI

ER view of life remained to the end
Hprofoundly melancholy. In spite of the

consolation of her faith, she realized as
bitterly as Hardy the pain of human existence.
¢ Yellham ’ would have told the same story to her
as to him: ‘‘ Life offers—to deny.” That is the
sting of many of Christina Rossetti’s poems. It
is the secret behind the want graven on the
face of the bride in ‘“ The Prince’s Progress.”
The gloom cast by her sense of life’s ‘‘ thwarted
purposings”’ is seen at its darkest in one of
the sonnets in ‘‘ Later Life ’’ :
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Its very bud hangs cankered on the stalk,

Its very song-bird trails a broken wing,

Its very Spring is not indeed like Spring,
But sighs like Autumn round an aimless walk.
This Life we live is dead for all its breath;

Death’s self it is, set off on pilgrimage,

Travelling with tottering steps the first short

stage:
The second stage is one mere desert dust
Where Death 