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PREFACE

‘THIS 15 not a book ot ‘ clegant extracts.” It 1s a collection
of 1illustrative readings, prepared primarily as a companion
to my Outline History of English Literature, but in the hope
also that 1t may prove more generally useful to the Iiterary
student Limitations of space have prevented me from
makmg 1t as full as I could have wished, to present anything
like a complete view of the development of English litera-
ture 1n a manual of this size 1s obviously impossible Many
«fithors have perforce been omitted altogether, for whom
I should have been glad to find a place, and those chosen are
often, I am aware, mnadequately represented The task of
preference and exclusion has. indeed, been a difficult one;
but I have been guided in 1t by the principles laid down
m the mtroductory chapter of my Outline History. This
means that cach extract has been selected because 1t serves
to bring out cither the distinctive personal features of an
authorg*genuis and style, or some feature of importance 1n
the sprnt and style of his age.

Where possible, the critical value of the selections has
been considered, and a certamn amoupt of connection has
been ptroduced among them. Thus, to illustrate Dryden’s
prose writing, I have taken the passage on Shakespeare and
Ben Jonson, and later, to 1illustrate Johnson’s, have repro-
duced a part ot his estimate ot Dryden as a critic.

Some large omissions will be noted. I have, for example,
given nothing ffdém Shakespeare’s plays or from the nine-
teenth centyry novelists. I hope I am justified in taking it.

v



vi PREFACE

for granted that Shakespeare will always be studied inde-
pendently, and that some of the best of our moderff novels
will be read in their entirecty and as a matter of course.
Indeed, 1t would secem to be a little absurd to introduce
into a book like this cxcerpts trom Sgott, Dickens,
Thackeray, and George Eliot By such omissions I have
gamced additional space for sclections from less faruhiar and,
accessible writers

As the aim of this book 1s literary and not philological or
hingwistic (and incidentally I should like to enter my protest
agaimnst the too common confusion of what should be
separate lines of study), I have not concerned myself about
uniformity of text I have thought 1t well to give Chaucer
in the old form, and as Spenser’s dehiberate archaisms were
an essential part of his style, these 1 have of course pre-
served. Elsewhere 1in the carlier extracts a more or less
modernised text has gencrally been adopted, but though
in such cases the spelling has bcen changed, I have never
tampered with the language itsclf.

WILLIAM HENRY HUDSON.
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CHAUCER

(OutLINE HISTORY, §§ 10-12)

THE MORNING SONG OF BIRDS
(From The Boke of the Duchesse)

ME thoughte thus, that 1t was May.
And m the dawenynge, ther I laye
Me mette! thus in my bed al naked,
And loked forth, for T was waked
With smale foules, a gicte hepe,
That had afrayed me oute of my slepe,
Thortigh noyse and swetenesse of her songe.
And as me mette, they sate amonge
Upon my chaumbre roofe wythoute,
Upon the tyles al aboute,
And songe everyche m hys wyse
The mosté solempne servise
By noote, that ever man I trowe,
Had herde.  For somme of hem songe lowe,
Somme highe, and al of oon acorde
To tcllé shortly at oo? word,
Was never herde so swete a stevene,?
But hyt had be a thynge of hevene,
So mery a soune, so swete entewnés,t
That, certés, for the toune of Tewnes,
I nolde, but I had herde hem synge,®
For al my chaumbre gan to rynge,
Thorugh syngynge of her® armonye;
For instrument nor melodye
Was no where herde yet halfe so swete,
Nor of acorde halfe so mete.
' 1 dreamed. * One 3 Sound ¢ Tunes.

® I would not have gone without hearing them sing for the town of

I'unis. * Their
B



2 EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH LITERATURE

For ther was noon of hem that feyned
To synge, for eche of hem hym peyne
To tynde oute of mery crafty notys,
They ne sparéd not her throtys.

ON LOVE
(From The Parlement of Foules: Proem)

THE lyfe so short, the craft so long to lerne,
Thassay! so hard, so sharpe the conquering
The drecadful? joy, alway that flit? so yerne
Al this mene I by Love, that my feching
Astonicth with his wonderful werkyng

So sore ywis, that whan I on him thinke,
Naught wete I wel whether I flete® or sinke

For al be that I knowe not Love 1n dede,

Ne wot how that he quiteth folk hir hire,
Yet happcth me ful oft in bokés rede

Of his myracles, and of his cruel ire:

There rede I well, he wol be lorde and sire;
I dare not saye his strokes be so sore;

But God save suche a lorde | I can no more.

Of usage, what for lust® and what for lore,”

On bookeés rede I oft, as I you tolde.

But wherfore that speke I al this? Naught yore
Agon,® it happed me for to beholde

Upon a boke was ywriten with letters olde;

And thereupon, a certain thing to lerne,

The longé day ful fast I radde? and yerne 1°

For out of the old fieldés, as men saith,
Cometh al this newe corne fro yere to yere;
And out of oldeé bokés, in good faith,
Cometh al this newe science that men lere 1!
But now to purpose, as of this matere:—

To redé forth it gan me so delite,

That all that day me thought it but a lite.1?

! The essay=attempt. * Timd. ! Passes away. ¢ Quickly.
$ Float, “Pleasure, 7 Learning. * Notllong ago.
* Read. 1o Eagerly. 1 Learn, 1t Little.



CHAUCER

THE GARDEN OF LOVE
(From The Parlement of Foules.)

A GARDEIN saw I ful ot blosomed bowis,
Upon a river, 1n a grene mede,

There as that swetenesse evermore inough 1s,
With floures white, blewé, yclowe, and rede,
And coldé welle strcames, nothing dede,?
That swommen fulle of smalé fishes hight,
With finnés rede, and scales silver bright

On every bough the birdés heard I singe.

With voice of angel in hir2 armonaie.

That busied hem hir birdés forth to bring,

The prety conies to hir playe gan hie,

And turther al about I gan espie,

The dredeful® roe, the buck, the hart, and hind.
Squirrels, and bestés smale, of gentle kind

Of instruments of stringés in accorde
Heard I so playc a ravishing swetenesse,
That God, that maker 1s of alle and Lorde.
Ne heardé never better. as I gesse.
Therewith a wind, unneth it might be lesse.¢
Made in the leavés grenc a noisé soft,
Accordant to the foulés song on loft.®

The aire of that place so attempre was,

That never was ther grevance of hot ne cold:
There was cke every holsome spice and gras,
Nec no man may there waxé sicke ne old.

Yqt was there more joy a thousand fold

Than I can tell, or ever could or might;
There 1s ever clere day, and never night.

Under a trece, beside a welle, I scy
Cupide our lorde his arrowes forge and file;
And at his fecte his bowe already lay;

! Not stagnant. * Therr. * Timid
¢ It scarcely could have been less. ¢ Aloft.
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And wel his doughter! tempred, al the wiyle.
The heddés in the welle; and with her wile

She couchéd? hem after, as they should serve
Some for to slee, and some to wound and kerve 3

Tho was I ware of Pleasaunce anon right,
And of Array,* Lust,® Beauty, and Curtesie,
And of the Craft, that can and hath the might
To don by force a wight to don folic.¢
Disfiguréd was she, I will not he-

And by him sclfe, under an oke I gesse,

Sawe 1 Delite, that stood with Gentlenesse

Than saw I Beauty, withouten any attire,
And Youthe, full of game and jolitee,
Foole-hardmessé, Flatterie, and Desire,
Messagerie,” Mede, and other three,

Hir namés shall not here be told for me-
And upon pillers grete, of jasper longe,

I sawc a temple of brasse yfounded strong

About the temple daunceden alway

Women mow, of whiché some there were
Faire of hemsclfe, and some of hem were gay,
In kirtils all disheveled went they there,
That was their office cver, fro ycre to yere
And on the temple saw I, white and faire,

Of dovés sitting many a thousand pairce

Before the temple doore, ful soberly,

Dame Peace sat, a curtaine in her honde;
And her beside, wonder discretely,

Dame Paciencé sitting there I fonde,

With facé pale, upon an hille of sondc,

And alther next,? withinne and cke withoute,
Behest and Arte, and of her folke a route.

t His daughter, Pleasure. There is no classical authority for this
medicval notion.

* Arranged them. 4 Cut. * Dress. * Pleasure.

¢ To make a man commt folly

? The carrying of love messages * Next of all.
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THE CANTERBURY PILGRIMS
(From the Prologue to The Canterbury Tales)

WHAN that Aprillé with his schowres swoote
‘I he drought of Marche hath perced to the roote
And bathéd cvery veyne m swich licour,
Of which vertue engendred 1s the flour,
Whan Zephirus eek with his sweté brecth
Enspiréd hath 1n cvery holte! and heeth
The tendre croppes, and the yongé sonne
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours 1-ronné,
And smale fowles maken melodié€,
That slepen al the night with open yhe,
So priketh hem nature in here? corages:—3
Thannc longen folk to gon on pilgrimages,
And palmers for to seeken straungé strondes.
To ferné halwes,* kouthe® 1n sondry londes;
And specially, from every schires ende
Of Engelond, to Canturbury they wendé,
The holy blisful martn for to sccke,
That hem® hath holpen whan that they were sccke
Byf{cl that, 1n that scsoun on a day,

In Southwerk at the Tabbard as I lay,
Redy to wenden on my pilgnmage
To Canterbury with ful devout corage,
At night was come into that hostelrie
Wel nyne and twenty in a companyé,
Of sondry folk, by aventure i-falle
In felawschipe, and pilgryms were thei alle
That toward Canterbury wolden ryde.
The chambres and the stables weren wyde,
And wel we weren csed atte beste ?
/md schortly, whan the sonné€ was to reste,
So hadde I spoken with hem cverychon,
That I was of herc felawschipe anon,
And madé forward?® erly to aryse,
To take ourc weye ther as I yow devyse.

! Wood. * Their ? Spirits,

¢ To distant saints s Known ® Them
" Accommodated 1n the best manner. * Ariranged beforehand.
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But natheles, whiles I have tyme and space,
Or that I fertherc in this tale pace,
Me thinketh it acordant to resoun,
To tellé yow alle the condicioun
Of cche of hem, so as 1t semed me,
And which they weren, and of what degre,
And cek i what array that they were mne.
And at a knight than wol 1 first bygynne.
A KnNIGHT ther was. and that a worthy man,

That from the tyme that he first bigan
To ryden out, he lovede chyvalrye,
Trouthe and honour, fredom and curtesie
Ful worthi was he 1n his lordes werte,
And thereto hadde he niden, noman ferre,!
As wel in Cristendom as in hethenesse,
And everc honoured for his worthinessc
At Alisandre he was whan 1t was wonne.
Ful otté tyme he hadde the bord bygonne-
Aboven alle naciouns m Pruce.
In Lettowe haddé reyced?® and in Ruce,
No cristen man so oftc of his degre
In Gernade atte siege hadde he be
Of Algesir, and riden in Belmaric.
At Licys was he, and at Satalie,
Whan they were wonne, and 1n the Greete Sce?
At many a noble arive® hadde he be
At mortal batailles hadde he ben fiftene,
And foughten for our feith at Tramassene
In lystés thriés, and ay slayn his foo
This ilké worthi knight hadde ben also
Somtymé with the lord of Palatye,
Ageyn another hethene in Turkye:
And everemore he hadde a sovereyn prys. ,
And though that he was worthy he was wys,
And of his port as meke as is a maydec
He never yit no vilonye ne sayde
In al his lyf, unto no maner wight.

! Further * Had sat at the head of the table

2 Been on a mihtary expedition, * The Mediterranean.
¢ Disembarking of troops.
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He was a verray perfight gentil knight.
Byt for to telle you of his aray,
His hors was goode, but he was nought gay.
Ot fustyan he weréd a gepount
Al bysmoteréd? with his haburgcoun 2
For he was late comen from his viage,
And wenté for to doon his pilgrimage.
* * * * *

‘I her was also a Nonne, a PRIORESSE,
Fhat of hire smylyng was ful symple and coy;
Hire grettest ooth nas but by seynt Loy,
And sche was clepéd madame Englentyne.
Ful wel sche sang the servisé devyne,
Entuned in hire nosc ful semyly,
And Frensch sche spak ful faire and tetysly,
Aftér the scole of Stratford atte Bowe,
For Frensch of Parys was to lure unknowe.
At mcté wel 1-taught was sche withalle;
Sche leet no morsel from hire lippés falle,
Ne wette hire fyngres in hire sauce deepe.
Wel cowde sche carie a morsel, and wel keepe,
That no dropé ne fil uppon hire brest
In curtesi€ was sett al hire lest.4
Hirc overlippé wyped sche so clene,
That 1n hire cuppé was no ferthing senc
Ot greesé, whan sche dronken hadde hire draught.
Ful semely after hire mete sche raught 8
And sikerly sche was of gret disport,
And ful plesant, and amyable of port,
And peynéd hire to counterfeté cheere®
Of court, and ben cstatlich? of manere,
And to ben holden digne of reverence.
But for to speken of hire conscience,
Sche was so charitable and so pitous,
Sche woldé weepe if that sche sawe a mous
Caught in a trappe, 1t 1t were deed or bledde.
Of smale houndés hadde sche, that sche fedde

Under-jacket * Marked with rust. * Hauberk.

¢ Pleasure. ® Reached.
¢ Countenance. ? Dignified.
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With rosted fleissh and mylk and wastel breed

But sore wepte sche it oon of hem were deeq,

Or 1t men smot it with a yerde? smerte

And al was conscience and tendre herte

Ful semely hire wymple 1-pynched was,

Hire nose streight, hire cyen grey as glas,

Hite mouth ful smal, and therto sotte and reed,

But sikerly sche hadde a fair forheed.

It was almost a spanne brood, I trowe,

For hardily sche was not undergrowe.

Ful fetys® was lure cloke, as I was waar

Of smal coral aboute hire arme sche baar

A perrce of bedes gauded al with grene,!

And theron heng a broch of gold ful schene,

On which was first 1-writen a crowned A,

And after, Amor vincit omnia.

Another NoNNE also with hire hadde sche,

That was hire chapelleyn, and Presies thre
A MoNkK ther was, a fair for the maistie,®

And out-rydere, that loved venerye,$

A manly man, to ben an abbot able

Full many a deynteé hors hadde he n stable.

And whan he rood, men might his bridel heere

Gyngle 1n a whistlyng wynd so clecre,

And eck as lowde as doth the chapel belle

Ther as tlus lord was keper of the selle,?

The rcule of scynt Maurc or of scint Beneyt,

Bycause that it was old and somdcl® streyt,

This 1lke monk lect olde thinges pace,?

And helde after the newe world the space.

He gaf nat of that text a pulled hen,

That seith, that hunters been noon holy men

Ne that a monk, whan he 1s cloysterlcs,

Is likned to a fissche that is watirles,

This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloystre.

! Cake * Stick. * Neat
¢ Furnished with large (green) beads called gauds.
¢ Iixcelling all others * Hunting 7 Cell=rcligious house

® Somewhat
* The meaning 1s that, as the old regulations were too stiict for him

he let them go.
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But thilke text hild he not worth an oystre
&nd I seide his opmioun was good.
What schulde he studie, and make himselven wood,!
Uppon a book 1n cloystre alway to powre,
Or swynke? with his handes, and laboure,
As Austyn byt ?3  How schal the world be served ?
Lat Austyn have his swynk to hnm reserved.
Therfore he was a pricasourt anght,
Greyhoundes he hadde as swifte as fowel in fight
Ot prikyng and of huntyng for the hare
Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare
I saugh his sleves purfiled® atte hond
With grys,® and that the fynest ot o lond
And for to festne his hood under his chyn
He hadde of gold y-wiought a curious pvn
A love-knotte 1n the gretier ende ther was
His heed was bald, and schon as eny glas,
And cck his face as he hadde be anoynt
He was a lord tul fat and mn good poynt,
His eyen steep, and rollyng m his heed,
That stemed as a forneys of a leed?,
His bootes souple, his hors mn gret estat
Now certemnly he was a fair prelat,
He was not pale as a for-pyned goost
A fat swan loved he best of eny roost
His palfray was as broun as cny berye
* * * * *

A good WIF was ther ot byside BATHE,
But sche was somdel decf, and that was skathe ®
Of cloth-makyng she haddé such an haunt,?
Sche passed hem of Ypris and of Gaunt
In al the parisshe wyf ne was ther noon
*That to the offryng byforn hire schuldé goon, !
And 1t ther dide, certeyn so wroth was sche,
That sche was thannc out of alle charit¢.
Hire keverchefs weren ful {yne of grounde;

! Mad * Toil 3 As St Augustme ordeici,
* Haid rider ® Trimmed ® Gray.
? A caldron of lead 5 A pity * Skill

No one took precedence of her mn church
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I durste swerc they weyghedé ten pounde!
That on the Sonday were upon hire heed. o
Hir hosen weren of fyn scarlett reed,
Ful streyte y-teyed. and schoos tul moyste and newe
Bold was hir face, and fatr, and reed of hewe.
Sche was a worthy womunan al hire lyfe,
Housbondes at clirche dore hadde sche fyfe,
Withouten other companye in youthe,
But thercof ncedeth nought to spcke as nouthe.?
And thnies hadde sche ben at Jerusalem;
Sche hadde passéd many a straungé strecm,
At Rome sche haddé ben, and at Boloyne,
In Galice at seynt Jame, and at Coloyne
Sche cowde? moche ot wandryng by the weye
Gat-tothéd* was sche, sothly for to seye.
Uppon an amblere® escly sche sat,
Wympled ful wel, and on hire heed an hat
As brood as 15 a bocler or a targe,
A foot-mantel aboute hire hipes large,
And on hire feet a paire of spores scharpe.
In felawschipe wel cowde she lawghe and carpe
Of remedyes of love sche knew parchaunce,
For of that art sche knew the olde daunce.
A good man was ther of rehigioun,

And was a poré PERsouN of a toun,
But riche he was of holy thought and werk.
He was also a lerned man, a clerk
That Cristés gospel gladly woldé preche;
His parischens devoutly wolde he teche.
Benigne he was, and wonder diligent,
And in adversité ful pacient,
And such he was i-provéd oft€ sithes ¢
Ful loth werc him to cursé for his tythes, .
But rather wolde he geven out of dowte,
Unto his poré parisschens aboute,
Of his offrynge, and cek of his substaunce.
He cowde in litcl thing han suffisance

 The reference is to the nnmense and heavy he ad dresses fashionabl

at the time. * Just now * Knew
¢ Having teeth wide apart. ¢ An ambhling nag ¢ Times
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Wyd was his parisch, and houses fer asonder,
3e he ne lafte! not for reyne ne thonder,

[n stknesse ne m meschicf to visite

The ferrest in his parissche, moche and lite,?
Uppon his feet, and in his hond a staf.

This noble cnsample unto lus scheep he gaf,
That ferst he wroughte, and atter that he taughte,
Out of the gospel he tho® wordes caughte,
And this figurc he added yit therto,

That if gold ruste, what schulde yren doo ?
For if a prest be toul, on whom we truste,

No wonder is a lewid* man to ruste . . .

Wel oughte a prest ensample for to give,

By lus clennesse, how that his scheep schulde lyve.
He sctte not lus benefice to hyre,

And left his scheep encombred 1n the myre,
And ran to Londone, unto scyntc Poules,

1o sceken him a chaunterie tor soules,

Or with a brethurhede to be withholde,8

But dwelte at hoom, and kepte wel his folde,
So that the wolte ne made 1t not myscarye
He was a schepperde and no mercenarie.
And though he holy were, and vertuous,

He was to sinful man nought dispitous,

Ne of his speché daungerous ne digne,®

But in lus teching discret and benigne

To drawé folk to heven by tairnesse,

By good cnsample, was his busyncesse

But it were eny persone obstinat,

What so he were of high or lowe estat,

Him wolde he snybbé? scharply for the nones ®
A bettre preest 1 trowe ther nowher non 1s.
He wayted atter no pompe ne reverence,

Ne maked him a spiced conscience,

But Cristes lore, and his apostles twelve,

He taught, and ferst he folwed 1t himselve

' Ceased. * Smuall, * Those. * Ignorant.
5 Maintained. ¢ Proud. 7 Reprove. ® Nonce.
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EMILY IN THE GARDEN
(From The Knightes 'ale)

This passeth yeer_by yeer, and day by day,
Tl 1t el oones 1n & morn ot May

That Emeclie, that tairer was to scene

Than 15 the hilic upon Ius stalke grene

And fresscher than the May with floures newe—
For with the rose colour strof lure hewe,

I not! which was the tyner of hem two—

Er 1t was day, as sche was wont to do,

Sche was arisen, and al 1edy dight,

For May wolc have no sloggardye a-night.
The sesoun piiketh every gentil herte,

And maketh him out of lus sleepe to sterte,
And scith, * Arys, and do thine observance ’
This maked Lbmelye han temembrance

To do honour to May, and for to ryse
I-clothed was sche fressh for to devyse

Hure yelow heer was browded? 1n a tresse,
Byhynde hire bak, a yerdé long I gesse

And 1n the gardyn at the sonne upriste?
Sche walketh up and doun wher as hire liste,
Sche gadereth floures, partye whyte and reede,
To make a sotelt gerland for hire hecede,

And as an aungel hevenly sche song.

THE COCK AND THE FOX
(From The Nonnc Prestes Tale)

This Chaunteclere stood heighe upon his toos,
Strecching his necke, and held his eyen cloos,
And gan to crowe lowde for the noones;

And Dan Russel the fox stert up at oones,
And by the garget® henté® Chaunteclere,

And on his bak toward the woode him bere
For yit he was therc no man that hum sewed.?
O desteny, that maist not ben eschicwed 18

1 Wot not, know not * Braided, 3 Sunrise, * Well-arranged,
8 Throat. ¢ Secized. ? Followed. ¢ Avoided.



CHAUCER 13

Allas, that Chaunteclere fleigh fro the bemés !
Allas, his wif ne roughté! nought of dremeés !
And on a Friday fel al this mischaunce.
O Venus, that art goddes of pleasaunce,
Syn? that thy servant was this Chauntcclere,
And in thy service did al in his powere,
More for delit, than the world to multiphe,
Why woldest thou suffre him on thy day to dye ?
O Gaufred, dere mayster soverayn,?
That, whan the worthy king Richard was slayn
With schot, compleynedist his deth so sore,
Why ne had I nought thy sentence and thy lore
The Friday for to chiden, as dede ye ?
(For on a Fryday sothly slayn was he )
‘Ihan wold I schewe how that I couthe pleyne,
For Chauntecleres drede, and for his peyne

Certis such cry ne lamentacioun
Was never of ladiecs maad, whan Thioun
Was wonne, and Pirrus with his streite? swerd,
Whan he had hent kyng Priam by the berd,
And slaugh hum (as saith us Eneydos),5
As maden alle the hennes 1n the clos,
Whan thay had sayn of Chauntecler the sight
Bot soveraignly dame Pertéloté schright.®
Iful lowder than did Hasdrubaldes wyf;
Whan that hir housebond haddé lost his lyf,
And that the Romayns had 1-brent Cartage.
Sche was so ful of torment and of rage.
That wilfully unto the fuyr sche stert,
And brend hirselven with a stedfast hert
O woful hennés, right so cridé ye,
As, whan that Nero brenté? the citie
Of Romé, criden the senatourés wyves,
For that her housbondes losten alle here lyves;
Withouten gilt this Nero hath hem slayn

Now wol I torne to my matier agayn.
The sely® wydow, and hir doughtres two,

! Recked, heeded. $ Since.

* Geoffrey de Vinsarf, author of a treatise on composition. Chaucer’s
reference 1s to some affected hines on the death of Richard I

¢ Drawn. * The &neid  * Shricked " Burned  ° Hargless



14 EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH LITERATURE

Herden these hennys crie and maken wo,

And out at dorés starté they anoon,

And sayen the fox toward the woode is goon,
And bar upon his bak the cok away;

They criden, ‘ Out ! harrow and wayleway !
Ha, ha, the fox |’ and after him thay ran,

And eck with stavés many another man;

Ran Colle our dogge, and Talbot, and Garlond,
And Malkyn, with a distaf in hir hond;

Ran cow and calf, and eck the verray hogges
So were they fered for berkyng of the dogges,
And schowtyng of the men and wymmen cke,
Thay ronné that thay thought her herté breke
They yelleden as feendés doon 1n helle,

The dokés criden as men wold hem quelle !
The gees for feré flowen over the trees,

Out of the hyve came the swarm of bees;

So hidous was the noyse, a benedicite /

Certés he Jakkeé Straw, and his meyné,?

Ne maden schoutes never half so schrille,
Whan that thay wolden eny Flemyng kille,

As thilké day was maad upon the fox.

Of bras thay broughten hornés and of box,

Of horn and boon, in which thay blew and powped
And therwithal thay schrykéd and thay howped,
I't semé&d as that heven schuldé falle.

GOWER

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 13)

PH@EBUS AND DAPHNE

(From Confessio Amantis, 111.)

A MAIDEN whilom?® there was one

Which Daphne hight4; and such was none
Of beauty then, as it was said.

Phaapus his love hath on her laid;

* Kyl * Followers * Formerly. ¢ Was called.
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And thereupon to her he sought
In his fool-haste, and so besought
That she with him no reste had.
For cver upon her love he grad,!
And she said ever unto him, Nay.
So 1t befell upon a day,
Cupide, which hath cvery chance
Of love under his governance,
Saw Pheebus hasten him so sore;
And, for? he should him hasten more,
And yet not speeden at the last,
A dart throughout? his heart he cast,
Which was of gold and all a-fire,
That made him many-fold desire
Of love moré than he did
For Daphne cke 1n that same stede*
A dart of lead he cast and smote,
Which was all cold and nothing hot
And thus Phacbus m lové brenneth®
And 1n his haste abouté renneth®
To look 1if that he mighté win,
But he was cver to begin.
For ever away fro him she fled.
So that he never his love sped
And for to make him full beheve
That no fool-hasté might achieve
To getten love 1 such degree,
This Daphne into a lorer? tree
Was turnéd, which is ever green,
In token, as yet 1t may be seen,
That she shall dwell a maiden still,
And Pheebus failen of his will.

! Cried. ' InTorder that * Right through

¢ Place. * Burneth. * Runneth
? Laurel.
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LANGLAND

(OutrLINE HisTORY, § 13)

PROLOGUE

(From The Vision of William concernsng Piers the Plowman)

IN a somer scson - whan sott was the sonne,

I shope me! 1n shroudes? - as® I a shepe* were

In habite as an hermite - unholy of workes,b

Went wyde 1n this world - wondres to here

Ac® on a May mornynge - on Malucrne hulles.”

Me befel a ferly® « of fairy,? me thoughte

I was very forwandred'® - and went me to rest
Under a brode bank - B1a bornes't side,

And as I lay and lened - and loked 1 the wateres,

I slombred 1n a slepyng - 1t sweyued!? <o merye 13
Then gan I to meten!® - a marveilouse sweuene, '8
That I was 1n a wildernesse - wist I never where

As I behildet® into the est - an heigh'? to the sonne

I scigh a toure on a toft!® - triclich ymaked 1?

A depe dale binethe + a dongeon?® there-mne,

With depe dyches and derke - and dredful of sight

A faire felde?! ful of folke - fond I there bitwene,

Of alle maner of men - the mence and the riche,
Worchying and wandryng - as the worlde askcth
Some putten hem?? to the plow, « pleyed?? ful silde,?*
In settyng and sowyng + swonken?5 ful harde,

And wonnen that?® wastours - with glotonye destruyeth.
And some putten hem to pryde: apparailed hem there-

after,??
t 1 arrayed myself * Garments 3 Asaf. ¢ Shephérd
& Not a truly holy hermit ¢ But. ? Tulls

s A strange thing. * Wrought by fairy mfluence
1 Weary and worn out with wandering

 Brook’s 13 Sounded. 12 Pleasantly.

4 Dream. 1* Dream 1¢ Looked towards.
' On high, upward. ¢ Rising ground

'* Choicely built. This is the Castle of Truth

20 The Castle of Falsehood " The world.
72 Themselves, * And played. # Seldom.

". Laboured. *¢ That which, *7 Accordingly.
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In countenance of clothyng + comen disgised.!

In praygrs and 1n penance « putten hem manye,

Al for loue of owre Lorde - lyueden full streyte,?

In hope for to have hevenriche blisse 3

As ancrest and heremites ¢ that holden hem i hereS selles?
And couctten nought 1 contre - to kairen aboute,?

For no hikerous® Iiffode? « her!® lykam!! to plese.

And some chosen chaffarc!? - they cheven!d the bettere,
As 1t secmeth to oure sight - that such men thriveth,
And some murthes to make + as mynstralles conneth, 4
And geten gold with here glee - giltless, I leue.

MAUNDEVILLE

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 14)

THE LAND OF DARKNESS
(From Travels, Chapter XXVIII)

IN that kingdom of Abchaz is a grcat marvel For a
province of the country that hath well in circwut three
journeys,!® that men clepe!® Hanyson, 1s all covered with
darkness, without any brightness or light, so that no man
may see ne hear, ne no man dare enter mto him. And,
natheles, they of the country say, that sometimes men hear
voice of folk, and horses neighing, and cocks crowing,
And men wit well, that men dwell there, but they know
not what men. And they say, that the darkncss befell by
miracle of God. For a cursed emperor of Persia, that
hight!? Saures, pursued all Christian men to destroy them,
and to compel them to make sacrifice to his 1dols, and rode
with great host, in all that ever he might, for to confound
the Chiistian men. And there in that country dwelled

! Adorned with outward show of dress

* Strictly * The bliss of the kingdom of heaven.
¢ Anchorites. * Thetr ¢ Cells.

7 And care nought to move about 1 the country

¢ Luxurious. * Way of life 1o Their.

1 Bod: 13 Trade 1* Thrive.

¢ Some know how to make mirths as minstrels.
18 Journey (fournée)= one day’s travel.
7 Was named
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many good Christian men, the which that left their goods
and would have fled into Grecce. And when they weremna
plamn that hight Megon, anon this cursed emperor met
with them with his host, for to have slain them and hewn
them to pieces And anon the Christian men kneeled to
the ground, and made their prayers to God to succour them.
And anon a great thick cloud came and covered the emperor
and all his host  And so they endure 1in that manner thet
they ne may not go out on no side, and so shall they
evermore abide mn that darkness till the day ot doom, by
the muracle of God And then the Christian men went
where them liked best, at their own pleasance, without
letting! of any creature. and their enemics enclosed and
confounded 1n darkness, without any stroke Wherefore
we may well say with David, 4 Domino factum est 1stud ,
et est murabile in oculis nostris  And that was a great
muracle that God made for them Also yc shall under-
stand that out of that land ot darkness gocth out a great
niver that sheweth well that there be folk dwelling, by
many ready tokens, but no man dare enter into 1t

THE LAND OF PRESTER JOHN
(From [ ravels, Chapter XXX )

THis cmperor, Prester John, holds full great land, and
hath many full noble cities and good towns m his realm,
and many great diverse isles and large For all the
country of Ind is devised in 1sles for? the great floods that
come from Paradise, that depart all the land in many parts.
And also 1n the sea he hath full many 1sles. And the best
city 1n the Isle of Pentexoire 1s Nyse, that 15 a full royal
city, and a noble, and full rich.

This Prester John hath under him many kings and
many isles and many diverse folk of diverse conditions.
And this land 1s full nnch and good, but not so rich as 1s the
land of the great Chan. For the merchants come not
thither so commonly for to buy merchandises, as they
do 1n the land of the great Chan, for 1t 1s too far to travel
to. And i that other part, in the Isle of Cathay, men

! Hindrance * Because of
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find all manner {hing that 1s need to man—cloths of gold,
of silk, af spicery, and all manner avourdupois! And
theretore, albeit that men have greater cheap? in the Isle
of Prester John, natheless, men dread the long way and
the great penls m the sea in those parts

For mm many places of the sea be great rocks of stones
of the adamant, that of his proper naturc drawcth iron to
him  And therefore therc pass no ships that have cither
bonds or natls ot iron withm them. And 1t there do,
anon the rocks ot the adamants draw them to them, that
never they may go thence I mysclf have scen afar m
that sea, as though 1t had been a grecat isle full of trees
and buscaylle,® full of thorns and briars, great plenty.
And the shipmen told us, that all that was of ships that
werc drawn thither by the adamants, for thc wron that
was 1 them. And of the rottenness, and other thing
that was within the ships, grew such buscaylle, and thorns
and briars and green trees, and such manner of thing;
and of thc masts and the sail yards; it sccmed a great
wood or a grove. And such rocks be in many places there-
abouts. And thereforc dare not the merchants pass them,
but! if they know well the passages, or clsc that they have
good lodesmen 3

HOCCLEVE

(Ou1LINE HISTORY, § 10)

LAMENT FOR CHAUCER
(From The Governail of Princes)

Aras, my worthy master honorable,

These landés very treasure and richesse,
Death, by thy death, hath harm irreparable
Unto us done; his vengeable duresse®
Despoiléd hath this land of the sweetnesse
Of rhetoric, for unto Tullius?

Was never man so like amongest us.

Merchandise. * Can buy more cheaply. * Brushwood.
¢ Unless. - Pilots. ¢ Revengeful cruelty ! Cicero.
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Alas ! who was there 1n philosophy

To! Aristotle m our tongue, but thou ?

The steppes ot Virgile i poesic

Thou suedest? cke, men knowe well enow

That cumber-world?® that hath my master slow 4
Would I slam were ! death was too hastifc®

To run on thee and reave® thee ot thy hife.

She mught have tarried her vengeance a while
Till that some man had cqual to thee be,

Nay let that be, she knew well that this isle
May never more bring torth like unto thee,
And her office needés do must she,

God bade her so, I trust for all the best.

O master, master, God thy soulé rest !

LYDGATE

(OutLiNE Hisrory, § 10)

A RURAL RETREA1
(From the 7roy Boke)

TiLL at the last, among the boughes glade,
Of adventure,” I caught a pleasant shadc;
Full smooth and plain and lusty for to scen,
And soft as velvet was the youngé green;
Where from my horse I did alight as fast,
And on a bough aloft his reiné cast.
So faint and matc® of weariness 1 was,
That I me laid adown upon the grass,
Upon a brinké, shortly for to tell,
Beside the river of a crystal well,
And the water as I rehersé can,
Like quické silver 1n his streamés ran,
Of which the gravel and the brighté stone,
As any gold, against the sun y-shone.

! Equal to. * Followest. * Encumbrance=death.

¢ Slain * Hasty. ¢ Bereave.
. ! By chance. ¢ Stupefied.



JAMES I. OF SCOTLAND

JAMES I. OF SCOTLAND

(OuTLINE HiIsTORY, § 16)

HIS LADY-LLOVE SEEN FROM HIS PRISON
WINDOW
(From The King’s Quair)

AND therewith cast I down mine eyc again.
Where as I saw, walking under the Tower.
Full secretly, new comen her to playne,!

The fairest and the freshest youngé flower
That c’er I saw (mcthought) before that hour-
For which sudden abatc? anon astart?

The blood of all my body to my heart

And though I stood abaséd there a lite.*

No wonder was, for why® my wittes all

Were so o’ercome with pleasance and delight.
Only through lctting of mine eyen fall,

That suddenly my heart became her thrall
For ever; of free will, for of menace

There was no token in her sweeté face

And in my head I drew right hastily,

And eft-soon&s I lean’d it out again,

And saw her walk that very womanly,

With no wight® mo,? but only women twam.
Then gave I study mn myself, and sayn.

“ Ah, sweet ! are ye a worldly creature,

Or heavenly thing in likeness of nature ?

‘Or arc ye god Cupirdé’s own princess,

And comen are to loosec me out of band ?

Or are ye very Nature, the goddess

That have depainted with your heavenly hand
This garden full of flowers as they stand ?
What shall I think, alas | what reverence

Shall I minister to your excellence ?

¢ Play. * Shock. ¥ Started ¢ Lattle
* Because. ¢ Person. * More.
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¢ If ye a goddess be, and that yc hke

To do me pain, I may it not astart,!

If ye be worldly wight, that doth me sike,?
Why hist God make you so, my dearest heart,
To do a selly3 prisoner this smart,

That loves you all, and wots of nought but woe
And therefore mercy, sweet ! siné 1t 1s so’

DUNBAR

(Outrive HisToORy, § 16)

MAY MORNING
(From The Thistle and the Rose)

WHEN March was with varying windés past.
And Apnl had, with her silver showers,
Ta’en leave at Nature, with an orient blast,
And lusty May, that mother is of flowers,
Had made the birdés to begin their hours®
Among the tender odours red and white.
Whose harmony 1t was to her dehght,

In bed at morrow sleeping as I lay,
Methought Aurora, with her crystal cyne

In at the window look&d by the day,

And halsit® me, with visage pale and green,
On whose hand a lark sang from the spleen,?
‘ Awake, lovers, out of your slomering,®

See how the lusty morrow does up spring !’

Methought fresh May before my bed upstood,

In weed?® depaint of!® many divers hue, .
Sober, benign, and full of mansuetude,

In bright attire of flowers forgéd new,

Heavenly of colour, white, red, brown, and blue,
Balméd in dew, and gilt with Pheebus’ beams;
While all the house 1llumined of her leams. 1!

! Avoud * Cause to sigh * Innocent ¢ Since
* Matins, ¢ Hailed ? Heart, ¢ Slumbering
* Garments ' Painted with 1 Rays.
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 Sluggard,’ she satd, * awake anon tor shamc,
Aixd 1 my honour somethmg thou go write:
The lark hath done the merry day proclaim,
To raise up lovers with comfort and delight,
Yet nought mncreases thy courage to indite,

Whose heart sometime has glad and blissful been,

Songés to make under the leavés green.’

GAWAIN DOUGLAS

(OurtLiNE HisTory, § 16)

SONG IN PRAISE OF SPRING
(From Prologue to Znewd Book XIT)

WELCOME, the Lord of Light and Lamp of Day,
Welcome, fost'rer of tender herbés green,
Welcome, quickener ot flourished flowers sheen,
Welcome, support of every root and vemn,
Welcome, comfort of all kind fruit and gramn,
Welcome, the birdes bieldt upon the brier,
Welcome, master and ruler ot the year,
Welcome, welfare of husbands? at the ploughs,
Welcome, repairer of woodés, trees, and boughs,
Welcome, depamter of the blooméd meads,
Welcome, the life of everything that spreads,
Welcome, storer of all kinds bestial,

Welcome be thy bright beamés, gladding all,
Welcome, celestial mirror, and espy,
Atteaching all that bountés sluggardy 3

t Shelter * Husbandmen
* That practise idleness
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THE NOT-BROWNE MAYD

(OutLINE HISTORY, § 16)

HE.
‘ BE 1t ryght or wrong, thesc men among?!
On women do complayne,
Affyrmynge this, how that it 1s
A labour spent in vayne
To love them wele, for never a dele?
They love a man agaynce®
For late a man do what he can
Theyr favour to attayne,
Yet yf a newe do them persue,
Theyr first truc lover than3
Laboureth for nought, for from her thought
He 1s a banyshed man.’

SHE.
‘ I say nat nay, but that all day
It 1s bothe writ and sayd,
That womans faith 1s, as who sayth,
All utterly decayd,
But neverthelesse, ryght good wytnésse
In this casc might be layd,
That they love true, and continiic
Recorde? the Not-Browne Mayde,
Which, when her love came, her to prove,
To her to make his mone,
Wolde nat depart, for in her heart
She loved but hym alone.’

HE.

¢ Than betwaine us late us dyscus
What was all the manere

Betwayne them two; we wyll also
Tell all the payne and fere

« ! Now and then * Not a bit. * Then ¢ Witness
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That she was in. Nowe I begyn,

* So that ye me answérce

Wherefore all ye that present be,
I pray you gyve an ere

I am the knyght,* I come by nyght,
As sccret as I can,

Sayinge ‘* Alas ! thus standeth the case,
I am a banyshed man *’

SHE

* And T your wyll for to fulfyll
In this wyll nat refuse,

Trustying to shewe, 1n wordes fewe,
That men have an yll use,?

(To theyr own shame), women to blame.
And causelesse them accuse

Therfore to you I answere nowe.
All women to excuse,—

‘““ Mync owne hart dere, with you what chere ?
I pray you tell anone

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone "’

HE

‘ It standeth so a dede 1s do
Wherof grete harme shall growe

My destiny 1s for to dy
A shamefull deth, I trowe,

Or elles to fle: the one must be
None other way I knowe,

* But to withdrawe as an outlawe,

And take me to my bowe.

Wherfore, adue. my owne hart true,
None other rede I can,3

For I must to the grenc wode go
Alone, a banyshed man.’

! That 1s. let me enact the part of the kmight
* Do wrong. * I know no other counse
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SHE.

‘O Lord, what 1s thys worldys blysse
That changeth as the mone !

My somers day in lusty May
Is derked before the none

I here you say farewell. Nay, nay,
We départ! nat so sone.

Why say ye so ? wheder wyll ye go ?
Alas, what have ye done ?

All my welfdre to sorrowe and care
Sholde chaunge, yf ye were gone

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone’

HE.

‘I can beleve it shall you greve,
And somewhat you dystrayne,?
But aftyrwarde your paynés harde,
Within a day or twayne,

Shall sone aslake, and ye shall take
Comfort to you agayne

Why sholde ye ought ? for, to make thought
Your labour were in vayne

And thus I do, and pray you to,
As hartely as I can

For I must to the grene wode go
Alone, a banyshed man’

SHE.

‘ Now syth that ye have shewed to me
The secret of your mynde,

I shall be playne to you agayne,
Lyke as ye shall me fynde:

Syth it is so that ye wyll go,
I wolle not leve behynde;

Shall never be sayd the Not-browne Mayd
Was to her love unkynde.

1 Part * Distress.
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Make you redy, for so am 1,
Alithough 1t were anone,

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.’

HE

‘ Yet I you rede to take good hede
What men wyll thynke, and say,

Of yonge and olde 1t shall be tolde,
That ye be gone away

Your wanton wyll for to fulfill.
In grene wode you to play;

And that ye myght from your delyght
No lenger make delay

Rather than ye sholde thus for me
Be called an yll woman,

Yet wolde I to the grene wode go
Alone, a banyshed man’

SHE.

‘ Though 1t be songe of old and yonge
That I sholde be to blame,

Theyrs be the charge that speke so large
In hurtynge of my name.

For I wyll prove that faythfulle love
It 1s devoyd of shame,

In your dystresse and hevynesse,
To part! with you the same,

And sure all tho? that do not so,
True lovers are they none,

For in my mynde, of all mankynde

i T love but you alone.’

HE.
¢ I counceyle you remember howe
It is no maydens lawe,®
Nothynge to dout, but to renne out
To wode with an outlawe.
! Share. * Those * Not lawful for a maiden
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For ye¢ must there mn your hand bere
A bowe, redy to drawe,
And as a thefe thus must you lyve,
Ever n drede and awe;
Wherby to you grete harme myght growe;
Yet had I lever! than?
That I had to the grene wode go
Alone, a banyshed man.’

SHE.

‘I thinke nat nay; but, as ye say,
It 1s no maydens lorc;

But love may make me for your sake,
As I have sayed before,

To come on fote, to hunt and shote
To gete us mete 1n store,

For so that I your company
May have, I aske no more,

From which to part, 1t maketh my hart
As colde as ony stone-

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.’

HE.

‘ For an outlawc this is the lawe,
That men hym take and bynde,

Without pyté hangéd to be,
And waver with the wynde.

If I had nede, (as God forbede !),
What rescuc could ye fynde ?

Forsoth, I trowe, ye and your bowe
For fere wolde drawe behynde:

And no mervayle; for lytell avayle
Were in your counceyle than;

Wherefore I wyll to the grene wode go
Alone, a banyshed man.’

! Rather * Then
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SHE

Ryght wele knowe ye that women be
But fceble tor to tyght,
No womanhede 1t 1s 1indede,
To be bolde as a knyght.
Yect 1n such fere yt that yc were,
With cnemyes day or nyght,

I wolde withstande, with bowe 11 hande,

To greve them as I myght,

And you to save, as women have,
From deth men many onc-

Yor in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.’

HE.

* Yet take good hedce; tor ever I drede
That ye coude nat sustaynce

The thornie wayes, the depe valéies,
The snowe, the frost, the rayne,

‘The colde, the hete, for, dry or wete,
We must lodge on the playne,

And us above none other rofe
But a brake! bush or twayne,

Which sone sholde greve you, I beleve,
And yc wolde gladly than

1hat I had to the grene wode go
Alone, a banyshed man.’

SHE
* Syth I have here bene partynére
With you of joy and blysse,
I must also parte of your wo
Endure, as reson 1s,
Yet am I surc of one plesure,
And shortely, 1t 1s this:
That where ye be, me semeth, pard’
I coude nat farc amysse.
! Bracken.
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Without more speche, 1 you beseche
That we were sone agone,

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone’

HE

‘ If ye go thyder, ye must couoyucr
When ye have lust! to dyne,

There shall no mete be for to gete,
Nor drimnke, bere, ale, ne wyne,

Ne shetés clene to lyc betwene,
Made of threde and twyne;

None other house but leves and bowes
To cover your hed and myne

O myne harte swete, this evyll dyéte
Sholde make you pale and wan:

Wherfore I wyll to the grene wode go
Alone, a banyshed man ’

SHE.

* Among the wylde dere such an archér
As men say that ye be

Ne may nat fayle of good vitayle,
Where is so grete plente;

And water clere of the ryvére
Shall be full swete to mec,

With which 1n hele? I shall ryght wele
Endure, as ye shall sec,

And or? we go, a bedde or two
I can provyde anone;

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.’

HE

‘ Lo, yet before, ye must do more,
Yf ye wyll go with me,

As cut your here® up by your ere,
Your kyrtel by the kne;

! Wish. * Health. * Ere. ¢ Hair.
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With bowe 1n hande, for to withstande
» Your enemyes, yf nede be,
And this same nyght, before day-lyght,
To wode-warde wyll I flc,
Y1 that ye wyll all this tulfill,
Do 1t shortely as ye can
Els wyll I to the grenc wode go
Alone, a banyshed man ’

SHE.

‘ I shall as nowe do more tor you
Than longeth to womanhede,
To shorte my here, a bow to bere,
To shote 1n tyme of nede.

O my swetc mother, before all other.
For you I have most drede !

But nowe, adue ! I must ensuc!
Where fortune doth me lede

All this mark ye; now let us fle,
The day cometh fast upon,

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.’

HE.

‘ Nay, nay, nat so, ye shall nat go;
And I shall tell ye why ;}——

You appetyght 1s to be lyght
Of love, I wele espy:

For lyke as ye have sayed to me,
In lyke wyse, hardely,

Ye wolde answére, whosoever it were,
In way of company.

It 1s sayd of olde, Sone hote, sone colde,
And so 1s a woman;

Wherfore I to the wode wyll go
Alone, a banyshed man.’

! Follow.

3r
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SHE

‘ Yf ye take hede, 1t 1s no nede
Such woides to say by me,

For oft yc praycd, and longe assayed
Or I you loved, pardé

And though that I of auncestry
A baron’s daughter be,

Yet have you proved howe I you loved,
A squyer of lowe degré,

And ever shall, whatso betall,
To dy therfore anone;

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.’

HE

* A baron’s chylde to be begylde
It were a curséd dede !

T'o be felawe with an outlawe,
Almighty God torbede !

Yet beter were the pore squyére
Alonc to forest yede,!

Than ye sholde say another day,
That by my curséd dede

Ye were betrayed, wherfore, good mayd,
The best rede that I can

Is that I to the grene wode go
Alone, a banyshed man ’

SHE

‘ Whatever befall, I never shall
Of this thyng you upbrayd;
But yf ye go, and leve me so,
Than have ye me betrayd
Remember you wele, howe that yc dele,-
For yf ye, as ye sayd,
Be so unkynde to leve behynde
Your love, the Not-Browne Mayd,

Better that the poor squire went alone to the forest. * Behave



THE NOT-BROWNE MAYD

Trust me truly, that 1 shall dy,

» Sone after ye be gone,

For in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.’

HEI.

* Yt that yc went, yc sholde 1cpent,
For i the forest nowe

I have purvayed me of! a mayd,
Whom I love more than you

Another tayiére than ever ye wete,
I darc 1t wele avowe;

And of you bothe eche sholde be wrothe
With other, as I trowe.

It were mynec ese to lyve in pese,
So wyll I, yf I can,

Whertore I to the wode wyll go
Alonc, a banyshed man.’

SHE.

‘ Though in the wode I undyistode
Yec had a paramour,

All this may nought remove my thought,
But that I wyll be your,

And she shall fynde me soft and kynde,
And courteys every hour,

Glad to fulfyll all that she wyll
Commaundc me, to my power;

For had ye, lo, an hundred mo,
Of them I wolde be onec.

For in my mynde, ot all mankyndec
I love but you alone.’

HE.
‘ Myne own dere love, I se the prove
That ye be kynde and true,
Of mayde and wyfe, in all my lyfe
The best that ever I knewe.
! Provided myself with
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Be mery and glad, be no more sad,
The case is chaungéd newe;

For 1t were ruthe, that for your truthe
Ye sholde have cause to rewe

Be nat dismayed whatsoever I sayd
To you, whan I began,

I wyll nat to the grene wode go,
I am no banyshed man’

SHE

‘ These tydings be more gladd to me
Than to be made a quene,

Yt I were sure they sholde endure,
But 1t is often senc,

Whan men wyll breke promyse, they speke
The wordés on the splene.!

Ye shape some wyle me to begyle,
And stele from me, I wene,

Than were the case worse than it was,
And I more wo-begone,

For in my mynde, ot all mankynde
I love but you alone ’

HE.

‘ Ye shall nat nede further to drede,
1 wyll nat dysparage

You. (God defend !) syth ye descend
Of so grete a lynage.

Now undyrstande, to Westmarlande,
Which 1s myne herytage,

I wyll you brynge, and with a rynge,
By way of maryage,

I wyll you take, and lady make,
As shortely as I can.

Thus have you won an erlys son,
And not a banyshed man.’

1 In haste.
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AUTHOR.

11616 mdy YC 56, that women be
In love meke, kynde, and stable

Late never man reprove them than,
Or call them variable;

But rather pray God that we may
To them be comfortable,

Which sometyme proveth such as he loveth,
Yt they be charytable.

For syth men wolde that women sholde
Be meke to them cach one,

Moche more ought they to God obey,
And serve but hym alone.

MALORY

(OutLINE HisTORY, § 17)

THE PASSING OF ARTHUR
(From Le Morte d& Arthur, Book XXI., chapters v, v)

Now give mc my spear, said Arthur unto Sir Lucan, for
yonder I have espied the traitor! that all this woc hath
wrought. Sir, let him be, said Sir Lucan, tor he 1s un-
happy: and 1if ye pass this unhappy day, ye shall be night
well revenged upon him. Good lord, remember yc of
your mght’s dream, and what the spint of Sir Gawame
told you this night, yct God of his great goodness hath
preserved you hitherto Therefore, for God’s sake, my
lord, leave off by this. For blessed be God, ye have won
the field . for here we be three on live,2 and with Sir Mordred
is none on live. And 1if ye leave off now, the wicked day
of destiny 1s past Tide mc death, betide me life, saith
the King, now I see him yonder alone, he shall never escape
mine hands, for at a better avail® I shall never have him.
God speed you well, said Sir Bedivere. Then the King
gat his spear 1 both his hands, and ran toward Sir Mordred,

* Sit Mordred. * Alive, * Advantage.
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crymg, Traitor, now 1s thy dcath day come. And when
Sir Mordred hcard Sir Arthur, he ran until hiin with his
sword drawn 1n his hand. And then King Arthur smote
Sir Moidred under the shield, with a fomn! of his spear
throughout the body more than a fathom. And when Sir
Mordred felt that he had his death’s wound, he thrust
himself, with the might that he had, up to thc bur? of
King Arthur’s spcar And right so hc smote lus father
Arthur with his sword holden in both his hands, on the
side of the head, that the sword pierced the helmet and
the bram-pan, and thercwithal Sir Mordred fell stark dead
to the carth  And the noble Arthur fell in o swoon to
the earth, and there he swooned oft-times. And Sir Lucan
de Butlere and Sir Bediverc oft-times heaved him up,
and so weakly they led him betwixt them both to a little
chapel not far from the sca-sidde  And when the Kimng
was there, he thought him well eased Then heard they
people cry in the ficld Now go thou, Sir Lucan, said the
King, and do me to wit3 what betokens that noise m the
field So Sir Lucan departed, for he was gricvously
wounded 1 many places And so as he went, he saw
and hcarkened by the moonhight, how the pillers® and
robbers were come mto the ficld to pill and to rob many
a full noble knight of broaches and beads, of many a good
1ing, and of many a rich jewel; and who were not dead all
out,® there they slew them for their hamess and their
riches. When Sir Lucan understood this work, he came
to the King as soon as he might, and told him all what he
had heard and seen. Therefore by mine advice, said Sir
Lucan, it is best that we bring you to some town. I would
1t werc o0, said the King, but I may not stand, my head
works so  Ah, Sir Launcelot, said King Arthur, this day
have I sore missed thee. Alas, that ever I wa$ against
thee, for now have I my death, whereof Sir Gawaine me
warned in my dream. Then Sir Lucan took up the King
one part, and Sir Bedivere the other part, and in the lifting,
the King swooned, and Sir Lucan fell in a swoon with the
! Thrust.

» A ring on a spear to prevent the slipping of the hand.
3 Make me to know. ¢ Plunderers. * Quite dead.



MALORY 37

lift, that the part of hus bowels fell out of his body, and
therewith *the noble knight’s heart brast.! And when
Kmg Arthur came to himsclf again, he beheld Sir Lucan
how he lay foaming at the mouth, and part of his bowels
lay at his feet  Alas, said the King, this is unto me a full
heavy sight to see this noble duke so die for my sake, for
he would have holpen me that had more need of help than
I.* Alas, he would not complain him, his heart was so
set to help me. Now Jesu have mercy upon his soul
Then Sir Bediverc wept for the death of his brother
Leave this mourning and weeping, said the King, for all
this will not avail mc* for, wit thou well, and2? I might live
myself the death of Sir Lucan would gricve me evermore;
but my time hieth fast, said the King. Therefore, said
Arthur, take thou Excalibur, my good sword, and go with
1t to yonder water side, and when thou comest there, I
charge thec throw my sword m that water, and come
again, and tell me what thou there secest My lord, said
Bedivere, your commandment shall be done, and lightly
bring you word agamm So Sir Bediverce departed, and
by the way he beheld that noble sword, that the pommel
and haft were all ot precious stones, and then he said to
himself, If T throw this rich sword in the water, thereof
shall never come good, but harm and loss And then Sir
Bedivere id Excalibur under a tree  And as soon as he
might he came agam unto the King, and said he had been
at the water, and had thrown thc sword into the water
What sawest thou there ? said the King Sir, he said, T
saw nothing but waves and winds That is untruly said
of thee, said the King, therefore go thou lightly agamn, and
do my command as thou art to me lief and dear, spare not,
but thrqw it in. Then Sir Bedivere returned again, and
took the sword in his hand; and then him thought sin and
shame to throw away that noble sword; and so eft3 he
hid the sword, and returned again, and told to the King
that he had been to the water, and done his command-
ment. What saw thou there ? said the King. Sir, he
said, I saw nothing but the waters wap* and the waves

! Broke s If
* Agam. ¢ Strike, beat.
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wan.! Ah traitor, untrue, said Kumg Arthur, now hast
thou betrayed me twice. Who would have wead? that
thou hast been to me so lief and dear, and thou art named
a noble knight, and would betray me for the riches of the
sword. But now go again lightly, for thy long tarrying
putteth me in much jeopardy of my life, for I have taken
cold. And but if thou do now as I bid thee, if ever I
may sce thee, I shall slay thee with mine own hands, for
thou wouldest for my rich sword sce me dead. Then Sir
Bedivere departed, and went to the sword, and lightly
took it up, and went to the water side, and there he bound
the girdle above the hilts, and then he threw the sword as
far mnto the water as he might, and there came an arm
and a hand above the water, and met it, and caught 1t,
and so shook it thrice and brandished, and then vanished
away the hand with the sword in the water. So Sir
Bedivere came agam to the King, and told him what he
saw. Alas, said the King, help me hence, for I dread me
I have tarried over long. Then Sir Bedivere took the
King upon his back, and so went with him to that water
side. And when they were at the water side, even fast
by the bank hoved a hittle barge, with many fair ladies mn
it, and among them all was a queen, and all they had
black hoods, and all they wept and shrieked when they
saw King Arthur Now put me into the barge, said the
King, and so he did softly. And there received him three
qucens with great mourning, and so they set him down,
and in one of their laps King Arthur laid his head, and
then that quecen said, Ah, dear brother, why have ye
tarried so long from me ? Alas, this wound on your head
hath caught over much cold And so then they rowed from
the land, and Sir Bedivere beheld all those ladies go from
him. Then Sir Bedivere cricd, Ah, my lord Arthuf, what
shall become of me now ye go from me and leave me here
alone among minc enemies. Comfort thyself, said the
King, and do as well as thou mayest, for in me is no trust
for to trust in. For T will into the vale of Avilion, to heal
me of my gricvous wound. And if thou hear ncver more
of me, pray for my soul. But ever the quecns and the

‘ ! Wane, ebb. * Weened, thought.
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ladies wept and shrieked, that 1t was pity to hear And
as soon as gir Bedivere had lost sight ot the barge, he wept
and wailed, and so took the forest, and so he went all that
night, and in the morning he was ware betwixt two holts!
hoar? of a chapel and an hermitage.

ASCHAM

(OuTtLINE 1IISTORY, § 19)

THE LEARNING OF QUEEN LLIZABETH

(From The Scholemaster)

IT 1s your shame (I speake to you all, you yong gentlemen
of England) that one mayd should go beyond you all, in
excellencie of learnyng and knowledge of divers tonges.
Pointe forth six of the best given gentlemen of this Court,
and all they together shew not so much good will, spend
not so much tyme, bestowe not so many houres, dayly,
orderly, and constantly, for the mcrease ot learnmg and
knowledge, as doth the Queenes Majestie her selfe  Yea,
I believe, that beside her peifit? readines m Latin, Italian,
French, and Spanish, she readeth here now at Windsore
more Greeke every day than some Prebendarie of this
Church doth read Latin i a whole weeke  And that which
1s most praise worthic of all, within the walls of her privie
chamber she hath obtayned that excellencie of learnyng,
to understand, speake and write, both wittely with head,
and faire with hand, as scarce one or two rare wittes in
both the Universitics have in many yecares reached unto.
Amongst all the benefites that God hath blessed me with
all, next the knowledge of Christes true Rehgion, I counte
this the' greatest, that it pleased God to call me to be one
poore minister n scttyng forward* thesc excellent giftes
of learnyng in this most exccllent Prince Whose onely
example if the rest of our nobilitic would folow, then
myght England be for learnyng and wisedome in nobihitie

1 Wooded hills ' Hoary. 3 Perfect
¢ Advancing Ascham had been her tutor
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a spectacle to all the world beside. But see the mishap
ot men: The best examples have never such force to move
to any goodnes, as the bad, vame, light and fond,! have
to all ilnes 2

WYATT

(OuTLINE HIsTORY, § 19)

ADDRESS TO HIS LUTE

My lute awake, perform the last
I.abour, that thou and I shall waste
And end that I have now begun:
And when this song 1s sung and past,
My lute ! be still, for T have done.
As to be heard where car 15 none;
As lead to grave® in marble stone;
My song may picrce her heart as soon.
Should we then sigh, or sing, or moan °
No, no, my lute! for I have done.
The rocks do not so cruclly
Repulse the waves continually,
As she my suit and affection:
So that T am past remedy,
Whereby my lute and I have done.
Proud of the spoil that thou hast got
Of sumple hearts through ILove’s shot,
By whom, unkind, thou hast them won
Think not he hath his bow forgot,
Although my lute and I have done
Vengeance shall fall on thy disdan,
That makest but game on earnest pain;
Think not alone under the sun
Unquit? to cause thy lovers plain,5
Although my lute and I have done.
May chance thee lie withered and old
In winter nights, that are so cold,

Foolish ! Lvil, * Fngrave
¢ Unrequited. ¢ Complaint.
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Plainmng in vamn unto the moon,

4" hy wishes then dare not be told

Carc then who list, for 1 have donc
And then may chance thee to repent

The time that thou hast lost and spent,

To cause thy lovers sigh and swoon:

Then shalt thou know beauty but lent

And wish and want as I have done.
Now cease, my lute ! this is the last

Labour, that thou and I shall waste,

And ended 1s that we begun-

Now 1s this song both sung and past;

My lute ! be still, for I have done,

SONNET

My love to scorn, my service to retain,
Therein, methought, you used cruelty,
Since with good will I lost my hberty,
To follow her which causeth all my pain.
Might never woe yet cause me to refrain;
But only this, which is extremity,
To give me nought, alas, nor to agree
That, as I was, your man I might remain:
But since that thus ye hist to order me,
That would have been your servant true and fast
Displease you not, my doting time 1s past,
And with my loss to leave I must agree*
For as there 1s a certain time to rage,
So 1s there time such madness to assuage.

EARL OF SURREY

(OurtLINE HISTORY, § 19)

SONNET ON SPRING

THE soote scason, that bud and bloom forth brings
With green hath clad the Inll, and eke the vale:
The nightingale with feathers new she sings;
The turtle to her make?! hath told her tale;

* Mate.
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Sunimer 15 come, for every spray now springs,
The hart hath hung his old head on the pale;
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings,
The fishes flete with new repairéd scale,
The adder all her slough away she shings,
The swift swallow pursucth the flies smale,
The busy bee her honey now she mings,
Winter 1s worn that was the flowers’ bale
And thus I sce among thesc plcasant things
Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs |

THE DEATH OF [LA@COON
(From the &nerd. Book 1T )

WHiILES Laocoon, that chosen was by lot
Neptunus’ priest, did sacrifice a bull

Before the holy altar, suddenly

From Tenedon, behold ! in aircles great

By the calm scas come fleeting adders twain,
Which phed towards the shore (I loathe to tell)
With reared breast hift up above the scas

Whose bloody crests alott the waves were seen,
The hinder part swam hidden in the flood

Therr grisly backs were linked manifold

With sound of broken waves they gat the strand,
With glowing eyen, tamnted with blood and fire,
Whose waltrmg! tongues did hck their hissing mouths
We fled away; our face the blood forsook

But they with gait direct to Lacon ran

And first of all each serpent doth enwrap

The bodies small of his two tender sons,

Whaoase wretched limbs they bit, and fed thereon,
Then raught? they him, who had his weapon caught
To rescuc them, twice winding him about,

With folded knots and circled tails, his waist:
Their scaled backs did compass twice his neck,
With reared heads aloft and stretched throats
He with his hands strave to unloose the knots,

! Rolligg. * Reached



LORD BUCKHURST 43

(Whose sacred fillets all-besprinkled were

With dilth of gory blood, and venom rank)

And to the stars such dreadful shouts he sent,
Like to the sound the roaring bull forth lows,
Which from the halter wounded doth astart,
The swerving axe when he shakes from his neck
The serpents twine, with hasted trail they ghde
To Pallas’ temple, and her towers of height-
Under the feet of which the Goddess stern,
Hidden behind her target’s boss they crept.
New gripes of dread then pierce our trembhing breasts

LORD BUCKHURST

(OuTLINE HisToRY, § 214)

WINTER
(From The Induction to A Myrroure for Magistrates)

Tur wrathful winter, 'proaching on apace,
With blustering blasts had all ybared the treen.!
And old Saturnus, with his frosty face,
With chilling cold had pierced the tender green,
The mantles rent whercin enwrapped been
The gladsome groves that now lay overthrown,
The tapets? torn and every bloom down blown,

The soil, that crst so scemly was to scen,
Was all despoiled of her beauty’s hue,
And soote?3 fresh flowers, wherewith the summer’s green
Had clad the carth, now Boreas’ blasts down blew,
And small fowls flocking in their song dul rue
The winter’s wrath, wherewith each thing defast?
In woeful wise bewailed the summer past.

Hawthorn had lost his motley livery;
The naked twigs were shivering all for cold,
And dropping down the tears abundantly;

! Trees * Tapestries
* Sweet. ¢ Detfaced.
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Each thing methought with weeping eye me told
The cruel season, bidding me withhold

Myself within; for I was gotten out

Into the fields whereas I walked about.

And sorrowing I to see the summer flowers

The lively green, the lusty leas forlorn,

The sturdy trees so shattered with the showers,

The fields no fade that flourished so beforne.

It taught me well all earthly things be born
To die the death, for nought long time may last;
The summer’s beauty yields to winter’s blast.

SPENSER

(OutLINE HisTORY, §§ 25, 26)

THE SHEPHEARD’S CALENDER
JANUARIE
ARGUMENT

{n this first Fglogue Colin Cloute, a shepheardes boy, complaineth
him of his unfortunate love, being but newly (as semeth) enamoured
of a countrie lasse called Rosalinde with which strong affection being
very sore traveled, he compareth his carefull case to the sadde season
of the yeare, to the frostie ground, to the frosen trees, and to his owne
winterbeaten flocke  And lastlye, fynding himselfe robbed of ali
former pleasaunce and delights, hee breaketh his Pipe in peeces, and

casteth him selfe to the ground.]
CoLin CLouUT.

A SHEPEHEARDS boye, (no better doe him call,)
When Winters wastful spight was almost spent,
All in a sunneshine day, as did befall,
Ied forth his flock, that had bene long ypent:
So faint they woxe, and feeble in the folde,
That now unnethes! their feete could them uphold

All as the Sheepe, such was the shepeheards looke,
For pale and wanne he was, (alas the whale )
May seeme he lovd, or els some care he tooke,

! Hardly.
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Well couth hee tune has pipe and frame his stile
Tho! to a hill lus taynting flocke hee ledde,
And thus lum playnde, the wlhile his shepe there
fedde.

* Yee Gods of love, that pitic lovers pang,

(1t any gods the paine of lovers pitic,)

Looke trom above, where you 1n joyes remaine,

And bowe youi cares unto my dolefull dittic
And, Pan, thou shepheards God that once didst love
Pitic the paines that thou thy selfc didst prove.

‘Thou barrcin ground, whomc wintcis wrath hath
wasted,
A1t made a myirhour to behold my phght-
Whilome? thy tiesh spring flowrd, and aiter hasted
Thy sommnic1 prowde, with Daffadillics dight;
And now 1s come thy wynters stormy state,
Thy mantlc mard wheremn thou maskedst late.

¢ Such 1age as wintcers reigneth in my heart,
My lite-bloud triesing with unkindly cold,
Such stormy stoures® do breede my baleiull smart,
As if my yeale were wast and woxcen old,
And yet, alas ! but now my spring begonne,
And yet, alas ! yt 1s alrecady donnce

* You naked trees, whose shady leaves are lost,

Wherein the byrds were wont to build their bowre,

And now are clothd with mosse and hoary frost,

1n stede of bloosmes, wherwith your buds did flowre,
I sce your teares that from your boughes doe raine,
Whose drops in drery ysicles remainc.

“ All so my lustfull leafe is drye and sere,

My timely buds with wayling all are wasted,

The blossome which my braunch of youth did beare

With breathéd sighes 1s blowne away and blasted,
And from mine eyes the drizling teares descend,
As on your boughes the ysicles depend.
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‘ Thou tecble Hlocke, whose flecce 15 rough and rent,
Whose knecs are weake through fast and cvill fdYe,
Mayst witnesse well, by thy ill governement,
Thy maysters mind is overcome with care*
Thou weake, I wanne, thou leane, I quite torlorne:
With mourning pyne I; you with pyning mourne

* A thousand sithes! I curse that carefull hower
Wherem I longd the neighbour towne to sce,
And eke tenne thousand sithes I blesse the stoure
Wherein I sawe so fayre a sight as shee:
Yet all for naught- such sight hath bred my bane.
Ah, God! that love should breede both joy and payne

‘ 1t 1s not Hobbinol wherefore I plaine,

Albee my love he sceke with dayly suit,

His Jlownish gifts and curtsies I disdaine,

His kiddes, s cracknelles, and his early fruat
Ah, foolish Hobbinol ! thy gyfts bene vayne,
Colin them gives to Rosalind againe.

‘I love thilke lasse, (alas! why doe I love ?)
And am forlorne, (alas! why am I lomne ?)
Shee deignes not my good will, but doth reprove,
And of my rurall musick holdeth scorne.
Shepheards devise she hateth as the snake,
And laughes the songs that Colin Clout doth make.

‘ Wherefore, my pype, albee rude Pan thou please,

Yet for thou pleasest not where most I would,

And thou, unlucky Musec, that wontst to case

My musing mynd, yct canst not when thou should,
Both pype and Muse shall sore the while abye ’2
So broke his oaten pype, and down dyd lyc.

By that, the welkéd Phoebus® gan availe?
His wearie waine; and nowe the frosty Night
Her mantle black through heaven gan overhaile :5
Which seene, the pensife boy, halfe in despight,
Arose, and homeward drove his sonnéd sheepe,
Whose hanging heads did seeme his carefull case to wee]

! Times. ! Abide, suffer * The setting sun.
¢ To bring down. ® To draw across.
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SONNETS
(From Amorettr)

THi1s holy season, fit to tast and pray,

Men to devotion ought to be mclynd-

Therefore, I lykewise, on so holy day,

For my sweet Saynt some service fit will find

Her temple fayre 1s built within my mind,

In which her glorious ymage placed 1s,

On which my thoughts doo day and might attend,

Lyke sacred priests that never thinkec amisse !

There I to her, as th’ author of my blisse,

Will builde an altar to appease her yre;

And on the same my hart will sacrifise,

Burning in flames of pure and chast desyre*
The which vouchsafe, O goddesse ! to accept,
Amongst thy decrest relichs to be kept

Mark when she smiles with amiable chcare,

And tell me whereto can ye lyken 1t,

When on each eyelid sweetly doc appeate

An hundied Graces as 1 shade to sit.

Lykest 1t scemeth, in my simple wat,

Unto the fayre sunshine in somers day,

That, when a dreadfull storme away 1s flit,

Thrugh the broad world doth spred his goodly ray:

At sight whercot, each bird that sits on spray,

And every beast that to his den was fled,

Comes forth afresh out ot their late dismay,

And to the hight lift up their droupmg hed
So my storme-beaten hart likewise is cheared
With that sunshine, when cloudy looks are cleared.

THE RED CROSS KNIGHT, UNA AND THE
DWARF
(Book I, Canto I, STANZAS I to 6)
A GeENTLE Knight was pricking? on the plaine,
Ycladd in mightie armes and silver shielde,
Wherein old dints of deepe woundes did remaine,

! Spurring his horse
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The crucll matkes ot many a bloody fielde ;
Yet armes till that time did he never wield. +
His angry steede did chide his foming bitt,
As much disdayning to the curbe to yield:
Full jolly! knight he seemd, and taire did sitt,
As one for knightly giusts and fierce encounters titt.

And on Inas brest a bloodie Crosse he bore,
The deare remembrance of his dymg Lord,
For whosc sweete sake that glorious badge he wore,
And dead, as living, cver hum ador’d:
Upon his shield the like was also scor’d,
For soveramc hope which in his helpe he had
Raght faithfull truc he was 1n deede and word;
But of his cheere? did seeme too solemne sad,
Yet nothing did he dread, but ever was ydrad.

Upon 4 great adventure he was bond,
That greatest Gloriana to him gave,
(That greatest Glorious Queenc of Faery lond)
To winne him worshippe, and her grace to have,
Which of all carthly thinges he most did crave,
And ever as he rode hus hart did carne?
To prove his puissance 1n battell brave
Upon his foe, and his new force to learnc

Upon his foe, a Dragon horrible and stearne

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

So pure and innocent, as that same lambe,
She was in life and every vertuous lore,
And by descent from Royall lynage came

! Handsome. ! Countenance ! Yearn.
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Of ancient Kinges and Queenes, that had of yore
Their gcepters stretcht from east to westerne shore,
And all the world 1n their subjection held,
Till that infernall {eend with toule uprore
Forwasted all their land, and them expeld,

Whom to avenge she had this Knight from far compeld

Behmd her farre away a Dwarfe did lag,
* That lasie seemd, n being cver last,
Or wearned with bearing of her bag
Of needments at his backe Thus as they past,
The day with cloudes was suddeine overcast,
And angry Jove an hideous storme of raine
Did poure into his lemans lap so fast,
That everie wight to shrowd 1t did constrain,
And this faire couple eke to shroud themselves were fain

PRINCE ARTHUR SLAYS THE GIANT
ORGOGLIO

(Book I, Canto VIII, STANzAS I to 25)

Ay me ! how many perils doe enfold

The righteous man, to make him daly fall,

Were not that heavenly grace doth him uphold,

And stedfast truth acquite him out at all

Her love 1s firme, her care continuall,

So oft as he, thorough his own foolish pride

Or weaknes, 1s to sinfull bands made thrall-

Els should this Redcrosse knight in bands have dyde,
For whose deliverance she! this Prince? doth thether guyd.

They sadly traveild thus, untill they came
Nigh to a castle builded strong and hye
Thex cryde the Dwarfe, Lo | yonder 1s the same,
In which my Lord, my licge, doth lucklesse ly,
Thrall to that gyaunts hatefull tyranny.
Therefore, deare Sir, your mightie powres assay.’
The noble knight alighted by and by
From loftie steed, and badd the Ladie stay,

To see what end of fight should him befall that day.

! Lady Una * Prince Arthur,

®
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So with his Squire, th’ admirer of his might,
He marched torth towardes that castlc walj,
Whose gates hie fownd fast shutt, nc living wight
To warde the same, nor answere commers call
Then tooke that Squire an horne of bugle small,
Which hong adowne his side 1n twisted gold
And tasselles gay. Wyde wonders over all
Of that same hornes great virtues weren told,
Which had approved bene in uses manifold

Was never wight that heard that shrilling sownd,
But trembling tcarc did feel in every vamne
Three miles 1t might be easy heard arownd,
And ecchoes three aunswer’d 1t selfe agame
No false enchauntment, nor deceiptfull traine,
Might once abide the terror of that blast,
But presently was void and wholly vaine
No gate so strong, no locke so firme and fast,
But with that percing noise flew open quite, or brast !

The same before the geaunts gate he blew,
That all the castle quaked from the grownd,
And every dorce of freewill open flew.

The gyaunt sclfe, dismaled with that sownd,
Where he with his Duessa dalliaunce townd,
In hast came rushing forth from inner bowre,

With staring countenance sterne, as one astownd,
And staggering steps, to weet what suddein stowre?
Had wrought that horror strange, and dar’d his dreaded

powre

And after him the proud Duessa came,
High mounted on her many-headed beast,
And every head with fyrie tongue did flame,
And cvery head was crowned on his creast,
And bloody mouthéd with late cruell feast.
That when the knight beheld, his mightie shild
Upon his manly arme he soone addrest,
And at him fiersly flew, with corage fild,
And eger greedinesse through every member thnld,
! Burst., * Disturbance
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Therewith the gyant buckled him to fight,
Inflarl with scornefull wrath and high disdaine.
And hfting up lhis dreadfull club on hight,
All armd with ragged snubbes and knottie grane,
1Iim thought at first encounter to have slane.
But wise and wary was that noble pere,
And, lightly leaping from so monstrous mainc,
. Did fayre avoide the violence him nere
It booted nought to thinke such thunderbolts to beare

Ne shame he thought to shonne so hideous might
The ydle stroke, enforcing furious way,
Missing the marke of his misaymed sight,
Dad fall to ground, and with his heavy sway
So deepely dinted mn the driven clay,
That three yardes deepe a furrow up did throw
The sad earth, wounded with so sore assay,
Did grone full grievous underneath the blow,
And trembling with strange feare did like an erthquake
show

As when almightie Jove, mn wrathfull mood,
To wreake the guilt ot mortall sins 1s bent,
Hurles forth his thundring dart with deadly food
Enrold in flames, and smouldring dreriment,
Through riven cloudes and molten firmament,
The ficrs threeforkéd engin, making way,
Both loftie towres and highest trees hath rent,
And all that might his angry passage stay,
And, shooting in the ecarth, castes up a mount of clay.

His boystrous club, so buried in the grownd,

He could not rearen up againe so light,

But%hat the Knight him at advantage fownd;

And, whiles he strove his combred clubbe to quightt

Out of the earth, with blade all burning bright

He smott of his left arme, which like a block

Did fall to ground, depriv’d of native might:

Large streames of blood out of the truncked stock
Forthgushéd, like fresh water streame trom niven rocke.

* Liberate,
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Dismayéd with so desperate deadly wound,
And cke mnpatient of unwonted payne,
He lowdly brayd with beastly yelling sowna,
That all the fieldes rebellowed againe.
As great a noyse, as when in Cymbrian plaine
An heard of bulles, whom kindly! rage doth sting,
Doe for the milky mothers want complaine,
And fill the fieldes with troublous bellowing:
The neighbor woods arownd with hollow murmur ring

That when his dearc Duessa heard, and saw
The evil stownd that daungerd her estate,
Unto his aide she hastily did draw
Her dreadfull beast, who, swolne with blood of late,
Came ramping forth with proud presumpteous gate,
And threatned all his heades hike flaming brandes.
But him the squire made quickly to retrate,
Encountrnng fiers with single sword mn hand;

And twixt him and his lord did like a bulwarke stand.

The proud Duessa, full of wrathfull spight,

And fiers disdaine to be affronted so,

Enforst her purple beast with all her might,

That stop out of the way to overthroc,

Scorning the let? of so uncquall foe:

But nathemore would that corageous swayne

To her yeeld passage gainst his lord to goe,

But with outrageous strokes did him restrane,
And with his body bard the way atwixt them twaine.

Then tooke the angrie witch her golden cup,
Which still she bore, replete with magick artes,
Death and despeyre did many thereof sup, :
And secret poyson through their inner partes,
Th’ eternall bale of heavie wounded harts.
Which, after charmes and some enchauntments said,
She lightly sprinkled on his weaker partes;
Therewith his sturdie corage soon was quayd,

And all his sences were with suddein dread dismayd.

! Natural. * Hindrance.
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So downe he tell betore the cruell beast,

Who og his neck his bloody clawes did seize,
‘1 hat Iife nigh crusht out of his panting brest
No _powre he had to stirre, nor will to rize.

That when the carefull knight gan well avisc,
He hightly left the foe with whom he tought,
And to the becast gan turnc his enterprise,

For wondrous anguish in his hart it wrought,

To see his loved squyre into such thraldom brought.

And, high advauncing his blood-thirstic blade,

Stroke one of those deforméd heades so sore,
That of his puissaunce proud ensample made :
His monstrous scalpe down to his teeth it tore,
And that misformed shape misshaped more.

A sea of blood gusht from the gaping wownd,
That her gay garments staynd with filthy gore,
And overflowed all the field arownd,

That over shoes in blood he waded on the grownd.

Thereat he rored for exceeding paine,

That to have heard great horror would have bred.
And scourgmg th’ emptie ayre with his long trayne,
Through great impatience of his grieved hed,

His gorgeous ryder from her loftie sted

Would have cast downe, and trodd in durty myre,
Had not the gyaunt soonc her succoured,

Who, all enrag’d with smart and frantick yre,

Camc hurtling in full fiers, and forst the knight retyre

The force, which wont 1n two to be disperst,

In one alone left hand he now unites,

Whicly is through rage more strong than both were erst;
With which his hideous club aloft he dites,?

And at his foe with furious rigor smites,

That strongest oake might seeme to overthrow.

The stroke upon his shield so heavie lites,

That to the ground 1t doubleth him full low "

What mortall wight could cver beare so monstrous blow ?

! Arranges.
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And m his fall his shield, that covered was,
Dud loose his vele by chaunce, and open flieW,
The hight whercof, that hevens hight did pas,
Such blazing brightnesse through the ayer threw.,
‘That eye mote not the same endure to vew.
Which when the gyaunt spyde with starng cye,
He downe let fall his arme, and soft withdrew
His weapon huge, that heavéd was on hye
Tor to have slain the man, that on the ground did lye

And cke the fruitfull-hcaded Beast, amazd
At flashing beames of that sunshiny shield,
Became stark blind, and all his sences dazd,
That downe he tumbled on the durtic field,
And scemd himselfe as conqueréd to yield
Whom when his maistresse proud percewv’d to fall,
Whiles yet his feeble feet for faintnesse reeld,
Unto the gyaunt lowdly she gan call,

“ O helpe, Orgoglio; helpe ! or els we perish all.’

At her so pitteous cry was much amoov’d
Her champion stout; and for to ayde his trend,
Agame his wonted angry weapon proov’d,
But all in vaine, for he has redd his end
In that bright shield, and all their forces spend
Them selves in vaine* for, since that glauncing sight,
He hath no powre to hurt, nor to defend.
As where th’ Almighties hightning brond does hght,
It dimmes the dazéd eyen, and daunts the sences quight

Whom when the Prince, to batteill new addrest
And threatning high his dreadfull stroke, did sce,
His sparkling blade about his head he blest,
And smote off quite his left leg by the knee,
That downe he tombled; as an aged trec,
High growing on the top of rocky chift,
Whose hartstrings with keene stecle nigh hewen be,
The mightie trunck, halfe rent with ragged rift,
Doth roll adowne the rocks, and fall with fcarefull dnift
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Or as a Castle, reared high and round,

By subtile engins and malitious shight

Is underminéd from the lowest ground,

And her foundation forst, and feebled quight,

At last downe falles; and with her heaped hight
Her hastie ruine docs morce heavie make,

And yields it selfe unto the victours might.

Such was this gyaunts fall, that seemd to shake
1he stedfast globe of earth, as 1t for fearc did quake.

The knight, then lightly lecaping to the pray,

With mortall steele him smot agame so sore,
That headlesse his unweldy bodie lay,

All wallowd 1n his owne fowle bloody gore,
Which flowed from his wounds in wondrous store.
But, soonc as breath out of his biest did pas,
That huge great body, which the gyaunt bore,
Was vanisht quite, and of that monstrous mas
Was nothing left, but like an emptie blader was.

Whose grievous fall when talse Duessa spyde,

Her golden cup she cast unto the ground,

And crowned mitre rudely threw asyde

Such percing griefe her stubborne hart did wound,
That she could not endure that dolefull stound,
But leaving all behind her fled away

The light-foot squyre her quickly turnd aiound,
And, by hard meancs enforcing her to stay,

So brought unto his Lord as his deserved pray.

THE CAVE OF MAMMON
(Book II, Canio VII,, Stanzas 2 {o 10)

So Guyon having lost lus trustie guyde,

Late left beyond that ydle lake, procecdes
Yet on his way, of nonc accompanyde;

And evermore himselfe with comfort feedes
Ot his own vertues and praisc-worthie deedes.

55
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So, long he yode,! yet no adventure found,

Which fame of her shrill trompet worthy reades,

For still he traveild through wide wastfull ground,
That nought but desert wildernesse shewed all around

At last he came unto a gloomy glade,
Cover’d with boughes and shrubs from heavens light,
Whercas he sitting found 1n secrct shade
\n uncouth, salvage, and uncivile wight,
) griesly hew and fowle 1ll-favour’d sight,
His face with smoke was tand, and cies were blear
Inis head and beard with sout were 1ll bedight,?
Ins cole-blacke hands did seeme to have ben secard
In smythes fire-spitting forge, and nayles like clawes
appeard

His yron cote, all overgiowne with rust,
Was underncath enveloped with gold,
Whose glistring glosse, darkned with filthy dust,
Well yet appeared to have beene of old
A worke of rich entayle® and curious mould,
Woven with antickest and wyld ymagery,
And 1n his lap a masse of coyne he told,?
And turned upside downe, to feede his cye
And covetous desire with his huge threasury.

And round about him lay on every side
Great heapes of gold that never could be spent,
Of which some were rude owre, not purifide
Of Mulcibers devouring element, «
Some others were new driven, and distent
Into great mngowes® and to wedges square,
Some 1n round plates withouten moniment,?
But most were stampt, and 1n their metal bare
The antique shapes of kings and kesars straung and rare

Soone as he Guyon saw, 1n great affright
And haste he rose for to remove aside
Those pretious hils from straungers envious sight,
' Went. ! Disfigured

# Intagho, inlaid ornament ¢ Fantastic devices.
8 Counted. ¢ Ingots. ? Stamp, inscription
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And downe them poured through an hole full wide

Into ¢he hollow earth, them there to hide.

But Guyon, hightly to him leaping, stayd

His hand that ticmbled as one teirifyde,

And though him selfe were at the sight dismayd,
Yet him perforce restraynd, and to him doubtfull sayd:

‘ What art thou, man, (if man at all thou art)
That here in desert hast thine habitaunce,
And these rich hils of welth doest hide apart
From the worldes cye, and from her right usaunce ?’
Thercat, with staring eyes fixed askaunce,
In great disdamne he answerd * Hardy Elfe,
That darest view my direfull countenaunce,
I 1cad! thee rash and heedlesse ot thy selfe,
To trouble my still scate, and heapes of pretious pelfe

‘ God ot the world and worldlings 1 me call,
Great Mammon, greatest god below the skye,
That ot my plenty poure out unto all,

And unto nonc my graces do cnvye
Riches, renowme, and primcipality,
Honour, cstate, and all this worldes good,
For which men swmch? and sweat incessantly,
Fro me do flow into an ample flood,
And m the hollow earth have their eternall brood

‘ Wheretore, 1t me thou deigne to serve and sew,
At thy commaund lo ! all thesec mountames bee
Or if to thy grcat mund, or greedy vew,
All these may not suffise, there shall to thee
Ten times so much be nombred trancke and free ’
‘ Mammon,’ (saiwd he) ‘ thy godheads vaunt 1s vaine,
And 1dle offers of thy golden tee,
To them that covet such eye-glutting gane
Proffer thy giftes, and fitter servaunts entertame

‘ Me ill besits,? that in derdoing4 armes
And honours smit my vowed dates do spend,
Unto thy bounteous baytes and pleasing charmes,

! Judge. * Toul, * Beseems. ¢ Bold, manly.
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With which weake men thou witchest, to attend,

Regard of worldly mucke doth fowly blend,

And low abase the high heroicke spright,

That joyes for crownes and kingdomes to contend -

Faure shields, gay stcedes, bright aimes be my delight,
Thosc be the riches fit for an advent’rous knight ’

ELIZABETHAN SONNETS
(Ou1LINE HisTORrY, § 27)

SIDNEY
(From Astrophel and Stella)

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

What, may 1t be that even mn heavenly place
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries !

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

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

I read 1t in thy looks; thy languisht grace,

To me, that feel the hke, thy state descries.
Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me,

Is constant love deem’d there but want of wit ?
Are beauties there as proud as here they be ?

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

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

DANIEL
(From Delia)

CARE-CHARMER Sleep, son of the sable Nigh#,
Brother to Death, 1 silent darkness born*
Relieve my languish and restore the light,
With dark forgetting of my care, return,

And let the day be time enough to mourn
The shipwreck of my ill-adventured youth.
Let waking eyes suffice to wail their scorn
Without the torment of the night’s untruth
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Cease dreams, the mnages ot day desires,

*T'o modcl forth the passions of the morrow,

Never let 11sig sun approve you liars,

To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow
Stul let me sleep, embracing clouds m van,
And never wake to feel the day’s disdamn

DRAYTON
(From Idea)

SINCE thete’s no help, come let us kiss and part—
Nay, 1 have donc, you get no more ot me,

And I am glad, yea glad with all my heart,

‘That thus so cleanly I myself can free,

Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows,

And when we meet at any tiume agam.

Be 1t not scen 1n either of our brows

That we one jot of former love retan.

Now at the last gasp ot love’s latest breath,
When, his pulse failing, passion speechless lies,
When faith 1s knceling by his bed of death,

And mnocence 15 closing up his eyes—

Now 1t thou would’st, when all have given him over,
From death to life thou might’st him yet recover !

DONNE

(OurLiNe HisTory, § 27)

TO DEATH

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

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

Much pleasure, then from thec much more must flow"
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of therr bones, and souls’ delivery.
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Thou'rt slave to tate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well,

And better than thy stroke. Why swell’st thou then ?
Our short sleep past, we wake cternally,

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

LYLY

(OuTLINE HISIORY, §§ 29, 30)

(From Endymion)
(Act 1,, Scene IV —1cdlus, m love with Endymion, seeks the help of
the witch Dipsas )
[Enter at one side FLoscuLA (friend of Tellus) and TELLUS,
at the other Dipsas ]

Tellus —Behold, Floscula, we have mect with the woman
by chance that we sought for by travel. I will break my
mind to her without cercmony or circumstance, lest we
losc that time 1n advice that should be spent in exccution

Flosc —Use your discretion, I will in this casc neither
give counsel nor consent, for there cannot be a thing more;
monstrous than to force affection by sorcery, neither do
I imagine anything more 1mpossible.

Tellus.—Tush, Floscula, m obtamning ot love, what
impossibilitics will I not try ? And for the wmnng of
Endymion, what impietiecs will I not practise ? [Crossing
to Dipsas.] Dipsas, whom as many honour for age as
wonder at for cunning, listen in few words to my tale,
and answer in onc word to the purpose, for that ncither
my burning desire can afford long speech, nor the whort
time I have to stay many delays. Is 1t possible by herbs.
stones, spells, incantations, enchantment, coercions, firc,
metals, planets, or any practice, to plant affection where
it is not, and to supplant it where 1t is ?

Dipsas —Fair lady, you may imaginc that these hoary
hairs are not void of experience, nor the great name that
voeth of my cunning to be without cause I can darken
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the sun by my skill, and remove the moon out of her
course, » can restore youth to the aged and make hills
without bottoms, there 15 nothing that I cannot do but
that only which you would have me do* and therem I
differ from the gods, that I am not able to rule hearts; for
were 1t in my power to place affection by appomntment, I
would make such evil appetites, such inordmate lusts,
such cursed desires, as all the world should be filled both
with superstitious heats and extreme love.

Tellus.—Unhappy Tellus, whose desires are so desperate
that they are neither to be conceived of any creature, nor to
be cured by any art !

Dipsas —This 1 can’ breed slackness in love, though
never root 1t out. What 1s he whom you love, and what
she that he honoureth ?

Tellus.—Endymion, sweet Endymion, 1s he that hath
my heart, and Cynthia—too, too fair Cynthia—the miracle
of nature, of time, of fortune, 1s the lady that he dehghts
m, and dotes on cvery day, and dies for ten thousand times
a day.

Dipsas.—Would you have his love cither by absence or
sickness aslaked ?*  Would you that Cynthia should mis-
trust him, or be jealous of him without colour ?

Tellus.—It 15 the only thing [ crave, that, scemng my
love to Endymion, unspotted, cannot be accepted, his
truth to Cynthia, though it be unspeakable, may be
suspected.

Dipsas.—I will undertake it, and overtake? him, that®
all his love shall be doubted of, and therefore become
desperate but this will wear out with time that treadeth
all things down but truth.

Tellus —Let us go.

Diplas.—1I follow.

[Exeunt TELLUS and FLoscuLa, Dipsas following them ]

! Abated. * Overcome * So that
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SONG

(krom  evander and Campaspe)
WHAT bird so sings, yet so does wail ?
0O, 'tis the ravished nightingale
Jug, jug. jug, jug, tercu! she cries
And still her woes at madmight rise
Brave prick-song! Who 18't now we hear ?
None but the lark so shrill and clear,
Now at heaven’s gate she claps her wings,
The morn not waking till she sings
Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat
Poor robin redbreast tunes his note
Hark how the jolly cuckoos sing
Cuckoo ! to welcome m the Spring !
Cuckoo ! to welcome 1n the Spring !

EUPHUES
(From FEuphues: The Anatomy of Wit)

THERE dwelt in Athens a young gentleman of great patri-
mony, and of so comelye a personage, that 1t was doubted
whether he were more bound to Nature for the hmaments
of his person, or to Fortune for the increase of his posses-
sions But Nature, impatient of comparisons, and as 1t
were disdaining a companion or copartner in his working,
added to this comelynesse of his body such a sharpe
capacity of minde, that not onely she proved Fortune
counterfaite, but was halfc of that opinion that she her-
selfe was onely currant.! This young gallaunt of more witte
than wealth, and yet of more wealth than wisedome, seeing
lumselfe inferiour to nonc in pleasant conceits, though
himselfe superiour to all in honest conditions, insomuch that
he thought himselfe so apt to all thinges that he gave
himselfe almost to nothing but practising of those thinges
commonly which are incident to these sharpe wittes, fine
phrases, smooth quippes, merry tauntes, using jestinge
without meane,? and abusing mirth without measure.

' She only was genuine, * Moderation,
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As therefore the sweetest Rose hath his prickell,! the
finest velyet lus bracke,? the fairest flower lus branne,? so
the sharpest wit hath his wanton will, and the holiest head
his wicked way And true it 1s that some men write and
most men believe, that in all perfect shapes a blemish
bringeth rather a lyking every way to the eyes, than a
loathing any way to the minde. Venus had hir mole mn
hir cheeke which made hir more amiable Helen hir scarre
m hir chinne, which Pars called Cos Amoris, the whetstone
of love: Aristippus his wart, Lycurgus his wen so hikewise
in the disposition of the minde, cither vertue 1s over-
shadowed with some vice, or vice overcast with some vertue
Alexander valyant n warre, yet given to wimne. Tulle
eloquent mm his gloses, yet vameglorious Solomon wise,
yet too wanton. David holy, but yet an homicide. None
more wittie than FEuphues, yet at the first none more
wicked. The freshest colours soonest fade, the teenest*
razor soonest tourneth his edge, the finest cloth 1s soonest
eaten with the moathes, and the cambrick sooner stayned
than the coarse canvas which appeareth well i this
Euphues, whose wit beeing like waxe, apt to recewve any
impression, and bearing the head mm his owne hand, either
to use the raine or the spurre, disdaiming counsaile,
leaving his country, loathinge his olde acquaimntance,
thought either by wit to obteyne some conquest, or by
shame to abyde some conflict, who preferring fancy before
friends, and his present humour before honour to come,
Jaid reason in water being too salt for his tast, and followed
unbridled affection, most pleasant for his tooth. When
parents have more care how to leave their children
wealthy than wise, and are more desirous to have them
maintaine the name, than the nature of gentleman: when
they pyt gold into the hands of youth, where they should
put a rod under their gyrdle, when in steed of awe they make
them past grace, and leave them rich executors of goods,
and poore executors of godlynes, then it 1s no mervaile, that
the son being left rich by his father’s will, become retchless®
by his owne will. But it hath bene an olde sayde sawe,

! Thorn. * Flaw. ¥ Husk.
¢ Sharpness. ¢ Careless.
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and not of lesse truth than antiquitie, that wit is the bette:
if 1t be the deerer bought. as in the sequele of tLis history
shall most manifestly appeare It happened this young
Impe! to arve at Naples (a place of more pleasure than
profit, and yet of more profit than pictie), the very walles
and windowes whereof shewed 1t rather to be the taber-
nacle of Venus than the temple of Vesta There was all
things necessary and in redynes, that might either allure
the mund to lust or entice the heart to folly* a court more
meete for an Atheyst. than for one of Athens : for Ovid,
than for Aristotle : for a gracelesse lover, than for a godly
hiver: more fitter for Paris than Hector, and mcecter fok
Flora than Diana  Heere my youth (whether for weare-
nesse he could not, or for wantonnes would not go any
farther) determined to make his abode, whereby 1t 1s
evidently scenc that the flectest fish swalloweth the deh-
catest bait that the highest soaring Hauke trameth to
the lure. and that the wittiest brame is mvegled with the
sudden view of alluring vanitics Heere he wanted? no
companyons, which courted him continually with sundrye
kindes of devises, whereby they mught cither soake his
pursse to reape commoditie,? or soothe4 his person to winne
credit for he had guests and companions ot all sorts

MARLOWE

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 29)

THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE

ComE live with me, and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That hills and valleys, dales and fields,
Woods or steepy mountain yields

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

P 1 Scion, lad. * Lacked. * Profit ¢ Flatter,
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And I will make thec beds of roses,
And a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle,

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

With buckles of the purest gold,

A belt of straw and 1vy-buds,

With coral clasps and amber studs
And 1f these pleasurcs may thee move,
Come live with me, and be my love.

The shepherd-swains shall dance and sing
For thy dehight each May morning

It these dehights thy mmmd may move,
Then Iive with me, and be my love

BEAUTY
(From Tamburlaine the Great, Part 1 ,v. 1)

Ir all the pens that ever poets held

Had fed the feeling of their master’s thoughts,
And every sweetness that inspired their hearts
Their minds, and muses on admiréd themes,

If all the heavenly quintessence they still!
From their immortal flowers of poesy,
Wherem, as in a murror, we perceive

The highest rcaches of a human wit,?

If these had made one poem’s period,

And all combined in beauty’s worthiness,

Yet should there hover mn their restless heads
Onc thought, one grace, one wonder, at the least,
Which into words no virtue can digest.

! Distul. * Genius.
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FAUSTIUS APOSTROPHE TO THE SIIADE OF
HELEN
(From The Tragical History of Dr. Faustus. Scene XIII.)

Was this the face that launched a thousand ships,

And burnt the topless towers of 1lium ?

Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss  (Kisses
her.)

Her lips suck forth my soul* sec where 1t flees '—

Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again

Here will 1 dwell, for heaven 1s 1n these lips,

And all 1s dross that 1s not Helena

I will be Parns, and for love of thee,

Instead of Troy, shall Wittenberg bé sack’d,

And I will combat with weak Menelaus,

And wear thy colours en my plumed crest,

Yes, I will wound Achilles 1 the heel,

And then return to Helen for a kiss

O, thou art farrer than the cvening air,

Clad 1n the beauty of a thousand stars,

Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter

When he appear’d to hapless Semele,

More lovely than the monarch of the sky

In wanton Arethusa’s azur'd arms,

And none but thou shalt be my paramour !

FAUSTUS’ LAST SOLILOQUY
(From The Tragical History of Dr. Faustus, Scene X1V )

[The clock strikes eleven
Faustus. AH, Faustus !
Now hast thou but one bare hour to love,
And then thou must be damn’d perpetually |
Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of heaven,
That time may cease, and midnight never come,
Fair Nature’s eye, rise, rise again, and make
Perpetual day; or let this hour be but
A year, a month, a week, a natural day,
That Faustus may repent and save his soul.
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O lente, lente, curvite noctis equs /
The stafs move still, time runs, the clock will strike,
The time will come, and Faustus must be damn’d
O, I'll Ieap up to my God '—Who pulls me down ?—
See, sce, where Christ’s blood streams in the firmament !
One drop would save my soul, halt a drop al, my Christ |—
Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ !
Yet will T call on Ilim O, spare me, Lucifer |—
Where 1s 1t now ? ’tis gone and sce, where God
Stretcheth out His arm, and bends 111s wreful brows !
Mountams and hills, come, come, and fall on me,
And hude me trom the heavy wrath of God !
No, no!
Then will T headlong run into the Larth,
Earth, gape! O, no, 1t will not harbour me !
Yon stars that reign’d at my nativity,
Whose mfluence hath allotted death and hell,
Now draw up Faustus, like a foggy mist,
Into the cntrails of yon lab’ring clouds,
That, when you vonut torth into the air,
My limbs may 1ssuc trom your smoky mouths,
So that my soul may but ascend to heaven !
[ The clock strikes the half-hour
Ah, half the hour 1s past | ’twill all be past anon.
O God,
If Thou wilt not have mercy on my soul,
Yet for Christ’s sake, whose blood hath ransom’d me,
Impose some end to my incessant pain;
Let Faustus live m hell a thousand years,
A hundred thousand, and at last be sav’d !
O, no end 1s limited to damnéd souls !
Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul ?
Or why 1s that immortal that thou hast ?
Ah, Pythagoras’ metempsychosis, were that true,
This soul should fly from me, and I be chang’d
Unto some brutish beast ! all beasts are happy,
For, when they die,
Their souls arc soon dissolv’d in elements;
But mine must live still to be plagu’d n hell.
Curs’d be the parents that engender’d me |
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No, Faustus, curse thyself, curse Lucifer,
That hath depriv’d thee of the joys of heaven

[The clock strikes twelve
O, 1t strikes, 1t strikes | Now, body, turn to air,
Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell |

[Thunder and Lightning
O soul, be chang’d into hittle water-drops,
And fall into the ocean, ne’er be found !

Enter DEVILS.

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

SHAKESPEARI!

(OutriNng HisTory, §§ 30-32)

SONNETS
XVIIL

WHo will believe my verse 1n time to come,
If 1t were fill'd with your most high deserts ?
Though yet heaven knows, it 1s but as a tomb
Which hides your hife, and shows not half your parts.
If I could write the beauty of your eyecs,
And in fresh numbers number all your graces,
The age to come would say, this poct lics,
Such hcavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.
So should my papers, yellow’d with their age, *
Be scorn’d, like old men of less truth than tongue;
And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage,
And stretched metre of an antique song:
But were some child of yours alive that time,
You should live twice ;—in 1t, and m my rhyme.

1 No extracts from Shakespeare’s plays are given here, for the reason
oct forth 1n the preface,
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. XVIII.
Shall T compare thee to o summer’s day ?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate
Rough winds do shake the darling buds ot May,
And summer’s lease hatl all too short a date
Sometime too hot the cye of heaven shines.
And otten 15 hus gold complexion dimm’d,
And cvery {air from fair sometime declings,
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrunm’d,
But thy cternal summer shall not fade,
Nor los: posscssion of that fair thou owest,
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st m his shade,
When m cternal Iines to time thou growest,

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can sec,

So long lives this, and this gives hite to thee

XXIX
When in disgrace with fortune and men’s cyes,
I oll alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,
And look upon mysclf, and curse my tate,
Wishing me like to one more rich 1n hope,
Featur'd Iike ham, Iike him with friends possess’d,
Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least,
Yet 1n these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee,—and then my state
(Like to the lark at break of day arising
Trom sullen carth) sings hymns at heaven’s gate,
For thy sweet love remember’d, such wealth brings,
That then I scorn to change my state with kings

XXX.
When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear times’ waste
Then can I drown an eyc, unus’d to flow,
For precious iriends hid in death’s dateless might,
And weep afresh love’s long-since cancell’d woe,
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And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight.
Then can I grieve at grievances tore-gone,
And hcavily from woce to woe tell o’cer
The sad account ot forc-bemoanced moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before
But 1t the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losscs are restored, and sorrows end

XXX1II

Full many a glorious morning have 1 scen

Ilatter the mountamn tops with sovercign cye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale strcams with heavenly alchemy ,

Anon permut the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hade,

Stealing unscen to west with this disgrace

Even so my sun one early morn did shine,

With all triumphant splendour on my brow,

But out ! alack | he was but onc hour mine,

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now
Yet ham for this my love no whit disdamecth,
Suns ot the world may stam, when hcaven’s sun stameth.

L1V,

O how much more doth beauty beauteous scem,

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give !

The rose looks fair, but fairer we 1t deem

For that sweet odour which doth 1 1t Iive

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye,

As the perfumed tincture of the roscs,

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly

When summer’s breath their masked buds disclo:

But, for their virtue only 1s their show,

They live unwoo’d, and unrespected fade,

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:
And so of you, beautcous and lovely youth,
When that shall fade, by verse distills your truth.
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LXXIII

That time of year thou may’st in me behold

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

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.

In me thou scest the twilight of such day,

s after sunsct fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death’s sccond sclt. that scals up all i rest.

In me thou scest the glowimng of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lLe,

As the death-bed whercon 1t must expire,

Consum’d with that which 1t was nourish’d by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

CVI.

When in the chronicle of wasted time

1 see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme,

In praisc of ladies dead, and lovely knights,

Then in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best,

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

I sce their antique pen would have express'd

Even such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises arc but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring,

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes,

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

CXVI.

1.et me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove:
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O no, 1t 1s an cver-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken,
It is the star to every wanderng bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height ve wanen
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and checks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come,
Love alters not with his brief hours and wecks,
But bears 1t out cven to the edge of doom
If this be error, and upon me prov’d,
I never writ, nor no man cver lov'd

BEN JONSON

(Ouinine IisTory, § 33)

MADRIGAL

It 1s not growing like a tree
In bulk, doth man make better be,
Or standing long an oak, threc hundred year,
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and scrc
A lily of a day
Is fairer far in May,
Although 1t fall and die that night,
1t was the plant and flower of hight.
In small proportions we just beauties sec,
And 1n short measures, lifc may perfect be.

TO CELIA

DriINK to me only with thine eyes,
And I will pledge with mine;
Or leave a kiss within the cup,
! And T'll not ask for wine.
¢ The thirst that from the soul doth rise
Doth ask a drink divine,
But might I of Jovce’s nectar sup,
4 I would not change for thine
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) I sent thee late o rosy wreath,

\ Not so much honouring thce

é As giving 1t a hope that there
It would not wither’d be,

{ But thou thereon didst only breathe,

! And sent’st 1t back to me,

Smce when 1t grows, and smells, 1 swear,
Not ot 1tselt, but thee!

JONSON’S CONCEPTION O COMLDY
(Prologuc to Evcry Man w s Humour.)

THOUGH nced make many pocts, and some such
As art and nature have not better’d much;

Yet ours tor want hath not so loved the stage,

As he dare scrve the 11l customs of the age,

Or purchasc your dehight at such a rate,

As, for 1t, he hunsclf must justly hate

To make a child, now swaddled, to procced

Man, and then shoot up m one beard and weed,?
Past threescore years, or, with thiee rusty swords,
And help ot some tew toot and half-foot words,
Fight over York and Lancaster’s long jars,

And 1 the tyring-house? bring wounds to scars.
He rather prays you will be pleas’d to sce

One such to-day, as other plays should be,

When neither chorus wafts you o’er the seas,
Nor crcaking throne comes down the boys to please;
Nor nimble squib 1s scen to make afeard

The gentlewomen, nor roll’d bullet heard

To say, it thunders, nor tempestuous drum
Ruribles, to tcll you when the storm doth come,
But deceds, and language, such as men do use,
And persons, such as comedy would choose,
When she would show an image of the times,
And sport with human follies, not with crimes.
Except we make them such, by loving stall

Our popular crrors, when we know they’re 11l

! (sarment, * Attumg-room.
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I mean such eriors as you'll all contess,

By laughmg at them, they deserve no less

Which when you heattily do, there’s hope lett then,
You, that have so grac’d monsters, may like men

VOLPONE AND HIS PARASITE
(Erom Volpone, oy The Fox, Act 1, Scene 1)

Scene: A voom tn Volpone's house  Enter VoI PON
Mosca
Volpone Gooop morning to the day, and next, mr
gold '—
Open the shrine, that [ may sce my saint
[Mosca withdraws the curtuin, and dis
covers piles of gold, plate, jewels, etc
Hail the world’s soul, and me ! more glad than 1s
The teeming carth to sce the longed-for sun
Peep through the horns of the celestial Ram,
Am I, to view thy splendour darkening his,
That, lymng here, amongst my other hoards,
Showest like a flame by night, or like the day
Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fled
Unto the centre O thou son of Sol,
But brighter than thy father, let me kiss,
With adoration, thee, and cvery relic
Cf sacred treasure 1n this blessed room.
Well did wise poets, by thy glorious name,
Title that age which they would have the best,
Thou bemg the best of things, and far transcending
All style of joy, m children, parents, friends,
Or any other waking dream on carth.
Thy looks when they to Venus did ascribe,
They should have given her twenty thousand Cupids;
Such arc thy beauties and our loves! Dear saint,
Riches, the dumb god, that givest all men tongues,
Thou canst do nought, and yet makest men do all things,
The price of souls; cven hell, with thee to boot,
Is made worth heaven  Thou art virtue, fame,
Honour, and all things ¢lse  Who can get thee,
He shall be noble, vahant, honest, wise——
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Mosca And what he will, sir - Riches are in fortune
A greater goml than wisdom 1s 1 nature
Volpone Tiue, my beloved Mosca,  Yet 1 glory
Morc 1 the cunning purchase of my wealtl,
Than mn this glad possession, smee 1 gan
No common way, I use no trade, no venture,
1 wound no carth with ploughshares, 1atl no beasts
To teed the shambles, have no mulls tor 1ron,
O1l, corn, or men to grind them mto powder
1 blow no subtle glass, exposc no ships
To threatenings of the turtow-taced sca,
I turn no monceys 1n the public bank,
Nor usure! private
Mosca No, sir, nor devour
Sott prodigals  You shall have some will swallow
A meltmg hen as glibly as your Dutch
Will pills of butier, and nc’er purge tor 1t,
Tear forth the fathers of poor families
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive
In some kind (laspmg prison, where thewr bones
May be forthcomung, where the flesh 1s rotten,
But your sweet nature doth abhor these courses,
You loathe thic widow’s or the orphan’s tears
Should wash your pavements, o1 then piteous cries
Ring 1n your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance.
Volpone Right, Mosca, I do loathe 1t
Mosca And besides, si,
You are not like the thresher that doth stand
With o huge flail, watchmg a heap ot corn,
And, hungry, dares not tastc the smallest grain,
But teeds on mallows, and such bitter herbs,
Nor like the merchant, who hath filled his vaults
With Rowmgnia, and rich Candian wines,
Yet drinks the lees ot Lombard’s vinegar,
You will not lie 1n straw, whilst moths and worms
Feed on your sumptuous hangings and sott beds,
You know the use of 11ches, and dare give now
From that bright heap, to me, your poor obscrver,
Or 1o your dwart, or your hermaphrodite,

! Interest
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Your eunuch, or what other houschold trifle
Your pleasure allows mamtcnance——

Voipone Hold this, Mosca. [Guves hum money ]
Take ot my hand, thou strik’st on truth n all,
And they arc cnvious term thee parasite
Go call my dwatt, my cunuch, and my tool,

And let them make me sport  [Exi Mosca ] What should
I do,

But cocker up my genus, and live tree

To all delights my tfortunc calls me to ?

I have no wite. no parent, child, ally,

To give my substance to, but whom I make,

Must be my herr, and this makes men observe nice

This draws new clients daily to my house,

Women and men of every sex and age,

That bring me presents, send me plate, com, jewels,

With hope that when I die (which they expect

Each greedy minute) 1t shall then return

Tentold upon them; whilst some, covetous

Above the rest, seck to engross me whole,

And counter-work the one unto the other,

Contend 1n gitts, as they would scem m love

All which I suffer, playing with their hopes.

And am content to coin them into profit,

And look upon their kindness, and take more,

And look on that, still bearing them 1 hand,

Letting the cherry knock agawnst their lips,

And draw 1t by their mouths, and back agan

BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER

(OutLINE HISIORY, § 34)

PHILASTER AND ARLETHUSA
(From Phalaster, Act 1., Scene 11,)

Phe. Manam, your messenger
Made me believe you wished to speak with me.
Are. 'Tis true, Philaster; but the words are such
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I have to say, and do so ill bescem
The mouth of*'woman, that I wish them said,
And yet am loath to speak them Have you known
That I have aught detracted from your worth ?
Have I in person wrong'd you ? or have set
My baser instruments to throw disgrace
Upon your virtues ?
Phu Never, madam, you
Are. Why, then, should you, in such a public place,
Injure a princess, and a scandal lay
Upon my fortunes, famed to be so great,
Calling a great part of my dowry n question ?
Phi. Madam, this truth which I shall speak will be
Foolish but, for your fair and virtuous seli,
I could afford mysclf {o have no nght
To anything you wished
Are Philaster, know,
I must enjoy these kingdoms
Pli. Madam, both ?
Ave. Both, or 1 die, by heaven, I die, Philaster,
1f I not calmly may enjoy them both.
Phe. T would do much to save that noble hitc,
Yetl would be loath to have posterity
Fmd 1 our stories, that Philaster gave
His right unto a sceptre and a crown
To save a lady’s longing
Are. Nay, then, hear-
I must and will have them. and more—
Phi. What more ?
Avre. Or lose that hittle Infe the gods prepared
To trouble this poor picce of carth withal.
Pht. Madam, what morce ?
Are. Tuih, then, away thy face
Ph. No.
Are. Do.
Phi. 1 can endure it. Turn away my face !
[ never yet saw enemy that looked
So dreadfully, but that 1 thought myself
As great a basilisk as he; or spake
So horribly, but that I thought my tongue
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Bore thunder underneath, as much as his,
Nor beast that I could turn from. shall I ther?
Begin to fear swecet sounds ? a lady’s voice
Whom [ do love ? Say, you would have my hfe,
Why, I will give 1t you; for ’tis to me
A thing so loathed, and unto you that ask
Of so poor use, that I shall make no price
If you entreat, I will unmovedly bear
Are Yet, for my sake, a Iittle bend thy looks
Phe I do
Ave Then know, I must have them and thee
Ph: And me?
Arve Thy love, without which, all the land
Discovered yet will serve me for no use
But to be buried 1n
Pl 1s’t possible ?
Are. With 1t, 1t were too hittle to bestow
On thee Now, though thy breath do strike me dead
(Which, know, 1t may) I have unript my breast
Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble thoughts
To lay a tramn tor this contemnéd hfe,
Which you may have for asking, to suspect
Were base, where I deserve noill  Love you!
By all my hopes, I do, above my life !
But how this passion should proceed from you
So violently, would amaze a man
That would be jealous
Are. Another soul into my body shot
Could not have filled me with more strength and spirit
Than this thy breath  But spend not hasty time
In seeking how I came thus, ’tis the gods,
The gods, that make me so, and sure, our love
Will be the nobler and the better blest,
In that the secret justice of the gods
Is mingled with 1t. ILet us leave, and kiss,
Lest some unwelcome guest should fall betwixt us,
And we should part without 1t
Phe. "Twill be ill
I should abide here long
Are 'Tis true, and worse
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You should come often. How shall we devisc
To hold intedligence, that our truc loves,
On any new occasion, may agree
What path is best to tread ?

Phi. I have a boy,
Sent by the gods, I hope, to this intent,
No yet seen 1n the court. Hunting the buck,
I found him sitting by a fountam’s siude,
Of which he borrowed some to quench his thirst,
And paid the nymph agam as much mn tears
A garland lay him by, made by himscll
Of many several flowers bred 1n the vale,
Stuck 1n that mystic order that the rarcness
Delighted me. but cver when he turned
His tender eyes upon ’em, he would weep,
As if he meant to make ’em grow again
Seeing such pretty helpless innocence
Duwell 1 s face, I asked him all his story
He told me that lus parents gentle died,
Leaving him to the mercy of the ficlds
Which gave him roots, and ot the crystal springs,
Which did not stop their courses, and the sun,
Which still, he thanked him, yielded him his hght
Then took he up his garland, and did show
What cvery flower, as country people hold,
Did signify, and how all, ordered thus,
Expressed his grief, and, to my thought, did read
The prettiest lecture of his country-art
That could be wished. so that methought I could
Have studied it. I gladly entertamed
Him, who was glad to follow, and have got
The trustiest, loving’st, and the gentlest hoy
That ever*master kept. Him will I send
To wait on you, and bear our hidden love
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SIDNEY
(OutLINE HisTORY, §§ 36, 38)

THE KING OF PAPHLAGONIA AND HIS SONS'!
(From Arcadia, Book 1T)

It was mn the kingdom of Galatia, the season beng (as in
the depth of winter) very cold, and as then sodainly grown
to so extreme and toul a storm, that never any winter (I
think) brought forth a fouler childe so that the Princes
were even compelled by the hail, that the pride of the winde
blew into their faces, to scek some shrouding place, which
a certan hollow rock offering unto them, they made 1t their
shield against the tempest’s fury And so staying there,
till the violence thereof was passed, they heard the specch
of a couple, who not perceiving them, being hid within that
rude canopre, held a strange and pitiful disputation, which
made them step out, yet in such sort as they might scc
unsecn  There they percerved an aged man, and a young,
scarcely come to the age of a man, both poorly arrayed,
cxtremely weather-beaten, the old man blinde, the young
man leading hum, and yet through all those miseries, mn
both there seemed to appear a kinde of noblencss, not sutable
to that affliction. But the first words they heard were these
of the old man Wel Leonatus (said hee) since I cannot
persuade thee to lead mee to that which should end my
gricf, and my trouble, let mee now entrecat thee to leav
me. fear not, my misery cannot bee greater than 1t 1s, and
nothing doth becom me but misery: fear not the danger of
my blinde steps, I cannot fall wors than I am* and do not, I
pray thee, do not obstinately continue to infect thee with
my wretchedness: but flie, flie from this region onely worthy
of mee. Dear father (answered hece) do not take away
from me the only remnant of my happiness while I have
power to do you service, I am not wholly miscrable Ah
my son (said hee, and with that he gronced, as if sorrow

! The story, of which the opening 1s here reproduced, has special

nterest as the source of the sub-plot of Gloucester and his two sons in
Shakespeare’s King Lear
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strave to break his heart) how evill fits 1t mee to have such ¢
son, and hew much doth thy kindness upbraid my wicked
ness > These dolefull speeches, and some others to liks
purposc (well showing they had not been born to the fortune
they were 1n) moved the Princes to go out unto them, anc
ask the younger what they werc?  Sirs (answered hee
with a good grace, and made the more agreeable by .
cergamn noble kinde of piteousness) I sce well you arc
strangers, that know not our miserie, so well here hknown
that no man darc know, but that wee must bee miscrable
Indecd, our state as such, as though nothing 15 s0 needtul
unto us as pitie, yect nothing i1s more dangerous unto us
than to make our sclvs so known as may stir pitie but yous
presence promiseth that crucltic shall not overrun hate
and 1t 1t did, m truth our statc 15 sunk below the degree of
fear.

This old man (whom I lcad) was latcly rightiull Pimce
of this countuie ot Paphlagonia, by the hard-hearted un-
gratetulness ot a son ot his, deprived not onely ot lus kingdom
(whereof no torram lorces were ever able to spoil nm) but
of his sight, the riches which Nature grants to the poorest
crecatures. whereby, and by other his unnatural dealings,
hee hath been driven to such grief, as even now hee would
have had mee to have led hun to the top ot this rock, thence
to cast himself headlong to death: and so would have made
mee, who received my lite ot him, to bee the worker ot hus
destruction  But noble gentlenien, said hee, 1t cither ot you
havc a tather, and teel what dutifull affection 1s engrafted
m a son’s heart, let mee mtreat you to convey this affhicted
Prince to some place of rest and sccurity. amongst your
worthy acts 1t shall bee nonc ot the least, that a king of such
might and tame, and so unjustly oppressed, 1s 11 any sort
by you rdieved.

A SURVEY OF ENGLISH POETRY AND DRAMA
(From dn Apologie for Poetrie.)

Chaucer, undoubtedly, did excellently 1 hys Troylus and
Cresserd , ot whom truly I know not whether to mervaile

more, either that he in that mistie time, could see so
G
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clearely. or that wee mn this cleare age, walke so stumblingly
after im  Yect had he great wants, fitie to be forgiven, m
s0 revcrent antiquity I account the Mirvour of Magis-
trates meetely furnished of beautiful parts, and n the Earle
of Surries Liricks many things tasting ot a noble birth and
worthy of a noble mmde The Sheapheards Kalendar hath
much poetric m s Eglogues mdced worthy the reading
1t 1 be not decerved  That same fiaming of his stile to an
old rustick languagce, I darc not allow, sith neyther Theo-
critus m Greeke, 17irgill in Latme, nor Sanazar m Italan,
did affect 1t Besides these, doe 1 not remember to have
scene but fewe (to speake boldely) printed, that have
poeticall sinnewes 1n them for proofe whereof, let but most
of the verses bee put i Prose, and then aske the mmcaning
and 1t will be tound, that onc verse did but beget another,
without ordermg ot the first, what should be at the last:
which becomes a confused masse ot words, with a tinglng
sound of ryme, barely accompanied with reason.

Our Tragedies and Comedies (not without cause cried
out against) obscrvimg rules, neyther of honest civilitie, nor
of skilfull Poctric, excepting Gorboduck (agame, 1 say, of
those that 1 have secn) which notwithstanding, as 1t 1s full
of stately spceches, and well sounding Phrases, clyming to
thic height of Senccu his stile, and as full of notable moralitic,
which 1t doth most dehightiully teach, and so obtayne the
very cnd of Poesie yet mn troth 1t 15 very defectious in the
circumstances, which grieveth mee, because 1t might not
remaine as an exact model of all Tragedies  For 1t 1s faulty
both 1n place, and time, the two necessary companions ot
all corporate actions ' For where the stage should alwaies
represent but one place, and the uttermost time presupposed
in 1t, should be, both by Aristotle’s precept, and common
reason, but one day there 1s both many dayes, and many
places, martificially imagimned  But if 1t be so 1n Gorboduck,
how much more 1in al the rest ? where you shall have Asia
of the one side, and Affrick of the other, and so many
other under-kingdoms, that the Player, when he commeth
in, must ever begm with telling us where he 1s.2 or els, the
tale will not be conceived. Now ye shal have three Ladices,

' Cf. Qutlhine History, §§ 22 and 28. * Cf. Outhme History, § 35.
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walke to gather flowers, and then we must bleeve the stage
to be a garden By and by, we heare newes ot shipwracke
m the same place, and then wee are to blame, 1t we accept
it not tor a Rock  Upon ihe backe of that, comes out a
hideous Monster, with firc and sioke, and then the nuscrable
beholders are bounde to take 1t tor a Cave  While in the
mean-tmme, two Armues flic m, 1cpresented with foure
swprds and bucklers, and then what harde heart will not
recerve 1t for a pitched fielde ?

BACON

(OuLriNne Hisrory, §37)

LESSAYS
1
Of Truth

WHAT 15 truth ? said jesting Piate, and would not stay
tor an answer  Certamly there be that delight in giddiness,
and count 1t a bondage to fix a beliet; affecting tree-will 1n
thinking, as well as m acting  And though the sccts of
philosophers of that kind be gone, yet there remamn certain
discoursmg wits, which arc of the same vemns, though there
be not so much blood m them as was m thosc of the ancients.
But 1t 15 not only the difficulty and labour which men take in
finding out ot truth, nor again, that when 1t 1s found, 1t
imposeth upon men’s thoughts, that doth bring lies in favour,
but a natural though corrupt love ot the he itself. One of
the later schools ot the Grecians examuneth the matter, and
is at a stand to think what should be 1n 1t, that men should
love liess where neither they make for pleasure, as with
poets; nor for advantage, as with the merchant, but for
the lie’s sake But I cannot tell: this same truth 1s a
naked and open daylight, that doth not show the masks, and
mummeries, and triumphs ot the world, half so stately and
damtily as candle-lights  Truth may perhaps come to the
price of a pearl, that showcth best by day, but 1t will not
risc to the price of a diamond or carbuncle, that showeth
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best 1 varied hights. A muxtute of a lie doth ever add
pleasure  Doth any man doubt, that 1t there ere taken
out of men’s minds vam opmions, flattering hopes, false
valuations, 1maginations as onc would, and the like, but 1t
would leave the minds ot a number of men poor shiunken
things, lull ot melancholy and mdisposition. and unpleasing
to themselves ? - One of the fathers, 1 great seventy, called
poesy ‘ vinum demonum,’ because 1t filleth the imagina-
tion, and yet 1t 15 but with the shadow ot alic Butitis not
the lie that passeth through the mind, but the hie that smketh
1n, and scttleth m 1t, that doth the hurt, such as we spake ot
betorc But howsocver these things arc thus m men’s
depraved judgments and affcctions, yet truth, which only
doth judge itself, teacheth that the mqury of truth, which
is the love-making, or wooing of 1t, the knowledge ot trutl,
which 15 the presence ot 1t, and the beliet of truth, which 1s
the enjoying of 1t, 1s the sovereign good of human natuie
The first creature ot God, in the works of the days, was the
Light of the sense the last was the hight of rcason. and
his sabbath work ever since, 1s the illumination of his Spirit
First, he breathed hight upon the face of the matter, or chaos,
then he breathed light mnto the face of man, and still he
breatheth and mnspireth hightinto the face of his chosen  The
poct! that beautified the sect, that was otherwise inferior to
the 1est, saith yet cxcellently well.—' It 15 a pleasurce to
stand upon the shore, and to see ships tossed upon the sca
a pleasure to stand 1n the window of a castle, and to sce a
battle, and the adventure thercot below. but no pleasure 15
comparable to the standing upon the vantage ground of
truth’ (a lull not to be commanded, and where the air 15
always clear and scienc), ‘ and to sce the errors, and wan-
derings, and musts, and tempests, i the vale below:’ so al-
ways that this prospect be with pity, and not witk swelling
or pride. Certamnly, 1t 15 heaven upon carth, to have a
man’s mind move 1 charity, rest in providence, and turn
upon the poles of truth

To pass from theological and philosophical truth to the
truth of civil business, 1t will be acknowledged even by

! Lucretius, who was an adherent of the Epicurean school of
Philosophy.
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those that practisc it not, that clear and round dealing is the
honour of man’s nature, and that mixture of falschood is like
alloy m com of gold and silver, which may make the metal
work the better, but it embaseth 1t For these winding and
crooked courses are the goings of the serpent, which goeth
basely upon the belly, and not upon the feet  There 1s no
vice that doth so cover a man with shame as to be found false
and petfidious, and thereforec Montaigne saith prettily, when
he inquired the reason why the word of the lic should be
such a disgrace, and such an odwous charge, saith he, * If 1t
be well weighed, to say that a man licth, 15 as much as to say
that he 1s brave towards God and a coward towards men.
For a lie faces God, and shrinks from man’ Surely the
wickedness of falschood and breach of faith cannot possibly
be so hughly expressed, as in that 1t shall be the last peal to
call the judgments of God upon the generations of men 1t
being foretold, that, when ‘ Christ cometh.” he shall not
‘ find faith upon the earth’

V.
Of Aduversity

It was a high specch of Seneca (after the manner of the
Stoics), that, * the good things which belong to prospenty
are to be wished, but the good things that belong to adver-
sity are to be admired.” (‘ Bona rerum sccundarum opta-
bilia, adversarum mirabilia’)  Certamly, if miracles be the
command over nature, they appear most m adversity. 1t
15 yet a higher speech of his than the other (much too high
for a heathen), * It1s true greatness to have in one the frailty
of a man, and the security of a God.” (‘ Vere magnum
habere frggilitatem hominis, securitatem Dei’)  This would
have donc better 1in poesy, where transcendencies are more
allowed; and the poets, indeed, have been busy with 1t, for
it 1s in effect the thing which is figured in that strange
fiction of the ancient pocts, which scemeth not to be with-
out mystery; nay, and to have some approach to the state
of a Christian, that Hercules, when he went to unbind
Prometheus (by whom human nature is represented), sailed
the length of the ereat ocean in an earthen not or oitcher.
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lively describing Christian resolution, that satleth in the frail
bark of ihe flesh through the waves ot the world  But to
speak 1 a mean, the virtue of prosperity 15 temperance, the
virtue of adversity 1s fortitude, which in morals 1s the more
heroical virtue  Prosperity 1s the blessmg of the Old 1esta-
ment, adversity 1s the blessing of the New. which carrieth
the greater benediction, and the clearer revelation ot God’s
favour. Yet cven m the Old Testament, if you histen' to
David’s harp, you shall hear as many hearse-hke airs as
carols; and the pencil ot the Ioly Ghost hath laboured
more m describing the afflictions ot Job than the felicities
of Solomon  Prosperity 1s not without many tears and dis-
tastes, and adversity 1s not without comtorts and hopes.
We see 1 needleworks and cmbroideries, 1t 15 more pleasing
to have a lively work upon a sad and solemn ground, than
to have a dark and mclancholy work upon a lightsome
ground judge, theretore, of the pleasure of the heart by the
pleasurc of theeye  Certainly vartue 15 like precious odours,
most fragrant when they are mcensed, or crushed for pros-
perity doth best discover vice, but adversity doth best
discover virtue.

X111
Of Goodness, and Goodness of Nature

I take goodness 1 this scnse, the affecting of the weal of
men, which is that the Greaans call * philanthropia,” and
the word humanitly (as 1t 1s used) 1s a little too hight to ex-
press it Goodness T call the habit, and goodness of nature
the inchination  This, of all virtues and dignities of the
nmund 1s the greatest, bemg the character of the Derty - and
without 1t man 1s a busy, mischievous, wretched thing, no
better than a kind of vermin. Goodness answers to the
theological virtue charity, and admits no cxcess but error.
The desire of power 1n excess caused the angels to fall, the
desire of knowledge 1n cxcess caused man to fall, but in
charity there 1s no excess, neither can angel or man come
m danger by it. The inclination to goodness is imprinted
deeply in the nature of man; msomuch, that if 1t issue not
towards men, 1t will take unto other hiving creatures; as 1t
18 seen in the Turks, a cruel people, who nevertheless are
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kind to beasts, and give alms to dogs and birds, msomuch
as Busbechtius reporteth, a Christian boy 1n Constantmople
had Iike to have been stoned tor gaggug in a waggishiess a
long-billed fowl. Errors, indeed, i this virtue, of goodness
or charity, may be committed The Italians have an un-
gracious proverb, ‘ Tanto buon che val niente '—* So good,
that he 15 good for nothing ’ and onc of the doctors of Ttaly,
Nieholas Michiavel, had the confidence to put m writing,
almost m plamn terms, ‘ That the Christian faith had given
up good men 1n prey to those that aie tyranmical and un-
just,” which he spake, because, mdeed, there was never law,
or scct, or opmion did so much magnity gooducss as the
Christian rehigion doth  therelore, to avoid the scandal and
the danger both, 1t 15 good to take knowledge of the errors
of a habit so excellent  Seck the good of other men, but
be not in bondage to ther taces or fancies, for that 15 but
facility or softness, which taketh an honest nind prisoncr.
Neither give thou ZEsop’s cock a gem, who would be better
pleased and happier if he had a barley-corm  The example
of God teacheth the lesson truly, ‘ He sendeth his ram,
and maketh his sun to shme upon the just and the unjust,’
but he doth not 1am wealth, nor shine honour and virtues
upon men cqually common benefits are to be communicated
with all, but peculiar benefits with choice And beware
how 1n making the portraitute thou breakest the pattern,
for divimity maketh the love of ourselves the pattern the
love of our neighbours but the portraiture ‘ Sell all thou
hast, and give 1t to the poor, and follow me ’ but sell not
all thou hast except thou come and follow me, that 15,
except thou have a vocation wherem thou mayest do as
much good with Iittle means as with great, for otherwise,
m feeding the streams, thou driest the fountain. Neither
1s there 8nly a habit of goodness directed by right reason;
but there 15 1 some men, even in nature, a disposition
towards 1t, as, on the other side, there is a natural mahg-
nity. for there be that m their nature do not affect the good
of others The highter sort of malignity turneth but to a
crossness, or frowardness, or aptness to oppose, or difficile-
ness, or the like, but the deeper sort to envy, and merce
mischief  Such men 1n other men’s calamities, are, as 1t
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were, in scason, and arc cver on the loading part: not so
good as the dogs that licked Lazarus’ sorcs, bift like flies
that are still buzzing upon anything that 1s raw, misan-
thropi. that make 1t their practice to bring men to the
bough, and yet never a tree for the purpose in their gardens,
as Timon had-! such dispositions arc the very crrors of
human nature, and yet they are the fittest timber to make
great politics of ; ltke to knce-timber,? that 1s good for ships
that are ordained to be tossed, but not for building houses
that shall stand firm  The parts and signs of goodness are
many If a man bc gracious and courtcous to strangers,
1t shows he 1s a citizen of the world, and that his heart 1s
no island cut off from other lands, but a continent that joins
to them 1f he be compassionate towards the afflictions of
others. 1t shows that his heart 1s lihc the noble tree that 1s
wounded 1tself when 1t gives the balm if he casily pardons
and remats offences, 1t shows that hus mind is planted above
mjuries, so that he cannot be shot: if he be thankful for
small bencfits, it shows that he weighs men’s minds, and not
their trash but, above all, if he have St Paul’s perfection,
that he would wish to be anathema from Christ for the
salvation of his brethren, 1t shows much of a divine nature,
and a kmd of conformity with Christ himself.

XXII.
Of Cunning

We take cunning for a smistet, or crooked wisdom, and
certamly there 15 a great difference between a cunning man
and a wisc man, not only in pomnt of honesty, but in pomt of
ability. There be that can pack the cards, and yet cannot
play well, so there are some that are good in canvgsses and
factions, that arc otherwise weak men. Agam, 1t is one
thing to understand persons, and another thing to under-
stand matters, for many are perfect in men’s humours that
are not greatly capable of the real part of busmess, which 1s
the constitution of onc that hath studied men more than

! See th> storv of Timon m Plutarch’s Life of Antny. and cp
Shakespeare’s Timm of Athens, v, u, 208 ff
* Crooked timber
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books  Such men are fitter for practice than for counsel,
and they are good but m their own alley turn them to new
men, and they have lost their aim, so as the old rule, to
know a fool from a wise man, ‘ Mitte ambos nudos ad
1gnotos, ct videbis,” doth scarce hold for them, and, because
these cunning men are like haberdashers of small wares, it
1s not amiss to set forth their shop

{1 i5 a pomt of cunning to wait upon him with whom
you speak with your cye. as the Jesuts give 1t in precept,
for therc be many wise men that have sccret hearts and
transparent countenances  yet this would be done with a
demure abasmg of your eye sometues, as the Jesmits also
do use

Another 15, that when you have anythmg to obtain of
present dispatch, you entertamn and amuse the party with
whom you deal with some other discourse, that he be not
too much awake to make objections 1 knew a counsellor
and secretary that never came to Queen Ehzabeth of
England with bills to sign, but he would always first put her
mto some discourse ot estate, that she nught the less mind
the bills

The hike surprisc may be made by moving things when
the party 1s 1n haste, and cannot stay to consider advisedly
of that 1s moved.

If a man would cross a business that he doubts some other
would handsomely and cffectually move, let him pretend
to wish 1t well, and move 1t himself, in such sort as may
forl 1t.

The breaking off in the midst of that, one was about to
say, as 1f he took Iumself up, breeds a greater appetite mn
him, with whom you confe1, to know more.

And because 1t works better when anything seemeth to be
gotten ffom you by question than 1t you offer 1t of yourself,
you may lay a bait tor a question, by showing another visage
and countenance than you are wont, to the end, to give
occasion for the party to ask what the matter 1s of the
change, as Nehemiah did, * And T had not before that time
been sad betore the hing!’

In things that are tender and unpleasing, 1t 1s good to
break the 1ce by some whose words are of less weight, and
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to reserve the more weighty vowe to come m as by chance,
so that he may be asked the question upon the other’s
speech, as Natcissus id, m relatmng to Claudius the mar-
riage of Messalina and Silius

In things that a man would not be scen in himself, 1t 15 a
pomnt of cunning to borrow the name of the world, as to
say, ‘ The world says,” o1 * ‘There 15 a speech abroad’

I knew onc. that when he wrote a letter, he would paut
that which was most material in the postscript, as if 1t had
been a by-matter

I knew another, that when he came to have speech, he
would pass over that he mtended most and go torth and
come back agam, and spcak of 1t as a thing that he had
almost forgot

Some procure themselves to be surprised at such times as
1t 1s like the party that they work upon will suddenly come
upon them, and to be found with a letter in their hand, or
domng somewhat of which they arc not accustomed, 1o the
end they may be apposed of those things which of them-
selves they are desirous to utter

1t 1s a point of cunning to let fall those words m a man’s
own name, which he would have another man learn and use,
and theicupon take advantage 1 knew two that were
competitors for the secretary’s place m Queen Elizabeth’s
time, and yet kept good quarter between themselves, and
would confer one with another upon the busimness, and the
one of them said, that to be a sccrctary m the declination
of a monarchy was a ticklish thing, and that he diud not
affect 1t - the other straight caught up those words, and dis-
coursed with divers of his friends, that he had no rcason to
desire 1o be secretary m the declmation ot a monarchy.
The first man took hold of 1t, and found means 1t was told
the queen, who, hearing of a declination of a mbnarchy,
took 1t 50 1ll, as she would never after hear of the other’s suit.

There 15 a cunning, which we 1 England call ‘ the turn-
ing of the cat in the pan,” which 1s, when that which a man
says to another, he lays 1t as 1t another had said 1t to him,
and, to say truth, 1t 1s not easy, when such a matter passed
between two, to make 1t appear from which of them 1t first
moved and began
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It 15 o way that some men lave, to glance and dart at
others by justitymng themsclves by negatives, as to say,
“This 1 do not,” as Tigellmus did towards Burrhus * Se
non diversas spes, sed imcolumitatem imperatoris simpliciter
spectare.’?

Some have n readiness so many tales and storics, as there
1s nothmg they would msmuate, but they can wrap 1t into a
talke, which scrveth both to keep themscelves more 1 guard,
and to make others carry 1t with more pleasure

It 15 a good pomt of cunning for a man to shape the
answer he would have in Ius own words and propositions,
for 1t makes the other party stick the less

It 15 strange how long some men will ie 1n wait to speak
somewhat they desire to say, and how iar about they waill
fetch, and how many other matters they will beat over to
come near 1t 1t 1s a thing of great patience, but yet of much
use

A sudden, bold, and uncxpected question doth many times
surprisc a man, and lay him open Like to him, that,
lhaving changed his name, and walking m Paul’s, another
suddenly came behind him, and called him by his true name,
whereat straightways he looked back

But these small wares and petty points of cunnmg are
mfinite, and 1t were a good deed to make a list of them, for
that nothing doth more hurt in a state than that cunnmg
men pass for wisc.

But certainly some there are that know the resorts and
falls of business that cannot sink mto the main ot 1t, like
a housc that hath convenient stairs and ¢ntries, but never a
fair room: theretore you shall see them find out pretty
looses?n the conclusion, but are noways able to examine or
debate matters and yet commonly they take advantage of
thewr mability, and would be thought wits of direction
Some bwld rather upon the abusing of others, and (as we
now say) putting tricks upon them, than upon soundness
of their own proceedings but Solomon saith, ¢ Prudens
advertit ad gressus suos stultus divertit ad dolos’

t Tacitus, Annals, v, 57
* Means of escape  a tigute taken from archery
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MILTON

(OutLINE HISTORY, §§ 41-44)

OXN HIS BEING ARRIVED AT THE AGE OF TWENTY-
THREE

How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth,
Stolen on his wing my three-and-twentieth year!
My hasting days fly on with full carecr,

But my late spring no bud or blossom sheweth

Perhaps my semblance might deceive the truth
That I to manhood am arrived so near,

And mward ripeness doth much less appear,

That some more timely-happy spirits endueth

“et, be 1t less 01 more, or soon or slow,

It shall be still in strictest measure cven
To that same lot, however mean or high,

Toward which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven,
All s, if T have grace to use 1t so,

As ever m my great Task-Master's eye

TO THE NIGHTINGALE

O NIGHTINGALE, that on yon bloomy spray,
Warblest at eve, when all the woods are still,
Thou with fresh hope the lover’s heart dost fill
While the jolly hours lcad on propitious May,
Thy liquid notes that close the cye of day,
First heard before the shallow cuckoo’s bill,
Portend success in love. Oh, if Jove’s will *
Have linked that amorous power to thy soft lay,
Now timely sing, ere the rude bird of hate
Foretell my hopeless doom, 1n some grove nigh,
As thou from year to yecar hast sung too late
For my relief, yet hadst no reason why,
Whether the Muse, or Love, call thee his mate,
Both them I serve, and of their train am I.
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LYCIDAS

In this MoNoDY the author bewails a learned friend, unfortu-
nately drowned n hus passage from Chester on the Irish
seas, 1637, and by occasion foretells the rvuun of our
corvupted clevgy, then in thew height.

YET once more, O ye laurcls, and once more,
Yc myrtles brown, with ivy never scre,
I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,
And with forced fingers rude
Shatter your leaves betore the mellowing year
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear
Compels me to disturb your scason duc,
For Lycidas! 15 dead, dcad ere his prime,
Young Lycidas, and hath not lett his peer.
Who would not sing for Lycidas ? he knew
Himselt to sing, and build the loity rhyme
He must not float upon his watcery bier
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,
Without the meed of some melodious tear
Begm then, Sisters of the sacred well
That from beneath the scat ot Jove doth spring,
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse,
So may some gentle Musc
With lucky words favour my destmed urn,
And as he passes, turn
And bid tair peace be to my sable shroud
For we were nursed upon the self-same hall,
Fed the same flock, by fountan, shade, and nll.
Togcther both, ere the high lawns appcarcd
Under the opening eylids of the morn,
We drevc afield, and both together heard
What time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn.
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night,
Oft till the star that rose at evening, bright,
Toward Heaven’s descent had sloped lis westering wheel.
Meanwhile the rural ditties werc not mute,
Tempered to the oaten flute,

! Lycidas 1s the name of a shepherd 1n Vergil's ninth eclogue,
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Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel
From the glad sound would not be absent long,
And old Damecetas! loved to heat our song
But oh, the heavy change, now thou art gone
Now thou art gone, and never must return !
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and desert caves,
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’eigrown,
And ¢ll their echoes mourn.
I'he willows, and the hazel copses green,
Shall now no more be scen
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays
As killing as the canker to the rosc
O1 tamt-worm to the weanling herds that graze,
Or fiost to flowers, that their gay wardiobe wear,
When first the white-thorn blows,
Such Lycdas, thy loss to shepherd’s car
Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless deep
Closed o’cr the head of your loved Lycidas ?
For ncither were ye playmng on the steep,
Where your old bards, the tamous Druids, lie,
Nor on the shaggy top of Mona hagh,
Nor yct where Deva spreads hier wizard stream.
Ay mg, I fondly dream !
Had yc been there, for what could that have done ?
What could the Muse hersclf, that Orpheus bore,
‘1he Musc hetsclf, for her enchanting son
Whom universal Nature did lament,
Wlhen, by the rout that made the hideous roar,
His gory visage down the strcam was sent,
Down the swilt Hebrus to the Lesbian shore ?
Alas ! what boots 1t with incessant care
To tend the homely shighted shepherd’s trade,
And strictly meditate the thankless Musc ?
Were 1t not better done, as others use,
To sport with Amarylhs 1 the shade,
Or with the tangles ot Neara’s hair ?
-Fame 1s the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of noble mind)
To scorn delights, and live laborious days;

! One of the shepherds in Vergil’s eclogues



MILTON 95

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find,

And think to burst out into sudden blaze,

Comes the biind Fury with the abhorred shears,
And shits the thmn-spun life “ Butl not the prase,’
Phacbus 1eplied, and touched my trembling cars,
‘ Fame 15 no plant that grows on mortal soil,

Nor n the ghistenmg foil

Set oft to the world, no1 i broad rumour hies,
But hives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes
And perfect witness of all-judgmg Jove,

As he pronounces lastly on cach deed,

Ot so much tame m Heaven expect thy meed”’

O fountamn Arcthuse, and thou honouted flood,
Smooth-shiding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds,
That stram 1 heard was ot a higher mood
But now my oat! proceeds,

And lhistens to the herald of the sca,

That came m Neptunc’s plea,

He asked the waves, and asked the felon winds,
What hard mishap had doomed this gentle swam ?
And questioned every gust ot rugged wings
That blows from off each beakéd promontory.
They knew not of his story,

And sage Hippotades their answer brings,

That not a blast was from his dungeon strayed,
The air was calm, and on the level brine

Sleek Panopé with all her sisters played

Jt was that fatal and perfidious bark,

Built in the eclipse, and rigged with cuises dark,
That sunk so low that sacred hcart of thine

Next Camus,? reverend sire, went tooting slow,
His mantle hairy, and his bonnct sedge,
Inwrotight with figures dim, and on the cdge,
Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe
“ Ah | who hath reft.” quoth he, * my dearest pledge ?
Last came and last did go,

The pilot ot the Galilean lake,?
' Oaten pipe, the symbol of pastoral poetry.

' God of the 1iver Cam, and the personification of Cambridge
University 3 St Deter.  See Matt. xvi 19,
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Two massy keys he bore, of metals twatn

(The golden opes, the mmon shuts amain).

He shook his miutred locks, and stern bespake

*How well could I have spated tor thee, young swain,

Enow ot such as for their bellies’ sake

Creep, and mtrude, and chmb into the fold ¢

Ot other care they little reckonmng make,

Than how to sctamble at the shearers’ feast,

And shove away the worthy bidden guest

Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold

A sheephook or have learned aught clse the least

That to the faithtul herdsman’s art belongs !

What recks 1t them ? What need they ? ‘lhey are

sped,

And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs

Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched stiaw,

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,

But swoln with wind and the rank must they draw

Rot mwardly, and toul contagion spread,

Besides what the grm wolf! with privy paw

Daily devours apace, and nothing said

But that two-handed ¢ngine at the door

Stands ready to smite once, and smitc no moic’
Return, Alpheus, the dread voice 15 past

That shrunk thy streams, return, Sicilian Muse,

And call the vales, and bid them hither cast

Their bells, and flowerets of a thousand hucs.

Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use

Ot shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks,

On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks,

Throw hither all your quaint enamelled cycs,

That on the green turf suck the honied showers,

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers.

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dics,

The tufted crow-toc and pale jessamine,

The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jet,

The glowing violet,

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,

With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,

* The Church of Rome
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And cvery flower that sad embroidery wears
Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed,
And daffodillies fill their cups with tears,
To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies
For so to interpose a little ease,
Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmisc
Ay me ! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas
\Vash far away, where’er thy bones are hurled,
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides,
Where thou perhaps under the whelmmg tide,
Visit’st the bottom of the monstrous world,
Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied,
Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old,
Where the great Vision of the guarded Mount!
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold,?
Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth,
And, O ye dolphms, waft the hapless youth

Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more.
For Lycidas your sorrow 1s not dead.
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed,
And yet anon repairs his drooping head,
And tricks lus beams, and with new-spangled ore
Flames m the forehead of the mornmg sky,
So ILycidas sunk low, but mounted high,
Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves,
Where, other groves and other streams along,
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves,
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song,
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love
There entertain him all the saints above,
In solemn troops, and sweet societies,
That 31n§, and, singing, 1n their glory move,
And wipe the tears for ever fiom his eyes.
Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more,
Henceforth thou art the Genius ot the shore,
In thy large recompense, and shalt be good
To all that wander 1n that perilous flood

1 St Michael’s Mount, anciently called Bellerium
* On the northern coast of Span.
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‘Lhus sang the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills,
While the still morn went out with sandals grey,
He touched the tender stops of various quills,
With eager thought warbling I'1s Doric lay
And now the sun had stretched out all the hills,
And now was dropped nto the western bay,
As last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue,
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures ncew.

ON HIS BLINDNESS

WHEN I consider how my hight 15 spent
Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which 15 death to hide
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My truc account, lest e, returning. chide,
‘ Doth God exact day-labour, light denied >’
I fondly ask  But paticnce, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies ‘ God doth not need
Either men’s work, or his own gifts  Who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best  Tis statc
Is hmgly, thousands at his bidding speed,
And post o’cr land and ocean without rest,
They also serve who only stand and wait’

THE FALLEN ANGELS
(Yrom Paradise Lost, Book 1.)

OF Man'’s first disobedience and the fruit

Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal taste
Brought death into the world, and all our woe,
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man ¢
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat,

Sing, heavenly Muse ! that on the secret top

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire

That shepherd, who first taught the chosen seed,
In the beginning how the heavens and carth
Rose out of Chaos. Or, 1f Sion Hill

Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook that flowed
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Fast by the oracle of God, I thence
Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song,
That with no middle fight mntends to soar
Above the Aomian mount, while 1t pursues
Things unattempted yet in prosc or rhyme

And chiefly thou, O Spinit! that dost prefer
Before all temples the upright heart and pure,
Instruct me, for thou knowest, thou from the first
Wast present, and, with mighty wings outspread,
Dove-like sat’st brooding on the vast abyss,
And madest 1t pregnant, what in me 1s dark
Illumine ! what 1s low raisc and support '
That to the height of this great argument
I may assert cternal Providence,
And justify the ways of God to men

Say first, (for Heaven hides nothing from thy view,
Nor the deep tract of Hell), say first, what cause
Moved our giand parents, in that happy state
Favourcd of Heaven so highly, to fall off
From their Creator, and transgress his will,
For one 1estraint, lords of the world besides.
Who first seduced them to that foul revolt ?
The mternal Serpent ! he 1t was, whose guile,
Stirred up with envy and revenge, decerved
The mother of mankind, what time his pride
Had cast him out from Heaven, with all hus host
Ot rcbel angels, by whose aid, aspiring
To set himself in glory above his pecrs,
He trusted to have cqualled the Most High,
If he opposed, and with ambitious aim
Against the throne and monarchy of God
Raised impious war i Heaven, and battle proud.
With samn attempt. Him the Almighty Power
Hurled headlong flaming from the cthereal sky
With hideous ruin and combustion, down
To bottomless perdition; there to dwell
In adamantine chains and penal fire,
Who durst defy the Omnipotent to arms
Nine times the space that measures day and night
‘T'o mortal men, he with his horrid crew

9%
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Lay vanquished, rolling mn the fiery gulf,
Confounded though immortal! But his doom
Reserved him to more wrath, for now the thought
Both of lost happiness and lasting pain

Torments im  Round he throws his baleful cyes,
That witnessed huge affliction and dismay,

Mixed with obdurate pride, and steadfast hate,
At once, as far as angels ken, he views

The dismal situation waste and wild,

A dungeon horrible. on all sides round,

As onc great furnace flamed, yet from those flames
No light, but rather darkness visible

Served only to discover sights of woe,

Rcegrons of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace
And rest can never dwell, hope never comcs,

That comes to all, but torturec without end

Stall urges, and a fiery deluge, fed

With ever-burning sulphur unconsumed !

Such place Eternal Justice had prepared

For those rebellious, here their prison ordaimned

In utter darkness, and their portion sct

As far removed from God, and light of Heaven,

As from the centre thrice to the utmost pole.

Oh, how unlike the place from whence they fell !
There the companions of his fall, o’erwhelmed
With floods and whirlwinds of tempestuous fire,
He soon discerns; and, weltering by his side,

Onc next himself in power, and next 1n crime,
Long after known in Palcstine, and named
Beelzebub. To whom the Arch-encmy,

(And thence in Heaven called Satan) with bold words
Breaking the horrid silence, thus began:

‘ If thou beest he—But oh how fallen ! how chunged
From him, who in the happy realms of light,
Clothed with transcendent brightness, didst outshine
Myriads though bright | 1f he whom mutual league,
United thoughts and counsels, equal hope
And hazard in the glorious enterprise,

Joined with me once, now misery hath joined
In equal ruin, mto what pit thou seest,
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From what height fallen, so much the stronger proved
He with his thunder ! and till then who knew

The force of whose dirc arms ?  Yet not tor thosc,
Nor what the potent Victor i his rage

Can else mnflict, do T repent, or change

(Though changed in outward lustre) that fixed nund,
And high disdain trom scnse of injured merit,

That with the Mightiest raiscd mc to contend,

And to the fierce contention brought along
Innumecrable force of Spints armed,

That durst dishke his reign, and, me preferrmg,
His utmost power with adverse power opposcd

In dubious battle on the plams ot Heaven,

And shook his throne. What though the ficld be lost?
All 1s not lost, the unconquerable will,

And study of revenge, immortal hate,

And courage never to submit or yield,

And what 1s clsc not to be overcome ,—

That glory never shall his wrath or naght

Extort from me. To bow and suc tor grace

With suppliant knee, and deify his power,

Who, trom the terror of this arm, so late
Doubtcd his empire ;—that wete low indeed !

That were an 1ignominy and shame beneath

This downfall | since, by fate, the strength ot gods,
And this empyreal substance cannot fail,

Since, through experience of this great event,

(In arms not worse, in foresight much advanced,)
We may, with more successful hope, resolve

To wage by force or guile cternal war,
Irrcconcileable to our grand Foe,

Who now triamphs, and, in the excess ot joy

Sole reigning, holds the tyranny of Heaven ’

So spake the apostate Angel, though m pam,
Vauntmg aloud, but racked with deep despair,
And him thus answercd soon lus bold compeer:

‘O Prince ! O Chief of many thronéd Powers,
That led the embattled Seraphim to war
Under thy conduct, and 1n drcadful decds
Fearless, endangered Heaven'’s perpetual Kimg,
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And put to proof his hagh supremacy,
Whether upheld by strength, or chance, or fate |
Too well 1 scc and ruc the dire event,
That with sad overthrow and toul detcat
Hath lost us Heaven, and all this mighty host
In horrible destruction laid thus low,
As far as gods and heavenly essences
Can perish, for the mind and spirit renmams
Invincible, and vigour soon returns,
Though all our glory extinct, and happy state,
Here swallowed up 1n endless musery !
But what if e our Conqueror (whom I now
Of force believe almighty, since no less
Than such could have o’erpowered such force as ours)
Have left us this our spirit and strength entire,
Strongly to suffer and support our pains,
That we may so sufficc his vengeful ire,
Or do him mughtier service, as his thralls
By right of war, what’er his business be,
Here 1n the heart of Hell to work 1n fire,
Or do his errands in the gloomy Decep ?
What can 1t then avail, though yet we fecl
Strength undiminished, or eternal being
To undergo eternal pumishment ?’
Whereto with speedy words the Arch-fiend replied.
‘ Fallen Cherub, to be weak 1s miserable,
Doing or suffering; but of this be sure,
To do aught good ncver will be our task,
But cver to do ill our sole delight,
As being the contrary to his high will
Whom we resist. If then his providence
Out of our e¢vil seck to bring forth good,
Our labour must be to pervert that end,
And out of good still to find means of evil,
Which ofttimes may succeed, so as perhaps
Shall grieve him, (if I fail not), and disturb
His inmost counsels from their destined aim.—
But see | the angry Victor hath rccalled
His ministers of vengcance and pursuit
Back to the gates of Heaven; the sulphurous hail,
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Shot after us in storm, o’cr-blown, hath laid
The ficty surge that from the preapice

Of Heaven recerved us falling, and the thunder,
Winged with red hightning and impctuous rage,
Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ccases now
To bellow through the vast and boundless decp,
Let us not slip the occasion, whether scorn

Or satiate fury yicld 1t from our Foc

Seest thou yon dreary plam, forlorn and wild,
The secat of desolation, void of light,

Save what the glhhmmering of thesc hivid flames
Casts pale and dreadful > ‘Thither let us tend
From off the tossing of these fiery waves,

There 1est, if any rest can haibour there,

And, re-assembling our afflicted powers,
Consult how we may henceforth most offend
Our enemy, our own loss how repair,

How overcome this dire calamity,

What reinforcement we may gam from hope,

If not what resolution from despair’

THE SEARCH AFTER TRUTH
(From the Areopagitica)
TruUTH 1ndeed came once mnto the world with her divine
master, and was a perfect shape most glorious to look on
but when he ascended, and his apostles after him were laic
asleep, then stiaight arose a wicked race of deceivers, who
as that story goes ot the Egyptian Typhon with his con
spirators, how they dealt with the good Osiris, took the
virgin Truth, hewed her lovely torm mnto a thousand picces
and scattered them to the four winds.  From that time evel
since, the sad friends ot Truth, such as durst appear, imita
ting the careful scarch that Isis madc for the mangled body
of Osiris, went up and down gathering up limb by limb stil
as they could find them  We have not yet found them all,
lords and commons, nor cver shall do, till her Master's
sccond comung; he shall bring together cvery jommt and
mcmber, and shall mould them into an immortal fcature of
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loveliness and pertection Suffer not these licensing pro-
hibitions to stand at every place of opportunity forbidding
and disturbing them that continuc sceking, that continue
to do our obscquics to the torn body of our martyred
samnt

We boast our hight, but 1f we look not wisely on the sun
itself, 1t smutes us mto darkness Who can discern thosc
plancts that arc oft combust, and those stars of brightgst
magnitude that rise and sct with the sun, until the opposite
motion of their orbs bring them to such a place m the firma-
ment, where they may be seen evening or morning > The
light which we have gamed was given us, not to be ever
staring on, but by 1t to discover onward things more remote
from our knowledge It 15 not the unirocking of a priest,
the unmitring of a bishop, and the removing him from off
the presbyterian shoulders, that will make us a happy
nation no, if other things as great m the church, and 1n
the rule of life both cconomical and political, be not looked
mto and reformed, we have looked so long upon the blaze
that Zumnglius and Calvin have beaconed up to us, that we
are stark blind

There be who perpetually complam of schisms and sects,
and make 1t such a calamity that any man dissents from
therr maxims It 1s their own pride and ignorance which
causes the disturbing, who neither will hear with meekness,
nor can convince, yet all must be suppiessed which 1s not
found in their Syntagma. They are the troublers, they are
the dividers of unity, who neglect and permit not others
to umite those disscvered picces, which are yet wanting to
the body of truth To be still searching what we know
not, by what we know, still closing up truth to truth as we
find it, (for all her body 15 homogeneal, and proportional,)
this is the golden rule in theology as well as 1n arthmetic,
and makes up the best harmony 1n a church, not the forced
and outward union of cold, and neutral, and mwardly
divided minds.
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HERRICK

OvuTtLINE HisTORY. § 43)

TO ANTHEA, WHO MAY COMMAND HIM ANY THING

Bip me 1o hive, and I will live
Thy Protestant to be.

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

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

As 1 the whole world thou canst find,
That heart Ile give to thee

Bid that heart stay, and 1t will stay,
+ I'o honour thy Decree
Or bid 1t languish quite away,
And’t shall doc so for thee

Bid me to weep, and I will weep,
While I have cyes to sce.

And having none, yet I will keep
A heart to weep for thee.

Bid me despaare, and Ile despaire,
Under that Cypresse trec:

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

Thou art my life, my love, my heart,
The very cyes of me:

And hast command of every part,
To live and dic for thee

TO DAFFADILLS

FaIre Daffadills, we weep to sce
You haste away so soonc.

As yet the carly-rising Sun
Has not attain’d his Noone.
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Stay, stay,
Until the hasting day
Has run
But to the Even-song,
And, having pray’d together, we
Will go with you along

We have short time to stay, as you,
We have as short a Spring,
As quick a growth to meet Decay,
As you, or any thing
We dic,
As your hours doc, and dric
Away,
Like to the Summers ramne,
Or as the pearles of Mornings dew
Ne'r to be tound agamme

CAREW

(OurLINE HIS10RY, § 15)

'HE TRUE BEAUTY

HE that loves a rosy cheek,

Or a coral Iip admures,

Or trom star-like cyes doth seck
FFuel to mamtain his fires;

As old Time makes these decay,
So his flames must tade away.

But a smooth and steadfast mi.__,
Gentle thoughts, and calm desires,
Hcarts with cqual love combined,
Kindle never-dying fires —

Where thesc arc not, I despise
Lovely checeks, or lips, or cyes
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SUCKLING

(OUurLINE HIsrory, § 45)

VHY SO PALE AND WAN, FOND LLOVER ¥’

WHY 50 pale and wan, fond lover *
Prythee, why so pale ?

Will, 1if looking well can’t move her,
Looking 11l prevail ?
Prythce, why so pale ?

Why so dull and mute, young sinner ?
Prythee, why so mute ?

Will, when speaking well can’t win her,
Saymng nothing do 't ?
Prythee, why so mute ?

Qut, quit, for shame ! this will not move,
This cannot take hei,

It ot hersclt she will not love,
Nothing can make her.
The D 1 take her !

LOVELACE

(OurriNe History, § t5)

TO ALTHEA FROM PRISON

WHEN love with unconfinéd wings
Hovers within my gatcs,

And my divme Althea brings
To whasper at the grates,

When I Lie tangled in her han
And tetter’d to her eye.

The birds that wanton n the air
Know no such liberty.
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When flowing cups run swiftly round
With no allaymg Thames,!

Our careless heads with roses crown’d,
Our hearts with loyal flaines,

When thirsty grict mm wine we steep,
When healths and draughts go frece—

Fishes that tipple in the deep
Know no such liberty.

When, Iimnet-like confinéd, 1
With shriller throat shall sing

The sweetness, mercy, majesty
And glories ot my King,

When I shall vorce aloud how good
He 15, how great should be,

Enlargeéd winds, that curl the tlood,
Know no such hiberty

Stone walls do not a prison make,
No1 1ron bars a cage,

Minds innocent and quiet take
That tor a hermitage

1t I have frecdom 1n my love
And 1 my soul am free,

Angels alone, that soar above,
Enjoy such hberty.

MARVELL
(OurLINE HISTORY, § 45)

THOUGHTS IN A GARDEN

How vainly men themselves amaz

To win the palm, the oak, the bays,
And their incessant labours sce
Crown’d with some single herb or tree,
Whose short and narrow-vergéd shade
Does prudently their toils upbraid;
While all the flowers and trees do close
To weave the garlands of Repose.

! With no addition of water,
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Fair Quiet, have I found thee here.
And Innocence thy sister dear ?
Mistaken long, I sought you then
In busy companics of men -

Your sacred plants, 1f here below,
Only among the plants will grow,
Society is all but rude

To this delicious solitude.

No white nor red was ever seen

So amorous as this lovely green.

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame,

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name,
Little, alas, thcy know or heed

How far these beauties her exceed |

Fair trees ! where’er your barks I wound.

No name shall but your own be found.

When we have run our passion’s heat,
IL.ove hither makes his best retreat;
The gods, who mortal beauties chase,
Still in a tree did end their race:
Apollo haunted Daphne so

Only that she might laurel grow,

And Pan did after Syrinx speed

Not as a nymph, but for a reed.

What wondrous life is this I lead !
Ripe apples drop about my head;
‘The luscious clusters of the vine
Upon my mouth do crush their wine;
The nectarine and curious peach

nto my hands themselves do reach;
Stumbling on melons, as I pass,
Ensnared with flowers, I fall on grass.

Meanwhile the mind from pleasure less
Withdraws into 1ts happiness;

The mind, that ocean where each kind
Does straight its own resemblance find;

109
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Yet 1t creates, transcending these,
For other worlds, and other seas,
Annihilating all that’s made

To a green thought 1in a green shade

Here at the fountain’s shiding foot

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root,
Casting thce body’s vest aside

My soul into the boughs doces ghde,
There, Iike a bird, 1t sits and sings,
Then whets and claps 1ts silver wings,
And, till prepared for longer flight,
Waves mn 1ts plumes the various hght

Such was the happy garden-state

While man there walk’d without a mate,
After a place so purc and sweet,

What other help could yet be meet !
But 'twas beyond a mortal’s share

To wander solitary there

Two Paradises are 1n one.

To Iive i Paradise alone

How well the skilful gardener drew

Of flowers and herbs this dial new !

Where, from above, the milder sun,

Does through a tragrant zodiac run,

And, as 1t works, th’ indusirious bee
Computes the time as well as we.

How could such sweet and wholesome how
Be reckon’d, but with herbs and flowers |

HERBERT

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 49)

VIRTUE

SWEET day, so cool, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of the carth and sky,

The dew shall weep thy tall to-might,
For thou must dic.
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Sweet rosc, whose hue angry and brave
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye,
Thy root 1s ever 1n 1ts grave.

And thou must die

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,

A box where sweets compacted lie,

My music shows yc have your closes.
And all must die

Only a swecet and virtuous soul,

Lake season’d timber, never gives,

But though the whole world turn to coal.
They chiefly hves

VAUGHAN

(OUuTLINF HISTORY, § 45)

THE RETREAT

Harpy those carly days, when 1
Shined 1in my angel-infancy !

Before I understood this place
Appomted for my second race,

Or taught my soul to fancy aught
But a white, celestial thought,

When yet 1 had not walk’d above

A mile or two trom my first I.ove,
And lookmmg back, at that short space
Could see a ghmpse of las bright face,
When on some gilded church or flower
My gazing soul would dwell an hour.
And m thosc weaker glories spy
Some shadows of eternity;

Before I taught my tongue to wound
My conscious with a sinful sound.

Or had the black art to dispense

A scveral sin to every sense,

But felt through all thus fleshly dress
Bright shoots of everlastingness.
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O how I long to travel back,

And trcad again that ancient track !
That T might once more reach that plain,
Where first I left my glorious tram,
From whence th’ ecnlighten’d spirit sees
That shady City of Palm trees !

But ah | my soul with too much stay

Is drunk, and staggers in the way
Some men a forward motion love,
But I by backward steps would move,
And when this dust falls to the urn.

In that state I came, return.

COWLEY
(OutLINE HiIsTORY, §§ 46, 47.)

FAITH AND REASON

(From Reason)

SoME blind themselves, ’causc possibly they may
Be led by others a right way,

They build on sands, which if unmov’d they find,
"T1s but because there was no wind.

Less hard ’tis, not to err ourselves, than know
If our forefathers err’d or no.

When we trust men concerning God, we then
Trust not God concerning men

The Holy Book, like the eighth sphere, does shine
With thousand lights of truth divine

So numberless the stars, that to the eye,
It makes but all one galaxy.

Yet Reason must assist too, for in seas
So vast and dangerous as these,

Our course by stars above we cannot know,
Without the compass too below

Though Reason cannot through Faith’s mysteries se
It sees that there and such they be;

Leads to Heaven’s door, and there does humbly kee
And there through chinks and key-holes peep.
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Though 1t, like Moscs, by a sad command.
Must not come m to th’ Holy Land,
Yet thither 1t infallibly does guide,
And from afar 'tis all descry’d.

OF LIBERTY
(From Essays)

Tu%® liberty ot a people consists in beng governed by laws
which they have made themselves, under whatsoever torm
1t be ot government, the hiberty ot a private man, in being
master of his own time and actions, as far as may consist
with the laws of God, and of his country. Of this latter,
only, we are here to discourse, and to inquire what estate
ot lite does best scat us in the possession of 1t  This
liberty of our actions 1s such a fundamental privilege of
human nature, that God himself, notwithstanding all hs
mfinite power and right over us, permits us to cnjoy 1t,
and that too after a forteiture made by the rebellion ot
Adam. He takes so much care for the entire preservation
of 1t to us, that he suffers neither his providence nor eternal
decree to break or mtringe 1t.  Nor for our time, the same
God, to whom we arc but tenants-at-will for the whole,
requires but the seventh part of 1t to be paid to him as a
small quit-rent 1n acknowledgment ot his title It 1s man
only that has the mmpudence to demand our whole time,
though he neither gave it. nor can restore it, nor 15 able to
pay any considcrable valuc tor the least part ot it. This
birth-right of mankind above all other creatures, some arc
torced by hunger to scll, hike Esau, for brecad and broth,
but the greatest part ot men make such a bargam for the
delivery up ot themselves, as Thamar did for Judah,
instead ot a kid, the nccessary provisions, for human life,
they arc contented to do 1t tor rings and bracelets The
great dealers in this world may be divided mto the am-
bitious, the covetous, and the voluptuous, and that all
these men sell themselves to be slaves, though to the vulgar
1t may seem a Stoical paradox. will appear to the wise so
plamn and obvious, that they scarce think 1t deserves the
labour of argumentation.
1



114 EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH LITERATURE

SIR THOMAS BROWNE

FAITH AND MYSTERY
(From Religio Laici)

As for those wingy mysteries 1 divinity, and airy subtle-
ties m religion, which have unhinged the brains of betier
heads, they never stretched the pia nater ot mme  Me-
thmks thete be not impossibilities enough 1n religion for an
active faith  the deepest mysteries ours contams have not
only been illustrated, but mammtamed, by syllogism and
the rule ot reason I love to lose myselt in a mystery, to
pursuc my reason to an O alfitudo ! ’'Tis my solitary
rccrcation to pose my apprehension with those involved
enigmas and riddles of the Irinity, incarnation, and resur-
rection I can answer all the objections of Satan and my
rebellious 1eason with that odd resolution I learned of
Tertullian, Certumn est quia vmpossibile est 1 desire to exercise
my faith i the difficultest pomt, for, to credit ordinary
and visible objects, 15 not faith but persuasion  Some
believe the better for secing Christ’s sepulchre, and, when
they have scen the Red Sca, doubt not of the miracle
Now, contraiily, 1 bless myself, and am thankful, that I
Ined not 1n the days of miracles, that I never saw Christ
nor His disaples T would not have been one ot those
Israelites that passed the Red Sea, nor one of Christ’s
patients, on whom He wrought His wonders, then had
my faith been thrust upon me, nor should I enjoy that
greater blessing pronounced to all that believed and saw
not ’'Tis an easy and neccssary belief, to credit what our
cye and sense hath exammed 1 believed He was dead,
and buried, and rose again, and desire to see Him 1in His
glory, rather than to contemplate Him in His cenotaph or
sepulchre  Nor 15 this much to believe as we have reason,
we owe this faith unto history, they only had the advantage
of a bold and noble faith, who hved before His coming,
who, upon obscure prophecies and mystical types, could
raise a beliet, and expect apparent impossibilities.
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WALTON

(OuTLINE HIs10RY, § 47)

OUR INDEBTEDNESS 10 THE BIRDS
(From The Complete Angler)

.

NAy, more, the very buds of the air, those that arc not
hawks, arc both so many and so useful and pleasant to
mankmd, that T must not let them pass without somc
observations, they both teed and retresh him—feed him
with their choice bodies, and refresh him with their heavenly
voices I will not undertake to mention the several kinds
of towl by which this 15 done, and his curious palate pleased
by day, and which with their excrements afford him a soft
lodgmg at might  These 1 will pass by, but not those little
nimble musicians of the air, that warble forth their curious
dittics with which Naturce has turnished them to the shame
ot art

At first the lark, when she means to rejoice, to cheer
herscll and those that hear her, she then quits the earth
and sings as she ascends higher mnto the air, and, having
ended her heavenly ecmployment, grows then sad and mute
to think she must descend to the dull cairth, which she
would not touch but tor necessity.

IHHow do the blackbird and thrassel with their melodious
volces bid welcome to the cheerful spring, and in therr
fixed months warble torth such ditics as no art or instru-
ment can rcagh to !

Nay, the smaller birds also do the like 1n their particular
seasons, as namely the laverock, the titlark, the little
linnet, ahd the honest robin, that loves mankind both
alive and dead

But the nightingale, another of my airy creatures,
breathes such sweet loud music out of her hittle instru-
mental throat, that it might make mankind to think
miracles are not ceased He that at midnight, when the
very labourer sleeps securely, should hcar, as I have very
often, the clear airs, the sweet descants, the natural rising
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and fallig, the doublng and icdoublmg ot her voice,
mught well be Lifted above carth, and say. ““ 1oid, what
music hast Thou provided tor the samts m heaven, when
Thou affordest bad men such music on carth *”

WALLER

(OutLiNg Hisiory, § 49)

OLD AGE

(From Dwvine Pocms)

re quict when the winds give o’er,
So calin are we when passions aic no more,
For then we know how vain 1t 15 1o boast
Ot fleeting things, so certamn to be lost

Clouds ot affection from our younger cyces

Conccal that cmptiness which age descries,

The soul’s datrk cottage, batter’d and decay’d,

Lets m new hight through chunks which time has made

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become,

As they draw ncar to thewr cteinal honie.
Lcaving the old, both worlds at once they view,
That stand upon the threshold ot the new,

DRYDEN

(OutLINE His10RY, § 50, 5I, 54)

THE EARIL OF SHAFIESBURY
(From Absolom and Achitophel) .

Or these the false Achitophel was first,

A name to all succceding ages curst.

For close designs, and crooked counsels fit,
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit,
Restless, unfix’d 1 prinaples and place,
In power unpleas’d, impatient of disgracc.
A fiery soul, which, working out 1ts way,



DRYDEN 117

Fretted the pigmy-body to decay,

And o’cr-imform’d the tenement of clay.

A darmg pilot in extremity;

Pleas’d with the danger, when the waves went high
He sought the storms, but for a calm unfit,
Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his wit.
Great wits are sure to madness near allied,

And thin partitions do their bounds divide,
Elso why should he, with wealth and honour blest,
Refuse his age the necdful hours of rest ?
Punish a body which he could not please,
Bankrupt a life, yet prodigal of casc ?

And all to leave what with his toil he won,

To that unfeather’d two-legg’d thmng, a son,
Got, while his soul did huddled notions try,
And born a shapeless lump, like anarchy

In friendship false, implacable 1 hate,
Resolv’d 1o ruin or to rule the state,

To compass this the triple bond he broke,

The pillars of the public safety shook,

And fitted Isracl for a forcign yoke

Then sc1z’d with tear, yet still affeccting fame,
Usurp’d a patriot’s all-atoning name

So easy still it proves n factious times,

With public zeal to cancel private crimes.

How safc 15 treason, and how sacred 1ll,

Where none can sin agaimst the people’s will |
Where crowds can wink, and no offecnce be hnown,
Since m another’s guilt they find their own !

Yet fame deserv’d no cnemy can grudge,

The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge
In Isracl’s courts ne’cr sat an Abethdin

*With more discerning cyes, or hands morce clean
Unbrib’d, unsought, the wretched to redress,
Swift of dispatch. and casy ot access.

Oh! had he been content to serve the crown,
With virtues only proper to the gown,

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed

From cockle, that oppress’d the noble seed;
David for hum his tuneful harp had strung,



118 EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH LITERATURE

And heaven had wanted one immortal song.
But wild Ambition loves to shde, not stand,
And Fortunc’s 1ce prefers to Virtue’s land.
Achitophel, grown weary to possess

A lawful fame, and lazy happincss,

Disdamn’d the golden fruit to gather free,

And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree.
Now, manmifest of crimes contriv’d long simce.
He stood at bold defiance with his prince,
Held up the buckler of the people’s cause
Against the crown, and skulk’d behind the laws

THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
(From Absolom and Achitophel)

SoME of therr chiefs were princes of the land,

In the first rank of these did Zimr stand,

A man so variwous, that he seem’d to be

Not one, but all mankind’s epitome

Stiff 1n opinions, always in the wrong,

Was every thing by starts, and nothmg long,
But, 1n the course of onc revolving moon,

Was chymist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon
Then all for women, painting, rhymng, drinking,
Besides ten thousand treaks that died 1in thinking.
Blest madman, who could every hour cmploy,
With something new to wish, or to enjoy !
Railing and praising were his usual themes,

And both, to show his judgment, 1n extremes

So over violent, or over civil,

That every man with him was God or Devil

In squandering wealth was his peculiar art:
Nothing went unrewarded but desert

Beggar’d by fools, whom still he found too late;
He had his jest, and they had his estate.

He laugh’d himself from court; then sought rchet
By forming parties, but could ne’er be chief

For, spite of him, the weight of business felt

On Absalom and wise Achitophel

Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft,

He left not faction, but of that was left
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REASON AND RELIGION

(From Religio Laict)

Dim as the borrow’d beams of moon and stars
To lonely, weary, wandering travellers,

Is Reason to the soul and as on high,

Those rolling fires discover but the sky,

Not light us here, <o Reason’s glimmering ray
Was lent, not to assure our doubtful way,

But guide us upward to a better day

And as those nightly tapers disappear,

When day’s bright lord ascends our hemisphere,
So pale grows Reason at Religion’s sight,

So dies, and so dissolves in supernatural hight
Some few, whose lamp shone brighter, have been led
From cause to cause. to nature’s secret head,
And found that one first principle must be

But what, or who, that universal He,

Whether some soul encompassing this ball,
Unmade, unmov’d, yet making, moving all,

Or various atoms’ interfering dance

Leap’d into form. the noble work ot chance,

Or this great all was fiom eternity,

Not ¢’en the Stagirite himselt could see,

And Epicurus guess’d as well as he

As bhimdly grop’d they for a future state,

As rashly judg’'d ot providence and tate

But least of all could their endeavours find
What most concern’d the good of human kind
For happiness was never to be found,

But vamish’d trom ’em like enchanted ground.
One thought Content the good to be enjoy’d
This every little accident destroy’d

The wiser madmen did for Virtue toil

A thorny, or at best a barren soil,

In Pleasure some their glutton souls would steep,
But found their line too short, the well too deep,
And leaky vessels which no bliss could keep
Thus anxious thoughts in endless circles roll,
Without a centre where to fix the soul
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In this wild maze their vamn endeavours end:

How can the less the greater comprehend ?

Or finite reason reach Infinity ?

For what could fathom God werc more than He P

ON SHAKESPEARE, BEAUMONT AND FLITCHER,
AND BEN JONSON ,
(From An Essay of Dramatic Poesy)

To begin, then, with Shakespcare. He was the man who
of all modern, and perhaps ancient poets, had the largest
and most comprehensive soul  All the images of nature
were still present to him, and he drew them, not laboriously,
but luckily; when he describes anything, you more than
see it, you feel 1t too Those who accuse him to have
wanted learning, give him the greater commendation he
was naturally learned; he needed not the spectacles of
books to read naturc, he looked mwards, and found her
therc. I cannot say he 1s everywhere alike, were he so, T
should do him mjury to compare him with the greatest of
mankind  He 1s many times flat, mepid, his comic wit
degenerating into clenches,! his serious swelling mto bom-
bast  But he 1s always great, when some great occasion 15
presented to him, no man can say he ever had a fit subject
for lis wit, and did not then raise himself as high above

the rest of poets,

Quaitum lenta snlent inter viburna cupressy,!

The consideration of this made Mr. Hales of Eaton say,
that there was no subject of which any poct cver writ,
but he would produce 1t much better done 1in Shakespeare,
and however others are now generally preferred befqre him,
yet the age wherein he lived, which had contemporaries with
him Fletcher and Jonson, never equalled them to him in their
esteem: and 1n the last king’s court, when Ben's reputation
was at highest, Sir John Suckling, and with him the greater
part of the courtiers, set our Shakespeare far above him.

! Puns,

* As much as cvpresses are wont [to be conspicuous] among the
phant laburnums.
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Bceaumont and Fletcher, of whom I am next to specak,
had, with the advantage of Shakespearc’s wit, which was
their precedent, great natural gifts, improved by study
Beaumont especially being so accurate a judge of plays,
that Ben Jonson, while he Iived, submitted all his writings
to his censure, and, ’tis thought, used his judgment in cor-
recting, if not contriving, all his plots. What value he
had *for him, appears by the verses he writ to hum, and
therefore T need speak no farther of 1t The first play that
brought Flctcher and him in estecem was their Phiaster .
for before that, they had written two or threc very un-
sucessfully, as the like 1s reported of Ben Jonson, before he
writ Ifvery Man in His Humour  Therr plots werce generally
more regular than Shakespcare’s, especially those which
were made before Beaumont’s death, and they understood
and mmitated the conversation of gentlemen much better,
whose wild debaucheries, and quickness of wit mn repartees,
no poct before them could pamt as they have done Humour,
which Ben Jonson derived from particular persons, they
made 1t not their busmess to descrihe  they represented all
the passions very hively, but above all, love I am apt
to believe the Enghsh language i them arrived to its
highest perfection what words have since been taken 1n, are
rather superfluous than ornamental. Their plays are now
the most pleasant and frequent entertainments ot the stage,
two ot theirs bemng acted through the year for one of Shakes-
pearc’s or Jonson’s the reason 1s, because there 1s a
certamn galety m their comedies, and pathos m their more
sertous plays, which suit generally with all men’s humours
Shakesprare’s language 15 hkewise o lhittle obsolete, and
Ben Jonson’s wit comes short of theirs

As for Jonson. to whose character I am now arrived, 1if
we look upon him while he was himself (for his last plays
were but his dotages), I think him the most learned and
judicious writer which any theatre ever had. He was a
most severe judge of himselt, as well as others  One cannot
say he wanted wit, but rather that he was frugal of it
In his works you find little to retrench or alter. Wit, and
language, and humour also 1n some measure, we had before
him, but something of art was wanting to the drama till he
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came He managed lus strength to more advantage than
any who preceded lnm You scldom find him making love
in any of lus scenes, or cndeavourmg to move the passions;
his genius was too sullen and saturnine to do 1t gracefully,
cspecially when he knew he came after those who had
performed both to such an height Humour was s
proper sphere, and m that he delighted most to represent
mechanic people  Hc was deeply conversant . the
ancients, both Greek and Latm, and he borrowed boldly
from them there 15 scarce a poct or historian among the
Roman authors ot those tumes whom he has not translated
m Sejanus and Catiline  Butl he has done his robberies
so openly, that one may see he fears not to be taxed by any
law  He mvades authors like a monarch, and what would
be theft in other poets 1s only victory in him  With the
spoils of these writers he <o represents old Rome to us, in
its rites, ceremonies, and customs, that 1t one ot their
poets had written either of his tragedies, we had secn less
of it than in him  If there was any fault i his language,
"twas that he weaved 1t too (losely and laboriously, in his
comedies especially perhaps, too, he did a little too much
Romamise our tongue, lecaving the words which he trans-
lated almost as much Latin as he found them wheren,
though he leainedly followed their language, he did not
enough comply with the tdiom of ours If [ would com-
pare him with Shakspeare, I must acknowledge him the
more correct poet, but Shakspeare the greater wit  Shak-
speare was the Homer, or tather ot our dramatic poets,
Jonson was the Virgil, the pattern of elaborate writing, I
admire him, but I love Shakspeare ‘lo conclude of him,
as he has given us the most correct plays, <o 1 the precepts
which he has laid down 1n lus Discoveries, we have as many
and profitable rules for perfecting the stage, as'any where-
with the French can furnish us
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BUTLER

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 52)

SIR HUDIBRAS AND THE WIDOW
(From Hudibras, Part 11, Canto 1)

[Hudibras, in the parish stocks, i1s visited by hus Lady-ILove,
the Widow ]

No sooncr dud the Knight perceive her,
But straight he fell into a tever,
Inflam’d all over with disgrace,
To b’ seen by her n such a place,
Which made him hang his head, and scowl
And wink and goggle like an owl,
He felt his bramns begm to swiun,
When thus the Dame accosted him

This place, quoth she, they say’s enchanted,
And with delmquent spirits haunted,
That here are tied m chaimns, and scourg’d,
Until their guilty crimes be purg’d
ook, there are two of them appear
Like persons I have seen somewhcre
Some have mistaken blocks and posts
For spectres, apparitions, ghosts,
With saucer-eyes and horns, and some
Have heard the devil beat a drum
But if our ceyes are not false glasses,
That give a wrong account of faces,
That beard and 1 should be acquaimnted,
Before 'twas conjur’d and cnchanted
For"though 1t be disfigur’d somewhat,
As 1f’t had lately been in combat,
It did belong t’ a worthy Knight,
Howe’er this goblin 1s come by’t

When Hudibras the lady heard,
Discoursing thus upon his beard,
And speak with such respect and honous,
Both of the beard and the beard’s owner,
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He thought 1t best to sct as good
A face upon 1t as he could,
And thus he spoke Lady, your bright
And radiant cyes are m the right,
The beard’s th' identique beard you knew,
The same numerically truc-
Nor 15 1t worn by fiend or clt,
But 1ts proprietor himself
O heavens ! quoth she, can that be true ?
I do begin to fear ’tis you,
Not by your individual whiskers,
But by your dialect and discourse,
That never spoke to man or beast,
In notions vulgarly exprest-
But what malignant star, alas |
Has brought you both to this sad pass ?
Quoth he, The fortune of the war,
Which I am less afflicted for,
Than to be seen with beard and face
By you m such a homely casc
Quoth she, Those need not be asham’d
For bemg honourably maim’d,
If he that 1s 1n battle conquer’d
Have any title to his own beard,
Tho’ yours be sorely lugg’d and torn,
It does your visage more adorn
Than 1f "twere prun’d, and starch’d, and lander’c
And cutl square by the Russian standard
A torn beard’s like a tatter’d ensign,
That’s bravest which there are most reats
That petticoat, about your shoulders,
Does not so well become a soldier’s,
And I'm afraid they arc worse handldd,
Altho’ 1’ th’ rear your beard the van led,
And those uncasy bruiscs make
My heart for company to ache.
To sce so worshiptul a friend
I’ th' pillory set, at the wrong end.
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BUNYAN

(OuiLiNg HISTORY, § 55)

CHRISTIAN LOSES HIS ROLL
(Lrom The Pigrimi’'s Progress)

I LOOKED then after Christian, to scc lum go up the lull,
when 1 percerved he fell from running to gomng, and trom
gomg to clambermg upon his hands and his knces, because
ot the steepness of the place  Now about the midway to the
top of the hill was a pleasant arbour, made by the lord of the
hill, tor the refreshing ot weary travellers  ‘Thither there-
fore Christian got, where also he sat down to rest him
Then he pulled his roll out of his bosom and read theremn
to his comtort, e also now began atresh to take a review
of the coat or garment that was given lum as he stood
by the cross. Thus pleasmng himsclf a while, he at last
tcll mto a slumber, and thence into a tast sleep, which
detammed him 1n that place until 1t was almost might, and
mn his sleep his roll fell out ot his hand  Now as he was
sleecping, there came onc to lhum, and awakened him,
saymng, ‘ Go to the ant, thou sluggard, consiler her ways
and be wise,” and with that Christian suddenly started up,
and sped him on his way, and went apace till he came to
the top of the lull.

Now when he was got to the top ot the hall, there came
two men running against him amam, the name ot the onc
was Timorous, and the namec ot the other Mistrust, to
whom Christian said, ‘ Sirs, what’s the matter; you run
the wrong way ?° ‘limorous answered, that thecy were
gomg to thg City ot Zion, and had got up that difficult
place, ‘ but,” said he, * the tarther we go, the more danger
we mect with, wherclore we turned, and are gomng back
agam.’

‘ Yes,” said Mistrust, ‘ tor just betore us lie a couple of
lions 1n the way (whether sleeping or waking we know not),
and we could not think, if we came within reach, but they
would presently pull us to pieces.’
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Then said Christian, * You make me afraid, but whither
shall T fly to be sate ? It I go back to mme own country,
that 1s prepared for fire and brimstone, and 1 shall cer-
tainly perish therc. It I can get to the Celestial City, I
am surc to be in safcty therc. I must venture. To go
back 15 nothing but death, to go torward 1s tear of death,
and lite cverlasting beyond 1t. I will yet go forward’
So Mistrust and Timorous ran down the hill, and Christian
went on his way  But thimkmg agam ot what he had
heard from the men, he felt in hus bosom for his roll, that
he mught read theremn and be comforted, but he telt and
found 1t not Then was Christian 1 great distress, and
knew not what to do, for he wanted that which used to
rehieve him, and that which should have been his pass mnto
the Celestial City  Herce therefore he began to be much
perplexed, and knew not what to do, at last he bethought
himself that he had slept 1n the arbour that 15 on the sude
of the hill, aud falling down upon his knees, he asked God
forgiveness tor that his toolish act, and then went back
to look tor his roll  But all the way he went back, who can
suffictently sct forth the sorrow of Christian’s heart, some-
times he sighed, sometimes he wept, and oftentimes he
chid himself for being so foolish as to fall asleep mm that
place which was crected only for a hittle refreshment from
his wearmess  Thus thereforc he went back, carcfully
looking on this side and on that, all the way as he went, it
haply he might find his roll, that had been his comfort so
many times on his journcy He went thus till he came
agamn within sight of the arbour, where he sat and slept,
but that sight renewed his sorrow the more, by bringing
agam, even afresh, his cvil of sleeping mmto his mind  Thus
therefore he now went on bewailing his sintul sleep, saying,
* O wretched man that I am, that I should sleep %n the day-
time ! that I should sleep in the midst of difficulty ! that
I should so indulge the flesh, as to use that rest for easc to
my flesh, which the Lord of the hill hath erected only
for the rehef of the spirits of pilgrims ! How many steps
have I taken in vain! (Thus 1t happened to Israel for
therr sin, they were sent back again by the way of the Red
Sea), and I am made to tread thosc steps with sorrow,



BUNYAN 127

which I might have trod with dehight, had 1t not becn for
this sinful sleep How tar mught 1 have been on my way
by this time ! I am made to tread those steps thrice over,
which T necded not to have trod but once, yca, now also
am I like to be bemighted, for the day 1s almost spent.
O that J had not slept!” Now by this time he was come
to the arbour again, where for awhile he sat down and wept,
but at last (as Christian would have 1t) lookmg sorrowfully
down under the scttle, there he espred has roll, the which
he with trembling haste catched up, and put it mto his
bosom  But who can tell how joyful this man was, when
he had gotten his roll agamn! TFor this 10ll was the assur-
ancc of his life and acceptance at the desired haven.
I'herefore he laid 1t up in lus bosom, gave thanks to God
for directing lus cye to the place where 1t lay, and with
joy and tears betook himselt again to the journcy  But oh
how nimbly now did he go up the rest ot the mll!  Yet
before he got up, the sun went down upon Chiistian, and
this made him again recall the vanity of his sleeping to his
remembrance, and thus he began agam to condole with
himsellf  * Oh thou simtul sleep! how tor thy sake am 1
likely to be bemghted mn my journey ! I must walk with-
out the sun. darkness must cross the path ot my tect, and 1
must hear the noise of doletul creatures, because of my
smful sleep!” Now also he remembered the story that
Mistrust and Timorous told him of, how they were irighted
with the sight ot the lrons  Then said Christian to himselt
agamn  ‘These beasts range m the night tor their prey,
and if they should meet with me 1 the dark, how should
I shitt them ? how should I escape bemg by them torn in
preces ?° Thus he went on lus way, but while he was thus
bewailing lus unhappy miscarniage, he lifted up his eyes,
and behold there was a very stately palace betore him, the
name of which was Beautiful, and 1t stood just by the
highway side.
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POPLE

(OutLINE HISTORY, §§ 60, 61)

ADVICE TO A CRITIC
(From dn Essay on Criticism)

BuT you who seek to give and merit fame,

And justly bear a critic’s noble name,

Be sure yourself and your own reach to know,

How tar your genius, taste, and learning go,

Launch not beyond your depth, but be discrecet,

And mark that pont where sensc and dulness meet
Nature to all things fixed the limts fit,

And wisely curbed proud man’s pretending wit.

As on the land while here the ocean gains,

In other parts it leaves wide sandy plans,

Thus 1n the soul while memory prevails,

The solid power ot understanding fails,

Where beams of warm imagination play,

The memory’s soft figures melt away

One science only will one genius fit;

So vast 1s art, so narrow human wit

Not only bounded to peculiar arts,

But oft 1n those confined to single parts

Like kings we losc the conquests gamed betore,

By vaimn ambation still to make them more.

Each might his several province well command,

Would all but stoop to what they understand.
First follow Nature, and your judgment framc

By her just standard, which 1s still the same

Unerring Nature, still divinely bright,

Onc clear, unchanged, and universal hght,

Lite, force, and beauty, must to all impart,

At once the source, and end, and test of Art.

Art from that fund cach just supply provides,

Works without show, and without pomp presides;

In some fair body thus the informing soul

With spirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole,
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Each motion guides, and every nerve sustains;
Itself unseen, but in the cffects remains
Somc, to whom Heaven in wit has been profusc,
Want as much more, to tura 1t to its use,
For wit and judgment often arc at strife,
Though meant each other’s aid, like man and wife.
"T1is more to guide, than spur the Muse’s steed;
Restrain his tury, than provoke his speed.
1he winged courser, like a generous horse,
Shows most true mettle when you check his coursc.
Those Rules of old discovered. not devised,
Are Nature still, but Nature methodisec
Nature, Iike iberty, 1s but restramned
By the same laws which first herselt ordamed
Hear how learn’d Greece her uscful rules mdites.
When to repress, and when indulge our flights.
High on Parnassus’ top her sons she showed,
And pomted out those arduous paths they trod,
Held from atar, aloft, the immortal prize,
And urged the rest by equal steps to risc
Just precepts thus from great examples given,
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She drew from them what they derived from Heaven.

The gencrous critic fanned the poet’s fire,

And taught the world with reason to admuire.
Then criticism the Muse’s handmaid proved,

To dress her charms, and make her more beloved:
But tollowing wits from that intention strayed,
Who could not win the mistress, wooed the maid;
Agamst the pocts their own arms they turned,

Suic to hate most the men from whom they learned.

So modecrn 'pothecarices, taught the art

By doctor’s bills to play the doctor’s part,

Bold ih the practice of mistaken rules,

Prescribe, apply, and call their masters fools.
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey,

Nor time nor moths e’er spoiled so much as they:
Some drily plain, without invention’s aid,

Write dull receipts how poems may be made.
These leave the sense, their learning to display,

And those explain thc meaning quite away.
K
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You then whose judgment the right course would stecr,
Know well cach Ancient’s proper character

His fable, subject, scope mn every page,

Religion, country, genius of his age

Without all thesc at once before your eyes,

Cavil you may, but never criticise.

Be Homer’s works your study and delight,

Read them by day, and meditate by night, .
Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring
And trace the Muses upward to their spring

Still with itself compared, his text peruse,

And let your comment be the Mantuan Musc

BELINDA AND IHE BARON
(From The Rape of the Lock, Canto I1.)

Not with more glories, 1n the ethercal plam,

The sun first rises o’er the purpled main,

Than, 1ssuing forth, the rival of his beams
Launched on the bosom of the silver Thames
Fair nymphs and well-dressed youths around her shone,
But every eye was fixed on her alone.

On her wlute breast a sparkling cross she wore,
Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adoie

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose,

Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends,

Oft she rejects, but never once offends

Bright as the sun, her cyes the gazers strike,
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike.

Yet graceful case, and sweetness void of pride,
Might hude her faults, if belles had faults to hade.
If to her share some female crrors tall, '
Look on her face, and you’'ll forget 'em all.

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind,
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck,

With shining ringlets, the smooth 1vory neck.
Love m these labyrmths his slaves detains,
Aud mughty hearts are held 1n slender chains.
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With hairy springes we the birds betray.
Slight Iines of hair surprisc the finny prey,
Fair tresses man’s imperial race msnare,
And beauty draws us with a single hair.

The adventurous Baron the bright locks admired;
He saw, he wished, and to the prize aspired.
Resolved to win, he meditates the way,

By force to ravish, or by fiaud betray;
For when success a lover’s toil attends,
Few ask, if fraud or force attamed his ends

For this, cre Pheebus rose, he had mmplored

Propitious Heaven, and cvery power adored,

Bnt chiefly Love—-to Love an altar built,

Oi twclve vast French romances, neatly gilt
‘Lhere lay three garters, half a pair of gloves,

And all the trophies ot bis former loves

With tender biallets-doux he hights the pyre,

And breathes three amorous sighs to raisc the fire.
Then prostrate {alls, and begs with aident ecyes
Soon to obtamn, and long possess the prize.

I'he powers gave car. and granted half his prayel,
The rest, the winds dispersed 1n ecmpty air.

THIE PRIDI OF REASON

(From 19 Essay on Man, Lpistle 1)

HEAVEN from all creatures hides the book of Fate,
All bul the page prescribed, theiwr present state
From brutes what men, from men what spirits kuow.
Or who could suffer being here below ?

The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day.

Had he thy reason, would he skip and play ?
Plcased to the last, he crops the flowery food,

And licks the hand just raised to shed his blood.
Oh blindness to the future ! kindly given.

That cach may fill the circle marked by Heaven
Wlo sees with equal eyc, as God ot all,

A hero perish, or a sparrow fall,

Atoms or systems into ruin hurled.

And now a bubble burst, and now a world
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Hope humbly then; with trembling pimons soar,
Wait the great teacher, Death, and God adore.
What future bliss, He gives not thee to know,
But gives that hope to be thy blessing now
Hope springs eternal in the human breast:
Man never Is, but always To be blest
The soul, uneasy, and confincd from home,
Rests and expiates in o hife to come,

Lo, the poor Indian ! whosc untutored mind
Sces God 1n clouds, o1 hears Him m the wind,
His soul, proud Science never taught to stray
TFar as the solar walk or milky way,

Yet simple Nature to his hope has given,

Behind the cloud-topped hill, an humbler heaven,
Some safer world 1n depth ot woods embraced,
Some happier 1sland 1in the watery waste,

Where slaves once more their native land behold,
No fiends torment. no Chiistians thrist for gold.
To Be, contents his natural desire,

He asks no angel’s wings, no scraph’s fire,

But thinks, admitted to that equal shy,

His taithful dog shall bear him company.

Go, wiser thou ! and m thy scale ot sensc,
Weigh thy opinion against Providence,

Call mmperfection what thou tanciest sucli,
Say, Here He gives too little, thete too much
Destroy all creaturcs for thy sport o1 gust,
Yet cry, It man’s unhappy, God’s unjust,

1f man alone cngross not Heaven’s lugh carc.
Alone made pertect here, immortal there
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod,
Re-judge his justice, be the god of God

In pride, i reasoning pride, our crror lies,
All quit their sphere, and 1ush into the skie
Pride still 1s aiming at the blest abodes,

Men would be angels, angels would be gods
Aspiring to be gods, 1f angels fell,

Aspiring to be angels, men rebel.

And who but wishes to invert the laws

Of Order, sins against the Eternal Causc.
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TRUE HAPPINLESS
(From An Essay on Man, Epistle 1V)

KNnow then this truth (enough for man to know,
‘ Virtue alone 1s happmess below’
The only point where human bliss stands still,
And tastes the good withont the tall {o1ll,

here only merit constani pay receives,
Is blessed 1n what 1t takes, and what 1t gives,
The joy unequalled, if 1ts end 1t gamn, ’
And 1f 1t lose, attended with no pamn-
Without satiety. though c’er so blessed,
Antl but more relished as the more distressed:
The broadest mirth unfeeling folly wears.
Less pleasing far than virtuc’s very tears
Good, from cach object, from cach place acquired,
For cver exercised, yet never tued,
Never elated, while one man’s oppressed;
Never dejected, while another’s blessed,
And where no wants, no wishes can remamn,
Since but to wish more virtue, is to gan

Sce the sole bliss Hecaven could on all bestow;
Which who but feels can taste, but thinks can know
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind,
The bad must miss, the good. untaught, will find;
Slave to no sect, who takes no private road.
But looks through Naturc. up to Nature’s God*
Pursues that chamm which links the immense design,
Joins heaven and carth, and mortal and divine,
Sces, that no being any bliss can know,
But touches some above, and some below,
Learns, dfrom this union of the rismg whole.
The first, last purpose of the human soul,
And knows where faith, law, morals, all began,
All end, 1n Love of God, and Love of Man

For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal
And opens still, and opens on his soul,
Tl lengthened on to faith, and unconfined.
It pours the bliss that fills up all the mmd
ITe sces why Nature plants in man alone
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Hope of known bliss, and faith i bliss unknown:
(Nature, whose dictates to no other kind

Are given in vain, but what they scck they find,)
Wise 15 her present, she connects i this

His greatest virtue with his greatest bliss;

At once his own bright prospect to be blessed,
And strongest motive to assist the rest

POPE AND HIS PARENTS
(From Fpastle (o Dr Arbuthnot)

OrF gentle blood (part shed i Honour’s cause,

While yet m Britamn Honour had applause)

IZach parent sprung—A What fortune, pray >—P. Then

own,

And better got. than Bestia’s! from the thione

Born to no Priude, imnheriting no Strife,

Not marrying Discord 1n a noble wife,?

Stranger to civil and religious rage,

The good man walk’d mnoxious thro’ his age

Nor Courts he saw, no suits would ever try,

Nor dar’d an Oath, nor hazarded a Lic ®

Un-learn’d, he knew no schoolman’s subtle art.

No language, but the language ot the heart

By Naturc honest, by Experience wise,

Healthy by temp’rance, and by exercise,

His hife, tho’ long, to sickness past unknown.

His death was instant, and without a groan.

O grant me, thus to hive, and thus to die !

Who sprung from King’s shall know less joy than 1

O Friend ! may cach domestic bliss be thing!

Be no unpleasing Melancholy mine.

Me, Iet the tender office long engage,

To rock the cradle of reposing Age,

With lenient arts extend a Mother’s breath,

Make Langour smile, and smooth the bed of Death,

t A Roman proconsul who m the war with Jugurtha was disgracec
for briberv  The reforence seems to be to Marlhorough

* In reference to Addison’s mmarriage with the Countess of Warwick
* Pope’s father was a Nonjuror
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Explote the thought, explain the asking eye,
And keep o while one parent from the sky !
On cares like these if length of days attend,
May Heav’n, to bless those days, preserve my friend,
Preserve him social, cheerful, and serene,
And just as rich as when he serv’d a Queen.!
A Whether that blessing be deny’d or giv'n,
“Thus far was right, the rest belongs to Heav’n.

YOUNG

(OuTtrINE HisioRry, § 62)

PROCRASTINATION
(Fvom Neght Thoughts, 1)

BE wise to-day, 'tis madness to defer,

Next day the tatal precedent will plead ,

Thus on, till wisdom 15 push’d out of life
Procrastination is the tlnef of time,

Year after year 1t steals, tall all arc fled,

And to the mercies of a moment leaves

The vast concern of an cternal scene

It not so fiequent, would not this be strange ©
That ’'ti1s so trequent, this 15 stranger still.

Of man’s niuraculous mistakes, this bears

The palm  That all men are about to live,

For ever on the brink of being born

All pay themselves the compliment to think
They one day shall not drivel, and their pride
On this reversion takes up ready praise,

At legst their own  their tuture selves applaud,
How excellent that hfe they ne’er will lead !
Timme lodg’d in their own hands 1s folly’s vails,?
That lodg’'d mn fate’s, to wisdom they consign.
The thing they can’t but purpose, they postpone;
’Tis not 1n folly, not to scorn a fool,

And scarce in human wisdom. to do more

! Arbuthnot had been physician to Queen Anne
* Val was the eighteenth-centurv word for gratuitv, or ‘ tip *
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All promise 1s poor dilatory man,

And that through every stage: when young, mdeed,
In full content we, sometimes, nobly rest,
Unanxious for ourselves, and only wish,

As dutcous sons, our fathers were more wise.
At thirty man suspects himsclf a fool,
Knows 1t at forty, and reforms his plan,

At fifty chides his infamous delay,

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve,

In all the magnanimity of thought
Resolves, and re-resolves, then dies the same

DEFOE

(OuTtLiNE HisTory, § 63)

A FOOTPRINT IN THE SANDS

(From Robmson Crusoe)

IT happened onc day about noon, going towards my boat, 1
was exceedingly surprised with the print of a man’s naked
foot on the shore, which was very plam to be scen m the
sand I stood like one thunderstruck, or as if I had scen
an apparttion. I histened, I looked round me, I could hear
nothing, nor sec anything; I went up to a rising ground to
look farther. I went up the shore, and down the shore, but
1t was all one, I could see no other impression but that one.
I went to it agam to see if there were any more, and to
observe if 1t might not be my fancy, but there was no
room for that, for there was exactly the very print of a
foot, toes, heel, and every part of a fool how 1t came
thither I knew not, nor could in the least imafmne. But
after innumerable fluttering thoughts, like a man perfectly
confused, and out of myself, I camec home to my fortifica-
tion, not fecling, as they say, the ground I went on, but
terrified to the last degree, looking behind me at cvery
two or three steps, mistaking every bush and tree, and
fancying cvery stump at a distance to be a man: nor is it
possible to describe how many various shapes an afirighted
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imagination represented things to mein ; how many wild ideas
were formed every moment in my fancy, and what strange,
unaccountable whimsies came into my thoughts by the way.

When I came to my castle, for so T thmk [ called 1t
cver after this, I fled into 1t Iike one pursued, whether I
went over by the ladder, as first contrived, or went n at
the hole m the rock, which T called a door, I cannot
remmember , no, nor could I remember the next morning,
for never frighted hare fled to cover, or fox to earth, with
more terror of mind than I to this retreat.

1 had no sleep that night the farther I was from the
occasion of my fright, the greater my apprehensions were;
whicl 15 something contrary to the nature of such things.
and especially to the usual practice of all creatures in fear.
But I was so embarrassed with my own frightful 1deas of
the thing, that T formed nothing but dismal imagmations
to mysclf, even though T was now a great way off 1t
Sometimes I fancied 1t must be the devil, and rcason
jomed in with me upon this supposition  For how should
any other thing in human shape come mto the place ?
Where was the vessel that brought them » What marks
were there of any other footsteps ? And how was 1t
possible a man should come theie > But then to think
Satan should take human shape upon him in such a place,
where there could be no manner ot occasion for 1t, but to
leave the prmmt of his fool behind him, and cven that for
no purposc too (tor he could not be sure I should sce 1t),
this was an amazement the other way. 1 considered that
the devil might have found out abundance of other ways
to have terrified me. than this of the single prmnt of a foot,
That as I Iived quite on the other side of the 1sland. he
would never have been so simple to leave a mark n a place
where it*was ten thousand to onc whether I should ever
see it or not, and m the sand too. which the first surge of
the sea upon a high wind would have defaced entirely.
All this seemed inconsistent with the thing itself, and with
all notions we usually entertamn of the subtlety of the devil.

Abundance of such things as these assisted to argue me
out of all apprehensions of its being the devil. And I
presently concluded that it must be some more dangerous
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creaturc—vis, that 1t must be some ot the savages ot the
mamland over agamst me, who had wandered out to sca
m their canoes, and, cither driven by the currents, or by
contrary winds, had made the island, and had been on
shore. but were gone away agam to sca, bemg as loth,
perhaps, to have stayed in this desolate 1sland, as I would
have been to have had them

While these reflections wete rolling m my mmd I was
very thankful in my thought, that 1 was so happy as not
to be thereabouts at that time, or that they did not sce my
boat, by which they would have concluded, that some
mhabitants had been m the place, and perhaps have
searched farther for me  Then terrible thoughts racked my
1mmagmations about thewr having found mv boat, and that
there were people here, and that 1t so, I should certamly
have them come agamn m greater numbers, and devour me.
that 1f 1t should happen <o that they should not find me,
yet they would find my enclosure, destroy all my con,
carry away all my flock of tame goats, and I should perish
at last for mere want

Thus my tear bantshed all my rehgious hope, all that
former confidence m God which was tounded upon such
wonderful experience as [ had bad of His goodness, now
vanished, as it He that had fed me by miracle hitherto,
could not preserve by His power the provision He had
made for me by His goodness 1 reproached myselt with
my easmess, that would not sow any more corn one yeat,
than would just scrve me till the next season, as 1t no
accdent could mtervene to pevent my cenjoymg the crop
that was upon the ground And this [ thought <o just
a reproof that T resolved for the future to have two or
three years corn beforchand, so that whatever mxght come,
I might not perish for want of bread

BOB SINGLETON’S CHILDHOOD
(From The Life of Captain Swngleton.)
As 1t 15 usual for great persons, whose lives have been

remarkable, and whose actions deserve rccording to pos-
terity, to insist much upon their originals, give full accounts
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ot then tamilies, and the histories of thewr ancestors, so,
that I may be methodical, I shall do the same, though I can
look but a very hittle way mto my pedigree, as you will see
presently

It T may believe the woman whom I was taught to call
mother, I was a httle boy, of about two years old, very well
dressed, had a nursery- -maid to attend me, who took me out
on a fine summer’s ev cening nto the fields towards Islington,
as she pretended, to give the child some air, a httle girl
bemg with her, of twelve or tourteen years old, that hived
i the neighbourhood  The maid, whether by appomtment
or otherwise, meets with a tellow, her sweetheart, as I sup-
pos¢, he carries her mto a public-house to give her a pot
and a cake, and while they were toymg i the house. the
girl plays about, with me 1 her hand, m the garden and at
the door, sometimes m <ight, sometimes out of sight,
thinking no harm

At this juncture comes by one of those sort of people who.
1t seems, made 1t then business to spirt away hittle ¢hildren
This was a hellish trade m those days. and chiefly practised
where they found hittle children very well dressed, or tor
bigger children, to sell them to the plantations

The woman, pretendimg to take me up n her arms and
kiss me, and play with me, draws the gul a good way from
the house, till at last she makes a fine story to the girl, and
bids her go back to the maid, and tell her where she was
with the child, that a gentlewoman had taken a fancy to the
child, and was kissing of 1t, but she should not be frightened,
or to that purpose, for they were but just there, and so.
while the girl went, she carried me quite away

From this time, 1t scems, 1T was disposed of to a beggar
womarn, that wanted a pretty little child to set out her case,
and, after that, to a gipsey, under whose government I
continued 111l 1 was about six years old; and this woman,
though T was contmually dragged about with her from one
part of the country to another, yet never let me want for
anything, and T called her mother, though she told me at
last she was not my mother, but that she bought me for
twelve shillings of another woman, who told her how she
came by me, and told her that my name was Bob Singleton,
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not Robert, but plain Bob, for 1t scems they never knew
by what name [ was christencd.

It is1n vain to reflect here, what a terrible fright the care-
less hussy was 1n, that lost me, what treatment she received
from my justly-enraged father and mother, and the horror
these must be m at the thoughts of their child being thus
carried away, for, as I ncver knew anything of the matter,
but just what I have related, nor who my father and mother
were, so it would make but a ncedless digression to talk of
1t here.

My good gipsey mother, for some of her worthy actions
no doubt, happened 1n process of time to be hanged, and, as
this fell out something too soon for me to be perfected in the
strolling trade, the parish where T was left, which, for my
Iife, I cannot remember, took some care of me to be sure, for
the first thing I can remember of myself afterwards, was,
that I went to a parish school, and the mmaister of the parish
used to talk to me to be a good boy, and that, though T was
but a poor boy, if I minded my book, and served God, T
might make a good man

I beliecve T was frequently removed from one town to
another, perhaps as the parishes disputed my supposed
mother’s last settlement Whether 1 was so shitted by
passes, or otherwise, I know not, but the town where I was
last kept, whatcver 1ts name was, must not be far off from
the sea-side, for a master of a ship, who took a fancy to me,
was the first that brought me to a place not far from Sonth-
ampton, which I afterwards knew to be Bussleton, and
there I attended the carpenters, and such people as were
employed in building a ship for him, and when 1t was done,
though I was not above twelve years old, he carried me to
sca with him, on a voyage to Newfoundland.

I lived well enough, and pleased my master so well, that
he called me his own boy, and [ would have called him
father, but he would not allow 1t, for he had children of his
own. I went three or four voyages with him, and grew a
sturdy boy, when, coming home again from the banks of
Newfoundland, we were taken by an Algerine rover, or man
of war. which, if my account stands right, was about the
year 1695, for you may be sure T kept no journal.
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SWIFT
(OuilLINE HIsioRry, § 04)

GULLIVER IN THE CAPITAL OF LILLIPU1

(From Gulliver’s 1ravcls)

Tig first request I made atter 1 had obtamed my hibeity,
was, that I might have licence to see Mildendo, the metio-
polis, which the Emperor casily granted me, but with o
special charge to do no hurt either to the mhabitants o1
then houses  The people had notice by proclamation ot
my design to visit the town  The wall which encompassed
it, 15 Ywo foot and a half Tugh, and at least eleven mches
broad, so that a coach and horses may be driven very safely
round 1t, and 1t 1s flanked with strong towers at ten foot
distance 1 stepped over the great Western Gate, and
passed very gently, and sidching through the two principal
streets. only in my short waistcoat, for fear ot damaging the
roofs and eaves of the houses with the skits of my coat 1
walked with the utmost arcumspection, to avoid treading
on any stragglets, that might 1emain i the streets, although
the orders were very strict, that all people should kecp 1n
thewr housces, at then own peril ‘The garret windows and
tops of houscs were so crowded with spectators, that 1
thought mn all my travels 1 had not scen a more populous
place  The aty 15 an exact squate, cach side ot the wall
bemg five hundred foot long  The twd great strects, which
run across and divide 1t mto four quarters, are five foot wide
The lanes and alleys. which 1 could not enter. but only
viewed them as 1 passcd, are from twelve to eighteen
mches  The town 15 capable of holdmmg five hundred
thousand souls  The houses are trom three to five stories.
Lhe shops and markets well provided.

1he Emperor’s palace 1s 1 the centie ot the cty, where
the two great streets meet It 1s mnclosed by a wall of two
foot hugh, and iwenty foot distant from the buildings. 1
had his Majesty’s pernussion to step over this wall, and
the space bemg so wide between that and the palace, 1 could
casily view 1t on every side. The outward squaile 1s a court
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of forty toot, and mcludes two other courts in the most
arc the royal apartments, which I was very desirous to see,
but found 1t extremely diathcult, tor the great gates, tiom
one squate mto another, weie but cighteen mches high, and
seven mchies wide  Now the buildings of the outer court
weie at least five toot hugh, and 1t was 1mpossible tor me to
stride over them without mfinite damage to the pile, though
the walls were stiongly built of hewn stone, and four mches
thichk At the same tme the Emperor had o great desie
that I should sce the magnificence of his palace, but this I
was not able to do till thice days atter. which 1 spent in
cutting down with my hnite some ot the largest tices m the
royal parh. about an hundied yards distant from the city.
Ot these trees T made two stools, cach about thre¢ toot
high, and stiong cnough to bear my weight  The people
having 1ccens ed notice a second time, I went agamn thiough
the aty to the palace, with my two stools m my hands

When I came to the side ot the outer court, I stood upon
one stool. and took the other in my hand this 1 hifted over
the 100f, and gently set 1t down on the space between the
first and sccond court, which was cight foot wide 1 then
stept over the buildings very convenicently trom one stool to
the other, and drew up the first after me with a hooked
stick By this contrivance 1 got mto the mmost court,
-and lymg down upon my sude, 1 applied my face to the
windows of the muddle stories, which were lett open on pur-
posc, and discovered the most splendid apartments that can be
mmagined ‘There saw the Empress and the young Princes, in
their severallodgings, with their chief attendants about them.
Her Imperial Majesty was pleased to simile very gractously
upon me, and gave me out of the window her hand to kiss.

GULLIVER AND I HE EMPEROR OF BROBBINGNAG
(From Gulliver’s Travels.)

(The Emperoy has been inquiring wnito the State of
English Covilization )

WHEN I had put an end to these long discourses, his Majesty
n a sixth audience consulting his notes, proposed many
doubts, queries, and objcctions, upon cvery article. He
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asked what methods were used to cultivate the minds and
bodies of our young nobility, and 1in what kind of business
they commonly spent the first and teachable part of their
lives  What course was taken to supply that assembly?!
when any noble family became extmct  What qualifica-
tions were necessary n those who are to be created new
lords whether the humout of the prince, a sum of money to
a cQurt lady, or a prime minister, or a design of strengthen-
g a party opposite to the public mterest, ever happenced to
be motives i those advancements  What share ot know-
ledge these lords had m the laws ot their country, and how
they came by 1t, so as to enable them to decide the prop-
crties ot ther tellow-subjects i the last resort  Whether
they were always so fice from avatice, partialities, or want,
that a buibe, or some other sinister view, could hav e no place
among them  Whether those holy lords 1 spoke ot were
always promoted to that rank on account ot thewr know-
ledge 1 rehigious matters, and the sanctity of thar lives,
hed never been comphiers with the times. while they were
common priests, o1 slavish prostitute chaplams to some
nobleman, whose opimions they continued servilely to follow
after they weie admitted mto that assembly.

He then desned to know what arts were practised m
clecting those whom I called commoners whether a stranger
with a strong purse mught not mfluence the vulgar voters
{0 choose him betore their own landlord, o1 the most con-
siderable gentleman m the neighbouthood  low 1t came
to pass, that people were so violently bent upon getting
mto this assembly, which 1 allowed to be a great tiouble
and cxpense, otten to the 1tum of ther famihes, without
any salary o1 pension  because this appeatcd such an
exalted stram of virtue and public spuit, that his Majesty
scemed te doubt it nught possibly not be always sincere
and he desired to hnow whether such zcalous gentlemen
could have any views of refunding themselves for the
charges and trouble they were at, by sacrificing the public
good to the designs of a weak and vicious prince in conjunc-
tion with a corrupted munistry  He multiplied his ques-
tions, and sited me thoroughly upon cvery part of this

' The House of Loids
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hcad, proposmg numberless enquiries and objections, which
I think it not prudent or convenient to repeat

Upon what I said in relation to our Courts of Justice, lus
Majesty desired to be satisfied i several pomnts and this
1 was the better able to do, having been formerly almost
ruined by a long swit in chancery, which was decreed tor
me with costs He ashed, what time was usually spent m
determining between 1ght and wiong, and what degree of
cxpense  Whether advocates and orators had liberty to
plead 1n causes manitestly known to be unjust, vexatious,
or oppressive  Whether party i rehgion or politics were
obscrved to be of any weight in the scale of justice
Whether those pleading orators were persons educated 1n
the general knowledge ot equity, or only in provincial,
national, and other local customs ~ Whether they or their
judges had any part in penning those laws which they as-
sumed the hiberty ot interpreting and glossing upon at their
pleasure  Whether they had ever at different times pleaded
for and agamst the same cause, and cited precedents to
ptove contiary opmnions Whether they were a rich or a
poor corporation Whether they reccived any pecumary
reward for pleading or delivering their opinions  And par-
ticularly, whether they were ever admitted as members 1n
the lower scnate

He fell next upon the management of our treasury, and
said, he thought my memory had failed me, because I con-
puted our taxes at about five or six milhions a year, and
when I came to mention the 1ssucs, he found they some-
tunes amounted to more than double, for the notes he had
taken were very particular in this point, because he hoped,
as he told me, that the knowledge of our conduct might be
useful to him, and he could not be decewved 1n his calcula-
tions. But, if what 1 told him were true, he wad still at a
loss how a kingdom could run out of 1ts estate like a private
person  He asked me. who were our creditors, and where
we should find money to pay them Hc wondered to hear
me talk of such chargeable and expensive wars, that cer-
tainly we must be a quarrelsome people, or live among very
bad neighbours, and that our generals must needs be richer
than our kings. He asked what business we had out of
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our own islands, unless upon the score of trade or treaty, or
to defend the coasts with our flecet Above all, he was
amaced to hear me talk of a mercenary standing army 1mn
the mudst of peace, and among a iree people  He saxd, if
wc were governed by our own consent in the persons of our
representatives, he could not imagine of whom we were
afraid, or agammst whom we were to fight, and would hear
my apinion, whether a private man’s house might not better
be defended by himselt, his children, and family, than by
half a dozen rascals picked up at a venture in the streets,
for small wages, who might get an hundred times more by
cutting their throats

He laughed at my odd kind of anthmetic (as he was
pleased to call 1t) mm reckoning the numbers of our people
by a computation drawn from the several sects among us
m religion and politics  He said, he knew no reason, why
those who entertam opinions prejudicial to the public,
should be obliged to change, or should not be obliged to con-
ceal them  And as it was tyranny in any government to
require the first, so 1t was weakness not to enforce the
second for a man may be allowed to keep poisons in his
closet, but not to vend them about for cordials

He obscrved, that among the diversions of our nobility
and gentry, 1 had mentioned gaming  He desired to know
at what age this entertainment was usually taken up, and
when 1t was laid down, how much ot theiwr time 1t employed,
whether 1t ever went so high as to affect their tortuncs,
whether mean vicious people, by their dexterity in that art,
nmight not arnive at great riches, and sometimes keep our
"very nobles in dependence, as well as habituate them to vile
companions, wholly take them from the improvement of
then minds, and torce them, by the losses they have received,
to learn and*practise that imtamous dexterity upon others

He was perfectly astomished with the historical account 1
gave hum ot our affairs during the last century, protesting 1t
was only an heap of conspiracies, rebellions, murders, mas-
sacres, revolutions, banishments, the very worst effects that
avarice, faction, hypocrisy, perfidiousness, cruelty, rage, mad-
ness, hatred, envy, lust, malice, or ambition, could produce

His Majesty, m another audience, was at the pams to
L
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recapitulate the sum of all I had spoken, compared the
questions he made with the answers 1 had given, then
taking me mto his hands, and stroking me gently, delivered
himself 1n these words, which 1 shall never torget, nor the
manner he spoke them in My hittle friend Gnldrig, you
have made a most admirable panegyric upon your country;
you have clearly proved that ignorance, idleness, and vice,
are the proper ingredients for qualifying a legislator “hat
laws arc best cxplamed, interpreted, and applied by those
whose nterest and abilitics lie 1 perverting, confounding,
and cluding them T obscive among you some lines of an
mstitution, which n its origmal might have been tolerable,
but these half erascd, and the rest wholly blurr~d and
blotted by corruptions It doth not appear from all you
have said, how any one virtue 15 required towards the pro-
curement of any one station among you, much less that
men are ennobled on account of their virtue, that priests
are advanced for their piety o1 learning, soldiers for their
conduct or valour, judges for their integrity, senators for
the love ot then country, or counsellors for their wisdom
As for yourselt (contmued the King), who have spent the
greatest part of your hte n travelling, T am well disposed
to hope you may hitherto have escaped many vices of your
country But by what I have gathered from your own
relation, and the answers I have with much pains wringed
and extorted from you, I cannot but conclude the bulk of
your natives to be the most pernicious race of hittle odious
vermin that nature ever suffered to crawl upon the surface ot
the earth

STEELE

(OutrLINE HisTory, § 65)
ITAPPY MARRIAGE
(From The Taller.)
From my own apartment, November 16.
THERE are scveral persons who have many pleasures and

entertainments mn their possession, which they do not
enjoy. It is, therefore, a kind and good office to acquaint
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them with their own happiness, and turn their attention
1o such mstances of their good fortune which they are apt
1o overlook  Persons i the married state often want such
a monitor, and pine away their days, by looking upon the
same condition in anguish and murmur. which carries with
it in the opinion of others a complication of all the pleasures
of Ihfe, and a retreat from 1ts inquietudes

T qyn led into this thought by a visit T made an old friend,
who was formerly my school-tellow  He came to town
last week with his family for the wimter, and yesterday
morning sent me word his wife expected me to dinner 1
am, as 1t were, ol home mn that house, and cvery member of
1t knows me for their well-wisher I cannot, indeed. ex-
press the pleasure 1t 15 to be met by the children with so
much joy as I am when 1 go thuther  The boys and girls
strive who shall come first when they think 1t 15 T that am
knocking at the door, and that ¢hild which loses the race
to me runs back again to tcll the tather 1t 1s Mr Bickerstaff.
This day [ was led mm by a pretly girl, that we all thought
must have forgot me, tor the family has been out of town
these two ycars Her knowing me agamn was a mighty
subject with us, and took up our discourse at the first
entrance  After which they began to rally me upon a
thousand hittle stories they heard in the country about my
marriage to one of my neighbour’s daughters Upon which the
gentleman, my friend, said,  Nay, 1t Mr Bickerstaff marries
a child of any of his old companions, I hope mine shall have
the preference there1s Mrs Mary 1s now sixteen, and would
make him as finc a widow as the best of them  But I knew
him too well, he 15 so cnamoured with the very memory of
those who flourished 1n our youth, that he will not so much
as look upon the modern beautics T remember, old gentle-
man, how dften you went home 1 a day to refresh your
countenance and dress, when Teraminta reigned in your
heart  As we came up m the coach, I repeated to my wife
some of your verses on her’ With such reflections on
little passages, which happened long ago, we passed our
time, during a cheerful and clegant meal. After dinner
his lady lett the room, as did also the children  As soon as
we were alone, he took me by the hand, ‘ Well, my good
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friend,” says he, ‘T am heartily glad to sec thee 1 was
afrard you would never have scen all the company that
dmed with you to-day agam Do not you thmk the good
woman of the house a little altered, since you followed her
from the play-house, to find out who she was for me ?’ 1
perceived a tear fall down his check as he spoke, which
moved me not a little But, to turn the discourse, said 1,
‘ She 1s not indeced qumte that creature she was, whep she
returned me the letter I carried from you and told me
““she hoped, as T was a gentleman, I would be employed
no more to trouble her, who had never offended me, but
would be so much the gentleman’s friend as to dissuade
him from a pursuit which he could never succced m”  You
may remember I thought her in carnest, and you were
forced to employ your cousm Will, who made his sister get
acquamnted with her for you  You cannot expect her to
be for cver fifteen’ ‘ Fifteen ! replied my good friend,
“ah ! you httle understand, you that have Iived a bachelor,
how great. how exquisite a pleasure theie s, m beng really
beloved ! It 1s impossible, that the most beanteous face
n nature should raise i me such pleasing wdeas, as when [
look upon that excellent woman ‘That fading m her
countenance 1s chiefly caused by her watching with me, m
my fever This was followed by a fit ot sichness, which
had like to have carried her off last witer I tell you
sincerely, T have so many oblhgations to her, that T cannot,
with any sort of moderation, think of her present state of
health  But as to what you say of fitteen, she gives me
every day pleasures beyond what T ever knew n the pos-
session of her beauty, when I was i the vigour of youth.
Every moment of her life brings me fresh mstances of her
complacency to my inchnations, and her prudence m regard
to my fortunc. Her face 15 to me much moe beautiful
than when T first saw 1t, there 15 no decay 1n any feature,
which I cannot trace from the very instant it was occasioned
by some anxious concern for my welfare and interests.
Thus, at the same time, methinks, the love I conceived
towards her for what she was, 1s heightened by my gratitude
for what she 15 The love of a wife is as much above the
idle passion commonly called by that name, as the loud
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laughter ot buffvons 15 mferior to the clegant mirth of
gentlemen  Oh! she 1s an mestimable jewel  In her ex-
amination ot her houschold affairs she shows a certain fear-
fulness to find a fault, which makes her servants obey her
like ¢hldren  and the meanest we have has an mgenuous
shame for an offence, not always to be seen in children m
other families 1 speak freely to you, my old friend ever
smceos her sichness, things that gave me the quickest joy
before turn now to a certamn anxiety  As the children play
m the next room, I know the poor things by their steps,
and am considering what they must do, should they losc
thewr mother i theiwr tender years  The pleasure 1 used
to tahcin telling my boy stories of the battles, and asking
my gul questions about the disposal of her baby, and the
gossiping ot 1t, 15 turned into mward reflection and melan-
choly’

He would have gone on m this tender way, when the
good lady entered, and, with an mexpressible sweetness m
her countenance, told us ‘ she had been searching her closct
for something very good, to treat such an old friend as 1
was ' Her husband’s cyes sparkled with pleasuie at the
cheerfulness of lier countenance, and I saw all his fears
vamsh 1 an instant. The lady observed something in
our looks which showed we had been more serious than
ordinary, and sceing her husband receive her with great
concern under a forced cheerfulness, mmmediately guessed
al what we had been talking of , and applying hersclf to me,
said, with a smule, * Mr Bickerstaff, do not believe a word
of what he tells you 1 shall still ive to have you for my
sccond, as I have often pronused you, unless he takes more
carc of humselt than he has done since his coming to town
You must know he tells me that he finds London 1s a much
more hcalth’y place than the country, for he sces several ot
his old acquamntances and school-fellows are here young
tfellows with fair full-bottomed periwigs 1 could scarce
kecp him this morning from going out open-breasted.” My
friend, who 1s always cxtremely delighted with her agree-
able humour, made her sit down with us. She did it with
that casiness which is peculiar to women of sense; and to
keep up the good humour she had brought in with her,
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tuined her ratllery upon me M1 Bickerstaff, you 1emem-
ber you followed me one might from the play-house, sup-
posce you should cairy me thither to-morrow, and lcad me
mto thefront box’* This put us into a long ficld of discoursc
about the beauties, who were mothers 1o the present, and
shmed m the boxes twenty years ago I told her, ‘I was
glad she had transferred so many of her charms, and I did
not question but her eldest daughter was within half »rycar
of bemng a Toast’

We were pleasing oursclves with this fantastical prefer-
ment of the young lady, when on a sudden we were alarmed
with the noisc of a drum, and immediately entered my httle
godson to give me a pomnt of war His mother, between
laughing and chiding, would have put hun out of the room,
but I would not part with him so I found upon conversa-
tion with ham, though he was a httle nosy m his muth,
thaf the child had excellent parts, and was a great mastet
ot all the learning on the other side cight years old 1 per-
ceived him a very great historian i Aisop’s Fables but
he frankly declared to me his mind, that he did not dehight
m that learning, because he did not behieve they were true,
tor which 1cason 1 found he had very much turned his
studies for about a twelvemonth past, mto the hves and
adventures of Don Bellianis of Greece, Guy of Warwick,
the Seven Champions, and other historians of that age 1
could not but observe the satisfaction the father took m the
forwardness of his son* and that these diversions might turn
to some profit, T found the boy had made 1emarks which
might be of service to him during the course of his whole
Ife  He would tell you the mismanagements of John
Hickathrift, find fault wath the passionate temper in Bevis
of Southampton, and loved Samt George for being the
champion of England, and by this means had his thoughts
msensibly moulded mto the notions of discretion, virtue,
and honour T was extolling his accomplishments, when
the mother told me that the hittle girl who led me in this
morning was m her way a better scholar than he Betty,’
says she, * deals chiefly in fairies and sprites, and sometimes
mn a winter-mght will tenify the maids with her accounts,
t1ll they are afraid to go up to bed.’
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I sat with them tall it was very late, sometimes 1 merry,
somctimes m serious, discourse, with this particular plea-
sure, which gives the only truc relish to all conversation,
a sense that every once of us liked cach other 1 went home,
considering the different conditions of a married life and
that of a bachelor, and 1 must confess 1t struck me with a
scerel concern, to reflect, that whenever I go off 1 shall
lca,v‘c no traces behind me  In this pensive mood I return
to my fanuly, that 15 to say, to my maid, my dog, and my
cat, who only can be the better or worse for what happens
to mc

ADDISON

(OulLINE HisTORYy, § 05)

1HE SPECTATOR AND ITS PURPOSE
(Spectator, No. 10.)

Non ahiter quam qui adverso vix flumme lembum

Remuigns subigit ¢ s1 brachia forte remisit,

Atque illum n pracceps prono rapit alveus amni.

\ IRG.

11 15 with much satisfaction that 1 hear this great city in-
quiring day by day atter these my papers, and receiving my
morning lectures with a becoming seriousness and attention
My publisher tells me, that theie are alrecady three thousand
ol them distributed every day so that it 1 allow twenty
readers to every paper, which I look upon as a modest com-
putation, 1 may reckon about threescore thousand disciples
m London and Westminster, who 1 hope will take carc to
distinguish themselves trom the thoughtless herd of their
1ignorant and unattentive brethren. Since I have raised to
myself so great an audience, I shall spare no pains to make
their instruction agreeable, and their diversion useful. For
which reasons 1 shall endeavour to enliven morahity with
wit, and to temper wit with morality, that my readers may,
1f possible, both ways find their account in the speculation
of the day  And to the end that their virtue and discretion
may not be short, transient, intermitting starts of thought,
1 have resolved to refresh their memories from day to day.
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till I have recovered them out of that desperate state of vice
and folly into which the age 15 fallen  The mind that lies
fallow but a single day, sprouts up 1 follies that are only
to be killed by a constant and assiduous culture It was
said of Socrates that he brought Philosophy down from
heaven, to mnhabit among men, and I shall be ambitious to
have 1t said of me, that I have brought Philosophy out of
closets and librarics, schools and colleges, to dwell 1n glubs
and assemblies, at tea-tables and in coffee-houses

I would therefore 1n a very particular manner recommend
these my speculations to all well-regulated families that set
apart an hour i cvery mornimg for tea and bread and
butter, and would carnestly advise them for thar good to
order this paper to be punctually scivad up, and to be
looked upon as a pait ot the tea cquipage

Sir Fiancis Bacon observes, that a well-wnitten book,
compaled with 1ts 11vals and antagonists, 15 Iike Moses's
serpent, that immediately swallowed up and dovoured those
ot the Egyptians 1 shall not be so vam as to think that,
where the SPEC1A10R appears, the other public pimts will
vanish, but shall lcave 1t to my 1caders’ consudcration,
whether, 1s 1t not much better to be let into the knowledge
of onc’s self, than to hcar whatl passes m Muscovy or
Poland, and to amuse ourselves with such writmgs as tend
to the wearmg out of ignorance, passion, and prejudicee,
than such as naturally conduce to mflame hatreds, and
make enmities irreconcilable ?

In the next place, I would 1ccommend this paper to the
daily perusal of those gentlemen whom I cannot but con-
sider as my good brothers and allies, 1 mean the fratermity
of Spectators, who live 1n the world without having any-
thing to do 1n1t, and cither by the affluence of their fortuncs,
or laziness of then dispositions, have no other business with
the rest of mankind, but to look upon them  Under this
class of men arc comprchended all contemplative tradesmen,
titular physicians, fellows of the Royal Society, Templars
that are not given {o be contentious, and statesmen that are
out of business, in short, everyone that considers the world
as a theatre, and desires to foim a right judgment of those
who are the actors on it.
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There 15 another set of men that 1 must likewise lay a
claim to, whom I have lately called the blanks of society, as
bemg altogether unfurnished with ideas, till the business
and conversation of the day has supplied them 1 have
often considered these poor souls with an cyce of grcat com-
miscration, when 1 have heard them asking the first man
they have met with, whether theie was any news stirring ?
and by that means gathering together materals for think-
ing  ‘Lhese needy persons do not know what to talk of, till
about’twelve a clock 1 thie morning, for by that time they
aic pretly good judges of the weather, know which way the
wind sits, and whether the Dutch mail be come i As they
lic at the mercy of the first man they mecet, and are grave or
umpeltinent all the day long. according to the notions which
they hayve imbibed m the morning, 1 would carnestly entreat
them not to stir out of thear chambers till they have read
this paper, and do promise them that 1 will daily mstil into
them such sound and wholcsome sentmients, as shall have
a good cffcet on ther conversation tor the ensumg twelve
hours

But theie are none to whom this paper wall be moie usceful,
than to the female world 1 have otten thought there has
not been sutficient pains taken m finding out proper employ-
ments and diversions for the fair ones

Thewr amusements secem contrived for them, iather as
they ate women, than as they are reasonable creatures, and
arc more adapted to the sex than to the species  The toilet
15 then great scene of business, and the night adjusting of
ther hair the principal employment ot then Irves  The
sorting of a swt of 11bbons 15 reckoned a very good morn-
mg's work, and if they make an excursion to a mercer’s or
a toy-shop, so great a fatigue makes them unfit for anything
clse all the day atter  Their more serious occupations aie
sewing and cmbroidery, and thewr greatest drudgery, the
preparation of jellies and sweet-meats ‘1his, 1 say, 15 the
stale of ordinary women, though I know there arc multi-
tudes of those ot a more clevated ife and conversation, that
move 1 an exalted sphere ot knowledge and virtue, that jom
all the beauties of the mmd to the ormaments of dress, and
mspire a hind ot awe and respect, as well as love, mto their
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male beholders 1 hope to merease the number ot these by
publishing this daily paper, which 1 shall always endeavout
to make an mnocent if not an 1mproving entertamment, and
by that means at least divert the minds of my temale 1caders
from greater trifles At the same time, as 1 would fain give
some finishing touches to those which are alrcady the most
beautiful pieces in human nature. I shall endeavour to pomnt
out all those umperfections that are the blemishes, as well as
those virtues which are the embellishments, of the sex “ In
the mean while 1 hope these my gentle 1caders, who Lave so
much time on their hands, will not grudge throwing away o
quarter ot an hou1 a day on this paper, since they may do 1t
without any hinderance to business

I know several of my friends and well-wishers ate ' great
pain for me, lest 1 should not be able to keep up the spuit
ot a paper which I oblige myselt to furnish every day but
to make them casy in this particular, I will promise them
taithfully to give it over assoon as I grow dull  I'has 1 know
will be matter of great raillery to the small wits, who will
frequently put me 1in mind of my promise, desire me to keep
my word, assure me that 1t 15 high time to give over, with
many other pleasantries of the ike nature, which nicn of a
Iittle smart genius cannot forbear thiowing out aganst therr
best friends, when they have such a handle given them of
bemng witty  But let them temember that 1 do hereby
cntler my caveat aganst this piece of ratllery

SUNDAY ATl' COVERLEY HALL
(Spectalor, No. 112)

\favarovs uev mpwra Beovs, ropw ws Saketrar,
Tipa Pviu

I aM always very well pleased with a country Sugday, and
think, 1t keeping holy the seventh day were only a human
mstitution, 1t would be the best method that could have
been thought ot for the polishing and civilising of mankind
1t 1s certain the country-people would soon degenerate mnto
a kind of savages and barbarians, were there not such fre-
quent returns of a stated time, 1in which the whole village
meet together with their best faces, and m their cleanliest
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habits, to converse with one another upon mdiffeient sub-
jeuts, hear then duties explamed to them, and join together
m adoration ot the Supreme Bemg  Sunday dears away
the rust of the whole week, not only as 1t refreshes m then
minds the notions of religion, but as it puts both the sexes
upon appearing m their most agrecable forms, and exerting
all such qualities as are apt to give them a figure 1 the cye
of the village A country-fellow distinguishes himself as
much 1n the church-yard as a citizen does upon the Change,
the whole parish-politics bemg generally discussed mn that
place erther after sermon or before the bell rings

My friend Sir Roger, bemg a good church-man, has beau-
11ified the mnside of his church with several texts of his own
chodsing  he has Iikewise given a handsome pulpit-cloth,
and railed i the communion-table at his own expense e
has often told me, that at his coming to his estate, he tound
his parnshioners very wrregular, and that i order to make
them kneel and jomn m the responses, he gave every one of
them a hassoc and a Common Prayer Book, and at the same
time employed an itinerant singmg-master, who goes about
the country for that purpose, to mstiuct them nghtly m
the tunes ot the psalms, upon which they now very much
value themselves, and mdeed out-do most of the country
chuiches that T have ever heard

As Sir Roger 15 landlord to the whole congiegation. he
heeps them in very good order. and will suffer nobody to
sleep m 1t besides himself, for if by chance he has been sui-
prised mto a short nap at sermon. upon recoverng out of 1t
he stands up and looks about him, and 1if he sees anybody
clse nodding, cither wakes them himself, or sends his servant
to them  Several other of the old kmight’s particulanties
break out upon these occasions sometimes he will be length-
cning ofit & verse m the singing-psalms, halt a minute after
the 1cst of the congregation have done with 1it, sometimes.,
when he is pleased with the matter of his devotion, he pro-
nounces Amen three or four times to the same prayer, and
sometimes stands up when everybody clse 1s upon their
hucees, to count the congiegation, or sec if any of his tenants
are missmg

I was yesterday very much surprised to heat my old
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friend, i the mudst of the service, calling out to one” John
Matthews to nind what he was about, and not distuib the
congregation  This John Matthews, it scems, 15 rematkable
tor being an 1dle tellow, and at that time was kichmg his
heels tor his diversion  This authority ot the knight,
though exerted m that odd manner which accompanies hun
m all circumstances of lite. has a very good cffect upon the
parish, who are not polite enough to sce anything ridiculgus
m his behaviour, besides that the general good sense and
worthimess of his character, make his friends observe these
Iittle smgularities as toils that rather set off than blenush
his good qualities

As soon as the sermon 15 finshed, nobody presumes to
stiz till S Roger 15 gone out of the church  The hight
walks down from his seat i the chancel betwaen a double
tow ol his tenants, that stand bowmg to him on cach sude,
and every now and then he inquites how such an one’s wiie,
o1 mother. or son, ot father do, whom he does not sce at
church, which 15 understood as a sccret reprimand to the
person that 1s absent

The chaplam has often told me, that upon a catechismg-
day, when Sir Roger has been pleased with a boy that
answers well, he has ordered a Bible to be given hum next
day tor his encouragement, and sometimes accompanies 1t
with o flitch of bacon to hus mother St Roger has Itkewise
added five pounds a year to the clerk’s place, and that he
may cncourage the young ifellows to make themsclves per-
teet 1n the church-service, has promised, upon the death ot
the present mcumbent, who 15 very old, to bestow 1t ac-
cording to mernt.

The fair understanding between Sir Roger and his chap-
lamn, and their mutual concurrence 1n doing good, 15 the
more remarkable, because the very next village 18 famous
for the differences and contentions that arise between the
parson and the ’squire, who live 1n a perpetual state of war
‘The parson 1s always at the ’squire, and the ’squire, to be
revenged on the parson, never comes to church.  The ’squire
has made all lus tenants athceists and tithe-stealers, wlile
the parson mstructs them every Sunday in the dignity of
his order, and msmuates to them, almost 1 cvery sermon,
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that he is a better man than his patron  In short, matter
are come to such an extremity, that the "squire has not sax
his prayers cither in public o1 private this hall year, anc
that the patson thrcatens him, 1t he does not mend hi
manners, to pray for him m the face of the whole congregation

Feuds of this nature, though too frequent i the country
are very fatal to the ordinary people, who are so used t
be dazeled with riches, that they pay as much deierence te
the understanding of a man of an estate, as ot a man o
learning, and are very hardly brought to regard any truth
how 1mportant socver it may be, that 15 preached to them
when they know there are several men of five hundred :
yvar.who do not beheve 1t

JOHNSON
(OuTriNng Hisrory, §§ 69, 8o0)

THLE LESSON OF THE PYRAMIDS
(From Rassclas, Chap NXNIT)

Prxuan descended to the tents, and the rest entered th
pyramid  ‘They passed through the galleries, surveyed tl
vaults of marble, and examined the chest in which the body
ot the tounder 1s supposed to have been reposited  The
then sat down m one of the most spacious chambers 1«
rest awhile before they attempted to retum

‘ We have now,” saxd Imlac, * gratified our nunds with
exact view of the greatest work of man, except the wall o
Chia

‘Ot the wall 1t 15 very casy to assign the motives. T
secured & wealthy and timorous nation irom the mcursion:
of barbarians, whose unskilfulness i arts made 1t casier fo
them to supply their wants by rapine than by industry, anc
who from time to time poured m upon the habitations o
peaceful commerce, as vultures descend upon domestu
towl Then celenty and fierceness made the wall necessary
and ther ignorance made it efficacious.

‘ But for the pyramids, no reason has ever been giver



158 EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH T.ITERATURE

adequate to the cost and labour of the work  The narrow-
ness of the chambers proves that it could afford no retreat
trom cnemies, and trcasurcs nught have been reposited at
far less expensc with cqugl ggegprity It scems to have
been crected only mm comphiance with that hunger of the
mmagmation which preys incessantly upon hfe, and must be
always appeased by some cmployment  Those who have
already all that they can enjoy must enlarge their desizes
He that has built for use till use 15 supplied must begn to
build for vanity, and extend his plan to the utmost power
of human performance, that he may not be soon reduced
to form another wish

‘T consider this nughty structure as a monument of the
msufficiency of human cnjoyments A king whose power
15 unlimited. and whose treasures surmount all real and
1mmaginary wants, 15 compelled to solace, by the erection of a
pyramud, the saticty ot dominion and tastclessness of plea-
sures, and to amuse the tediousncss of declining hife by
scemg thousands labourmg without end, and one stone, for
no purposc, lawd upon anothcr  Whoever thou art that,
not content with a modcerate condition, 1magimest happiness
1n royal magnificence, and dreamest that command or riches
can feed the appetite ot novelty with successin¢ gratifica-
tions, survey the pyramids, and confess thy tolly’

LETTER 10 LORD CHESTERFIELD
February 7, 1755,

My Lorbp—1 have been lately informed, by the proprictor
of The World, that two papers, in which my Dictionary 1s
recommended to the public, were written by your lordship
‘To be so distinguished 1s an honour, which, being very hittle
accustomed to favours from the great, I know not'well how
to receive, or in what terms to acknowledge

When, upon some shight encouragement, I first visited
your lordship, I was overpowered, like the rest of mankind.
by the enchantment of your address, and could not forbear
to wish that I might boast myself Le vainqueur du vainqueur
de la terre ,—that I might obtain that regard for which I saw
the world contending, but I found my attendance so little
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cncouraged that neither pride nor modesty would suffer me
to continuc 1t When 1 had once addressed your lordship
in public, 1 had exhausted all the art of pleasing which a
retired and uncourtly scholar can possess I had done all
that I could, and no man 1s well pleased to have his all
neglected, be 1t cver so little

Seven years, my lord, have now passed, since I waited
mn your outward rooms, or was repulsed from your door,
during which time 1 have been pushing on my work through
difficulties, of which 1t 15 uscless to complamn, and have
brought 1t, at last, to the verge of publication, without one
act of assistance, onc word of encouragement, or one smle
of fayour. Such treatment I did not expect, for I never
had a patron before

The shepherd in Virgil grew at last acquainted with Love,
and found him a native of the rocks

Is not a pagron, my lord, onc who looks with unconcern
on a man struggling tor hife 1in the water, and, when he has
rcached ground, encumbers him with help ? The notice
which you have been pleased to take of my labours, had 1t
been carly, had been kind, but 1t has been delayed till Tam n-
different, and cannot enjoy 1t, till I am sohitary, and cannot
mmpart 1t, t1ll I am known, and do not want it I hope
1t 15 no very cynical asperity not to confess obligations
where no benefit has been received, or to be unwilling that
the public should consider me as owing that to a patron,
which providence has enabled me to do for mysclf

Having carried on my work thus far with so little oblhiga-
tion to any favourer of learning, I shall not be disappomted
though I should conclude 1t, if less be possible, with less,
for 1 have long been wakened from that dream of hope, in
which I once boasted myself with so much exultation, my
lord, Your lordship’s most humble, most obedient servant,
SAM JOHNSON.

DRYDEN AS CRITIC
(From The Lives of the Poets.)
DrYDEN may be properly considered as the father of Eng-
lish criticism, as the writer who first taught us to determme
upon principles the merii of composition. Of our former
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poets, the greatest dramatist wrote without 1ules, conducted
through hie and nature by a genius that rarely msled, and
rarely deserted him  Of the rest, thosec who knew the laws
of poctry had neglected to teach them

Two Arts of English Poetry were written i the days of
Elizabeth by Webb and Puttenham, from which something
might be learned. and a few hints had been given by Jonson
and Cowley, but Dryden’s Essay on Dramatic Poetry was
the first regular and valuable treatise on the art of wniting
IIe who, having formed his opimons in the present age
of English hiterature, turns back to peruse this dialogue,
will not perhaps find much mcrease of hknowledge, or much
novelty of instruction, but he 15 to remember that critical
principles were then m the hands of a few, who had gathered
them partly from the ancients, and partly friom the Italians
and French The structure of dramatic poems was not
then generally understood  Audiences applauded by m-
stinct, and poets perhaps otten pleased by chance

To judge nightly of an author, we must transport ourselv es
to his time, and examie what were the wants ot his con-
temporaries, and what were his means of supplying them
That which 15 casy at one time was difficult at another.
Dryden at least imported his scence, and gave his country
what 1t wanted before, or rather, he imported only the
materials, and manufactured them by his own skill

The Dialogue on the Drama was one of s first essays of
criticism, written when he was yet a timorous candidate tor
reputation, and therefore labouted with that dihigence
which he might allow himself somewhat to remit, when his
name gave sanction to s positions, and his awe ot the
public was abated, partly by custom, and partly by success.
It will not be easy to find, n all the opulence ot our lan-
guage, a treatise so artfully variegated with successive re-
presentations of opposite probabilitics, so enlivened with
mmagery, so brightened with illustrations. IHis portraits of
the English dramatists are wrought with great spirit and
diligence  The account of Shakespeare may stand as a
perpetual model of encomiastic cmticism, exact without
minuteness, and lofty without exaggeration The praise
lavished by Longinus on the attestation ot the heroes of
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Maiathon by Demosthenes, tades away before 1t In a tew
Imes 15 exlhibited a character, so extensive m 1ts comprehien-
siony, and so currous 1n 1ts Iimitations, that nothing can be
added, dimunished, or reformed, nor can the editors and
admurers of Shakespeare, 1n all then emulation of reverence,
boast of much more than of having diffused and paraphrased
this epitome of excellence, of having changed Dryden’s gold
for baser metal ot lower value, though of greater bulk.

In tlas, and 1n all his other essays on the same subject,
the criticism of Dryden 1s the criticism of a poct, not a dull
collection of theorems, nor a rude detection of faults which
perhaps the censor was not able to have committed, but
a gay and vigorous dissertation, where delight 15 mungled
with imnstruction, and where the author proves his right ot
judgment by his power of perfoimance

OLD AGE
(krom 1 he Vamty of Human Wishes )

Bui giant, the virtues ot a temperate prime
Bless with an age exempt from scorn or crime—
An age that melts with unperceived decay,
And glides in modest innocence away,

Whose peacetul day Benevolence endears,
Whose night congratulating Conscience cheers,!
I'he general tavourite as the general friend
Such age there 1s, and who shall wish 1ts end ?
Yct c’en on this her load Misfortune flngs,

I'o press the weary minutes’ flagging wings;
New sorrow rises as the day returns,

A sister sickens or a daughter mourns

Now kindred merit fills the sable bier,

Now lacerated friendship claims a tear,

Ycar chases year, decay pursues decay,

Still drops some joy trom withermg lite away,
New forms arise, and different views engage,
Superfluous lags the veteran on the stage,

! The 1eference 1s specially to Johnson’s mother,
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Till pitying Nature signs the last rclease,

And bids afflicted worth retire to peace.

But few there are whom hours like these await,

Who sct unclouded 1n the gulphs of fate

From Lydia’s monarch! should the search descend,
By Solon cautioned to regard his end,

In life’s last scene what prodigies surprise,

Fears of the brave and follies ot the wise ! -
From Marlborough's cyes the streams of dotage How,
And Swift expires a driveller and o show

‘THE CONCLUSION OF I'HE WHOLE MAIL'TER’
(kFrom 7he Vamty of Human Wishes )

WHERE, then, shall Hope and Fear their objects find #
Must dull suspense corrupt the stagnant nund ?
Must helpless man, 1n 1gnorance sedate,
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate #
Must no dishike alarm, no wishes rise,
No cries invoke the mercies of the skies ?
Inquirer, ceasc ! petitions yet remam,
Which Heaven may hear, nor deem Rcligion vaimn
Still raise tor good the supplicating voice,
But leave to Heaven the measure and the choie,
Safe in His power, whose eyes discern afar
The secret ambush of a specious prayer,
Implore His aid, 1 His decisions rest,
Sccure whate’er He gives, He gives the best
Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires,
And strong devotion to the skies aspires,
Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind,
Obedient passions, and a will resign’d;
For love, which scarce collective man can fills
For patience, sovereign o'er transmauted 1ll;
For faith, that, panting for a happier scat,
Counts death kind Nature’s signal of retreat
These goods for man the laws of Heaven ordam,
These goods he grants, who grants the power to gam,
With these celestial Wisdom calins the mind,
And makes the happiness she does not find.

! (roesus.
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GOLDSMITH
(Ou1LiNg Hisrory, §§ 70, 77, 8v)

THE MAN IN BLACK
(krom 1 ke Citizen of the World, Letter XX V1)

‘1noucH fond of many acquamntances, I desire an mtmacy
only with a few  The man mn black, whom 1 have often
mentioned, 15 one whose friendship 1 could wish to acquire,
because he possesses my esteem  His manners, 1t 1s tiue,
ate tmctured with some strange mmconsistencies, and he
may justly be termed o humourist i a nation of humourists.
Though he 15 generous cven to profusion, he affects to be
thought a prodigy ot parsunony and prudence, though
Iis conversation be replete with the most sordid and selfish
maxuns, his heart 1s dilated with the most unbounded love
I have hnown him protess humsclf a man-hater, while his
cheek was glowing with compassion, and, while his looks
were softened nto pity, I have heard him use the language
of the most unbounded 1ill-nature  Some affect humanity
and tendeiness, others boast of having such dispositions
from natuie, but he 1s the only man I ever knew who
scemed ashamed of s natuial benevolence.  He takes as
much pams to hide his teelings, as any hypocute would to
conceal his indifference, but on cvery unguarded moment
the mask diops off, and reveals him to the most superficial
obsciver

In onc of our late excursions into the country, happen-
mg to discourse upon the provision that was made for the
poor m England, he scemed amazed how any of hus country-
men could*be so foolishly weak as to relieve occasional
objects of charity, when the laws had made such ample
provision for their support  In every parish-house,” says
he, ‘ the poor are supplied with food, clothes, fire, and a bed
to lic on, they want no more, 1 desire no more myself;
yet still they scem discontented 1 am surprised at the
mactivity of our magistratces, in not takmg up such vagrants,
who are only a weight upon the industrious; 1 am sur-
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pused that the people are found to relieve thein, when
they must be at the same tume sensible that 1t, m some
measure, encourages dleness, extravagance, and mposture
Werc I to advise any man tor whom 1 had the least 1egard,
I would caution hum by all means not to be imposed upon
by therr false pretences let me assure you, Sn, they ale
mmpostors, cvery one of them, and rather merit a prison
than rehief’ e

He was procceding m this stiam, camestly to dissuade
me from an mprudence ot which I am scldom guilty, when
an old man, who still had about hun the remnants of
tattered finery, implored our compassion  He assuied us
that he was no common beggar, but forced mto the shame-
ful profession, to suppoirt a dymg wife, and five hungry
children  Being prepossessed agamst such talsechoods, his
story had not the least influence upon me, but 1t was quite
otherwise with the man m black, 1 could sce 1t visibly
operate upon his countenance, and cffectually mterrupt his
harangue I could castly perceive, that his heart burned
to 1rclieve the five starvig children, but he seemed ashamed
to discover his weakness to me  Wiile he thus hesitated
between compassion and pride, I pretended to look another
way, and he scized this opportumty of giving the poor
petitioner a piece of silver, bidding him at the same time,
m order that I should hear, go work for hus bread, and not
tease passengers with such mmpertment talsehoods for the
future

As he had tancied himsclt guite unperceived, he con-
tinued, as we procceded, to rail agamst beggars with as
much anmmosity as betore, he threw m some cpisodes on
his own amazing prudence and economy, with his profound
skill 1 discovering impostors, he explamed thq manner in
which he would deal with beggars were he o magistrate,
lunted at enlarging some of the prisons for their reception,
and told two stories ot ladies that were 10bbed by beggar-
men  He was beginning a tlurd to the same purpose, when
a satlor with a wooden leg once more crossed our walhs,
desiring our pity, and blessing our hmbs. 1 was for going
on without taking any notice, but my friend looking wish-
tully upon the poor petitioner, bid me stop, and he would
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show me with how much case he could al any time detect
an impostor

He now, theretore, assumed a look of importance, and n
an angry tonc began to examine the sailor, demanding in
what engagement he was thus disabled and rendered unfit
for service  The sailor replied, mn a tone as angrily as he,
that he had been an officer on board a private ship of war,
and that he had lost his leg abroad, m defence of those
who dil nothing at home At this reply, all my friend’s
mmportance vanished i a moment, he had not a single
question more to ash, he only studied what method he
should take to relieve him unobserved e had, how-
cver, o casy part to act, as he was obliged to preserve the
appearance of 1ll-nature before me, and yet relieve himself
by relieving the sailor  Casting. thercfore, a furious look
upon some bundles of chips which the fellow carried in a
string at his back, my friend demanded how he sold his
matches, but, not waiting for a reply, desired, 1 a surly
tone, to have a shilling’s worth  The sailor scemed at first
surprised at his demand, but soon recollected himself, and
presenting his whole bundle, ‘ Here, master,’ says he, ‘ take
all my cargo, and a blessing mnto the bargam’

It 15 1impossible to describe with what an air ot triumph
my friend marched off with his new purchase he assured
me. that he was fitmly of opmion that those fellows must
have stolen their goods, who could thus afford to sell them
for half value Hec informed me of scveral different uses
to which those chips nught be apphlied, he expatiated
largely upon the savings that would result trom lighting
candles with a match, mstcad of thrusting them into the
fire Hec averred, that he would as soon have parted with
a tooth as Jus moncy to those vagabonds, unless for some
valuable consideration. 1 cannot tell how long this pane-
gyric upon frugality and matches might have continued,
had not his attention been called off by another object
more distressful than either of the former. A woman
rags, with one child in her arms, and another on her back,
was attempting to sing ballads, with but such a mournful
voice, that 1t was difficult to determme whether she was
singing or crying A wretch, who in the deepest distress
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still aimed at good-humour, was an object my fuiend was
by no mcans capable of withstanding Ias vivaaty and his
discourse were mstantly mtcerrupted, upon this occasion,
his very dissmmulation had forsaken him  Even m my
presence he immediately applied his hands to his pockets,
m order to rehieve her, but guess his confusion when he
found he had already given away all the money he carried
about lnm to former objects  The misery painted 1» the
woman’s visage was not half so strongly cxpressed as the
agony in lus  He contmued to scarch for some time, but
to no purpose, till, at length recollecting himself, with a
face of meflable good-nature, as he had no moncy, he put
into her hands his shialling’s worth of matches

THE FAMILY OF WAKEFIELD
{From [ he Vicar of Wakeficld, Chap. 1)

I was ever of opmion, that the honest man who married,
and brought up a large famly, did more service than he
who continued single, and only talked of population.
From this motive, 1 had scarce taken orders a year, before
I began to think seriously of matrimony, and chose my
wife, as she did her wedding-gown, not for a fine glossy
surface, but such qualitics as would wear well  To do her
justice, she was a good-natured, notable woman, and as
for breeding, there were few country ladies who could show
more  She could read any English book without much
spelling, but for pickhing, preseiving, and cookely, none
could cxcel her  She prided herself also upon bemg an
excellent contriver in housckeeping, though I could never
find that we grew richer with all her contrivances
Howcver, we loved cach other tenderly, and opu fondness
incrcased as we grew old There was, mm fact, nothmng
that could make us angry with the world or cach other.
We had an clegant house, situated 1 a fine country, and a
good ncighbourhood  The year was spent i a moral or
rural amusement; 1 visiting our rich neighbours, and re-
lieving such as were poor  We had no revolutions to fear,
or fatigues to undergo, all our adventures were by the firc-
side; and all our migrations from the blue bed to the brown.
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As we lived near the road, we often had the traveller or
stranger visit us to taste our gooseberry wine, for which
we had great rcputation, and I profess, with the veracity
of an historian, I ncver knew onc of them find fault with
it Our cousins, too, even to the forticth remove, all
remembered thcir affimty, without any help from the
herald’s office, and came very frequently to see us  Some
of them did us no great honour by these claims of kindred,
as we had the blind, the maimed, and the halt amongst
the number However, my wife always insisted, that, as
they were the same flesh and blood, they should sit with
us at the same table  So that, if we had not very rich, we
generally had very happy friends about us, for this remark
will hold good through life, that the poorer the guest, the
better pleased he ever 1s with being treated, and as some
men gaze with admiration at the colours of a tulip, or the
wing of a butterfly, <o I was by nature an admirer of
happy human faces However, when any one of our rela-
tions was tound to be a person of very bad character, a
troublesome guest, or one we desired to get nid of, upon his
leaving my house, I ever took care to lend him a riding-coat,
or a pair of boots, or sometimes a hoise of small value,
and I always had the <atistaction of finding he never came
back to return them By this the house was cleared of
such as we did not like  but never was the family of Wake-
field known to turn the traveller or the poor dependant
out of doors

Thus we hived several years 1n a state of much happi-
ness, not but that we sometimes had those Ihttle rubs
which Providence sends to enhance the value ot 1ts favours.
My orchard was often robbed by school-boys, and my
wife’s custards plundered by the cats or the children. The
Squire wbuld sometimes fall aslcep mn the most pathetic
parts of my sermon, or his lady return my wife’s civilities
at church with a mutilated courtesy But we soon
got over the uncasmess caused by such accidents, and
usually, in three or tour days, began to wonder how they
vexed us.

My children, the offspring of temperance, as they were
educated without softness, so they were at once well-formed
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and healthy, my sons hardy and active, my daughtcis
beautiful and blooming When I stood m the mudst of
the hittle circle, which promised to be the supports of my
dechining age, I could not avoid repeating the famous
story of Count Abensberg, who, mn Henry the Sccond’s
progress through Germany, when other courtiers came with
their treasures, brought his tlurty-two cluldren, and pie-
sented them to his sovereign, as the most valuable offc;rmg
he had to bestow In this manner, though 1 had but six,
T considered them as a very valuable present made’to my
country, and consequently looked upon 1t as my deblor.
Our eldest son was named Geoige, after lis uncle, who
left us ten thousand pounds Our second <hild, a gul, I
mtended to call atter her aunt Grissel, but, my wifc, who
during the time of her pregnancy, had been icading
romances, msisted upon her being called Ohvia  In less
than another year we had another daughter, and now I
was determmed that Grisscl should be her name, but a
rich relation taking a tancy to stand god-mother, the girl
was by her directions called Sophia so that we had two
romantic names n the famly, but I solemnly protest I
had no hand m 1t Moses was our next, and, after an
mterval of twelve years, we had two sons more

It would be fruitless to deny my exultation when T saw
my httle ones about me, but the vanity and the satisfaction
of my wife were even greater than mme  When our visitors
would say, * Well, upon my word, Mrs Primrose, you have
the finest children 1n the whole country * * Ay, neighbour,’
she would answer, ‘ they are as heaven made them, hand-
some enough, 1if they be good cnough, for handsome 1s
that handsome does’ And then she would hid the girls
hold up their heads, who, to conceal nothing, were cer-
tainly very handsome. Mere outside 1s so very‘trifling a
circumstance with me, that I should scarce have remem-
bered to mention 1t, had 1t not been a general topic ot
conversation in the country Olivia, now about eighteen,
had that luxuriancy of beauty with which painters gene-
rally draw Hebe; open, sprightly, and commanding
Sophia’s features were not so striking at first, but often
did more certain execution; for they were soft, modest,
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and allumg  he one vanquished by o smgle blow, the
other by cflorts successively repeated

The temper of a woman 1s generally formed from the
turn of .Jher tgatures, at least it was so with my daughters
Olivia wished for many lovers, Sophia to secure onc
Olivia was often affected, from too great a desire to pleasc;
Sophia even repressed excellence, from her tears to offend
The one entertamed me with her vivacity when I was gay,
the other with her sense when I was serious  But these
qualities were never carried to excess mn either, and T have
often seen them exchange characters tor a whole day to-
gether A suit of mourning has transformed my coquette
mto a prude, and a new sct of mbbons given her younger
sister more than natural vivacity, My eldest son George
was bred at Oxford, as I mtended him for one of the learned
protessions My second boy, Moses, whom T designed for
business, recerved a sort ot miscellancous education at
home.  But 1t 15 needless to attempt deseribmg the par-
ticular characters of young people that had scen but very
Iittle of the world  In short, a tamly lhikeness prevailed
through all, and, properly speaking, they had but one
character, that ot bemng all cqually generous, credulous,
simple. and moffensive

THE VILLAGE PREACHER
(From 1 he Deserted Village.)

NEAR yonder copse, where once the garden smled,
And still where many a garden flower grows wild,
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,
The wvillage preacher’s modest mansion rose

A man he was to all the country dear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a-year.
Remote from towns he ran his godly race,

Nor c’cr had changed, nor wish’d to change, his place,
Unpractis’d he to fawn, or seek for power,

By doctrines fashion’d to the varyng hour,

FFa1 other aims his heart had learn’d to prize,
More skill’d to raise the wretched than to rise.
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His house was known to all the vagrant tramn,

He ¢hid their wand'tings, but relieved their pam

‘The long remember’d beggar was his guest,

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast,

The ruin’d spendthrift, now no longer proud,

Claim’d kindred there, and had his claims allow’d,
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,

Sat by s fire, and talk’d the might away,

Wept o’er his wounds, or, talcs of sorrow done,
Shoulder’d his crutch, and show’d how fields were won
Pleased with his guests, the good man leain’d to glow,
And quite forgot their vices in their woe

Careless their merits or therr faults to scan,

His pity gave ere chanty began.

Thus to rehieve the wietched was his pride,
And c’en his failings lean’d 1o virtue’s sude,
But 1 Ins duty prompt at every call,
He watch’d and wept, he pray’d and telt, for all,
And, as a bird cach tond endearment tnes
To tempt 1ts new-fledged offspring to the shies,
He tried cach art, reproved cach dull delay,
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way

Beside the bed where parting hife was lad,
And sorrow, guilt, and pan, by turns disniay’d,
The reverend champion stood At his control,
Despair and angwish fled the struggling <oul,
Comfort came down the trembling wietch 1o rase,
And his last faltering accents whisper'd praise.

At church, with meek and unaffected grace,
s looks adorn’d the vencrable place,
‘Truth trom his hips prevail’d with double Sway,
And fools who came to scoff, remain’d to pray
The scrvice past, around the pious man,
With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran,
E'en chaldren followed, with endearing wile,
And pluck’d his gown, to share the good man’s smile.
His ready smile a parent’s warmth exprest,
Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distrest;
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To them his hicart, his love, his grefs were given,

But all Ins sciious thoughts had 1est in heaven.

As somec tall cliff that lifts 1ts awful form,

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm,
Though round 1ts breast the rolling clouds are spread,
Ilternal sunshine scitles on 1ts head.

E VILLAGE SCHOOLMASTER
(From 1 ke Deserted Village.)

Brsipk yon stragghng fence that skirts the way,
With blossom’d furze unprofitably gay,
B#here, 1 his nowsy mansion, skill’d to rule,
The village master taught his Iittle school
A man scvere he was, and sterm to view,
I knew him wdll, and every truant knew
Well had the boding tremblers leam’d to trace
The day’s disasters in ns moming face,
Full well they laugh’d, with counterfeited glee,
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he,
Full well the busy whisper, crching round,
Convey'd the dismal tidings when he frown’d-
Yet he was kind, or, 1f severe m aught,
The love he bore to Iearning was m fault.
‘I he village all declared how much he knew,
"I'was certam he could write, and cypher too,
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage,
And c¢’en the story ran——that he could gauge
In arguing, ioo, the parson own’d his shill,
For ¢v’n though vanquisid he could argue still;
While words of lcarned length, and thund’ring sound,
Amaased the gazing rustics ranged around,
And st1ll they gazed, and still the wonder grew.
That one small head could carry all he knew.



172 EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH LITERATURE

GIBBON

(OutLINE HisTory, § 771)

CONSTANTIUS AT ROME
(From The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire )
THE protection of the Rhactian frontier and the persecution
of the Catholic Church detained Constantius mn Italy above
cightcen months after the departure of Juhan  Before
the Emperor returned into the East, he indulged his pride
and curiosity m a visit to the ancient capital e pro-
ceeded from Milan to Rome along the Aimuihan and Fla-
mmian ways, and, as soon as he approached within forty
miles of the city, the march of a prmce who had never van-
quished a foreign enemy assumed the appeatance ot a
triumphal procession  His splendid tram was composed
of all the ministers of luxury, but in a time of profound
peace he was encompassed by the ghttermg arms ot the
numerous squadrons of his guards and cuirassiers  Therr
streaming banners ot silk, embossed with gold, and shaped
m the form of dragons, waved round the person of the
Emperor Constantius sat alone on a lofty car resplendent
with gold and precious gems, and, except when he bowed
his head to pass under the gates ot the city, he affected a
stately demeanour of inflexible and, as 1t might scem, of
msensible gravity ‘lhe severe disaphne of the Persian
youth had been introduced by the cunuchs into the imperial
palace, and such were the habits of patience which they
had inculcated, that during a slow and sultry march, he was
never seen to move his hand toward his face, or to turn his
cyes either to the right or to the left  He was recetved by
the magistrates and Senate of Rome, and the emperor sur-
veyed with attention the civil honours of the republic and
the consular 1mages of the noble families  The streets were
lined with an innumerable multitude Their repeated
acclamations expressed their joy at beholding, after an
absence of thirty-two years, the sacred person of their
sovereign, and Constantius himself expressed, with some
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pleasantry, lis affceted surprse that the human 1ace
should thus suddenly be collected on the same spot. ‘1he
son of Constantme was lodged m the ancient palace of
Augustus, he presided m the Senate, harangued the people
trom the tribunal which Cicero had so often ascended,
assisted with unusual courtesy at the games of the circus,
and accepted the crowns ot gold, as well as the panegyrics
whigh had been prepared for the ceremony by the deputies
ol the principal cities  His short visit of thirty days was
cmployed m viewing the monuments of art and powe,
which were scattered over the seven hills and the interjacent
valleys,  He admired the awtul majesty ot the capital, the
vast gxtent of the baths of Caracalla and Diocletian, the
severe simplicity of the Pantheon, the massy greatness of
the amphitheatre of Titus, the elegant architecture of the
theatre of Pompey, and the temple of peace, and, above all,
the stately structure of the forum and column of Trajan,
acknowledging that the voice ot fame, so prone to mvent
and to magnity, had made an madequate report of the
metropolis of the world  The traveller, who has contem-
plated the rums ot ancient Rome, may concerve some im-
pertect 1dea of the sentiments which they must have m-
spired when they 1ecared thewr heads in the splendour ot
unsullied beauty

BURKE

(Ou1LiNEg Hisrory, § 71)

THE REAL RIGHTS OF MAN

(krom Reflections on the Revolution in France.)

Far am Ptiom denymg n theory, tull as far 15 my heart
from withholding 1n practice (if 1 were of power to give or
to withhold) the real rights of man  In denymg their falsc
claims ot nght, 1 do not mcan to mjure those which are
real, and are such as their pretended rights would totally
destroy  If civil society be made tor the advantage of man,
all the advantages tor which 1t 1s made become his right
It is an institution ot beneficence; the law itselt 1s only
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beneficence acting by a 1ule Men have a 11ght to live by
that rule, they have a right to do justice, as between their
tellows, whether their fellows arc in public tunction or m
ordmary occupation. ‘They have a nght to the fruits ot
their industry, and to the means of making their industry
truitful.  They have a rnight to the acquisitions of then
patents, to the nourtshment and improvement of their
offspring, to mstruction 1n life, and to consolation m dgath.
Whatever cach man can scparately do without trespassmg
upon others, he has a right to do for himsclf, and he has
a right to a fan portion ol all which society, with all 1ts
combmations of skill and foree, can do mn his favour  In
this partnership all men have equal rights, but not to cqual
things  He that has but five slnllmgs m the partnush]p
has as good a right to 1t, as he that has five hundred pounds
has to his larger proportion  But he has not a right to
an cqual dividend m the product of the joint stock, and as
to the share ot power, authority, and direction which cach
mdividual ought to have in the management of the statc,
that 1 must deny to be amongst the direct oniginal 1ights
of man m civial soctety, tor | have in my contemplation the
ovil soctal man, and no other It 15 a thing to be settled
by convention.

If cvil socicty be the offspring of couvention, that
convention must be 1ts law  That convention must it
and modify all the descriptions ot constitution which are
formed under 1t. Every soit of legislative, judiaal, or
cexecutory power dre its crcatures  They can have no
being 1 any other state of things, and how can any man
claim under the conventions of civil soclety nights which
do not so much as suppose 1ts existence ? rights which are
absolutely repugnant to 1t ?  One of the first motives to
cvil soctety, and which becomes one of 1ts fuhdamental
rules, 1s, that no man shall be judge in his own cause. By
this each person has at once divested himsclt of the first
fundamental right of uncovenanted man, that 1s, to judge
for himself, and to assert his own cause. He abdicates all
right to be his own governor. He inclusively, n a great
measure, abandons the night of sclf-defence, the first law
of nature. Men cannot enjoy the rights of an uncivil and
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of a civil state together. That he may obtain justice, he
gves up his right of determining what 1t 15 1 points the
most cssential to lnm. That he may secure some liberty,
*he makes a surrender m trust of the whole of 1t

Government 1s not madc m virtue of natural rights, which
may and do cxist mn total independence of 1t, and exist m
much greater clearness, and m a much greater degree ot
abstrgcet pertection, but their abstract perfection 1s their
practical defect. By having a right to everythung, they
want everlything  Government 1s a contrivance ot human
wisdom to provide for human wants Men have o nght
that these wants should be provided tor by this wisdom
Among these wants 15 to be reckoned the want, out of
avil societly, of o sufficient restiamt upon their passions
Societly 1equires not only that the passions of individuals
should be subjected, but that cven m the mass and
body, as well as m the mdividuals, the mclmations of
men should trequently be thwarted, thewr will controlled,
and their passions brought mto subjection. ‘Lhis can
only be donc by a power out of themselres, and not, m
the excercise ot 1ts function, subject to that will and to,
those passions which 1t 15 1ts office to biudle and subdue.
In this sense, the 1estiaints on men. as well as theun hiberties,
are to be 1echoned amongst their nights. But as the
liberties and the restrictions vary with tumes and circum-
stances, and adnut of mfinite modifications, they cannot be
settled upon any abstract 1ule, and nothing 1s so toolish as
to discuss them upon that principle.

‘The moment you abate anythmng irom the tull nghts ot
men, cach to govern himselt, and suffer any artificial,
positive limitation upon those nghts, trom that moment
the whole organisation of governnment becomes a considera-
tion ot corvenience. Thus 1t 15 which makes the constitu-
tion of a state, and the due distuibution of 1its powers, a
matter of the most delicate and complicated skill It
requires a deep knowledge ot human naturc and human
necessitics, and of the things which facilitate or obstruct
the various cnds, which are {o be pursued by the mechanism
of civil institutions. The slate is to have re¢ruits to its
strength. and remcdies {o 1ts distempers. What 1s the
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usc of discussing @ man'’s abstract right to tood or medicine ?
Ihe question 15 upon the method ot procunmg and ad-
mimistering them.  In that deliberation 1 shall always
advise to call m the ard of the tarmer and the physxcmn,’
rathiet than the professor of metaphysics.

RICHARDSON -

(OuiLiNg Hisiory, § 74)

THE DEATH OF CLARISSA

(krom Clarissa.)

MR BELFORD #0 ROBERI LOVELACE, Lsq.
1 hursday Night.

I MAY as well try to write, smce, were 1 to go to bed, 1
shall not sleep. 1 never had such a weight ot grief upon my
mind mn my life, as upon the demise ot this admirable
woman, whose soul 15 now rejoicing m the regions of light.
You may be glad to know the particulars of her happy exat.
I will try to proceed, for all 1s hush and still, the family
retired, but not onc of them, and lcast of all her poor
cousin, I daresay, to rest At four o’clock, as I mentioned
i my last, I was sent for down, and as thou usedst to like
my descriptions, I will give thee the woful scene that pre-
sented 1tself to mc as I approached the bed The Coloncl
was the first that took my attention, knecling on the side
of the bed, the lady’s right hand 1n both his, which his face
covered, bathing 1t with his tears, although she had been
comforting him, as the woman since told me, m clevated
strains, but broken accents

On the other side of the bed sat the good widow, her
face overwhelmed with tears, leaning her head against the
bed’s head 1n a most disconsolate manner, and turning her
face to me, as soon as she saw me—O Mr Belford, cried
she with folded hands—the dear lady—a heavy sob per-
mitted her not to say more. Mrs Smith, with clasped
fingers and uphfted cyes, as if imploring help from the
only power which could give it, was kneeling down at the
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bed’s toot, tears 1n large drops trickling down her checks.
Her nurse was kneeling between the widow and Mrs Smuth,
her arms extended In one hand she held an meffectual
~ordial which she had just been offering her dying mistress,
her face was swollen with weeping (though used to such
scenes as this), and she turned her eyes towards me, as if
she called upon me by them to jomn 1n the helpless sorrow,
a fresh stream bursting from them as I approached the
bed
The 1faid of the house with her face upon her folded
arms, as she stood leaning agamst the wainscot, more
audibly expressed her grief than any of the others The
lady had been silent a few minutes, and speechless, as
they tllought. moving her lips without uttering a word,
one hand, as I said, in her cousin’s  But when Mrs. Lovick,
on my approach, pronounced my name—O Mr Belford,
said she, with a famt inward voice, but very distinct
nevertheless—Now—Now—(in broken periods she spoke)
1 bless God for his mercies to his poor creature—all will
soon be over—a few—a very tew moments—will end the
strite—and I shall be happy Comfort here, sir (turning
her head to the Colonel)—comfort my cousmn—see ! the
blame—able kindness—he would not wish me to be happy
so soon! Here she stopped for two or three minutes,
carnestly looking upon him  Then resuming—My dearest
cousm, said she, be comforted—what 1s dymg but the
common lot? The mortal frame may seem to labour—
but that 1s all —It 1s not so hard to die as I believed 1t
to be —The preparation 1s the difficulty—I bless God I
"have had time for that—the rest 1s worse to beholders than
to me! 1 am all blessed hope—hope 1itsclf. She looked
what she said, a sweet smile beaming over her countenance.
After a short silence—Once more, my dear cousin, said
she, but still in broken accents, commend me most duti-
fully to my father and mother.—There she stopped. And
then proceeding—To my sister, to my brother, to my
uncles—and tell them, I bless them with my parting breath
—for all their goodness to me—even for their displeasure,
I bless them—most happy has been to me my punishment
here!| Happy indeed ! She was silent for a few moments,
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hiting up her eyes, and the hand her cousin held not between
his. Then O death! said she, where 1s thy sting! (the
words I remember to have heard 1n the burial-service read
over my uncle and poor Belton) And after a pause—
It is good for me that I was afflicted! Words of Scripture,
I suppese Then turning towards us, who were lost
speechless sorrow—O dear, decar gentlemen, said she, you
know not what foretastes,—what assurances—and there
she again stopped, and looked up as 1f in a thankful rapture,
sweetly smiling

‘Then turning her head towards me—Do you, sir, tell
your friend that I forgive him! And I pray to God to
foigive him! Agam pausing, and hfting up her cyes, as
if praying that he would Let him know how happily I
die —and that, such as my own, | wish to be his last hour.
She was again silent a few moments and then resuming—
My sight fatls me'—Your voices only—(for we both
applauded her Christian, her divine frame, though in
accents as broken as her own) and the voice of grief 1s
alike mn all.  Is not this Mr Morden’s hand ? pressing one
of his with that he had just let go—Which 1s Mr Belford’s ?
holding out the other 1 gave her mmme God Almighty
bless you both, said she, and make you both—in your last
hour—for you must come to this—happy as I am

She paused again, her breath growing shorter; and after
a few minutes—And now, my dearest cousm, give me your
hand—nearer—still nearer—drawing 1t towards her, and
she pressed 1t with her dyimg hips—God protect you, dear,
dear sir, and once more receive my best and most grateful
thanks-—and tell my dear Miss Howe, and vouchsafe to
sce and 1o tell my worthy Norton—she will be one day,
I fear not, though now lowly 1n her fortunes, a saintin
heaven—tell them both that I remember. them with
thankful blessings in my last moments! And pray God
to give them happiness here for many, many years for
the sake of their friends and lovers; and a heavenly crown
hereafter; and such assurances of it, as I have, through the
all-satisfying merits of our blessed Redecmer.

Her sweet voice and broken periods methmks still fill
my ears, and never will be out of my memory. And after
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a short silence, in a more broken and fant accent—And
you, Mr. Belford, pressing my hand, may God preserve
you, and make you sensible of all your crrors—you see,
in me, how all ends—may you be—and down sank her head
upon her pillow, she famnting away and drawing from us
her hands We thought she was then gone, and cach gave
way to a violent burst of grief But soon showing signs
ot returming life, our attention was agam engaged, and I
besought her, when a little recovered, to complete in my
(]

favour her half-pronounced blessing  She waved her hand
1o us both, and bowed her head six times, as we have since
recollected, as 1if distinguishing every person present, not
forgetting the nurse and the maid-servant, the latter having
approached the bed, weepmng, as if crowding in for the
divine lady’s last blessing, and she spake falteringly and
mmwardly—Bless—Dbless—-bless  you all—and—now—and
now—(holding up her almost lifeless hands for the last
time) come—O come—Blessed Tord Jesus! And with
these words, the last but half-pronounced, expired —such
a smule, such a charming serenity overspreading her sweet
face at the instant, as scemed to mamifest her eternal
happiness already begun O Lovelace '—But I can write
no more !

FIELDING

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 75)

THE COMIC ROMANCE
(From Adventures of Joseph Andrews + Preface).

As it 1s possible the mere English reader may have a
different 1®a of romance with the author of these hittle
volumes,! and may consequently expect a kind of entertain-
ment not to be found, nor which was even intended, n the
following pages; it may not be improper to premise a few
words concerning this kind of writing, which I do not re-
member to have scen hitherto attempted in our language
The Eric, as well as the DRAMA, is divided into tragedy
v Joseph Andrews was originally published in two volumes.
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and comedy HoMER, who was the father of this species
poetry, gave us a pattern of both these, though that of t
latter kind 15 entirely lost, which Arstotle tells us, bore 1
same relation to comedy which his Iliad bears to tragec
And perhaps, that we have no more mstances of 1t amo
the writers of antiquity, 1s owing to the loss of this gre
pattern, which, had 1t survived, would have found
mitators cqually with the other poems of this grc
origmal. ‘

And farther, as this poctry may be tragic or comic, 1 w
not scruple to say 1t may be likewise cither m verse
prose for though 1t wants one particular, which the c¢n
enumerates 1n the constituent parts of an epic poe
namely metre, yet, when any kind of writing confains
its other parts, such as fable, action, characters, sentimen
and diction, and 1s deficient 1n metre only, 1t seems,
think, reasonable to refer 1t to the epic, at least, as
critic hath thought proper to range 1t under any other hea
or to assign 1t a particular name to itself

Thus the Telemachus of the archbishop of Cambra
appears to me of the epic kind, as well as the Odyssecy
Homer, indeed, 1t 1s much faiwrer and more reasonable
gve 1t a name common with that specics from which
differs only 1n a single instance, than to confound 1t w1
those which 1t resembles 1n no other Such as tho
voluminous works, commonly called Romances, namel
Clclia, Cleopatra, Astrea, Cassandra, the Grand Cyn
and innumerable others, which contain, as I apprchen
very little instruction or entertainment.

Now, a comic romance 1S a COmiC eplc poem In Pros
differing from comedy, as the serious epic from traged
its action being more cxtended and comprehensive; co
taining a much larger circle of incidents, and introduci
a greater variety of characters. It differs from the serio
romance in 1ts fable and action, in this; that as in the o
these arc grave and solemn, so in the other they are lig
and ridiculous: it differs in its characters by introducn
persons of inferior rank, and consequently, of inferi
manners, whereas the grave romance sets the highe

! Fénelon.
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betore us lastly, in its sentiments and diction, by pre-
serving the ludicious mnstead ot the sublime In the
wction, [ think, burlesque 1itself may be sometimes ad-
litted; of which many mnstances will occur mn this work,
s 1n the description of the battles, and some other places,
not necessary to be pomnted out to the classical reader, for
whose entertainment those parodies or burlesque 1imitations
are clyefly calculated
But, though we have sometimes admitted this in our
du,tlon, we have carefully excluded 1t from our sentiments
and characters, for there 1t 1s never properly introduced,
unless 1n writings of the burlesque kind, which this is not
mtended to be Indeed, no two species of writing can
differ more widely than the comic and the burlesque; for
as the latter 15 ever the exhibition of what 1s monstrous
and unnatural. and wherc our delight, if we examine 1t,
arises from the surprising absurdity, as in appropriating
the manners of the highest to the lowest, or & converso;
50 1 the tormer we should cver confine ourselves strictly
to nature, from the just imitation of which will flow all
the plcasure we can this way convey to a sensible reader.
And perhaps there 15 one reason why a comic writer should
of all others be the least excused for deviating from nature,
since it may not be always so easy for a serious poct to
meet with the great and the admirable, but Iife everywhere
furnishes an accurate observer with the ridiculous

PARTRIDGE’S GHOST STORY
(From The Hastory of 1om Jones, Book VIII., Chap. XT)
PARIRIDGE then procceded thus: ‘ In the parish where I
was born, there hved a farmer whose name was Bridle,
and he had a son named Francis, a good hopeful young
tellow: I was at the grammar-school with him, wherc I
remember he was got into Ovid’s Epistles, and he could
construc you three hnes together sometimes without looking
mto a dictionary. Besides all this, he was a very good
lad, never missed church o’ Sundays, and was reckoned one
of the best psalm-singers in the whole parish. He would
indecd now and then iake a enn too much. and that was
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the only fault he had.’—‘ Well, but come to the ghost,’
cries Jones. ‘ Never fear, sir, T shall come to him soon
cnough,” answered Partridge ‘You must know, then,
that farmer Bridle lost a mare, a sorrel onc, to the best’
of my remembrance, and so 1t fell out that this young
Francis shortly atterward bemg at a fair at Hindon. and
as I thmk 1t was on . I can’t remember the day, and
being as he was, what should he happen to meet but g man
upon s father’s mare  Frank called out presently, stop
thiet, and 1t bemng in the middle of the fair, 1t was 1im-
possible, you know, tor the man to make his escape  So
they apprehended him and carried him before the justice.
I remember 1t was Justice Willoughby, of Noyle, a very
worthy good gentleman, and he committed him to prison,
and bound Frank in a recognisance. I think they call 1t,—
a hard word compounded of 7e and cognosco ; but 1t differs
in 1ts meaning from the use of the simple, as many other
compounds do  Well, at last down came my Lord Justice
Page to hold the assizes, and so the fellow was had up,
and Frank was had up tor a witness To be sure, I shall
never forget the face of the judge, when he began to ask
him what he had to say agamnst the prisoner He made
poor Frank tremble and shake mn his shoes “ Well you,
tellow,” says my lord, ‘‘ what have you to say ? Don’t
stand humming and hawing, but speak out” But, how-
cver, he soon turned altogether as civil to Frank, and
began to thunder at the fellow, and when he asked him if
he had anything to say for himself, the fellow said, he
had found the horse. “‘ Ay I"” answered the judge, * thou
art a lucky fellow I have travelled the circuit thesc torty
ycars, and never found a horse 1n my life: but I'll tell thee
what, friend, thou wast more luchy than thou‘ didst know
of; for thou didst not only find a horse, but a halter too,
I promise thee.” To be sure, I shall never forgetthe
word. Upon which everybody fell a laughing, as how
could they help1t 7 Nay, and twenty other jests he made,
which I can’t remember now. There was something about
his skill in horse-flesh which made all the folks laugh. To
be certain, the judge must have been a very brave man,
as well as a man of much learning. It 1s mdced charming
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sport to hear trials tor Ife and death  One thing 1 own
I thought o little hard, that the prisoner’s counsel was not
suffered to spcak tor him, though he desired only to be
heard one very short word, but my lord would not hearken
to hum, though he suffered a counsellor to talk aganst hin
for above half an hour. I thought 1t hard, I own, that
theie should be so many of them, my lord, and the court,
and ¢he jury, and the counsellors, and the witnesses, all
upon oge poor man, and he too m chams. Well, the fcllow
was hanged, as to be sure 1t could be no otherwise, and
poor Frank could never be casy about 1t. Hc never was
mn the dark alone, but he fancied he saw the fellow’s spint ’
— Wegll, and 15 this thy story ?’ cries Jones ‘No, no,’
answered Partridge ‘O Lord have mercy upon me! I
am Just now coming to the matter; for one mght, coming
trom the alchouse, mn a long, narrow, dark lane, there he
ran directly up agamst him, and the spirit was all n white,
and fell upon Frank, and Frank, who 1s a sturdy lad, fell
upon the spirt again, and there they had a tusscl together,
and poor Frank was drcadfully beat. mdeed he made a
shift at last to crawl home, but what with the beating,
and what with the fright, he lay 11l above a fortnight, and
all this 15 most certamnly true, and the whole parish will
bear witness to 1t

The stranger smiled at this story, and Jones burst mnto
a loud fit of laughter, upon which Partridge cried, ‘ Ay,
you may laugh. sir, and so did some others, particularly
a squire, who 15 thought to be no better than an athesst;
who, forsooth, because there was a calt with a white face
tound dead m the same lane the next mornimng, would famn
have 1t that the battle was between Frank and that, as
it a calf \xould sct upon a man. Besides, Irank told me
he knew it to be a spint, and could swear to lum mn any
court m Christendom, and he had not drunk above a
quart or two or such a matter of liquor, at the time. Lud
have mercy upon us, and keep us all from dippmg our
hands i blood. 1 sav I’
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SMOLLETT

(OuTtLINE HisTORY, § 76)

MATT. BRAMBLE’S IMPRESSIONS OF LONDON
(From T he Expedition of Humphry Clinker).

To Dr LEewis
Dear Docror,—London 15 literally new to me, ‘new 1
1ts streets, houses, and cven 1n its situation.  As the Irsh-
man said, ‘ London 1s now gone out of town ' —What I
left open fields, producing hay and corn, I now find covered
with streets and squarcs, and palaces and churches * 1 am
credibly informed. that, in the space of seven years, eleven
thousand new houses have been built in one quarter of
Westminster, exclusive of what 15 daily added to other
parts of this unwicldy metropolis  Pimlico and Knights-
bridge arc almost jomned to Chelsca and Kensington, and,
if this mfatuation continues for half a century, I suppose
the wholc county of Middlesex will be covered with brick
It must be allowed, 1ndced, for the credit of the present
age, that London and Westmnster arc much better paved
and lighted than thcy were formerly  The new streets are
spacious, regular, and airy, and the houscs gencrally con-
ventent. The bridge at Blackfriars 15 a noble monument
of taste and public spirit—I wonder how they stumbled
upon a work of such magnificence and utility. But, not-
withstanding these improvements, the capital 1s become an
overgrown monster, which, like a dropsical head, will m
time leave the body and extremities without nourishment
and support. The absurdity will appear n its full force,
when we consider, that one-sixth part of the natives of this
whole extensive kingdom 1s crowded within the bills of
mortality. What wonder that our villages arc depopulated,
and our farms in want of day-labourers | the abohtion of
small farms 15 but one cause of the deciease of population
Indeed, the mcredible mcrease ot horses and black cattle,
to answer the purposes of luxury, requires a prodigious
quantity of hay and grass, which are raised and managed

4
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without much labour, but a number of hands will always
be wanted for the differcnt branches of agriculture, whether
the farms be large or small The tide of luxury has swept
all the mhabitants from the open country, the poorest
squire, as well as the richest pecr, must have his house m
town, and make a figure with an extraordinary number of
domestics  The ploughboys, cowherds, and lower hinds,
are dcbauchcd and seduced by the appearance and dis-
courSe of those coxcombs in livery, when they make their
summer excursions  They desert their dirt and drudgery,
and swarm up to London, 1n hopes of getting into service,
where they can live luxuniously, and wear fine clothes,
without bemg obliged to work, for dleness 15 natural to
man  Great numbers of these, bemng disappointed n therr
expectation, become thieves and sharpers, and Ilondon
bemg an mmmense wilderness, 1n which therce 1s neither
watch nor ward of signification, nor any order or police,
affords them lurking-places as well as prey

There ar¢ many causes that contribute to the daily -
crease of this enormous mass, but they may be all resolved
mto the grand source of luxury and corruption About
five-and-twenty years ago, very few even of the most
opulent citizens of London kept any equipage, or even any
servantsn livery  Their tables produced nothing but plain
boiled and roasted, with a bottle of port and a tankard of
beer. At present, every trader in any degree of credit,
every broker and attorney, maintamns a couple of footmen,
a coachman, and postilon  He has his town-house, and
his country-house, h1s coach, and his post-chaise. His wife
and daughters appear 1n the richest stuffs, bespangled with
diamonds. They trequent the court, the opera, the theatre,
and the masquerade  They hold assemblies at their own
houses, they make sumptuous cntertainments, and treat
with the richest wines of Bourdcaux, Burgundy, and Cham-
pagne. The substantial tradesman, who was wont to pass
his evenings at the alchouse for fourpence-halfpenny, now
spends thice shillings at the tavern, wlale his wite keeps
card-tables at home; she must also have fine clothes, her
chaise, or pad, with country lodgings, and go three times
a-week 1o public diversions. LEverv clerk. anorentice. and
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even waiter of a tavern or coffee-house, mamtams o gelding
by himself, or in partnership, and assumes the air and
apparel ot a petit-maitre —The gayest places of public
entertainment arc filled with fashionable figures, which,
upon 1nquiry, will be found to be jourmeymen tailors,
serving-men, and Abigails, disguised like their betters

In short, there is no distinction or subordmation leit
The differcnt departments ot life are jumbled together—
the hod-carrier, the low mechanic. the tapster, the ppblican,
the shopkeeper, the pettifogger, the citizen, and courtier,
all tread upon the kibes of one another , actuated by the
demons of profligacy and licentiousness, they arc scen
cvery where, rambling, riding, rolling, rushing. jostling,
mixing, bouncing, cracking, and crashing in one vile fer-
ment of stupidity and corruption—all 1s tumult and hurry
—One would imagme they were impelled by some disorder
ot the bramn, that will not suffer them to be at 1est. The
foot passengers run along as 1if they werc pursucd by
bailiffs The porters and chairmen trot with their burdens.
People, who keep their own equipages, drive through the
streets at full speed  Even citizens, physicians, and apothe-
cartes glide 1 their chariots like hightning  The hackney
coachmen make their horses smoke, and the pavement
shakes under them, and I have actually scen a waggon
pass through Piccadilly at the hand-gallop In a word,
the whole nation seems to be running out of thewr wits

The diversions of the times arc not ill suited to the
genius of this incongruous monster, called the public
Give 1t noise, confusion, glare, and ghtter, 1t has no 1dea of
clegance and propricty What are the amusements at
Ranclagh ? One half of the company arc following one
another’s tails, 1 an cternal circle, like so many blind
asses 1m an olive mull, wherc they can neither discourse,
distinguish, nor be distinguished, while the other halt are
drinking hot water, under the denomination of tea, till
nine or ten o’clock at night, to keep them awake for the
rest of the evening  As for the orchestra, the vocal music
especially, 1t is well for the performers that they cannot be
heard distinctly. Vauxhall is a composition of baubles,
overcharged with paltry ormaments, ill conceived. and
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poorly exccuted, without any unity of design, or propriety
ot disposition It 1s an unnatuial asscmblage ot objects
tantastically illummated in broken masses, scemungly con-
trived to dazzle the eyes and divert the imagination of the
vulgar Herc a wooden lion, there a stone statue, in onc
placc a range ot things like coffee-housc boxes covered
a-top, 1n another, a parcel of alehouse benches, mn « third,
a puppet-show representation of a tin cascade, mn a fourth,
a glbomy cave ot a crcular form, like a sepulchral vault
lmlf—h‘ghtcd , m a fifth, a scanty shp of grassplot, that would
not afford pasture sufficient for an ass’s colt The walks,
which Nature seems to have intended for solitude, shade,
and silence, are filled with crowds of noisy people, sucking
up the nocturnal rhcums of an aguish chimate, and through
these gay scenes a few lamps glimmer like so many farthing
candles

When [ sce a number of well-dressed people, ot both
sexes, sitting on the covered benches, exposed to the eyes
of the mob, and, which 1s worse, to the cold, raw, mght
air, devouring sheed beef, and swilling port, and punch,
and cyder, I can’t help compassionating then tementy, while
I despise their want of taste and decorum, but, when they
course along those damp and gloomy walks, or crowd
together upon the wet gravel, without any other cover than
the cope of heaven, histening to a song, which onc half of
them cannot possibly hear, how can I help supposing they
arc actually possessed by a spirit more absurd and per-
nicious than any thing we meet with m the precincts of
Bedlam ?  In all probability. the proprictors of this, and
other public gardens of inferior note, mn the skirts of the
metropolis, are, In some shape, connected with the faculty
of physic, and the company of undertakers, for, consider-
ing that cagerness in the pursuit of what is called pleasure,
which now predommates through cvery rank and denomu-
nation of life. I am persuaded that more gouts, rheuma-
tisms, catarrhs, and consumptions, arc caught in thesc
nocturnal pastimes, sub diro, than {rom all the risks and
accidents to which a life of toil and danger is cxposed.

Thesc and other observations which I have made in this
excursion, will shorten my stay m Iondon and send me
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back with a double relish to my solitude and mountams,
but [ shall return by a different 1oute trom that which
brought me to town 1 have seen some old triends, who
constantly resided n this virtuous metiopols, but they are
50 changed m manners and disposition, that we hardly
know or care for onc another  In our journcy trom Bath,
my sister labby provoked me 1nto a transport of passion,
during which, lith¢ a man who has drank himself pot-
valiant, I talked to her m such a style of authority’and
resolution, as produced a most blessed effect.  She ahd her
dog have been remarkably quict and orderly cver since this
cxpostulation How long this agreeable calm will last,
Heaven above knows 1 flatter myselt the exercisc of
travelling has been of service to my health, a circum-
stance which encourages me to procced m my projected
expedition to the north. But I must, mn the mecan time,
for the benefit and amusement of my pupils, explore the
depths ot this chaos, this misshapen and monstious capital,
without head or tail, members or proportion

Thomas was 50 1nsolent to my sister on the road, that 1
was obliged to turn him off abruptly, betwixt Chippenham
and Marlborough, where our coach was ovcerturned. The
fcllow was always sullen and selfish, but if he should
return to the country, you may give him a characler for
honesty and sobriety, and, provided he behaves with
proper respect to the famuily, let him have a couple of
guincas 1 the name of, yours always,

Mart Bramprn

LoNpoN, May 29.

STERNLE
(OutLINE HisToORY, § 77)

UNCLE TOBY AND THE FLY
(From Tristiam Shandy, Book 11., Chap, XI1T)
My uncle Toby was a man patient of injurics,—not from
want of courage,—I have told you in a former chapicr
‘ that he was a man of courage '*—And will add here, that
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when just occasions presented, or called it forth,—I know
no man under whose arm I would have sooner taken
shelter,—nor did it arisc from any msensibility or obtuse-
ness of his ntellectual parts,—for he felt this mnsult of
my father’s as feelingly as a man could do,—but he was
of a peaccful, placid nature,—no jarring clement n it,—
all was mixed up so kindly within lim, my uncle Toby
had scarce a heart to retahate upon a fly

-—I}o——sa,ys he, onc day at dinner, to an over-grown
onc which had buzzed about his nose, and tormented
him cruelly all dinner time,—and which after infinite
attempts, he had caught at last, as 1t flew by him,—T'll
not hurt thee, says my uncle Toby, rsing from his chair,
and g’omg across the room, with the fly in his hand,—I'll
not hurt a hair ot thy head —go, says he, hfting up the
sash, and opening his hand as he spoke, to let 1t escape,—
go, poor devil, get thee gone, why should I hurt thee *—
This world surely 1s wide cnough to hold both thee
and me

—I was but ten years old when this happened, but
whether 1t was, that the action itself was more mn unison
to my nerves at that age of pity, which mstantly set my
whole frame into onc vibration of most pleasurable sensa-
tion,—or how far the manner and expression of 1t might
go towards 1t ,—or 1n what degree, or by what secret magic,
—a tone of voice and harmony of movement, attuned by
mercy, might find a passage to my heart, I know not,—
this I know, that the lesson of universal good-will then
taught and imprinted by my uncle Toby, has never since
been worn out of my mind. And though I would not
depreciate what the study of the Liufere humaniores, at the
university, have done for me in that respect, or discredit
the other helps of an expensive cducation bestowed upon
me, both at home and abroad smce;—yet I often think
that I owe one-half of my philanthropy to that one acci-
dental impression.
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FRANCES BURNEY

(OuTLINE HisTORY. § 77)

EVELINA IN LONDON
(From Evelina, Letter X,)

EVELINA TOo THE Rrv MR VILLARS

Queen inn Street, London. Satw day, Apinil 2.

THis moment arrived  Just going to Drury Lane Theatre.
The celebrated Mr Garrnick performs Ranger I am quite
m ecstasy So 15 Miss Mirvan low fortunate thut he
should happen to play! We would not let Mrs Mnvan
rest till she consented to go  Iler chief objection was to
our dress, for we have had no time to Londonise oursclves,
but we teased her into comphance, and so we are to sit n
some obscure place that she may not be seen  As to me,
I should be alike unknown m the most conspicuous or most
private part of the house

I can wnte no more now I have hardly time to breathe
—only just this, the houses and streets are not quite so
superb as I expected However, I have seen nothing yet,
so I ought not to judge

Well, adicu, my dearest Sir, for the present, I could
not forbear writing a tew words mnstantly on my arnval,
though I suppose my letter of thanks for your consent 15
still on the road.

Saturday Night.

O, my dear Sir, in what raptures am I returned ? Well
may Mr. Garrick be so celebrated, so umiversally admired—-
I had not any 1dea of so great a performer. ‘

Such ease | such vivacity in his manner! such grace mn
his motions ! such fire and meaning in his cyes I—I could
hardly believe he had studied a wrnitten part, for every word
seemed to be uttercd from the impulse of the moment,

His action—at once so graceful and so free I—his voice
—s0 clear, so melodious, yet so wonderfully various in its
tones |—Such animation |—every look speaks /
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I would have given the world to have had the whole play
acted over again.  And when he danced—O, how I envied
Clarinda ! 1 almost wished to have jumped on the stage
and joined them.

I am afraid you will think me mad, so I won’t say any
more; yet, I really believe Mr. Garrick would make you
mad too 1if you could see him. I mtend to ask Mrs Mirvan
to go to the play every might while we stay in town She
15 extremely kind to me, and Maria, her charming daugh-
ter, 1s The sweetest girl in the world.

I shall write to you every evening all that passes in the
day, and that in the same manner as, 1f 1 could see, I should
tell you

’ Sunday.

This morning we went to Portland chapel, and after-
wards we walked in the Mall of St James’s Park, which
by no means answered my expectations 1t 1s a long straight
walk of dnty gravel, very uneasy to the feet, and at each
end, instead of an open prospect, nothing 1s to be seen but
houses built of brick.  When Mrs. Mirvan pointed out the
Palace to me—1I think I was never much more surprised.

However, the walk was very agreeable to us, every body
looked gay, and seemed pleased, and the ladies were so
much dressed, that Miss Mirvan and I could do nothing but
look at them  Mrs. Mirvan met several of her friends. No
wonder, for I never saw so many people assembled together
betore I looked about for some ot my acquamtance, but in
vain; for I saw not one person that I knew, which 1s very
odd, for all the world secemed there.

Mrs. Mirvan says we arc not to walk in the Park again
next Sunday, even if we should be 1n town, because there
1s better qompany i Kensington Gardens, but really, if
you had scen how much every body was dressed, you would
not think that possible

Monday.

We are to go this evening to a private ball, given by Mrs.
Stanley, a very fashionable lady of Mrs. Mirvan's acquaint-
ance.
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We have been a-shopping as Mrs Mirvan calls 1t, all this
moming, to buy silks, caps, gauzes, and so forth

The shops are really very entertaiming, espeually the
mercers, therc secm to be six or seven men belonging to
cach shop, and every one took care. by bowing and smirk-
ing, to be noticed. We were conducted trom one to another,
and carried from room to room with so much ceremony, that
at first 1 was almost afraid to go on

I thought I should never have chosen a silk  for/they
produced so many, 1 knew not which to fix upon, and they
recommended them all so strongly, that I fancy they
thought I only wanted persuasion to buy every thing they
showed me And, indeed, they took so much trouble,
that I was almost ashamed I could not. !

At the milliers, the ladiecs we met were so much dressed,
that I should rather have imagmed they were making
visits than purchases  But what most diverted me
was, that we were more frequently served by men
than by women, and such men! so finical, so affected !
they seemed to understand every part of a woman’s dress
better than we do ourselves, and they recommended caps
and nibbands with an air of so much importance, that [
wished to ask them how long they had left off wecaring
them.

The dispatch with which they work i these great shops
1s amazing, for they have promised me a complete smt of
linen against the evening

I have just had my hair dressed. You can’t think how
oddly my head feels, full of powder and black pins, and a
great cushion on the top of it. I believe you would hardly
know me, for my face looks quite different to what it did
before my hair was dressed.  When I shall be able to make
use of a comb for myself I cannot tell, for my hair is so
much entangled, frizzled they call it, that I fear 1t will be
very difficult.

I am half afraid of this ball to-might, for, you know,
1 have never danced but at school: however, Miss
Mirvan says,there is nothing in 1t. Yet I wish 1t was

over.
Adieu, my_dear Sir; pray excuse the wretched stuff
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I write, perhaps I may improve by bemng mn this town,
and then my letters will be less unworthy your rcading.

Mean time, I am,
Your dutiful and affectionate,

though unpolished,
EVELINA
Poor Miss Mirvan cannot wear one of the caps she made,
because they dress her hair too large for them

WALPOLE

(OutLINE HISTORY, § 78)

THE GIGANTIC HELMET
(From The Castle of Otranto )

YounG Conrad’s birthday was fixed for his cspousals
The company was assembled m the chapel of the Castle,
and everything rcady for beginnmg the divine office, when
Conrad himsclf was mussing  Manfred, impatient of the
least dclay, and who had not obscrved his son retire,
dispatched one of his attendants to summon the young
Prince The servant, who had not stayed long cnough
to have crossed the court ot Conrad’s apartment, came
runming back breathless, i a frantic manner, his cyes
starmg, and foaming at the mouth He said nothing,
but pomted to the court  The company were struck with
terror and amazcment  The Princess Hippolita, without
knowing what was the matter, but anxious for her son,
swoonced away Manfred, less apprchensive than eniaged
at the procrastination of the nuptials, and at the folly of
his domestic, asked mmperiously what was the matter?
The tellow ade no answer, but continued pomting to-
wards the court-yard, and at last, after repeated questions
put to lum, cried out, Oh, the helmet! the helmet! In
the mean time, somec of the company had run into the
court, from whence was heard a confused noise of shricks,
horror, and surprise Manfred, who began to be alarmecd
at not sceing his son, went humself to get information ot
what occasioned this strange confusion Matilda re-
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mained endeavouring to assist her mother, and lsabella
stayed for the same purpose, and to avoid showing any
mmpatience for the bridegroom, for whom, mn truth, she
had concerved little affection.

The first thing that struck Manfred’s cyes was a group
of his scrvants endeavouring to raise something that
appearcd to him a mountain of sable plumes He gazed
without bchieving lus sight  What are ye dowmng ? cried
Manfred wrathfully, wherc 1s my son? A volidy of
voices replicd, Oh! my Lord! the Prince! the Frince !
the helinet | the helmet ! Shocked with these lamentable
sounds, and drcading he knew not what, he advanced
hastily,—but what a sight for a tather’s eyes l—he beheld
lus child dashed to picces, and almost buried under an
enormous helinet, a hundred tuncs more large than any
casque cver made for human being, and shaded with a
proportional quantity of black feathers.

THOMSON

(OuTtLINE HisTORY, §§ 81, 82)

A SNOW SCENE
(From Winter.)

THE keener tempests come, and fuming dun
From all the livid cast, or piercng north,
Thick clouds ascend, in whose capacious womb
A vapoury dcluge lies, to snow congealed
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along,
And the sky saddens with the gathered stown.
Through the hushed air the whitening shower descends,
At first thin-wavering, till at last the flakes
Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the day
With a continual flow. The cherished ficlds
Put on their winter robe of purest white.
"Tis brightness all, save wherc the new snow melts
Along the mazy current Low, the woods
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Bow their hoar head, and, ere the languid sun,
Famt trom the west, cimts his evening ray,
Earth’s universal tace, deep-hud and chill,

Is onc wild dazzling waste, that buries wide

The works of man. Drooping, the labourer-ox
Stands covered o’cr with snow, and then demands
The fruit of all his toal.  The fowls of heaven,
Tamed by the crucl scason, crowd around

sThe winnowing store, and claun the little boon
V#hich Providence assigns them  One alone,

The redbreast, sacred to the houschold gods,
Wisely regardtul of the embroiling sky,

In joyless ficlds and thorny thickets leaves

M1 sluvermg mates, and pays to trusted man

His annual visit  Half-afraid, he first

Agamnst the window beats, then, brisk, ahghts
On the warm hearth, then, hopping o’cr the floor,
Eyes all the smiling family askance,

And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he 1s,
Till, more tamiliar grown, the table-crumbs
Attract his slender teet The foodless wilds
Pour torth their brown mhabitants  The hare,
Though timorous ot heart, and hard besct

By decath 1 various forms, dark snares, and dogs,
And more unpitymng men, the garden sceks,
Urged on by tearless want  The bleating kind
Lye the bleak heaven, and next the ghistening earth,
With looks ot dumb despair, then, sad-dispersed,
Dag for the withered herb through heaps of snow.

JHE LAND OF INDOLENCE
(krom The Castle of Indolence, Canto 1)

1.
O Mor1AL man, who livest here by toil,
Do not complain of this thy hard cstate,
That like an cmmet thou must ever moil,
Is a sad sentence of an ancient date
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And, certes, there 1s for 1t reason great;
For, though sometimes 1t makes thee weep and wail
And curse thy star, and early drudge and late,
Withouten that would come a heavier bale,

Loose hife, unruly passions, and diseases pale

11
In lowly dale, tast by a river’s side,
With woody hill o’er hill encompassed round,
A most enchanting wizard did abide,
Than whom a fiend more fell 1s no where found
It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground,
And there a scason atween June and May,
Half prankt with spring. with summer half'im-
browned.
A listless chimate made, where, sooth to say,
No living wight could work, nc¢ cared even for play

I

Was nought around but images ot rest
Slecp-soothing groves, and uiet lawns between,
And flowery beds that slumbrous influence kest,!
From poppices breathed, and bads of pleasant green,
Where never yet was creeping creature seen
Mean-time, unnumbered ghttering streamlets played,
And hurled cvery where their waters sheen,
That, as they bickered through the sunny glade,
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur

madc
v.

Jomed to the prattle of the purling rills
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale,
And flocks loud bleating from the distant kalls,
And vacant shepherds piping 1n the dale.
And, now and then, sweet Philomel would wail,
Or stock-doves plain amud the forest deep.
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale,
And stall a co1l? the grasshopper did keep,

Yet all these sounds yblent, inchined all to sleep

! Cast, * Noise.
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V.

Full in the passage of the vale, above,
A sable, silent, solemn forest stood,
Where nought but shadowy forms was seen to move
As Idless fancied 1in her dreaming mood
And up the hills, on cither side. a wood
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro,
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood,
And where this valley winded out, below,
The murmuring main was hecard, and scarcely heard,
to flow

\4

A pleasing land of drowsy-hed 1t was,

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye,

And of gay castles m the clouds that pass,

Forever flushing round a summer-sky

There cke the soft delights, that witchingly

Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast,

And the calm pleasures always hovered nigh,

But whate’er smacked of noyance, or unrest,
Was tar, far off expelled from this delicious nest.

VII.
The landskip such, inspiring perfect ease,
Where INDOLENCE (for so the wizard hight)
Close-hid his castle, mid embowering trees,
That half shut out the beams of Phaebus bright,
And made a kind of checkered day and night,
Mcanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate,
Bencath a spacious palm, the wicked wight
Was placed, and, to his lute, of crucl fate
And labour harsh complained, lamenting man’s estate.
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COLLINS

(OurtLINE ITisTORY, §§ 82, 84)

ODE 10 EVENING

IF aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song,

May hope, chaste eve, to soothe thy modest cga.
Like thy own solemn springs.
Thy springs, and dying galcs,

O nymph reserved, while now the bright-haired sun
Sits 1 yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts,
With brede ethercal wove,
O’crhang Ius wavy bed

Now auir 1s hushed, save where the weak-cyed bat
With short, shrill shniek, flits by on leathern wing;
Or where the beetle winds
His small but sullen horn,

As oft he rises 'madst the twilight path,
Against the pigrim borne in heedless hum
Now tcach me, maid composed,
To breathe some softened stram,

Whose numbers, stcaling through thy darkening vale,
May, not unscemly, with 1ts stillness suit.

As, musing slow, I hail

Thy gemal loved retumn |

For when thy folding star arising showe
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp
The fragrant hours, and clves
Who slept 1n flowers the day.

And many a nymph who wreathes her brows with
sedge,
And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still,
The pensive pleasures sweet
Prepare thy shadowy car
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Then lead, calm votaress, where some sheety lake
Cheers the lone heath, or some time-hallowed pile,
Or up-land fallows grey
Reflect its last cool gleam.

But when chill blustering winds, or driving rain,
Forbid my willing feet, be mine the hut,

That from the mountain’s side,

Views wilds, and swelling floods,

d hamlets brown, and dim-discovered spires;
And hears their simple bell, and marks o’er all
Thy dewy fingers draw
The gradual dusky veil.

whle spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont.
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meckest eve !
While summer loves to sport
Beneath thy lingering hight,

While sallow autumn fills thy lap with leaves,
Or winter, yelling through the troublous air,
Affrights thy shrinking train,
And rudely rends thy robes,

So long, sure-found beneath the sylvan shed,
Shall fancy, friendship, science, rose-hipp’d health
Thy gentlest influence own,
And hymn thy favourite name!

BLAKE

(OuTtLINE HisToOry, § 83)

TO THE MUSES
(From Poetical Sketches.)
WHETHER on Ida’s shady brow,
Or 1n the chambers of the East,
The chambers of the Sun, that now
From ancient melody have ceased;
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Whether 1in heaven ye wander far,
Or the green corners of the carth,
Or the blue regions of the air
Where the melodious winds have barth,

Whether on crystal rocks ye rove,
Bencath the bosom of the sea,
Wandering in many a coral grove,

Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry,

How have you left the ancient love
That bards of old enjoyed 1n you'!

The languid strings do scarcely move,
The sound 1s forced, the notes are few b

INTRODUCTION
(To Songs of Innocence.)

PipING down the valleys wild,
Piping songs of plecasant glee,
On a cloud I saw a child,
And he laughing said to me

‘ Pipc a song about a LLamb I’
So I piped with merry cheer

‘ Piper, pipe that song again,’
So I piped he wept to hear

‘ Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe,
Sing thy songs of happy cheer !’
So I sang the same again,
While he wept with joy to hear.

‘ Piper, sit thee down and wnite
In a book, that all may rcaa

So he vanished from my sight,
And I plucked a hollow reed,

And I made a rural pen,
And I stamed the water clear,
And I wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.
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AH SUNFLOWER
(From Songs of Experience.)

AH Sunflower, weary of time,
Who countest the steps of the sun,
Sccking after that sweet golden clime
Where the traveller's journcy 1s done,

Where the Youth pined away with desire
And the pale virgin shrouded i snow,

Anse from therwr graves, and aspire
Where my Sunflower wishes to go !

THE TIGER
(From Song-s of Experience )
TIGER, tiger. burning bright
In the torests ot the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry

In what distant dceps or skies
Burnt the fire ot thine cyes ?

On what wings darc he aspire ?
What the hand dare scize the fire ?

And what shoulder and what art

Could twist the sinews of thy heart ?
And, when thy heart began to beat.
What dread hand and what dread feet ?

*Vhat the hammer ? what the chain ?

n what furnace was thy brain ?
what the anvil > what dread grasp
Darc 1ts deadly terrors clasp ?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did he smile his work to see ?

Did he who made the lamb make thee ?
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Tiger, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry -

CHATTERTON

(OutLINE HiIsTORY, § 84)

AN EXCELLENT BALILAD OF CHARI

I
IN Virgo now the sultry sun did sheene,
And hot upon the meads did cast his ray,
The apple reddened from 1its paly green,
And the soft pear did bend the leafy spray,
The pied chelandry! sang the livelong day,
"Twas now the pride, the manhood of the year,
And cke the ground was decked 1n 1ts most deft
aumerc 2
I
The sun was glecaming in the mudst of day,
Decad-still the air, and cke the welkm blue,
When from the sea arose 1in drear array
A heap of clouds of sable sullen hue,
The which full fast unto the woodland drew,
Hiding at once the sunnés festive face,
And the black tempest swelled, and gathered up apace.

I

Beneath a holm, fast by a pathway-side®

Which did unto Saint Godwin'’s convent lead,

A hapless pilgrim moaning did abide,

Poor 1n his view, ungentle in his weed,

Long brimful of the miseries of need.

Where from the hailstorm could the beggar fly ?
He had no houses there, nor any convent migh.

* Goldfinch. * Apparel.
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Iv.

Look in his gloomeéd face, his sprite there scan;
How woc-begone, how withered, dwindled, dead !
Haste to thy church-glebc-house, accurséd man !
Haste to thy shroud, thy only sleeping bed.
Cold as the clay which will grow on thy head
Are Charnity and Love among high clves,

Far knights and barons live for pleasure and them-

+  selves

v
The gathered storm 1s ripe, the big drops fall,
Jhe sun-burnt meadows smoke, and drink the
rain;
The coming ghastness doth the cattle "pall.
And the full flocks are driving o’er the plam,
Dashed trom the clouds, the waters fly again,
The welkm opes, the yellow hightning flics,
And the hot fiery stcam 1n the wide flashings dies

VI.

List | now the thunder’s rattling noisy sound
Moves slowly on, and then full-swollen clangs,
Shakes the high spire, and lost, expended, drowned,
Still on the frighted ear of terror hangs,
The winds are up, the lofty clm-tree swangs,
Again the hghtning, and the thunder pours,

And the full clouds are burst at once in stony showers

VIIL.
Spurring his palfrey o’er the watery plain,
The Abbot of Saint Godwin’s convent came,
His chapoumnette! was drenchéd with the rain,
His pamnted girdle met with mickle shame,
He ayncwarde told his bederoll? at the same,
The storm increases, and he drew aside,
With the poor alms-craver near to the holm to bide.

1 A small round hat,
‘* He told his beads backwards—that is, he cursed.
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VIII.

His cope was all of Lincoln cloth so fine.

With a gold button fastened near his chin,

His autremetc! was cdged with golden twine,

And his shoe’s peak a noble’s might have been

Full well 1t shewéd he thought cost no sin

The trammels of his palfrey pleased his sight,
For the horse-milliner his head with roses dighy

IX.
“ An alms, sir priest I’ the drooping pilgrnm said,
“ Oh ! let me wait within your convent-door,
Till the sun shineth high above our head,
And the loud tempest of the air1s o’er
Helpless and old am I, alas ! and poor
No house, no friend, nor money m my pouch,

All that I call my own 15 this my silver crouche ’2

x
‘ Varlet I’ replied the Abbot, ‘ cease your din,
This 15 no season alms and prayers to give,
My porter never lets a beggar n,
None touch my ring who not in honour hve ’
And now the sun with the black clouds did strive,
And shot upon the ground his glaring ray,
The abbot spurred his steed, and cftsoons rode away

X1

Once more the sky was black, the thunder rolled,

Fast running o’cr the plam a priest was scen,

Not dight full proud, nor buttoned up mn gold.

His cope and jape were grey, and eke were clean,

A Iimitor?® he was of order scen, ¢

And from the pathway-side then turnéd he,
Where the poor beggar lay bencath the holmen tree.

XII.

* An alms, sir priest I’ the drooping pilgrim said,
‘ For sweet Saint Mary and your order’s sake.’

! Loose robe. * Crucifix. * A'beggung friar
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The Iimitor then loosened his pouch-thread,
And did thereout a groat of silver take
The ncedy pilgrim did for gladness shake,
! ‘ Here, take this silver, 1t may ease thy care.
We are God’s stewards all, naught of our own we bear

X111
But ah ! unhappy pilgrim, learn of me
Scarce any give a rentroll to their lord,
Here, take my semicope,! thou'rt bare, I see,
"Tis thine, the sants will give me my reward ’
He left the pilgrim, and his way aborde 2
Yirgm and holy Saints, who sit in gloure,*
Or give the mighty will, or give the good man power !

MACPHERSON

(OutLINE HisTORY, § 84)

THLE GHOST OF CRUGAL APPEARS TO CONNAL
(krom Fingal, Book 11)

CoNNAL lay by the sound of the mountain stream. beneath
the aged trce A stone, with 1ts moss, supported his head
Shrill through the heath of Lena he heard the voice of
mght At distance from the horses he lay, the son of
the sword feared no foe! The hero beheld, 1n his rest.
a dark strcam of fire rushing down the lull. Crugal sat
upon the beam, a chiet who fcll in fight He tell by the
hand of Swaran, striving 1n the battle ot heroes  His face
1s like the benm ot the setting moon  His robes are of the
clouds of sthe hill His cyes are two decaymng flames
Dark 1s the wound of his breast! ‘Crugal,’ said the
mighty Connal, son ot Dedgal famed on the hill of hinds,
‘ why so pale and sad, thou breaker ot the shields > Thou
hast never been pale for fear! What disturbs the departed
Crugal ”’ Dim, and i tears, he stood and stretched his

! Short cloak., * Went his way * Glory
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pale hand over the hero. Famtly he rawmsed his teeble
voice, like the gale of the reedy Lego !

‘My spirit, Connal, 1s on my hills: my corse on the
sands of Ermn  Thou shalt never talk with Crugal, not
find his lone steps 1 the heath. T am lLight as the plast
of Cromla. I movc like the shadow of must! Connal,
son of Colgar, I sec a cloud ot dcath. 1t hovers dark over
the plams of Lena. The sons of green Erin must tall
Remove from the field of ghosts’ Like the darkling
moon he retired. 1n the mudst ot the wlustling blast! * Stay,’
said the mighty Connal, ‘ stay, my dark-red friend. Lay
by that beam of heaven, son of the wmdy Cromla! What
cave 1s thy lonely house ? What green-headed lull the
placc of thy reposc? Shall we not hear thee m the
storm ? In the nowse of the mountamn-strcam ?  When
the feeble sons ot the wind come forth, and scarcely scen,
pass over the desert ?’

The soft-voiced Connal rose, in the midst of his sounding
arms He struck his shield above Cuthullin  The son
of battle waked. ‘ Why,’ said the ruler ot the car, ‘ comes
Connal through my mght ? My spcar might turn agamst
the sound, and Cuthullin mourn the death of his friend.
Speak, Connal, son of Colgar, speak, thy counsecl 15 the
sun of hcaven I’

“Son of Semo ! replied the chief, ‘ the ghost of Crugal
came from his cave The stars dum-twinkled through s
form His voice was like the sound of a distant strcam.
He 1s a messenger of death! Hce speaks of the dark and
narrow housc | Sue for peace, O chuef of Erm ! or fly over
the heath of Lena.  [Cuthullin vefuses o listen to his advice,
and the host gathers as morming comes.] The heroes rise,
like the breaking of a blue-rolling wave They stood on
the heath, like oaks with their branches round them, when
they echo to the stream of frost, and their withered leaves
are rustling to the wind! High Cromla’s head of clouds
1s grey Morning trembles on the half-enlightened ocean.
The blue mist swims slowly by, and hides the sons of
Inis-fail !
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GRAY

(OuTtLINE HISTORY, § 85)

ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCHYARD

THE curfew tolls the kncll of parting day,
The lowing herd wind slowly o’er the lea,

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way,
And lecaves the world to darkness and to me

Now fades the ghmmering landscape on the sight,
And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds,

Save that from yonder 1vy-mantled tower
The moping owl does to the moon complain

Of such as, wand’ring near her secret bower,
Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade,
Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring heap.
Each 1 his narrow ccll for ever laid,
The rude Forctathers of the hamlet sleep

The breczy call of mcense-breathing Morn,

The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-bult shed,
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echomng hom,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
Or busy houscwite ply her evening care,

No cHildren run to lisp their sire’s return,
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke,
How jocund did they drive their team afield !

How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke !
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Let not Ambition mock their useful toul,
Thetr homely joys, and destiny obscure,

Nor Grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile,
The short and sumple annals of the poor

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave.
Awaits alike th’ mnevitable hour

The paths of glory lead but to the grave

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault,
If Mem’ry o’er their tomb no trophies raise,
Where thro’ the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault
The pealing anthem swells the note of praisc

Can storied urn or animated bust

Back to 1ts mansion call the fleeting breath ?
Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust,

Or Flatt’'ry soothe the dull cold car of Death ?

Pcrhaps 1n this neglected spot 1s laid
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire,
Hands, that the rod of empire might have swayed,
Or waked to ccstasy the hving lyre

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the spoils of time did ne’er unroll,
Chill Penury repressed their noble rage,
And froze the genial current of the soul

Full many a gem, of purest ray screne.
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bewr,
Full many a flower 1s born to blush unscen,
And waste 1ts sweetness on the desert air

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast
The hittle tyrant of his fields withstood,

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country’s blood
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Th’ applause of list’ning senates to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to despisc,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,
And read their history in a nation’s eyes,

Their lot forbad, nor circumscribed alone
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined,
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne,
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind,

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride
With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame
Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife,
Their sober wishes never learned to stray,
Along the cool sequestered vale of hife
They kept the noiscless tenor of their way

Yect ev’'n these bones from msult to protect
Some frail memornal still erected migh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked,
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh

Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unlettered Muse,
The place of fame and clegy supply,

And many a holy text around she strews.
That teach the rustic morahist to die

For who, to dumb Forgctfulness a prey,
This pleasing anxious being ¢’er resigned.
Left, the warm precincts of the cheerful day.
Nor cast onc longing ling’ring look behind ?

On some fond breast the parting soul relics,
Some pious drops the closing eye requires;
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature crics,

- * av PR I
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For thee, who mundtul of th’ unhonoured Dead
Dost 1n these lines their artless tale relate
It chance, by loncly contemplation led,
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy tate,

Haply some hoary-hcaded swain may say,

* Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn
‘ Brushing with hasty steps the dews away

* To meet the sun upon the upland lawn

‘ There at the toot of yonder nodding beech,
‘ That wreathes 1ts old fantastic roots so high.
‘ Has Iistless length at noontide would he stretch,
“ And pore upon the brook that babbles by |

‘ Hard by yon wood, now smiling as m scorn,

‘ Mutt’'ring ns wayward fancies he would 10ve,
* Now drooping, woetul wan, like one forlorn,

“ Or crazed with care, or crossed 1n hopeless love

‘One morn I missed him on the customed hill,
* Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree,
‘ Another came, nor yet beside the nill,
‘ Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he,

‘ The next with dirges due 1n sad array

‘Slow thro’ the church-way path we saw him borne
“ Approach and read (tor thou can’st read) the lay,

‘ Graved on the stone bencath yon aged thorn’

THE EPITAPH

HErer vests his head upon the lap of Earth
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknotn
Faw Science frowned not on his humble birth, '
And Melancholy marked him for her own

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere,
Heav'n did a recompence as largely send ,
He gave to Misery all he had, a teay,
He gained from Heav'n ("twas all he wished) a friena
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No farther seek his merits to disclose,
Or draw his fraities from thewr dread abode.
(Therve they alike 1n trembling hope repose),
The bosom of his Father and his God

BURNS

(OuTtLINE HisTORry, § 8j5)

MARY MORISON

O MaRy, at thy window be,
1t 1s the wish’d, the trysted hour!
Those smiles and glances let me sce,
That make the miser’s trecasure poor
How blythely wad I bide the stoure !
A weary slave frae sun to sun.
Could I the rich reward sccure,
The lovely Mary Morison

Yestreen, when to the trembhing string
The dance gaed thro’ the highted ha’,
To thee my tancy took 1its wing,
I sat, but necither heard nor saw
Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw,
And yon the toast of a’ the town.,
1 sigh’d, and said among them a’,
* Ye are na Mary Morison ’

Oh, Mary. canst thou wreck his peace,
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ?
Or canst thou break that heart of his,

Whase only faut 1s loving thee ?
If love for love thou wilt na gie,

At least be pity to me shown,
A thought ungentle canna be

The thought o’ Mary Morison

! Pressure of circumstance
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TO A MOUSE, ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NES]
WITH THE PLOUGH

WEE, slecket,! cowrin, tim’rous beastic,
O, what a panic’s in thy breastie !
Thou nced na start awa sae hasty,
Wr' bickerin brattle !°
I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee,
W1 murderin’ pattle I3

I'm truly sorry man’s dominion,
Has broken nature’s social union,
An’ justifies that 11l opinion,
Which makes thee startle,
At me. thy poor, carth-born companion,
An’ fellow-mortal !

I doubt na, whyles,* but thou may thieve,
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun hive!
A daimen 1cker 1n a thrave®

’S a sma’ request,
I'll get a blessin’ wi’ the lave,*

An’ never miss’t !

Thy wee bit housie, too, in rumn'!
Its silly wa's the win’s are strewin |
An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,
O’ foggage” green !
An’ bleak December’s winds ensun,
Baith snell® an’ kecn |

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste,
An’ weary winter comin fast,
An’ cozic here, beneath the blast, .
Thou thought to dwell—
Till crash | the cruel coulter past
Out thro’ thy cell.

! Sleek. * Scamper. * Plough-staff. ¢ At times.
* An odd ear of gramn in twenty-four ears of corn ® The rest.
? Coarse grass. ¢ Batter
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That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble,
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble !
Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble,
But! house or hald,?
To thole® the winter’s slecty dribble,
An’ cranrcuch? cauld '

But Mouste, thou art no thy lanc,®
In proving foresight may be vam,
The best-laid schemes o' mice an’ men
Gang att agley,®
An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain,
For promis’d joy !
Still thou art blest, compar’d wt’ me !
The picsent only toucheth thee
But ochi! I backward cast my c’e,
On prospects drear,
An’ torward, tho’ I canna see,
I guess an’ tear!

JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO

Jonn Anderson, my jo, John,
When we were first acquent,

Your locks were like the raven,
Your bonice brow was brent,

But now your brow 1s beld, John,
Your locks arc like the snaw,

But blessings on your trosty pow,
John Anderson, my jo

John Anderson, my jo, John,
We clamb the hill thegither,
And mony a cantic day, John,
We've had wr’ ane anither:
Now we maun totter down, John,
And hand 1 hand we’ll go,
And sleep thegither at the foot,
John Andcrson, my jo.

Without, ! Abiding place * Endure.
Hoar-frosts ¢ Alone. ¢ Awry.
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TO MARY IN HEAVEN

Taou ling’'ring star, with less’'ning ray,
That lov’st to greet the early morn,
Again thou usher’st in the day
My Mary from my soul was torn
O Mary ! dear departed shade !
Where 15 thy place ot blissful rest ?
See’st thou thy lover lowly laid ?
Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast

That sacred hour can I forget,

Can I forget the hallow’d grove,
Where, by the winding Ayr, we met,

To live one day of parting love!
Etermity can not cfface

Those records dear of transports past,
Thy 1mage at our last embrace,

Ah! little thought we ’twas our last !

Ayr, gurgling, kiss’d his pebbled shore,
O’crhung with wild-woods, thickening green,
The fragrant birch and hawthorn hoar,
"Twin’d amorous round the raptur’d scene.
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest,
The birds sang love on every spray.
Till too, too soon, the glowing west,
Proclaim’d the speed of wingéd day

Still o’cr these scenes my mem’ry wakes,
And fondly broods with miser-care,
Time but the 1mpression stronger makes,
As streams their channels deeper wear,
My Mary ! dear departed shadce !
Where 15 thy place of bhissful rest ?
Sec’st thou thy lover lowly laid ?
Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast .
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A MAN'S A MAN FOR A’ THAT

Is there for honest poverty|
That hangs his head, an’ a’ that,
The coward slave—we pass him by,
We dare be poor for a’ that!
For o’ that, an’ a’ that,
Our toils obscure an’ a’ that,
The rank 15 but the guinea’s stamp,
The man’s the gowd for a’ that.

What though on hamely fare we dine,
Wear hoddin grey, an’ a’ that,

Gle tools therr silks, and knaves their wine,
A man’s a man for a’ that

For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
Therr tinsel show, an’ a’ that,

The honest man, tho’ e’er sae poor,
Is king o’ men tor a’ that

Ye sce yon birkiet ca’d a lord,
Wha struts, an’ stares, an’ @’ that,
Tho’ hundreds worship at his word,
He’s but a coof? for a’ that
For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
His ribband, star, an’ a’ that,
I'he man o’ independent mind
Hce looks an’ laughs ata’ that

A prince can mak a belted knight,
A marquis, duke, an’ a’ that,

. But an honcst man’s aboon his might,
Gude taith, he mauna fa’ that!

For a’ that, an’ &’ that,
Their dignitics an’ a’ that,

I'he pith o’ sense, an’ pride o’ worth,
Are higher rank than a’ that.

.? Fellow. * Nmnvy.
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Then let us pray that come 1t may,
(As come 1t will for a’ that,)

That sense and worth, o’cr a’ the carth,
Shall bear the gree,? an’ a’ that

For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
It’s coming yet for a’ that,

That man to man, the world o’cr,
Shall brothers be for a’ that.

COWPER

(OuTLINE HIsTORY, § 85)

ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER’S PICTURE

OH that those hips had language !  Lafe has passed
With me but roughly since T heard thee last
Those lips are thine—thy own sweet smile I sce,
The same that oft in chiuldhood solaced me,

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say

‘ Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away !’
The meek intelhigence of those dear eyces

(Blest be the Art that can immortalize,—

The Art that baffles Time’s tyrannic claim

To quench 1t) here shines on me still the same

Faithful remembrancer of one so dear,

O welcome gucest, though uncxpected, here !
Who bidst me honour with an artless song,
Affectionate, a mother lost so long

I will obey, not willingly alone,

But gladly, as the precept were her own
And while that face renews my filial grief,
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief,—
Shall steep me 1n Elysian reverie,

A momentary drcam, that thou art she.

My mother | when I learned that thou wast aeaq,
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ?
Hovered thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son,
Wretch even then, life’s journey just begun ?

t Prize,
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Perhaps thou gavest me, though unfelt, a kiss,

Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep 1n bliss—

Ah, that maternal smle ! 1t answers—' Yes’

I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day,

J saw the hearsc that bore thee slow away,

And, turming from my nursery window, drew

A long, long sigh, and wept a last adicu !

But was 1t such ?—It was.—Where thou art gone

Aljcus and farewells arc a sound unknown,

May I but mect thee on that peaceful shore,

The parting word shall pass my lips no more !

Thy maidens grieved themselves at my concern,

Oft gave me promise of thy quick return.

What ardently T wished, I long belicved,

And, disappomnted still, was still deceived,

By cxpectation every day beguiled,

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went,

Till, all my stock ot mfant sorrow spent,

I learned at last submission to my lot,

But, though I less deplored thee. ne’er forgot.
Where once we dwelt our name 1s heard no

more,

Children not thine have trod my nursery floor,

And where the gardener Robin, day by day,

Drew me to school along the public way,

Delhighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped

In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capped,

"T1s now become o hustory hittle known,

That once we called the pastoral house our own

Shortlived possession ! but the record fair,

That memory keeps of all thy kindness there,

Stall quﬁlvcs many a storm that has effaced

A thousand other themes less deeply traced.

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made,

That thou mightest know me safe and warmly laid,

Thy morning bountics cre I left my home,

The biscuit, or confectionery plum,

The fragrant waters on my checks bestowed

By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glowed:
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All this, and morc endearing still than all,
Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall,
Ne'er roughened by those cataracts and breaks,
That humour nterposed too often makes,
All this still legible 1n Memory's page.
And still to be so to my latest age,
Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay
Such honours to thee as my numbers may.,
Perhaps a frail memoral, but sincere.
Not scorned 1in Heaven, though hittle noticea ueic

Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the hours
When, playmg with thy vesture’s tissued flowers,
The violet, the pink, and jessamine,
I pricked them into paper with a pin,
(And thou wast happier than mysclf the whi..,
Wouldst softly specak. and stroke my hcad and

smile)

Could thosc few pleasant days agam appear,
Might onc wish bring them, would 1 wish them here ?
I would not trust my heart—the dear dehight
Seems so to be destred, perhaps I might —
But no—what here we call our life 1s such,
So Iittle to be loved, and thou so much,
That I should 1ll requite thee, to constrain
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast
(The storms all weathered and the occan crossed)
Shoots 1nto port at some well-havened 1sle,
Where spices breathe, and brighter scasons smile,
There sits quicscent on the floods that show
Her beautcous form reflected clear below,
While airs impregnated with mncense play,
Around her, fanning hght her streamers gay,.—
So thou, with sails how swift! hast recached the

shore,

‘ Where tempests never beat nor billows roar,’
And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide
Of life, long since has anchored by thy sidc
But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest,
Always from port withheld, always distressed—
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Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest-tossed,

Sails ripped, scams opening wide, and compass lost,

And day by day some current’s thwarting force

“ets me more distant from a prosperous course.
et oh the thought, that thou art sate, and he'!
‘hat thought 15 joy, arrive what may to me

My boast 15 not that I deduce my barth

Erom loins enthroncd, and rulers of the carth,

But hugher far my proud pretensions rise—

The son of parents passed mnto the skies

And now, Farewell —Timce unrevoked has run

His wonted course, yet what [ wished 15 done

Ry Contemplation’s help, not sought in vain,

I scem to have hved my childhood o’er again,

To have 1ecnewed the joys that once were mune,

Without the sin ot violating thine,

And while the wings ot Fancy still are tree,

And I can view this mimic show of thee,

Tiume has but half succeeded 1n his thett—

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me lett

TO MARY

THE twentieth year 1s well migh past.

Since first our sky was overcast,

Ah would that this might be the last!
My Mary !

Thy spirits have a tanter tlow,

I see thee daily weaker grow—

"Twas my distress that brought thee low,
My Mary !

Thy ncedles, once a shining store,

* For my sake restless heretofore,

Now rust disused. and shine no more.
My Mary!

For though thou gladly wouldst tulfill

The same kind office, for me stull,

Thy sight now seconds not thy will,
My Mary !
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But well thou playedst the housewife’s part,

And all thy thrcads with magic art

Have wound themselves about this heart,
My Mary !

Thy indistinct expressions scem

Like language uttered mn a dream,

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme,
My Mary !

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright,
Are still more lovely in my sight
Than golden beams of orient hight,

My Mary!

For, could I view nor them nor thee,
What sight worth sceing could I see ?
The sun would rise i vam tor me,

My Mary!

Partakers ot thy sad decline,

Thy hands their little force resign,

Yet gently pressed, press gently mine,
My Mary !

Such teebleness of imbs thou provest,

That now at every step thou movest

Upheld by two; yet still thou lovest,
My Mary!

And still to love, though pressed with 1ll,
In wintry age to feel no chill,
With me 1s to be lovely still,

My Mary !

But ah | by constant heed I know,

How oft the sadness that I show,

Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe,
My Mary !

And should my future lot be cast

With much resemblance of the past,

Thy worn-out heart'will break at last,
My Mary |
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IN PRAISE OF THE COUNTRY
(From The Task, Book 1.)

Gop made the country, and man made the town

What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts
*That can alone make sweet the batter draught
That Iife holds out to all, should most abound
And least be threatened 1n the ficlds and groves ?
Possess ye, therefore, ye who, borne about
In*chariots and sedans, know no fatigue

But that of 1dleness, and taste no scenes

But such as Art contnives, possess ye still

Your clement, there only ye can shine,

Fhere only minds like yours can do no harm
Our groves were planted to console at noon
The pensive wanderer 1n their shades At eve
The moonbcam, shding softly in between

The sleepmg leaves, 1s all the hight they wish,
Birds warbhing all the music  We can spare
The splendour of your lamps, they but cclipse
Our softer satellite.  Your songs confound

Our more harmonious notes the thrush departs
Scared. and the offended nightingale 1s mute
There 15 a public mischief 1n your murth;

It plagucs your country Folly such as yours
Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan,
Has made, what encmies could ne’er have done,
Our arch of empire, stcadfast but for you,

A mutilated structurc, soon to fail.

A FRAGMENT OF AUTOBIOGRAPHY
, (From The Task, Book II1.)

I wAs a stricken decer that left the herd
Long since with many an arrow deep infixed
My panting side was charged, when I withdrew
To seck a tranquil death in distant shades
There was I found by One who had Himself
Been hurt by the archers  In His side He bore,
And 1in His hands and fect, the cruel scars.
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With gentle torce soliciting the darts,

Ile drew them forth, and healed, and bade me live
Since then, with few associates, in remote

And silent woods I wander. far trom those

My tormer partners of my peopled scene,

With tew associates, and not wishing more

Here much I ruminate, as much I may,

With other views of men and manners now

Than once, and others ot a lifc to come

I sec that all are wanderers, gone astray

Each in his own delusions, they ard lost

In chase ot fancied happiness, still wooed

And never won  Dream after dream ensues,
And still they dream that they shall still succeed,
And still are disappointed  Rings the world
With the vam stir | sum up half mankind,
And add two-thirds ot the remamning half,

And find the total of their hopes and fears
Dreams. empty dreams

THE WINTER EVENING
(From T he [ask, Book IV )

HARrk ! 't1s the twanging horn ' (O’er yonder bridge
That with 1ts wearisome but needful length
Bestrides the wintry flood, 1in which the moon

Sces her unwrinkled face reflected bright.

He comes, the herald of a noisy world.

With spattered boots, strapped waist, and frozen loc
News from all nations lumbering at his back

Trdce to his charge, the close-packed load behind.
Yet careless what he brings, his onc concern

Is to conduct 1t to the destined 1nn,

And, having dropped the expected bag, p'ass on

He whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch),

Cold and yet cheerful, messenger of grief

Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some,

To him indifferent whether grief or joy

Houses 1in ashes, and the fall of stocks,

Births, deaths, and marnages, epistles wet

With tears that trickled down the writer’s cheeks
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Fast as the periods from his fluent quill.
Or charged with amorous sighs of absent swains,
Or nymphs responsive, equally affect
His horse and him, unconscious of them all
But oh the important budget ! ushered n
With such heart-shaking music, who can say
What are 1ts tidings > Have our troops awaked ?
Or do they still, as if with oprum drugged,
Szore to the murmurs ot the Atlantic wave ?
Is #ndia tree ? And does she wear her plumed
And jewclled turban with a smile ot peace ?
Or do we grind her still >  The grand debate.
The popular harangue, the tart reply,
Iae logic, and the wisdom, and the wit,
And the loud laugh—1 long to know them all,
I burn to set the imprisoned wranglers tree,
And give them voiwce and utterance once again
Now stir the fire, and close the shutters tast.
Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round.
And while the bubbling and loud-hissing urn
Throws up a stecamy column, and the cups
That cheer but not incbriate, wait on cach.
So let us welcome peaceful evening in

'HE WONDLERS OF NATURE
(From I'he I'a.k, Book V1)

WHAT prodigies can power divine pertorm
More grand than 1t produces year by year,
And all 1n sight of mattentive man ?
Famihar with the effect we shght the cause.
And 1n the constancy of Nature’s course,

The regular return of genial months,

And renovation of a faded world,

Sce naught to wonder at  Should God again,

As once in Gibeon, mmterrupt the race

Of the undeviating and punctual sun,

How would the world admire ! But speaks 1t less
An agency divine, to make him know

His moment when to sink and when to rise.
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Age after age, than to arrest his course ?

All we behold is miracle, but seen

So duly, all is miracle in vain.

Where now the vital energy that moved,

While summer was, the pure and subtle lymph
Through the imperceptible meandering veins

Of leaf and flower ? It sleeps, and the 1cy toucu
Of unprolific winter has impressed

A cold stagnation on the mntestine tide

But let the months go round, a few short mornt.us,
And all shall be restored  These naked shoots,
Barren as lances, among which the wind

Makes wintry music, sighing as 1t goes,

Shall put their graceful fohage on agan,

And more aspiring, and with ampler spread,
Shall boast new charms, and more than they have lo:
Then each mn 1ts peculiar honours clad,

Shall publish, even to the distant eye,

Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich

In streaming gold, Syringa, ivory pure;

The scentless and the scented Rose, this red,

And of an humbler growth, the other tall,

And throwing up into the darkest gloom

Of neighbouring Cypress, or more sable Yew,
Her silver globes, light as the foamy surf,

That the wind severs from the broken wave,

The Lilac, various in array, now white,

Now sanguine, and her beauteous head now sct
With purple spikes pyramidal, as if

Studious of ornament, yet unresolved

Which hue she most approved, she chosc them all;
Copious of flowers the Woodbine, pale and wan,
But well compensating her sickly looks «

With never cloying odours, carly and late, *
Hypericum all bloom, so thick a swarm

Of flowers, like flies clothing her slender rods,
That scarce a lcaf appears; Mezercon too,
Though leafless, well attired, and thick besct
With blushing wreaths, investing cvery spray;
Althza with the purple eye; the Broom,
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Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloyed,

Her blossoms, and luxuriant above all

The Jasmine, throwing wide her elegant sweets,
The deep dark green of whose unvarnished leaf
Makes more conspicuous, and 1llumines more
The bright profusion of her scattered stars —
Thesc have been, and these shall be 1n therr day,
And all this uniform uncoloured scene

Shall be dismantled of 1ts fleccy load,

And flush inte variety again.

From dearth to plenty, and from death to Iife,

Is Nature'’s progress, when she lectures man
In-hcavenly truth, evincing as she makes

The grand transition, that there hves and works
A soul mn all things, and that soul 1s God

The beauties of the wilderness are his,

That make so gay the solitary place, .
Where no cye sees them.  And the fairer forms
That cultivation glories 1, arc his.

He sets the bright procession on its way,

And marshals all the order of the year;

He marks the bounds which Winter may not pass,
And blunts his pointed fury, 1 1ts case,

Russet and rude, folds up the tender germ
Uninjured, with inimitable art,

And ere onc flowery season fades and dies,
Designs the blooming wonders of the next.

WORDSWORTEL
(OuTtLINE HisToRrY, §§ 87-89)

‘MY HEART LEAPS UP WHEN I BEHOLD ”

My heart leaps up when I behold
A rambow in the sky-

So was it when my life began;

So 1s it now I am a man;
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So be 1t when I shall grow old,
Or let me die !
The Child 1s father of the Man,
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety

LINES
WRITTEN A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN ABBI'Q{

FIvE years have past, five summers, with the length
Of five long winters ! and again I hear

These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs
With a soft inland murmur —Once again

Do I behold these steep and lofty chiffs,

That on a wild secluded scene 1mpress

Thoughts of more deep scclusion, and connect
The landscape with the quict of the shy

The day 1s come when T again repose

Here, under this dark sycamore, and view

These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,

Are clad 1n one green hue, and lose themselves
'Mid groves and copses  Once again I see

These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, hittle lines
Of sportive wood run wild* these pastoral farms,
Green to the very door, and wreaths of smoke
Sent up, 1n silence, from among the trees !

With some uncertain notice, as might scem

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,

Or of some Hermit’s cave, where by his fire

The Hermat sits alone.

These beaute _ __ __. .
Through a long absence, have not been to me
As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye:
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them,
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;
And passing even into my purer mind,
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With tranquil restoration :—feelings too
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,
As have no slight or trivial influence
On that best portion of a good man’s hife,
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
To them I may have owed another gift,
Qf aspect morc sublime, that blessed mood.
Ire which the burthen of the mystery,
In which thé heavy and the weary weight
Of all this unintclhgible world,
Is lightened —that screne and blessed mood,
I which the affections gently lead us on.—
Until, the breath of this corporcal flame
And even the motion of our human blood
Almost suspended, we are lawd asleep
In body, and become a living soul
While with an cye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see mto the life of things

If this
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh | how oft—
In darkness and amid the many shapes
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart—
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,
O sylvan Wyc ! thou wanderer thro’ the woods,
How often has my spirit turned to thee !

And now, with glecams of half-extinguished thought.
With many recognitions dim and faint.
Andssomewhat of a sad perplexity,

The picture of the mind revives again:

While here I stand, not only with the sense

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts

That in this moment there is life and food

For future years. And so I dare to hope,

Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first
I came among these hills; when like a roe
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1 bounded o’cr the mountains, by the sides

Of the deep rivers, and the lonely strcams,
Wherever nature led* more like a man

Flymg from somcthing that he drcads than one
Who sought the thing he loved For nature then
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,

And therr glad animal movements all gone by)
To me was all in all —I cannot paint

What then T was The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion the tall rock,

The mountam, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite, a feeling and a love,

That had no neced of a remoter charm,

By thought supplied. nor any mterest
Unborrowed from the eye —That time 15 past,
And all 1ts aching joys arc now no more,

And all 1its dizzy raptures  Not for this

Famnt I, nor mourn nor murmur, other gifts
Have followed, for such loss, I would believe.
Abundant recompense  For I have learned

To look on nature, not as i the hour

Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes
The still, sad music of humanity,

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue  And I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts, a sensc sublime

Of somcthing far morce decply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living arr,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man,

A motion and a spirit, that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all though.,
And rolls through all things. Thercfore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods,

And mountains; and of all that we behold
From this grecn earth, of all the mighty world
Of eye, and ear,—both what they half crcate,
And what perceive, well pleased to recognize
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In naturc and the language of the sense
The anchor ot my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Ot all my moral bemng

Nor perchance,
If I were not thus taught, should 1 the more
Suffer my genial spirits to decay
For thou art with me here upon the banks
©Of this fair river, thou my dearest Friend.
My dear, dgar Friend, and i thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
My former pleasures in the shooting hights
Of thy wild ¢yes. Oh! yet a little while
May I behold m thee what 1 was once,
My dear, dear Sister ! and thas prayer I make,
Knowing that Nature never dud betray
The heart that loved her, “tis her privilege,
Through all the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy. for she can so inform
The nund that 1s within us, so 1mpress
With quictness and beauty, and so teed
With lofty thoughts, that neither cevil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers ot selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness 1s, nor all
The dreary mtercourse of daily life,
Shall ¢’cr prevaal agamst us, or disturb
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold
Is full ot blessings  Therctore let the moon
Shine on thee 1n thy solitary walk,
And let the misty mountain-winds be tree
To blow against thee and, in after years,
When these wild cestasies shall be matured
Into a sober pleasurc, when thy mnd
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,
Thy memory bec as a dwelling-place
For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,
If solitude, or tcar, or pain, or grict,
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Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts

Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,
And these my exhortations ! Nor, perchance—
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1f I should be where I no more can hear

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eycs these gleams
Of past existence—wilt thou then forget

That on the banks of this dehighttul stream

We stood together, and that 1, so long

A worshipper of Nature, hither came
Unwearied m that service. rather say

With warmer love—oh ! with far deeper zeal
Ot holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget

That after many wandcerings, many years

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty chiffs,
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
More dcar, both tor themselves and for thy sake

ODE

INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF
EARLY CHILDHOOD
The Child 1s father of the Man,

And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety,

I
THERE was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparclled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.
It is not now as it hath been of yore,—
Turn whereso’er I may,
By night or day,
The things which I have seen I now can sce y10 more.

1I.
The Rainbow comes and gocs,
And lovely is the Rose,
The Moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare,
Walters on a starry night
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Are beautiful and fair;
The sunshine 1s a glorious barth,
But yet I know, where’er I go,
That there hath past away a glory from the earth

III.

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,
And while the young lambs bound
. As to the tabor’s sound,
Tq me alone there came a thought of grief
A timely ut#erance gave that thought relief,
And I agamn am strong.
The cataracts blow their trumpets trom the steep,
Mo more shall griet of mine the season wrong,
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep,
And all the earth 1s gay,
Land and sca
Give themselves up to jollity,
And with the heart of May
Doth every Beast keep holiday,—
Thou Child of Joy,
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy
Shepherd-boy !

Iv.

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call
Ye to each other make, I sce
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;
My heart 1s at your festival,
My head hath 1ts coronal,
The fulness of your bliss, I feel—I feel 1t all.
»Oh evil day | if I were sullen
+ Wahile Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,
And the Children are culling
On every side,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother’s arm:—
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1 hear, 1 hear, with joy I hear!
—But there’s a Tree, of many, one,
A single Field which I have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that 1s gone
The Pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat
Whather 15 fled the visionary gleam 2
Where 1s 1t now, the glory and the dream ?

v

Our birth 1s but a sleep and a forgetting
The Soul that rises with us, our Iife’s Star,
Hath had elsewhere 1ts setting,
And cometh from afar
Not 1n entire forgetfulness,
And not 1n utter nakedness,
But traihing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who 15 our home
Heaven lies about us 1n our mnfancy !
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the hight, and whence 1t flows,
He sees 1t 1n his joy,
The Youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travel, still 1s Nature’s Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended,
At length the Man perceives 1t die away.,
And fade into the hght of common day

VI
Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her oww,
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind, .
And, even with somcthing of a Mother’s mind,
And no unworthy aim,
The homely Nurse doth all she can
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.



WORDSWORTH 233

VII
Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,
A si1x years' Darling of a pigmy size !
See, where ‘mid work of his own hand he lies,
Fretted by sallics of his mother’s kisses,
With hight upon him from his father’s eyes !
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of human Iife,
Jhaped by himsclf with newly-learned art,
»
A wedding or a festival,
A mourning or a funeral,
And this hath now his heart,
And unto this he frames his song
Then will he fit his tongue
To dialogues of business, love, or strife,
But 1t will not be long
Ere this be thrown aside,
And with new joy and pride
The little Actor cons another part,
Filling from tune to time his * humorous stage
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,
That Life brings with her in her equipage,
As 1f his whole vocation
Were cndless imitation

viII
Thou, whosc exterior semblance doth belie
Thy Soul’s immensity,
Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep
Thy hentage, thou Eye among the blind,
That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep,
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind,—
Mighty Prophct! Secr blest !
On whom those truths do rest,
Wihach we are toiling all our lives to find,
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave,
Thou, over whom thy Immortality
Broods like the Day, a Master o’er a Slave,
A Presence which is not to be put by,
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might
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Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height,
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke
The years to bring the mevitable yoke,

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ?

Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,
And custom lie upon thee with a weight,

Heavy as frost, and deep almost as hife !

IX.
O joy! that in our embers
Is something that doth hve,
That nature yet remembers
What was so fugitive !
The thought of our past years in me doth breel
Perpetual benediction not indeed
For that which 1s most worthy to be blest,
Delight and liberty, the sumple creed
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast.
Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and praise,
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings,
Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realised,
High instincts before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised-
But for those first affections,
Thosc shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seeing,
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make
Our noisy years scem moments in the being
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
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Can utterly abolish or destroy !
Hence 1n a season of calm weather
Though 1nland far we be,
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither,
Can 1n a moment travel thither,
And see the Children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mughty waters rolling evermore.

?

[y

X
Then sing, ye ’Blrds, sing, sing a joyous song !
And let the young Lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound !
We 1n thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day
Feel the gladness of the May !
What though the radiance which was once so bright
Bce now for ever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendour 1n the grass, of glory in the flower,
We will gricve not, rather find
Strength in what remains behind;
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must cver be;
In the soothing thoughts that spring
Out of human suffering;
In the faith that looks through death,
In years that bring the philosophic mind.

XI.
And O, ye¢ Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,
Foretbode not any severing of our loves !
Yet in my heart of hearts I teel your might;
I only have relinquished one delight
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I love the Brooks which down their channcls fret,
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they;
The innocent brightness of a new-bom Day

Is lovely yet ;
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The Clouds that gather round the setting sun

Do take a sober colouring from an eye

That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality,
Another race hath been, and other palms are won
Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
Thanks to 1ts tenderness, 1ts joys, and fcars,

To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears

THE SOLITARY REAPER

BeHoLD her, single 1n the ficld,
Yon solitary Highland Lass !
Reaping and singmng by herself,
Stop here, or gently pass |

Alone she cuts and binds the gram,
And smgs a melancholy stramn;

O listen ! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt

More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.

Will no one tell me what she sings ?—
Perhaps the plamntive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago.

Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day ?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again ?

Whate’er the theme, the Maiden sang
As 1if her song could have no ending;
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I saw her singing at her work,
And o’cr the sickle bending,—
I listencd, motionless and still,
And, as I mounted up the hll,
The music 1n my heart I bore,
Long after 1t was hcard no more

ODE TO DUTY

‘Jam non consihio bonus, sed more ed perductus, ut non tantum
recté facere possim, sed nist recté facere non possim ’
STERN Daughter of the Voice of God !
O Duty ! 1f that name thou love
Who art a light to guide, a rod
To check the crring, and reprove,
Thou, who art victory and law
When empty terrors overawe,
From vain temptations dost sct free,
And calm’st the weary strife of frail humanity !

There are who ask not if thinc eye

Be on them, who, 1n love and truth,

Where no misgiving 1s, rely

Upon the gemal sense of youth,

Glad Hearts ! without reproach or blot,

Who do thy work, and know 1t not

Oh! if through confidence misplaced

They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power ! around
them cast.

Serenc will be our days and bright,

And happy will our nature be,

When love 1s an uncrring light,

And joy 1ts own securnty.

And they a blissful course may hold

Even now, who, not unwiscly bold,

Live 1n the spirit of this creed;

Yet seek thy firm support, according to their need
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I, loving freedom, and untried,

No sport of every random gust,

Yet being to myself a gude,

Too blindly have reposed my trust:

And oft, when 1 my heart was heard

Thy timely mandate, I deferred

The task, 1 smoother walks to stray,

But thee I now would serve more strictly, if, I may

Through no disturbance of my Soul,

Or strong compunction in me wrought,

I supplicate for thy control,

But n the quietness of thought-

Me this unchartered freedom tires,

I feel the weight of chance-desires

My hopes no morc must change their name,
I long for a reposc that cver 15 the same

Stern Lawgiver | yet thou dost wear

The Godhead’s most benignant grace,

Nor know we anything so fair

As 1s the smile upon thy face*

Flowers laugh before thee on their beds

And fragrance in thy footing treads,

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong,

And the most ancient heavens, through [ hee, arc
fresh and strong.

To humbler functions, awful Power !

I call thee: I myself commend

Unto thy guidance from this hour,

Oh, let my weakness have an end !

Give unto me, made lowly wise,

The spirit of self-sacrifice,

The confidence of rcason give;

And in the hight of truth thy Bondman let me live!
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SONNETS
ZOMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE

EARTH has not anything to show more fair
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching 1n 1ts majesty.

This City now doth, like a garment, wear
The beauty of the morning, silent, bare,
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky,

All bright and ghttering in the smokeless air
Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill,
Ne'’er saw I, never felt, a calm so decep !

The niver ghideth at his own sweet will

Dear God ! the very houses secem asleep,
And all that mighty heart 1s lying still !

THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITH Us”

THE world 1s too much with us, late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers
Little we see 1in Nature that is ours,

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon !
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon,
The winds that will be howlhing at all hours,
And arc up-gathered now like slecping flowers,
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune,

It moves us not.—Great God ! 1'd rather be

A Pagan suckled 1n a creed outwomn,

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn,
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.

‘“ SCORN NOT THE SONNET "’

ScorN not the Sonnet; Critic, you have frowned,
Mindless of its just honours; with this key
Shakspeare unlocked his heart; the melody
Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch’s wound;
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A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound,

With it Camoéns soothed an exile’s grief;

The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf

Amid the cypress with which Dante crowned

His visionary brow* a glow-worm lamp,

It cheered mild Spenser, called from Faery-land
To struggle through dark ways, and when a damp
Fell round the path of Milton, 1n his hand

The Thing became a trumpet, whence he blew
Soul-anmimating strams—alas, too few !

COLERIDGE

(OuTLINE HISTORY, §§ 9o, 101)

KUBLA KHAN

IN Xanadu did Kubla Khan

A stately pleasure-dome decree

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran

Through caverns measureless to man

Down to a sunless sea.

So twice five miles of fertile ground

With walls and towers were girdled round

And here were gardens bright with smuous rills,
Where blossom’d many an incense-bearing tree,
And here were forests ancient as the hills,
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery

But oh | that deep romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover !

A savage place | as holy and enchanted )

As ¢’er beneath a waning moon was haunted

By woman wailing for her demon-lover !

And from this chasm, with ceascless turmoil secthing,
As if this carth in fast thick pants were breathing,

A mighty fountain momently was forced-

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,
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Or chaffy gramn benecath the thresher’s flail
And 'mud these dancing rocks at once and cver
1t flung up momently the sacred river

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion
Through wood and dale the sacred rniver ran,
Then reach’d the caverns measureless to man,
And sank 1n tumult to a Iifeless ocean

And 'nud this tumult Kubla heard from far
Ancestral voices prophesying war |

The shadow of the dome of pleasurc
Floated midway on the waves,
Where was heard the mingled measure
From the fountamn and the caves

It was a mrracle of rare devicee,

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice !

A damscl with a dulcimer

In a vision once I saw

It was an Abyssmian maid,

And on her dulaimer she play’d,
Singing of Mount Abora

Could I revive within me

Her sy mphony and song,

To such a deep delight 'twould win me,
That with music loud and long

I would build that dome m air,

That sunny dome ! thosc caves of 1ce !
And all who heard should see them there,
And all should cry, Beware ! Beware |
His flashing eyes, his floating hair !
Weave a circle round him thrice,

And close your cyes with holy dread,
Foi he on honcy-dew hath fed,

And drunk the milk of Paradise.

241
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THE ANCIENT MARINER
PART 1

IT 15 an ancient Mariner,

And he stoppeth onc ot three

‘ By thy long grey beard and ghttering eye, |
Now whercfore stopp’st thou me ?

‘ The bridegroom’s doors are open’d wide,
And I am next of kin, '
The guests are met, the feast 15 set: )

May’st hear the merry din’

He holds hum with his skinny hand,

‘ There was a ship,” quoth he !
" Hold off ! unhand me, grey-beard loon !’
Ettsoons his hand dropt he

He holds him with his ghttering eye—
The wedding-gucest stood still,

And histens like a three years’ child
The Mariner hath his will

The wedding-guest sat on a stonce

He cannot choose but hear,

And thus <pake on that ancent man,
The bright-cyed Mariner

‘ The ship was cheer’d, the harbour clear’d,
Mernly did we drop

Below the kirk, below the hill,

Bclow the highthouse top

The sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came he | .
And he stione bright, and on the gt t
Went down 1nto the seca

Higher and higher every day,

T1ll over the mast at noon—'’

The wedding-guest here beat his breast,
For he hecard the loud bassoon.
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The bride hath paced mto the hall,
Red as a rose 1s she,

Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry munstrelsy.

The weddimg-guest he beat his heart,
Yet he cannot choosc but hear,

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-ecyced Mariner

‘ And new the storm-blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong

He struck with lus o’ertaking wings,
And chased us south along

‘ With sloping masts and dipping prow,
As who pursued with ycll and blow

Still trcads the shadow ot hs foe,

And forward bends his head,

The ship drove tast, loud roar’d the blast,
And southward aye we fled

‘ And now there came both mist and snow,
And 1t grew wondrous cold,

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,

As green as emerald,

“And through the dnifts the snowy chifts
Did send a dismal sheen
Nor shapes of men nor becasts we ken—
The 1cc was all between.

* The 1ce was here, the 1ce was there,
Tla: 1ce was all around
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It crack’d and growl’d, and roar’d and howl’d,

Like noises 1n a swound |

* At length did cross an Albatross
Thorough the fog 1t came:

As if 1t had been a Christian soul,
We hail’d 1t in God’s name.
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‘It ate the food 1t ne’er had eat,
And round and round it flew.

The 1ce did split with a thunder-fit,
The helmsman steer’d us through !

‘And a good south wind sprung up behind,
The Albatross did tollow,

And cvery day, for tood or play,

Came to the marners” hollo !

‘ In mst or cloud, on mast or shroud,

It perchi’d tor vespers ninc,

Whiles all the might, through tog-smoke white,
Glunmer’d the white moon-shine.’

‘ God save thee, ancient Marner !

From the fiends, that plague thee thus '—
Why look’st thou so ?’—* With my cross-bow
1 shot the Albatross !’

WORK WITHOUT HOPE
LINES COMPOSED ON A DAY IN FEBRUARY

ArL Nature scems at work. Slugs leave their lair,—
The bees are stirring,—birds are on the wing,—

And Winter, slumbeiing in the open ar,

Wears on his smiling face a drcam of Spring !

And I, the while, the sole unbusy thing,

Nor honcy make, nor pair, nor build, nor sing.

Yet well I ken the banks where amaranths blow,
Have traced the fount whence streams of nectar flow.
Bloom, O ye amaranths ! bloom for whom ye may,
For me ye bloom not! Glide, rich strecams, away |
With lips unbrighten’d, wreathlcss brow, I stroll:
And would you learn the spells that drowse my soul ?
Work without hope draws nectar in a sicve,

And hope without an object cannot live.
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SCOTT!

(OutLINE HIsTORY, § 91)

FITZJAMES AND RODERICK DHU
(From The Lady of the Lake, Canto V.)

X

Frrz-JAMEs was brave —though to his heart
The hife-blood thrilled with sudden start,

He manned himself with dauntless air,
Returned the Chief his haughty stare,

His back against a rock he bore,

And firmly placed his foot before —

‘ Come one, come all! this rock shall fly
From 1ts firm base as soon as [ '—

Sir Roderick marked—and 1n his eyes
Respect was mmgled with surprise,

And the stern Joy which warriors feel

In toemen worthy ot their steel

Short space he stood—then waved his hand,
Down sunk the disappearing band,

Each warrior vanished where he stood,

In broom or bracken, heath or wood

Sunk brand and spear and bended bow,

In osters pale and copses low,

It seemed as if their mother Earth

Had swallowed up her warlike birth

The wind’s last breath had tossed m arr,
Pennon, and plad, and plumage fair,—
The hext but swept a lone lll-side,

Where heath and fern were waving wide*
The sun’s last glance was glinted back,
From spear and glaive, from targe and jack,—
The next all unreflected, shone

On bracken green, and cold grey stone.

L Ii‘or reasons stated in the Preface, no extracts are given from Scott’s
.aovels,
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X1
Fitz-James look round—yet scarce believed
The witness that his sight received,
Such apparition well might scem
Delusion of a dreadful dream
Sir Roderick 1n suspense he cyed,
And to his look the Chief replied,
‘ Fear nought—nay, that I nced not say—
But—doubt not aught from mine array
Thou art my guest,—1 pledged my ‘word
As far as Coilantogle ford.
Nor would T call a clansman’s brand
For aid agamst one valiant hand,
Though on our strife lay cvery vale
Rent by the Saxon from the Gael
So move we on,—I only meant
To show the reed on which you leant,
Deeming this path you might pursue,
Without a pass from Roderick Dhu’
They moved —I said Fitz-James was brave,
As cever knight that belted glave,
Yet dare not say, that now his blood
Kept on 1ts wont and tempered flood.
As, following Roderick’s stride, he drew
That seceming lonesome pathway through.
Which yet, by fearful proof, was rnife
With lances, that, to take his hife,
Waited but signal from a guide
So late dishonoured and dcficd.
Ever, by stealth, his eyc sought round
The vanished guardians of the ground,
And still, from copse and heather deep,
Fancy saw spear and broadsword peep,
And 1n the plover’s shrilly strain,
The signal-whistle heard again
Nor breathed he free till far behind
The pass was left, for then they wind
Along a wide and level green,
Where ncither tree nor tuft was seen,
Nor rush nor bush of broom was near,
To hide a bonnet or a spear
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XI11
The Chief in silence strode before,
And reached that torrent’s sounding shore,
Which, daughter of three mighty lakes,
From Vennachar 1n silver breaks,
Sweeps through the plain, and ceascless mines
On Bochastle the mouldering lines,
Where Rome, the Empress of the world,
Of yore her cagle wings unfurled
And hererhis course the Chieftamn staad,
Threw down his target and his plaid,
And to the Lowland warrior said—
‘ Bold Saxon ! to his promise just,
Vich-Alpine has discharged his trust
This murderous chief, this ruthless man,
This head of a rebellious clan,
Hath led thee safe, through watch and ward,
Far past Clan-Alpimne’s outmost guard
Now, man to man, and stcel to steel,
A Chieftain’s vengeance thou shalt fecl
Sec here, all vantageless 1 stand,
Armed, like thyself, with single brand
For this 1s Coilantogle ford,
And thou must kecp thec with thy sword '—

XIII.
The Saxon paused'—‘ I ne’er delayed,
When foeman bade me draw my blade,
Nay, more, brave Chicf, 1 vowed thy death
Yet sure thy fair and gencrous faith,
And my deep debt for hife preserved,
A better meed have well deserved:
¢an nought but blood our feud atone ?
Are there no means ?’—' No, Stranger, none
And hear,—to fire thy flagging zeal,—
The Saxon cause rests on thy steel,
For thus spoke Fate, by prophet bred
Between the hiving and the dead-
‘“ Who spills the foremost foeman’s life,
His party conquers in the strife.” '—
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‘ Then, by my word,’ the Saxon said,

‘ The riddle is already read.

Seck yonder brake beneath the chff,—
There lies Red Murdock, stark and stiff
Thus Fate has solved her prophecy,
Then yicld to Fate, and not to me.

To James, at Stirling, let us go,

When, if thou wilt be still his foe,

Or 1f the King shall not agree

To grant thee grace and favour free,

I plight mine honour, oath, and word.
That to thy native strengths restored,
With each advantage shalt thou stand,
That aids thee now to guard thy land '—

X1v

Dark lightning flashed from Roderick’s eye
* Soars thy presumption, then, so high,
Because a wretched kern ye slew,
Homage to name to Roderick Dhu ?

He yields not, he, to man nor Fate !

Thou add’st but fuel to my hate —

My clansman’s blood demands revenge —
Not yet prepared >—By Heaven, I change
My thought, and hold thy valour hight
As that of some vain carpet knight,

Who 1ll deserved my courteous care,

And whose best boast 1s but to wear

A braid of his fair lady’s hair '—

‘ I thank thee, Roderick, for the word

It nerves my heart, 1t steels my sword !
For I have sworn this braid to stain

In the best blood that warms thy vein
Now, truce, farewell | and, ruth, begone
Yet think not that by thee alone,

Proud Chief ! can courtesy be shown;
Though not from copse, or heath, or cain
Start at my whistle clansmen stern,

Of this small horn one feeble blast

Would fearful odds against thee cast.
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But fear not—doubt not—which thou wilt—
We try this quarrel hilt to hilt.’—

Then each at once his falchion drew,

Each on the ground his scabbard threw,
Each looked to sun, and stream, and plain,
As what they ne’er might see again,

I'hen foot, and point, and eye opposed.

In dubious strife they darkly closed.

XV

Il fared 1t then with Roderick Dhu,
That on the field his targe he threw,
Whose brazen studs and tough bull-hade
Had death so often dashed aside,

For, trained abroad his arms to wield,
Fitz-James’s blade was sword and shield
He practised cvery pass and ward,

To thrust, to strike, to femnt, to guard,
While less expert, though stronger far,
The Gael mamntained unequal war.
Three times 1n closing strife they <tood,
And thrice the Saxon blade drank blood,
No stinted draught, no scanty tide.

The gushing flood the tartans dyed
Fierce Roderick telt the tatal dram,

And showered his blows like wintry ramn,
And, as firm rock, or castle-roof,

Aganst the winter shower 1s proot,

The foe, invulnerable still,

Foiled his wild rage by steady skall,

Till, at advantage ta’en, his brand
Forced Roderick’s weapon from his hand,
And backward borne upon the lea,
Brought the proud Chieftain to his knee

XVI
‘ Now, yield thee, or by Him who made
The world, thy heart’s blood dyes my blade I'—
‘ Thy threats, thy mercy, I defy!
Let recreant yield, who fears to die.’—
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Like adder darting from his coil,

Like wolf that dashes through the toil,
Like mountain-cat who guards her young,
Full at Fitz-James’s throat he sprung,
Received, but recked not of a wound,

And locked his arms his focman round —
Now, gallant Saxon, hold thinc own !

No maiden’s hand 1s round thee thrown |
That desperate grasp thy frame mught feel,
Through bars of brass and triple steel'—
They tug, they strain! down, dow 1 they g
The Gael above, Fitz-James below

The Chiceftain’s gripe his throat compressed,
His knee was planted 1n his breast,

His clotted locks he backward threw,
Across his brow his hand he drew,

From blood and must to clecar his <i1ght.
Then glcamed aloft his dagger bright !-—
—But hate and fury 11l supplied

The strecam of hife’s exhausted tide,

And all too late the advantage came,

To turn the odds of deadly game,

For, while the dagger gleamed on high,
Recled soul and sense, reeled bramn and eye
Down camc the blow ! but in the heath
The erring blade found bloodless sheath
The struggling foe may now unclasp

The famting Chicf’s relaxing grasp,
Unwounded from the dreadful close,

But breathless all, Fitz- James arose

SOUTHEY

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 92)

THE SCHOLAR

My days among the Dead are past,
Around me I behold,
Where'er these casual eyes are cast,
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The mughty minds of old,
My never failing friends arc they,
With whom I converse day by day.

With them I take dehight 1n weal
And seck rehief in woe,

And while I understand and feel
How much to them I owe,

My checks have often been bedew’d
With d&ecars of thoughtful gratitude

My thoughts are with the Dead, with them
I Iive 1n long-past years,

Their virtues love, thewr faults condemn.
Partake their hopes and fears,

And from their lessons seck and find
Instruction with an humble mind

My hopes are with the Dead, anon
My place with them will be,

And I with them shall travel on
Through all Futurity,

Yet leaving here a name, I trust,
That will not perish in the dust

LANDOR

(OuTtLINE HIsTORY, §§ 92, 10T1)

ROSE AYLMER

\H what avails the sceptred race,
Ah what the form divine !
Vhat every virtue, every grace !
Rose Aylmer, all were thine.
Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes
May weep, but ncver see,
A night of memories and of sighs
I consccrate to thee.
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ON HIMSELF

I sTROVE with none, for none was worth my strife;
Nature I lov’d, and next to Nature, Art;

I warm’d both hands before the fire of life;
It sinks, and I am ready to depart.

RIENDSHIP

(From Imaginary Conversations : Barrow ﬁmd Newton$

Newton. 1 had something more, sir, to say—or rather—
I had something more, sir, to ask—about Friendship

Barrow. All men, but the studious above all, must
beware in the formation of it  Advice or caution on this
subject comes immaturely and ungracefully from the
young, exhibiting a proof either of temerity or suspicion,
but when you hear it from a man of my age, who has been
singularly fortunate mn the past, and foresees the same
felicity 1n those springing up before him, you may accept
it as the direction of a calm observer, tellmg you all he
has remarked on the greater part of a road which he has
nearly gone through, and which you have but just entered
Never take into your confidence, or admit often into your
company, any man who does not know, on some 1mportant
subject, morc than you do. Be lis rank, be his virtues,
what they may, he will be a hindrance to your pursuits,
and an obstruction to your grcatness. If imdeed the
greatness were such as courts can bestow, and such as can
be laid on the shoulders of a groom and make him look
like the rest of the company, my advice would be misplaced,
but since all transcendent, all true and genuine greatness,
must be of a man’s own raising, and only on the foundation
that the hand of God has laid, do not let adly touch 1t.
keep them off civilly, but keep them off. Affect no stoicism,
display no imdifference, let their coin pass current, but
do not you cxchange 1t for the purer one you carry, nor
think the milling pays for the alloy Greatly favoured
and blessed by Providence will you be, if you should in
your lifetime be known for what you are: the contrary,
if you should be transformed.
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Newton. Better and more dccorous would 1t be, per-
haps, if I filled up your pause with my reflections, but
you always have permitted me to ask you questions, and
@ow, unless my gratitude misleads me, you invite 1t.

v Barrow. Ask me anything- I will answer it, if I can; and
I wi#l pardon you, as 1 have often done, if you puzzle me

Newton. Is 1t not a difficult and a painful thing to
repulse, or to receive ungraciously, the advances of friend-
ship ? o

Barr®w. It withers the heart, if indeed his heart were
cver sound that ‘doth it Love, serve, run mnto danger,
venture hfe, for lum who would cherish you. give him
everything but your time and your glory Morning
recreations, convivial meals, eveming walks, thoughts,
questions, wishes, wants, partake with him  Yes, Isaac!
therc arc men born for friendship; men to whom the culti-
vation of 1t 1s nature, 15 nccessity, as the making of honey
15 to bees Do not let them suffer for the sweets they
would gather, but do not think to live upon thosc sweets
Our coirupted state requires robuster food, or must grow
morc and more unsound

CAMPBELL

(OuTLINE HIsTORY, § 92)

‘ DISTANCE LENDS ENCHANTMENT’
(From The Pleasures of Hope, Part 1)

AT summer eve, when Heaven’s ethereal bow
Spans with bright arch the ghttering hills below,
Why tq yon mountan turns the musing cye,
Wheee sunbright sumnut mingles with the sky ?
Why do thosc cliffs of shadowy tint appear

More sweet than all the landscape smiling near ?—
'Tis distance lends enchantment to the view,

And robes the mountain 1n its azure hue.

Thus, with delight, we linger to survey

The promuscd joys of lite’s unmeasured way,
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Thus, trom afar, each dim-discover’d scene
More plcasing scems than all the past hath been
And every form, that Fancy can repair

From dark oblivion, glows divinely there.

THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIC

I

OF Nelson and the North,

Sing the glorious day’s renown,

When to battle ficrce came forth

All the might of Denmark’s crown,

And her arms along the decp proudly shone
By each gun the highted brand,

In a bold determined hand,

And the Prince of all the land

Led them on.—

11

Like leviathans afloat,

Lay their bulwarks on the brine,
While the sign of battle flew

On the lofty British line

It was ten of April morn by the chime
As they dnifted on their path,

There was silence deep as death,

And the boldest held his breath.

For a time.—

111
But the might of England flush’d
To anticipate the scene,
And her van the fleeter rush’d
O’er the deadly space between
‘ Hearts of oak!’ our captains cried, when
cach gun
From 1ts adamantine hps
Spread a death-shade round the ships,
Like the hurricane eclipse
Of the sun.



CAMPBELL 255

1v.
Again! agamn ! again!
And the havoc did not slack,
Till a feeble cheer the Dane
To our cheering sent us back,—
Their shots along the decp slowly boom :—
Then ceased—and all 1s wail,
As they strike the shatter’d sail,
Or, i conflagration pale,
nght. the gloom —

v

Out spoke the victor then,

As he hail’d them o’er the wave

‘ Ye are brothers! ye arec men'!

And we conquer but to save,—

So peace instead of death lct us bring,
But yield, proud foe, thy fleet,

‘With the crews, at England’s feet,
And make submission meet

To our King.’—

VI.

Then Denmark bless’d our chief,

That he gave her wounds repose,

And the sounds of joy and grief

From her people wildly rose,

As death withdrew his shades from the day.
While the sun look’d smiling bright

O’er a wide and woeful sight,

Where the fires of funeral light

Died away

VII.
Now joy, Old England, raise !
For the tidings of thy mght,
By the festal cities’ blaze,
Whilst the wine-cup shines 1 light;
And yet amadst that joy and uproar,
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Let us think of them that sleep,
Full many a fathom deep,

By thy wild and stormy stcep.
Elsinore !

VIIL

Brave hearts ! to Britain’s pride

Once so faithful and so truc,

On the deck of tame that dicd ,—

With the gallant good Riou,

Soft sigh the winds of Heaven o’er their
grave !

While the billow mourntul rolls

And the mermaid’s song condoles,

Singing glory to the souls

Of the brave |—

MOORE

(OutLINE HisTORY, § 92)

THE MEETING OF THE WATERS
(From Irish Melodes,)

THERE 1s not 1n the wide world a valley so sweet,

As that vale 1n whose bosom the bright waters meet,
Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart,

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.

Yet 1t was not that Nature had shed o’er the scene
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green,

‘ Twas not her soft magic of streamlet and hily,
Oh ! no—it was something more exquisite still.

"Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear,
And who felt how the best charms of Nature improve
When we see them reflected from looks that we love.
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Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,
When the storms that we feelin this cold world should cease,
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace.

SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND
(From Irish Melodes)

SHEys far from the land where her young hero sleeps,
A4 lovers are round her sighmg,

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps,
For her heart in his grave 1s lying

Shasings the wild songs of her dear native plans,
Every note which he loved awaking,—

Ah! little they think, who delight 1n her strams,
How the heart of the Minstrel 1s breaking

He had lived for his love, for his country he died,
They were all that to ife had entwined him;

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried,
Nor long will his love stay behind him.

Oh ! make her a grave where the sunbcams rest,
When they promise a glorious morrow,

They’ll shine o’er her slecp, ike a smile from the West,
From her own lovéd island of sorrow

BYRON

(OurLINE HisTORY, § 94)

THESNIGHT BEFORE THE BATTLE OF
WATERLOO
(From Childe Harold’s Pilgrsmage, Canto I11:)
XXI.

THERE was a sound of revelry by night,

And Belgium’s capital had gathered then

Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright

The lamps shone o’er fair women and brave men.
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A thousand hearts beat happily; and when
Music arose with 1ts voluptuous swell,
Soft cyes looked love to eyes which spake again,
And all went merry as a marriage bell,
But hush ! hark ! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell

XXII.
Did ye not hear 1t ?—No , 'twas but the wind
Or the car rattling o’er the stony street;
On with the dance ! let joy be unconfined;
No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure mect
To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet—
But hark !|—that heavy sound breaks in once more
As 1f the clouds 1ts echo would repeat,
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before !
Arm ! Arm! 1t 15—t 1s—the cannon’s opening roar !

XXIII
Within a windowed niche of that high hall
Sate Brunswick’s fated clueftan, he did hear
That sound the first amidst the festival,
And caught 1ts tone with Death’s prophetic car,
And when they smiled because he deemed it near,
His heart more truly knew that peal too well
Which stretched his father on a bloody buer,
And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell,
He rushed 1mnto the field, and, foremost fighting, fell.

XXIV.
Ah'! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distrcss,
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness;
And there were sudden partings, such as press
‘The hife from out young hearts, and choking sighs
Which ne’er might be repeated; who could guess
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes,

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise !
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XXV.
And there was mounting 1in hot haste. the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car.
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed,
dnd swiftly forming in the ranks of war,
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar;
And near, the beat of the alarming drum
Roysed up the soldier ere the morning star,
Whale thronged the citizens with terror dumb,
Or whispering, With white hps—' The foc! They come !
they come I’
XXVI.
Arfd wild and high the ‘ Cameron’s gathering ’ rose |
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn’s hills
Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon’s foes*
How 1n the noon of night that pibroch thrills,
Savage and shrill !  But with the breath which fills
Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers
With the fierce native daring which instils
The stirring memory of a thousand years,
And Evan’s, Donald’s fame rings i each clansman’s cars!

XXVIIL.

And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves,
Dewy with nature’s tear-drops, as they pass,
Grieving, 1if aught manimate e’er grieves,
Over the unreturning brave,—alas |
Ere evening to be trodden hike the grass
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow
In its next verdure, when this fiery mass
Of living valour, rolling on the foe
And burniffg with high hope, shall moulder cold and low

XXVII
Last noon beheld them full of lusty life,
Last eve in Beauty’s circle proudly gay,
The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife,
The morn the marshalling in arms,—the day
Battle’s magnificently-stern array !
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The thunder-clouds close o’er it, which when gent

The carth is covered thick with other clay,

Which her own clay shall cover, heaped ana poue,
Rider and horse,—friend, foe,—in one red burial blent

ADDRESS TO THE OCEAN
(From Childe Harolds Pilgrimage, Canto 1V )

CLXXVIII

THERE is a pleasurc in the pathless woous,
There 1s a rapture on the lonely shore,
There is society, where nonc intrudes,
By the deep Sca, and music 1n 1ts roar,
I love not Man the less, but Nature more,
From these our mnterviews, in which I steal
From all I may be, or have been before,
To mingle with the Universe, and fecl

What I can nc’er express, yet can not all conceal

CLXXIX.

Roll on, thou decp and dark blue Ocean—roll |
Ten thousand flects sweep over thee 1n vain,

Man marks the earth with ruin—his control

Stops with the shore, upon the watery plamn

The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain

A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own,

When, for a moment, like a drop of rain,

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,

Without a grave, unknelled, uncoffined, and unknown.

CLXXX.

His steps arc not upon thy paths,—thy ficlds
Are not a spoil for him,—thou dost arise *

And shake him from thee; the vile strength he wields

For earth’s destruction thou dost all despise,

Spurning him from thy bosom to the skies,

And sendest him, shivering in thy playful spray

And howling, to his Gods, where haply les

His petty hope in some near port or bay,
And dashest him again to earth:—there let him lay.
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CLXXXI

The armaments which thunderstrike the walls
Ot rock-built cities, bidding nations quake,
And monarchs tremble 1n their capitals,
y The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make
"Pherr clay creator the vam title take
Ot lord of thee, and arbiter of war—
Thesce arce thy toys, and as the snowy flake,
I'hay mclt mto thy yeast of waves, which mar
Altke e Atmadp’s pride or spoils of Trafalgar.

CLXXXII

Thy shores arc empires, changed 1 all save thee—
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they ?
Thy waters washed thein power while they were free,
And many a tyrant since, their shores obey
The stranger, slave, or savage ! their decay
Has dried up reals to deserts*—not so thou,
Unchangeable, save to thy wild waves’ play,
Tine writes no wrinkle on thine azurc brow

Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou 1ollest now

CLXXXIII.

Thou gloiious mirtor, where the Almighty’s torm
Glasses 1tselt 1 tempests, m all time,—
Calm or convulsed, 1n breeze or gale or storm,
Icing the pole, or in the torrnd clime
Dark-heaving—boundless, cndless, and sublune,
The 1mage of eternity, the throne
Of the Invisible; cven trom out thy slime
The monsters of the deep are made, cach zone
Jbeys thecy thou goest torth, dread, fathomless, alone.
L]
CLXXXIV.
And I have loved thee, Ocean ! and my joy
Ot youthful sports was on thy breast to be
Bome, like thy bubbles, onward: from a boy
I wantoned with thy breakers—they to me
Were a delight; and if the freshening sea
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Made them a terror—'twas a pleasing fear,
For I was as 1t were a child of thee,
And trusted to thy billows far and near,

And laid my hand upon thy mane—as 1 do here

EVENING
(From Don Juan, Canto I1L.)
ci

AVE MARIA ! blessed be the hour!

The time, the clime, the spot, where I so oft
Have felt that moment 1n 1ts fullest power,

Sink o’cr the earth so beautiful and soft,
While swung the deep bell in the distant tower,

Or the fant dying day-hymn stole aloft,
And not a breath crept through the rosy air,
And yet the forest leaves scem’d stirr’d with pray

CIIIL.

Ave Marna ! 'tis the hour of prayer !
Ave Maria ! "tis the hour of love !
Ave Maria ! may our spirits dare
Look up to thine and to thy Son'’s above!
Ave Mana ! oh, that face so fair!
I'hose downcast cyes beneath the Aluoughty Dove—
What though ’tis but a pictured image strike—
That painting 1s no idol, 'tis too like.

CIv

Some kinder casuists arc pleased to sa_

In nameless print—that I have no devotion,
But sct those persons down with me to pray,

And you shall sce who has the properest notion
Of getting into heaven the shortest way;

My altars are the mountains and the ocean,
Earth, air, stars—all that springs from the great whole
Who hath produced, and will receive the soul.
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cv.

Sweet hour of twilight '—in the solituue
Ot the pine forest, and the silent shore

Which bounds Ravenna's immemorial wood,
Rooted where once the Adrian wave flow’d o’er,

%o where the last Cesarian fortress stood,
Evergreen forest | which Boccaccio’s lore

And Dryden’s lay made haunted ground to me,

Haw have I loved the twilight hour and thee !

CVL

The shrill cicalas, people of the pine,

Making their summer lives one ccascless song,
Were the sole echocs, save my steed’s and mine,

And vesper bell’s that rose the boughs along,
The spectre huntsman ot Onestt’s line,

His hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair throng,
Which learn’d from this example not to fly
From a true lover, shadow’d my mind’s eye

cvir

Oh, Hesperus ! thou bringest all good things—
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer,

To the young bird the parent’s brooding wings,
The welcome stall to the o’erlabour’d steer,

Whatc’er of peace about our hearthstone clings,
Whate’er our household gods protect of dear,

Aire gathered round us by thy look of rest,

Thou bring’st the cluld, too, to the mother’s breast.

CvIII

Soft hour ! which wakes the wish and melts the hecart
Of thbse who sail the scas, on the first day

When they trom their sweet triends are tom apart;
Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way,

As the far bell of vesper makes him start,
Seeming to weep the dymng day’s decay;

Is this a fancy which our reason scorns ?

Ah | truly nothing dies but something mourns !

263
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ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY THIRTY-SIXTH
YEAR

*T1s tune this heart should be unmoved,
Since others 1t has ceased to move,
‘et though I cannot yet be loved,
Still let me love.

My days arc in the yellow leaf,
The flowers and fruits of love aie gone,
The worm, the canker, and the grief,
Are mne alone

The fire that on my bosom preys,
Is lonc as some volcanic 1sle,
No torch 1s kindled at 1ts blaze—

A funeral pile |

The hope, the fear, the jealous care,
The exalted portion of the pain

And power of love, I cannot share,
But wcar the chain

But 'tis not thus, and 'tis not here

Such thoughts should shake my soul, nor now
Where glory decks the hero’s bier,

Or binds his brow

L he sword, the banner, and the ficld,
Glory and Grecece around me see |

The Spartan, borne upon his shield,
Was not more free

Awake! (Not Greece,—she 15 awake !)
Awake my spirit ! think through whon
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake,
And then strike home !

Tread those reviving passions down,
Unworthy manhood ! unto thee,
Indifferent should the smile or frown

Of beauty be.
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1f thou regrett’st thy youth, why hve !
The land of honourable death

Is here—up to the field, and give
Away thy breath !

Seck out, less often sought than found,
A soldier’s grave—for thee the best,
Then look around, and choose thy ground,
And take thy rest.

SHELLEY

(OurLINE HISTORY, § 95)

A LAMENT
I
OH, world | oh, lif¢ ! oh, time !
On whose last steps I climb
Trembling at that where I had stood before,

When will return the glory of your prime ?
No more—O, never more !

11
Out of the day and night
A joy has taken flight,
Fresh spring, and sumimer, and winter hoar,
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight
No more—O, never more |

TO A SKYLARK

HaA1L to thee, blithe spirit |
Bird thou never wert,
That from heaven, or near 1t,
Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.
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Higher still and higher
From the earth thou springest
Like a cloud ot fire,
The deep blue thou wingest,
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singes'

In the golden lightning
Of the sunken sun,
O’er which clouds are brightning,
Thou dost float and run, .
Like an unbodied joy whose race 1s just begun.

The pale purple even
Melts around thy flight,
Like a star of heaven
In the broad day-light
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shnll delight,

Keen as arc the arrows
Of that silver sphere,
Whose 1ntense lamp narrows
In the white dawn clear,
Until we hardly sce, we feel that 1t 1s there.

All the carth and air
With thy voice 1s loud,
As, when night 15 bare,
From one lonely cloud
The moon rains out her becams, and heaven 1s overflowed.

What thou art we know not;
What is most like thee ?
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to sec
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns unbidden,
Till the world 1s wrought
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not-



SHELLEY 267

Like a high-born maiden
In a palace tower,
Soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower—

Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,
Scattering unbeholden
Its aérial hue
Among the flowets and grass which screen it trom the view—

Like a rosec embowered
In 1ts own green leaves,
By warm winds deflowered,
Till the scent 1t gives
Makes tamnt with too much sweet these heavy-winged
thieves.

Sound of vernal showers
On the twinkling grass,
Rain-awakened flowers,
All that ever was
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass

Teach us, sprite or bird,
What swecet thoughts are thine,
1 have never heard
Praise of love or wine
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine

Chorus Hymendwal,
Or triumphal chaunt,
Matched with thine, would be all
]
. But an empty vaunt,
A thmg wherein we feel there 1s some hidden want.

What objects are the fountains
Of thy happy strain ?
What ficlds, or waves, or mountains ?
What shapes of sky or plain ?
What love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pam ?
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With thy clear keen joyance
Languor cannot be—
Shadow ot annoyance
Never came near thee-
1 Mt—but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety.

T T TP

Waking or aslecp,
Thou of death must deem
Things more truc and deep
Than we mortals dream,
Or how could thy notes flow in such a c1yStal stream ¢

We look before and after
And pine for what 15 not
Our sincerest laughter
With some pain is traught,
Our swecetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought

Yet 1t we could scorn
Ilate, and pride, and fear,
1f we were things born
Not to shed a tear,
I know not how thy joy we evet should come near.

Better than all mecasures
Of delighttul sound—
Better than all treasures
That in books are tound—
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner ot the ground !

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know,
Such harmonilous madness
From my lips would flow,
The world should listen then—as I am hbtenmg now.

THE CLOUD

I BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,
From the seas and the streams;

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid
In their noon-day dreams.
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From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The swect buds cvery one,

When rocked to rest on their mother’s breast,
As she dances about the sun

I wicld the flail of the lashing hail,
And whiten the green plains under.

And then agam I dissolve it in ran,
And laugh as I pass in thunder

1 sift the suuw ua the mountains below,
And their great pines groan aghast;

And all the night "tis my pillow white,
While I sleep in the arms of the blast

«.wolime on the towers of my skicy bowers,
Lightning my pilot sits,

In a cavern under 1s fettered the thunder,—
It struggles and howls at fits,

Over carth and ocean, with gentle motion,
This palot 1s guiding me,

ILured by the love of the genu that move
In the depths of the purple sca,

Over the nills, and the crags, and the hills,
Over the lakes and the plams,

Wherever he dream. under mountain or stream,
The Spint he loves remains;

And I all the while bask 1n heaven’s blue smiie,
Whilst he 1s dissolving in rams.

.

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes,
And his burning plumes outspread,
Leapaon the back of my sailing rack,
*  When the morning star shines dead.
As on the m
Which an earthquake rocks and swings,
An eagle alit one moment may sit
In the light of its golden wings

And when sunset may breathe, from the Iit sea beneath.
Its ardours of rest and of love,
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And the crimson pall of eve may fall
From the depth of heaven above,
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest,
As still as a brooding dove.

That orbéd maiden with whate fire laden,
Whom mortals call the moon,

Glides ghimmering o’er my fleece-like floor,
By the midnight breezes strewn,

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet,
Which only the angels hear,

May have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof,
The stars peep behind her and peer,

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee,
Like a swarm of golden bees,

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent,
Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas,

Lake strips of the sky fallen through me on high.
Are cach paved with the moon and these.

I bind the sun’s throne with a burning zone,
And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl;
The volcanos are dim, and the stars reel and swim
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl
From cape to cape, with a bridge-hike shape,
Over a torrent sea,
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,
The mountains 1ts columns be.
The triumphal arch through which I march
With hurricane, fire, and snow,
When the powers of the air are chamed to my chai
Is the million-coloured bow,
The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove,
While the moist earth was laughing below.

I am the daughter of earth and water,
And the nursling of the sky,

I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores,
] change, but | cannot die,
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For after the ram when, with never a stan,
The pavilion of heaven is bare,

And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams
Build up the blue dome of air,

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out of the caverns of rain,

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,
I anse and unbwld it again.

KEATS

(From Adonazs)

XXXIX.
PRACE, peace | he is not dead, he doth not slecp—
He hath awakened from the dream of hfe—
"T1s we who, lost 1n stormy visions, keep
With phantoms an unprofitable strife,
And in mad trance strike with our spirt’s knife
Invulnerable nothings —We decay
Like corpses 1n a charnel; fear and grief
Convulse us and consume us day by day,
And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay.

XL.

He has outsoared the shadow of our night,

Envy and calumny and hate and pain,

And that unrest which men miscall dehight,

Can touch him not and torturc not agamn,

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain

He is secure, and now can never mourn

A heart grown cold, a head grown grey 1n vain,

Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn,
With sparhless ashes load an unlamented um.

XLI
He lives, he wakes—'tis Death is dead, not he,
Mourn not for Adonais.—Thou young Dawn
Turn all thy dew to splendour, for from thee
The spirit thou lamentest 1s not gone;
Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan !
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Cease yec faint flowers and fountams, and thou Air
Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thrown
O’er the abandoned Earth, now leave 1t bare

Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despair !

XLII

He is made one with Nature® there 1s heard

His voice 1n all her music, from the moan

Of thunder, to the song of might’s sweet bird,

He 1s a presence to be felt and known *

In darkness and in light, from herb and stone,

Spreading itself where’er that Power may move

Which has withdrawn lus being to 1ts own,

Which wields the world with never wearied love,
Sustains it from beneath. and kindles 1t above

XLITI
He 1s a portion of the loveliness
Which once he made more lovely he doth bear
His part, while the one Spirit’s plastic stress
Sweeps through the dull dense world, compelling ther
All new successions to the forms they wear,
Torturing th’ unwilling dross that checks 1ts flight
To 1ts own likencss, as each mass may bear,
And bursting n 1ts beauty and its might

From trees and beasts and men into the Heaven’s light

KEATS

(OuTLINE HisTORY, § 96)

A JOY FOR EVER
(From Endymion, Book I+)

A THING of beauty is a joy for ever.

Its loveliness increases; it will never
Pass mto nothingness, but still will keep
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep
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Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.
Therefore, on every morrow, arc we wreathing
A flowery band to bind us to the earth,
Spite ot despondence, of the inhuman dearth
Ot noble natures, of the gloomy days,
Of all the unhealthy and o’cr-darken’d ways
Made for our searching yes, in spite of all,
Some shapc ot beauty moves away the pall
From our dark spirits  Such the sun, the moon,
Yrees old agnd young, sprouting a shady boon
For simple sheep, and such arc daffodils
With the green world they live in; and clear rills
That for themsclves a cooling covert make
’Gainst the hot season, the mid-forest brake,
Rich with a sprinkling of tair musk-rose blooms:
And such too 15 the grandeur of the dooms
We have magined for the mighty dead,
All lovely tales that we have heard or read
An cendless fountain of immortal drink,
Pourmng unto us trom the heaven’s brink.

Nor do we merely feel these essences
For one short hour, no, even as the trees
That whisper round a temple become soon
Dear as the temple’s self, so does the moon,
The passion poesy, glories mnfinite,
1launt us till they become a cheermng light
Unto our souls, and bound to us so 1ast,
That, whether there be shine, or gloom o’ercast,
They alway must be with us, or we die

ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN'S HOMER

Mucw have 1 travell’d in the realms of gold,

Al many goodly states and kingdoms seen,

Round many westein 1slands have 1 been

Which bards 1n tealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had 1 been told,

That deep-brow’d Homer ruled as his demesne:

Yet never I did breathe 1ts pure screnc

Till 1 heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:
T
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Then felt I hke some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into lus ken,

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He stared at the Pacific—and all his men
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise—
Silent, upon a peak 1n Darien.

DDE TO A NIGHTINGALE
My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness paing
My sense, as though of hemlock I ‘nad drunk,
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drans
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk
"T1s not through envy of thy happy lot,
But being too happy in thy happiness,—
That thou, hght-winged Dryad of the trees,
In some melodious plot
Of beechen green, and shadows numberlcss,
Singest of summer 1n full-throated ease

O for a draught of vintage, that hath been
Cool’d a long age 1n the decp-delved earth,
Tasting of Flora and the country-grcen,
Dance, and Provengal song, and sun-burnt mirth !
O for a beaker full of the warm South,
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
And purple-stained mouth,
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
And with thee fade away into the forest dim.

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget,
What thou among the leaves hast never known,
The weariness, the fever, and the fret
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan,
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs,
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despairs;
Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.
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Away | away ! for I will fly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings ot Pocesy,
Though the dull bramn perplexcs and retards
Alrcady with thee ! tender is the mght,
And haply the Qucen-Moon 1s on her throne,
Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays,
But here there 1s no light,
)ave what from heaven 1s with the breezes blown
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy
ways.

cannot sce what flowers are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, 1n embalmed darkness, guess cach sweet
Wherewith the scasonable month endows
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild,
White hawthorn, and the pastoral cglantimne,
Fast-fading violets cover’d up i leaves,
And mid-May’s eldest child,
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer cves

Darkling I histen, and tor many a time
1 have been half 1n love with caseful Death,
Call’d hin soft names 1n many a mused rhyme,
To take mto the air my quiet breath;
Now more than ever secems 1t 11ch to die,
To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ccstasy !
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have cars in vain—
Te thy Iugh requiem become a sod. -
L]

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird !
No hungry generations tread thee down;

The voice I hear this passing night was heard
In ancient days by emperor and clown:

Perhaps the sclf-same song that found a path
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when sick for home,
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She stood in tears amid the alien corn,
The same that ott-timces hath
Charm’d magic casements, opening on the toam
Ot perilous scas, 1 facry lands forlon

Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell
To toll thee back from me to my sole se
Adicu ! the fancy cannot cheat so well
As she 1s famed to do, deceiving clt.
Adicu! adicu! thy plamtive anthem fadc.
Past the near meadows, over the still stream,
Up the lull-side; and now ’tis buried decp
In the next valley-glades:
Was 1t a vision, or a waking drcam ?
Fled 15 that music:—do I wake or sleep ¢

ODE ON A GRECIAN URN

THoU still unravish’d buide ot quietness !
Thou toster-child ot Silence and slow ‘e,
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme
What lcaf-tringed legend haunts about thy shape
Of dcities or mortals, or of both,
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady ¢
What men or gods arc these » What maidens loath
What mad pursuit ?  What stiuggle to escape ?
What pipes and timbrels 7 What wild ecstasy ?

Heard melodics are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter, therefore, ye soft pipes, play on,
Not to the scnsual are, but, more endecar’d,
Pipe to the spirit dittics of no tone: '
Fair youth, beneath the trecs, thou canst not leave |
Thy song, nor cver can those trecs be barc;
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,
Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve,
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair |
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Abh, happy, happy boughs! tha. caunot shed

Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;
And, happy melodist, unwearied,

For ever piping songs for ever ncw;
Morc happy love ! more happy, happy love !
For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d,
For ever panting and for ever young,
All breathing human passion far above,
o That leaves a heart lhigh sorrowful and cloy’d,
® A burning forchead, and a parching tongue

Who are these coming to the sacrifice ?

To what green altar, O mystcrious priest,
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest ?
What httle town by river or sca-shore,
Or mountaimn-built with peaceful citadel,
Is empticd of 1ts folk, this prous morn ?
And, hittle town, thy strcets for evermore
Will silent be, and not a soul to tell
Why thou art desolate, can c’er return

O Attic shape !

Fair attitude ! with brede
Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With torest branches and the trodden weed,
Thou, silent torm ! dost tease us out of thought
As doth ctermity  Cold PPastoral !
When old age shall this generation waste,
Thou shalt remamn, in midst of other woe

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st.
‘ Beauty 1s truth, truth beauty,’—that 1s all

e know on carth, and all ye need to know
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DE QUINCEY

(OuTLINE HIsTORY, § 99)

OPIUM DREAMS
(From Confesstons of an English Oprum Ealer)

I THOUGHT that it was a Sunday morning in May, that it
was Easter Sunday, and as yct was very carly in the*morn-
ing. I was standing, as 1t secemed to me, at the door of
my own cottage. Right before me lay the very scene
which could really be commanded from that situation, but
exalted, as was usual, and solemnised by the powtr of
dreams. There were the same mountains, and the same
lovely valley at their feet, but the mountains were rased
to more than Alpine height, and there was mterspace far
larger between them of meadows and forest lawns, the
hedges were rich with white roses, and no hiving creature
was to be seen, excepting that in the green churchyard there
were cattle tranquilly reposing upon the verdant graves,
and particularly round the grave of a child whom I had
tenderly loved, just as I had really beheld them, a hittle
before sunrise i the same manner, when that child died.
I gazed upon the well-known scene, and I saxd aloud (as
I thought) to myself, ‘ It yct wants much of sunrise, and
1t 1s Easter Sunday, and that 15 the day on which they
celebrate the first-frmts of resurrection. I will walk
abroad, old gricfs shall be forgotten to-day, for the air s
cool and still, and the hills are hugh, and stretched away
to Heaven, and the forest glades are as quict as the church-
yard; and, with the dew, I can wash the fever from my
forehcad, and then I shall be unhappy no longtr.’ And I
turned, as if to open my garden gate; and mmmediately I
saw upon the left a scene far different, but which yet the
power of drecams had reconciled into harmony with the
other. The scene was an Oriental one, and there also 1t
was Easter Sunday, and very carly in the morning. And
at a vast distance were visible, as a stamn upon the horizon,
the domes and cupolas of a great city—an image or faint
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ibstraction, caught perhaps in childhood from some picture
f Jerusalem. And not a bow-shot from me, upon a stone,
and shaded by Judean palms, there sat a woman, and I
looked; and it was—Ann! . . Her looks were tranquil,
jut with unusual solemnity of expression, and I now gazed
upch her with some awe; but suddenly her countenance
grew dim, and, turning to the mountans, I perceived
vapours rolling between us, 1n a moment all had vanished;
thick darkness came on, and in the twinkling of an cye, I
was fa® away from mountains, and by lamplight in Oxford
Street, walking again with Ann—just as we walked seven-
teen years betore, when we were both children

As a final specimen I cite one of a different character
fron? 1820.

The dream commenced with a music which now T often
heard 1n dreams—a music of preparation and of awakening
suspense, a music like the opening of the Coronation
Anthem, and which, hike that, gave the feeling of a vast
march—of infinite cavalcades filing off—and the tread of
mnumerable armies  The morming was come of a mighty
day—a day of crisis and of final hope for human nature,
then suffering some mysterious eclipse, and labourmng mn
some dread extremity Somewhere, I knew not where—
somehow, I knew not how—by some human beings, I knew
not whom-—a battle, a strife, an agony, was conducting—
was evolving like a great drama, or piece of music, with
which my sympathy was the more insupportable from my
confusion as to 1ts place, its cause, 1ts nature, and its
possible issue. I, as1s usual in dreams (where, of necessity,
we make ourselves central to every movement), had the
power, and yet had not the power, to decide 1t. I had the
power, if I could raise myself, to will it, and yct again had
not the power, for the weight of twenty Atlantics was
upon nle, or the oppression of mexpiable guilt. ‘ Deeper
than ever plummet sounded ’ I lay mactive. Then, like a
chorus, the passion deepened Some greater interest was
at stake; some mightier cause than ever yet the sword had
pleaded, or trumpet had proclaimed Then came sudden
alarms; hurryings to and fro, trepidations of innumerable
fugitives, I knew not whether from the good causc or the
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bad; darkness and lights; tempest and human faces; and
at last, with the sense that all was lost, female forms, and
the features that were worth all the world to me, and but
a moment allowed,—and clasped hands, and heart-breaking
partings, and then—everlasting farewells | and with a sigh,
such as the caves of hell sighed when the mncestuous mother
uttered the abhorred name of death, the sound was rever-
berated—everlasting farcwells ! and agam, and yct again
reverberated—everlasting farewells ! ‘

And I awoke 1n struggles, and cried aloyd ‘I wilf sleep
no more !’

LAMB

(OuTLINE HisTORY, § 100)

MACKERY END, IN HERTFORDSHIRE
(From The Essays of Elia)

BRrIDGET ELI1A has been my housekeeper for many a long
year. I have obligations to Bridget, extending beyond
the period of memory We house together, old bachelor
and maid, in a sort of double singleness, with such tolerable
comfort, upon the whole, that I, for one, find in myself no
sort of disposition to go out upon the mountains, with the
rash king’s offspring, to bewail my celibacy We agree
pretty well in our tastes and habits—yet so, as * with a dif-
ference.” We are gencrally i harmony, with occasional
bickerings—as 1t should bec among near relations. Our
sympathies are rather understood than expressed; and
once, upon my dissembling a tone in my voice more kind
than ordinary, my cousin burst mto tears, and ¢omplained
that I was altercd. We are both great readers in different
directions While I am hanging over (for the thousandth.
time) some passage in old Burton, or one of his strange
contemporaries, she 1s abstracted in some modern tale or
adventure, whereof our common reading-table is daily fed
with assiduously fresh supphies. Narrative teases me. I
have little concern in the progress of events. She must
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have a story—well, ill, or indifferently told—so there be
life stirring in it, and plenty of good or evil accidents.
The fluctuations of fortune 1n fiction—and almost in real
life—have ceased to interest, or operate but dully upon me.
wOut-of-the-way humours and opinions—heads with some
diderting twist in them—the oddities of authorship, please
me most My cousin has a native disrelish of anything
that sounds odd or bizarre Nothing goes down with her
that @s quamt, irregular, or out of the road of common
symplthy. Shg holds * Nature more clever.” I can pardon
her blindness to the beautiful obliquities of the Rehgio
Medici; but she must apologize to me for certain disre-
spectful mnsinuations, which she has been pleased to throw
out‘lattcrly, touching the intellectuals of a dear favourite
of mine, and of the last century but one—the thrice noble,
chaste, and virtuous, but agam somewhat fantastical and
original brained, generous Margaret Newcastle.

It has been the lot of my cousin, oftener perhaps than I
could have wished, to have had for her associates and mine,
free-thinkers—Ileaders, and disciples, of novel philosophies
and systems, but she neither wrangles with, nor accepts,
therr opmions  That which was good and venerable to
her, when a child, retamns its authority over her mind still.
She never juggles or plays tricks with her understanding.

We are both of us inclined to be a little too positive, and
I have observed the results of our disputes to be almost
untformly this—that in matters of fact, dates, and circum-
stances, 1t turns out that T was m the right, and my cousin
m the wrong But where we have differed upon moral
points, upon something proper to be done, or let alone;
whatever heat of opposition or steadiness of conviction 1
set out with, I am sure always, i the long-run, to be
brought.m’cr to her way of thinking.

I must touch upon the foibles of my kinswoman with a
*gentle hand, for Bridget does not lhike to be told of her
faults. She hath an awkward trick (to say no worse of it)
of reading in company: at which times she will answer yes
or 70 to a question, without fully understanding its purport
—which is provoking, and derogatory 1n the highest degree
to the digmity of the putter of the said question. Her,
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presence of mind is equal to the most pressing trials of life,
but will sometimes desert her upon trifing occasions. When
the purpose requires it, and 1s a thing of moment, she can
speak to it greatly, but in matters which are not stuff of the
conscience, she hath been known sometimes to let shp a,
word less seaeonably

Her education in youth was not much attended to, and
she happily missed all that train of female garniture which
passeth by the name of accomplishments  She was tunrbled
carly, by accident or design, mto a spacious closet of* good
old English reading, without much selection or prohibition,
and browsed at will upon that fair and wholesome pasturage
Had I twenty girls, they should be brought up exactly n
this fashion I know not whether their chance 1n wedlock
might not be diminished by 1t, but I can answer for 1t that
it makes (if the worst comes to the worst) most incom
parable old maids

In a season of distress, she 1s the truest comforter, but
in the teasing of accidents and minor perplexities, which do
not call out the will to meet them, she sometimes maketh
matters worse by an excess ot partiupation. If she does
not always divide your trouble, upon the pleasanter occa-
sions of life she 15 always sure to treble your satisfaction
She 15 excellent to be at a play with, or upon a visit, but
best, when she goes a journey with you

We made an excursion together a few summers since
into Hertfordshire, to beat up the quarters of some of our
less-known relations in that fine corn country

The oldest thing 1 remember is Machery End, or
Mackarel End, as 1t is spelt, perhaps more properly, in
some old maps of Hertfordshire, a farm-house,—delight-
fully situated within a gentle walk from Wheathampstcad.
I can just remember having been there, on a“visit to a
great-aunt, when I was a child, under the care of Bridget,
who, as I have said, is older than myself by some ten years «
I wish that I could throw into a hecap the remainder of
our joint existences, that we might share them in equal
division. But that is impossible The housc was at that
time in the occupation of a substantial yeoman, who had
married my grandmother’s sister. His name was Gladman.
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My grandmother was a Bruton, married to a Field. The
Gladmans and the Brutons are still flourishing in that part
of the county, but the Fields are almost extinct. More than
forty years had elapsed since the visit I spcak of; and, for
the greater portion of that period, we had lost sight of the
oth®r two branches also Who or what sort of persons
inherited Mackery End—kindred or strange folk—we were
afraid almost to conjecture. but determined some day to
explose.

By &omewhat g circuitous route, taking the noble park at
ILuton 1 our way from St Albans, we arrived at the spot
of our anxious curiosity about noon  The sight of the old
tarm-house, though every trace of 1t was effwed from my
rccollections, affected me with a pleasure which T had not
experienced for many a year  For though I had forgoiten
it, we had never forgotten being there together, and we
had been talkmmg about Mackery End all our hives, till
memory on my part became mocked with a phantom of
itself, and I thought I knew the aspect of a place which,
when present, O how unlike 1t was to that which T had
conjured up so many times instead of 1t !

Still the an breathed balmily about 1t, the season was n
the “ heart ot June,” and I could say with the poet,

*But thou that didst appear so fan
To fond imagmation,
Dost rival in the hight of dav
Her deheate creation

Bridget's was more a waking bliss than mine, for she
casily remembered her old acquamtance agamn—some
altered featurcs, of course, a little grudged at. At first,
mdeed, she was ready to disbelicve for joy, but the scene
soon re-confirmed 1tself in her affections—and she traversed
every m.xtlfost of the old mansion, to the wood-house, the
orchard, the place where the pigeon-house had stood (house
nnd birds were alike flown)—with a breathless impatience
of rccognition, which was more pardonable perhaps than
dccorous at the age of fifty odd But Bridget i some
things is behind her ycars.

The only thing left was to get into the house—and that
was a difficulty which to me singly would have been insur-
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mountable, tor T am terribly shy in making myself known
to strangers and out-of-date kinsfolk. Love, stronger than
scruple, winged my cousin in without me; but she soon
returned with a creature that might have sat to a sculptor
for the image of Welcome. It was the youngest of the,
Gladmans; who, by marriage with a Bruton, had becoine
mistress of the old mansion. A comely brood are the
Brutons Six of them, females, were noted as the hand-
somest young women in the county But this adppted
Bruton, in my mind, was better than they all—more cémely.
She was born too late to have remembered me. She just
recollected in carly life to have had her cousin Bridget once
pointed out to her, climbing a stile  But the name of. kin-
dred and of cousinship was enough Those slender ‘ucs,
that prove slight as gossamer in the rending atmosphere of a
metropolis, bind faster, as we found 1t, in hearty, homely,
loving Hertfordshire In five minutes we were as thoroughly
acquainted as if we had been born and bred up together,
were famibhar, even to the calling each other by our Chris-
tian names So Christians should call one another To
have seen Bridget and her—it was like the meeting of the
two scriptural cousins! There was a grace and dignity,
an amplitude of form and stature, answering to her mind,
n this farmer’s wife, which would have shmed 1n a palace
—or so we thought it We were made welcome by hus-
band and wife equally—we, and our friend that was with
us —I had almost forgotten him—but B I'. will not so
soon forget that mecting, 1f peradventure he shall read this
on the far distant shores where the kangaroo haunts. The
fatted calf was made ready, or rather was rcady so, as if
i anticipation of our coming; and, after an appropriate
glass of native wine, never let me forget with what honest
pride this hospitable cousin made us proceed ‘to Wheat-
hampstead, to introduce us (as some new-found rarity) to
her mother and sister Gladmans, who did 1ndeed know some-
thing more of us, at a time when she almost knew nothing.
—With what corresponding kindness we were received by
them also—how Bridget’s memory, exalted by the occasion,
warmed into a thousand half-obliterated rccollections of
things and persons, to my utter astonishment, and her
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own—and to the astonishment-ot B. F. who sat by, almost
the only thing that was not a cousin there,—old effaced
images of more than half-forgotten names and circum-
» stances still crowding back upon her, as words written m
Jemon came out upon exposurc to a friendly warmth,—
witen I forget all this, then may my country cousins forget
me, and Bridget no more remember, that in the days of
weakling intancy I was her tender charge—as I have been
her care 1 foolish manhood smnce—in those pretty pastoral
walk® long ago, about Mackery End, m Hertfordshire.

HAZLITT

(OurLiNge HiIsTORY, § 100)

ON VARIATIONS OF TASTE IN LITERATURE
(From 1able I'alk : On Critscssm)

Besibrs temporary or accidental biases ot this kind, there
scem to be sccts and parties in taste and criticism (with a
sct of appropriatc watchwords) cocval with the arts of com-
position, and that will last as long as the difference with
which men’s minds arc originally constituted. There are
some who arc all for the clegance of an author’s style and
some who are cqually delighted with sumplicity  The last
refer you to Swift as a model ot English piose, thinking all
other writers soplusticated and naught, the former prefer
the more brilllant and sparkling periods of Junmius or
Gibbon. It 1s to no purposc to thmk of bringing about an
understanding between these opposite factions. It 15 a
natural difterence ot teinperament and constitution of mind.
The one vall never relish the antithetical point and perpetual
glitter of the artificial prose style, as the plain, unperverted
English idiom will always appear trite and insipid to the
others A toleration, not an umiformity of opmion. 1s as
much as can be expected in this case, and both sides may
acknowledge, without imputation on their taste or con-
sistency, that thesc different writers excelled each in
their way. . . . Again, the dispute between the admirers
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of Homer and Virgil has never been settled, and never will,
tor there will always be minds to whom the excellencies of
Virgil will be more congenial. and theiefore more objects
of admiration and delight than those of Homer, and wice
versa  Both arc night m preferning what suits them best,
the delicacy and sclectness ot the one, or the fulness &nd
majcstic flow of the other  There 15 the same difference m
their tastes as there was 1n the genius of their two favourites.
Nerther can the disagreement between the French and
English school ot tragedy ever be reconctled till the Prench
become English or the English French  Both are right in
what they admire, both arc wrong in condemning the others
for what they admire  We sce the defects of Racine, they
sce the faults of Shakespearce probably mn an cxaggerated
pomt of view But we may be sure ot this, that when we
sec nothing but grossness and barbarism, or msipidity and
verbiage, m a writer that 1s the god ol a nation’s 1dolatry,
1t 15 we and not they who want true taste and teehing  1he
controversy about Pope and the opposite school 11 our own
poctry comes to much the same thing  Pope’s correotness,
smoothness, cte, are very good things, and much to be
commended 1 him  But 1l 15 not to be expected or even
desired that others should have these qualities in the same
paramount degree, to the exclusion ot everything clse. 1t
you lihe correctness and smoothness ot all things m the
world, therc they arc tor you i Pope. 1t you like other
things better, such as strength and sublimily, you kunow
where to go for them Why trouble Popce or any other
author for what they have not, and do not profess to give ?
Those who seem to imply that Pope possessed, besides his
own peculiar, exqusite merits, all that 1s to be found m
Shakespearc or Milton, are, I should hardly think, 1n good
carnest But I do not theretore sce that, becaude this was
not the case, Pope was no poct. We cannot by ‘a little
verbal sophistry confound the qualitics of different minds, .
nor force opposite cxcellences into a umon by all the m-
tolerance 1n the world  We may pull Pope m pieces so
long as we pleasc for not being Shakespeare or Milton, as we
may carp at them for not being Pope, but this willnot make a
poet cqual to all three. If we have a taste for one precise
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style or mannet, we may kecp 1t to ourselves and let others
have thewrs  If we are more catholic 1n our notions, and
want varicty ot excellence or beauty, 1t 1s spread abroad for
us 1 profusion in the variety of books and 1n the several
growth of men’s munds, tettered by no capricious or arbi-
trAry rules  ‘Those who would proscribe whatever falls
short of a given standard of unagmary pertection do so, not
from a higher capacity of taste or range of mntcllect than
othegs, but to destroy, to * erib and cabin i * all enjoyments
and 8pmions but then own

TENNYSON

(OurrLiNe HisTORY, § 100)

BREAK, BREAK, BREAK’

Breaxk, bicak, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea !

Aund I would that my tongue could utter
I'he thoughts that arise 1n me

O well for the fisherman’s boy,

That he shouts with his sister at play |
O well tor the satlor lad,

That he sings 1 his boat on the bay !

Aund the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill,

But O for the touch of a vanish’d hand,
And the sound ot a voice that 1s still |

Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea |

But the tender grace of a day that 1s dead
Will never come back to me.
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ULYSSES

1r little profits that an dle king,

By thus still hearth, among these barren crags,

Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and dole

Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me

I cannot rest from travel, 1 will drink

Life to the lees  all times [ have enjoy’d

Greatly, have suffer’d greatly, both with those

That lov’'d me, and alone, on shore, and when

‘1hro’ scudding driits the ramny llyades

Vext the dum sea T am become a name,

For always roaming with o hungry heart

Much have I secn and known, cities of men

And manners, chimates, councils, governiments,

Mysclf not least, but honour’d ot them all,

And diunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the rnging plans of windy Troy

I am a part of all that I have met,

Yet all experience 1s an arch wherethro’

Gleams that untravell’d world, whose mairgin fades

For ever and for ever when I move

How dull 1t 15 to pause, to make an end,

‘Jo rust unburnish’d, not to shine 1n use !

As tho’ to breathe were hite. Lafe piled on hie

Werc all too little, and ot one to me

Little remains, but every hour 15 saved

From that eternal silence, somethung moue,

A bringer of new things, and vile 1t were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this grey spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking stai,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought
‘1his 15 my son, mine own Telemachus,

1o whom I leave the sceptre and the 1sle—

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrecs

Subdue them to the uscful and the good.
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Most blameless 1s he, centred m the sphere

Of common duties, decent not to fail

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Mcet adoration to my houschold gods,

When I am gone  He works his work, I mune.
There lies the port, the vessel puffs her sail,

I'here gloom the dark broad scas. My mariers,

Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me—

I'hat cher with a frolic welcome took

I'he thunder and ¢he sunshine, and opposed

I'ree hearts, frec forchcads—you and I are old,

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil,

Deathycloses all* but something ere the end,

some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with gods

I'he lights begin to twinkle trom the rocks,

Ihe long day wanes, the slow moon chimbs, the decp

Moans round with many vowes  Come, my fiiends,

T1s not too late to scek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well 1n order smite

I'he sounding turrows, tor my puipose holds

I'o sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Jf all the western stars, until I dic

(t may be that the gulfs will wash us down,

[t may bc we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

I'ho’ much 15 taken, much abides, and tho’

Ve are not now that strength which mn old days

oved carth and heaven, that which we are, we are;

Jne cqual temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong i will

Lo strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

PIRITUAL CONFLICT
(From In Memoriam, §§ LIV.—LV1.)
LIV.
THE wish, that ot the living whole
No life may fail beyond the grave,
Derives it not from what we have
The hikest God within the soul ?
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Are God and Nature then at strife,
That Naturec lends such evil dreams ?
So careful of the type she seems,

So careless of the single hife,

That I, considering everywhere
Her secret meaning 1n her deeds,
And finding that of filty secds
She often brings but onc to bear,

I falter where 1 firmly trod,
And falling with my weight of cares
Upon the great world’s altar-stairs
That slope thro’ darkness up to God,

1 stretch lame hands of faith, and grope,
And gather dust and chaff, and call
Fo what T feel 15 Lord ot all,

And taintly trust the laiger hope

LV.
So carcful ot the type »” but no
From scarped iff and quarned stone
She cries © A thousand types are gone*
carc for nothing, all shall go.

Thou makest thme appeal to me
I bring to hife, I bring to death
The spirit does but mean the breath
I know no more.” And he, shall he,

Man, her last work, who seem’d so fair,
Such splendid purpose 1n his eyes,
Who roll’d the psalin to wintry skies,

Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer,

Who trusted God was love indeed
And Love Creation’s final law—
Tho’ Nature, red in tooth and claw
With ravine, shriek’d against his creed—



TENNYSON 291

Who loved, who suffer’d countless 1lls,
Who battled for the True, the Just,
Be blown about the desert dust,
Or seal’d within the non hlls ?

No moic ¢ A monster then, a dream,
A discord. Dragons of the prume,
That tcar cach other in their shime,

Were mellow music match’d with ham

O lafe as tutile, then, as frail!
O for thy voice to soothe and bless !
What hope of answer, or 1edress 2
Behind the veil, behund the veil.

LVI.
Peace, come away. the song of woe

Is atter all an earthly song

Pcace, come away, we do hun wrong
1o sing so wildly, lct us go

Comwe, let us go, your checks are pale,
But half my lifc I leave behund
Mcethinks my friend 1s richly shriued,

But I shall pass, my work will fail

Yet 1in these cars, t1ll hearmg dies,
One sct slow bell will seem to toll
The passing ot the swectest soul

That cver look’d with human eyes.

I heaor it now, and o’cr and o’er,
* Eternal grcetings to the decad,
And ‘ Ave, Ave, Ave,” said,
¢ Adieu, adicu ’ tor evermore |
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BROWNING

(OuiLINE Hisrory, § 107)

MY LAST DUCHESS

(FERRARA,)

‘THAt’s my last Duchess painted on the wall,
Looking as 11 she were alive 1 call

‘I hat piece a wonder, now Ira Pandolt’s hands
Worked busily a day, and there she stands
Will’t please you sit and look at her 1 saud

‘ Fra Pandolf ’ by design, for never read
Strangers like you that pictured countenance,
The depth and passion of 1ts carnest glance.

But to myself they tuined (since none puts by
‘1he curtain I have drawn tor you, but I)

And seemed as they would ask me, if they duist,
How such a glance came there, so, not the first
A1c you to turn and ask thus  Sir, "twas not
Her husband’s presence only, called that spot

Ot joy nto the Duchess’ cheek  perhaps

Ira Pandolf chanced to say © Her mantle laps
Over my Lady’s wrist too much,’ or * Paint

Must never hope to reproduce the faint
Hali-flush that dies along her throat.” such stuff
Was courtesy, she thought, and causce cnough
For calling up that spot of joy. Shc had

A heart . . how shall Isay ? . . too soon made glac
‘Loo casily impressed, she liked whate’er!

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere
Sir, ‘twas all one | My favour at her breast,

The droppmng of the daylight in the West,

The bough of cherries some officious ool

Broke 1n the orchard for her, the white mule

She rode with round the terrace—all and each
Would draw trom her alike the approving specch,
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Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good; but thanked
Somehow . I know not how as 1f she ranked
My gift of a ninc hundred years old name

With anybody’s gift  Who'd stoop to blame

Thig sort of trifimg > Lven had you skill

In speleh—(which T have not)—to make your will
Quite clear to such a one, and say ‘Just this

Or that 1n you disgusts me, here you miss,

Br there exceed the mark '—and if she let

ITerselt be lessoned 0, not plamnly set

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,

—E’en then would be some stooping, and I chuse
Never tg stoop  Oh, Sir, she smiled, no doubt.
Whene’er [ passed her, but who passed without
Much the same smile ? This grew, 1 gave commands,
Then all smiles stopped together  There she stands
Asaif alive  Will’t please you rise 7 We'll meet

lhe company below, then I repeat,

Lhe Count your Master’s known munificence

Is ample warrant that no just pretence

Of mune for dowry will be disallowed,

I'hough his tair daughter’s self, as I avowed

At startmg, 15 my object  Nay, we’ll go

logether down, Sir!  Notiwee Neptune, tho’,

lLammg a sea-horse, thought a ranty,

Which Clans of Innsbruck cast m bronze for me

ILOVE AMONG TITE RUINS

I

WHERE tlwe quiet-coloured end of cvening smules,
Miles and nules

n the sohitary pasturcs where our sheep
Half-asleep

Tmkle homeward thro’ the twilight, stray or stop
As they crop—

Was the site once of a city great and gay.
(So they say)
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Of our country’s very capital. 1ts prince
Ages since

Held his court 1n, gathered councils, wiclding far
Peace or war

11

Now,—the country docs not even boast a tree,
As you sce.

To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain nills
From the hills .

Intersect and give a name to, (clse they run
Into onc)

Where the domed and daring palace shot 1ts spu
Up like fires

O’er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall
Bounding all,

Made of marble, men might march on nor be pressed,
Twelve abreast.

III

And such plenty and perfection, sce, of grass
Never was !

Such a carpet as, this summer-time, o’erspreads
And embeds

Lvery vestige of the city, guessed alone,
Stock or stone—

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woce
Long ago,

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of shame
Struck them tame,

And that glory and that shame alike, the gold
Bought and sold

v.
Now,—the single little turret that remain
On the plains
By the caper overrooted, by the gourd
Overscored,
While the patching houseleek’s head of blossom win
Through the chinks—
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Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time
Sprang sublime,

And a burning ring, all round, the chariots traced
As they raced,

And the monarch and his minions and his dames
Viewed the games.

v.

And I know, while thus the quict-coloured eve
Smiles to leave

To therr folding, all our many-tinkling fleece
In such peace,

And the slopes and rills in undistinguished grey
Melt away—

Tuav a girl with cager eyes and yellow hair
Waits me there

In the turret whence the charioteers caught soul
For the goal,

When the kingllooked, where she looks now, breathless,

dumb

Till T come.

VI.

But he looked upon the city, every side,
Far and wide,

All the mountamns topped with temples, all the glades,
Colonnades,

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,—and then,
All the men |

When I do-come, she will speak not, she will stand,
Either hand

On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace
Of my face,

Ere we l;usﬁ. ere we extimguish sight and speech
Each on each.

VIL
1 one year they sent a million fighters forth
South and North,
And they built their gods a brazen pillar high
As the sky,
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Yet reserved a thousand chariots in full force—
Gold, of course

Oh heart ! oh blood that freczes, blood that burns !
Iarth’s returns

For whole centuries of folly, noise and sm !
Shut them mn

With therr triumphs and their glories and the rest |
Love 1s best.

RABBI BEN EZRA
I.

Grow old along with me !
The best 1s yet to be,
The last of life, for which the first was made
Our times arc mn His hand
Who saith “ A whole 1 planned,
Youth shows but halt, trust God sce all nor be afraid I’

I
Not that, amassing flowers,
Youth sighed, * Which rose make ours,
Which lily leave and then as best recall ?°
Not that, admiring stars,
It ycarned * Nor Jove, nor Mars,
Mine be some figured flamc which blends, transcends them
alll’
191

Not for such hopes and fears
Annulling youth’s brief ycars,
Do I remonstrate: folly wide the mark |
Rather I prize the doubt
Low kinds exist without,
Finished and finite clods, untroubled by a spark.

1V,

Poor vaunt of life indeed,
Were man but formed to feed
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On joy, to solely seck and find and feast:
Such feasting ended, then
As sure an end to men,
Irks care the crop-tull bird > Frets doubt the maw-
crammed beast ?

v
Rejoice we are allied
To That which doth provide
And mot partake, effect and not receive |
A spark isturbs our clod,
Nearer we hold of God
Who gives, than ot TTis tribes that take, T must believe

\%¢
Then, welcome cach rebuff
That turns carth’s smoothness rough,
Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go !
Be our joys three-parts pam !
Strive, and hold cheap the stramn,
Learn, nor account the pang, dare, never grudge the
throce !

VII
For thence,—a paradox
Which comforts while 1t mocks,—
Shall hife succeed mn that 1t seems to fail
What [ aspired to be,
And was not, comforts me*
A brute 1 mught have been, but would not sink 1 the
scale.

VIIL.
What is he but a brute
Whose flesh has soul to smt,
Whose spirit works lest arms and legs want play ?
‘To man, propose this test—
Thy body at 1ts best,
How far can that project thy soul on its lone way ?
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IX.
Yet gifts should prove their use
I own the Past profuse
Of power cach side, perfection every tum-
Eyes, cars took in their dole,
Bram treasured up the whole,
Should not the- heart beat once ‘ How good to hve an
learn »’
X
Not once beat © Praise be Thine !
I see the whole design,
I, who saw power, scc now love perfect too
Perfect I call thy plan
Thanks that I was a man'!
Maker, remake, complete,—I trust what Thou shalt do I’

XI.
For pleasant 1s this flesh,
Our soul, in 1ts rose-mesh
Pulled ever to the earth, still yearns for rest,
Would we some prize might hold
To match those manifold
Possessions of the brute,—gain most, as we did best |

X11
Let us not always say
‘ Spite of this flesh to-day
I strove, made head, gamed ground upon the whole I’
As the bird wings and sings,
Let us cry ‘ All good things
Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, than flesh help
soul I’
XTIT
Therefore I summon age
To grant youth’s heritage,
Life’s struggle having so far reached its term
Thence shall I pass, approved
A man, for aye removed
From the developed brute; a god though in the germ.
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X1v.
And 1 shall thereupon
Take rest, ere I be gone
Once more on my adventure brave and new.
Fcarless and unperplexed,
When I wage battle next,
What weapons to select, what armour to indue

XV.
Yputh ended, I shall try
My gain or loss thereby,
Leave the fire ashes, what survives 1s gold
And I shall weigh the same,
Give hife 1ts praise or blame
Young, all lay 1n dispute, I shall know, bemng old

XVI.
For note, when evening shuts,
A certamn moment cuts
The deed off, calls the glory from the grey
A whisper from the west
Shoots—‘ Add this to the rest,
Take 1t and try its worth here dies another day ’

XVII.

So, still within this life,
Though lifted o’cr its strifc,
Let me discern, compare, pronounce at last
“ This 1age was right 1’ the main,
‘That acquiescence van:
The Future I may face now I have proved the Past.’

XVIIIL.

For more is not reserved
To man, with soul just nerved
To act to-morrow what he learns to-day:
Here, work enough to watch
The Master work, and catch
Hints of the proper craft, tricks of the tool's true play.
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X1X

As 1t was better, youth
Should strive, through acts uncouth,
Toward making, than repose on aught found made
So, better, age, exempt
From strife, should know, than tempt
Further Thou waitedest age wait death nor be afraid !

XX.

Enough now, if the Right
And Good and Infinite
Be named here, as thou callest thy hand thine own,
With knowledge absolute,
Subject to no dispute
From fools that crowded youth, nor let thee feel alone

XX1

Be there, for once and all,
Severed great minds from small.
Announced to each his station in the Past |
Was I, the world arraigned,
Were they, my soul disdamed,
Right > Let age speak the truth and give us peace at last!

XXI11

Now, who shall arbatrate ?
Ten men love what I hate.
Shun what I follow, shight what I recerve,
Ten, who in cars and eyes
Match me* we all surmise,
They this thing. and I that- whom shall my soul belicve ?

XXIIT
Not on the vulgar mass
Called ‘ work,” must sentence pass,
Things done, that took the eye and had the price,
O’cer which, from level stand,
The low world laid 1ts hand,
Found straightway to 1ts mind, could value 1n a trice:
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XXI1V.

But all, the woild’s coarse thumb
And finger failed to plumb,
So passed m making up the main account,
All mstincts immature,
All purposes unsure,
That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man’s
amount.
XXV.
Thoughts hardly to be pached
Into a narrow act,
Lancies that broke through language and escaped,
All 1 could never be,
All, men 1gnored 1 me,
This, 1 was worth to God. whosc wheel the pitcher shaped.

XXVI
Ay, note that Potter’s wheel,
‘I hat metaphor ! and tecl
Why tme spins fast., why passtve lies our clay,—
Lhou, to whom fools propound,
When the wine makes 1ts round,
‘ Smce hife fleets, all 1s change, the Past gone, seize to-day V

XXVII

Fool! All that 15, at all,
Lasts ever, past recall,
Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure
What entered mnto thee,
T hat was, 1s, and shall be.
‘Tune’s wheel runs back or stops. Potter and clay endure.

XXVIIL
He fixed thee mud this dance
Of plastic circumstance,
This Present, thou, forsooth, wouldst fain arrest:
Machinery just meant
To give thy soul its bent,
‘I'ry thee and turn thee forth, sufficiently impressed.
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XXIX
What though the earlier grooves
Which ran the laughing loves

Around thy base, no longer pause and press ?
What though, about thy rim,
Scull-things in order grum

Grow out, 1n graver mood, obey the sterner stress ?

XXX.
Look not thou down but up!
lo uses of a cup,
The testal board, lamp’s flash and trumpet’s peal,
The new wine’s toaming flow,
The Master’s lips aglow !
‘Thou, heaven’s consummate cup, what nced’st thou with
earth’s wheel ?
XXXI
But I need, now as then,
Thee, God, who mouldest men,
And since, not even while the whirl was worst,
Did I,—to the wheel of lite
With shapes and colours rie,
Bound dizzily,—mustake my cnd, to slake Thy thirst.

XXXIL
So, take and use Thy work
Amend what flaws may lurk,
What stramn o’ the stuff, what warpmgs past the aim !
My times be 1n Thy hand !
Perfect the cup as planned !
Let age approve of youth, and death complete the same |
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MATTHEW ARNOLD

(OuTLINE HISTORY, § 108)

DOVER BEACH

1HE sea 15 calm to-night

The tide 15 full, the moon lies tair

Upon the straits;—on the French coast the light
Gleams*and 1s gone, the cliffs of England stand,
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay
Come to the window, swect 15 the might air!
Only, trom the long line ot spray

Where the sca meets the moon-blanch’d land,
Listen ! you hear the grating roar

Ot pebbles which the waves draw back and fling,
At their return, up thc lugh strand,

Begin, and cease, and then agamn begin,

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring

The cternal note of sadness 1n

Sophocles long ago

Heard 1t on the Agean, and 1t brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery, we

Fid also in the sound a thought,
Hecaring 1t by this distant northern sea

The Sca ot Faith
Was once, too, at the full, and round eaith’s shore
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle turl’d.
But now I only hear

ts melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,

etreatmmg, to the breath
Of the might-wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.

Ah, love, let us be true

To one another! for the world, which seems
To lie before us like a land of drcams,

So various, so beautiful, so new.
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Hath really ncither joy. nor love, nor light,

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help tor pan,

And we arc here as on a darkling plain

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Wherc 1gnorant armies clash by night.

MORALITY

W cannot kindle when we will
I'he fire that 1n the heart 1esides,
The spirit bloweth and 15 stall,
In mystery our soul abides
But tasks m hours of insight will’d
Can be through hours ot gloom tulfill’d

With aching hands and bleeding fect

We dig and heap, lay stone on stonce,

We bear the burden and the heat

Ot the long day, and wish "twere done
Not till the hours ot light 1eturn

All we have built do we discern.

‘1hen, when the clouds are off the soul,
When thou dost bask 1in Nature's cye,
Ask, how she view’d thy sclf-control,
Thy strugghing task’d morality—
Nature, whose free, light, cheertul arr,
Ott made thee, 1n thy gloom, despair.

And she, whose censure thou dost dread,
Whose cyes thou wert afraid to scck,
Sce, on her face a glow 1s spread,
A strong emotion on her cheek

“ Ah child,’ she cries, ¢ that strife diving—
Whence was 1t ? tfor 1t 15 not mine ?

‘ There 1s no effort on my brow—
1 do not strive, 1 do not weep.
I rush with the swift spheres, and glow
In joy, and, when I will, I sleep —
Yet that severe, that ecarnest air,
I saw, I felt 1t once—but where ¢
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‘I knew not yet the gauge of Time,
Nor wore the manacles of Space.
I felt it 1n some other clime—
I saw 1t in some other place
—'Twas when the heavenly house I trod,
And lay upon the breast of God’

MRS. BROWNING

(C)UTLINE History, § 108)

SONNETS FROM THE PORTUGUESE
XXVI

I L1vED with visions for my company,

Instcad of men and women, years ago,

And found them gentle mates, nor thought to know
A sweeter music than they played to me

But soon therr trailing purple was not frec

Of this world’s dust,—their lutes did silent grow,
And I myself grew faint and blind below

Their vanishing eyes  Then THOU didst come . . . to be,
Beloveéd, what they seemed  Their shining fronts,
Their songs, their splendours (better, yct the same,
As river-water hallowed into fonts),

Mct in thee, and from out thee overcame

My soul with satisfaction of all wants—

Because God’s gifts put man’s best dreams to shame.

XLITT
How do I love thee ? Let me count the ways.
I love ?we to the depth and breadth and height
My spul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of Being and 1deal Grace.
I love thee to the level of every day’s
Most quict need, by sun and candlelight
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right
I love thee purely, as they tum from Prai
I love thee with the passion put to use
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In my old griets, and with my childhood’s faith.

I love thee with a love I secemed to lose

With my lost saints,—I love thee with the breath,
Smules, tears, of all my lite l—and, 1f God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.

MODERN LIFE AND POETRY
(From Aurora Leigh, Book V.)

I po distrust the poet who discerns

No character or glory in his times,

And trundles back his soul five hundred years,
Past moat and drawbrnidge, mto a castle-court,

To sing—oh, not of hizard or of toad

Alive 1’ the ditch there,—'twere excusable,

But of some black chiet, half hnight, half sheep-hfter
Some beautcous dame, half chattel and half quecen,
As dead as must be, for the greater part,

‘I he poems made on their chivalric bones,

And that’s no wonder death inherits death

Nay, if there’s room for poets m this woild

A hittle overgrown (I think there 1s),

‘Lheir sole work 1s to represent the age,

Their age, not Charlemagne’s,—tins Tive, throbbing age
That brawls, cheats, maddens, calculates, aspires.
And spends more passion, more heroic heat,
Betwixt the mirrors of 1ts drawing-rooms,

Than Roland with his knights at Roncesvalles.

To flinch from modern varnish, coat or flounce,
Cry out for togas and the picturesque,

Is fatal,—foolish too. King Arthur’s sclf

Was commonplace to Lady Gucnever,

And Camelot to minstrels seemed as flat

As Fleet Street to our poets

Never flinch,
But still, unscrupulously epic, catch
Upon the burning lava of a song
The full-veined, heaving, double-breasted Age:
‘That, when the next shall come, the men of that
May touch the impress with reverent hand, and say
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hold,—bchold the paps we all have sucked |
> bosom scems to beat still, or at least

cts ours beating. this 1s living art,

ich thus presents and thus records true hife)

CARLYLE

(OuTLINE HIsTORY, § 109)

THE EVERLASTING NO
(From Sartor Re<artus, Book I1., Chap VIL.)

such humour, and perhaps the miserablest man
rhole French Capital or Suburbs, was I, one sultry
after much perambulation, toiling along the dirty
we Sawnt-Thomas de I'Iinfer, among civic rubbish
m a close atmosphere, and over pavements hot as
wdnezzar’s Furnace, whereby doubtless my spirits
le cheered, when, all at once, there rose a Thought
wnd I asked myself ‘ What ar¢ thou afraid of ?
re, hike a cowaid, dost thou for cver pip and
r, and go cowering and trembling > Despicable
what 1s the sum-total ot the worst that lies before
Death ? Well, Decath, and say the pangs ot
too, and all that the Devil and Man may, will, or
agamnst thee ! llast thou not a heart, canst thou
cr whatsoever it be, and, as a Child of Freedom,
wutcast, trample Tophet 1tselt under thy feet, whle it
s thee ?  Letit come, then, 1 will mect 1t and defy
nd as I so thought, there rushed like a stream ot
my whole soul, and 1 shook basc Fear away itrom
veg I was strong, ol unknown strength, a spint,
w god. Ever from that time, the temper ot my
was changed. not Fear or whining Sorrow was 1it,
ignation and grim fire-eyed Defiance.
5 had the EVERLASTING No (das ewige Newn) pealed
atively through all the recesses ot my Being, of
and then was it that my whole ME stood up, 1n
sod-created majesty, and with emphasis recorded
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1its Protest.  Such a Protest, the most nnportant transac-
tion 1 Life, may that same Indignation and Defiance, mn
a psychological pomt of view, be fitly called The Ever-
lasting No had said. ““ Behold, thou art fatherless, outcast,
and the Universe 1s mine (the Devil’s);"” to which my whole
Me now made answer I am not thme, but Free, nné
forever hate thee !”

‘It 15 from thus hour that I incline to date my Spirntual
New-birth, or Baphometic Fire-baptism, perhaps I directly
thereupon began to be a Man’

THE EVERLASTING YEA
(From Sartor Resa tus, Book 1T, Chap IX)

‘ Burindeed Conviction, were 1t never so excellent, 1s worth-
less till 1t convert ateelf into Conduct  Nay, properly con-
viction 15 not possible till then, masmuch as all Specula-
tion 15 by nature endless, formless, a vortex amid vortices
only by a felt indubitable certamty ol Tixperience does 1t
find any centre to revolve round, and so fashion itself mto
a system  Most true 1s 1t, as & wise man teaches us, that
“ Doubt of any sort cannot be removed except by Action
On which ground too let him who gropes pamnfully m dark-
ness or uncertam light, and prays vehemently that the
dawn may nipen mto day, lay this other precept well to
heart, which to me was of mvaluable service “ Do the Duty
which lies neavest thee,”” which thou knowest to be a Duty !
Thy second Duty will ahieady have become clearer

‘ May we not say, however, that the hour of Spintual
Enfranchisement 15 even this© When your Ideal World,
wheremn the whole man has been dimly strugglhing and
mexpressibly languishing to work, becomes revealed, and
thrown opcn, and you discover, with amazemgnt enough,
hike the Lothario in Wilhelm Meister, that your “‘America
1 here or nowhere ?” ‘The Situation that has not 1ts Duty,
its lIdeal, was never yct occupied by man. Yes here, un
this poor, miserable, hampered, despicable Actual, wherein
thou cven now standest, herc or nowhere is thy ldeal:
work it out therefrom, and working, believe, live, be free.
Fool! the Ideal 1s 1n thyself the Impediment 100 1s 1n thy-
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self  thy Condition 15 but the stuff thou art to shape that
same Ideal out of  what mattcrs whether such stuff be of
s so1t o1 that, so the Form thou give 1t be heroiwe, or
oetie 7 O thou that pmest m the mmprisonment of the
actual, and criest bilterly to the gods for a kingdom
wherem to rule and create, know this ot a truth the thing
thou scckest 15 alrcady with thee, ““ here or nowhere,”
couldst thou only sce !

* B 1t 15 with man’s Soul as 1t was with Natuie the be-
gmning ot Creaton 1s—Light 111l the cye have vision,
the whole members are m bonds  Divme moment, when
over the tempest-tost Soul, as once over the wild-welterng
Chags, 1t 15 spoken Lt thete be Light! Liver to the
greatest that has telt such moment, 15 1t not mmnaculous
and God-announcing, cven as, under sunpler figures, to
the simplest and least  The mad primeval Discord 15
hushed, the rudely-jumbled conflicting elements bind them-
sclves mto separate Firmaments deep silent rock-tounda-
tions are built beneath, and the skyey vault with its ever-
lasting Lummaries above mstead of a dark wasteful Chaos,
we have a bloonung, teitile, Heaven-encompassed World

‘1 too could now say to mysclt Be no longer a Chaos,
but o World, or cven Worldkin  Produce! Produce!
Weie 1t but the pititulest infinitesimal fraction ot a Product,
produce 1t m God’s name ! ’Tis the utmost thou hast
thee, out with it then  Up, up!' Whatsoever thy hand
findeth to do, do 1t with thy whole mught  Woik wiile 1t
15 called To-day; tor the Night cometh wherein no man can
woik’

SAMUEL JOLINSON
(brom Hevoes, Here-Worshup, and the Herore tn Histor y, L cluie V)

As tor _Loﬂnaon, I have always conswidered Inm 1o be, by
nature, onc ot our gicat Lnghsh souls A strong and
ngple man; so much lett undeveloped m him to the last
m a kindhier element what might he not have been,—Poct,
Priest, sovereign Ruler ! On the whole, a man must not
complain ot his ‘ clement,” ot his “ tume,” or the like, 1t 1s
thnftless work doing so. His time is bad well then, he
15 there to make 1t better l—Johnson’s youth was poor,
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1solated, hopeless, very museiable  Indeed, 1t does not
seem possible that, 1 any the favourablest outward crcum-
stances, Johnson’s lite could have been other than a pam-
tul onc  The world might have had moie of profitable
work out ot him, or less, but hus effort agamnst the woildis
work could never have been a ight one Nature, 1n return
tor his noblencss, had said to hun, Live i an clement of
discased sorrow  Nay, perhaps the sorrow and the noble-
ness were intimately and ceven mseparably connected with
each other. At all events, poor Johnsonthad to go about
gut with continual hypochondita, physical and spiritual
pain Like o Hetcules with the burning Nessus’-shut on
him, which shoots-in on him dull mcutable nusery, the
Nessus'-shut not to be stript-off, which 1s hus own natural
skin ' In this manner Z¢ had to hive  Iagure lum there,
with his scrofulous discasc », with his great greedy heart, and
unspeakable chaos of thoughts, stalking mourntul as a
stranger 1 this Earth, cagerly devourmg what spiritual
thing he could come at school-languages and other merely
grammatical stuff, it there were notlung better! The
largest soul that was m all England, and provision made
for 1t of ‘ tourpence-halfpenny o day’  Yet a glant mvin-
cible soul, a true man’s  Once 1ecmembers always that
story ot the shoes at Oxford the rough, scamy-faced,
rawboned College Scivitor stalking about, i winter scason,
with lus shoes worn-out, how the charitable Gentleman
Commoner scecretly places a new pair at his door, and the
raw-boned Servitor, hftmg them, looking at them near,
with his dim cyes, with what thoughts,—pitches them out
of window! Wet feet, mud, frost, hunger or what you
will, but not beggary. we cannot stand beggary ! Rude
stubborn sclf-help here, a whole world of squalQr, rudeness,
confused misery and want, yet of nobleness and mantul-
ness withal It 15 a type of the man’s hife, this pitching-
away of the shoes  An ongmal man,—not a sccondhagd,
borrowing or begging man  Let us stand on our own basis,
at any rate! On such shoes as we oursclves can get. On
frost and mud, it you will, but honestly on that;—on the
reahty and substance which Nature gives us, not on the
semblance, on the thing she has given another than us !—
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And yet with all this rugged pride of manhood and
self-help, was there ever soul morc tenderly affectionate,
loyally submissive to what was really higher than he?
Great souls are always loyally subnussive, reverent to what
.ls over them, only small mean souls arc otherwise I
cotld not find a better proot of what 1 said the other day,
That the sincere man was by naturc the obedient man,
that only m a World of Heroes was there loyal Obedience
to the Herowe  The essence ot originality 1s not that 1t be
new ? Johnsonebelieved altogether m the old, he found
the old opmnions credible for him, fit for him, and n a
right heroic manner hived under them  He 1s well worth
stydy 1n regard to that IFor we are to say that Johnson
was tar other than a mere man ot words and tormulas, he
was a man of truths and facts He stood by the old
formulas, the happier was it for him that he could so
stand but 1n all formulas that /e could stand by, there
nceded to be a most genuine substance  Very curious how,
m that poor Paper-age, so barren, aitificial, thick-quilted
with Pedantries, Hearsays, the great Fact of this Umiverse
glared 1, forever wondeiful, indubitable, unspeakable,
divine-mternal, upon this man too! How he harmonised
Iis Formulas with 1t, how he managed at all under such
cioumstances that s a thing worth seeing A thing ‘ to
be looked at with 1everence, with pity, with awe’ That
Church of St. Clement Dancs, where Johnson still wor-
shipped 1 the cra of Voltaue, 15 to me a vencrable place

It was m vntue of hus sincerity, ot his speaking still 1n
some sort from the heart of Nature, though mn the current
artificial dialect, that Johnson was a Prophet  Are not all
dialects “ artificial ’ ? Artificial things are not all false,—
nay cvery truc Product of Naturc will infallibly shape
itself; w% may say oll artificial things are, at the starting
of theln, frue.  What we call * Formulas ’ arc not mn then

'origin bad, they arc mdispensably good. Formula 1
method, habitude, found wherever man 1s found Formulas
fashion themselves as Paths do, as beaten Highways,
leading towards some sacred or high object, whither many
men are bent. Consider 1it. One man, full of heartfcli
earncst impulse, finds-out a way of doing somcwhat,—
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were 1t of uttering his soul's reverence for the Highest,
were 1t but of fitly saluting his fellow-man  An nventor
was nceded to do that, a poet, he has articulated the dim
struggling thought that dwelt in his own and many hearts
This 1s his way of domg that, these are his footsteps, th%
begmning of a ‘Path’ And now sce the sccond fian
travels naturally m the footsteps ot his foregoer, 1t 15 the
easiest method  In the footsteps of his foregoer, yet with
improvements, with changes where such scem good,, at all
events with cnlargements, the Path ever, wedening atsclt
as more travel it,—tll at last there 15 a broad tHighway
whereon the whole world may tiavel and drive  While
there remams a City or Shrine, or any Reality to dxnc to,
at the farther cnd, the Highway shall be night welcome !
When the City 15 gone, we wall forsake the Highway In
this manner all Institutions, Practices, Regulated ‘Things
in the world have come mto existence, and gone out ot
cxistence.  Formulas all begin by being full ot substance,
you may call them the skin, the articulation into shape,
mto limbs and skin, of a substance that 1s alrecady theic
they had not been there otherwise  1dols, as we said, are
not idolatrous till they become doubttul, empty tor the
worshipper’s heart Much as we talk agamst Formulas,
I hope no onc of us 15 1gnorant withal of the hugh signifi-
cance of frue Formulas, that they were, and will ever be, the
mdispensablest furniture of our habitation 1n this woild.

RUSKIN

(OuTtLINE 1lI1SIORY, § 110)

THE QUALIFICATIONS OF A PAIYTER
(From Modern Painters, Vol. V., Part VIII., Chap 1V¥

WHATEVER the means used may be, the certanty ang”
directness of them imply absolute grasp of the whole sub-
ject, and without this grasp there 15 no good painting
This, finally, let me declare, without qualification—that
partial conception 1s no conception The whole picture
must be imagined, or none of 1t 1s. And this grasp of the
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whole 1mplies very strange and sublime qualities of mind.
It 15 not possible unless the feelings are completely under
control, the lcast excitement or passion will disturb the
measured cquity ot power, a pamnter needs to be as cool as
a general, and as little moved or subdued by his sense of
pPi¥gsure, as a soldier by the sensc of pamn Nothing can
be done without intense feching, but 1t must be feeling so
crushed, that the work 15 set about with mechanical steadi-
ness,y absolutely untroubled, as a surgecon—not without
pity® but conquermg 1t and putting 1t aside—Dbegins an
operation  Until the feehings can give strength enough to
the will to cnable 1t to conquer them, they are not stiong
cnough

t follows, also. that no vain o1 selfish peison can pos-
sibly pant, m the noble sense of the word  Vamity and
sclfishness are tioublous, cager, anxious, petulant—paint-
mg can only be done m calm of mmd  Resolution 1s not
cnough to secure this, 1t must be secured by disposition as
well You may 1esolve to think of your picture only, but
il you have been fretted betore begmning, no manly or
tlear grasp of 1t will be possible for you  No tforced calm
15 calm enough  Only honest calm—natuial calm  You
nught as well try by exteinal pressure to smooth a lake
till 1t could 1eflect the sky, as by violence ot effort to sccure
the peace through which alone you can reach imagmation.
I'hat pcace must come mn 1ts own time, as the waters settle
themselves mto clearness as well as quictness, you can
no more filter your mind into purity than you can compress
it into calmness, you must keep 1t pure 1if you would have
it pute, and throw no stones mto 1t 1t you would have
it quiet  Great courage and sclt-command may, to a
sertamn extent, give power of painting, without the tiue
calmneswundeincath, but never ot domng first-rate woirk
There ¥s sufficient evidence ot this, 1 cven what we know
of great men, though ot the greatest, we nearly always know
*he least (and that nccessarily, they being very silent, and
10t much given to setting themselves forth to questioners,
1pt to be contemptuously reserved, no less than unselfishly)
But 1n such writings and sayings as we possess of theirs, we
nay tracc a quite curious gentleness and serene courtesy.



314 EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH LITERATURE

Rubens’ letters are almost ludicrous in their unhurried
politeness  Reynolds, swittest of pamters, was gentlest
ot companions, so also Velasquez, Titian, and Veronese

It 1s gratuitous to add that no shallow or petty person
can pamt  Mere cleverness or special gitt never made an,
artist It 1s only perfectness of mind, umty, depth, te-
uiston, the highest qualities, 1n fine, of the intellect, which
will form the 1magmation

And, lastly, no false person can pamnt A person, false
at heart may, when 1t suits his purposes, sejze a stray* cruth
here or there, but the relations of truth, its perfectness,
that which makes 1t wholesome truth, he can never per-
cetve  As wholencss and wholesomeness go together, so
also sight with sincerity, 1t 1s only the constant desire of
and submissiveness to truth, which can measure 1ts strange
angles and mark 1ts infinite aspects, and fit them and knit
them mto the strength of sacred invention

Sacred, 1 call 1t deliberately, for 1t 1s thus, in the most
accurate senses, humble as well as helpful, meek 1 1ts
recetving, as magmficent m 1ts disposing , the name 1t
bears bemmg nghtly given cven to mvention tormal, not
because 1t forms, but becausc 1t finds For you cannot
find a lic, you must make 1t for yourselt False things
may be imagined, and false things composed, but only
truth can be invented

THE SECRET OF HAPPINESS
(krom Modern Pamnters, Vol, 111, Part IV, Chap. XVII)
GraDUALLY, thinkmg on from pomnt to point, we shall
come to percerwve that all true happiness and noblencss
are ncar to us, and yet neglected by us, and that till we
have lecarned how to be happy and noble weshave not
much to tell, cven to Red Indians. The delights of horse-
racing and hunting, of assemblics 1 the night instead ofe
the day, of costly and wearisome muysic, of costly anll
burdensome dress, ot chagrined contention for place or
power, or wealth, or the eyes of the multitude, and all the
endless occupation without purpose, and idleness without
rest, of our vulgar world, are not, it seems to me, enjoy-
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ments we nced be ambitious to communicate And all
real and wholesome cnjoyments possible to man have
been just as possible to him, sice first he was made ot the
earth, as they are now, and they arc possible to lum chiefly
m peace  To watch the corn grow, and the blossoms sct,
{d¢draw hard breath over ploughshate or spade, to read, to
think, to love, to hope, to pray—these are the things that
make men happy, they have always had the power ot
dorag these, and they never will have power to do more
I'hd world’s sprosperity or adversity depends upon our
knowimg and teaching these few tlungs, but upon won, or
glass, or clectriaty, or steam, m no wise And I am
Utopran and enthusiastic enough to believe that the tunce
will come when the woild will discover this 1t has now
made 1ts experments in cvery possible direction but the
right one, and 1t scems that it must, at last, try the nght
one, m « mathematical certamty

GREAT AND MEAN ART
(From Modern Panters, Vol. 1L, Patt IV, Chap 11)

THE dufference between gicat and mean ait lies, not in
definable methods of handling, or styles ot representation,
o1 choices of subjects, but wholly i the nobleness of the
end to which the cffort of the painter 1s addressed  We
cannot say that a pamter 1s great because he paimnts boldly,
or pants delicately, because he generalises or particularises,
because he loves detail or because he disdams it He is
great 1t, by any ot thesc mcans, he has laid open noble
truths, or aroused noble cmotions. [t docs not matter
whether he pamnt the petal of a rose, or the chasms ot a
preapice, so that Love and Admnation attend hun as he
labogﬂf, and wait for ever upon hns work It does not matter
whether he toil tor months upon a few inches ot his canvas
or cover a palace front with colour 1n a day, so only that 1t
be with a solemn purposc that he has filled his heart with
patience, or urged his hand to haste And 1t does not
matter whether he scck for his subjects among peasants
or nobles, among the heroic or the simple, in courts or in
fields, so only that he behold all things with a thirst for
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beauty, and a hatred of mecanness and vice There are,
mdeed, certain methods of representation which are usually
adopted by the most active munds, and certam chatacter:
ol subject usually delhighted m by the noblest heatts, bud
1t 15 quate possible, quite casy, to adopt the manner of paint
mg without sharing the activ ity of nund, and to mutate 14
choice of subject without possessing the nobility of spirit,
while, on the other hand, 1t 15 altogether mmpossible to fore
tell on what strange objects the stiength ot a grcat ,man
will sometimes be concentrated, or by whatstiange nteans
he will sometimes express humselt So that true criticsm
ot art never can consist m the meie application of rules,
it can be just only when 1t 15 founded on quick sympathy
with the munumerable mstinets and changetul ceffoits ot
human natuie, chastencd and guided by unchangmg love
of all things that God has cicatad to be beautitul and pro-
nounced to be good

MACAULAY

(OurniNe History, § 111)

BYRON
(krom the kssay on MoorCs Life of Lord Byron)

It was m descrption and meditation that Byion excelled
‘ Description,” as he sard m Don Juan,  was his foite’
His manner 15 1indeed peculiar, and 15 almost uncqualled,
rapid, sketchy, tull ot vigour, the selection happy, the
strokes few and bold  In spite of the reverence we teel
for the genmus of Mr Wordsworth we cannot but think
that the nmunuteness of his descriptions otten dudimishes
their effcet He has accustomed hinselt to gaze on natuie
with the cye of a lover, to dwell on cvery feature, and to
mark every change of aspect. Those beauties which stitke
the most negligent observer, and those which only a closc
attention discovers, are equally tamihar to lum, and are
equally prominent in his poctry. The proverb ot old
Hesiod, that half is often more than the whole, is cminently
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applicable to poetry  The policy of the Dutch, who cut
down most of the precious trecs m the Spice Islands, in
order to raisc the value of what remained, was a policy
which poets would do well to imitate. It was a policy
which no poet understood better than Lord Byron. What-
er¢r his faults may be, he was never, while his mind re-
ta,i%ed 1ts vigour, accused of prolixity

s descriptions, great as was their intrinsic ment,
derived their principal interest from the feeling which
alw"srs mmgled with them He was himself the beginning,
the middle, and the end, of all his own poetry, the hero of
every tale, the chief object in every landscape Harold,
Lara, Manfred, and a crowd of other characters, were
whversally consudered merely as loose imcognitos of Byron,
and there 15 every reason to believe that he meant them to
be so considered  T'he wonders of the outer world, the
Tagus, with the mighty fleets of England nding on 1ts
bosom, the towers of Cintra overhanging the shaggy forest
of cork-trees and willows, the glarmg maible of Pentelicus,
the banks of the Rhme, the glaciers of Clarens, the sweet
Lake of Leman, the dell of Egena with ils summer-birds
and rustlmg hizairds, the shapeless ruins of Rome over-
grown with vy and wall-flowers, the stars, the sea, the
mountams, all were mere accessories, the background to
one dark and melancholy figure

Never had any writer so vast a command of the whole
eloquence of scorn, misanthropy, and despair That
Marah was never dry  No art could sweeten, no draughts
could exhaust, 1ts perenmial waters of bitterness Never
was there such variety in monotony as that of Byron.
From maniac laughter to piercing lamentation, there was
not a single note of human angmsh of which he was not
master ., Year after year, and month after month, he con-
tinued to repeat that to be wretched 1s the destiny of all;
that to be eminently wretched 1s the destiny of the eminent;
*that all the desires by which we are cursed lead alike to
musery; it they are not gratified, to the misery of dis-
appowmtment, 1f they are gratified, to the misery of satiety.
His heroes are men who have arrived by different roads
at the same goal ot despair, who ate sick ot life, who are at
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war with socicty, who arc supported in their anguish only
by an unconquerable pride resembling that of Prometheus
on the rock or of Satan mn the burning marl, who can master
their agonies by the force of their will, and who to the last
defy the whole power of earth and heaven. He always
described humself as a man of the same kind with lgs
favourite creations, as a man whosc heart had been withered,
whose capacity for happiness was gone and could not be
restored, but whose mvincible spirit dared the worst that
could befall him here or hereafter.

BURKE AND INDIA
(From the Essay on Warren Hastings)

I1s knowledge of India was such as few even of those
Europecans who have passed many ycars m that country
have attamed, and such as certainly was never attamed
by any public man who had not quitted Europe  He had
studied the history, the laws, and the usages of the East
with an idustry such as 15 seldom found united to so
much genius and so much sensibility  Others have per-
haps been equally laborious, and have collected an equal
mass of materials But the manner in which Burke
brought his higher powers ot 1ntellect to work on state-
ments of facts, and on tables of figures, was peculiar to
himmself. In cvery part of those huge bales of Indian
mformation which repelled almost all other rcaders, his
mind, at once philosophical and poctical, found something
to mstruct or to delight s reason analysed and digested
those vast and shapeless masses, his imagmation amimated
and coloured them Out of darkness, and dulness, and
confusion, he formed a multitude of ingenious theories and
vivid pictures He had, m the highest degree, that noble
faculty whereby man 1s able to live i the past and jn the
future, 1n the distant and in the unreal India and 1its
mhabitants were not to him, as to most Englishmen, mere,
names and abstractions, but a real country and a real
people The burning sun, the strange vegctation of the
palm and the cocoa tree, the rice-field, the tank. the huge
trees, older than the Mogul empire, under which the village
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wds assemble, the thatched roof of the peasant’s hut,

rich tracery of the mosque where the mmaum prays
h his face to Mecca, the drums, and banners, and gaudy
Is, the devotees swinging 1n the air, the graceful maiden,
h the pitcher on her head, descending the steps to the
%:lde, the black faces, the long beards, the yellow
eaks ot sect, the turbans and the flowing robes, the
‘ars and the silver maces, the elephants with their
10ples of state, the gorgeous palanquin of the prince,
d the close litter of the noble lady, all those things were
him as the objects amidst which his own life had been
ssed, as the objects which lay on the road between
aconsfield and St James’s Streect  All India was present
the eye of his mind, from the halls where suitors laid
Id and perfumes at the fect of sovereigns to the wild
»or where the gipsy camp was pitched, from the bazars
mming like bee-hives with the crowd of buyers and
lers, to the jungle where the lonely courier shakes his
nch of rron rings to scare away the hyexnas He had just
hvely an 1dea of the mnsurrection at Benares as of Lord
orge Gordon’s riots, and of the execution of Nuncomar
of the execution of Dr Dodd Oppression in Bengal was
him the same thing as oppression i the streets of
mdon
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Vols T and U~ Introdaction, Teost, and
Notes 185 Vol TIT liwmsaton, 65

Ovid The Metamorphoses Dook XIII.
With Introduction and Notes by Prof C H.
Kezne M A a5 64

Ovid The Metamorphoses ook
With Invoducuon and Notes by vrot
C H Kers M A 20 67 ”
« e Books X11T and X1V togelfer 35 64

Persius A Persu Flaccl Satirarum
Liber Fdued, with Introduction and
Notes by A Pritor, MA 35 64 net ¢

Plato The Troem to the Liepublic of
Plato (Book I and Book 11 $haps 1-10)
1 dited, with Intioduction, Crnitical Notes,
and Commentary, by Prof 1 G lucker,
LurD 65

Petronu Cena Trimalchionis Edited
and Irunlated by W D Lowe, M A,
75 6d net ¢

Propertius  Sexti Properti Carmina
re.ognovit J P Postcare, Lit1 D 4to,
20 nct

Rutihus  Rutilil Claudii Namatiani de
Reditu Suo Libri Duo  Wuth Intoduc.
tion and Notes by Prof C H keine, M A,
and Inzhsh Vease ITrnslaton by 0 F
Savack \KMSTRONG, M A 75 67 nct

Theocritus  Fdited with Introduction and
Notes, by R J Cuorsueey, M A Crown
8vo 75 6d

Theognis The Elegies of Theognis,
and other Elegies inciuded in the
Theognidean S8ylloge With Introduc-
uon  Commentary, and  Appendices, by
J Hub,on Witiams, M A Crown 8vo.
75 67 net

Thucydides The History of the Pelo-
ponnesian War With Notes and a
Collition  of the MSS By the late

Bell's Classical Translations

Crown 8vo.

Egchylus Translited by Warter Hean-
A liir D andC FES Heanras, M A
Agamemnon— Lhe  Suppluts ~Choeplioroe
~ Famentdes — Promethea, Bound — Der-
stans - Seven aganst Lhebes

Aristophanes ‘lhe Acharulans
lated by W H Covinaton, B A

~—— The Plutus  Translated by M T.
Quinn, M A

Casar’s Gallic War
M‘Drvitir, B.A
and Books V -VI[ ).

Cicero* Frendship and Old \ge
lated by G H WELIo, M A

—— Oratons  Translated by Prof ¢ D
Yonog, M A 6 vols  Catuline, Mmony,
Sulla and Archias (n one vol ), Manilian
Law, Sextius, Milo.

Tins.

Translated by W A
2 Vols (Books I-1V,

Trans-

Paper Covers

R Sunitrio, M A Book I 8vo, 6s 6d,
Book 11 5s 6d
Is each

Demosthenes on the Crown Translated

by C Raasy Krenanpy

Euripides i1 wmducd by F P Cor rrinGe,
MA  1pvols Meden % leestis - Heradler
da. Hippolytus— Suppliceg- Troades-—Ton
-- Andromache - Bacchr Tecubn =- Here
cules Furens— Oiestes- Iphigenta i Tauaris

Homer 8 Iliad, Books I and Il ,qBooks
IV Books VAT, Books VIT VI,
Rooks IX -X |, Books XU X{T, Books X{II -
XIV, Books XV and XVI, Books XVIIL,
and XVII, Books X1X and XX “lrans-
Jnted by I H Braxiney, M A 10 vols

——— Booh XXI1V  ‘lranslated by L. H.
Braxenty, M A

Horace ‘liamslated by A Hamiton
Biver, LI D 4vuls  Odes, Books 1 and
11 Odes, Books Il and 1V, Carmen
Seculare and Epodes--Satires— Epistles and
Ars Poetica, .
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Bell’s Classical Translations—consonucd

vy, Books I, II, II1,1V lranslnedjby

JTH Frress, M A With Mip,  4vols

£ Bookw V oand VI Translied Ly E S
Wrymouti, M A lond With Maps 2rvols

—= gt IX Irnslated by Francrs
qulxﬁl A With Mp
— Book® XXT, XXII, XXIII

Trans
lated by | PEsNARD Banis, M A 3vols
Lucan © The Phusalia Book I Trans-

lated by &kt LLrick Conway, M A

Jvid’s Ffsu Iranslaged by Hengy T
Riry, MA 3 vols  Books I and Il —
Books [T and 1V Books V oard VI

Ivid's Tristin Lianslated by Hisgy T
Ruwsy, M A

2lato ®Apology of Socrites and Crito (x vol ),
Phido, and Protigoras. Tianslated by 1.
Cary, M A 3vols.

Plautus Trinummus Aulularia, Menrchmy,
Rudens, «d Capuve  ITrashited by Hi vky
T Rieey, M A 4 vols

Scphocles  Translated by E P (or.
not, M A 7 vols  Antigene  Purluc
tetes—(Fdipus  Rev -(Fdipus  Colontus—

Electri—~Tiachimie  Ajax

Thucydides. Dook VI
BoC Makcuant, M A

—— Book VII  Translued by ¥ C
cuaNT, M A

Virgil, Translated by A ITasueton Drver,
LL D 6 vals Bucohies — Georgies —-
Anerd, 13 —lnewd, 4 6—tnerd, ;-9 -
Aonad, 10.12

Xenophon's Anibsis  Translued by the
Rev J S Warsony, MA - Waith Map 3
vols  Books T and 11 -Books IIT, IV,
and YV —Boohs VI and VII

~— Hellenics  Books I and Il
lated by the Rev H Dare, M A

Tianslated by
Max-

Trans-

For other Tiranslations from the Classics, see the Catalogue of Bohw's Libraries,
whth will be forwarded on application

MATHEMATICS

Full Catalogue of Mathematscal Books post free on application

Cambridge Mathematical Series

dublic School Arithmetic By W M,
BakLg, M A, and A A, Bournk, MA
35 64 Or with Answers, 45 64

Che Student’s Arithmetic By W M.
Baner, M A, and A A, Bournr, M A,
With or without Auswers 25 6/

vew School Arithmetic
BURY, M A, and I 1.
With or without Answeis.
Two Parts  2v 64 cach,
Key to Put Il , 8+ 6.7 net
J{ew B8chool Examples m 1 separate
volume, 35 O1n Lwo Parts, 16 64 and 25
\rithmetie, with 8occo Faamp'es By C
Prapriwury, M A 45 67 In Iwo Puts
25 64 each @Key to Part 11, 75 6d net
:xamples M Arithmetic  Extricted {rom
ghe above. 35 O lwo Paits 15 64
and 2s
sor®mercial Arithmetic. By C Pravre.
BURY, A, and W S Brarn, F RGS
25 6d Part | separitcdy, 16 Partll, 15 6d
\rithmetic for Indian Schools Dy C
Penpresury, M A, and 1T S Tan. 3¢
ixamplesin Arithmetie ByC O Tuchey
M A With ot without Answers 35
unior Practical Mathematics By W
SIAINER, BA a5, with Answers, 28 64
art 1, 15 4d, with Answeis, 15 67
Part I1., 10, 44,

By C PennrIE.
Rosinson, M A
4 od In

Elementary Algebra By W M Baker,
MA,und v A Bournk, M A New and
Revised Idiion  4¢ 64 Also Part 1,
25 67, 0r with Answers, 35 Put I, with
or without Answers, .5 6¢  Key 1os net,
orm 2 Puty e net each

A Shorter Algebra By W M Bawer,
MA,and A A Bourne, MA .5 64

Examples 1n Algebra. Futrwted from
above  With or without Answers, 35 Or
m Iwo Puts Pt 1, 1¢ 67, or with
Answers, oy Part I, with or without
Answers, ¢

Examples 1n Algebra By C O Tucnry,
M A Wath or without Answers 33

— Supplementary Examples o7 net

Elementary Algebra for use in Indian

Schools by J 1 HatuokNiuwaiir,
MA ¢

Croice and Chance By W A W
wortn M\ 7 64

—— DCC Exercises, including Hunts for the
Solatien of all the Questions w1 * Choice
and Chance ' 6y

Euclid Books I - VI, and part of Book X1
By Horicr Diiumion, A, 4s 6d, or
n <eparate books

Introduction to Euehid Ry Horace
Detciton, M A, and Q, Evrace, B,
o,
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Cambridge Mathematical Series - consrnued

Eucld Exeruises on Euclid and 1o Modern
Geometry By J McDowert, MA 65
mement.ary Graphs By W M Bawer

A A Fooksr M A 64 net
ANew G.ometry By W M Bakrr,M A,
and A A Bounar, M A Crown8wo 25 6d
so Books I -T11 sqmnu:ly, 15 of
Rlementary Goeometry By W M Bawrrg,
MA,and A \ Boukne, M A 45 64 Or
m Par(s Answers, 67 net  Key, 65 net

Examples in Practical Geomotry and
Mensguration. By ] W Marsuati, M A,
and C O Tuchry, M A 17 6

Geometry for Bchools By W G Box-
CHARDT, M A, and the Kev A D Prruorr,
M A Complete, 45 6d , also Vol T, 15,
Vol II, 1s 64, Vol IH, s, Vos [.
111, as 64, Vol 1V, 15, Vols 11V,
s , Vol V,u , Vol VI 15 6a , Vols 1!

, 35 64, Vols 1V -V, 25

A New onometry for 8chools By

¥ G mcm«nu-r,rg'l A,and Rev A D

PorroTr, MA 45 6/ Or [wo Pars,
25 64 each  Key, 105 net, or 2 Parts, gs.
net each

Numerical Trigomometry. By W (.
BorcHArRDT, M A, and the Rev A D
PexrorT, M A .5 6/

Junior Trigonometry By W G Bor.
cuarpT, M A ,and the Rev A D Perrorr,
MA 35

Elementary Trigonometry By Cuarrgs
Penpresury, M v, F RAS 45 67

ghort Course of Elementary Plane Tri-
gopometry. By CuarLps PENDLEBURY.

6d

25
Elementary Trlsonometry 1«? &,
Hir-

Dvrr, M A, and the Rev
couBe, M A 45 67/

Algebraic Geomz2try By W M Baxry,
MA 65 Part] (lhe Straight Line and
Circle), 25 6/ Key, 75 64 net

Practical Bolid Geometry By the Rev
kacv Unwin, M A 4s 6/

i tleal Geometry for Boginners.
ev T G Vyvvan,M A Putl The
blrmght Line and Cucle 25 64
Conic 8ections, treated (seom~trcal'y B
W.H Besant,5¢.D,FRS 4 64 Key,
58 net,

Elementary Conics, being the first 8 chap*
ters of the above 25 64
Conics, the Elementary Geometry of¥®
By Rev C Tavtor, DD 55
By y S8

Calculus for Beginners
Baniw, M A 3¢

Diierential Cilculus for Beinners.
By A Tonck,, MA  Wuh Introduction by
SirOrivi g Loser 45 64

IntesTal Calculus f%f:' Boginne:'s By

A LobuE, M A 4
Ro lettos and i ams ﬂy W H
‘\n Elementary

Breanr, S.D, 1 RS
Geometrical Op 1C4
Ireaase by W S Artois, M A 45
Practical Mathematics By H A Sterw,
MA,and W H Tlornam os ,ordartl,
25 64 , Part 11, 35 67
Elementary Hydrostatics By W H
Besant, 5S¢ D 45 o Solut ons, s¢ net

Elements of Hydrosr.atlcs By C M
jusor, MA, and & W Caunr, MA

s 6l

memenmry Mechanics By C M Jrssor,
M A/ and ] H Haverock, M A, D Sc
¢ 6

Experimental Mechanics for Schoole,
By Frep Cuariks, MA, and W H
Hewitr BA,BSc 3. 6/

The Student's Dynamica. Compnsing
Statics and Kinetics By G M Mincury,
M\, FRS 35 6«/

Elemen D Ry W. M
Bakgg, M A New Renscd Edition, 48 64

Key, 1n¢ 67 net
}:ls;n\orﬁ,ry Dynamics. By W Garnerr,
MA.DCL
Lynamics, A 'lrcausc on By W H
JFSANT, YD, FRS 105 67
Heat, An Llcmcnmy Treatisc on By W
GAReET, M A, DC T 45 64
Elementary Physms lixamples and Ex-
:len““n Papers o By W Gatvatry,
Ry
Mechamcs A Coilection of Problems
Ucmcnmx) By W Warton, MA 6
Uniform Iolume

Geometr.cal Drawing. <for Army and
other Examuinations By R'h‘mus 3564

The Junior Cambridge Mathematical Series.

A Junior Arithmetic ByC Penprrniry,
MA,and F E Rominson, M A 15 6d.
With Answers, as

Bxanplss from & Junior Arithmet c.
Extracted from the above 15 With
Answers, 14 64,

A First Algebra, By W M Baker, M A
and A A Bourng, M A 15 61, 0r with
AAPPW;“'G:O
1rs me By W M. Baker,
MA,and A tr{m,nhn:, M.A. With or
without Answers 15 6d.
Elementary Mensuration. By W M

Bakkr M A andA A Uubuuu M A 1,04,
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Other Mathematical Works

The Mathematical Gazette Ldited by
W J Grunnsireer, M A (Jan, March,
$May, July, Out and Dec) 35 64 nct

'n:a Teaching of Elementary Mathe.
at)

&8, bemng the Reports of th e Committee
of the Mathemaural Association  6¢ net
The Te of Blementary Algebra

and Numerical Trigonometry bewng
the Report of the Mathl Assoc Commuttee,

19t 3d_net
A _Now Jhilling Arithmetic By C.
Penoresuny, M A, amd F E Rosinsoxn,

M A, 1, or with An:.wr-xs, 1 4d
Shilling Arithmetic By Ciaries
Punptesury, M \, and W 'S DBrarp,
FR 15 With Answers, 15 44
Elementary Arithmetic By Charres
Penprzsery, M A With or without
Answers 15 6d

A Preparatory Arithmetic By Cuarirs
PenvrLenuky, M A, With or without

Answers 15 64

Problem Papers for Preparatory
Schools (Arithmetic), By T Courer
Switn, BA 15 &4

Bell's Indoor and Outdoor Experi-
mental Arithmetic By H H Goon.
ACkE, FRGS  Parts l-lll baper, 2,{
each, cloth, 4¢ each, Pmts and
aper, 4 each, cloth, 64 exch lcaulxers
ook, 3¢ 64 net
Graduvated Arithmetic, for Jumor and
Private Schools By the same Authors
Parts 1, 11, and 111, yd each, Pants 1V,
vV, and V1 , 4a each, Part V11, 67
Auswers to Paits 1 and ll, 4d. net,
Parts 111 VII | 44 neteazh
Arithmetic for the Standarda (Scheme
R). Standard 1, sewed, 24, cloth, 3@ ,
, 1,1V and V , sewed, 34 each, cloth,
;41' cach VI and VII, sewed, ¢ each,
wth, 64 ‘each ~ Answers to each Standard,

Test Cards in Arithmetic (Scheme B)
ByC PENDLLISLKY, M A ForStandardsIl
11,1V, Vv, VI and VII 15 neteach

Public 8chool Examination Papers in
Mathematics Compiled by P A Orea-
suaw, BA 15 64

Bell‘s New Practical Arithmetic. By

J S1amvek, M A xst, 2nd, 3rd, 4th,

slh and 6th Years, paper, 3{/ each, cloth,

each, 7th Ycar, paper, 44, cloth, 64
’l’cachcra' Books, 84 net each Year

Bell's New Practical Arithmotic Test
Carda, for the 2nd, 3rd, 4th, sth, 6th, and
7th years 15 34 net each

Graduated Exercises in Addition (Sumple
and Compound) By W S Bearp 1s

Al{]ebra for Elementary Schools By

M Baker, M A, and A BOURNE,
M A ‘Lhree stages, 64 each Cloth, 84
cach  Answers, 45 net each

A First Year's Course in Geometry
and Physics. By LrnesT Young, M A
Boc 25 6/ Partsland Il 1s 6([ or
Part 11T 1s

Trigonometry, Exammation Papers m
By G H Waxkp, M A, as 64. Key, 55 net

Euclid, The Elemonts of. The Enuncua-
tions and Figures By the late J Brassg,
DD 15 Without the kigures, 64

Hydromechanics, By W H DBesant,
S. D, ana A S Rawszy, MA  Pantl,
Hydiostatics 75 64 net. Part 1T, Hydro.
dvnamics By A S Ramsey, M A, 108 64,
net

Hydrodynamics and Sound, An Elemen-
tary Treatise on. By A B Basser, M A,

S 8.

The Geometry of Surfaces. By A. B,
Basss1, M A, FRS. 105 64

4 net each Elementary Treatise on Cubic and
Exorcises and Examination Papers in %umic Tvos. ByA B Bassar, M A,
Arithmeti c.Losarxthms and Mensura o0 04
ton By CgPr.vtruiky, M A, 25 64, | Analytical Geometgy By Rev. T. G.
New I‘.dmgrf Vivvan, M AL s
Book-keeping
k-koegmx by Double Entiry, Theo- Book-keeping, Graduated Exercises and
retical mnca and for Examtnaticen Exammaticn Papers in, Compiled by P,
P“é"é’“‘ By J. T Mepuursr, A.K.C, Murray, ¥ §SS,FScS.(Iond) 2564,
F.§¢ od Text-Book of the Principles and Prac-
Book-kee! (Flng. Examination Papers 1n, tice of Book-kee ping and Estate-
(omgnlc by I[\mm T. Meonurst, AKC, Office Work. By Prof A W. Txomson,
3. Key, 35 (4. net, i BSe 56
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Full Catalogue of English Beoks post jree on application.

Mason’s New English Grammars Re-
visscd by A ] Asmion, M A
A Junor knglish Giammar 15
Intermediate English Grammar 25
Sentor Englsh Gro mmar 35 64

Works by C P Mason, BA 1+ CP

First Notions of Grammar for Young
Learners 1s

First Steps i1 English Grammar, for
Junior Classes 1

Outlines of English Grammar, for the
Use ot Junior Classes 2s

English Grammar, wnduding the principles
of Grammatical Aunalysis 35 67

A 8horter English Grammar 3 €7

Practice and Help in the Analysis of
Sentences s

English Grammar Practice. 1s

Elementary English Grammar through
Composition. By J D Rousi, M A 15

Advanced English Grammar through
Composition. By Joux D Rosi, M A
as 64

Aids to the Writing of English Compo-
sition. Byl W Bewswrx, BA 14 net

Preparatory English Grammar. Dy
W BeEvsoNn, M A New Ramion 15 net

Rudiments of English Grammar and
Analysis. By kinist Avavs, Pu b

Examples for Analysis in Veie and
rose Selected by Bk DWARDS  1s

The Paraphrase of Poetry. Ly luuaunp
CANDLER 13

Essays and Essay Wncmg. for Public
Examinations. By A W Riavy, B A
35 6d

Précis and Pricis-Wrniting, By A W
Riapy, B A. 35 64 Or withuut key, 25 64

Matniculation Précis By S I Wivsori,
MA 15 net Koy, 6d net

Elements of the English Language By
JoaNks1t Apaws, Pull Revsed by J B
Davis, MA, D Lit 45 67

History of the English Language DBy
Prof T. R. LOUNSBURY 55 nct

The Teaching of English Literature in
the Secondary School. By R 5 Baig,

A a5 6d net
An Outline mstox;f of English Litera-
ture. By W H Hupson as 64 net

Representative Extracts from English
terature By W. H Huusov (2 64
.

Ten Brink's Early English I.iteu.m#e

3vols 35 64 each
L{:rature.
58 net

Introduction to English
By Iliary 5 Pancoast

A First View of English Literature Ry
Hixky S Pancoast and Prowy Vav Dyke
Suciiy Crown8vo 35 net ®

Introducnon to “American thera.ture.
By H S Pancoasr 45 64 net

The Foreign Debt of English Literature,
By I G lueker, Ttii D Postgvo, 65
net
Handbooks of English therature
Ldred by Prot HATEs 3¢ 67 net cach
The Aseof Alfred (660 1154) By F J.
SNiLE,
The Ageof Chaucer (1346 1400) By F ]
Swrtr, M A
‘Lhe Age of lransition (1400 1580) By
F Joosnei,, MA 2vols
The Age of Shakespeare (1579 1631) By
InomMas SeccoMBE and J° W Arren,
2 vols Vol 1 Poetry and Prose.

Vol 1I' Drama
The Age of Milton  (1632-1660) By the
Rev ] H B Masreruan, M A,

with Introduction, cte, by J Bass
MutLiNGRR, M A,

The Age of ])r}«lcn
R Garnear, LI D,

The Age of Pope (x7oo—x744) By Joun
Draxis

The Age of Johnson
Trnomas Srccomnr

The Age of Wordsworth  (17¢3-1832)
Byl of C 1 Hexrionn, Lirt D

The Age ot Lennyson  (1830-1870) B
Prof Huau Watnwr ) By

Notes on Shakespeare's Plays.
bure Bakvion, DA 15 cach
Midsummer Night's Dream® - Juhus Cocsar,

—Lhe Tempest —Macbeth 4 Huny V-
Hamlet —Machwmt ot Venee ——I\Ul'
Richud 1T —Kmg TJohn —king Rich id
I kg lear —-Couolwus ~ Lwlfth
Night —-As You Like lt.—Much Ado
About Nothing

Prunciples of English Verse. By C. M.

Lewis 55 net

Int.roduction to Poetry. By Ravmonn M.

VRN

(1560 1700) By

(1744-17¢8) By

By T.

General lntﬂuiFence Papers, Wih
saicses e knglish Composition. By ¢,
Biuni. 25 64,
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Bell’s English Texts for Seccndary Schools
Edited by A Guiukercn, M A.

L]

Browning’s The Pied Piper, and other
pPoems. Edited by A Guruniten 84

FairyNpPoetry  Selected and edited by
RS Rair, M A 1

Hawthorne's Wonder Book and Tangle-
wood Tales Selected and ldied by H
Hasisuma, M A as

Kingslews Heroes, l.ditedby L T Powb,
BA wh2maps gs

Lamb’'s Tales from Shakespeare <e
lected and editedd by RS Bare, M A 1ad

Lamb’'s Adventures of Ulysses Sclre-
tions kdited by A C Dussoan, Pu o

Storms ot King Arthur, from Malory
and Tenngson. luduel by RS Dy,
MA s

The Story of Enid, from Tennyson and
The Mabinogion Ly I A Lawiy,
MA od

Scott’'s A Legend of Montaose Abnd,ed
and edited by b O Lucanunst 1.

Bell’s

Bacon's Essays. (@deuml) Ldited by

A b Rosenis, M A

Browning Selections from Edited by
I Ryeano, M A 1y 64

—— Strafiord, Fdited by I H Hickry
15 6d

Burke's Conciliation with America.
Ry Prof J Monwson 15 6f

Burke's Letters on a Reg cide Peace
and 1T Judited by HE G o Kese, My,
Cll 1od
Byron’s Siege of Corinth Ldited by P
Howpray 1
Byrons Childe H:Lro]d Edited by
G R, MAL CHE 20 Ao
( dl][ﬂ\ I wd 11, scucd, 13 Cautos 1
and 1V, sewad, 18
Carlyle’s M®ro as Man of Letters
Kdited bpMani HuNrer, M A 1y 6d

~— Hero as Divinity. By Mank Hvntuy,
1A 15 64

Chaucer’'s Minor Poems, Selections
from., lkdiedby J B BuvLiaaos, M A
1s 00

De wncoy's Revolt of the Tartars

the English Mail-Coach. k.id
b Creie Mo Bariow, M A, and Makk
Huntrr, M A a¢

X Rovoltof the Tatus sopuuedy s

— OCpum Latar  idwad by Marw
Hunien MA o,

>

Charles Reade’s The Cloister and the
Hearth, \budued and ediwed by the Rev
A I AL, BA s

Coleridge’s The Ancient Mariner; and
Selected Old English Ballads. Fdited
by A Guibnercy, MA 18

Hakluyt's Voyages A Selecnon edited by
the Rev A I Harr, BA

Selections from Boswell’s Life of
Jounson Lditedby I A J Marsu 1s

Selections from Ruskin. Ikdited by H
Hawvisuiri, M A 1s

Lockhart's Life of Scott. Sclections edited
by \ Banten, LL A 1s

Charles Lamb's Selected Essays and
Letters Idited by A Guinngran, M A,
With Map of London 15 4a

Selections from Carlyle.
Frisateiw Lt s

Bn%nsh Odes. lLdited by E A J. Marsy,

Edited by

English Classics

Goldsmith's Good Natured Man and
She Stoops to Conquer Fdited by K.
Dricttron fouhoas

*¥ lhe um{vh)s together, 15 64

~ _Tiaveller and Deserted Village
Ldited by the Rev A T Woobwarn, M A
Cloth, 1y 6, o1 sepurately, sewed, 1od cach

Irving’s Sketch Book Ldited by R G
OveNIaM, M A Sewed, 15 64

Johuson’s Life of Addison Edited by F.
RKytano, My 1y

1Ii1fe of Pope. Ldited Ly If
4 I4 23

* Y lhe Lives of Switt and Pope, together,

RvLanp,

sewed, v 67

Johnson's Life of Mllton Edited by F.
Rytasn, MLy

—_— LneofDryden. udlled by F Ryraxp,
MY 1 6r

* CThe Lves of Milton and Dryden, together,
x( wed, 25 6d

——~l Life of Swift

- lees of Prior and Congreve.
Fdited by I Ryrawp, M A 1

Kingsley's Heroes ludited by A K,
Rowtnis, M A llus 15 64 ?Scwul, 15

Lamb’s Essays. Selected and kdited by
K Duicnton  1s 6d

Longfellow, Select'ons from, includ.
11g bvangeling  Ldited by M 1 Quiny,
My o

fot vangedug, separatdy sewed, 1o,

kdited by I' Ryveanp,



10 G. Bell

& Sons

Bell’s English

Macaulay's Lays of Ancient Rome
Edited by P HOrRDERY 15 64

—— Essay on Clive. Edited by Cru
Barrew 15 67

—— War of the Spanish Succession.
Edited by A. W Rraoy  1s

Massinger s A New Way to Pay 0l1d
Debts Ldited by K Durauron 15 64

Milton's Paradise Lost BooksIIl andIV
Fdited by R (s Oxentiav, M A 1y, or
separately, sewed, 1o/ each

Milton's Paradise Regained ILdited by
K DrigutoN 15

3

P AL S W e

Classics —continued

Pope's Essay on Man kdited by F.
Ryrasn MA s

Pope, Solections from  Edited by K
Dricuton 15 64

Scott's Lad{' of the Lake Edited by €he
Rev Voonwarp, M A as The
Sv Cantos separately, se wed, 67 fach
Shakespeare’s Juhus 0838&!‘

1 Dure Barniorn, B A (Load )
—— Merchant of Venice Kdued by
T Dury Barnerr, B A (Jond s 6d
-—- Tempest 1 hml by I Dur tﬂu«xm-r,

BA (Tond) 15 &d
Wordsworth’s Excursion BookI Edited
by M I Quian, M A Sewed, 15

“dited by
15 64

Bell’s Sixpenny English Toxts

Bound 1n limip

4Poems by sohn Milton
“Spenzer’s ‘Faeris Queene.
*Poems by Teanygon.
Selections from Byron.
'Ha.canhys ‘Ristory of England’
Chapter 111
mbbon'lsl ‘Decline aud Fall' Chaptas

Book 1

The volumes marked with an asters,
i cloln &

English Readings.

Bnrke{ gelections Lditcd by Briss Prewy

25 &

Byron Selections, Fdited by F I Care.
PENTTR 29

Colerndge Prose Beloctions hdited by
Hrsry A Brows 2t

Dryden Essays on the Drama, Fdied
by WnnmaMSrruan 2

Johnson Prose Selections Edited by
C G Oscoob. 3¢

Reo

The 8tory of Peter Pan (as told " 1he
Peter Pan Picture Book ) Wath 16 Tllus
trations and Songs from the Pl o Tonic
Solfa and OLl Notanor o/

Alice in Wonderland. By Iuwis Car-
koLt lllustrated by Arice B WoonwAkDp

a

Thrift. A Common Sense Book for Girls,
By F Foor 84 net

York Roaders. A new senes of Literary
Readen,, with Coloured and other llus

uations
Pruner I 37 DPrine 11 4d

cloth, 64 cach

Selecltions from Pope

Poems by Gray and Cowper
Plutarch’s Lives of Cesar and Cicero.
*English Elegiacs

*Selections from Chaucer.

Kingsley’s Heroes.

k are supplied interleaved and bound

cards, 1s
16mo
Miltor Minor English Poems FEdited
by Martin W oSanpson  2¢ €4
Swift Prose B8elections Fdited by

Ereorrick O PrrscoTt 25 64
Tennyson The Princess. Lditedby L A
SHIRMAN 25
Thackeray English Humourists. kdited
by WirtLiav Lion PueLis 25 64,

ders

York Readers —coxtiaued
Infant Reader 64
Introductory Reader
Reader, Buok 1, g Book 11,100 Bbok
11, 15 Dook IV, 1s 3d Book V,
15 Od
York Pecetry Books. 3 Books Papercovers,
6/ cacli, cloth, 84 each,

Boll's Poetry Books. In Seven Parts Price

3@ each lait, paper covers, or 44 cloth
covers
Postry for Upper Classes, Sclected by
. A Hpus, s 64,



Select Educational Catalogue 11

Readers—wontinued
Books for Young Readers Illustiated Bell's Reading Books, &c -cont nwed
od each. The I ast of the Mohicans
Asop's Fables | Tot and the Cat, ete Feats on the Fiord
‘The Old Boat House, etc The Lutle Duke
The Cat and the Hen etc Suitabie for Standards VI and VII
he Two Pacrots | The Lost Pigs “The Talsman | Ivanhoe
AN Story of Three Monkeys. Woodstock | Oliver Iwst
114 Storyofa ( at The Vicar of Waketield
+ Queen Bee and Busy Bee | Gulis Ciag Lamb s lales fiom Shakespeare,
Bell's Continuous Readers. Bound Southey's T ife of Nelson
Cloth g4 each Sir Roger de Coverley
Swurtalle for Standard 111 Deeds that Won the Linpur:
1hdStory of Peteg,Pan Sic to Sixteen | Faghts for the Fhag
‘I he Aaventures o?n Donkey Bell’s Supplementary Readers, Crown
The Lafe of Columbus gvo  IHustrated  TampCloth 64 neteach
The Thiee Midshipmen Sutrable for Standards 111 and 11"
Swuitahle for Standard [V, Anderson's Daish Tales
lice in Wonderland Great Deeds i Lnghsh History
he Water Babies Grimm s ‘Lales
‘I he Parables from Nature, Adventures of a Donkey
Uncle Lom s Cabin Gieat Englshien
Robinson Crusoe 11fe of Co umbus
Surtable for Standard V' Swuitable for S‘andards IV and V,
Tom Brown's Schooldays Parables from Nature
" he Last of the Mohicans Uncle lon's Cabin
Feats on the Fiurd Swiss Family Robinson
The Lattle Duke Great knghshwoman
Hereward the Wake Settlers in Canada
Suitable for Standards V"1 and V11, Swuitalle for Standards V and VI
The 1 25t Days of Pompen Masterman Ready
Ohver 1 wist Robinson Crusoe
The lale of Two Cities ‘ Chiidren of the New Forest
Ivanhoe Swuitahle for Stanaards VI ai 11
Lamb s Tales fiom Shakespeare The 1 -{um,\n | Tvanhoe na Vi
Bell's Reading Books and Literatvre Oaver Iwist | Woodstock
1
l

Readors Strongly bound m Cloth  Iilus
trated 15 each

Bell's Geographical Readers By M J.

BarrINGTON WarDp, M A

Sustable for Standard 11/ The (nld s (lcmraph; Ilustrated 64
Adventures of a Donkey ‘The Round World ~ (Standwrd 11) e
Great Deeds 1n Lnghsh History, About England (Stand 111) llus 15 47
Gumm s German Tales The Care of Babies A Reading Book
(Andcnf;\ 5‘I)lmmh Tales for Girls' Schools  IHlustiated  (1th, 1s

sreat Lnglis el Bon’! msm mdel’ﬂ on t‘ho COR.

k:r?:)‘}zfjl‘;’:;:“,‘ centric Method Fully llustrateld

The Thiee Midshipmen ‘lA'lrﬁl loesslo‘n\lm En'g:}\h llil:{lor) 61‘\;(.
untor Hustory of kngland 15

S"(’;‘;fé{'\l:{g;tz;’;:‘l‘”d w A gcmor History of kngland 25
Uncle Tom's Cabin Abbey History Readers Revised by the
Swiss Ifinily Robinson, Rt Rev F A Gasour1, DD Illustrated
Greasknghshwomen Yoarly English History (to 1066), 1<
Children of the New Forest, Stories from lunglish Hastory (1066 1485)
Settlers in Canada, b fd
Ldgeworth's Tales, The Tudor Pertod (1485-1603) 15 3¢
The Water Babies The Stuart Period (1603-1714) 15 67
Parables from Nature., The Haunovertan Period (1714 1837)

Swtable for Standard V. 15 Ad
L{nu Poetry Boll's History Readers. Illusuated
‘The Story of Little Nell. Larly English History (to 1056) ¢
Masterman Ready. Stories from English History (1066 1485)
Gulliver's Travels. 15 3t
Robinson Crusoe. The Tudor Period (1485-1603) 15 3
Poor Jack The Stuart Period (1603-1714). 15 64
Arabian Nights, The Hanoverian PQHOJ(AIA1-AEJ7) 15




12 G. Bell & Sons'

MODERN LANGUAGES
French and German Class Books

Bell's French Course. By R P Arnkrion,
M A llustrated 2 Parts 15 64 ecach
}\ey to the kxercses, Part I, 64 net,
Part 11, 15 net
Bell’'s First French Reader DBy R P.
Awngion, M A Tlasirated 15
The Direct Method of Teaching French.
By D Mackav,M A jand I J Cunns,Pu D

First French Book 15 net

Second French Book. 1s o/ net.

Teacher’s Handbook 1s net

Subject. Wall Picture (Culoured) 75 64

Bell's French Picture Cards. Idited by
H N Apaig, M A 1wo Sets of Siateen
Cards  Prnted m Colour., with (question.

naire on the back of ewh 15 L, net each

Bell's Illustrated French Readers.
Pott 8vo  Lully Hiustiated

Mt Fuall [aston application

French Historical Reader by H N
Apatg, M A New Composttion Supple
ment, 25 , or without Supplement, 15 64
Supplement scparately, 64 nzt

Simple French Stories { Marc Cerrt
Fcap 8vo  With or without Vocabulary and
Notes 15

Contes Francais. Edited, with Intioduc
tion and Notes, by Makc Cerer With o1
without Vocabulaty, 1s 64 Hudbook ot
Fxercises wnd Questionn ures, €d

Tales from Molicre DBy Marce Crepr
Feap 8vo  Wath Vocabulary und Notes, 28
Text only, 15

A French Dramatic Reader By Maxk
Crirt With Notes  Faap 8vo  2s

Contes d'Hier et d’Aujourd’hwr  Fut
Series By | S Nowman, M AL and
Caars xs Ropi k1 DOvas Hlustiated s 0
Second Series 25

Le Francais de France By Muume
VarLite Vekser  Wath Hlustrations os

Grammaire Pratique Pour “le Fran.
cats de France By Madwn. Varvnie
ERNT L 1od
Stories and Anecdotes for Translation
into French By Caxt Hiaws  1s

French Composition
M A Clah, 87

Vocabulaire Francais  Fre Vocab-
uhie, tor Repeutson By J B Mari-

1c 6Jd

Gasc's French Course

First French Book 1s
8econd French Book 1s 64
Key to Furst and Secon& French

00KS 15 6/t

French Fables for Beginners. 1s

Histoires Amusantes et Instructaves. rs.

Practical Guide to Modern French
Conversation 1s

Pr]snch Poetry for the Young With

oles 15

Materials for French Prose Com.
position. v kev, zs net

Prosateurs Contemporains zs

Le Petit Compagnon; « French Talk Book
for L mle( hildren s

y the Rev A. C. Clapin

French Grammar for Pubhc Schools.
25 6 Kev, 35 64 net

A French Primer s

Primer of French Philology. 1s

English Passages for Translation into
French .. od Key, 45 net

A Gerx;nan Grammar for Public 8chools.
2y by

A Spanish Primer 1s

B%lvs First Ge{m;{aurse ByLBT

HALET Y

Bell's First German Reader. ByL B T.
Citvitiy MA THustrated  os

German Historical Reader By J E

«d

Emn  Schultag eines

Mariy M A
Buddenbrook
Realuntersekundaners. lLdited by
J ol Mariin, M A Hlostratad 25 64

Materials for German Prose Com-

By M KFNN?)V,

CHAL

position. By Dr € A Brcnnrim 45 64
A Koy to Pats 1Towd H, gs net Parts
I wmd IV 45 net

First Book of German Prose Deng

Pat b omd I of (8- above, with

Voo huluy 1y 67
Kurzer Leitfaden der Deu..._. - Dichp-
tung By Ak Cor s 6d.

Gasc’s French Dictionaries
FRENCH-ENGLISH AND ENGLISH-FRENCH DICTIONARY. New Edition with Sup-

plement of New Words
CONCISE FRENCH DICTIONARY.

lTage 8vo 125 64
Medium 16mo.

POCKET DICTIONARY OF THE FRENCH AND ENGLISH LANGUAGLS

35 64  Orin Two Parts 25 each,

25 6d.

16mo

LITTLE GEM FRENCH DICTIONARY, Narrow 8vo. 14 net. Limp Leather, 25, net,



Select f n’uzalzo;/a/ Cata/ogue

13

French and German Annotated Editions

ell's French Plays, (Based on Gombert's
Yrench Drama) dnted by Marc Cerri
Paper, 64, cloth, 8/

Furst Volumes

Mol%, Le Tartuffe — L'Avare — Le
Misa §hrope

IMmcine, Les Plaidures,
Voltaire Zare
Corneilje LeCid

Gomberds French I)ra.ma.. Re cdited,
with Notes, by k. E, A, Gasc  Sewed,
64 each

Moliere. Le Muinthrope --1 Avare - Le
Bowigeors Gentilhomme Lo Lartufle -
Le Milade Imigmure —Ias  Fommes
Qavantes —I ¢ Fourberies de S ynn -
Les Piéoreuses Ridicules.—-L'Ecole des
Femmes —L'EcoledesMaiis. —Le Médean
Malgié Lw

Racine. la 1hébaide -Les Plawdeurs.—
Iphigéme — Brtaunicus. — Phedre. —
Lother —Athalie

Corneille. Le Cid —Horace.—Cinna —
Polyeucte
Voltaire. Zawre

Fénelon. Aventures de Télémaque By
C.) DetiLe a5 64

La Fontaine. Select Iubles By F E A.
Gasc 15 6d.

Lamartine ¢ Talleur de Picrres de Saint-
Point By J BoFLLg, B & L 15 6d

Samtine. FPiccolaa By Dr  Dusvc
15 6d

Voltaire. Charles XII By L Dikwv.
15 64

German Ballads from Uhland, Goethe,

and Schiller By C. L Busrrnicio
1s 64
Goethe ermann und Detcther By E.
i, M A,and L WoLirt g5 64,
Lessing Minna von Barnheln By Prof

A B Niciors 25 64

Schiller. Wallenstein By Dr Beonmvim
55 Or the Lager and Piccolominy, 25 od
Wallenstemn s Ted, 20 64

~—— Maid of Orleans By Dr W Wauner
15 6d

——— Marna Stuart.

By V KAsingr 15 6d.

Bell’s Modern Translations

A Seites of Translations from Modern Languages, with Memours, Inttoductions, etc,

Crown 8vo

Dante. Inferno  Tranmslated Ly the Rev.
H F Carv,M A

—~— Purgatorio Translated by the Rev.
H F Cary, M A

—— Paradiso  Translated by the Rev. H F.

Cany, M A,

Goethe, FEgmont. Translated by ANNA
SWANWICK

—— Iphigeninin Tauns  Tianslated by ANNA
SWANWICK

—— Goctr van Berlichingen  1ranslated by
Sir WAI'I’énQLUTl

—— Hernfinn and Dorothea. Tranclated by

+ E A Bowring, C.B.

Pauff, The Caravan.
MFENDLE

—~— The Inn m the Spessart, Tianslated by
S MunvEL

Lessing. l.aokoon
BrasLLy.

—— Minna von Batnhelin
Ernesr Bery, M AL

Translated by S.

Translated by E. C
Thanslated by

15, each.

' Lessing. Nathan the Wise, Tianslated by
R Ditson Boveax

Moliere. Trandated by C Hinon Warr,
6 vols  The Misanthrope —Ihe Doctor in
Spite of Himself —Tartufle — Lhe Miser —
‘Lhe Shopheeper turned Gentleman —The
Affccted Ladies —The Learned Women —
Lhe Impostures of Scapin

Racme. Truslated by R Brucr Boswerr,
MA 5 yolbs. Athalie —Esther - Iphi-
genia —Andiomache —Birtanicus

Schiller Willinm Tell  Tianslated by Sir
Throvore MarTiny KCB,LLD New
Ldition, entizely n"('l:tzl

—— The Maid of Orleans. Trandated by
ANNA SWANWICK

—— Mury Swart  Translated by | Meriisn

— Wallenstemn's Camp and the Piccole mim
Transled by J CHukernin and S 7T,
COLIRIDGE

—— The Death of Wallenstun
by S T CoLnringk

Translated

* Y For other Translations from Modern Languages, see the Calalogue of Bohn's
{.xémrm, whick will be forwarded on applicaiton.



14 G. Bell & Sons'

SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY

Detarled Catalogue sent on appheation ¢

Blen'entary y. By Prrcy Groow,
,DSc, k L S With 275 lllustrations

Elementary Botany By G F Arkimvson,
PuB 6

Botany for 8chools and Colleges. By
G F Arkinson  Ilastrated  4¢ 64 net

Practical Plant Physiclogy By Iwrn.
erick KRLBLE, M A Crowndvo 3 6d

A Laboratory Coume in Plant Physio-
logy BYW F Ganoxe, Pu D 75 6d net

The Botanist's Pocket-Book By W R
Haywaep Revised by G C Drucr 45 6d

An Introduction to the Study of the
Com, tive Anatony of Animais,
By G C Bousvg, M A, DSc, With
numerous Hlustratons 2 Vols
Vol 1 Amimal Organizaton  The Pro-
toroa and Ceelenterata Revised Edition 64,

Vol I The Cajomata 65

A Manual of Zoology. By Ricuarn Hixri-
wiG  Iranslated by Prof J S KiNGsLRY,
Ilustrated 125 64 net

Injurious and Useful Insects An Intro-
uction to the Study of kconomuie kato-
mology By Prof L C Miarr, F RS
‘With 100 Illustrations 3 64

Civil Service Examination Papers
Chemistry Pa.pers Theoretical and
Practical By .1 P Nrwrow 1o

A First Year's Course of Chemistry. By
AMES SINCEAIR 15 6d

An Introduction to Chemlst.ry ByD S
Macnair, P D,

Elementary Inorganic Chemus "by
Prot Jases WALker, D Sc 3¢
Introductmn to Inorganic C mistry
By Dr Arexanper Ssutn 75 64 nete
L.;bomtory Outhine of General Chem-
18try By Dr Atu Aok Svirk 25 6d
General Chemustry for Coll.ges. By
DroAroxasnra Sy 65 64 S st
An Exporimeantal' Course in Physical
Chemnstry. By J F Siencer, D Sc,
PuD) Crown8vo 2vols 35 64 each
A Text-book of Crganic Chemistry. Ry
Wy A Noves  6r net
A Three Years’ Course in Practical

Phy-1cs, By Jaurs SINCGTAIR 3 vob.
15 64 ¢ach
A COIIexe Text-Book of Phyeics B
. Kimpaty, PuD Hlustrated
ms 6d net
The Principles of Physicse. By W F
Macrer  lHustrated 75 6d net

Practical l-:lecmeity and Magnetism,
P ret YearsCourse ByR E Sremr as
A Texi-Book of Gas Manufacture for
Students By Joun Hornsy  Rewvised

and knlarged 95 6d net
Turbines. By W H S1uarRT GARANRTT.
8vo g5 net
Electrens. By Sir Oniver Lober 6 net
Engines and Boilers Ry W McQuabk
Crown 80 Numaious Illus 35 6d net
Exercices in Metal Work By A 1 J
Kirsty, ARC S Crown8vo 15 64 net
Practical Wood Carving for Technical
Classes By ¥ P Druky ar 64

Technological Handbooks
Edited by Sir H. TRuRMAN WooD
Specially adapted for candidates in the examinations of the City and Gulds

Institute,
Woollen and Worsted Cloth Manufac-

ture By Prof Rowm rrs Brawosr
[(New £ 11 10m 1 prefaration
Soap Nanufacture n, W Lawkresce
Gapp, P TC FOS
Pilumb ng Its Pr. nclples and Practice.
3y S Stevens Hetiver
811k Dyeing and Fin' snmg. By G H

Huvst, 'C S 75 6

Illustrated

Cotton 8pinning: Its Developmen:
Principles, and Practice \ny Rp M.uz:".

DN 65 6
Cotton Weavin Its Developme

Princ ples an Practice. ByR M,ux -
DEN 108

Coach Bulild: By Joun P
e Bul hing y J mursou,

Bookbinding, By ] W ZarHNsDurF ﬁr
y

Printing. A Practcal licatse By C T The Principles of Wool Combing.
Jacosr 75 6d. Howakp Prigstvan  os
Music

Wusic, A Complete Text-Book of. By
New and Cheaper

Prof H C Bavisiek
Edition 35 6d.

Music, A Concise History of By Rev.
(;. Bonavia Hunt, Mt's Dol New
andCheaper Edition 8, net,



Select Edu ational Catalogue i

(2]
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HISTORY

Catalogus of Liistorval DBeoks sent fos' free on aptlication

Lingard’s History of England  Alrd.ed
v u ontiued by Dom H' N Birr  With
a?‘ Cpce by Assor GasqueT, DD New

gfinoh  Wuh Mans 35 64 , or i 2 vols
Vol 1 (to 1485),25 Vol II (x48§-qu:), 25

An In uction to Englich Industrial
HistoYy, By Hesevy Aresoir, BA as

English History 8durce Books Ediusd
vy S E Winsort, M A, and KrnneTn
BBLL, MA 15 netewh
449-1066  The Welding of the Race Edited
by Rev Joun Warris, M A
1005 1154 The Normam in England
Edited by A E Buiaxp, M A
1154-1216  The Angevins .mrl the Charter
Edited by § M Tovnr, M A
1216-1307 ~ The Growth of Parhament
Edited by W D Ronrson
1307-1 ¢Q War and Muwsrule  Fdited by
A, AL Loc
1399-1485 The Last of Feudahsm FEdited
by W Garmon Jones, M A

1485-1547 The Reformation and the Re.
naissance  Lkditedl by F' W Biwanrr
1547-1603  The Age of Elizabeth  Edited

by Arunprrt EspaiLr, M A,

1603-1660 Puntinim and Iiberty Fdited
ted by KenneTi Bri, M A

1660-171¢ A Constitution 1n Making
Fdited by G B Perxkrrr, M A

3714-1760  Walpole and Chatham  Ed:ted
by K A Lkewvanr

1760-1801
the French Revolution
S FE Wmnsoi1, M A

$801-1815  KEngland and Napoleon Edited
by S E Winsorr, M A

18151837  Peace and Reform, Edited by
X ¢ W Fowanps,

18¢6-1276  From Palmerston to Disraels
Fdited by Fwing H aroine, B A

1876-1887  Imperiahism and Mr Gladstone
By R, H Grerrov, M A

1535-1913, Canada By Jawrs Muvro

Modimvar"England : 1066-1485 A Frame.

work & History By S M Towne, M 4,
o Crown8vo 15 net.

First Lossons in English History.
Hlustrated, 15

A Junior History of Enfla.nd. By E.
Nixon. llustiated. 15,

Amencan  Independence and
Fdited by

A Senior History of England. By A

McKnuam, M A Crown v IMus as

Highways of the World By A E
McRrrray, M A Second Edition, Re.
vise | Crown  8vo With Maps and

It trations 15

A Social History of England. By
Giowee Gue,r Crown 8vo  With wany
Hiut atons 15 64

English Church History to AD 1000
Py W H Fivenig, MA,DCL 1s 64

Civil  Service E*ammation Papers

itory Questlons, By A Prrwavar

Neviovy, MA  as

Anclont Eistory for Schools.
Nixonanl H R Sreet as

Striczland’s Lives of the Queens of
England 6 vals  g5¢ eac
** Al ndged edition for Schools, 65 64

Landmarks in the History of Europe.
By i M Rictantson, B A Crown 8vo 25

B ildmx of the Briiish Empire By

M Ricuannson, B\ s 64

An Atlas of European History. By
Earte W Dow 65 net

The Foundations of Modern Europe.
By Dr kvin Rewcn 55 net

Dyer's Kistory of Modern Europe.
evised throughout by ARTHUR Hassatr,
M A 6yvols  With Maps 35 64 each

Life of Napoleon I, By Joun Horranp
Rosi, Lirt D 2vols  ros net

Carlyie’'s French Revolution  Edited
by 7 Hottawp Rose, Litr D 3 vols,
With rumerons illustrations 15 net each

Iigret’'s History of the French Revo-
lution, fiom 178q to 1814 15 net

Select Bistorical Documenis of the
Middle Agesa. Irinslued 1rd edited by
Eravst b Hevorrson, Pu D oss,

By E.

Menzel's Histery of Germany 3 vols
3s 67 each
Ranke’s History of the Popes Trans.

Jated by E Fosrgg  New Editton  Re-
vised  gvols 15 neteach

Ranke's History of the Latin ard
Teutonic Nations. Revised Translation
by G R Dennis, BA With an Tutroduce-
tion by EDWARD ARMSTRONG, M A. 6. net.



Bohn’s
Popular Library

THE PIONEER SERIES OF CHEAP REPRINTS IN NEW AND
DISTINCTIYE FORMAT.

First List of 40 Volumes. Strongly bound in Clot

One Shilling Net.

1. SWIFT (J.) GuLLIVER'S TRAVELS
2-4. MOTLEY (J. L) Rise or Tue Duici Rerustie, 3 vols,
5-6. EMERSON (R. W.) Works: Vol I —Essays and Representative
Men Vol IT —Fnelish Trawts, Natie, and Conduct of Life.
7-8. BURTON (Sir R.) PirerivAGE 10 At MADINAH AND MECCA,
2 \vols
9. LAMB (C.) Issaivs ok Li1a and LAST Essavs or Fiia
10. HOOPER (&) Watrrioo The Downfall of the Fust Napoleon.
11. FIELDING (H.) Jo-rpil ANDREWs.
12-13. CERVANTES. DoN QUIXOIE. 2 vols.
14. CALVERLEY (C.S.) Tug Invirs or THEOCRITUS with Tur
Ecrocris o1 VIR,
15. BURNEY (F.) Pverina
16. COLERIDGE (8. T.) .A10s To REFIFCTION,
17-18. GOETHE. Toniry AND TrRULII TROM My OwN Lire. 2 vols,
19. EBERS (Georg). AN LEGYPIIAN PRINCESS.
20. YOUNG (Arthur)., TrAVFIS IN FRANCE
21-22. BURNEY (F.) Tur EARIY DIARY oF I'RANCES BurNEY (Madame
D'Arblay), 1768-1778 2 vols
23 25, CARLYLE’S Hisiory oF 11E FrencH REvoruTioN  Introduc-
tion ond Notes by J Holland Rose, Latt D 3 vols
28-27. EMERSON (R W.) Works Vol IIT - Soucty and Solitude ;
Letters and Social Aims, Addresses Vol 1V —DMiscellaneous Pieces.
28-29. FIELDING (H.) Tou JoNks 2 vols.
30. JAMESON (Mrs) SHARESPFARL'S HEROINLS.
31. MARCUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS, THE Tuouvms OF.
Translated by George Long, M A
32. MIGNET’S 1l1510rY of the FRENCH REVOI UTION, from l78b t01814.
33-35. MONTAIGNE. Lssavs Cotton’s Translation 3 vols .
36-38. RANKE. Ilisrory oF rik Poprs Mrs Foster’s Translation 3 vols.
39. TROLLOPE (Anthony). THE WaRDEN. Introduction by Frederc

. Harrnison
40. TROLLOPE (Anthony) BarcHESTFR TOWERS.
Others in active preparation
WRITE TO-DAY for a copy of the prospectus containing a history of
the famous Bohn’s Libraries from their inauguration to the present day.

G. BELL AND SONS, LTD., PORTUGAL STREET, LONDON, W.C.
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