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PREFACE

WHEN Dr. Johnson said that notes were a necessary
evil he meant those explanations of the meaning
of obscure or archaic words, of allusive passages,
and biographical or historical details which until
yesterday were the staple of the annotated edition.

Such notes are still an evil, but they are no longer
a necessary one: there are dictionaries, Englsh,
classical, and biographical, to which the reader of
poetry can refer as he personally feels the need;
for

’ No profit grows where 18 no pleasure ta’en—

In brief, sir, study what you most affect

To know the exact geographical position of Innis-
free and the precise distinction of salley gardens 1s
not nccessary to the full enjoyment of Mr. Yeats’s
most lovely poems. These facts, indecd, might
even lessen our pleasure. I remember my own
dismay and regret when I learned, late 1n hfe, the
truth about Leah’s ‘tender eyes’. I had thought of
her as an Agnes neglected for a Dora, and had
associated her with the description in the Song of
Solomon, ‘Behold, thou art fair, my Love, thou
hast dove’s eyes’. The pathos of her situation was
a very moving and precious thing to me. And then,
m a margmal note, I found that ‘tender’ meant
‘sore’.

But here the truth, if 1t shattered one wvision,
supplied another no less tragic. Too often the
effect of a note 1s to check our emotional reaction
to a poem by presenting it in a matter-of-fact,
everyday aspect. For commonly the annotator’s
pomnt of view 1s that of the late Mr. Gradgrind:
‘facts alone are wanted’. But what the reader of
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poetry really wants 1s not the fact alone, but the
poet’s impression of 1t, he nceds to feel about 1t as
the poet felt and to share his vision of 1t. He can
do that only through the poet’s expression any
other form of words will communicate merely the
annotator’s scnse of the fact. And the poet’s ex-
pression 1s not merely the words as symbols but
as sounds. ‘Do you call that poetry?’ asked Sir
Edward Clarke in cross-examming Wilde. ‘Not as
you read 1it,” was the quiet 1eply. Poctry is only
poetry when 1ts musie ‘compels us to feel what we
percerve’. Unless we hear aright we shall neither
see nor feel aright, we shall share neither the poet’s
vision nor his emotion ; we shall indeed come nearer
to sharmg both through the music alone than
through the symbols alone. It 1s vamn therefore
to ask of a poetical expression, What does 1t mean *
for no other form of words means the same. ‘How
do you do” may be practically equivalent to
‘How are you?’, though even there most of us
would select one or the other according to our
company, but the effect of
How can 1t, oh, how can Love’s eye be true?
or
How like a winter hath my absence been!

can be produced by no paraphrase of the mere
words. To change the form 1s to lose the meaning;
1t 1s like reducing the diamond to 1ts original carbon :
the chemical substance 1s the same, but the beauty
that gave 1t power over men has ceased to exist.

Poetry 1s the world made by the singer for the
dreamer, conjurcd up by the word of enchantment,
by ‘mouthings of magic for charm’, visible only to
those on whom has fallen the spell of ‘the mcan-
tation of this verse’.

The first service of the commentator, therefore, 1s
to help the reader to see through the ear by repro-
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ducing the sound-effects intended by the poet.
Here he 1s faced by a fundamental difficulty: that
of communicating mmpressions of sound by means
of print. In the far-oif days when poetry was a
popular enjoyment, before the schools and broad-
casting had destroyed our natural dehght 1n 1t, all
written symbols were translated into sound, all
reading was oral, and most verse was communi-
cated by means of speech, as nursery rhymes are
still. Then a poet, and those who quoted him,
could be reasonably sure that those who read his
verse would hear his music; actors and public
reciters alone seem to have been exceptions then
as now, since both Chaucer and Shakespeare found
it necessary to appeal to them to ‘speak the speech,
I pray you, as I pronounced 1t to you, trippingly on
the tongue’. They have never done so: Miss Thorn-
dike wins applause by rendering the dying speech
of Katharine in the quavering accents of a real old
woman, and Miss Fay Compton by making Juliet
talk like a modern flapper. But if Shakespeare had
meant to give us ‘real’ persons he would not have
made them speak in verse at all. What he and
every artist seeks to give us 1s not a piece of the
real world, but a vision of an 1deal one in which
even dying women like Katharine, and even mad
old men like Lear, speak not merely noble things
but noble music, far beyond the common utterance
of men. Just as no verse can bear translation
without losing 1ts sweetness and harmony, so no
verse can bear to be spoken as ‘real’ speech without
losing 1ts beauty and 1ts tiuc emotional power, for,
as Stevenson said, ‘no verse can ever sound other-
wise than trivial when uttered with the delivery
of prose’.

Yet this substitution for Shakespeare’s music 1s
broadcast to millions, and imitated 1n the schools.
The result 1s that no writer quoting an exquisite
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line can be sure that those who read it will recognize
its musical beauty. And a man who cannot hear
for himself that

Poppy nor mandragora,

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world,
or

The brown, bright mghtingale, amorous,
or

Mithras, God of the Mornming, our trumpets waken

the wall,
are exquisite 1n their verbal melody, can be helped,
if at all, only by hearing them from the living vouce.
Until then 1t 1s useless to talk to him of the effects
of alliteration, echoes, and open vowels; still more
useless to thrust upon him a matter-of-fact ex-
planation of ‘mandragora’ and ¢ Mithras’.

But uninstructed readers may find a measure of
delight 1n verbal music without appreciating its
full beauty; that can only be done by those who
have learned to listen not merely for the music but
for 1ts significance. Ifor every beautiful Iine 1s both
beautiful 1n 1ts sound and beautiful also in the
fitness of 1ts music to 1ts theme It 1s here that one
lover of poctry can help another.

The tiro may discover for himself such directly
mtative effects as

Strong gongs groaming as the guns boom far,
or

I bubble on the pebbles;
but without help he may never go on to appreciate
the far more subtle artistry of musical contrast,
mood-melody and, above all, suggestive rhythm.
He will miss alike the correspondence and the
contrast of music and 1mages in

the Severn strong
A-rolling on rough water brown
Light aspen leaves along—
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unless 1t is pointed out that the alliteration of 7 in
the first lines suggests the force of the current, while
the weak I's and s’s of the last Iine correspond with
the lightness of the leaves. So he will lose the full
impressiveness of Milton’s heaven and hell if he
is not led to notice the significance of the musical
contrast 1n the passages in which the opening of
their gatces 1s described :
On a sudden open fly,

With impetuous recoil and jarring sound,

The 1nfernal doors, and on their hinges grate

Harsh thunder.

But
Heav’n open’d wide
Her ever-during gates, harmomious sound
Of golden hinges moving.
Even when he has learned to listen for suggestive-
ness of melody, the still more subtle suggestion of
rhythm may often elude him, so that without a
guide he may fail to appreciate the exquisite
rhythmical rightness of
The current, that with gentle murmur ghdes,
Thou know’st, being stopt, impatiently doth rage,

in which, if we read 1t rightly, we feel the smooth-
flowing current of the first line suddenly checked
and violently agitated mn the second.

It 1s, morcover, the business of the commentator
not merely to call attention to these eftects but,
so far as they are explicable, to explain the
technique which produces them. IFor a large part
of poetry, as of all the arts, 1s technical skill which
not only can but must be understood by those who
wish for more than an elementary enjoyment.
Thus 1n my last quotation the suggestive check in
the rhythm 1s effeccted by means ot the doubled
consonants 1n know’st and stopt, while thc sense
of hurry and agitation 1n the concluding phrase is
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due to the free-running vowels of impatiently doth
rage.

Since, as Paracelsus wrote, 1t 1s necessary to
know evil as well as good—for how shall a man
know what 1s good but by comparison with evil?—
the critic of poetry can help the student by calling
his attention to that discrepancy between the sound
and the sense which 1s the first and most fatal
characteristic of bad verse. For examples the
hymn-books arc the readiest source:

My Jesus to know, and to feel His Blood flow,
’Tis hife everlasting, *tis heaven below;
the rhythm 1s i1dentical with that of
Come, Jenny and Joe, to the fair let us go,
To hvely jazz music we’ll turn on the toe.
The reader may think himself shocked by my
levity, really his shock 1s due to the sudden realiza-
tion, brought home to him by the rhythm, of the
worthlessness of the thought, his subconscious
revolt 1s against the use of a jigging rhythm mn
association with a sacred theme, 1t 1s as 1if a man
should go to Mass 1n motley. To understand how
bad these lines are we need only compare them
with the music of
My blood so red
For thee was shed;
Come home again, come home agamn,
My own Sweet heart come home again;
You’ve gone astray
Out of your way—
Come home again, come home again

Palgrave was capable of strange lapses of judge-
ment, and, paradoxically, one of the merits of lus
collection 1s the meclusion of various specimens of
inferior verse which afford similarly illummative
contrasts.

If music 1s the first essential of poetry, vision 1s
the second (though these two are really one and
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indivisible). The umverse exists for all to see;
yet as

Two men looked out through prison bars,
One saw the mud, the other the stars,

so the artist sees an aspect of things which the
common man would never unaided percerve for
himself; and so, too, the long-devoted lover of
poetry will see things 1n the poet’s expression which
the mexperienced would overlook The supreme
Hlustration of this service of the critical student
is Ruskin’s commentary on some lines of Lycidas
in Sesame and Lalies; the revelation of the wealth
of meaning concentrated m ‘blind mouths’, for
example, 1s 1n 1ts way as marvellous as the phrase
1tself, for 1t 1lluminates at once the service of poetry
and of criticism to the human spirit—which 1s ‘to
rouse, to startle 1t, into a hife of constant and eager
observation’ so that we may see alike 1n life and 1n
poetry ‘all that 1s to be scen 1n it by the finest
senses’.

Thus to reveal the full imphications of figurative
language 1s a service only sccond 1n 1mportance to
helping the reader to appreciate the beauty and the
significance of verbal music. Beside these two all
other functions of poctical criticism are but minor
matters; the most useful, perhaps, 1s to ensure that
the appropriateness and pictorial torce of the poet’s
epithets shall be properly rcalized, to call attention,
for example, to Shakespeare’s mspired choice of
the words used to describe Sylvia;

Holy, fair, and wise 1s she:

three words of four letters, and we know her body,
mind, and spirit, Shakespeare has thought of all
three, and has remembered the gift most excellent
for each—beauty of outward form, wisdom for the
mind, purity of soul. There 1s significance even 1n
the order of those epithets: holiness comes first;
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but Shakespeare knew that beauty ranks before
intellectual gifts in the feminine scale of values.

I had known and loved Sylvia and her creator for
long years before the full beauty of this description
dawned upon me; and as Stevenson said that he
wished there had been some one i his youth to
‘put him 1n good heart about hfe’, so I wish there
had been some one to reveal to me that such
felicities awairted discovery and were the reward
of the tramned seeker. For though it 1s true, in
poetry as 1n life, that ‘no man may deliver his
brother’, that each must work out his own salva-
tion, yet Nietzsche’s challenge, ‘Ilere, now, 1s my
way: where 1s thine?” may be a stimulus and an
mspiration.

These notes represent my way of looking at the
poems 1n the Golden T'reasury 1 neither expect nor
wish that my readers’ sense of values should every-
where agree with my own; but I do hope and
beheve that every one may be led to see and hear
some things that he had failed to notice, and, since
onc discovery of this kind leads to another, that he
will thus be helped to the keener pleasure of finding
for himself beauties that I have missed For ‘all
high poetry 1s infinite. Vel after veil may be un-
drawn, and the inmost naked beauty of the mean-
1ng never exposed. A great pocm 1s a fountain for
cver overflowing with the waters of wisdom and
dehght; and after one person and one age has
exhausted all 1ts divine effluence which their
peculiar relations enable them to share, another
and yet another succeeds, and new rclations are
ever developed, the source of an unforescen and
an unconceived delight’.

Nevertheless 1t 1s too much to say with Mr. G. M.
Trevelyan that ‘one’s own judgement of poetry
1s the only one worth having, not because 1t 1s
necessarily right but because 1t alone 1s strongly
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felt’. That is true only when our judgement
1s based upon and fortified by a knowledge of
technique; 1t 1s not enough to like a thing: we
ought to know why 1t 1s worth hking. ‘In France
(as 1ts greatest critic said), the first consideration
for us 1s not whether we are amused and pleased
by a work of art, nor 1s 1t whether we are touched
by 1it. What we scck above all to learn 1s whether
we were right mn being amused with 1t, and
applauding 1t, and 1n being moved by 1t.” Criticism,
like history, 1s personal, but personal pleading, not
personal prejudice.

As I have usually been careful to support my
judgement by reasons, 1t 1s for those who disagree
with the first to refute the last, and sumilarly to
find reasons to justify their own opmion, thus,
whether right or wrong 1n my own views, I shall
equally be fulfiling my purpose m this book by
causing my rcaders to define and clarify theirs.
I would point out, however, that as the book 1s
mtended as a guwde to the Golden Treasury, much
of the one 1s meaningless apart from the other; 1t
can be used to good purpose only when the two
books are open side by side, and, even then, only
by a reader who has first taken the trouble to study
for himself the poem under consideration, before
referring to my remarks upon 1t. Then, having
tormed some critical opinions of his own, he can
turn to my book and say, as 1t says to hiumn, ‘Here,
now, 1s my way : where 1s thine ?’

E.A.G. L.

LiTTLEMORE,

May Day 1928.



Note.—The numbers refer to the World’s Classics
Edition of the * Golden Treasury .



THE GOLDEN TREASURY

1 Spring, the sweet Spring, 1s the year’s pleasant king ;

SusJsEcT and spirit are both representative of our
early poetry. Inthe Middle Ages comfort depended
very much upon the weather, winter was a cheerless
scason of monotony 1n food, toil 1n cold and damp,
darkness and overcrowding indoors. Even to-day
we rejoice at the return of spring, but then 1t was
hailed with rapture as 1n this poecm. There 1s here
no trace of reflection, only a succession of plcasant
mmages; the poet hunts rhyme after rhyme with the
dehight of a child.

Then as now the notes of the cuckoo, mghtingale,
and thrush most naturally suggest themsclves for
mutation.

Jug rhymes not with ‘mug’ but, throatily, with
the first syllable of sugar.

2 Phocbus, arise!

S ows more love of poetry than power to produce
it Most of the personification 1s sccondhand from
Greck mythology, though ‘Night like a drunkard
reels’ can only be Shakespeare’s (Romeo and Juliet,
11. m 3). The alternating long and short lines are
intended to give variety to the musie, which 1s
nevertheless somewhat monotonous. The note of
rapture scems throughout forced.

3 When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced

4 Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sca,

To whom and 1n what circumstances Shakespeare

wrote his sonnets 1s a problan upon which, 1 the

present state of our knowledge, no wise man will

pronounce an opinion. It may, however, be safcly
3372 1 B



affirmed that, like the relationship revealed in them,
they are characteristic products of the Renaissance.
Their form 1s a corruption of an Italian model, and
therr spirit 1s essentially pagan. The key-note, here
struck, 1s that of Ovid’s ‘mors ctiam saxis nomini-
bus vemt’, and his ‘tempus edax rerum’, almost
certainly a part of that ‘small Latin’ which Shake-
speare learnt at school, and which his experience of
Iife was now making significant for him. Line 10
of No. 3 15 probably a recollection of an mmage
m Owvid, ‘the very ruins are gone to ruin’. The
thought throughout 1s commonplace enough, but
the language goes far to justify Pope’s admiration
for ‘what oft was thought but nc¢’er so well ex-
pressed’.

5 Come lLive with me and be my Love,

PoxrTrY ‘spreads its own figured curtain, or with-
draws Iife’s dark veill from before the scenc of
things’. Marlowe here, as almost always, creates
for us an 1magmary world ; Shakespeare reveals the
mystery of the real one.

The marked alliteration of 7, the most hiquid of
the consonants, and of m, also a musical sound,
helps to explain the lovely melody of the lines.

7 Under the gieenwood tree
8 It was a lover and Ius lass

IN these perfect songs, as Scott said of his song
County Guy, ‘The words have not so much scnse,
wit, or fancy as to withdraw the attention from the
music . . . for the Iines are intended not 1o be said
or read but only to be sung > The decper note n
No. 81s only lightly touched. In No. 319 1t becomes
the key-note, and then we have not a song but the
most melancholy poetry in English literature.
9
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10 Bewng your slave, what should I do but tend

T & mood of utter despondency 1s suggested 1n the
slow dragging movement due to the placing of the
long vowels. All church-going England knew the
prayer-book phrase ‘world without end’, but only
a Shakespeare could so consummately apply 1t.

11 How like a wnter hath my absence becn

InnusTrATES the profound truth, which he has
clsewhere expressed, that ‘there 1s neither good nor
bad, but thinking makes 1t so’, which Milton puts
even more f{incly,
‘the mind 1s 1ts own place, and 1n 1tself
Can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven’.

12 When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes

A sTubpy I musical contrast. The opening lines,
and especially the second, which clogged by 1ts
grouped consonants 1s as slow-tooted as Despair
1tsclt, move heavily like the thought. But the short
vowels of the tenth line reflect the change of mood,
and the natural pauses after ke, larh, day, and
arising make little runs 1n the rhythm suggestive
of the rising movements of the bird’s fhght.

13 O never say that I was false of heart,

‘PreErosTEROUSLY’1n line 111s a fine 1llustration
of the verbal harmony that results from the judi-
cious blending of Latin with Anglo-Saxon words.

14 To me, farr F'riend, you never can be old,

‘Every word in him 1s a picture’ (Gray). Here he
makes the passing of time wvisible. But Dryden
was a moie acute critic than Gray ‘When he
describes anything, you more than see 1t, you feel
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ittoo.” Sight, smell, and touch are all imaginatively
stimulated by the suggestive power of the seventh
Iine. The unpleasant sound of eye I eyed suggests
that pronunciation must have changed.

15 Dwaphenia Like the daffadowndilly,

Tue second stanza perhaps suggested to Tenny-
son the wondcrful hyperbole 1n the last stanza of
No. 334. But while Constable’s hight tone tells us
he does not expect to be believed, Tennyson’s
passionate ntensity compels us to believe not only
n his sincerity but n the nuracle itself.

That the bees have no king 1s as true and as
irrclevant as that the fairies have no qucen.

16 Luke to the clear wn highest sphere

T E metaphors and similes are pretty enough, but
not beyond the reach ot a poetical schoolboy; the
resemblance between cyes and sapphires 1s as easily
thought of as 1t 1s mstantly visualized. But turn
the leaf and see how Shakespeare uses his profound
maginative msight to excite our own by asking
‘Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?’ Who
would have thought of 1t? And who, now, has
done thinking of all the outward and immward loveli-
ness that 1t imphies? The single simile of Lodge
that 1s not obvious—the neck hike a tower from
which Love, imprisoned, looks out to get sight of
her cyes—1s onc of those ‘far-fetched conceits which
arc seldom worth the carriage’. Palgrave m com-
paring the poem to contemporary Italian portraits
strangely forgets that a great panter, unhke Lodge,
does more than record appcarances. With this
pagan picture of fleshly beauty should be con-
trasted the spiritualized loveliness of Rossettr’s
Blessed Damozel, No. 379.
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19 When an the chronicle of wasted time
20 On aday, alack the day!
21 Forget not yet the tried intent

TurEE poems 1llustrating splendid rhetoric, hght
persiflage, and the simple sincerity of true and
noble poetry. We are moved but not convineced by
the eloquence of the first; we rccognize with tepid
approval the grace of the second ; but the pathos of
the third goes straight to our hearts, 1ts rhythm
carrymng 1t unchallenged past our critical guard.
Its touch 1s so sure that we feel almost ashamed to
look for an explanation of 1ts power, and though
we note the pleading effect of repetition, the force
gamed by the employment of monosyllables, and
the sense of effort and ecarnestness that results
from the necessity to enunciate clearly the numer-
ous dentals, we feel that these things do not fully
account for the cffect upon us.

23 Let me not to the marriage of true minds

P 1. r 11 A P S the most moving love-poem 1n the
language, certamly there 15 none ot equal length to
compare with 1t 1n the impresstveness of 1ts figures
Impediments reealls Shakespeare’s familiarity with
the Prayer Book, Iines 7 and 8 his knowledge of
astrology* the star’s worth was 1ts influence; 1its
height 1ts place 1n the heavens.

26 O Mastress mane, where are you roaming?

ANoTurr perfect song, expressing a genuine feel-
mg yet not one too deep for musical accompani-
ment—for there 1s something unreal and unnatural
m singing our deeper feelings; which helps to
cexplain why cathedral singers are often infidcls,
and why so many opera stars pass through the
divorce court. The hidden alliteration of 7, I, and s
throughout 1s dchghtfully subtle.
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27 When icicles hang by the wall

ART is the selection from among infinite details of
those which will most powerfully reinforce the
effect required, which 1s here of winter ‘frosty yet
kindly’, viewed without, not felt within. If it had
sutted his purpose he could have selected details
that would have chilled our hearts, as both Tenny-
son and Keats do in St. 4gnes’ Eve. Brooding is a
fine example of the poet’s power of selecting not
only significant detail but the word that perfectly
1mages 1t ; broody hens puff themselves out to cover
the nest more completely, and birds 1n snow do the
same so as to enclose 1n their feathers a non-con-
ducting layer of warm air. So the single epithet
staring, by hitting the essential characteristic of the
owl’s appearance, has power to suggest all the other
details.

To keel the pot 1s to cool it—by taking it off the
fire.

28 That time of year thou may’st in me behold

THREE pictures expressed of desolation and decay,
and three more suggested, of ruined churches, the
shadow of Death, and a death-bed. In its marvel-
lous selection of details that reinforce onc another,
and 1n its concentration of suggestive power, this
1s the most remarkable of the sonnets. ‘This thou
perceivest’: a man so seeing himself does not ask
for love; leave 1n the last couplet therefore 1s not,
as has bcen suggested, a musprint for lease, lose.
The meaning probably 1s ¢ Carpe diem: learn by me
to make the most of the world you must soon leave’,

29 When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

BEN JoNsoON, who complained that Shakespeare
‘wanted [1.e. lacked] art’, would probably have
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approved this most artificial of the sonnets. Though
the soft sad music of the first line is beaut:ifully
appropriate, the alliteration throughout 1s too con-
sclously sought. We feel that grief should not be
so precious as this.

In sessions two images are involved: (a) of his
sitting, brooding over his thoughts; (&) of memory
summoned to give evidence, as a witness before
a court.

30 Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,

THE slow, 1rresistible power and sweep of the open
vowels 1n the first line and the hurry of the short
ones 1n the second make this, to me, one of the
most wonderful similes 1n Shakespeare. There 1s
in 1t a sense of the contrast between the measureless
rhythm of eternity and the swiftness of the passing
moment.

Natwity . . . eclipses: though Shakespeare knew
that ‘1t 1s not 1n our stars but 1n ourselves that we
are underlings’, like all the writers of his age he
uses the language of astrology and refers to its
behefs. Nativity 1s fate read in the arrangement
of the stars at the moment of birth. Here, however,
it seems to mean the star that rises with us, our
Iife’s star, which moves, slowly brightening, up the
sky, till having reached 1ts highest and brightest 1t
1s eclipsed and darkened.

parallels: military trenches; Time digs himself in.

LINE 11. Physical beauty 1s a rare gift and the
first to be preyed upon by Time.

31 Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing,

THERE were two Jargons with which 1n Shake-
speare’s age every one was as familiar as we are with
those of spiritualism ana sport, the terms of astro-
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logy and law. Sacrilege had at once weakened
religion and thrown great quantities of land into
the market, and further, by encouraging prodi-
gality, had helped in the breaking up of feudal
estates. So, as in our own day, superstition was
rife, and the newly rich were everywhere buying
land; every one was acquainted with the legal
terms used 1n 1ts transfer and so able to appreciate
the metaphors drawn from them, as in this sonnet
which 1s full of metaphors drawn from the jargon
of conveyancing. Charters, bonds, and patents are
all legal agrcements establishing rights of property.
Granted under misprision (msapprehension) they
are therefore void. To us all this sounds artifi-
cial. Yet the simple pathos of the concluding
couplet almost persuades us of the sincerity of the
whole.

The sustamned use of feminine rhymes through-
out, even to the closing couplet, 1s unusual and
noteworthy. It differentiates the sonnet not only
from those of the Itahan form but also from the
rest of Shakespeare’s.

32 They that have power to hurt, and will do none,

PALGRAVE’S note refers us to Hamlet’s eulogy of
Horatio (111. 1. 70-8), as ‘one, mn suffering |1.e.
experiencing] all, that suffers nothing’ [1.e. 1s not
mjured]; ‘a man that 1s not passion’s slave’. But
the thought 1s probably that expressed with far
greater power 1n Sonnet 129.

The notable thing here 1s the instructive con-
trast between Gray’s shallow view of a flower
(No. 147, 1. 55) and Shakespeare’s profounder
insight. Shakespeare’s imaginative insight showed
him, what Gray was not great enough to under-
stand, and what Tennyson had to learn from
modern science, that life was not created ‘to sub-
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serve another’s gain’; the flower’s sweetness exists
for its own sake and 1s not wasted because no
human eye perceives it. So Wordsworth placed
himself with Shakespeare above Gray when he
affirmed his
faith that every flower
Enjoys the air 1t breathes.

33 And wilt thou leave me thus?

So sincerity makes love—in monosyllables, and
short phrases of broken rhythm, and with nsistent
repetition.

Puty. the two syllables must be given equal force.

34 As it fell upon a day

TuE short couplet is not a fine musical instrument.
Its most characteristic effect 1s heard 1n the tinkle
tinkle of the opening lines; what can be done by
a fine poet even with an mstrument of such Iimited
range may be heard 1n the last few couplets.

Barnfield followed the classical legends 1n calling
the nightingale she, but he evidently knew from his
own observation that the bird sings by day as well
as by might, though not, in this country, 1n groves
of myrtle.

37 Sunce there’s no help, come let us kiss and part,—

THE weakness of the Ehzabethan sonnet 1s the
sudden change of tone caused by the transition
after three quatrains to a couplet. In this example,
however, the sudden contrast, accentuated as 1t 1s
by a change to feminine rhyme, produces a very
effective correspondence with the change of mood.
The greatness of this sonnet makes instant impres-
sion ; part of the secret lies 1n the remarkable corre-
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spondence between the verse rhythm and the
natural rhythm of its words. The phrases are not
composed to fit the pattern: they are selected from
the actual speech of men. ‘Nay,’ ‘I have done,’
‘You get no more of me,’ for example, with all the
curt decisiveness of natural speech, goes straightinto
the verse, where 1t takes on the beauty of ordered
form with no loss of natural force through having
to be humoured to fit the artificial pattern. ‘The
natural tendency of metre to divest language, 1n
a certain degree, of 1its reality and thus to throw a
sort of half-consciousness of unsubstantial existence
over the whole composition,’ of which Wordsworth
speaks, has no effect here; art and stark reality,
beauty and truth, are one. That 1s one of the
secrets, as Dr. Johnson discovered (No. 177 note),
by which Shakespeare worked his miracles. The
eighteenth century lost 1t, and invented ‘poetic
diction’, the language of verse-makers substituted
for the speech of men; so 1t substituted Personifica-
tions with capital letters for the figures we see
grouped round passionate love’s bedside in lines
10-13.

LINE 9. The effort of breath required to voice this
line clearly, particularly last gasp, 1s very suggestive
of 1ts content.

38 My lute, be as thou wert when thou didst grow

BEecins in the Italian form, changes to the Elza-
bethan, reverts to the Italian, and ends 1n the
Elzabethan couplet. The content simlarly 1s a
miuxture of artifice and natural pathos.

42 Blow, blow, thou winter wind,

TaE repetition of the strong vowel 1n the opening
words of the first stanza, and of the explosive f 1n
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those of the second, strikes a passionate note at
the outset and emphasizes the leading 1dea 1n each
stanza.

Unkind has lost force since Shakespeare’s time;
it meant as here, unnatural, because aganst kindred.
Warp 1s to change the shape.

43 My thoughts hold mortal strife

‘Hartina life I call for Death. But he, having just
seized the fairest of creatures, scorns a wretch like
me.’

Beauty’s rose 1s perhaps the poet’s lady, cf.
No. 38; possibly Prince Henry, elder son of James I,
whose untimely death happened about the time the
poem was written.

45 Fear no more the heat o’ the sun

Tue weight of thought here makes this less suitable
for music than most of Shakespeare’s songs. But
by the time he wrote Cymbeline he had ceased to
be careful of such details. Mr. Masefield calls this
lyric ‘the lovehest thing in the play’.

Golden 1n line 5 1s a fine example of Shakespeare’s
concentration of thought—beauty of form, radi-
ance of spirit, soundness of nature are all imphed.

chimney-sweepers come to dust: a grim jest.

the sceptre: kings: a good example of metonymy.

consign to thee: seal the same bond, 1c. with
Death.

46 Full fathom five thy father lies:

TuE pregnant word 1s sea-change. The song should
be compared with Mr. Masefield’s ‘Posted as Missing’,
which 1s intended to be spoken as this to be sung.

Are (ine 2): a pedant’s grammar would make the
Iine sound both ugly and incorrect.
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47 Call for the robin-redbreast and the wren,

SuUBTLE alliteration largely accounts for the sweet-
ness of the music. The hidden pattern of r, v, f,
and m, is well worth studying.

Them 1n the last line refers to the hillocks.

49 No longer mourn for me when I am dead

THE slow movement is exquisitely appropriate.
The effective placing of the long vowels 1s largely
responsible. In surly sullen bell the sound of a
tolling bell 1s unmistakably suggested.

The attitude towards death 1s characteristic of
the pagan renaissance.

53 Calm was the day, and through the trembling arr

WRITTEN to celebrate the double wedding of the
Earl of Worcester’s two daughters. The name
Prothalamion, ‘a song written before a marrage’,
was coined for the occasion.

The form of the stanza 1s worth careful study:
the rhymes are arranged with consummate skill to
gratify the natural appetite of the ear for repetition
while never (as sometimes 1n the Faerie Queen)
cloying 1t with monotony. So, while the sustained
music of the long line of five stresses 1s most appro-
priate to the mood, variety 1s given by the intro-
duction at intervals of short lines, at first singly
and then, by a further refinement, in pairs. The
occasional mtroduction of feminmne rhymes also
lends variety. The art in the refrain should not be
overlooked: to bear repetition words must charm
by their imagery or their music. These are skilfully
chosen to give us the double delight.

The music of this stanza can hardly be matched
by Swinburne or Mr. Bridges, the only Enghsh
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poets that can compare with Spenser in their
mastery of the technique of stanza-form. In this
poem he might have successfully invoked the river
of which he 1s writing,

Oh, could I flow like thee, and make thy stream

My great example, as 1t 1s my theme.

Though deep, yet clear, though gentle, yet not dull,

Strong without rage, without o’erflowing full,

One or two allusions call for some elucidation.
An house of ancient fame (line 131): Spenser, though
he came of a Lancashire family, claimed kinship,
on evidence unknown to us, with the newly en-
riched Spencers of Althorp, who in turn, on no
evidence at all, claimed descent from the Norman
family of Despenser.

Bricky towers (ine 132): of the Temple; the site
was occupled by the Knights Templars from 1185
till their suppression in 1808, and since as the head-
quarters of the lawyers’ trade union.

A stately place (hne 137): Essex House, from the
‘noble peer’ of line 145; as Leicester House 1t had
been occupied by the ‘great lord’ of that name
whom the poet mourns as his patron.

noble peer (line 145): Essex, who had in that year,
1596, led a successful attack upon Cadiz. Line 153
1s a bad pun on his family name De Vereux, who
should be hkeureuz.

The two bridegrooms (line 173), Henry Guilford
and Willlam Petre, are compared to the twin stars
Castor and Pollux shining 1n the belt of the Zodiac.

57 The World’s a bubble, and the Life of Man

IN America they have so much respect for a lord
and for Shakespeare that they imagine that only
the one could have written the other. This poem
of ‘Lord’ Bacon’s, however, coptains no trace of the
consciousness never long absent from Shakespeare
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that ‘there is some soul of goodness in things evil’
and that ‘the web of our life 1s of a mingled yarn,
good and 11l together’. We have his opinion of this
railling 1n Gratiano’s rebuke to Antonio:

You have too much respect upon the world:
They lose 1t, who do buy 1t with much care.

60 Tired with all these, for restful death I cry—

TH1s perhaps represents Shakespeare in the radical
stage of his political development.

62 Thas is the month, and this the happy morn

THE poem, written when Milton was twenty-one,
though splendid 1n itself, is even more noteworthy
for 1ts promise and suggestion of what was to come.
The learning of the scholar accounts for too much
of the matter; but original poetic power 1s seen 1n
the music of the opening lines, 1n the imagery of
stanzas 4, 5, and 19, and most characteristically
in the musical use of proper names, ‘almost singing
themselves they run’.

The obvious regard paid to the architecture of
his stanzas may be due to the influence of Spenser,
but 1t also suggests that the young Milton realized
the disciphinary value of self-imposed Imitations
and of their stimulus and challenge to expressive
power. When he had learned to do without their
aid he could belittle the harmonies of rhyme as a
jingling of Iike endings; but these stanzas, with
their richly varied chimes, emphasizing the variety
of line-lengths and the elaborate artistry of the
pattern,will always provide an unanswerable objec-
tion to his theory. On the other hand, his theory
that poetry should be ‘simple, sensuous, and pas-
sionate’ 1s well 1llustrated here, and amply justified.
In the fine fourth stanza, for example, the general
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statement in the first sentence is translated into
‘sensuous’, 1.e. concrete 1images, in the remaining
lines. It will be noted that the epithets are as con-
crete as the things: hooked makes us see the scythes
upon the chariot wheels, and dle brings home 1ts
fact as no other word could do.

63 From Harmony, from heavenly Harmony

PorE’S critical axiom that
*Tis not enough no harshness gives offence,
The sound must seem an echo to the scnse

is strikingly 1llustrated in this poem. Thus, at the
end of the first strophe mn the line referring to the
diapason, 1.e. culmmnating chord, the open vowels
give dignity of sound appropriate to the grandeur
of the theme and to the culminating position of the
line. So in the middle strophes the characteristic
music of each of the instruments referred to 1s
suggested 1n the sound and movement of the verse.
This 1s achieved, for example, by the repetition of
r in the trumpet lines, by the heavy d’s of the big
drum, and the rattle of the lighter t’s of the kettle-
drums 1n ’fis too late to retreat, by the soft s’s and
hiquid I’s of the flute stanza, by the skilful varia-
tion and runs of vowels, suggesting the range of
the violin, and by the attempt to make the organ
stanza the most melodious of all.

The epithets used of the flute and violin give
unmustakably the musical quality of the two in-
struments.

64 Avenge, O Lord! Thy slaughter’d Saints, whose
bones

WRr1TTEN in 1655 when the Duke of Savoy mas-

sacred for their nonconformity the Vaudois, inhabi-

tants of some remote Alpne valleys who had till
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then preserved at once their independence of the
Pope and, as Milton supposed, the ‘pure faith’ of
early Christianity uncorrupted by ritualism and
1mage worship.

Palgrave refers to this sonnet as ‘a collect mn
verse’, ‘the most mighty sonnet in any language
known to him’. Itis the first in his collection ¢ con-
structed on the original Italian or Provencal model
—unquestionably far superior to the imperfect form
employed by Shakespeare and Drummond’. It is
not, however, a technically perfect example; for
the pause 1n the sweep of 1ts thought, the point at
which the wave as 1t were breaks and returns upon
itself, 1s not clearly marked 1n the structure of the
form. It 1s reached at heaven in the middle of the
ninth line and not, as always 1n the perfect form, at
the end of the eighth.

The monitory effect gained by the repeated
employment of o as the vowel of the words
emphasized by rhyme is most striking. But again
the persistence of a single vowel-sound obscures
still further the twofold structure of sonnet form.

The triple tyrant 1s the Pope, who wore a triple
crown emblematic of his rule 1n earth, heaven, and
purgatory.

Babyloman woe: the Puritans applied to the un-
reformed church the language used of Babylon 1n
Rev. xvi, xvui.

65 The forward youth that would appear,

Tue ode is called Horatian as being written like
many of Horace’s in lines grouped 1n fours, but 1t 1s
much more Horatian 1n 1ts closcly-packed thought.
The monotony incidental to the repetition of
couplets 18 here skilfully avoided by the device of
paring couplets of unequal length.
Concentration of meaning and some historical
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allusions now obscure make advisable some eluci-
datory notes.

LINE 1. The youth ambitious to bring himself into
notice; appear, now used 1n this sense of actors
only, once applied to the wider stage of the world.

5. Fame 1s now to be won by men of action hike
Cromwell rather than by lterature. The use of
concrete 1mages to suggest this should be compared
with Milton’s in No. 62, lines 55-8.

9. cease: 1n 1ts obsolete sense of rest.

12. star: of destiny, cf. No. 80, line 5 note; but
Cromwell was strong enough to master fate.

15. thorough his own side: through the ranks of
his own party he forced his way to 1ts leadership,

17-20. To an ambitious man a rival and an
enemy are the same, and restraints upon his power
are more 1ntolerable than opposition to it.

21. burning: the image of Cromwell’s fiery star
is maintained.

23. Caesar’s: the head of Charles I, whlch on his
comage was crowned with laurel.

42. Two bodies cannot occupy the same space
at the same time.

46-52. A suggestion that the King’s flight from
Hampton Court in Nov. 1647 was artfully designed
by Cromwell to discredit him.

53-64. A justly famous picture of one of the most
famous scenes 1n history.

63—4. The grave dignity of the rhythm here and
the 1mage 1n the simile are equally admirable.

65-6. The King’s death assured Cromwell of the
power he had gained by force.

67-72. The reference is to the legend that a head
was found 1n digging the foundations of Rome,
which was taken as a sign that the city would
become head of the world.

104. chimacteric: fateful (see Dict.). Marvell is
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speculating whether Cromwell, as the Man of
Destiny, may not, like Caesar, invade France, which
was supporting Charles I, or, ike Hannibal, invade
Italy, which was opposing the Reformation.

105. The Pict: the Scots, whom Cromwell was
preparing to attack.

106. parti-colour’d: gaudy, in antithesis with sad,
sober-coloured, to set into sharp contrast Celtic
duplicity and Saxon determination. The epithets
may have been suggested by the thought of the
varlegated plaid mn contrast with Cromwell’s plain
buff coat.

109. tufted brake: bushy thicket in which the
Scots must hide like hunted deer, trusting that the
pursuers may ‘mistake’ them for their surroundings.

117-20: A warning that successful usurpation
must overawe secret conspiracy by showing itself
as competent to maintain 1ts power as to gan it.

Marvell’s history 1s here as good as his poetry.

66 Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more

PAaTTIisoN observed of Milton’s Latin poems that
they were as such ‘Inaccessible to uneducated
readers, and therefore to such readers necessarily
an ungrateful topie’. If the word ‘unlearned’ 1s
substituted for ‘uneducated’ his premise 1s to a
large extent true of all Milton’s poetry, but his con-
clusion by no means follows. It 1s true that what
we get from any poet depends very much upon
what we bring to him; and 1n Milton classical
scholarship 1s so ‘amalgamated and consubstanti-
ated’ with poetry that only he who already pos-
sesses the one can fully possess himself of the other.
Yet, as the Poet Laureate has lately reminded us,
Pattison’s conclusion ‘rests on the two shallow
delusions: first that beauty must needs be fully
apprehended before 1t can be felt or admired:
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secondly that the young are unimaginative’; and
he goes on to quote his great contemporary, Anatole
France, ‘who has brushed all this fallacy aside’ in
recording for us an experience of his own youth
when he came upon a poem in which ‘there were
many words and phrases that were new to me and
which I could not understand; but the general
effect of them seemed to me so sad and beautiful
that I was thrilled by a feeling that I had never
known before—the charm of melancholy was re-
vealed to me by a score of verses the literal meaning
of which I could not have explained’. Mr. Bridges
might have quoted with almost equal effect the
greatest name of the last century, Sir Walter Scott:
‘I rather suspect that children derive impulses of
a powerful and important kind in hearing things
which they cannot entirely comprehend’.

Of the truth of this, Milton’s Lycidas 1s the best
1llustration in English poetry. It 1s a mosaic of
ancient jewels of which every stone has shone 1n
some earlier setting and had associations with
departed greatness, so that its full significance 1s
indeed 1naccessible except as ‘ the last reward of con-
summated scholarship’; and yct 1t has an original
beauty and charm for those who know nothing of
its classical inspiration, as a child may delight 1n the
sweetness of a flower without realizing that he has
found 1t on the grave of a poet.

But notes, however elaborate, can never equip
the unlearned reader with the understanding of the
scholar. He will see for himself that the Mincius 1s
a niver; to tell hun that Milton apostrophizes it
because 1t flows by Virgil’s birthplace will not make
it mean (as 1t does to the scholar) more to him
than the visionary river he has already conjured up
for himself. But to point out the musical appro-
priateness of Milton’s epithet ‘smooth-shiding’ 1s to
set him at once on an equal footing with the scholar,
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on ground above the reach of mere antiquarian
criticism; for it is to give him an insight into that
mastery of the technmque of his art which, far more
than his learning, made Milton the most consum-
mate craftsman in the history of English letters,
and to appreciate which 1s the essential purpose of
poetic study.

These notes, then, do not essay the impossible
aim of exhaustive explanation. They are intended
to ensure that the pictures in the mosaic are clear
to the reader, but not to indicate which diamond
shone 1n the crown of Theocritus and which in the
sword hilt of Homer.

For of Lycidas, perhaps more than of any other
poem, Shelley’s words are true. ¢ Veil after veill may
be undrawn, and the inmost naked beauty of the
meaning never exposed. A great poem 1s a fountain
for ever overflowing with the waters of wisdom and
delight; and after one person and one age has
exhausted all 1ts divine effluence which their pecu-
lhar relations enable them to share, another and yet
another succceds, and new relations are ever de-
veloped, the source of an unforeseen and an uncon-
cerved dehght.’

LINE 1. He will make a wreath of evergreens to
crown the dead poet. Evergreens are also the
symbol of immortality ; and Milton knew that his
poetry would be immortal.

8. harsh and crude. he fears that his gemus is
not yet ‘mellowed’ by sufficient study.

15. Sisters of the sacred well: the Muses who
haunted the fountain Helicon on Mount Olympus
and mspired poets to write.

23-36. Milton and his friend King had been
scholars at Cambridge, and as shepherds tend their
flocks from dawn till night, lightening their labour
with rustic songs, so they studied and made verses
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together. Milton said that poetry should be sensu-
ous: here he illustrates in practice by making the
passing of time appeal to our senses. We see the
coming of dawn, hear the drowsy hum that tells of
noontide heat, and watch the stars rise and swing
westward across the heavens.

84. Satyrs, Fauns: imaginary creatures corre-
sponding to our elves and fairies.

86. Damoetas: their Cambridge tutor, whose real
name is unknown; 1t was perhaps Willhlam Chappel,
afterwards bishop of Cork.

37,88. Note the change of tone and movement in
the sound of these lines caused by the predominance
of long vowels, and the mournful effect of the
repetition.

48. All the sweets of spring are suggested in the
line.

50. Nymphs: ‘guardian spirits’.

52. on the steep: the mountains of North Wales,
overlooking the Irish Sea, n which King was
drowned.

54. Mona: Anglesea, then ‘shaggy’ with woods.

55. Deva: the Dee, once supposed to have magical
powers.

56. Milton probably means, ‘I imagine that if you
had been there you would have interfered—but
what would have been the use?’ but he may mean,
‘It 1s 1dle to ask where you were, for you could have
done nothing °.

61. The rolling s and the aspirate give an
appropriate force to the sound of the line.

65, 66. What profit 1s there in devoting oneself
to literature? Cf. lines 23-36 note.

69. wath: Mr. R. W. Chapman reminds us that
‘withe’ was then so spelt.

74. burst out into sudden blaze: there 1s an ex-
plosive force in the sound. Cf.the spondeenl. 119.

75. blind Fury: Atropos, really one of the three
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fates, but here denounced by Milton as acting like
a fury.

77. trembling ears: he probably means that his
ears were tingling because he had realized that he
himself shared the ‘infirmity of noble mind’ of
which he has been speaking.

79. We must perhaps supply ‘is’ after nor; cf.
No. 848, stanzas 23-5.

88. my oat: oaten flute of line 33, i.e. ‘I go on
with my song’. As the subject of the next sentence
my oat also stands for ‘my muse’.

94. beaked: the metaphor is packed with sugges-
tions of form, colour, and texture.

103. Camus: the river-god of the Cam.

105. As the sedge-blades wither in autumn they
show markings like hieroglyphics.

106. that sanguine flower: the purple hyacinth,
whose petals curl at their tips to form the Greek
letters auae, Alas!

108. The line, being slowed by groups of con-
sonants between the long vowels, moves like a slow,
firm tread.

109. The pulot: St. Peter; see Matthew xvi.

113. King was to have been ordained to the
service of St. Peter’s Master.

119. Blind mouths: a striking metaphor remind-
ing us that the office of a bishop (vide Dict.) 1s to
see that his clergy feed their sheep; so that blind-
ness and greed are peculiarly inexcusable in the
clergy. Cf. Ruskin’s Sesame and Lilies. The ob-
Jection that Milton 1s here minghing mythical and
metaphorical shepherds has been conclusively
answered by Hazhtt: ‘the fervour of his imagina-
tion melts down and renders malleable, as 1n
a furnace, the most cgntradictory materials’—
even, as here, and perhaps here only, politics and
poetry. Note the impressiveness of the spondee.

122, They are sped: have gained their ends.
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128. lean and flashy songs: thin and watery
doctrine.

124. Thesound is as unattractive as the doctrine
it speaks of ; for gr, scr, rich, and str are unmusical
combinations of lefters.

126. wind is Pharsaic, and rank mist false,
doctrine.

128. the grim wolf: the Romish church and
especially the Jesuits.

130. that two-handed engine: no one knows what
is meant by this, but it has been supposed that
Milton foresaw the execution of Archbishop Laud
by the headsman’s axe, though this did not happen
until eight years later. But whatever the engine
may be, 1ts grim menace 1s powerfully suggested.

132. Return: the spirit of poetry has been
frightened away by the stern voice of St. Peter.

136. use: dwell, abide. ‘Low valleys where the
soft whispers of shady trees and playful winds and
swift streamlets make their haunt.’

142. rathe: early, forsaken: secluded from the
sun.

144. freak’d: curiously marked.

151. hearse: a frame placed over a coffin, here
supposed to be covered with laurel and flowers.

153. i.e., let us play with the thought that his
body 1s here.

154. shores and sounding seas: the force of the sea
and surf is in the sound of the words, as the roll of
the waves is recalled in the movement of the suc-
ceedingline. Itissuch linesasthesethat made Tenny-
son speak of Milton’s ¢ God-gifted organ voice’.

158. monstrous: a transferred epithet, ‘world of
monstrous creatures’; cf. No. 114, lines 9, 10.

159. mowst vows: tearful prayers.

160. Bellerus: As Land’s End was called Belerium
Milton supposes there was a person of this name.

161. Viswon: of the Archangel Michael, who,
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having been seen on the Mount named after him
on the Cornish coast, is imagined by Milton to be
keeping eternal watch there.

162. Namancos and Bayona: places marked on
old maps of Spain, opposite Cornwall. Milton was
attracted by the sonority of the names.

164. dolphwns: who were fabled to have borne
Arion the musician safely to shore.

168. day-star: the sun.

169. repairs: the root-meaning includes the idea
of raising again.

175. oozy: miry from the sea-floor.

176. unexpressiwve nuptial song: inexpressible
sweetness of the music at the marriage feast. See
Rev. xix. 9.

183. Genawus: guardian spirit; cf. No. 62, line 186.

186. uncouth swain: untutored youth. Milton
keeps up the fiction that he was a tiro at his art and
a ‘sumple shepherd’. Now that his ‘Doric lay’ 1s
ended he speaks with another voice. He marks the
difference between his two roles by a sharp con-
trast of style: the ‘pastoral’ part of the poem 1s
irregular 1n structure; the hnes are of unequal
lengths alternating on no fixed plan, the rhymes
similarly are arranged on no definite pattern, and
though there are divisions there are no stanzas.
But now he abandons ‘woodnotes wild’ for the
unmistakable voice of the trained singer; these last
lines have the regular structure of a sonnet and
their music has that calm, assured beauty which 1s
the distinctive mark of what 1s called ‘classic’
craftsmanship. We sece, and are meant to see, con-
suramate mastery of technique; and we know that
words would no more come to us and fall into their
mevitable places at our bidding than stones would
if we essayed to play upon Amphion’s lyre. But the
art which allows no artifice to be obvious 1n the
pastoral part is no less inimitable and all-pervading;
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the changes in line-length and the occasional blank
hine are there to ease not the poet but his readers,
by giving them the delight of variety; and though
the wealth of rhyme 1s not made obvious by a
regular pattern, 1t will be found that the first section,
for example, is even richer in rhymes than the last,
though 1t seems to open like blank verse. They
have not the looked-for delight of the stanza, but
the charm of the uncertain return of the theme in
a sonata. It 1s this supreme excellence of technique
that justifies the claim of Milton’s earliest editor:
‘He that wishes to know whether he has a true
taste for poetry or not, should consider whether he
is highly delighted or not with the perusal of
Milton’s Lycidas’.

187. The beautiful personification here is a com-
panion picture to Shakespeare’s

The morn 1n russet mantle clad
Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill.
(Hamlet, 1. 1. 166.)

190. A lovely vision of the evening shadows.

192. luniched: the sharp sound corresponds ad-
murably with the image.

67 Mortality, behold and fear,
68 Vuctorious men of earth, no more
69 The glories of our blood and state.

TuarEE most moving admonitions of human mor-
tality, though nonec of them 1s so impressive as
Raleigh’s noble invocation of Death, at the end of
his Hastory of the World, which perhaps inspired
them all. The first comes nearest in 1ts direct
simplicity of phrase, and the second 1s but a pre-
Iiminary study for the third, which far surpasses it
in the nobility of 1ts music and the force of its
images. It should be noticed, as helping to account
for the gravity and dignity of sound in Nos. 67 and
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69, that most of the words on which the voice
naturally dwells, e.g. the rhymes, have open vowels.
In No. 67 we have

Nature to advantage drest
What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed.

The thoughts are common to every man; but only
a poet could give them a form so impressive and
memorable.

The form of the stanza in No. 68 1s too elabor-
ately artificial for its theme, ‘for there is no work
nor device 1n the grave’; it would suit better a love
song of Herrick. The last couplet especially trips
far too lightly under its burden.

In No. 69, by the figure called metonymy kings
and princes are represented by their characteristic
belongings as peasants (in line 8) by theirs.

Murmuring (lime 15): imphes both (a) faltering
and (b) protesting.

Seldom has a moral conclusion so happily justified
itself as 1in the final couplet. For the moral is
usually a descent mnto prose, but this, with its lovely
image of roses blooming on a grave, is poetry, and
as such has a validity independent of 1ts moral 1m-
phications. Cf. No. 319, stanzas 18, 19, and No. 334,
hnes 714.

70 Captain, or Colonel, or Knight in arms,
71 When I consider how my hight is spent

THE first sonnet suffers a hittle by 1ts juxtaposi-
tion with the second. Milton himself 1s the subject
of both; but by contrast with the noble resignation
and patient humility of the one, the other, though
only by contrast, sounds too self-assertive even for
Milton, to those who love him this side 1dolatry.
Nowhere else has his characteristic dignity come
s0 near pomposity, for his egotism here fails to
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justify itself by any characteristic manifestation of
his supreme lordship over words. Indeed nothing
1n the sonnet becomes it like the beginning of 1t—its
title 1s perhaps the finest phrase in Milton’s prose,
unless it be the sudden force and abruptness of
went to the ground, on which and the repeated air
follows like the rumbling that succeeds a crash of
masonry. The regular pattern of the normal five-
stressed line 1s here broken up like the shattered
temples and towers. (Cf. No. 66, line 5.)

In the opening line the necessary five stresses are
gamed by using the seventeenth-century pronun-
ciation of colonel, cor-o-nel. These doors were those
of Milton’s house in Aldersgate St. where he was
hiving when the king marched on London after
Edgehill, in Nov. 1642. The great Emathian con-
queror was Alexander, who in his sack of Thebes
spared the house and family of Pindar for the sake
of his poetry. So Plutarch relates that when
the Spartans having taken Athens were about to
demolish 1t some one began to sing a chorus from
the Electra of Euripides, by which the conquerors
were so moved that they spared the city.

72 How happy is he born or taught

THE surest means of winming immortalty is to
surprise the secret of that mysterious quality in
virtue of which a certain form of words makes
mstant impression and ever afterwards haunts the
memory. Wolfe achieved 1t with a single poem,
No. 218, and Wotton with only two, this and No. 84.
For to Milton’s three essentials of poetry, simplicity
(1.e. directness), sensuousness, and passion, must be
added ‘memorableness’, which 1s usually the effect
of them but 1n this poem 1s achieved mainly by yet
another quality not mentioned by Milton, con-
centration of meaning. Wisdom is here packed as
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in a proverb; it is pregnancy not picturesqueness
of phrase that holds us. But though poetry may on
occasion dispense with images 1t cannot exist apart
from music, and so these lmes have the rich
cadences of a great statesman’s voice.

Armour (ine 3) 1s almost the only figure, and
that not a specially happy one, for armour 1s out-
side the man and thought within.

Lines 7, 8 must have inspired Mr. Kipling’s

Talk with crowds, and keep your virtue,

And walk with kings, nor lose the common touch,

In lines 11, 12 Wotton may have had Essex in
mind, whom Bacon courted and by whose ruin he
was accused of gaining advancement.

The difficult fifteenth line may mean ‘never
learned how to employ flattery to ruin a victim’,
or, perhaps, ‘never learned by experience that
flattery corrupts both giver and receiver’. Dr.
Johnson rightly says that the use of a figure 1s to
set a thing 1n clearer view; this metaphor of wounds
is again not very happy.

Line 16. Wotton, who had hived as an ambassador
in Italy, must have spoken with those who had
known Machiavelli, and, mdeed, need not have
gone so far to see his doctrine of ‘expediency’ 1n
practice.

75 Happy those early days, when 1

A REMARKABLE anticipation of Wordsworth’s
¢Ode on Intimations of Immortality from Recollec-
tions of Early Childhood’ (No. 287), and containing
at least two lines,

Felt through all this fleshly dress
Bright shoots of everlastingness,

as memorable as any in that greatest poem of the
greater master.
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Of the doctrine here enshrined, that, ‘I know I’m
farther off from heav’n Than when I was a boy’
(No. 224, Iine 31), it may be said, as Dr. Johnson
remarked of ghosts, ‘all argument is against 1t but
all belief is for it’. Every adult remembers that,
though he did not realize 1t at the time, and perhaps
sees no sense of 1t 1 the behaviour of his own
children, heaven did ‘lie about him 1n infancy’; and
in spite of the Prayer Book assertion that we are
‘born 1n sin, the children of wrath’, this intuitive
longing to ‘travel back’ and become agan as a
Iittle child is justified by Christ’s own saying that
‘of such 1s the Kingdom of Heaven’.

76 Lawrence, of virtuous father virtuous son,
77 Cyriack, whose grandsire, on the royal bench

A paIr of sonnets which serve to remind us that
there were Puritans with tastes as cultivated and
refined as the king’s, who loved fine music, good
talk, and sound wine, ‘making them go together,
as they’ve good right to do’.

The thoughts in both sonnets reflect Milton’s
familiarity with Horace.

79 Whoe’er she be,

Tue form of the stanza, with its lines of gradually
increasing length and i1ts maintained rhyme, tends
to hold the thought in suspense up to an impressive
climax. In the best stanzas, e.g. the first, second,
fourth, and eighteenth, the thought fits the mould
and 1llustrates Spenser’s saying that

Of the soul the body form doth take,

For soul 18 form and doth the body make.

Palgrave has omitted half the original stanzas

and has changed the order of those he has printed.
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His meeting with Crashaw in the shades must
have been an embarrassing one.

Rampant, in Iine 21, is a striking epithet drawn
from the 1mage of a rearmng animal.

80 Over the mountains

IN four stanzas he plays prettily with the thought
of love, but 1n the last his theme suddenly masters
him and inspires the three noble images of impossi-
bility by means of which we get the measure of
Love’s power. The use of feminine alternating with
male rhymes 1n a regular pattern 1s noteworthy at
this date; they were often used irregularly and 1n-
diseriminately, but 1t was left for Swinburne to
realize their full value as a musical element m
stanza-building.

81 Ah, Chloris! that I now could sit
82 Gather ye rose-buds while ye may,
83 Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind

THREE examples of poems which, if sung, make
good songs and, 1if read, good ‘hight verse’. The
noble thought 1n Lovelace’s last lines, however,
Iifts them out of that category, and, 1n spite of the
rather ludicrous 1mages of the second stanza,
dignifies the whole poem.

84 You meaner beauties of the night,

A FINER compliment was never paid to a woman
(unless 1t were Fuller’s to her great namesake—*liv-
g the first maid on earth, and dead the second 1n
heaven’). It 1s no part of poetical criticism to
mquire nto the justice of such awards.

That ‘art 1s selection’ is well seen here, where out
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of innumerable illustrations of superiority in nature,
three of the most striking examples of supreme
excellence are drawn from earth, air, and sky, and
from ‘might, and the light, and the half-light’.

The concluding line 1s a notable consummation
and an admirable instance at once of the illuminat-
ing power of paradox and of verbal economy. We
see Elizabeth casting all other women into the
shade, yet, as representative of them, ennobling the
idea of womankind.

85 Daughter to that good Earl, once President

‘M1rLTON never learned the art of doing little things
with grace,” growled Johnson, ‘he overlooked the
milder excellence of suavity and softness; he was
a Lion that had no skill in dandling the Kid.
Certainly this rather formal and elaborate com-
pliment, which contains more of history than of the
lady, shows little knowledge of average feminine
taste, and does something to explain the bewilder-
ment of poor Mary Powell after her hasty marriage
to the poet. Yet cumbrous and obscure as 1t 1s,
compared with Wotton’s, 1t 1s really a nobler tri-
bute because 1n 1ts cold bareness and calm 1t 1s more
obviously sincere.

That good Earl was the first Earl of Marlborough,
who as Sir James Ley had succeeded Bacon as
Speaker and had pronounced sentence upon him on
the charge of being ‘stained with gold’.

That Parliament was the one of 1628, dissolved
after passing the Petition of Right. The Speaker
died four days after the dissolution.

At Chaeronea, 1n 3838 B.c., Alexander, having
bribed some of her leaders, subjugated Greece; on
hearing of which that old man eloquent, Isocrates
the orator, killed himself, being then 98 years
old.

81



86 It 18 not beauty I demand,
87 He that loves a rosy cheek
88 Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes

THE first of these is a nineteenth-century imitation
of the Carolean manner.

The verses have wit, polish, and ease of manner;
but the thought 1s conventional and the images,
where not hackneyed, are forced, as in No. 86, lines 2,
3,15; No. 87, lines 2 and 8; and No. 88,line 2. Of each
writer, however, 1t may be said that nothing in his
theme becomes him like the leaving of 1t; they all
make a good, and one (No. 88) an edifying, end.

90 Drink to me only with thine eyes,
91 There is a garden in her face

THESE, with No. 95, illustrate very well the mean-
ing of the word concett in its application to Carolean
verse, most of which startles us by the ingenuity of
1ts images much more strongly than it convinces us
of 1ts sincerity of feeling; they represent ‘a kind of
art which only a true poet could redeem from arti-
fice, and then only if the reader should connive’.
Certainly 1t 1s difficult to ‘connive’ at the conceit
m the last quatrain of No. 90, unless when the
critical faculties are lulled asleep by the accom-
panying music.

flow: As this 18 not the kind of poetry which it
1s profanation to touch, ‘glow’ may be suggested
as an emendation to flow in the fourth line of
No. 91.

92 A sweet disorder in the dress
93 Whenas wn suks my Julia goes

TypicAL of Herrick, who looked more on the out-
ward appearance than into the heart; he was quite
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capable also of writing No. 94. His ready vocabu-
lary and habitually fehicitous selection from it 1s
well illustrated here—in erring lace and tempestuous
petticoat, for example, and 1n his happy cownage of
liquefaction to call up an 1mage of undulating silks.
He must be a sour hypochondriac who 1s not won
to sympathy by the naive, almost breathless,
delight 1n the last line of No. 93.

95 That which her slender waist confined
96 Bud me to live, and I will lwve

I HAVE coupled these because, though the second
is an incomparably finer poem than the first, they
both contain 1illustrations of the bewildering mix-
ture of obvious artifice with simple sincerity which
characterizes the best poetry of the age, as un-
redeemed artificiality distinguishes the mass. In the
last stanza of Waller and (at least) the first and last
of Herrick, deep feeling speaks simply and con-
vincingly, as love 1 any age might wish 1t could
express 1tself; yet other stanzas in the same poem,
e.g. the fourth and fifth of Herrick, contain asser-
tions that surely no woman 1n any age or at any
age would believe.

The moving tenderness of the music in Herrick’s
best stanzas, as softly sweet as anything in this
book, 1s explained, so far as magic is explicable, by
the absence of hard and guttural letters and by the
instinctive employment of I’s and v’s, the most
musical, and w’s, s’s, and th’s, the softest, of con-
sonantal sounds.

97 Love not me for comely grace,

ComPARE No. 312, for which these lines perhaps
provided the suggestion. The contrast of form in
the two poems wonderfully reflects their difference
in mood.
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99 When Love with unconfined wings

TraE poem has been much praised, for its velocity
1s apt to sweep one away too swiftly for a close
examination of its rapidly succeeding images. It
1s perhaps well that we should pass quickly the
wantoning gods and the draughts, unallayed with
Thames water, to get out of hearing of the over-
shrill protestations, and reach the end where, at
least, we may pause 1n admiration.

It 1s remarkable how decisively the spondee, with
its two strong vowels, pulls us up at the entrance of
the last stanza and prepares us for the change of
mood and tone. The thought, though 1n itself 1m-
pressive and even profound, gains greatly by con-
trast with the extravagances that precede 1it.

The eighteenth line 1s wonderfully effective in 1ts
suggestion of bird song—until 1t makes us laugh by
the 1mage 1t conjurcs up.

100 If to be absent were to be
101 Why so pale and wan, fond lover?

THESE two poems, by almost exact contempo-
raries, both Cavaliers, of similar rank and upbring-
ing, illustrate the strange contrast between per-
siflage and high mnspiration which 1s so often found
mn individual poems, and which indeed seems to be
a distingumishing characteristic of the hiterature of
any age unbalanced by the excitement of war.

102 Awake, awake, my Lyre!
103 Shall I, wasting in despair,

It is amusing to observe the contrast between the
attitudes of the two lovers reflected in the care
bestowed on the form of their respective verses.
Cowley selects an intricate and difficult stanza for
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hispropitiatory offering ; while the forthright Wither
1s content to repeat the simple couplet, and even so
1s not always careful to see that it rhymes per-
fectly. Yet one suspects that his wit and audacity
would be preferred to the rather spiritless appeal of
Cowley (whose power is here not equal to the in-
strument he has chosen), and 1s not surprised to
find 1n Johnson’s Life that Cowley ‘ was 1n love but
once, and then never had resolution to tell his
passion’,

105 Thy hue, dear pledge, is pure and bright

TaE verses found 1n Bothwell’s pocket-book, Old
Mortality, chap. xxm Palgrave mserted them here
as 1illustrating the character of a seventeenth-
century soldier of fortune, but they have much
more of some characters 1n the romances of Scott’s
contemporaries ‘Monk’ Lewis and Mrs. Radchffe.

106 O waly waly up the bank,

‘MosT musical, most melancholy.” Compressed,
but with mnevitable loss, 1nto two stanzas by Gold-
smith, No. 138. The theme 1s age-old ; but not even
Burns in No. 139, or Kingsley in No. 356, or
Dobell in No. 378, has touched 1t with the moving
pathos of this anonymous ballad-maker.

The detail throughout 1s selected with exquisite
propriety; the metaphor of the oak in the first
stanza, the simile of the dew 1n the second, the
appeal to the wind in the third, the recollections of
the fourth, and the naive image in the last, are
exactly such as would naturally occur to a simple
country-bred girl. Wordsworth would have found
no better example than this to illustrate his theory
that true poetry results from ‘fitting to metrical
arrangement a selection of the real language of man
in a state of vivid sensation’.,
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The green leaves of line 22 are meant to remind us
that she was still young.

The antitheses 1n the fourth stanza, the first
expressed and the second imphed, are very moving
in their ssimplicity and naturalness.

Palgrave, mn the interests of Victorian morality,
substituted for the last line one of his own invention :

And the green grass growing over me

and forged a marnage certificate1n supplying a title.

107 I wish I were where Helen hes;

AN admirable 1illustration of the artistic value of
repetition, the most elementary, but also the most
fundamental, principle 1n art. As the poem has
room but for the one thought so the stanza admits
but a single rhyme, the persistence of which empha-
sizes an sistency so intense that in common prose
it would be monomania, yet by virtue of its art-
form becomes as movingly beautiful as David’s
lament for his son. So the insistent refrain forces
upon us again and again the scene which 1s always
before the eyes of the speaker. The repetition at
the moment of crisis in the fourth stanza, like the
Porter mcident 1n Macbeth, holds up the action
until suspense thrills our nerves to the highest
pitch of expectation. And lastly we note the effect
of the more obvious device of repetition of the
dominant thought, ‘I wish I were where Helen lies’,
with which we are plunged at once intathe tragedy
and which haunts our ears at the end, and after.

108 As I was walking all alane

IT has been said that there are only seven themes
upon which stories have been written; of ballad
motifs there are fewer still, and they are almost
exhausted by the three examples here included.
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These examples well 1llustrate the essential
characteristic of the ballad, which 1s a stark, primi-
tive ssmplicity not only of form, diction, and theme,
but of what 1s much more fundamental, outlook on
lhfe. The ballad maker shares with Mr. Hardy
alone among the moderns the unwondering pagan
acceptance, as of a matter of course, of ‘the grim-
ness of the human situation’. He understands
Lear’s passionate grief at the cruelty of Iife, but not
his bewilderment that such things should be; and
his only philosophy 1s that of Corin: he ‘knows that
the more one sickens the worse at ease he 1s and
that the property of rain 1s to wet, and of fire to
burn’. Nature, too, 1n the ballads 1s always primi-
tive; we may hear of towns and wvillages, but what
we see 1s always greenwood and river and sea, and
never the results of the labour of men but only
the scenes of therr hunting and fighting and love-
making.

There 1s a strange theory that because the ballads
were originally sung mn chorus they were composed
by a chorus; which 1s hike supposing that the
General Confession of the Prayer Book represents
the collected contributions of individual sinners.
The persons who composed the ballads were obvi-
ously poets; but their names are no more re-
membered than are the names of those who 1n our
popular proverbs concentrated ‘the wisdom of
many 1n the wit of one’.

109 Faur pledges of a fruiiful tree,
110 Fawr Daffoduls, we weep to see

TuE best-known of Herrick’s poems, paired here
by Palgrave, and probably mn most memories
assoclated together. Both reveal an unexpected
depth of thought and pathos 1n ‘an 1dle singer of an
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empty day’; for the theme of both is the old, sad
truth that ‘man cometh up as a flower’. But
beyond that they are no more a parr than the
Hamlet of Saxo Grammaticus 1s fellow to the
Hamlet of Shakespeare. One would leave Herrick
cheek by jowl among the best of the Carolean poets;
the other hifts him clean out of therr company to
set him for the moment beside Catullus.

The thought common to both poems 1s spoilt in
the first line of Blossoms by the reminder in the
word ‘fruitful’ that the blossom falls in order that
frmit may follow; and so the questions and reflec-
tions 1n the remainder of the poem are answered
and made 1dle before they are spoken. The form of
the stanza, also, 1s not happily chosen; short
couplets are not an instrument by which we can be
made to hear the deep, sad music of humanity. The
one admirable feature of the rhyme-plan 1s the
unity obtamned by the device of linking the first
lines of each stanza.

But a detailed study of Daffod:ls reveals ‘ power
each side, perfection every turn’. There 1s, first of
all, and above all, the mspired conscilousness, the
conception so rare before Wordsworth, that while
we share the untimely end of the flowers we share
also a common life with them as the children of one
Father, and so, 1n a higher sense of the word, a
common end with them—*‘to slake Thy thirst’,
which 1s the true answer to the shallower-thinking
Herrick of Blossoms and his echo, Waller, 1n
No. 89.

Here Herrick is with Wordsworth (No. 254) and
Browning (No. 848, line 187); 1t 1s 1n his perfect
marriage of form and subject that he 1s with
Catullus. His words have to express at once the
shghtness and fragility of flowers and the mystery
of hfe and death. And the thing is done! His
stanzas have even to the eye the hghtness of flowers ;
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yet any one who reads them with due pauses on
their numerous rhymes (which cannot be done
until their intricate plan has been carefully con-
sidered) will hear in them a music ‘of ample power
to chasten and subdue’.

He who wishes to understand once and for all
what ‘form’ means in poetry should write, and
afterwards read aloud, two couplets, the first in-
cluding the first four lines and the second the last
six of one of these stanzas. He will then realize
with Huxley that ‘art and industry may get music
of a sort out of a penny whistle; but when all 13
done 1t has no chance against an organ’.

Note 1n the last lines of Daffodils the lovely
appropriateness of the similes to the subject of the
poem.

111 How vainly men themselves amaze

O ur modern delight in the countryside as a source
of mterest and enjoyment began with the general
laying out of gardens in the early seventeenth
century ; for though the monasteries and the greater
houses had ‘paradises’ for exercise, life 1n the Middle
Ages was so much an affair of tillage and the open
air that ‘the country’ was no more enjoyed than 1t
1s by the average rustic of to-day. Marvell’s lines
for the most part, hike Bacon’s famous essay,
happily express the kind of enjoyment which the
average educated man, then, as now, would find in
the possession of a garden, but 1n lines 43-56 he
suddenly rises into the plane of ‘the Being that 1s
in the clouds and air, That 1s 1n the green leaves
among the groves’; where, like his own bird, he sits
and sings, of things not always intelligible—for who
can explain precisely what 1s meant by

Annihilating all that ’s made
To a green thought in a green shade?

89



Then, as suddenly, in the seventeenth-century
manner, he 1s down to earth again, mocking because
All women born are so perverse . . .

From Adam’s wife, who proved a curse
Though God had meant her for a blessing,

The reference in the last stanza is to a floral
dial. As different flowers open and close at different
hours 1t 1s possible to group them so as to tell the
time by them; the goatsbeard, for example, closes
at noon.

112 Hence, loathéd Melancholy,
113 Hence, varn deluding Joys,

WHEN Mr. Masefield said that ¢the lyric at the end
of Love’s Labour’s Lost (No. 27) 1s the loveliest thing
ever said about England’ he was forgetting, among
others, these two poems; which 1s the more strange
because, of all the poetry in the language, they
include the passages most likely to suggest them-
sclves to any lover of the English countryside as he
takes his walks abroad. For hcre, exquisitely
epitomized, are all the pleasures that

Hulls and valleys, dale and field
And all the craggy mountains yield,

at any hour of the day, from the dappled dawn to
the goblin-haunted might, 1n moods gay or grave, 1n
pensive solitude, or 1n jovial company.

But 1t 1s not only their catholicity which justifies
Johnson’s saying that ‘every man that reads them
reads them with pleasure’; the things that Milton
nates are the things that most men would observe.
There 1s nothing recondite 1n his details. A modern
poet would notice that ‘the leaf buds on the vine
are woolly’ or speak of ‘the blue-necked wheat’;
but such close observation 1s as foreign to Milton as
to the average walker. He lived, for the most part,
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like Matthew Arnold ‘amid the great town’s harsh,
heart-wearying roar’, and though he perhaps loved
the country the more on that account yet he knew
1t the less intimately ; and as Matthew Arnold calls
his famous ‘signal tree’ an elm, which is really an
oak, so Milton makes the skylark perch like a
sparrow on a window-sill and sing at open, jasmine-
muffled lattices. It would, however, be an exaggera-
tion to say with Dryden that he ¢ saw nature through
the spectacles of books’, for these poems bear clear
testimony to lus dlrect observation of homely
incidents that must have become familiar to him 1n
his walks at Horton where they were written.

Dr. Johnson acutely observes that though ‘the
images are properly selected and nicely distin-
guished, the colours of the diction seem not suffici-
ently discrimimnated’. He means that though the
cheerful man of L’Allegro and the melancholy one
of Il Penseroso each selects for notice the details
that naturally appeal to him, one the lark and the
cheerful horn, for instance, the other the mightin-
gale and the tolling bell, yet the prevailing tone
1n both poems 1s not greatly different, so that many
passages of one poem might be transferred to the
other without attracting notice by their incongruity.

The reason 1s to be found in the employment of
the four-stressed, coupled lines for both poems,
though 1ts characteristic musical effect, of ightness
and ease of movement, is appropriate only to the
first. Not even Milton, supreme master of the
varied line, could 1n the same medium produce an
entirely dissimilar music throughout the whole
length of two long poems. Single lines, as will be
noted, he does frequently transpose 1into a new key
by rearranging therr stresses; but to do so with all
would have been to change his whole medium. And
that indeed, had he been 1n the thirties instead of
the twenties, he would have done.
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One thing, however, he could never at any age
have done: he could never have charged a poem on
England with the secret of that spell which invests
the English earth with almost a sacramental power.
A voice that could do so cried once, in the dying
speech of Gaunt, and then was silent almost till our
own day. These poems, lovely as they are, are after
all, ‘but a gallery of pictures’; neither they, nor
any of Shakespeare’s lyrics, are ¢ the lovelest things
ever said about England’, for they lack the mystern-
ous power of a personal love passing the love of
women which 1n some stanzas of Mr. Kipling and
Mr. Belloc 1s felt to clutch at our hearts. That only
comes to men who know more of the face of
England, of her people and her past, than Milton,
lover of England though he was, either knew or
cared to know. The deprivation 1s the price he paid
for an alien culture.

L’Allegro: the cheerful man; who ‘among the
successive varlety of appearances’ selects those
that harmonize with and enhance his tempera-
mental lightness of heart.

LINES 1-10. The unequal lines of this opening
apostrophe enable Milton to employ the ‘full re-
sounding line’ and the emphatic short one appro-
priate to his denunciation of Melancholy, in happy
contrast with the gay tone of the invocation to
Mirth that follows 1it. Which makes 1t the more
strange that he did not appreciate the expediency
of making a similar contrast in the form of Il Pen-
seroso. Images of horror were surely never so
closely packed as in these lines.

1-3. Melancholy, not personified in ancient
poetry, 1s here made the hell-born child of Midnight,
wife to Erebus, by the monster Cerberus.

6. jealous: emulous to spread widely, as a brood-
ing fowl to enlarge her surface.
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17. some sager: Milton himself, inventing mytho-
logy; he thinks the open air and the dawn hikelier
begetters of Mirth than Venus and Bacchus.

82. A justly famous example of vivid personi-
fication.

86. Mountains are open and free and have com-
monly been the home of untamed races.

42. The pattern of the line is suddenly broken to
agree both with startle and with the sudden burst of
the lark’s song.

45, then: 1.e. after calling up the day; the lark
then salutes the observer at his window.

50. Darkness, personified as a fiend 1n line 6, is
here with equally mmaginative art pictured as a
retreating host of shadows. The opening dactyl
suggests a sudden rush.

52. Once agan the sound helps the image by its
appeal to the ear as well as the eye.

57. not unseen: because the self-satisfied man
courts observation; cf. 113, hine 65.

60. state: the 1mage 18 of a state procession. The
stresses are rearranged to give the line a special
and becoming grandeur of sound.

67. Like the other labourers the shepherd is at
work, and his first job 1s to count the sheep to see
that none have strayed in the might.

74. labouring: teeming, heavy with ramn.

78. bosomed. embosomed. A lovely picture of
church and manor house rising above the trees on
a hill.

79. The touch gives a human interest to the
scene ; cf. No. 160, stanza 1.

83-8. A scholar’s names for country folk.

96. chequered: dappled with light and shadow.

102. Faery Mab: a fairy accustomed to steal
cream from dairies 1n days before the blame was
laid upon the cat.

103. she: the country wench telling the tale.
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104. he: a rustic who tells how he was led astray
by a will o’ the wisp.

105. goblin: Robin Goodfellow, a brownie, who
for a bowl of milk set ready for him overnight will
come and labour for the household.

118. The words of the line are full of the energy
it describes.

117. then: next, after these country joys.

120. triumphs: pageants.

132. If there 1s a comedy of Jonson’s to be
scen.

133-4. A well-known reference to Shakespeare’s
nature and poetry and to his independence of mere
book-learning.

135-50. The best wine kept until last. Music in
both poems 1s the supreme pleasurc; and i both
the most melodious lines are reserved for 1t.

LINES 11-30. Ile compares the personified melan-
choly (=hterally ‘black humour’) to various
mythological females who were black but comely.

43. The alliteration of the heavy d appropriately
weights the line.

65. walk unseen: because the melancholy man
shuns observation (cf. 112, lIine 57).

68. Note the picturesque force of the metaphors
riding and noon.

76. A fine instance of suggestive music.

83. Night watchmen with bells walked the streets
and called the hours. Bells, especially of churches,
were belhieved to drive away evil spirits.

87. outwatch the bear: keep awake until the con-
stellation so named had faded in the dawn.

88-96. Commune with the spirits of Greek philo-
sophers to discover the secrets of spiritual existence.

97-102. The references are to Greek tragedy;
Shakespeare’s are 1gnored, unless Milton is thinking
of them in lines 101, 102.
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109. him: Chaucer, who left his ‘Squire’s Tale’
unfimished.

120. The reference is to allegories like the Faery
Queen.

121. In this longer line he seems to have shpped
for a moment mstinctively and madvertently into
another and a more appropriate key. The contrast
i movement between this and the next line 1s
greater than is needed to enforce the change from
mght to morning; for the morn here 1s ¢ civil-suited’,
1.e. dressed 1n dark clothes of dull clouds.

135. monumental: a noble epithet, finer because
truer than Tennyson’s ‘immemorial elms’ (for the
elm 1s a comparatively short-lived tree), and more
full of the suggestion of a visible witness to the
reality of the past. It makes us see the oak not
merely as a tree but as a pillar set up for a testi-
mony to our fathers.

114 Where the remote Bermudas ride

TaE lnes have the effect of a magic-lantern in
flashing their pictures successively before our eyes,
but they have also a haunting melody as of a hymn
meant not to be sung but recited, written on the
text, ‘The earth 1s the Lord’s, and the fullness
thereof’. The opening line takes us at once into the
world of romance.

The figures of speech are impressive and memor-
able. The sea monsters ‘that hift the deep upon their
backs’ are a magnificent example of hyperbole, as
are the apples of line 23 (unless pineapples are
meant, of which a tree bears but one); the simile
that describes the orange and the metaphor of the
jewels 1n the pomegranate are magical in their
suggestion of colour; and the personification of the
sea 1s meffective only because the music of the
words is so suggestive of the sound of the breakers
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that it calls up an 1mage of an actual beach and
not a personified sea.

The association of ideas in line 12 gives us a
ghmpse 1into the minds of seventeenth-century
puritans.

115 Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heaven’s joy,

IN these verses the ‘God-gifted organ-voice’ is
heard for the first time 1n its full power and range.
In them Milton made the discowery which made
Paradise Lost possible, that he did not need the
device of a formal stanza to help him mould his
subject-matter into a form of beauty nor that of
rhyme to regulate and lend variety to his music;
for though he uses rhymes, he so varies the rhythm
of his five-stressed lines that while every one of
them suggests its type no two of them are alike, but
move ‘like ocean waves 1n eternal difference 1n
eternal sameness’. Inthem, too, the theme of Para-
dise Lost 1s alrcady suggested ; and Milton has made
God 1n his own 1mage, a Being of power and hight,
aloof from men, sitting above the Cherubim amid
eternal harmony. They are said to have been
written within a year of the Natwnty Ode. If so,
that year, the twenty-second of his life, marks
the most important stage in the development of
Milton’s genius.

116 *Twas at the royal feast for Persia won

ALEXANDER celebrates his victory over Persia by
a feast at Persepolis. Seated among his nobles with
his courtesan by his side he listens to his musician,
whose music elates him by telling how Jupiter
begot him 1n the form of a serpent, excites him by
the praise of wine and war, moves him to pity the
fate of his vanquished and murdered foe, and thence
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to what Dryden calls ‘love’ for the woman at his
side; at this point, however, it recalls himn to the
duty of avenging his dead soldiers and excites him
to rush out and burn the city. ‘What passion can-
not music raise and quell?’

A work of art 1s not to be judged by its materals:
whether or not we call them common or unclean
depends absolutely on the artist’s treatment of
them. If he so uses them, as Shakespeare uses the
basest of all trades, in Pericles, to give us some great
and severe experience for the imagination, then 1t
1s not for us to complain of the taste of our medicine.
But Dryden 1n this ode gives us merely the kind of
1maginative experience which we can create for
ourselves, out of our memories of Mafeking Night.

The ode was highly esteemed by the rhetoric-
loving eighteenth century, but to us is more nter-
esting as an historical document than as poetry. Its
pictures are characteristic of an age in which art
and morahity were at their lowest; and 1ts music 1s
as meretricious as 1ts theme. True, so great a man
as Dryden could not write 140 lines without includ-
1ng some that are memorable. In

Now! give the oboes breath; he comes, he comes
as in

Rouse him like a ratthing peal of thunder
we hear the Dryden of the earlier ode, able to fill a
line with the very sound and spirit of the thing 1t
represents. So at the seventieth line we hear him
change the music by lengthening his line to suit the
altered mood, hush 1t with murmuring m’s and
whispering s’s 1n the next strophe, wake 1t into
swift life again by the introduction of dactyls after
the thunder of line 101, and then by the strong
spondee of line 126 check the pace again to intro-
duce the quiet epilogue.

But all this is obvious artifice; which is why the
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eighteenth century delighted in it. It is, however,
successful artifice; some tricks here are not, for
example the frequent device of repetition fails
throughout to enforce the idea, and the shortening
of the line 1n

Assumes the God

Affects to nod

produces not emphasis but an almost comic effect.

117 Now the golden Morn aloft

PALGRAVE in his Preface makes the high claim for
the arrangement he adopted that ‘the development
of the symphonies of Mozart and Beethoven has
been thought of as a model’. Nothing in his
arrangement, however, can be compared 1n 1ts
effectiveness with his choice of this ode to introduce
the poetry of the eighteenth century. It was an
age of great men and great achievements, in litera-
ture not least ; but there was one thing that Enghsh-
men 1n that age, and 1n that age only, were unable
to do: 1t was to sing—for joy, for wonder, for sheer
hightness of heart. For the only time in our literary
history the true lyrical impulse failed us.

So instead of ‘ the spontaneous overflow of power-
ful feelings’ Gray, as the representative of his age,
gives us these manufactured substitutes, ‘a vermeil
cheek and whisper soft’ for the bloom and the
frank voice of mnocence, painted lay-figures mas-
querading as Morn or Misery, and empty pulpit
eloquence for the expression of a genuine emotion.

The artificial and unconvincing personification,
of lines 25 and 26 particularly, was to end at last
in such banality as ¢ Inoculation, Heavenly maid!’;
and the unnatural inversion in the same stanza,
where, after long search, shades 1s found to be the
object of gilds and Hope 1ts subject, 1s exquisitely 1n
keeping with it.
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Yet, even in the eighteenth century, ‘the voice
of Nature cries,” and Gray’s last stanza might have
been written by Wordsworth himself.

118 Happy the man, whose wish and care

P orE asserts that he wrote this at twelve years old.
But he was always more solicitous for effect than
for fact, and 1t 1s probable that he retouched it con-
siderably before he published 1t 1n his twenty-first
year. In any case 1t 1s admirably typical of Pope
in 1ts neatly-packed expression; no other English-
man could say so much in so little space, without
using figurative speech. The inversions which help
to produce this economy should, for their perfect
lucidity, be compared with the examples in the
fourth stanza of the previous poem and the fourth
of the following one. Such epigrammatic terseness
was of course always characteristic of Pope. But
the geniality of tone and the quiet joy 1n life which
here speaks so musically soon deserted him. Neither
did he use again such a sweet instrument as this
stanza, with 1ts remarkable correspondence to the
woodlark’s song—three bursts of melody as 1t rises
and hovers, and a shorter one closing abruptly as
1t drops and settles. He remained the precocious
schoolboy, but he lost the charm of the child.

119 O say what is this thing call’d Light,

T uE pathos felt here owes much more to the nature
of the subject than to Cibber’s treatment of 1t. He
is assuming that blind people, like Gray’s animals
1n No. 117, have no imagmnation to inform them of
their deprivation. It is true that the blind are often
cheerful ; but 1t 1s probably not Cibber’s philosophy
that sustains them. The jog-trot of his verse 1s
intolerable, and the lines are more effective when
read as prose, as at a children’s concert.
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120 *Twas on a lofty vase’s side,

A surrEME example of occasional verse, polished
until every lne 1s transparent, every epithet a
picture, and every rhythm a gentle flow, witty,
urbane, of 1ts kind perfect.

But no great English poet has ever worked in
this kind.

In purr’d applause (hine 12) the wit 1n the
thought and the suggestive sound of the words
found to express 1t are alike admirable.

Similarly in lines 29, 30, note the suggestive con-
trast between the smoothness of the one line and
the falling rhythm of the next.

Note also the witty significance of eight 1n ine 31:
a cat has nine lives.

By a last refinement the poem ends consistently
with the polished jewel of an epigram.

121 Timely blossom, Infant fair,

It is remarkable that Palgrave, whose omission
of Blake 1s even more astonishing than his inclusion
of J. Collins and Carey, Mickle and Mackay, should
have included this poem which Blake might have
ispired.

Solicrtous delaght (line 4) 1s a happy use at once of
the device of the transferred epithet and of oxy-
moron—paradox 1n miniature; her parents find de-
Iight in their anxious care for her.

122 When Britain first at Heaven’s command

A coop example of rhetoric, which may be defined
as the result of an attempt to produce poetry under
the stimulus of an artificial emotion. It speaks well
for the taste of our people that only the first stanza
has survived 1n the popular memory.

Rule 1s often perverted to ‘rules’, so that a mere
aspiration becomes a braggart assertion.
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will is also sometimes perverted to ‘shall’ with a
similarly 1ll-mannered result.

123 ‘Ruin seize thee, ruthless King!

THE word ode, alike in Greek and in English, has
a general and a specific apphcation. In each 1t
refers to a kind of poetry in which a grave and
dignified subject 1s spoken of or, more often, directly
addressed, 1n verse of stately movement and
grandeur of tone. So Pope called a small poem
an Ode to Solitude (No. 118), and Milton a long
one an Ode on the Morning of Christ’s Nativity
(No. 62).

But in a stricter sense the ode is a poem which
has not merely these attributes, but a highly elabo-
rate metrical form expressly designed to achieve
them 1n the fullest possible measure. Ben Jonson
and Congreve were the only Enghshmen before
Gray who understood 1ts principles and structure.
Their odes are not represented here, and so 1t
fortunately happens that the first example of this
highly artificial form of verse should be a poem by
a writer who was before all else a scholar and
technician, one whose skill and knowledge were so
consummate that he almost succeeded 1n making
sheer craftsmanship supply the want of genius.
The ode, as here represented, consists of three
similar divisions each containing three subdivisions
of which the third, the epode, 1s unlike the other
two, the strophe and the antistrophe. Originally
the ode was chanted by a chorus of singers; as they
moved round the altar in one direction they sang
the strophe, during the return movement the anti-
strophe, and then, standing, the epode. The whole
movement was then repeated, usually twice, with
new words each time.

This noble example of architecture in verse
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admirably illustrates that basic principle of art,
variety 1n unity, repetition with difference; the
epode lends variety to the unit, the threefold change
of rhyme, but not of rhyme arrangement, lends
variety to the whole.

Gray’s mastery of his instrument can only be
appreciated by those who will take the trouble to
examine both the rhyme plan and the hine-lengths
of his first strophe, note their exact correspondence
in the first antistrophe, observe how this plan 1s
repeated again and yet agamn i the second and
third pairs, and, lastly, how the three epodes
exactly correspond to one another, even 1n their
mid-line rhymes, while being markedly different
from the opening sections both in size and plan.

Alas! ‘The lyfe so short, the craft so long to
lerne!” Gray’s artistry, like ‘those gems of purest
ray serene the dark, unfathomed caves of ocean
bear’,1s all unsuspected by the trippers on the ocean
of poetry.

LINE 1. King: Edward I, who is here supposed to
have massacred all the bards of Wales after his
successful campaign of 1282. The single survivor
1s speaking ; by this device we are excited to interest
by being plunged at once into the action, for the
narrative does not begin until line 9. The first
word, moreover, strikes with unpressive sudden-
ness the keynote of the whole poem.

29. In this, the first, epode the bard bewails his
dead companions.

49. With the second strophe ne begins a series
of pictures, prophetic of the doom of Edward’s
posterity, caliing on the gods to weave his predic-
tions mnto the web of their fate. The change of
quotation marks shows that the spirits of the dead
bards are acting on his suggestion 1n line 47 and are
chanting with him.
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51. verge enough: space for the prophetic pictures
or mscriptions woven into the web of fate.

55. roofs: of Berkeley Castle, where Edward II
was murdered at the instigation of his wife Isabella
of France, the ‘she-wolf’.

59. thy country: France, which her son Edward ITI
was to ‘scourge’ and lay waste, and thereafter, as
the next lines tell, to die dishonoured and alone.

67. sable warrior. the Black Prince (so called from
his liveries), who died a year before his father.

69. the swarm: of courtiers and parasites who left
the death-bed of the senile king to ingratiate them-
selves with his youthful grandson Richard II,
whose life was like a voyage begun in fair weather
and ending 1n wreck.

81-3. Richard is here supposed to be starved to
death 1n prison.

84-6. The Wars of the Roses.

87. Towers of Julwus: the Tower of London was
formerly supposed to have been founded by Caesar;
1t 1s called ‘London’s shame’ because of 1ts bloody
assoclations.

89. Ms. the ‘meeck usurper’s’, Henry VI, who
was son of the victor of Agincourt, and whose con-
sort Margaret’s steadfastness supported his cause.

91-4. The white and red roses were united in
the royal badge after the marnage of Henry VII
to Ehzabeth of York following his victory over
Richard ITI, the Boar (so called from his badge), who
had murdered his young nephews and was himself
killed at Bosworth under thethorn bush in which his
crown was found. But the gore he there wallowed 1n
was hisown. Inline 92 a colon should follow spread.

99. Half of thy heart: Edward’s wife Eleanor was
to die 1n 1290.

101-2. He appeals to the spirits who, having
finished their curse, as line 100 and 1ts quotation
marks show, are departing.
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110. In the third antistrophe, which begins in the
next line, the bard prophesies smooth things of the
new race of kings, the Tudors, who as Welshmen
were ‘genuine’ Britons hike Arthur.

115. a form divine: Ehizabeth in the midst of her
court. Note the importance of the comma in 1. 113.

119. strings symphonious: the poetry and musie
which were to make the age glorious.

125. In the final epode the bard calls on Fierce
War, &c., to adorn his verse while he foretells that
of Shakespeare (lines 128-30), Milton (lines 131-2),
and their successors 1 the more distant future
(lines 133-4); and with a reminder to Edward
that the war-cloud will vanish he makes an end
of his prophesying and himself.

124 How sleep the Brave who sink to rest

‘BurT the Lord was not in the thunder. And after
the thunder a still, small voice.” From the last line
of Gray’s Ode to the first Iine of Collins we are
passing from self-conscious artifice to unconscious
art. It 1s like coming out of a picture-palace into
a quiet churchyard or cathedral close. And 1if we
knew no more of Collins than this we should read
to the end without any disturbing consciousness of
ingenious machinery producing and withdrawing
lay figures on the stage. But if we are already
famihar with The Passions, No.141, we shall suspect
sorrowfully that even here Collins 1s using the
device of personification not because a poctic
intuition made 1t 1nevitable but because the figure
was a conventional trick of the age. Collins uses 1t
until 1t becomes tedious, but Gray did most to stale
it. In his hands the thing became a strumpet.

125 The lovely lass o’ Inverness,

TuE populanty of Burns’s poetry owes almost as
much to the accident of its date as to its own
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merits; in contrast with the forced artificiality and
remoteness from common interests with which the
heirs of Gray and Pope had invested their legacy,
the simple pathos and everyday humanity of
Burns made imnstant appeal. A generation before
‘Wordsworth, ‘love had he found 1n huts where poor
men he’; and his discovery interested and excited
a world which had almost forgotten the love songs
of 1ts forefathers and seemed to have lost the art,
and even the desire, to write 1ts own. It owes even
more to the happy umion of so much of 1t with
traditional airs so native to Britain as to be, and
not by North Britons only, ‘felt in the blood, and
felt along the heart;’ 1t 1s significant that all but
two of the poems here included were published as
songs with a musical accompamment, and that
several, including this Lament, begin with a stanza
of an old song which Burns deftly continues in the
same metre. The crucl lord of Iine 18 is the Duke of
Cumberland, who defeated the Young Pretender at
Drumossie or Culloden Moor.

126 I’ve heard them hilting at the ewe-milking,
LINE 1. hlting: singing.

3. wulka: every. loaning milking place.

4. ‘the young men of Ettrick Forest are weeded
out.’

5. bughts: sheepfolds. scorning: jeering.

6. dowre: dull. wae. woeful.

7. daffing: playmng the fool. gabbing: gibing.

8. leglin. pail.

9. shearing: reaping.

10. bandsters: ‘the men who bind the sheaves’.
runkled: wrinkled. Ilyart. grizzled.

11. fleeching. wheedling.

14. bogle: bogy.

17. dool: grief.

22. heartless: down-hearted
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129 Toll for the Brave!

By a happy chance this first of the poems by which
Cowper is here represented 1llustrates admirably
the notes of simplicity, sincerity, and familiarity
which he helped to bring back into English poetry
towards the end of the eighteenth century. Until
that was done, until poetry was rescued from the
minds of those who think and know, and brought
back to move the hearts of those who only feel, 1t
could not find 1ts way again to 1ts real home, which
1s that world of the spirit which we call the higher
mmagination. To quicken our intellectual Iife as
Pope did by forcing us to appreciate and admire
how efficiently language may be used to convey
thought, and so to enlist our emotions on the side
of clear thinking; to move our hearts to pity and so
to enlarge and deepen our sympathy with other
lives as Burns and Cowper did, these are high
functions of poctry. But they arc not the highest.

That supreme function 1s to make man conscious
of the divine part of himself by trembling the veil
which obscures from him the wonder of his being.
When Pope quoted with schoolboy cleverness
‘Know thyself’ he was wiser than he knew; the
‘proper study’, i.e. the essential aspiration, of man
1s the becoming conscious of his higher self, Pope’s
1ignorance of which is seen 1n his cheap antithesis
between our knowledge of God and ourselves; for 1t
is only through our own spiritual ntuitions that
we can know anything of God. The Kingdom of
Heaven 1s within you: and the function of the
highest poetry 1s to reveal i1t. Such poetry 1s the
‘most pointed pleasure’ which Stevenson prayed
God to use to

Stab my spirit broad awake.

Of that, no poet between Milton and Wordsworth

was capable. And so the eighteenth century believed
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in minds but not in souls, in shades but not in
spirits, in ceremonies but not in sacraments, in
sentiments but not in passions, in fancy but not in
1magination.

Wordsworth was born to redeem English poetry,
body and soul; 1ts body from artificial diction and
outworn figures of speech; 1ts soul from worldliness
and commonplace sentiment. In both parts of the
task he was anticipated by Cowper, but particularly
in the revival of a simpler and more natural speech.
The Loss of the Royal George might have been
written by Wordsworth himself to illustrate his
theory of poctic diction; mndeed Cowper’s own
statement of his poetical aims reads hke a para-
graph from the Preface in which that theory is
advanced: 1t is ‘ To make verse speak the language
of prose without being prosaic, to marshal the
words of 1t 1n such an order as they might naturally
take in falling from the lips of an extemporary
speaker, yet without meanness, harmomniously,
elegantly, and without seeming to displace a sylla-
ble for the sake of the rhyme.’

Never was aim more successfully achieved.

LINE 1. The pattern of the normal three-stressed
line 1s modified so that the poem may open with
a strong accent on the significant woid #oll, and
that a pause may be substituted for a syllable after
1t, producing the rhythmical effect of a tolling bell.
Cf. the opening bar of the ‘Dead March’ 1in Saul.

Note the predominance of open vowels 1n this
stanza, with their effect on the movement and tone.

25. The change 1n the position of the accents, so
that 1t begins and ends with a heavy stress, gives
the sound a weight and an imperativeness very
appropriate to the words.

31. full charged: the epithet apphes with equal
fehicity to the line itself.
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The memory of The Royal George and The Revenge
will perish together—when English poetry itself 1s
forgotten.

130 Al in the Downs the fleet was moor’d,

BacEHOT said of the poetry that Tennyson put
mto the mouth of Enoch Arden, ‘so much has not
often been made of the selling of fish’. Gay’s scene
1s not set 1n farryland or any 1maginative realm, but
mn the real world of the British Navy and among
those very real persons 1ts sailors and their sweet-
hearts. Yet they are made to speak and act in a
manner impossible in the given conditions: they
know nothing of naval discipline; and they do
know the hyperbolical extravagance of language
not of the average A.B. but of the more artificial
eighteenth-century poets. Here neither 1s beauty
truth nor 1s truth made beautiful.

Yet the simile 1n the third stanza 1s beautiful and
appropriate; 1t at once conveys the mmage and
cnnobles 1t. And as 1t 1s spoken not by the sailor
but by the poet there 1s no sense of incongruity.

In Iine 30 we have here an illiterate sailor speak-
ing like the metaphysical Lovelace in No. 100.

‘With hines 41-2 ¢f. Dante, ¢ Love which moves the
sun and the other stars’, and thus realize the polar
distance between the higher imagination, which
1s of Heaven, and fancy, its earthly counterpart.

131 Of all the girls that are so smart

132 Go fetch to me a pint o’ wine,

133 If doughty deeds my lady plecase

A croup of songs, all of which to be fully enjoyed
need the musical accompaniment for which they

were written. In lines 6 and 11-13 of No. 132,
however, the words have a suggestive music of their
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own. The ideas here are almost all contained in the
old song which Burns used as his raw material, but
their exhilarating movement and energy of tone
they take from the voice of Burns himself.

ride the ring refers to a military game in which a
hanging ring was carried off on the point of a spear.

134 Sweet stream, that winds through yonder glade,

THE ideal picture 1n these quietly beautiful lines
has the hmitations of the eighteenth-century vision.
The lady’s name was Shuttleworth, but i1t might
have been Ameha or Sophy Western or even
Clarissa. Jane Austen remembered her under the
name of Anne Elliot, and Dickens as Agnes Wick-
steed. Shakespeare, too, knew and loved such a
one and called her Cordelia, but 1t was not to her
that he would have said ‘Take all my loves, my
Love’. She died soon after Queen Victoria, and was
thus spared the unhappiness of misunderstanding
her granddaughters.

135 Sleep on, and dream of Heaven awhile —
136 For ever, Fortune, urlt thou prove
137 The merchant, to secure his treasure,

Three examples of hght verse which may be
silver but are certainly not golden; for gold, even
1n the airest filigree, has always a certain weight of
substance.

138 When lovely woman stoops to folly

ONE of a small class of poems which show that
poetry, like life, may be perfect in small measures.
Cf No. 73, lines 9, 10, and Nos. 289, 290.

140 Awake, Aeolian lyre, awake,

Pindaric Ode: see note to No. 123. It will be
observed that this ode, like The Bard, 1s of the
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regular form in which the odes of Pindar were
composed.,

LINES 1-12. The opening strophe pictures Song as
a river.

9. reign: realm; the corn-fields.

13-24. The antistrophe repeats Dryden’s theme
of the power of music over the passions. The
sovereign shell is the lyre (cf. No. 63, 1. 17).

21. the feather’d kwng: of birds, which perched on
Jove’s wrist like a falcon.

25-41. The epode tells how the dance was in-
spired by song; its lighter movement not only pro-
duces the necessary difference from the strophes
but 1s appropriate to the subject.

85. many-twinkling: Johnson objected that ‘we
may say ‘‘many-spotted” but not ‘“many-spot-
ting”’. The final answer 1s that the word 1s instantly
recognized as effective.

42-53. The second strophe asserts that poctry,
‘the heavenly Muse’, has the same power over
human 1lls which the sun has over the night

54-65. The second antistrophe tells that poetry
is common to men of every clime, from the sunless
poles to the equator.

60. repeat tell of.

61. He breaks his metre to help his meaning.

66-82. The second epode shows how poetry
passed from Greece to Italy and, on the decline of
Rome, to Britain.

69-70. The slowly winding rhythm is not only
suggestive of the river, but invites us to pause and
contemplate both 1ts own beauty and that of its
image. Amber introduces a rare touch of colour.

72. voice of angursh: Greece suffered under foreign
oppression for many centuries.

77. the sad Nine: the Muses. Greece’s evil hour
1s an 1ll-sounding phrase. The history 1n the follow-
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ing lines is very questionable; for the arts have
always flourished under a despotic government, and
never more than 1n Italy after the break-up of the
Roman Empire.

83-94. The third strophe is devoted to Shake-
speare as the greatest of Britain’s poets, to whom
Nature revealed all her secrets.

95-106. The third antistrophe refers to Milton
and Dryden and to the Paradise Lost of the one and
the poems (his greatest) written 1n heroic couplets,
the pair of coursers, of the other.

101, 102. A rhetorical explanation of Milton’s
blindness.

106. Image and sound alike suggest the sweep of
Dryden’s Iines 1n his best couplets

107-123. In the concluding epode Gray refers to
himself as the successor of Dryden and foretells his
own fame. He has made this doubly secure by the
two most infallible means of gaining immortality .
writing a single short poem of universal appeal, and
a number of memorable phrases which are adopted
into everyday speech or pass into the common stock
from which every writer quotes.

115. Theban eagle: Pindar, on whose odes he
models his own.

120. unborrowed of the sun: because they have a
glory of their own.

141 When Music, heavenly mard, was young,

TuE passions are shown as persons, each of appro-
priate mien and behaviour. They are histening to
Music playing on her lyre, with her other instru-
ments hanging on the myrtles near. Suddenly they
are moved to seize each the instrument most suit-
able, and to express themselves through 1ts musie.
It will be observed that the range of the lyre, like
that of the modern violin, was great enough to
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express passions so diverse as Fear, Despair, and
Hope. The poem ends with an appeal to Music to
assert her ancient power and stir the sluggish soul
of eighteenth-century England.

LINE 16. As the passions are introduced, the form
is modified.

80. At this point the music changes more de-
cidedly, feminine rhymes and a longer, more melo-
dious line being introduced; for Hope 1s a very
different being from the three previous players. In
lines 85 and 38, for example, there 1s an almost
Spenserian sweetness.

41. Surtable sound-effects are obtained here and
in line 43 by the alliteration of r, d, and n, two of
which, it may be noted, are suggestive of the very
word revenge.

47. doubling: echoing. Note the onomatopoeia.

61-8. The music here more than justifies the
epithet ‘mellow’, even reminding us of Kubla
Khan ; but 1t is difficult to divine why Cheerfulness,
who follows, should elect to play upon the same
mmstrument as Melancholy.

69. The alteration, however, hardly affords a
sufficiently marked contrast.

78, 79. Cf. Note to No. 124.

85. Collins has here, as 1n line 45, substituted
assonance for rhyme. Note that Joy, like Revenge,
plays on two instruments, and that each makes
suitable choice.

108. Chio, the Muse of Ilistory.

114. The many-voiced organ, invented by St.
Cecilia.

118. ProvetousthattheGreekstoriesofthe power
of music were true, e.g. of Orpheus and Amphion.

142 Lo! where the rosy-bosom’d Hours,

JouNsoN has been charged with doing mo