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" ADVERTISEMENT.
s e

Tis edition of “The Poeticll Works of William
Wordsworth,” contmmnw the whole of his published
Poems, has been pxepwred by the dircetion of hh
Trustoes.

The rcadess of Wordsworth will. it js hoped, ba
gratified to find thad prefatory Notes are, now for the
first time, placed at JHhe head of many of th® Toems,
having reference to the characters or localities treated.
of, or to thg circumstances under which the Pocms
werc gespectivel ¥ written. i

Those Notes were dictaged by the Author at the
request of o dewr friend of his, by whom they were
writtem down, and to whom the Manuseript belonged.
This was done "in the year 1?43, The Notes were
written with the sole view of their being perused by
the Author's nearggt friends, and without the yeruotest
intention, eidher on #he part of the Poet or the writer,
of their cver, being published. To most of those

friends, there does not appear to be any valid reason
VoL, I, ]



vi ADVERTISEMENT.

why the pleasure and benefit to be derived from the
Notes should not, by their publication, be more widely
diffused than A was origirally contemplated. They
¢ contain interesting matter, irrespective of their bearing
on the Poems, and, surely, when taken in connectiog
with the latter, which they *end to illustrate and
. explain, the general and less judicious reader, even,
can scarcely fail to derive additioual interest and
pleasure, by being thus brought into 1nors jmmmediate
commuuity of fecling with the Poct, from a know-
ledge of the circumstances by which the Yoems were
suggested, and of the feelings under which they were
composed. ¢ '
Under this impression the Notes arc now given to
the public m connection with the Focrns,'

t
Rypar Mouxst, AMBLESIDE,
January, 1857,



{Thene vorses were whitten sora time after we had become residents

at Rydal Mount, and 1 ./l take oceasion from them to observe
upen thie beauly of that situation, as being backed and flanked
by lofty fells, which brieg, the heavenly bodies to touch, as it
were, the ®arth upon the mountain-tops, while the prospect in
front lies open to a length of level valley, tho extended lake, and
a ternunuting ridge of 1%w hills ; =o that it gives an opportunity
to the inhabitants of tho place of noticing the stars in both the
positions bere alluded to, namely, on the tops of the mountains,

and as winter-lainps at 4 distance among the leafless trees.)

Ir thou indeed derive thy light from Heaven,
Then, to the measare of t.hat heaven-born light,
Shige, Poct ! in thy place, and be content :—
The stars pre-eminent iz magnitude,

And they that ivom the zenith dart their beams,
(Visiblg though they be to balf the earth,

Though half a spherc-be conscious of their brlghtness)

Are yet of no diviner origin,

No purer cssencg, than the one that burns,

L)ke an untended watch-ﬁre, on the ridge «
Of some dark mauntnm; or'than those which seem
Humyly to hang, like twinkling winter lamps,
Among the branches of the leafless trees;

All are the undying offspring of bng Sire:

Then, to the measpre of+the light vouchsafed,
Shine, Poetd in thy place, and be content.
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POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTIL

———

)
®)f the Poerls in this class, ““Tue Evrxine WALK” and
‘‘ Drsoriprive Snercues” gere fiust published in 1793, They
are 1eprinted wifh some alterativns that were chiefly made very

soon after their publication.
-» - » * » -

This notice, which was written some time ago, scarcely apphes to
the Poem, ‘‘Descriptive bketches,” as 1l now stands. The eorrec-
tiwous, though vumerous, are ngt, Lowever, snch as to prevent 1ts
retaining with propriety & plat-e. in the class of J uvemle. Pioces.

1838,

1.

PX TRACT

FROM THE CONCLUSION OF A POEM, COMPOSCD IN ANTICIPATION
OF LEAVING SOHOOL.

L .

fWhartrgy at Hawksftad. The benutiful image with which this
poem concludes, suggested ‘itself to me while I was refung in
a boat along with my companigns under the shade of a magni-
ficont row of ores, which then extended their branches
from the shore ﬁ the promontory upon which stands the
anciegt, and at that tume the more Yicturesque, Hall of Conis-
ton, the seat of the Le Flemings from very early times, The
foem cf which it was the conclusipn was of many hundred
ines, and contained thoughts and images most of which have
been dispersed through my.ot.her wiitings.]

Drar mtive.l.'egions, 1 foretell,
From what'T feel at this farewcll, =~
at, whéhesoe®tr my steps may tend,

And whensoe’er my course shall end,
o 1, -




POEMS WRITTLN IN TOUTH.

If in that hour a single tie

Survive of local sympathy, .
My sonl will cast th¢ backnard view,
The lon}ing look alone on you.

Thus, while the Sun sinks down to rest
Far in the regions of ibs'west, ‘
Though to the vale no parting beam
Be given, not one memorial gleam,

A lingering light he fondly throws

On the dear hills where first he rose.
17868,

. WRITTEN IN VERY EARLY }OUTH,
¥

OaLM is all nature as a resting wheel.

The kine are couched npon the dewy 83

The horse alone, seen dimly as I pgss,

Is cropping audibly his later menl:

Dark is the ground ; a siumber seems to stéal

O’er vale, and mountain, and the sdarless sky.

Now, in this blank of things, a harmony, «

Home-felt, and home-created, ¢omes to heal

That grief for whicH the senses still supply

Fresh food; for only ihen, when memory
hushed, am I at rest. My Ftlends! restrain

busy cares that would allay my bain;
Oh{ leave me to myself, nor lgt mefecl ¢
The officious tonch thatemakes me droop aguilh

L3



o
AK EVEYING WALK.

ADDRESSED T0 A YOUNG LADY.

[®uz young Lady to whom $h% was addressed was my Sister. It
was composed at school, and during my two first Cullege vaca-®
tions. Thc;o is not aneimage in it which I have not observed ;
and now, 10 my seventy-third year, I recollect the time and
place wheto most of them were noticed. I will confine myself
to one instance *

“ Waving s hat, the shenherd, from the vale,
Imetts s windmge dog the chiffs to scalo,—
1he dog, loud barhing, ‘mid the glittenng rocks,
Huuts, where lus masigr points, the mtercepted flochs.”

was an cye-witness of this for the first time while crossing
the Pass of Dunmail Raise. Upon second thought, I will
meation another image ;

.
¢ And, fionting the hight west, yon oak entwincs
Its darkoning Boughs and leaves, m stronger hines "

This’is fesbly and ipperfectly expressed, but I redollect dis-
tinctly the very spot where this fiist struck me. It was in,
the way Letween Hawkshead and Ambleside, and gave me
extreme plgasure.  The moment was important in my poetical
history ; for I gate from it my consbiousness of the infinite
Viriety of natural appeayances which lind been unngticed by
the poets of any or country, so far as I was acquainted
with them; and I made & resolution to supply, in some
degree, the defpiency. I could not have been at that time
above fourtcen years of age. The description of the swans,
thd® follows, was taken from the daily opportunities I had of
cbserving their habits, not as confined to the gentleman’s park,
but iR 8 state of nature. There were two paits of them that
divided the lake of Esthwaite aml its in-and-out-flowing
sireams between them, pever trespassing a single yard upon
other’s sepaMe domain. They were of the old magnifi-
cent specigp, bearingein beauty and majesty about the sume
relation to the Thames swan which that does to the gooss. It
was¥rom the,rememgbrance of those noble creatures I took,
thirty yoars after, the pictuge of the swan which 1 have dis-
ardod from the poem of Dion. While I was a achool-bay, the
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late Mr, Curwen introduced a little fleet of those birds, but of
the inferior species, to the lake of Windermere. Their prin-
cipal home was about his own island ; but t.cy sailed about
into remote parts of the lake, gud, exther from 1cal o1 imagined
injury done torthe adjoining fields, they were got rid of at the
request of the firmers and propnjetors, but to the gieat regret
of all who bad become attached to them, fiom noticing thewr
beauty and quiet babits. I will conclude my notice of this
poem by observing that the plan of 4 t has not been confined wo
a particular walk or an individual place,—a proof# (of which I
' was unconscious at the tune) of my unwilbngness to submit

the poetic spirt to the chains of faut and req) cucumstance.

The country 14 1dealised rather than described 1 any vne ot its

local aspectr. ]

General Skcteh of the Takes —Author's regiet of his y »uth which was
passed amongst than—>bshort description of Noon— Cscado—Noon-
tide Rotreat—Picupice and slopmg laghts—Faco of Nature as the
Sun declines—Mountain-farn, and thg Cock —dlate-quan y—dunsot —
Superstation of the Country conuvected with that moment —Swins—
Femalo Beghar—Twilight-sounds—Western Taghts—bpints—Night—
Moonlight—Hope—Night sounds—Conclusion.

Faz from my dearest Friend, "tis mine to rove
Through bare grey dell, high wood,.and pastoral cove;
‘Where Iberwent rests, and listens to the roar
That stuns the tremulous cliffs of 'high Todore ;
Where peace to Grasmere's lonely islund lcads,
To willowy hedge-rows, and to'emerald mads ;
Leads towher bridge, rude church, and cottaged grofuds,
Her rocky sheepwalks, and dicr woodland bounds;
Where, undisturbed by winds, Winander® sleeps
*Mid clustering isles, anfl holly-sprinkled steeps;
‘Where twilight glens endear my Esthwaite’s shore,

¢+ And memory of departéd pleasures, more.

Fair scenes, crewhilo, I taught, a happy child,
The echoes of your rocks my carols®¥ild:
The #pirit sought not then, in cherished sfdness,
A cloudy substitute for failing gladnesse .
¢

* Theso lines aro only applicablo to the middle part of that 1 ko,

-



AN EVENING WALK, 85

In youth's keen eye the livelong day was bright,
The sun at morning, and the stars at night,
Alike, when firs{ thé bittern’s hollow. bul
‘Was heard, or yoodcocks® roamed the moonlight hill?
In thoughtless gaiety I coursed the plain,
*And hope itself was a‘ll I knew of pain;
Wor then, #he inexperiehced heart would beat
At times, while young Content forsook her seat,
And wild Impatience, pointing upward, showed,
Through passes yet unreached, a brighter road. v
Alas! the idle tale of man is found
Depicted in the dial’s moral round ;
1fope wiil: reflection blgnds her social rays
To gild the total tablet of his days;
Yet still, the sport of some malignant power,
He knows but from its shade the present hour.
But why, ungrateful, dwell on idle pain?
To show what pleasure~ yet to me remain, 4
Say, will my Friendswith unreluctant ear,
The history of a poet’s evening hear?
When, in #he south, the wan poon, brooding still,
® Breashed a pale®team around the glaring hlll
Aud shades of deep-embattled clouds were seen,
Spotting the northern cliff§ with lights between
‘When crowding “attle, checked by rails that make
A fencd far stretehed into the shallow lake,
. Lashed the cool water with their restless tails,
Or from high pointsof rock looked dut for fanning gales:
‘Whenschool-boys gtretced theirlengthuponthe green;
And round the broacksprcad oak, a glimmering scene,

* In the lwginning‘of wint¥r, theso mountnins are froquentod by woods
900k, which in durk nights retire fulo the wouda.



[} rOCMS WRITTLN IN YOUTH.

In the rough fern-clad park, the herded decr
Shook the still-twinkling tal and glaneing car;
‘When horses jn the sunbufnt infake® stood,
*And vainly eyed below the igmplingdlood,
Or tracked the passenger, in ntute distress, .
With forward neck the closing,gate to press—
. Then, while T wandered where the huddlify rill

Brightens with water-breaks the hollow ghyll¥
As by enchantment, an obscure retreat
Opened at once, and stayed my devious feet.
‘While thick above the rill the branches close,
In rocky basin its wild waves repose,
Inverted shrubs, and moss of,gloomy green,
Cling from the rocks, with palc wood-weeds between ;
And its own twilight softens the whole scene,
Save where aloft the subtle sunbeams shine
On withered briars that o’er the ¢rags recline;;
Save wkere, with sparkling foam, a sinall cascade
Tllumines, from within, the leafy shade ;
Beyond, along the vista of the brook,
‘Where antique roofs its bustling courseso’erlook,
The ey reposcs on a secret bridge} ¢ ¢
Half grey, half shagged with ivy to its ridge;
There, bending o’er ihe stream, the Jistless swain
Lingers behind his disgppearing wain,
—Did Sabine grace adorn my living line,
Blandusia’s praise, widd stream, should yield to thine!
Never shall ruthlesd ninister of death
'Mid thy soft glooms the gliticringsteel unsheath ;

* The word intake is local, and signifies a :munhm-ll'mlolun.

t Ghyll is also, I believe, a termn confined to this country¢ ghyil, and
lingls, bave the snme meaning, . ¢

t The reader who has made the four of this country, will ™y

this description, the features which characterise the ower waterfall in the
@rounds of Rydal,
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No goblets shall, for thee, be crowned with flowers,
No kid with piteous outery thrill thy bowers ;

The mystic shapes shat by thy m.u'gm rove

A more beniguant sacrifice approv c—

A mind, that in a caluf angelic mood

Of happy wisdom, meditating good,

sBeholds, efall from Rex high powers required,

' Much done, and nnuh designed, and more desired,—»
Harmoniou® thought®, a soul by truth refined,
Entire affection ior all human kind.

Dear Brook, farewell! To-morrow’s noon again
Shall hide me, wooing long thy wildwood strain;
But now the sun has gained his western road,

And eve’s mild hour iftvites my steps abroad.

*While, near the midway cliff, the silveted kito
In many a whistling circle wheels her flight;

Slant watery lights, from parting clouds, apace
Travel along'the Precipice’s base;

Cheering its naked waste of scattered stonef

By lichens grey, and scanty moss, o’ergrown ; .
‘Where seagee the foxglove peeps, or thistle’s beard ;
Ang restless #one-chat, all day?ong, is hegrd.

How pleasant, as the sun declines, to view
The spacious landscape €hange in form and hue!
Here, vanish, ¥s in mist, beforc a flood
Of Wight obscurity, hill, lawn, and wood ;

There, objects, by the searclung beams betraved
Come forth, and here retire i purple shade ; ‘
Even the white stems, of birch, the cottage white,
Soften thgir glaro before the mellow hoht

The gkiffs, at anchor where with umbrage wide -
Yon chestnitts ha¥ the latticed boat-house hide,
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Shed from their sides, that face the sun’s slant beam,
Strong flakes of radiance on the tremulgus stream :
Raised by yon travelling flgck, a dusty cloud
Mounts from tké road, .md sprcnds its movmg shroud ;
The shepherd, all involved in ‘wreaths of fire,

Now shows a shadowy speck, and now is lost entire.

Into a gradual calm the bree#s sink, ¢ N

‘A blue rim borders all the lake's still brink ;

There doth the twinkling aspen's foliagessleep,

And insects clothe, like dust, the glassy deep:

And now, on every side, the surface breaks

Into blue spots, and slowly lengthening streaks;
Here, plots of sparkling water tremble bright

‘With thousand thousand twinkling points of light ;
There, waves that, hardly weltering, die away, ¢
Tip their smooth ridges with a softer ray ;

And now the whole wide lake in decp repose

Is hushed, and likc a burnished mifror glows,
Save whéie, along the shady westgrn marge,
Coasts, with industrious oar, the charcoal barge.

Their panniered train a group of pottery go: ul

Winding from side t¢ side up the stecy road ;
The peasant, from yon cliff of fearful edge
Shot, down the headlong path darts with his eledge;
Bright beams the lonely mountain-hoste illume
Feeding "mid purple heath, “green rings*,” and bfoom;
‘While the sharp slope the slackened team confounds,
«Downward the pondegods timber-wain resounds ;

In foamy breaks the rill, with wperry song,

Daghed o'er the rough rock, lightly 1daps along ;
Frofn lonesome chapel at the mountain’s feet,

Three humble bells their rustic chime repeat ;

4 L]

L

¢

* “Yivid rings of greon,"—~GREENWOOD's PorM ON BHooTING,
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Sounds from the water-side the hammered boat ;
And blasted quarry thunders, heard remote !
Even liere, amid the sweep of endless-woods,
Blue pomp of lykes, high cliffs, and falling floods,
.Not undelightful are whe sim plest charms,
Found by the grassy door of mountain-farms.
_ Sweetly €erocious *, rdund his native walks,
Pride of his sister-wives, the monarch stalks;
Spur-clad his®nervous feet, and firm his tread ;
A crest of purple tops the warrior’s head.
Bright sparks his black and rolling eye-ball hurls
Afar, his tail he closes and unfurls;
On tiptoe reared, he str.nins his clarion throat,
Threatened by faintly-answering farms remote :
Agat with his shrill voice the mountain rings,
While, flapped with conscious pride, resound his wings!
‘Where, mixed w ith graccful bireh, the sombrous pine
Aud yew-tree o'cr the silver rocks recline; o
I love to mark the quarry’s moving trains,
Dwarf panniered steeds, and men, nud numerous wains; |
How busy allgthe enormous hive within,
*Whilg Echo dalffes with its various din!
Some (hear you not their dusels clinking sound ? )
Toil, small as plg:mes in the gulf profound
Some, dim between the lofty cljffs descried,
O’crwalk the slender plank from side to side;
These, by the pale-blue rocks that ceaseless ring,
In airy baskets hanging, work and®sing.
Just where a clgnd absve the mountain rears
An edge oll flame, the broadening sun appears ;

. . . "
* “Dolcemente feroce. —'ng.— n this deecription of the cock, }
ﬂ‘memhomd a spirited one of tH8 sanlc animal in L'Agriculturs, ou Les
Gé. Frangoises, of 3L Itoxauet

b )
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A long blue bar its agis orb divides,
And breaks the spreading of its goldem tides;
And now that orb has touehed the purple steap
* 'Whose softened image penetrates the deop.
*Cross the calm lakc s blue shades the cliffs aspzre,
‘With towers and woods, a “prospect all on fire;
. While coves and secret hollows, through & ray N
* Of fainter gold, a purple glearg betm_y
Each slip of lawn the broken rochs bet cen
Shines in the light with more than earthly green:
Deep yellow bewms the scattered stems ilume,
Far in the level forest’s central gloom :
‘Waving his hat, the shepherd, from the vale,
Directs his winding dog the clifls to scale,—
The dog, loud barking, 'mid the glittering rochs)
Hunts, where his master points, the lutorccpted flocks,
‘Where oaks o’crhang the road the radianco shoots
On tagny carth, wild weeds, and twisted rogts;
The druid-stones a brightened sing unfold ;
" And all the babbling brooks are liquid gold ;
Sunk 1o a eurve, the day-star lessens sill,
QGives one bright glance, and drops Yehind thedill *.*
In these sccluded vales, if village fame,
Confirmed by hoary hairs, belief may claim ;
‘When up the hills, ag now, retiredthe llght
Strange apparitions mocked the shepherd’s s:ght
The form appears of one that spurs his steed
Midway along the*hill with desperate specd ;
Unhurt pursues his lengthened fight, while all
Attend, at every stretch, his headlong fall.
Anon, appears a brave, a gorgeous show
Of horsemen-shadows mqving fo and fro;

. g‘mn Thomson,
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At intervals imperial banners stream,
And now theevan reflects the solar beam ;
'The rear through irbn brewn betrays a sullen gleam.,
‘While silent stgnds the admiring crowd below,
,Silent the visionary warriors go,
Winding in ordered pomp their upward way *
oTill the ladt banner of the long array
Ilas disappeared, ang cvery trace is fled
Of splendor=-save the beacon’s spiry head
Tipt with eve's Iatest pleam of burning red.
Now, while the solemn cevening shadows sail,
On slowly-waving pinions, down the vale;
And, froating the bright west, yon oak cutwines
Its darkening boughs and leaves, in stronger lines ;
"T'i§ pleasant near the tranquil lake to stray
‘Where, winding on along some secret bay,
The swan uplifts his chest, and bachward flings
His ngek, a varying arch, between his toweripg wings :
The cye that marks the gliding creature sees
How graceful, pride ean be, and how majestie, case. *
While tendgr cares and mild domestic loves
With furtive Watch pursue her as sha moves,
The female with a mecker charm succeeds, *
And her brown little-ones around her leads,
Nibbling the wWhter lilies as they pass,
Or playing wanton with the floating grass.
She, in a mother’s care, her bpauty’s pride
Yorgetting, culls the wearied terher side ;
Alternately they mount her back, and rest
Close by her manuling wings' embraces prest.

hd Sn'n description of sn appearance of tlus kind 1 Clark’s Survey of
:::dl;aku, aceompanted by vouclins of its veracity, that may amuse thy
T,
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Long may they float upon this flood serene;
Theirs be these holms untrodden, still,«and green,
‘Where leafy shades fence eff the*blustering gale,
¢And breathes in peacc the lily of theevale!

Yon isle, which feels not evensthe milk-maid’s feet, ,
Yet hears her song, “ by distapce made more sweet,"
Yon isle conceals their home; their hut-like bower; «
*Green water-rushes overspread, the floor;

Long grass and willows form the woven wall,

And swings above the roof the poplar tall.

Thence issning often with unwieldy stalk,

They crush with broad black feet their flowery walk ;
Or, from the neighbouring water, hear at morn

The hound, the horse’s tread, and mellow horn;
Involve their serpent-necks in changeful rings,
Rolled wantouly between their slippery wings,

Or, starting up with noise and rnge delight,

"Force hglf upon the wave their cumbrous flight.

Fair Swan ! by all a mother’s joys caressed,

‘Haply some wretch has eyed, and called thee blessed ;
When with her infants, from some shadyp scat

By the lake's edge, she rose—to face the noontidedieat ; *
Or taught their limbs along the dusty road .
A few short steps to totter with their load,

I see her now, denieq to lay her hgad,
On cold blue nights, in hut or straw-built shed,
, Turn to a silent smile &heir sleepy cry,

By pointing to the gliding moon on high.

—When low-hung clouds each star ¢f summer Lide,
And fireless are the vallies far an¥l wide, ®

‘Where the brook brawls along the public road

Dark with at-haunted ashes strétching broad,
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Oft has she taught them on her lap to lay

The shining glew-worm ; or, in heedless play,

Toss it from hand to hand, disquicted; .

‘While others, nof unseen, are free to sifed

@recn unmolested light-upon their mossy bed.
Oh! when the sleety showors her path assail,

And like a #orrent roars the headstrong gale ;

No more her breath ean thaw their fingers cold,

Their frozen 8™ns Ler neck no more can fold ;

Weak roof a cowering form two babes to shield,

And faint the fire a dying heart can yield!

Press the sad kiss, foud mother! vainly fears

Thy floode:l check to wet them with its tears;

No tears can chill them, and no bosom warms,

Thy breast their death-bed, coftined in thine arms!
Sweet are the sounds that mingle from afhr,

Ileard by calmn lakes, as pecps the folding star,

‘Where the duck dabbles *mid the rustling sedge,

And feeding pike stasts from the water’s edge,

Or the swan stirs the reeds, bis neck and bill

‘Wetling, thag drip upon the water still;

® Andeheron, as résounds the troddén shore,

Shoots upward, darting his long neck before, *
Now, with religious awc] the farewell light

Blends with the golemn colourjng of night;

*Mid g¥oves of clouds that crest the mountain’s brov,

. And ronnd the west’s proud lodge their shadows throw,

Like Una shining on her gloomy tvay,

The half-seen forip of Twilight roamns astray;

Shedding, thgough paly loop-holes mild and small,

Gleams,that upon the lakeds still bosom fall;

Soft o’er the surface treep ghose lustres pale

Tracking the motions of the fitful gale.



H ¢ POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH.

‘With restless interchange at once the bright
‘Wins on the shade, the shade upon the light.
No favoured.eye was e'er gllowed to gaze .
+On lovelier spectacle in fmcry days; ,
‘When gentle Spirits urged a'sportive chase,
Brushing with lucid wands the water’s face:
'While music, stealing round the glimmering deeps, .
«Charmed the tall circle of the enchanted stecps.
—The lights are vanished from‘the wat&-y plains:
No wreck of all the pageantry remains,
Unheeded night has overcome the vales:
On the dark earth the wearied vision fails ;
The latest lingerer of the forest train,
The lone black fir, forsakes the faded plain
Last evening sight, the cottage smoke, no more,
Lost in the thickened darkness, glimmers hoar;
And, towering from the sullen dark-brown mere,
Like 2 black wall, the mountain-steeps appear,
—Now 9’er the soothed accordang heart we feel
A sympathetic twilight slowly steal,
And ever, as we fondly muse, we find
The soft gloom deeptning on tho tranfjuil mind. «
Btay! pensive, sadly-pleasing visions, stay !
Ah no! as fades the vale, tkey fade away : -
Yet still the tender, vacant gloom refhains;
8till the cold cheek its shuddering tear retains®
The bird, who ceased, with fading light, to thread
v Silent the hedge or ateamy rivulet’s bed,
From his gtey re-appearing tawer ghall soon
.Balute with gladsome note the riging mogp,
‘While with a hoary light she frosts the groung,
And pours a deeper blue to, Ather’s bound ;

L

s
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Pleased, as she moves, her pomp of clouds to fold
In robes of azyre, fleecy-white, and gold.

Above yon eastern. hill, where darkness broods
O’er all its vanished dells, and lawns, and woods; *
‘Where but a mass of shade the sight can trace,
¥ven now she shews, half-veiled, her lovely face:
?cross thé'gloomy vale: flings her light,

‘ar to the western slopes with hamlets white;
And gives, wkare wootis the chequered upland strew,
To the green corn of summer, autumn’s hue.

Thus Hope, first pouring from her blessed horn
Her dawn, far lovelier than the moon’s own morn,
"Till higher mounted, strives in vain to cheer
The weary hills, impervious, blackening near;
Yetedoes she still, undaunted, throw the while
On darling spots remote her tempting smile.

Even now she decks for me a distant scene,
(For dark and broall the gulf of time between)
Gilding’that cottage with her fondest ray, °
(Sole bourn, sole wish, sole object of my way;
How fair its lawns and sheltering woods appear!

» Hoy sweet fls streamlet murmurs in mine ear )}
Where we, my Friend, to happy days shall rise,
"Till our small share of hawdly-paining sighs
(For sighs will arcr trouble human breath)

Creep dwushed into the tranqufl breast of death.

But now the clear bright Moon her zenith gains,

And, rimy without speclk, extedd,the plains:
The deepest cleft the mountain’s front displays
Scarce hides a shiidow from her searching rays;
From the daYk-blue Taint gilvery threads divide
The hills, while gleags belpw the nzure tide ;
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Time softly treads; throughout the landscape breathes
A peace enlivened, not disturbed, by wreaths

Of charcoal-smoke, that o’er the fallen wood,
Stéal down the hill, and sp;ead along the flood;

The song of mountain-stretms, unheard by day,

Now hardly heard, beguiles my homeward way.

Air listens, like the sleeping water, still,
«To catch the spiritual music of the bill,

Broke only by the slow clock télling desp,

Or shout that wakes the ferry-man from slcep,

The echoed hoof ncaring the distant shore,

The boat’s first motion—made with dashiug oar;
Sound of closed gate, across the water borne,
Hurrying the timid hare through rustling corn;
The sportive outery of the mocking owl;

And at long intervals the mill-dog’s howl;

The distant forge’s swinging thump profound ;

Or yell, in the decp woods, of lontly hound.

1787,4, & 9,
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LINES
WDITTEN WIILE SAILING IN A BOAT AT EVENING.

1Tus title is searcely correct. It was during a solitary walk on the
banks of the Cagg that I wes first struck with this appearance,
and applied it to my own feelings in the manner here expgoaeed,
changing the scene to the Thames, near Windsor. This, and
the three stanzas of the following poemn, *‘Remembrance of
Lollins,” formed one piece; but, upon the recommendation cf
Coleridge, the three last stanzas were separated from the other.]

How richly glows the water’s breast
Bafore us, tinged with evening hues,
‘While, facing thus the crimson west,
The Boat her silent course pursues!
And see how darl the backward stream!
A litthe moment past so smiling !
And still, perhaps, with faithless gleam,
. Some other. loiterers beguiling.
. L ]
* Sden views the youthful Bard allure;
Bu¢, heedless of the follewing gloom,
He deema theimcolours shall endure
Till peace go with him to thé tomb.
~—And let him nurse his fond deceit,
And what if he must die in sdrgow !
‘Who would not cherish dreams so sweet,
Though grief aftd’ puin may come to-morrow ?
' 1769,
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TEMEMBRANCE OF COLLINS,

COMPOSED UPON THE TH.,IMES NEAR RICHMOXND,

GLIDE gently, thus for cver glide,

O Thames! that other bards may sce
As lovely visions by thy side

As now, fair river! come to me.

O glide, fair stream! for ever so,
Thy quiet soul on all bestowing,

Till all our minds for ever flow

As thy deep waters now are flowing.

Vain thought ! —Yet be as now thou art,
That in thy waters may be seen

The image of a poet’s heart,

£Tow bright, how solemn, how serenc !
Such ay did once the Pocu bless,

‘Who murmuring here a later * ditty,
Could find no refuge from disfres

JBut in the milder grief of pity. -

Now let us, as we fioat along,

For him suspend the dashing onr;
And pray that never child of song
May know that Poet’s sorrows more.
How calm ! ‘how still! the only sound,
The dripping of the oar sugpended!
~The evening dar(ness gathers pound

1

By virtue's holiest{Powers attended. , 1780,
L]

# Collina’s Ode on tho death of Thomson, tho Inst written, I bolleve, of
the poems which were published duving his Life-tima. This Odo is alsc
alluded {0 in tho next stanza,
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, DESCRIPTIVE SKETCHES »
' M .'I'AKEH

DURING A PEDESTRIA§ TOUR AMONG THE ALDPS.

[Much the greate-t part ofSthis poem was composed doring my
walks upon the banks of the Loire in the years 1791, 1792,
I will only notice that the description of the valley filled with
mist, beginning-—-“ln solemn shapes,” was taken from that
beautiful region of which the principal features are Lungarn
ond Sarncn.  Nothing that I ever saw in nature left a more
delightful impression on my mind than that which I have
attempted, alas ! how feebly, to convey to others in these lines.
Those two lakes have always interested me especially, from
bGiearing, in their size and other features, a resemblance to
those of the North of England. It is much to be deplored
that a district 5o beautiful should be %o unhealthy as it is.]

TO

.
THE REV. ROBERT JONES,
TELLOW OF 8. JOHN'S COLLEGE, CAMRRIDGE,
¢ DEaR S, = * .

" However desirous I nught have been of gising you
proofs of the high place you bold in my esteem, I should have
been -cautious of wounding your delicacy by thus publicly
addressing you, had aot the circumgtance of our having been
eompanidas among the Alps, scomed to give this dedication a
propriety sufficient to do away any scrupleu which your modesty
might otherwise have suggested,

In insoribing this little work to you, I Consult my heart. You
“know well how great isthe difference between two companions
lolling in & postgchaise, and two ravellers plodding alowly along
the road, side by side, each with Ris little knapsack of nocessarioa
upon his Shoulders. How mu ore of heart between the two
latter t

I am liappy in being conscious thut I shall have one reader

¢2 .
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who will approach the conolusiop of these faw pages with regret.
You they must certamnly nterest, in reminding you of moments
to which you can hardly looke bick without a pleasura not the
less dear from a shade of mneluncholy. You will meet with fow
images without recollecting the anot whero we observed thom
together; consequently, whatever 18 feeble in my design, Or
spiritless 1 wy colouring, will be rmply suppligl by your o\m
memory.

With still greater propriety I might have inscribed to you a
description of some of the features of your native mountains,
through which we have wandered together, 1n the same manper,
with so much plearre. DBut the sea-sunsets, which give such
splendour to the vale of Clwyd, Snowdon, the chair of Idns,
the quiet village of Bethgelert, Menai and her Druids, the
Alpme steeps of the Conwny, and the still more interesting
windings of the wizard streamn of the Dce, reman yet un-
touched. Apprehensive that my pencil wmay never be exbreised
on these subjects, I cannot let ship this opportumty of thus
publicly assuring you with how much affection and esteem

I am, dear Si,
¢ Most sincerely yours,

London, 1793, * W. WORDSWORTH.

Happiness (if she had been to bo Hrund on ewth) afloug the charms of
Nature—Plessures of the podestrinn Traveller—Author crosses Frande
to tie> Alps—Present atte of the Grande Chai trouso—Lake of Como—
Time, SBunset—~Same Scene, Twilight—Bame Scene, Morning: its
voluptuous Character; Old Mian and forest-cottage muslc~River
Tusa—Via Mala and Grison Gipsy—S8ckellpnen-thal—Lake of Tl
Stormy sunsot—Chapel of Willlam Tell—~Force of local emotion—
Chnnou clmoer—\ﬁew of tho Ingher Alps—mannor of Iifs of a Bwish

I with viows of the higher Al‘lru-ﬂoldm age
of the Alpk—Ll!e and news continned—Ranz dea Vachiew, famotis

Bwiss Air—~Abboy of Binmedien and ita niniime—Valley of Chamouny

~Mont Blane—Slavery of Savoy—Influsuce of liberty on cuttage-

happiness—France—Wish for the Extirpgtion of slavery—Conclusion.

‘WxRE there, below, k spot *of holy*ground
‘Where from distresga refyge might be found,
And solitude preparé the soul for heaven ;
Sure, nature’s God that spot to man had given
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Where falls the purple morning far and wide
Tn flakes of light upon thé mountain side ;
‘Where gith loud voice the power of water shakes
The leafy wood, o sleeps in quiet lakes:*

Yet not unrecompensmf the man shall roam,
Who at the call of summer quits his home,
And plods tHough someW!de realm o’ervale and height,
Though seeking only hohday dell{:ht'
At least, not oWning to himself an aim
To which the sage would give a prouder name.
No gains tbo cheaply carned his fancy cloy,
Though every passing zephyr whispers joy ;
Brisk toil, alternating with ready ease,
Feeds the clear current of his sympathies.
For Him sod-seats the cottage-door adorn;
And peeps the far-oft spire, his evening bourn !
‘Dear is the forest frgwning o’er his head,
And dear the velvet green-sward to his tread: ,
Moves there a cloud ger mid-day’s flaming eye o2
Upward he looks—* and calls it luxury:”
Kind Nature’y charities his steps attend ;
¥n exery babblind brook he finds a fnend
While chastening thoughts of sweetest use, beStowed
By wisdom, moralise his pehsive road.
Host of his welcoMe inn, the nqon-txde bower,
To his sffare meal he calls the passing poor;
He views the sun uplift his goldgn fire,
Or sink, with heart alive like Menmon’s lyre*;
Bleases the moon that cowes with kindly ray,

Fo light him sjmken by his Igged way.

The lyrs. of Momnon s veporte] to have emitted melancholy oa

"clw,rtnl tonu, a1t was tonolied by tife sun’s evening or morning rays,
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Back from his sight no bashful children steal;
He sits a brother at the cotiage-meal §
His humbledocks no shy vcstraint impart;
Around him plays at will the virgin heart.
‘While unsuspended wheels tle village dance,
The maidens cye him with enquiring glance,
Much wondering by what fit of crazing cire,
Or desperate love, bewildered, he came there.

A hope, that prudence could not th#n approve,
That clung to Nature with a truant’s love,
O’cr Gallia’s wastes of corn my footsteps led;
Her files of road-elms, high above my head
In long-drawn vista, rustling in the breeze;
Or where her pathways straggle as they please
By lonely furms and secret villages. °
But lo! the Alps ascending white in air,
Toy with the sun and glitter from afar.’

And, now, emerging from the forest’s gloow,
I greet thee, Chartreuse, while T mourn thy doom.
‘Whither is fled that Power whose frown severe
Awed sober Reason till she crouc}wd inyfear ¢
That Silence, once ‘in deathlike fettefs bound, -
Chains that were lonscned only by the smmd
Of holy rites chanted in nleasured round ?
~The voice of blusphemy the fane ‘alarms,
The cloister startles at the gleamn of arms.
The thundering tube the aged angler hears,
Bent o’er the groaning flood that sweeps away his tears,
Cloud-piercing pine-irees nod thejr troubled heads,
Spires, rocks, and lawns acbrowner nighé o’erspreads;

@

Strong terror checks the {emale peasant’s sighs,

And start the astonished ghaded at female eyes,
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From Bruno's forest screams the affrighted jay,
And slow the insulted eagle wheels away.
A viewless flight of laughing Demons mogk
The Cross, by angels planted* on the aérial rock.
Jhe “ parting Genius” sighs with hollow breath
Along the mystic streams of Life and Deatht,
Swelling t1% outery duligthat long resounds
Portentous through her old woods’ trackless bounds,
Vallombre$, "Mid her Yalling fanes, deplores,
For ever broke, the sabbath of her bowers.

More pleased, my foot the hidden margin roves
Of Como, bosomed deep in chestnut groves.
No meadows thrown between, the giddy steeps
Tower, bare or sylvan, from the narrow deeps.
—To.towns, whose shades of no rude noise complain,
From ringing team apart and grating wain—
To flat-roofed towns, that touch the water’s bound,
Or lurk in woody sunless glens profound,
Or, from the bending rocks, obtrusive cling,
Aund o’er the whitened wave their shadows fling—
The pathwag leads, as round the steeps it twines;

* Ane Silence lovks its purple rooff vines.

The loitering traveller hence, at evening, sees’
From rock-hewn steps thé sail between the trees;
Or marks, 'mid dpening cliffs, fair dark-eyed maids
Tend the small harvest of thelr garden giades;
Or stops the solemn mountain-shades to view
Stretch o’er the pictured mirror broad and blue,
And track the ygllow lights from steep to steep,
As up the qpposing hills they slowly creep.

which have every apy of be:og i
t Nawes of rivers ut the Chartrefise, .
t Nawio of ono of the valleys of the Chartreuse.

. klluding t0 crossos seen on t.ho"hopa of the ;xl)lty rocks of Chartrouse,
saible,
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Aloft, here, half a village shines, arrayed
1n golden light ; half hides itself in shade :
While, fro amud the darkened roofs, the spi.o,
Restlessly flashmg, seems to mountdike fire:
There, all unshaded, blazing forests throw
Rich golden verdure on the lake below.
Slow glides the sail along the illumined sBore, '
And steals into the shade the lazy oar;
Soft bosoms breathe around contagious sighs,
And amorous music on the water dies.

Iow blest, delicious scens! the eye that greets
Thy open beauties, or thy lone retreats ;
Beholds the unwearied sweep of wood that scales
Thy eliffs ; the endless waters of thy vales;
Thy lowly cots that sprinkle all the shore,
Each with its household boat besido the door;
Thy torrents shooting from the clear-blue sky ;
Thy toyus, that cleave, like swallows’ nests, on high ;
That glimmer hoar in eve’s last Light, descried
Dim from the twilight water’s shaggy side,
‘Whence lutes and voices down the enchrnted woods
Steal, and compose the oar-forgotten floods ;
Thy laKe, that, streaked or dappled, blue or grev,
*Mid smoking woods gleams hid from morning's ray
Stow-travelling down the western bifls, to enfold
Its green-tinged margin in a blaze of gold ;
Thy glittering steepleg, whence the matin hell
Calls forth the woodman from his desert cell,
And quickens the blithe sounl of gags that pass
Along the steaming lake, 1o earlysmass. ¢
But now farowell to each apd all—adieu
To every charm, and last algd chief to you,
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Ye lovely maidens that in noontide shade
Rest near your little plots of wheaten glade;
To all that binds the soul in powerless trrnce,
Lip-dewing song, and mn«rlet-tossmw dance ;
‘Where sparkling eyes and breaking “smiles illume
e sylvan cabin’s Inte-enlwened gloom.
~gAlas! the'very murmur of the streams
Breathes o’er the failing soul voluptuous dreams,
‘While Slavery, forcing ?h(. sunk mind to dwell r
Ou joys that might disgrace the captive’s cell,
Her shameless timbrel shakes on Como’s marge,
And lares from bay to bay the vocal barge.
Yet are thy softer arts with power indued
To soothe and cheer the poor man's solitude.
By silent cottage-doors, the peasant’s homs
Left vacant fur the day, I loved to roam.
But once I picteed the mazes of a wood
Tn which a cabin undeserted stood ;
There an ‘old man an qlden measure scanned
On a rude viol touched with withered hand.
As lambs or fagrns in April clustering lic
Wndey a hoary oak’s thin canopy,
Stretched at his feet, with stedfast upward eve,
His children’s children listeiied to the sound ;
~A Hesmit with his family around!
But leu us hence; for fuir Locarno smiles
Embowered in waluut slopes and gitron isles:
Or seek at eve the banks of Tusa’sstream,
‘Where, 'mid dim towers ard woods, her* waters gleam.
From the bright wave,in solemn gloow, retire
'.l‘he dull-red steeps, and, darkening still, aspire

y'.' T ’l’»bvrlnralong Whoss baaks you dnsoend in oroesing thie Alps by the
Stonploy Pase. )
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To where afar rich orange lustres glow
Round undistingushed clotds, and rocks, and snow :
Or, led whare Via Mala’y chasms confine
The indignant waters of the infant Rhine,
Hang o'er the abyss, whoso else impervious gloom
His burning eycs wlth fearful llght illume.
The mind condemned, without reprievé, to go
Q’er life’s long deserts with its charge of woe,
‘With sad congratulation joing the tr#in
‘Where beasts and men together o’er the plain
Move on—a mighty caravan of pain :
Hope, strength, and courage, social suffering brings,
Freshening the wilderness with shades and springs.
—There be whose lot far otherwise is cast :
Sole human tenant of the piny waste,
By choice or doom a gipsy wanders here,
A nursling babe her only comforter; °
Lo, wbere she sits bencath yon shng,,y rock,
A cowering shape half hid in cyrling smoke'
‘When lightning among clouds and mountain-snows
Predominates, and darkness comes andggoes,
And the fierce tortent, at the flashel broad o @
Starts; like a horse, beside the glaring road—
She seeks a covert from the battering shower
In the roofed bridge ¥ ; the bridgefin that dread hour,
Itself all trembling at the torrent’s power, ©
. Noris she more af ease on some sfill night,
‘When not a star stipplies the comfort of its light;.
Only the waning moon hangs dujl gnd red
Above a melancholy mougtain's head, ,

» Mont of the bridges among the Alps are of wood, mdcdnnﬂ Ihm
bridges have & heavy apposrancey aud rathér injure the M ot thi
sopnery in somo places, .



DESCRIPTIVE SKETCHES, &c. VoY

Then sets. In total gloom the Vagrant sighs,
Stoops her sick head, and shuts her weary eyes;
Or on her fingers counts tha distant clock,

Or, to the drowsycrow of,midnight cock,
Kistens, or quakes while*from the forest’s gulf
Howls near and nearer yet the famished wollf.

e I'rom the®green vale of' Urscren smooth and wide
Descend we now, the maddened Reuss our guide ;
By rocks that, amuttmw out the blessed day,
Cling tremblingly to rocks as loose as they
By cells * upon whose image, while he prays,
The kneeling peasant scarcely dares to gaze;
By many a votive death-cross + planted near,
And watered duly with the pious tear,

That faded silenti from the upward eye
Unmoved with each rude form of peml nigh;
Fixed on the anchor left by Him who saves
Alike in whehming snows, and roaring waves. |
But soon a peoplederegion on the sight
Opens—a little world of calm delight;
Where mists,ssuspended on the expiring gale,
Sprend rooflike o'er the decp secluded vale,
And beams of evening sltppmg in between,
Gently illuminate a sober scene :—
Here, on the brov*h wood-cottages ¢ they sleep,
There, over rock or sloping pasture creep.
On as we journcy, in elear viewdisplaved,
The still vale lengthens underneath its shade

* The Catholie rol)gion p vails h : those eclis are, as is well known,
VBry common in Bhio Catholic coun es, planted, lite tho Romau tombs,
alopg the road side,

t Croases, commomonrative of the doaths of travellers by the fall of snow,
and othor aceldents, are vory commaqn along this dreadful rond.

$ The housss in the more retired Swiss valleys are ull built of wood.
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Of low-h ung vapour: on the freshened mead

The green light spnrkles j—Ythe dim béwers recede.

‘While pastaral pipes and streams the landscape lull,

And bells of passing mules that tinkle dull,

Tn solemn shapes before the admiring eye .

Dilated hang the misty pines on high,

Huge convent domes with pinnacles and fowers,

And antique castles seen through gleamy showers,
From such romantic dreams, my sofll, awake!

To sterner pleasure, where, by Uri’s luke

In Nature's pristine majesty outspread,

‘Winds neither road nor path for fuot to tread:

The rocks rise naked as a wall, or stretch

Far o'er the water, hung with groves of beech ;

Adérial pines from loftier steeps ascend, ’

Nor stop but where creation seems to end.

Yet here and there, if mid the savage sceno

Appenr; a scanty p]ot of smiling green, -

Up from the lake a zigzag path will crecp

To reach a small wood-hut hung boldly on the steep.

—Before those thresholds (never can they kuow

The face of travellel passing to and flo,) “

No peafant leans upon his pole, to tell

For whom at mommg tolled the funeral bell ;

"Their watch-dog ne'er his angry bark forogoes,

Touehed by the beggnr s moan of human woes';

The shady porch ne’er offered a cool seat

“To pﬂgrnns overcome b) summer’s heat.

Yet thither the world’s business fipdp its way

At fimes, and tales unsouglt beguile the,day,

And there gre those fond thoughts which Bolmuio,

However stern, is powerless to cxclude.



DESCRIPTIVE BKETCHES, &c. 29

There doth the maiden watch her lover’s sail

Approaching, atid upbraid the tardy gale;

At midright listens till his parting oar,

And its last echogcan be keard no more.

« And what if ospreys, dormorants, herons, cry

Amid tempestuous vapours driving by,

@r hovermg over wastes too bleak to rear

That common growth of earth, the foodful ear;

‘Where the greu‘i apple shrivels on the spray,

And pines the unripened pear in summer’s kindliest ray;

Contentment shares the desolate domain

‘With Independence, child of high Disdain.

Exulting *mid the winter of the skies,

Shy as the jealous chamois, Freedom flies,

And grasps by fits ber sword, and often eyes;

And sometimes, as from rock to rock she bounds

The Patriot nymph starts at imagined sounds,

Ang, wildly pausing, oft she hangs aghast, ~

‘Whether some old Swiiss air hath checked her haste

Or thrill of Spartan fife is caught between the blast.
Swoln withencgssant rains from Jiour to hour,

21l duy the floods a deepening murmur pour :

The sky is veiled, and every cheerful sight :

Dark is the regton as with Coming mght

But what a sudder’ burst of overpowering light !

Triumphant on the bosom of the storm,

Glances the wheeling eagle's glosious form !

Eastward, in long perspective glittring, shine

The wood-crowned cliffs that o’er the lake recline;

Those lofty clafs a huhdredsstreams unfold,

At onee to pillars turned that flame with gold :

Beliind his sail the peasant ghrinks, to shun

Tlie west, that burns like one dilated sun,
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A erucible of mighty compass, felt
By mountains, glowing till"they seent to melt.
But, lo! the boatman; overawed, before ¢
The pictured' fane of Tell sispendsthis onr;
Confused the Marathonian thle appears, ‘
‘While his eyes sparkle with heroic tears,
And who, that walks w here men of ancient days
Have wrought with godlike apm the deeds of praise,
Feels not the spirit of the place contfol,
Or rouse and agitate his labouring soul ?
Say, who, by thinking on Canadian hills,
Or wild Aosta lulled by Alpine rills,
On Zutphen’s plain; or on that highland dell,
Through which rough Garry cleaves his way, can tell
‘What high resolves exalt the tenderest thought
Of him whowm passion rivets to the spat,
‘Where breathed the gale that caught Wolfe's huppiest
¢ 8igh,
And the last sunbeam fell on Bayard’s eye;
‘Where bleeding Sldney from the cup retlred
And glad Dundee in “faint huzzas’} ewpired ?
But, now with other mind I stand alone ¢
Upon the summit of this nnked cone,
And watch the fearless chamois-hunter chase
‘His prey, through tracts abrupt of ‘desolate space,
#Through vacant worlds where Nature never gave
A brook to murmuror a bough to wave,
‘Which unsubstantial Phantoms sacred keep ;
Thro’ worlds where Life, and Voice,and Motion sleep ;
‘Where silent Hours their deatit-like sway extend,
Save when the avalanche breaks loose, to rend

¥ Por most of tho images fu thehiext sixtoon verson, T am Indebbed ta
M. Rayniond's interosting ob-unutlom anuexed to his translation of
!‘oul Tour fu Switseriand, .
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Its way with uproar, till the ruin, drowned

In some dense Wood or gulf of snow profound,
Mocks the dull ear of Timeaith deaf abottive sound.
—'Tis his, while %andering on from height to height,
Bo seo a planet’s pomp dhd steady light

In the least star of scarge;appearing night;

‘While the pale moon moves near him, on the bound
Of ether, shining with ¢iminished round,

And far and wide the icy summits blaze,

Rejoicing in the glory of her rays:

To him the day-star glitters small and bright,
Shorn of its beams, insufferably white,

And he can look beyond the sun, and view

Those fast-receding depths of sable blue

Flying till vision can no more pursue!

~—At once bewildering mists around him close,
And cold and hunger are his least of woes;

The Dempon of the snow, with angry roar .
Descending, shuts for®aye his prison door.

Soon with despair’s whole weight his spirits sink;
Bread has he song, the snow must pe bis drink ;
Andpere his eyes can close upon the day, .
The eagle of the Alps o'ershades her prey.

Now couch thyself where, heard with fear afar,
Thunders through %choing pines the headlong Aar;
Or rather stay to taste the mild delights
Of pensive Underwalden’s* pastoral heights.
~—Is there who *mid these awful wilds has seen

- The native Genii aadk the mountain green ?
Or heard, white other® worlds their charms reveal,
Boft; music o’er the aérial summit steal P

. " " The poople of this Canton ave sfbposod to be of a more melanchoiy
ftion that the other inhabitants at the Alps; this, it true, may
pmdﬂ from thuir living more secluded. N
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‘While o’er the desert, answering every close,
Rich steam of sweetest perfume comes and goes.
—And sure there is a secret Power that reighs
ere, where no-trace of men the spot profanes,
Nought but the ckalcis*, flat and bare, on high
Suspended 'mid the quiet of the sky ;
Or distant herds that pasturing upward creep,
And, not untended, climb the dangerous steep.
Ilow still! mno irreligious sound or mght
Rouses the soul from her severe dehight.
An idle voice the sabbath region fills
Of Deep that calls to Decp across the hills,
And with that voice accords the soothing sound
Of drowsy bells, for ever tinkling round;
Faint wail of eagle melting into blue
Beneath the chfls, and pine-woods’ steady sugk ¢ ;
The solitury heifer’s deepened low ;
Or rumbhing, heard remote, of falling snow..
All motions, sounds, and voices} far and pigh,
Blend in a muzic of tranquillity ;
Save when, a stranger acen below, the oy
Shouts from the echoing hills with savage joy.

When, {from the sunuy breast of open seas,
And bays with myrtle fringed, the snuthem breere
Comes on 1o gladden April with the sight
Of green isles widening on each snow-clad height ;
‘When shouts and lowing herds the valley fill,
And louder torrent’ stun the naonstide hill,
The pastoral Swiss begin the cliffs te scale,
Leaving to silence the desérted Yale; =’

* s ploture in from the middle region of the Alps. Chalels are sum-

mér huts for the Swiss herdsmen.,
1 #high, a Scotch word xpressive of the sonnd of the »ind throngh (ke
troes,
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And like the Patriarchs in their simple age
Move, as the verdure leads, from stage to stage :
High and more high in summer's heat they go,
And hear the rattieng thunder far below'
Oy steal beneath the movhtains, half-deterred,
‘Where huge rochs tremlle to the bellowing herd.

¢ne T behold who, "cross the foaming flood,
Lenps with a bound of graceful hardihood ;
Another, high on“that green ledge ;—he gained
The tempting spot with every sinew sirained ;
And downward thence a knot of grass he ithrows,
Food for his beasts in 1ime of winter snows.
—Far different life from what Tradition hoar
Transmits of huppicr lot in times of yore!
Then Summner lingered long; and honey floned
From out the rochs, the wild bees’ safe abode:
Continual! waters wellmg cheered the waste,
And plantg were wholesome, now of deadly taste :
Nor Winter yet his fr@zen stores had piled,
Usurping where the fairest herbage smiled :
Nor Ilunger dsivep the herds from pastures bare,
T8 clanb the trcacherous cliffs for scanty fare.
Then the milk-thistle flourished through the land,
And forced the full-swoln udder to demand,
Thrice every day, th® pail and welcome hand.
Thus does the father to his children tell
Of banished bliss, by fancy loved oo well.
Alas! that human guilt provoked the rod
Of angry Nature te avenge her God.
Still, Nature, awer just} to him imparts
Joys only given to uncorrupted hearts.

*Tis morn: with gold the yerdant mountain glows

More high, the snowy peaks with hues of rose.
L 1.
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Far-stretched beneath the many-tinted hills,

A mighty waste ef mist tho valley fills,

A solemn sen }* whose billows wide around

Stand motionless, to awful silence bbound :

Pines, on the coast, through mist their tops uprear, .

That like to leaning masts of atranded shins appear.

A single chasm, a gulf of gloomy blue, ‘

Gtapes in the centre of the sea—and. through

That dark mysterious gulf ascending, sound

Innumerable streams with roar profound.

Mount through the nearcr vapours notes of birds,

And merry flageolet ; the low of herds,

The bark of dogs, the heifer’s tinkling bell,

Talk, laughter, and perchance a church-tower knell :

Think not, the peasant from aloft has gazed

And heard with heart unmoved, with goul unraised :

Nor is his spirit less enrapt, nor less

Alive Yo independent happiness, (

Then, when he lics, out-stretchied, at even-tide

Upon the fragrant mountain’s purple side :

For as the pleasurcs of his simple day*

Beyond his native valley seldom stray,

Nought round its darling precincts can he find

But brings some past enjoyment to his mind ;

‘While Hope, recliniffg upon Pleasure’s urn,

Binds her wild wreaths, and whispers his return,
Once, Man cntirédly free, alone and wild,

‘Was blest as free—for he was Nature's child.

He, all superior but his (+3d dimdwined,

‘Walked none restraining, and by non¢ restrained

Confessed na law but what his reason taught,

Did all he wished, and wished but what he ought. .

4 [
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As man in his primeval dower arrayed
The image of his glorious Sire displayed,
Even 50, by faithful Naturcsguarded, here
The traces of pritheval Man appear;
The simple dignity no forms debase;
The eye suljime, and surly lion-grace :
"Bhe slave of none, of beasts alonc the lord,
His book he priges, nog neglects his sword ;
‘Well taught by that to feel his rights, prepared
‘With this “ the blessings he enjoys to guard.”

And, as his native hills encircle ground
For many a marvellous victory renowned,
The work of Freedom daring to oppose,
‘With few in arms¥, innumerable foes,
‘When to those famous fields his steps are led,
An unknown gower connects him with the dead:
For images of other worlds are there;
Awful the light, and holy is the aiv. ¢
Fitfully, and in flashe8, through his soul,
Like sun-lit tempests, troubled transports roll;
His bosom he#vesy his Spirit towers amain,
Beydhd the senscs and their little reign. .

And oft, when that dread,vision hath past by,
e holds with God himself communion high,
There where the peal of swelling torrents fills
The sky-roofed templo of the eternal hills;

[ ]

* Allading to several battles which tho Swifs in very small numbets
have gainod over their oppmensors, the house of Austria ; and in partioular,
to one fought at Neffols nomr GLwhs, whore threo hundred and thirty
men are sald to hvo defeatod an asny of botween fifteen and twenty
thousund Austrians, Scattered uver the valley arc to be found eleven
wtohos, with this inscription, 1888, tho year the battle was fought, mark-

out, as I was told upon the apot, the several places where the Aus-
attempting to make a stand, wyre repulsed atlew,

- 2
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Or when, upon the mountain’s silent brow
Reclined, he sees, 4bove him and below,

¢ Bright stars of.ice and azifre fields of snow ;
‘While needle peaks of granite shootihg bare
Tremble in ever-varying tints of air. ‘
And when a gathering weight; of shadows brown
Falls on the valleys as the sun gocs down ;
And Pikes, of darkness named and fegr and storms®,
Uplift in quiet their illumined forms,
In sea-like reach of prospect round himn spread,
Tinged like an angel’s smile all rosy red—
Awe in his breast with holiest love unites,
And the near heavens impart their own delights.

When downward to his winter hut he goes,
Dear and more dear the lessening circle grows;
That hut which on the hills so oft employs
Iis thoughts, the central point of all his joys.
And as‘a swallow, at the hour of rest, !
Peeps often ere she darts into her nest,
So to the homestead, where the grandsire tends
A little prattling child, he oft descerds;
To glafice a look upon the well-matched pair ;
Till storm and driving ice blockade him there.
There, safely guarded by the woods behind,
Ho hears the chiding ‘of the baffled wind,
Hears Winter calling all his terrors round,
And, blest within himgelf, he shrinks not from the sound,
Through Nature's vale his homely pleasures glide,

‘Unstained by envy, dlscoptent And pride;
The bound of all his vanity, to deck, "
'With one bright bell, a favourite heifer's neck ;

0: ‘A:!clmuk -Horn, thopﬂm oltm-or, Wotter-Hom, the pike of storma,
o &0,
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Well pleased upon some simple annual feast,
Remembered Half the year and hoped the rest,
If dairy-produce, from bis énner hoard, *
Of thrice ten sutnmers dignify the board.
e—Alas! in every clime'a flying ray
Is all we have to cheeg qur wintry way;
-eAnd here the unwilling mind may more than trace .
The general sorrows of the human race:
The churlish gales of penury, that blow
Cold as the north-wind o’er a waste of snow,
'To them the gentle groups of bliss deny
That on the noon-day bank of leisure lie.
Yet more ;—compelled by Powers which only deign
That solitary man disturb their reign,
Powers that support an unremitting strifo
‘With all the tender charities of life,
Full oft the father, when his sons have grown
To manhood, seems their title to disown; ®
And from his nest athid the storms of heaven
Drives, eagle-like, those sons as he was driven;
‘With stern domposure watches tq, the plain—
“Antl never, eagle-like, beholds again! .
‘When long-familiar joys are all resigned,
‘Why does their sad remembrance haunt the mind p
Lo! where through flat Batavia’s willowy groves,
Or by the lazy Seine, the exile roves;
O’er the curled waters Alpine measures swell,
And search the affections to their inmost cell ;
Sweet poison spreads along the listencr’s veins,
Turning pash pleasutes into mortal pains;
Poison, which not a frame of steel can brav
-Bows his young head with sorrow to the grave®.,

" *® The well-kncwn effbct of the famoyas iy, called in French Ranz fes
Vathow, upon the Swias troops, ' ]
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Gay lark of hope, thy silent song resumeo!
Ye flattering eastern lights, once more the lulls 1lilume!
Fresh gales and dews of Ife’s delicious morr,
And thou, lost fragrance of ¢he hear's, return !
Alas! the little joy to man allowed ¢
Fades like the lustre of an ¢vaung cloud;
Or like the beauty m a flower mstalled, '
‘Whose season was, and cannof; be recalled.
Yet, when opprest by sichness, grief, ‘or care,
And taught that pam 15 pleasure’s natural herr,
‘We still confide 1n more than we can know ;
Death would be else the favouiite fizend of woe.
"Mid savage rocks, and seas of sno% that shine,
Between mterminable tracts of pine,
‘Within a temple stands an awful shrine,
By an unceriain hght revealed, that falls
On the mute Imago and the troubled walls,
Oh! ghre not me that eye of hard disdamn
That views, undimmed, Einsicdlen’s * wretched fane,
‘While ghastly faces through the gloum appear,
Abortive joy, and hope that works 1 fdur;
‘Winle prayer contends with silenced agony,
Surely 1n other thoughts contempt may die.
If the sad grave of human ignorance bear
One flower of hope—oh, pass and ‘leave it thero!
The tall sun, pausing on an Alpne spire,
Flings o'er the wildeiness a stream of fire:
Now meet we other pilgrims ere the day
Close on the remnant of théir wem-ynay;

* Thins shriue s resorted to, from a hope of relfef, bymum fromn
m‘:::w of the Catholic world, labouring under mental or y
<

{
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While they are drawing toward the sacred floor
Where, so they<fondly think, the worm shall gnaw no
more. . .
How gaily murmar and how sweetly taste !
Jd'he fountains * reared for them amid the waste!
Their thirst they slake:—they wash their toil-worn feet
-d\nd some Yith tears of jdy cach other greet.

Yes,'I must see you when ye first behold
Those holy tur:®is tipged with evening gold,
Tn that glad moment will for you a sigh
Be heaved, of charitable sympathy ;
In that glad moment when your hands are prest
In mute devotion on the thankful breast !

Last, let us turn to Chamouny that shields
With rocks and gloomy woods her fertile fields ;
Five streams of ice amid her cots descend,
And with wild flowers and blooming orehards blend ;—
A scene, more fair than what the Grecian feigns
Of purple lights and ever-vernal plains ;
Here all the scasons revel hand in hand :
*Mid lawns agd shades by breezy rivulets fanned,
They sport beneath that mountait’s matchless height
That holds no commeree with the summer night.
From age to age, throughdut his lonely bounds
The crash of ruin $ifully resoynds;
Appalliftg havoe! but serene his brow,
Where daylight lingers on perpgtual snow ;
Glitter the stars above, and all is‘black below.

‘What marvel $hep if many a Waunderer sigh,
While roars $he sullen Aive in anger by,

¥ Rude fountains built and covercd with sheéds for the accommodation
 the Pligrims, in their ascent of u}e roonutamn.
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That not for thy reward, unrivalled Vale!

‘Waves the ripe harvest in \he auturinal gale;

That thou, the sfave of slaves, art doomed torpine

And droop, while no Italiap arts arv thine,

To soothe or cheer, to softex or refine. ‘
11ail Freedom ! whether it, was mine to stray,

‘With shrill winds whistling round my lonely way, .

On the bleak sides of Cumbria’s heath-clad moors,

Or where dank sea-weed lashts Scofiand’s shores;

To scent the sweets of Piedmont’s breathing rose,

And orange gale that o’er Lugano blows ;

Still have I found, where Tyranny prevails,

That virtue languishes and pleasure fails,

‘While the remotest hamlets blessings share

In thy loved presence known, and only there;

Heart-blessings—outward treasures too which the eye

Of the sun peeping through the clouds can spy,

And eyery passing breezo will testify. .

There, to the porch, belike with jasmine bound

Or woodbine wreaths, a smoother path is wound ;

The housewife there a brighter garden ¢ees,

‘Where hum on buSier wing her happy bees; + *

On inffint cheeks there frosher roses blow;

And grey-haired men looktup with livelier brow,—

To greet the traveller needing fool and rest ;

Housed for tho night, or but a half-hour’s ghest.
And ob, fair France! though now the traveller secs

Thy threo-striped banner fluctuate on the breeze ;

Though martial songs have banished, songs of love,

And nightingales desert the village groye,

Scared by the fife and rumbling drum’s alarms,

And the short thunder, and the flash of arms;
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That cease not till night falls, when far and nigh,
Sole sound, the Sourd * pfolongs his, mournful ery!
—Yet, hast thou found that Kreedom spreads her power
Beyond the cottage-hearth, the cottage-door :

Al nature smiles, and o®ns beneath her eyes

Her fields peculiar, and, peculiar skies.

Yes, as T roamed where Loiret's waters glide
Through rustling aspens heard from side to side,
‘When from Oct8ber clduds a milder light

Fell where the blue flood rippled into white ;
Methought from cvery cot the watchful bird *
Crowed with car-piercing povwer till then unheard ;
Euch clacking mill, that broke the murmuring streams,
Rocked the charmed thought in more delightful dreams;
Chasing those pleasant dreams, the falling leaf
Awoke a fainter sense of moral grief ;

The measured echo of the distant flail

‘Wound in more welcome cadence down the val: ;
‘With more majestic ceurse +the water rolled,

And ripening foliage shone with richer gold.

—But foes are gathering—Liberty must raise

Tted on the hills her beacon’s far-seen blaze; ,
Must bid the tocsin ring from tower to tower {—
Nearer and nearer comes tle trying hour!

Rejoice, brave Land® though pride’s perverted ire
Rouse hel’s own aid, and wrap thy fields in fire:

Lo, from the flames a great and glorious birth;

As if a new-made heaven were hailing a new earth!

_ e L4
* An insect so culled, Which emits mshort, melancholy ory, heard at the
©1686 of the summeffevenings, on the banks of the Loire,
t The duties apon many parts of the French rivers were so exorbitant,
_ﬂm the poorer people, deprived of the benefit of water carringe, were
obliged to transport their goods by hgd.
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—-All cannot be : the promise is too fair

For creatures doomed to breathe terrestrial air:

Yet not for this will sobgr reason frown

Upon that promise, nor thg hope disown ;

She knows that only from high aims ensue =~
Rich guerdons, and to them alone are due. *,

Great God ! by whom tht strifes of meh are welgh(ed

In an impartial balance, give thine aid

To the just cause; and, oh! {o tho# preside

Orer the mighty stream now spreading wide:

So shdll its waters, from the heavens supplied
In'copious showers, from carth by wholesome springs,
Brood o’er the long-parched lands with Nile-like wings!
And grant that every sceptred child of clay

‘Who cries presumptuous, * Here the flood shall stay
May in its progress see thy gniding hand,

And cease the acknowledged purpose Yo withstand;
Or, sprept in anger from the insulted shore,

Sink with his servile bands, tarise no moré!

To-pight, my Friend, within this humble cot

Be scorn and fear and hope alike forgpt ‘

"Iu timely sleep ; Gnd when, at break of day, o =
On the tall peaks the glistening sunbeams play, .
“With a light heart our cburse we may renew, ... -
£l’he first Whose footgteps print the mountain dew: -

1781 & 1702
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YIL ¢
LINES ,
Left :Ipon a Seat in & Yew-tree, which stands near the lake of Esthwalle,
on a desolate Part of the shord, cq ding a beautiful prospect.
)

[Composed in part at school at Hawkshead. The tree has dis-

appeared, and theslip of ommon on which it stood, thut ran
parallel to the lake, and Jay open to it, has long been enclosed ;
80 that the road has lost much of its attraction. This spot
was my favourite walk in the evenings during the latter part
of my school-time. Tho individual whose babits and cha-
racter are here given, was a gentleman of the neighbourhood,
o man of talent and learniug, who had been cducated at one
of our Universities, and returned to pass his time in seclugion
on his own estate. IHe died a bachelor in middle age.
Induced by the heauty of the prospect, he built a small
summer-house on the rucks above the peninsula on which the
ferry-house stands.  This property afterwards passed into the
hands of the late Mr. Curwen. The site was long ago pointed
oub by Mr, West in his Guide, as the pride of the lakgs, and
now goeh by the name of **The Station.” So much used I to
Do delighted with the View from it, while a little boy, that
mome years before the first pleasure-house was built, I led
. thither from Jlawksheml a youngster about wmy own age, an
Jrish boy, who was a scxvant to an iticrant conjuror, My
nibtive was to witness the pleasure I expocted the hoy would
receiva from the prospect of the islands below and the inter-
mingling water. I was not glisappointed ; and I hope the
fiot, insignificant ns it may appear to some, may be thought

- worthy of note by dthers who may, cast their eye over these

notes.] =

Nax; Traveller! rest. "This lonely Yew-tree stands
Far from all human dwelling: what if here

. No sparkling rivulet spread the verdant herb ?

- ‘What if the bae love not thbse barren boughs?

Igﬁﬁ; éfﬂ_:e wingd breathe soft, the curling waves, . .

»8'bat hreak against the shore, shall lull thy mind:

. By

one soft inipulse saved fhom vacancy. -
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-Who he was
That piled thege stones ahd with the mossy sod
First covered, and here taught this aged Tree
‘With its datk arms to form a circling bower,

I well remember.—He wab one who owned .
No common soul. In youth by scienc nursed,
And led by nature into a'wild scene ¢

Of lofty hopes, he to the world went forth

A favoured Being, knowing ‘no deslre

‘Which genius did not hallow ; ’gainst the taint
Of dissolute tongues, and jealousy, and hate,

And scorn,—against all enemies prepared,

All but neglect. The world, for so it thought,
Owed him no service ; wherefore he at once
‘With indignation turned himself away,

And with the food of pride sustained his soul

In solitude.—Stranger! these gloomy boughs
Had«harms for him ; and here he loved tq sit,
His only visitants a strag ling sheep,

The stone-chat, or the glancing sand-piper :

And on these bagren rocks, with femnnd heath,
And juniper and thistle, sprinkled o’er, .« -
Fixing his downcast eye, he many an hour

.A morbid pleasure nourished, tracing here

An emblem of his own unfruitfl life :

And, lifting up his head, he then would gaze

On the more distant scene,—how lovely ’tis
Thon seest,—and he would gazo till it became

" Far lovelier, and his hearb could net sustain *
The beauty, still more béauteous! Nor, that tune,
When nature had subdued bim to herself; -
‘Would he forget those Beings to whose mmds

. 'Wiarm from the* hbogn b benevolence,
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The world, and human life, appeared a scene
Of kindreq lovelinéss : then ‘he would gigh,
Tnly distutbed, to think that ofhers felt , -
+What he must nevet feel: and so, lost Mé,n
“Om visionary views would fhney feed,
Till his eye stgeamed with, tears, In this deep vale
Havdied,—this seat his only"'monument.

If Thou be onc’whose heart the holy forms
Of young imaginaflon hate kept pure,
Stranger! henceforth be warned ; and know that pride,
Howe’er disguised in its own majesty, .
Is littleness ; that he, who feels contempt
Tor any living thing, hath faculties
‘Which he has never used ; that thought with him
Is in its infancy. The man whose eye
Is ever on himself doth look on one,
The least of Nature’s works, one who might move
The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds.
Unlawful, ever. O be Wwiser, Thou!
Instructed that true knowledge leads to love s
True dignity abddes with him alone
‘WHo,%n the silent hour of inward thought,
Can still suspect, and still revere himself,

In lowliness of heart,
1798,
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YUILT AND SORRQW;
ony
INCIDENTS UPON SALISBURY PILAIN.

« €
[UswiLLING to be unnecessarily particular, I have assigneo wn puwn
to the dates 1793 and '94 ; but in fact much of the * Femalo
Vagrant’s” story was composedat leastgtwo years before, All
that relates to her suffuings as a sailor’s wife in America, and
her condition of mind during her voyage home, were faithfully
taken from the report made to me of her own ease by a friond
who had been subjccted to the sume trials and affected in the
same way. Mr. Coleridge, when I first became acquainted
with him, was so much impressed with this poem, that it
would have encouraged me to publish the whole as it then
stood ; but the mariner's fate appeared to me so tragical as to
require a treatment more suludued and yet more strictly
applicable in expression than I had at fist given to it, This
fault was corrected mnemly fifty years gafterwards, when I
determined to publish the whole. It may be worth while to
ark, that, though the incidents of this attempt do only in
:cgmll degree produce each othcr, and it deviates accordingly
from the general rule by which $iarrative pieces ought to be
governed, it is not therefors wanting in coutinuous hold upon
the mind, or in unity, which is eflected by the identity of morul
imterest that plages the two personuges upfn the same footing
in the reader's sympathies, My rambles over many px1%h of
Safisbury Plain, put me, as mcntioned in the p upon
writing this poem, and left on my mind imaginative impres-
siong the force of which I have felt to this day. From that
distriot I proceeded to Bath, Briste’, and so on fo the bankn
of the Wye, where o took again to travelling.on foot. In
remembrance of that part of my journey, which was in '93, 1

began the verses—¢;Five years have passed.”]

ADVERTSEMENT,
PREFIXED TO THE FIRLT EDITION OF 18 PONM,
PUBLISHED IN 1842, i
Nor loss than one-third of the following poem, thotgh it hz_
from time to time been al in the expression, wan pul
lished so far back as thy yedr 1798, under the title of #The
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Female Vagrant” The extract is of such length that an
apology seems to be fequired fr reprmtlng it here: but it was
necessary o reatore it to its original position, or the rest would
have been unintelligible, The whole was written before the
close of the year 1794, and L %ill detail, rather as matter of
1®erary biography than for any other reason, the circumstances
under which it ;was produced.

sePuring the latber part of the summer of 1793, having passed
a month in the Isle of Wigkt, in view of the fleet which was
then preparing for s¢ « off Pogtsmouth at tho commencemont of

" the war, I left the place with melancholy forebodings. The

American war was still fresh in memory. The struggle which
was beginning, and which many thought would be brought to a
speedy close by the irresistible arms of Great Britain being
added to those of the allies, I was assured in my own mind
would bo of long continuance, and productive of distress and
misery beyond all possible calculation. This conviction was
pressed upon mo by having been a witness, during a long resi-
dence in revolutiopary France, of the spirit which prevailed in
that country. After leaving the Isle of Wight, I spent two
days in wandering on foot over Salisbury Plain, which,though
cultivation Was then widely spread through parts of it, had
upon the whole a still more impressive appearance than it now

" retains,

The monumens and traces of antiquity, scattered in abun.
over that region, led me unavoidably to compave what

- e kriow or guess of those remote times with certain aspects of

" modern soclety, ond with calandties, principally those conse-
; qmt upon war, to whith, more than other classes of men, the
. pobr ave subject. In those reflectiods, joined with particular

. faots that had come to my knowledge. the following stanzas

ariginted.

“"'In canlusion, to-obvinte somé dmtmetlon in the minds of

those who are well agqugjnted with Salisbury Plain, it may be
proper to say, thet of the foatures described as'belonging to it,

- one o.two are taken from other desolate parts of England.
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L

A TrAVELLER oy the skirt®of Sarun’s Plain
Pursued his vagrant way, with feet half bare
Stooping his gait, but not as if to gttin

Help from the staff he bore ;* for mien and air .
Were hardy, though his check secmed wqrn with care
Both of the time to come, and time long fled :

Down fell in straggling locks his tbm grey hair;

A coat he wore of m:htnry red

But faded, and stuck o’er with many a putch and shred.

m

‘While thus he journeyed, step by step led on,

e saw and passed a stately inn, full sure

That welcome in such house for him was none.

No board inscribed the needy to allure.

ITung there, no bush proclaimed to old and poor

And désolate, « Here you will find a friend !’

The pendent grapes glittered above the door ;—

On he must pace, perchance ’till night descend,
Where er the dreary roads their barewhilo lines expepd.

ta,
Lhe gathering clouds grow red with stormy fire,
Tn streaks diverging wide and mounting lng‘h 3
That inn he long had passed ; the distant spire,
‘Which oft as he looked back had fixed his eye,
‘Was lost, though still he lonked,in jhe blank sky,
Perplexed and comfortless he gazed aropnd,
And scaree could any trace of man descry,
Save cornflelds stretched and stretching without bound;
But whero the sower dwelt was nowhere to be found. |
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Iv.
No tree was there, no meaddw’s pleasant green, '
No brook*to wet his lip or socthe his ear; *
-Long files of corn-stacks here and there were seen,
B®t not ono dwelling-place his heart to cheer.
Some labourex, thought he, may perchance be near ;
Awed 50 he sent a feeble shout—in vain;
No voice made ansyer, he could only hear
Winds rusiling over plot$ of unripe grain,
Or whistling thro’ thin grass along the unfurrowed
plain,

V.
Long had he fancied each successive slope
Concealed some cotiage, whither he might turn
And rest ; but now along heaven’s darkening cope
The crows rushed by in eddies, homeward borne.
Thus warned he sought some shepherd’s spreading thorn
Or hovel fifomn the storry to shield his head,
But sought in vain ; for now, all wild, forlorn,
And vacani, a h.uge waste around him spread ;
The wet cold ground, he feared, must be his only bed.

And be it so—for to%he chill night shower

And the shhrp wind his head he oft hath bared ;

A Sailor he, who many a wretched hour

Hath told; for, landing after labour hard,
“Full long enduredsin hope of just reward,

He to au armbd fleet was forced away

By seamen, who perhaps themselves had shared .
Like fate; was hurried off, a helpless prey,

*Gainst all that in Ais heart, ér theirs perliaps, said nay:

YoL. T,
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viL
For years the work of carnage did not cease,
And deatli’s dire aspectr daily he surveyed, *
Death’s minister; then cemo his glad release,
And hope returned and pleasure fondly made
Her dwelling in his dreams. By Fancy's aid
The happy husband flies, his arms to throw ‘
Round his wife’s neck ; the prize of vietory laid
Tn her full lap, he seces such sweet ‘tears flow
As if thenceforth nor pain nor trouble she could know.

Vain hope! for fraud took all that he had earned.
The lion roars and gluts his tawny brood

Even in the desert’s heart ; but he, returned,

Bears not to those he loves their needful food.

His Lome approaching, but in such a mood

That from his sight his children might have run,

He met a traveller, robbed him, shed his blood ;

And when the miserable work was done

He fled, a vagratit since, the murderer's fate toshun,

- ¥rom that day forth no place td* him eould be
;80 lonely, but that thence might come a.ping

Bronght from without to inward misery, - -
‘Now, 88 he plodded on, with sullen clang

A. sound of chains along $he desert rang; |

He looked, and saw upon a gibbet b@

A human body that in irons swang,

Dyplifted by.the tempest whirling b ; o
. And, Hiovering, round it bften did o raven 8y,
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x
Tt was a spectacle which ndne might view,
In spot 8B savage, but with shuddering paili;
Nor only did for him at once rencw
] he had feared from man, but roused a train
Of the mind’s phantorns, hoprible as vain.
Tiee stones, as if to cover him from day,
Rolled at his back glong the living plain;
He foll, and without sense or motion lay;
Butl, when the trance was gone, feebly pursued his way.

XI.
As one whose brain habitual phrensy fires
Owes to the fit in which his soul hath tossed
Profounder quict, when the fit retires,
Even so the dire phantasma which had crossed
His sense, in sudden vacaney quite lost, .
Left his mhd still as a deep cvening stream.
Nor, if accosted now, in thought engrossed,
Moody, or inly frowbled, would he scem
To txgveller who might talk of any cllsual theme.

xIr.

Hurfle the clouds in &ceper darkness piled,

Gone is the'raven timely rest to seek ;

He seemed the only creature in the wild

On whom the clements their rage might wreak ;

Save that the bustard, ef thuge regions bleak

Shy tenant, seeiftg by ihe uncertain light

A man there waldering, gave a mournful shriek,

And half upon the ground, with strango affright,

Forced hard against the wind a thick unwieldy flight.
22
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xmr,
All, all was cheerless to the horizon’s bound;
The .weary eye—which, %wheresoe’ er it strays,
Marks nothing but the red sun’s setting round,
Or on the earth strange lines, in former days
- Left by gigantic arms—at; length surveys
‘What seems an antique castle spreading wide ;
Hoary and naked are its walls, ang raise
Their brow sublime: in shelter there to bide
He turned, while rain poured down smoking on every
side.

XIv,

Pile of Stone-henge! so proud to hint yet keep
Thy secrets, thou that lov’st to stand and hear
The Plain resounding to the whirlwind’s sweep,
Inmate of lonesome Nature’s endless‘year;
Ever if thou saw’st the giant wicker rear
For sacrifice its throngs of living men, ™
Refore thy face did ever wretch appear,
‘Who in his heart had groaned with deadlier pain
Than he who, témpest-driven, thy shelter now, would

gain,

4
XV.

‘Within that fabric of mysteriods form,
. Winds met in conflict, each by turns supfeme;

"And, from the perilous ground dislodged, through storm
And rain he wildered on, no moon to stream

From gulf of parting clquds one feiendly beam,

Nor any friendly sound his footstepseled; -

Onee did the lightning’s faint disastrous gleam
* Disclose a naked guide-post’s double head, . :
Sight which tho’ lost,at bnee a gleam of pleasure ahed
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XVI.

No swinging sign-’bonrd crdaked from,cottage elm

To stay Ifs steps with faintnegs overcome; *

"Twas dark and voi'l as occan’s watery realm

Swaring with storms benedth night’s starless gloom ;

No gipsy cowgred o’er fire of furze or broom ;

Ne labourer watched his red kiln glaring bright,

Nor taper glimmered dim from sick man’s room ;

Along the waste no line 8f mournful light

From lamp of lonely toll-gate streamed athwart the
night.

xvIL

At length, though hid in clouds, the moon arose;
The downs were visible—and now revealed

A structure stands, which two bare slopes enclose.
1t was a spot, where, ancient vows fulfilled,

Xind pious hands did to the Virgin build

A lonely Spital, the belpted swain

From the night terrors of that waste to shield:
But there no human being could remain,

Ang now the walls are named the ®Dcad Ilouse” of
the plain. .

"

xvin?
Though he had little ®ause to lovg the abode
Of man, or~covet sight of mortal face,
Yet when faint beams of light tha} ruin showed,
How glad he was at length to find some trace
Of human shelter in that dxeary place.
Till to his flockgthe early shépherd goes,
Here shall much-needed sleep his frame embrace.
In a dry nook where fern the floor bestrows
He lays his stiffened limbs,+-hig eyes begin to close ;
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xIx.
When hearing a.deep sigh, ‘that scemed to come
From one who mourned 4n sleep, he raised his head,
And saw a woman in the naked room
Outstretched, and turning on a restless bed : ‘
The moon a wan dead light around her shed.
He waked her—spake in tone that would not fail, »
He hoped, to ealm her mind; but ill ho sped,
For of that ruin she had heard a tale
‘Which now with freezing thoughts did all her powers

assail ;

£

XX.
Had heard of one who, forced from storms to shroud,
Felt the loose walls of this decayed Retreat
Rock to incessant neighings sbrill and loud,
‘While his horse pawed the floor with furious heat;
Till op a stone, that sparhled to his feet,
Struck, and still struck agnin, the troubled horse :
The man half raised the stone with pain and sweat,
Half raised, for well his arm might lose its fores
'Dmclosmg the grim head of 2 lute murderod cors3.

‘

XXI
Such tale of this lons mansion ske had learned
And, when that shape, with eyes in sleep hmf drowned,
By the moon’s sullen lamp she first discerncd,
Cold stony horror all her senses bound.
Her he addressed in worde of ckeening sound ;
Recovering heart, like answer did she anake ;
And well it was that, of the corse there found,
In converse that ensued she nothing spake;
Bhe knew not what dire pangs in him such tale could
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XxIt.
But soon his voice’and words of kind intent
Banished*that dismal thought; and now, the wind
In fainter howling® told itsage was spenit:

SMeanwhile discourse ensudd of various kind,
‘Which by degrees a confidence of mind
Aad mutual intevest failed hot to create.

And, to a natural sympathy rcsigned,
In that forsaken bhilding where they rate
The Wowan thus retraced her own uutoward fate,

XX11r.
“ By Derwent’s side my father dwelt—a man
Of virtuous life, by pious parents bred ;
And T believe that, soon as I began
To lisp, hic made me kneel bcside my bed,
And in his hearing there my prayers 1 said :
And after«ards, by my good futher taught,
1 read, and loved the books in which I read;
For books in cvery neighbouring house 1 sought,
Aug nothing t¢ my mind a sweeter pleasure brought.

Xx1#,
A little croft we owwed—a plot of corn,
A gardon stored with peas, and mint, and thyme,
And flowers for posies, oft on Supday morn
Plucked while the church bells rang their earliest chime.
Can I forget our {reajs at shearing time!
My hen’s rich pest through'long grass scarce cspied ;
The cowslip-gathering in June's dewy prime;
The swans that with white chests upreared in pride
Bushing and rading came to,megt me at the water-side
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xxv.
The staff 1 well remember ‘which up\bore
The bending body of my active su-e ; '
His seat benéath the homed sycamore
‘Where the becs hummed, and chair by winter fire ; e
‘When market-morning came, the neat agbire
With which, though benb on haste, mysclf I deckede,
Our watchful housu-dog, that would tease and tire
The stranger till its barking-fit I cliecked ;
The red-breast, known for years, which a.t my case-

ment pecked.

XXVL

The suns of twenty summers danced along,—

Too little marked how fast they rolled away :

But, through severe mischance and cruel wrong,

My father’s substance fell into decay :.

Wo toiled and struggled, hoping for a day

‘When Fortune might put on 3 kinder look,

But vain were wishes, efforis vain as they ;

Ho from his old hereditary nook

Must part; the summons came ;—our final leave, we
* took.

xxvin.
Tt was indeed a miserable hour «
‘When, from the last hill-top, my sire surveyed,
Pecring above the trees, the steeplo tower
That on his marriage day swect music made!
Till then, he hoped his bones might.there be laid
Close by my mother in their native bowers:
Bidding me trust in God, he stood and prayed ;—
I could not pray :—through tears that fell in showers
Glimmered our dear-lqvedshome, alas! no longer ours!
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XXVIIL.

There was a Youth whom¢I bad loved so long,

That witen T loved him not ] cannot say:

*Mid the green nfountains many a thoutrhtless song
WWe two had sung, like gfadsome birds in May;
When we bggan to tire of childish play,

aVe scemed still more and’ more to prize each other;
We talked of marriage and olir marringe day ;

And I in truth did love him like a brother,

For never could I hope to meet with such anolher.

XXIX.
Two years were passed since to a distant town
He had repaired to ply a gainful trade:
‘What tears of bitter grief, till then unknown!
‘What tender vows, our last sad kiss delayed !
To him we turned :—we nad no other aid :
Like onerrevived, upon his neck I wept;
And her whom he had loved in joy, he said,
He well could love in grief; his faith he kept;
Agdin a quict home once more my father slept.
L)

3

xXx.

‘We lived in peace snd comfort; aud were blest
‘With daity bread, by constant toil supplied.
Three lovely babes had lain upop my breast ;
And often, viewing their sweet smiles, I sighed,
And knew not why., My, happy father died,
‘When threatened war rediiced the children’s meal:
Thrice happy! that for him the grave could hide
The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent wheel,
And tears that flowed foy illp which patience might

not heal,
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xxx1.
*Twas a hard chapge ; an evil time was come;
‘We had no hope, and no pelief could gain: *
But soon, witht proud parade, the nolsy drum
Beat round to clear the streéts of want and pain.
My husband’s arms now only served to sigain
Me and his children hungering in his view; .
Tn such dismay my prayérs and tears were vain:
To join those miserable men ht flow,
And now to the sca-coast, with numbers more, we drew.

XXX
There were we long neglected, and we bore
Much sorrow ere the fleet its anchor weighed ;
Green ficlds before us, and our native shore,
‘We breathed a pestilential air, that made
Ravage for which no knell was heard. 'We prayed
For ouf departure ; wished and wished—norhnew,
’Mid that long sickness and those hopes dclayed,
That happier days we never more must view.
The pmfmg signal sbreamed—at last the fand withdrew.

xxAnr,
But the calm summer season nowewas past.
On as we drove, the equinoctial decp .
Ran mountains high before the howling blast,
And many perished in the whirlwind's sweep.
‘We gazed with terror on their glpomy eloep,
Untaught that soon such ahguish mustgnsue,
Our hopes such barvest of affliction reap,
That we the merey of the waves should rue:
‘We reached the westerp werld, a poor devoted crew.
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XXXIV,
The pains and p]agues thett on our hgads came down,
Diseaseand famu‘le agony apd fear, . *

In wood or wilderness, in 1 camp or towi,

¥t would unman the firmést heart to hear

All perished—all in one remorseless year,
dlusband and children! one by one, by sword

And ravenous plaguc, all perished : every tear
Dried up, despairing, désolate, on board

A British ship I waked, as from a trance restored.”

XXXV.
Here pansed she of all present thought forlorn,
Nor voice, nor souud, that moment’s pain expressed,
Yet Nature, with excess of gricf o’erborne,
From her fullseyes their watery load released.
He too was mute ; and, erc her weeping censed,
He rose,*and to the rym s portal went,
And saw the dawn opcmnrr the silvery east
‘With rays of promise, north and southward sent;
Apqd soon Witi crimson fire kindled the firmament,

¥

xx4vr.
“ O come;” ho cried, “ come, affer weary night
Of such rough storm, this happy change to view.”
So forth she eame, and enstward,looked ; the sight
Over her brow like dawn of gladness threw; -
Upon her cheekato shich its youthful hue
Seemed to return, dried tHe last lingering tear,
And from her grateful heart a fresh one drew:
The whilst her comrade to her pensive cheer
Tempeted it words of Lopg ; agd the lark warbled near.
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XXXWIE -0
They looked and saw a lengthening road, and wain
That rang down a bare slope not far remote s *
The barrows glistered briglet with drops of rain,
‘Whistled the waggoner Wlth merry note,
The cock far off sounded hls clarion throat ;
But town, or farm, or hamlét, none they viewed,
Only were told there stood a lonely cob
A long mile thence. ‘While thither they pursued
Their way, the Woman thus her mournful tale renewed.

¢ Peaceful as this immeasurable plain

Is now, by beams of dawning light imprest,

In the calm sunshine slept the glittering main ;
The very ocean hath its hour of rest. .

I too forgot the heavings of my breast.

How quiet 'round me ship and ocean were!*
As quiet all within me. I was blest,

And looked, and fed upon the silent au'

Until 1t seemed tofbring a joy to my ddspair,

xdxix.

Ah! how unlike thosg late terrifie sleeps,

And groans that rage of racking famine speke ;

The unburied dead that lay in festering heaps,

The breathing pestilence that rose like smoke,

The shriek that from the distanty baktle broke,
. The mine’s dire earthqunke, and the pallid host
Driven by the bomb’s incessant thunder-stroke

To loathsome vaults, where heart-sick anguish tossed,
Hope died, and fear itgelf in agony. was lost |
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. XL

Some mighty gulf of sepatation past,

1 seemed transported to anofher world; *

A thought resigned with pain, when from the mast
he impaticnt mariner the sail unfurled,

And, whistling, called the wind that hardly curled

@he sileat sen, From the swecet thoughts of home

And from all hope T was for ever hurled. .

For me—farthest from ‘earthly port to roam

‘Was best, could L but shun the spot where man might

come.

XLI,
And oft T thought (iny faney was so strong)
That T, at last, a resting-place had found ;
¢ Here will I dwell,’ said T, ¢ my whole life long,
Roaming the #limitable waters round;
ere will T live, of all but heaven disowned,
And end'my days upgn the peaceful flood.’—
To break my dream the vessel reached its bound ;
And homeless near a thousand homes I stood,
And near a thousand tables pined und wanted food.

. xtrr,
No help I sought ; \in sorrow tyrned adrift,
‘Was hopéless, as if cast on some bare rock ;
Nor morsel to my mouth that day did lift,
Nor raised my hand at any door to knock.
I lay where, witk his drowsy mates, the cock
From the eross-timber of an out-house hung:
Dismaliy tolled, that night, the city clock!
At morn my sick heart hunger scarcely stung,
Nor to the beggar’s langupge gould I fit my tongne.
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So passed a second day ; an{l, when the third
‘Was come, I tzied in vaip ihe crowd’s resort,
—Tnu deep despair, by frightful wishes stirred,
Near the sea-side I reached a ruined fort ;

There, pains which nature could no more m:pport
‘With blindness linked, did on my vitals fall ;

And, after many interruptions short,

Of hideous sense, I sank, nor ttep could crawl:
Unsought for was the help that did my life recal.

Borne to a hospital, I lay with brain

Drowsy and weak, and shattered memory ;

I heard my neighbours in their beds complain

Of many things which never iroubled ma—

Of feet still bustling round with busy glee,

Of looks where common kindness had no part,

Of service done with cold formality,

Fretting the fover round the languid hegrt,

And groans which, s they smid, might mako a dead
man start.

xif.
These things just served to stir tht: slumbering sense,
Nor pain nor pity in my bosom raised. )
With strength did memory return; and, thenco
Dismissed, again on open day I gazed,
At houses, men, and common light, atazed.
The lanes I sought, and, as ‘the sun retisd,
Came where beneath the trees a faggot blazed,
The travellers saw me weep, my fate inquired,
And gave me food—and rqst, more weicome, maro
¢ desired.



GUILT AND SORROW. + 63

Bough petters seemed thdy, trading soberly
With pahniered agses drivensfrom door.todoor ;
But life of happier sort sgp forth to me,’
d other joys my faney to allure—
The bag-pipe dinning on the midnight moor
¥ barn uplighted ; and companions boon,
Well met from fay with rovelry secure
Among the forest gladed, while jocund June
Rolled fast along the sky his warm and genial moon.

But ill they suited me—those journeys dark
O’er moor and mountain, miduight theft to hatch.!
To charm the surly house-dog’s faithful bark,
Or hang on tipstoe at the lifted latch.
The gloomy lantern, and the dim blue match, 5
The black®disguisc, the warning whistle shrill,
And ear still busy on its nightly watch,
‘Wero not for 1o, brought up in nothing ill:
Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts weve brooding
still. ’
. . xuvif,
‘What could I do, undided and unblest ?
My father k gone was every friend of thine :
And kindred of dead husband aresat best
Small help ; and, after marriage such as mine,
‘With little kindness wouldefo me incline,
Nor was I themw for toil or service fit;
My deep-drawn sighs no effort could confine ;
-In open air forgetful would I sit '
' Whele hotes, with idle armg ingnoping sorrow knit.
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XLIX.

The roads I paced, I loiteréd through the fields;
Contentedly, yet sometimes self-accused,” -
Trusted my life to what chance bounty yields,

Now coldly given, now utterly refused.

The ground I for my bed have often used :

But what afflicts my peace with kecnest ruth, -
Is that I have my inner self abused,

Foregone the home delight of’ constant truth,

And clear and open soul, so prized in fearless youth.

Through tears the rising sun I oft have viewed,
Through tears have seen him towards that world descend
‘Where my poor heart lost all its fortitude :

Three years a wanderer now my course 1 bend—

Oh! tell me whither—for no earthly friend

Have 1.”—She ceased, and-wegping turned‘ away ;

As if because her tale was at an end,

She wept ; becausc she had no more to say

Of that perpetua¥ weight which on hef spirit lay.

‘ir.

True sympathy the Sailor’s looks expressed,

His looks—for pondering he was mute the while.

Of social Order’s care for wretchedness,

Of Time’s sure help to calm and reconcile,

Joy's second spring and Hope’selong-trcasured smile,
"Pwns not for kim to speak—a man soutried,

Yet, to relieve her heart, in friendly style

Proverbial words of comfort he applicd,

And not in vain, whilg they went pacing side by side.
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. LIT.
Ere long, from heaps of tur}, before their sight,
Together smoking w1 the sun’s slant beam,
Risc various wreaths that imto one unite
‘Which high and higher mounts with silver glean: :
Fair spectacle,—but instantly a seream
TRence bursting shrill did all rgmark prevent ;
They paused, and hoard a hoarser voice blaspheme,
And female cries. Their course they thither hent,
And met a man who foamed with anger vehement.

LIIL,
A woman stood with quivering lips and pale,
And, pointing to a little child that lay
Stretched on the ground, began a piteous tale;
ITow in a simplc freak of thoughtless play
He had provoked his tather, who straightway. e
As if cacl blow were demdlier than the last,
8truck the poor innocent. Pallid with dismay
The Soldier's Wjdow heard and stoog aghast,
And stern looks on the man her grey-haired Copirade

cast.
[ ]

LIV.
His voice with indignation rising fhagh
Such further deed in manhood’s name forbade ;
The peasant, wild in passion, made®reply
‘With bitter insult and revilings sad ;
Asked him in scorn what business there ho had;
‘What kind of pll'znder he was hunting now ;
The gallows would one day of him be glad ;—
Though inward anguish damped the Sailor’s brow,

Yet caln he sgemed as thoughiss so hoignantwould allow.
oL, 1,
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LV.
Softly he stroked the child, who ]ay outstreiched
With face'to earth ; and, as the boy turned Tound
His battered head, a groan the Sailor fetched
As if he saw—there and upon that ground—
Strange repetition of the deadly wound -
He had himself inflicted. Through his brain
At once the griding iron passage found ;
Deluge of tender thoughts then rushed amain,
Nor could his sunken eyes the starting tear restrain.

LVI.
‘Within himself he said—What hearts have we!
The blessing this a father gives his child !
Yet happy thou, poor boy ! compared with me, -
Suffering not doing ill—fate far more mild.
The stranger’s looks and tears of wrath beguiled
The father, and relenting thoughts awoke ;
He kissed his son—=o all was reconciled.
Then, with a v01ce which inward trouble broke
Ere to his lips it ¢ame, the Sailor them bespoke.

LVII,
* Bad is the world, aud hard is ifie world’s law
Even for the man who wears the warmest Heece ;
Mouch need have ye ‘vhat time more closely draw
The bond of nature, all unkindness cease,
And that among so few there stfll b peace:
Else can, ye hope but with such numebus foes *
Your pains sball ever with your years increase P*’-—
“While from his heart the appropriate lesson flows,.
A correspondent. calmtatols gently o'er his woes. .
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Forthwith the pair passedbn; and dewn they look

Into a narrow vallgy’s pleasart sccne - *

‘Where wreaths of vapour tracked a winding brook,

“Phat babbled on through groves and meadows green ;

A low-roofed house peeped out the trces between;

Fhe dripping groves resound with cheerful lays,

And melancholy logings intervene

Of scatiered herds, that’in the meadow graze,

Some amid lingering shade, some touched by the sun’s
rays.

LIX,
They saw and heard, and, winding with the road,
Down a thick wood, they dropt into the vale;
Comfort, by prouder mansions unbestowed,

Their wearied frames, she hoped, would soon regale.
Erclong they reached that cottage in the dale :¢

It was a rustic inn ;—ghe board was spread,

The milk-maid followed with her brimming pail,

And lustily the master carved the bread,

Kindly the housewife pressed, and they in comfort fed.

Their breakfast done, the pair, though loth, must part-
‘Wanderers“whose course no longer now agrees.

She rose and bade farewell! and,ewhile her heart
Struggled with tears nor could its sorrow ease,

She left him there ; for, clustering round his knees,
‘With his onk-s®ff the cottage children played ;

And soon she reached a spot o’erhung with trees
And banks of ragged earth ; beneath the shade

Across the pebbly road a ln*tle tunnel strayed.
2
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+ LXI. L
A cart and horse-beside the'rivulet stood ;
Chequering the canvass 190f the sunbeams shone.
She saw the carman bend to scoop the flood
As the wain fronted her,—wherein lay one,
A pale-faced Woman, in disease far gone.
The carman wet her lips as well behoved ;
Bed under her lean body there was uone,
Though even to die near one she most had loved
She could not of herself those wasted limbs bave moved.

LXIIL.
The Soldier’s Widow learned with honest pain
And homefelt force of sympathy sincere,
‘Why thus that worn-out wretch must there sustain
The jolting road and morning air severe.
The wa'n pursued its way ; and following near
In pure compassion she her steps retraced
Far as the cottage. “ A sad sight is here,”
She cried aloud ; and forth ran out in hasto
The friends whom $he had left but a few minutes past.

While to the door with cagcr speed they ran,
From her bare straw the Woman half upraised
Her bony visage—gatint and deadly wan ;

No pity asking, on the group she gazed

‘With & dim eye, distracted and dnafed ;

Then sank tpon her straw with feeble fhoan.
Fervently cried the housewife—* God be prmsed
T have a house that I can call my own;

'Nor shall she perish tiere, untended and ulone! "
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hd LXIV,
So in they ‘bear her to thé chimney seat,
And busily, though yet with- fear, untie,
Her garments, and, to werm her icy feet
And chafe her temples, careful hands apply.
Nature reviving, with a deep-drawn sigh
8he strove, and not in vain, her head to rear;
Then said—“ T thgnk you all; ; if T must dxe,
The God in heaven my prayers for you will hear;
Till now I did not think my end had been so near.

LXY.
“ Barred every comfort Jabour could procure,
Suffering what no endurance could assuage,
I was compelled to scek my father’s door,
Though loth to be a burthen on his age.
But sickness stopped me in an early stage o
Of my sad journey ; amd within the wain
They placed me—there to end life’s pilgrinage,
Unless beneat] your roof I may repain :
For I shall never sec my father’s d0or again.

[]
LXVI.

“M) life, Meaven knows, hath lohg been burthensome;

But, if I have not meekly suffered, meek

May my end be! Soon will this Yoice be dumib :

Should child of mine e¢'er wander hither, speak

Of me, say that the worm is on my cheek.—

Torn from our*hut, that stood beside the sea

Neénr Portland lighthouse in a lonesome creck,

My husband served in sad captivity

On shprmrd bound till pencd or death should sef
~ him free,
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LXVIL .
“ A sailor’s w ifeeI knew a %idow’s cares,
Yot two sweet little onet, partook my bed;
Hope cheered my dreams, and to my daily prayers
Our heavenly Father granted each day’s bread ;
Till one was found by stroke of violencetdead,
‘Whose body ncar our cottage chanced to lie; ‘
A dire suspicion drove us from our.shed ;
In vain to find a friendly facé we try,
Nor could we live together those poor boys and I;

L4

LXVIII,
“For evil tongues made oath how on that day
My husband lurked about the neighbourhood ;
Now he had fled, and whither none could say,
And 7%e had done the deed in the dark wood—
Near his own home !—but he was 1ild and good ;
Never on earth was gentler creature seen ;'
He'd not have robbed the raven of its food.
My husband’s loving kindness stood between
Me and all worldly harms and wrongs however keen.”

LXIX,
Alas! the thing sheold with labouring breath
The Sailor knew too well. That wickedness
Ifis hand had wrought ; and when, in the hour of death,
He saw his Wife's lips move his name to bless
'With her last words, unaBlo to‘suppross
His anguish, with his heart he ceased*to strive;
And, weeping loud in this extreme distress,
He cried—* Do pity me! That thou shouldst live
, I neither ask nor wish—fprgive me, but forgive!”
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To tell the change that Vgice within her wrought
Nature vy sign or, sound made no ess-w, .

A sudden j joy surprised explruw thought

A nd every mortal pang. dissolved away.

Borne gently to a bed, in death she lay;

Yet still while over her the husband bent,

A look was in her face which *seemed to say,

«Be blest; by sight of shee from heaven was sent
Peace to my parting soul, the fulness of content.”

LXXI.
She slept in peace,—his pulses throbbed and stopped,
Breathless he gazed upon her fate,—then took
Her hand in his, and raised it, but both dropped,
‘When on his ewn he cast a rueful look.
His ears were never silent; sleep forsook
His burning eyclids stretched and stiff as lead%
All night from time to time under him shook
The floor as he lay shuddering on his bed;
And oft he grdauncd aloud, “Q God,¢hat I were dead!”

xR,
The Soldier’s Widc v lingered in the cot,
And, when he rose, he thanked her pious care
'J‘hrough which his Wite, to thatekind shelter brought
Died in his arms; and with those thanks a prayer
He breathed for-’her, aud for that merciful pair.
The corse intarred, not one hour he remained
Beneath their roof, but to the open air
* A burthen, now with fortitude sustained,
, }{e bore within a breast v}.herq dreadful quiet reigned.
- )
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LXXII.
Confirmed of purpose, fearlessly prepared
¥or act and suffering, 1o the city straight
He _]ourneyed and forthwith his crime declared:
« And from your doom,” h¢ added, “now I wait,
Nor let it linger long, the murderer’s fate.”
Not ineffectifal was that piteous claim .
“ O welcome sentence which will end though late,”
He said, “the pangs that to my conscience came
Out of that deed. My trust, Saviour! is in thy name!’

LXX1V.

His fate was pitied. Him in iron case
(Reader, forgive the intolerable thought)
They hung not :—no one on Ais form or face
Could gaze, as on a show by idlers sought ;
No kindred sufferer, to bis death-place brought
By lawless curiosity or chance,
‘When into storm ths cvening fky is w romrht
Upon his swinging corse an eye can glnncc,
And drop, as he ouce dropped, in miscrable trance.

L, 1703-4.
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TOE BORDERLRS. -
A Tragedy.

L]

this dramatic wmk I have little to say in addition to the
short note which will be found gt the end of the volume, It
was composed at Rucedown in‘l)orsethh:re duting the latter
port of the year®1793,aand in the course of the following
year. Had it heen the work of a later period of life, it
would have been different in snme respects from what it is
now. The plot would have heen something more complex,
and a grcater variety of chaiacters introduced to rehieve the
mind frone the pessure of incidents so mournful. The
maoners also would Lave bieen more atteuded to. My care
was almost exclusively given to the passions and the characters,
and the posilion in which the persons in the Drama stood
relatively to cach other, that the reader (for I had then no
thought of the Stage) might be moved, and 1o a dezree
instructed, by lights penctiating somewhat into the depths of
our nature. In this endeavour, I cannot think, upon a very
1ate regew, that I bave failed. As to the seene and Yeriod of
action, little more wag required for my purpose than the
absence of established law and governmment ; so that the agents
might be at liberty to act on their own impulses. Nevertheless
I do remembeg that, having a wish to.colvar the manners in
some degree from lueal listory more®than my knowledge
enabled me to do, I read Redpath’s ** History of the Bordurs,”
but found there mothing to my purpose, I once made an
observation to Bir Walter Scttt, in which he concuned, that
it was difficult to conceive how so dull a book could be written
on such a subject. Much about the same time, but a little
after, Coleridge was employed in wnting his tragedy of
“*Remorse,” and it happened that suon after, through one of
the Mr. Pooles, Mr.Pl'(night the acu?rhheard that we had been
engaged in writing Plays, and upon his suggestion mine was
curtailed, and Iebeligve Coleridge’s also was offered to Mr.
Harris, r of Covent Garden. For, myrelf, I had no
hape nor evef®a wish (though a succesaful play would, in the
then state of my finances, have been & most welcome piece of
foad fortune) that he should accept my performance ; so that
iriourred mo disappointwent when the piece was Judiciously
returned as not caleulated for the@Siage, In this judgment &
L] *
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x  entircly concurred, and had it been otherwise, it was so patural
for me to shrink from public notice, that any hope I might
have had of suocess would nds have reconciled me altogether to
such an® exbibition. M. C.’s Play yas, as is well known,
brought forward several years after through the kindness of
Mr. Sheridan. In conclusiof® I may observe that while I was
composing this Play I wrote a short cssay illustrative of tHat
constitution and those tendencies of human nagure which make
the apparently motiveless actions of bad men intelligible to
carcful observers, This was partly done with reference to the
character of Oswald, ahd his persevesjng endeavour {o lead
the man he disliked into so heipous a #rfwe ; but still more to
preserve in my distinet remembrance what I had observed of
transition in character, and the reflections I had been led to
make during the time T was a witness of the changes through
which the French Revolution passed.]

DRAMATIS TERSONZE.

MARMADUEE. Forester.

QOswALD. ELpnep, a Peasant.

Eu.um:. Ofggel]}an;: of Peasant, Pilgrims, &c.
CY. ) .

Lexnvox. IpoxEa,

Hnnn:}:. Female Beggar.

\gn.r ,Servantto MARMADUKE. %mumon, Wife t0 ELpRED.
ost.

ScexE, Borders of England and Scotland.
'.[‘u:,\r., the Reiyn of Henry 11].

READFRS already acquainted with my Poems, will recognise, in
the following composition, some eight or ten lines, which I havo
‘not scrupled to retain in the places where they origimally stood.
It is proper however to add, that they would not have been used

* elsewhere, if I had foreseen the time when I might be induced t;
* publish this Tragedy. . ;

. February 28, 1842,

ACT L _
¢
- SOoENE, road in a Wood, ¢
- . ' WaLLaoe and Lacy, R
Lacy. The troop will be impatient ; let ns lie
, Back to our post, aud strip the Scottish Foray .
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Of their rich Spoil,“ere they recross the Border.
—Pity that our young Chef will hauc 10 part
In this good serviec. .
Wal. Rather let us gneve
'fhnt in the undertaking which has caused
His abseuce, he hath sounht whate’er his aim,
Companionship with One of crooked ways,
From whose pervewted soul can come no good -
To our confiding, opeu-heartcd Leader.
ZLacy. True; aud, remembering how the Band have
proved
That Oswald finds small favour in our sight,
Well may we wonder he has gained such power
Over our much-loved Captain,
Wal. I have heard
Of some dark deed to which in early life
His passion drove him—then a Voyager
Upon the*midland Sea, You knew his bearind
In Palestine ?
Lacy. Where he despised alike
Mahommiedan and Christian. Bufsenough;;
Let us begone—the Band may else be fuiled. »
N [Excunt,
Enter MARMADUKE and WILFRED,
Wil. Be cautious, my dear Master!
Mar, I perceive
That fear is like a clonk which ofd men huddle
About their love,gs if to keep it warm.
Wil. Nay, but I grievothat we should part. This
Stranger,
For such he js——
Mar. . Your busy fancies, lefred
Might tempt me to & smilg s bht what of him ?
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7. You know that you have saved his life.

Alar, . ] ;l know it.

Wil. And ihat be hafes you!—Pardon me, perhaps
That word was hasty.

Mar. Fy! no more of it.

Wil. Dear Master! gratitude ’s a he#vy burden
To a proud Soul.—Nobody loves this Oswald— ¢
Yourself, you do not love bim.

Mar. * I do more,

I honour him. Strong feelings to his heart

Are natural ; and from no one can be learnt

More of man’s thoughts and ways than his experience
Jas given him power to teach: and then for courage
And enterprise—what perils hath he shunned ?

‘What obstacles hath he failed 1o overcome P

Answer these questions, from our common knowled re,
And be at rest.

. Oh, Sir! .

Aar. Place, my good Wilfred;
Repair to Liddesdale, and tell the Band
1 shall be with them in two days, at farthest.

Wile May Ile whose eye is over all protect yon !

(&t

Enter O8waLD (a bunch of plants in his hand).
Osw. This wood is tich in planfs and curious simples.
Mar. (looking at them). The wild rose, and the
poppy, and the nightshade :
Which is your favourite, Oswald ? |

Osw. ’ ¢ That which, while it is
Strong to destroy, is also strong to hefl—
{Looking forward,

Not yot in sight I—We'll saunter here awhile;
They cannot mount tif hiJl, by us unseen,



Y

» THE BORDERERS. $7

MMar. (a letter in his hand). It is no common thing
when one like you ¢ »
Performs these delécate serviegs, and theref'ore
I feel myself much bounden to you, Oswald ;
"Ms a strange letter this '—You saw her write it ?
Osw. And taw the tears with which she blotted it.
®Mar. And nothing less would satisfy him ?
Osw. No lesss
For that another in " his Child’s affection
Should hold a place, as if 'twere robbery,
He seemed to quarrel with the very thought.
Besides, I know not what strange prejudice
Ts rooted in his mind ; this Band of ours,
‘Which you've collected for the noblest ends,
Along the confines of the Esk and Tweed
To guard the Innocent—he calls us * Outlaws;”
And, for yourself, in plain terms he asserts
This garb was taken up that indolence
Might want no cover, and rapacity
Be better fed.
Alar. *Ne'er may I own the heart
That cannot feel for one, helpless as he is. v
Osw. Thou know'st me for a Man not easily moved,
Yet was I grievously ‘provoked to think

™

Of what I witnessed.
BMar. This day \\'xll suffice
To end her wrongs.
Osio. ' But if tho blind Man’s tale '
Should yet be true YR :
“Mar. ® Would it were possible !

Did not the soldier tell thee that himself,
And others who survived the w:;eck, bebeld
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The Baron Herbert perish in the waves
Upon the coast of Cyprus ¢

Osw. * Yes, gven so, ¢
And T had héard the like Qefore : in sooth
The tale of this his quondam Barony
Is cunningly devised ; and, on the back
Of his forlorn appearance, could not fail
To make the proud and vain his trjbutarics,

Aud stir the pulse of lazy churity.

The seignorics of Herbert are in Devon ;

‘We, neighbours of the Esk and Tweed : ’tis much
The Arch-Impostor—

Mar. Treat him gently, Oswald 5

Though I have never seen his face, methinks,
There cannot come a day when I shall ceasc
To love him. I remember, when a Bo
Of scarcely seven yecars’ growth, beneath the Eha
That easts its shade over our village school,
"Twas my delight to sit and héar Idonea
Repeat her Father's terrible adventures,
Till all the band gf play-mates wept together;
Aud that was the beginning of my love,
And, through all converse of our later years,
An image of this old Ma still was present,
‘When I had been mest happy. *Lardon me
If this be idly spoken.

Osw, «  See, they come,
Two Travellers!

* Mar (points). The wowan is Idbnea.

Osw. And leading Herbert. .

Mar. We must let them pass—
This thicket will ¢onceal us. [They step asides
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Enter InoNEA, leading HERBERT blind,
1don. Dear Father, you sigh deeply ; ever since
We left the willow; shade by the brook-side,
Your natural breathing hag been troubled.
®Her, Nay,
You are too fearful ; yet must I confess,
Our march of yesterday had better suited
A firmer step than jnine. *
Idon. ¢ That dismal Moor—
In spite 6f all the larks that cheered our path,
I never can forgive it: but how steadily
You paced along, when the bewildering moonlight
Mocked me with many a strange fantastic shape !—
I thought the Convent never would appear ;
It seemed to move away from us: and yet,
That you are thus the fault is mine; for the air
‘Was soft and warm, no-dew lay on the grass,
And midway on the waste cre night bad fallen *
I spied a Covert walled and roofed with sods—
A miniature ; belike some Shepherd-boy,
‘Who might have found a nothing-dajng hour
Heavier than work, raised it : within that hut .,
‘We might have made a kindly bed of heath,
And thankfully there rested side by side
‘Wrapped in our cloaks, and, witk recruited strength,
Have bailed the morning sun. But cheerily, Father,-—
That staff of yours, I could almost have heart
To fling’t away from you: you make no use
Of me, or of my streffgth ;-vcome, let me feel
That you do prlss upon me, There—indeed
You are quite exhausted. Let us rest awhile
‘O this green bank. [ sits down,
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Iler. (after some time). Idonca,*you are silent,
And I divino the cause. ¢

Idon. * - ¢+ Do not réproach me:

I pondered patiently your wish and will

‘When I gave way to your request ; and now,
‘When I behold the ruins of that face, *

Those eyeballs dark—dark beyond hope of light,
And think that they w ere blasted for my sake,
The name of Marmaduke is blown away :
Father, I would not change that sacred feeling
For all this world can give.

Her. Nay, be composed :
Few minutes gone a faintness overspread
My frame, and I bethought me of two things
I ne'er had heart to soparate—my grave,

And thee, my Cluld! ‘

Idon. Believe me, honoured Sire!
*Tis wlariness that breeds thesg gloomy farfcies,
And you mistake the cause : you hear the woods
Resound with music, could you see the sun,
And look upon th% pleasant face of Ndture

Hers 1 compreheud thee—1 should be as choerful
As if we two were twins;, two songsters bred
In the same nest, my apnng-tuny one with thine.
My fancies, fancics if’ they be, are such
As come, dear Child! from a far deeper source
Than bodily wearines. While here we sit
I feel my strength returning.—Thebequest
Of thy kind Patroness, wilch to receive
‘We have thus for adventured, will sufilce
To save thee from the extremo of penury;

But when thy Father must lic down and die,
How wilt thou stand along ?
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Idon. Is he not strong ?
Is he not valiant ? .
Her. * Am I thea so soon °,
Forgotten ? have my warnhgs passed so quickly
0nt of thy mind ? My dear, my only, Cluld ;
Thou wouldst*be leaning on a broken reed—
This Marmaduhe~—
Idon. s O could you hear his voice :
Alas! you do not know him. 1Ie1s one
(I wot not what 11l tongue has wronged lim with you)
All gentleness and love. IIis face bespeaks
A deep and simple meekness: and that Soul,
‘Which with the motion of a virtuous act
Flashes a look of terror upon guilt,
Is, after conflict, quict as the ocean,
By a miraculous finger, stilled at once.
Her. Unbappy Woman! .
n . . Nay, it was my duty
Thus much to speak ; but think not I forget —
Dear Father! how could I forget and live—
You and the story of that doleful night
‘When, Antioch blazing to her topmost towers, *
You rushed into the murderoys flames, returned
Blind aa the grave, but, as you oft have told me,
Clasping your infant lfaughtcr to your heart.
Her. Thy Mother tool—scarce had I gained the door,
T caught her voice ; she threw herself upon me,
I felt thy infant brogher in her arms ;
Bhe saw my blasted face—a ®de of soldiers
That instant rusifed between us, and I heard
Her last death-shriek, distinct among a thousand.
Xdon. Nay, Father, stop not; Igt me hear it all.

Her. Dear Daughter! precjous relic of that timo—
You I :
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Tor my old age, it doth remain with thee
To make it whet thou wiks. Thou hast been told,
That when, on our ret'irn from P.lestine,
I found how my domains had been usurped,
T took thee in my arms, and we began
Our wanderings together. Providence
At length conducted us to Rossland,—there,
Our melancholy story moved a Stranger
To take thee to her home—and for myself,
Soon after, the good Abbot of St. Cuthbert’s
Supplied my helplessness with food and raiment,
And, s thou know’st, gave me that humble Cot
‘Where now we dwell.—For many years I boro
Thy absence, till old age and fresh infirmitics
Exacted thy return, and our reunion.
I did not think that, during that long absence,
My Child, forgetful of the name of Herbert,
Had given her love to a wild Freebooter;
‘Who here, upon the borders of the Tweed,
Doth prey alike on two distracted Countries,
Traitor to both.'

Idvn. Oh, could you hear his voice!,
I will not call on Heaven to vouch for me,
Bat let this kiss speak what is in my heart.

Enter a Peasant,

Prea. Good morrow, Strangers! If you wanta Gide,
Let me bave leave to serve you la

Tdon. My Companion
Hath need of rest; the a:ght of IIdb or Hosba)
“Would be wmost weloome.

DLen, Yon white howthors, M
You will look down intp & dell, and there ;
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Will sce an ash from w lnch a sign-board hangs;
The house is hidden by thekhade. Old Man,
You'seem worn oui’with tray refl—shall I support you ?
&er. 1 thank you; but, a rosting-place so near,
"Twere wrong| to troubh you,
Lea. God speed you both.
M [Evrit Peasant.
Her. Tdonea, we thust part.  1le not alarmed —
*Tis but for a fow days —n thought has struck me.
Zdon. That T should leave you at this house, and
thence
Proceed alone. Tt shall be so; for strength
Would fail you ere our journey’s end be reached.
[L <t HEnBLRT 8upported by IDoNEA,

Re enter MARMAD! hE and OsWALD.

Aar, Thw instant will we stop him *

Osw. Be not basty,
For, sometimes, in despite of my conviction,
He tempted me to think the Story trae;
Tis plain he loves the Maid, and what ho sa:d «
That savoured of aversion to thy name
Appeared the genuine colour of his soul—
Anxiety lest mischief should befal her
After his death,

Aar, T have been much deceived.

Oaw, But sure he,loves tho Maiden, and never love
Could find delight to Murse itself so strangely,
*fhiux o torment®her with inventions J+~death—
'l'berg mmt be truth in this.

Truth in his story !

m mm have feld it then, known what it wa-,
a2
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And in such wise to rack her gentle heart

Had been a tentfold crueltly. “
Osw. ’ » Strahge pleasures
Do we poor mortals cater'for ourselves ! ¢

To see him thus provoke her tenderness
With tales of weakness and infirmity !
I'd wager on his life for twenty years.

Mar. We will not waste an hdur in such a cause.

Osw. 'Why, this is noble! shake her off at once.

Mur. Her virtues are his instruments.—A Man
‘Who has so practised on the world’s cold sense,

May well deceive his Child—what! leave her thus,
A prey to a deceiver P—no—no—no—
*Tis but a word and then——

Osw. Something is here
More than we see, or whence this strong aversion ?
Marmaduke! I suspect unworthy tales
Have reached his ear—you hgve had eneniies.

Mar. Enemies !—of his own coinage.

Osw. That may be,
But wherefore slight protection such as you
Have®power to yicld ? perhaps ho looks elsewhere.—
I am perplexed. c

Mar. ‘What hast thpu heard or seen ?

Qsw. No—no—the thing stands clear of mystery ;
(As you have said), he coins himself the slander
‘With which he taints her ear ;—for a plain reason ;
He dreads the presence of a vighuous man .

Like you ; he knows your eye would search his heart,
‘Your justice stamp upou his evil deeds
The punishment they merit. All is plain:
it cannot be—e—
Mar, Whay,cannot be
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Osue. ° Yet that a Father
Should in his love admit no #ivalship, o
And torture thus th® heart of 14s own Chi}d——
%(ar Nay, you abuse my ¥riendship!
\ Heaven forbid l—
There was a clrcumst.mce, trifling indeed—
Tt $truck me at the time—yet I believe
I never should have *hought of 1 again
But for thoe scene which we by chance have witnessed.
AMar. What is your meaning ?
Osw. Two days gone I saw,
Though at a distance and he was disguised,
Hovering round Ilerbert's door, a man whose figure
Resembled much that cold voluptuary,
The villain, Clifford. e hates you, and he knows
‘Where he can stab you deepest.
Mar. Clifford never |
‘Would stoo) to skulk about a Cottage dvor—
It could not be.
Osw. And yet I now remember,
That, when your praise was warm upen my tongue,
And the blind Man was told how you had rescued
A maiden from the ruffian violence
Of this same Clifford, he became impaticnt
And would not hear me.
Mar. No—it cpnnot be—
I dare not trust myself with such a thought—
Yet whence this strazge aversion? You are a man

Not used to rul%conjectureu——-—-

Osto. If you dvew it
A thing worth further notice, we must act
With cuution, sift the matter artfully. .

{Bveunt MaRuADUEE and OswALD,
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tnry, the dapr of the Iostel.

$ Fr\mrnrf ID'O.\F \, rlml. Host.

Her.(seated). As I am dear to you, remember, Child!
Thia last request. .

Idox. You know me, Sire ; farewell!,

Her. And are you gning then?  Come, come, Idonea,
‘We must not part,—I have, measured many a league
When these old limbs had nced of rest,—and now
I will not play the sluggard.

Idon. Nay, sit down,

| tng to Host,
Good Iost, such tendance as you would expect
From your own Children, if yourself were sick,
Let this ol Man find at your hands ; poor Leader,
[Eooking at the dog. -

‘We yoon shall meet again. If thou neglect
This chargo of thine, then ill hefal theo —Look,
The little fool is loth to stay behind. .
Sir Host! by all the love you bear to courtesy,
Take eare of lun, and feed the truant well,

Hpost. Fear not, I will obey you;—but One so young,
And One so fair, it goes against my heart
That you shonld travel unatterled, Lady '—
T have a palfrey and a groom : the lad
Shall squire you, (;vould it not be better, Sir £)
And for less fee than I would let him rua
Hor any lady 1 have seen ihis te#®lvemonth,

Jdon. You know, Bir, I have been tog long your guard
Not to have learnt to laugh at little fears.
‘Why, if & wolf should leap from out a thicket, ,
A Toolof mine would send him scouring bagk,”

i ~
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Unless I difier from«the thing I am
‘When yop are by my side., .
Her. . Ionea, wolves
Ave not the enemies that move my fears’
®Lion. No more, 1 pray,of this. Three days at farthest
Will bring m® bach—protect him, Saints—favewell !
(] [Ezut IDONEA.
Host. "Tis never, drought with us—3St. Cuthbert
and his Pilgrims, ¢
Thanks to thew, are to us a stream of comfort
Pity the Maiden did not wait a while;
She could not, Sir, have fuiled of company.
Ier. Now she is gone, 1 fain would call her back,
Host (calling). Holla!
Her, Nu, no, the business must be done,~
‘What means this riotous noise ? ,
Host. The villagers
Are flocking in—a wedding festival— .
That’s all—God save you, Sir.

Luter Oswarp, -

Osw, Ha! as T live,
The Baron Ierbert. .
Host. « Merey, the Baron Herbert!

Osw. So far into your journey! on my life,
You are a lusty Traveller. Bub how fare you?

Her. Well as the wreck I am permuts. And you,

Sir? *a

Osw. 1 do yot see Idonea.

Her, Dutiful Girl,
She is gone before, to spare my weariness. '
But what has brought you hither ¥
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" Osue. « A slight affair,
That will be soon despatengd. .

Her., - . Did Marmaduke
Receive that letter ? .

Osw. Be at peace.—The tie -

Is broken, you will hear no more of kim.!
Her. This is true comfort,thanks a thousand times!--

That noise !—would I lrd gone wifh her as far

As the Lord Clifford’s Castle: I have heard

That, in his milder moods, he has expressed
Compassion for me. His influence is great

‘With Henry, our good King ;—the Baron might
Have heard my suit, and urged my plea at Court.

No matter—he’s a dangerous Man.—That noise !—
*Tis too disorderly for sleep or rest.

Tdonea would have fears for me,—the Convent

‘Will give me quiet lodging. You havea 'boy,gdod Host,
And hermust lead me back.

. Osw. Yon are most lucky ;

"I have been waiting in the woed hard by
For a companion—here he comes ; our journey

¢ Enter MARMADUKE.

Lies on your way ; accept Us as your Guides.
Her. Alas! I creep so slowly, *

-, Onw. Never fear; -
We'll not complain of that.
Her. My ligbs are stiff

- And need repose. Could yeu but’wait an hour?’
* " Qsw. Most willingly !'—Come, let ne¥%ead you ir,
'A’WP" whiles you take your rest, think not of us R
‘Il stroll into the wood ; lean on myarm. . 7w
[ﬂudackﬂ enpxfe :m the howse,  Exit lhnnnvn.’

¢
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*Enter Villagers,
Osw. ({o himself coming qut of the JHostel). 1 have
prepared a tnost apt Iystrument-— *
The Vagrant must, no doubt, be loitering somewhere
ABout this ground; she hath a tongue well skilled,
By mingling hatural matter of her own
‘With all the daring fictions I have taught her,

To win belief, suchas my plot ‘requires.
. [Ezit OswaLD.

Enter more Villagers, @ Musician among them.

Host (to them). Into the court, my Friend, and
perch yourself
Aloft upon the elm-tree. Pretty Maids,
Garlands and flowers, and cakes and merry thoughts,
Are here, to send the sun into the west
More speedily than you belike would wish.

SoxNE chanyes to the Wood adjoining the Hostel—MARMADUKE
and OSWALD entering.:
Mar. T would fain hope that we deceive ourgelves:
‘When first I saw him sitting there, alone,
It struck upon my heart I know not how,
Osw, To-day will Clear up all.—You marked a
Cottage,
_That ragged Dwelling, close benedth a rock
By the brook-side : jt is the abode of One,
" A Maiden innocen‘t'tkdl ensttared by Clifford,
‘Who soon grew*weary of her; but, alas!
‘Wit she had seen and suffered turned her brain.
Cast off by her Betrayer, she dwells alone,
Nor moves her hands to any needful work
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She eats her food which every day the peasants
Bring to her huj; and so tho Wreteh has lived
Ten years} and no onegver heard ber voice §
But every night at the first stroke of twelve
She quits her house, and, in the m\lghbourum Chur#h.
yard
Upon the self-same spot, in rain or storm, ¢
8he paces out the hour *twixt twe]ve and one—
She paces round and round #n Infant’s grave,
And in the churchyard sod her feet have worn
A hollow ring; ihey say it is hnee-decp
Ah! what is here ?
[1 female Beggar rises up, rubbing her eyes as if in slecp—
a Chald in her aims,
Beg. Oh! Gentlemen, I thank you;
T've had the saddest dream that ever troubled
The heart of living creature.—My poor Babe
‘Was érying, as 1 thought, erying for bread,
‘When I had none to give him ; whereupon,
I put a slip of foxglove in his hand,
‘Which pleased hjm so, that he was hushed at once ;
‘When, into one of thoso same spotied bells
A bee came darting, which the Child with joy
Tmprisoned there, and héld it to his car,
And sudden’y grew black, as h#would die.

Mar. We have no time for this, my babbling Gossip;
Here's what will cdnfort you. [ Gives her money.
Bey. The Saints reward you

For thin good deed |—Wall, Sir/ This passed away;
And afterwards I funcied, a strange deg,

Trotting alono along the beaten road,

Lame to my child as by my side he elept

+And, fondling, licked*his fm, then on & sudden *
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Snapped fierce to nmke a morsel of his head :*
But herg e is, [kissing ﬂie Child] it must have been
a dream, ¢ ’ .
_ Osw. When next inclined to sleep, tdke my advice,
ud put your head, good Woman, under cover.
Beg. Oh, %ir, you would not talk thus, if you knew
What life is this of ours, how sleep will master
The weary-worn.—You gentlefolk have got
‘Warm chambers to yons wish. I'd rather be
A stone than what I am.—But two nights gone,
The darkness overtook mé—wind and rain
Beat hard upon my head—and yct I saw
A glow-worm, through the covert of the furze,
Shine calmly as if nothing ailed the sky :
At which I half accuscd the God in Heaven.—
You must forgive me.
Osw. Ay, and if you think
The Fairdes are to blame, and you should chide
.Your favourite saint—no matter—this good day
Has made amends.
Beg. Thanks to you hoth ; but, O sir?,
*How would you like to travel on whole hourg '
As.I have done, my eyes upon the ground,
Bgpecting still, T knew not how, to find
_ A plece of money ghittering through the dust.
- Map, 'This woman is a prater. Pray, good Lady !
" Qé;ybg; tell fortunes ? ¢ : :
i Beg Oh Sir, you are like the rest. ..
"z’f‘l‘ljig':létﬁe-one—:i?cuﬁs mo to the heart— i
.- Well1. they wight tuwn » beggar from their doors,
"Byt thére are Mothers who can see the Babe ~ "=

Hm st my breast, and ask we wheye I liopght i‘a’. N
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This they can do, and look upon ny face—
But you, Sir, shquld be kingder. .
Aar. . Comt hither, Fathers,
And learn what nature is fsom this poor Wretch!
Beg. Ay, Sir, there’s nobody that feels for us.
Why now—but yesterday I overtook
A blind old Greybeard and accosted him,
T’ th’ name of all the Seints, and by the Mass
ITe should have used me better !—Charity !
1f yon can melt a rock, he is your man;
But I'll be cven with him—here again
Have I been waiting for him,

Osw. Well, but softly,
‘Who is it that hath wronged you ?
Beg. Mark you me;

T'll point him out ;—a Maiden is his gujde,
Lovely as Spring’s first rose; a little dog,
Tied byea woollen cord, moves on before ¢
With look as sad as he were dumb ; the cur,
T owe him no ill will, but in good sooth
He does his Masteg credit.

Mar. As I live,
*Tis Herbert and no other}

Beg. *"Tis a feast to seo him,
Lank as a ghost and t1], his shoulders bent,
And long beard white with age—yet evermore,
As if he were the only Saint on earth,

He turns his face to heaven. -~

Osw. * But why sg violent
Against this venerable Man ?

Bey. 1l tell you:

He hus the very hardest heart on earth;
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I had as lief turn td the Friar’s school
And knogk for entrance, i in mid holiday.
Mar. But to your story ? .
Beyg. ¢ T was aaymg, Sir—
'Well I-—he has often spurned me like a toad,
Bat yesterday was worse than all ;—at last
Povertook him, Sirs, my Babe and I,
And begged a littlenid for chdrity :
But he was snappish as 2 cottage cur.
‘Well then, says I—I'll out with it; at which
I cast a look upon the Girl, and felt
As if my heart would burst ; and so I left him.
Osw. I think, good Woman, you are the very person
‘Whom, but some few days past, I saw in Eskdale,
At Herbert’s door.
Beg. . Ay ; and if truth were known
I hnve good business there.
 Osw. o I met you at the thréshold,

And he seemed angry.

Beg. Angry! well he might;
And long as I can stir I'll dog him.-- Yesterday,
To serve me so, and knowing that he owes
The best of all he has to me and mine.

- But 'tis all over now.—That’good old Lady
Has left a power of riches ; and, 4 say it,
If there's a lawyer in the lnnd the knave
Shall give me half.

- Ono. - What's this ?-—-I fear, good Woman,
You have been insolent,

- Bcg ¢ And there's the Baron,
I spied him skulking in his peasant’s dress.
. Onw. How say you £ in disguise P—
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Alar. But what's your business
With Herbert or his Daughter ?
Bey. R ) Ddughter! trul)-—

But how’s the day ?—1I fedr, my httle Boy,
‘We've overslept ourselves. —Sus, have you seen him ?
| Offers to go.
Mer. I must have more of this ;—you shall not stir
An inch, till I am answered. Kmw you aught
That doth concern this erBert ?

Beg. You are provoked,
And will misuse me, Sir?
Mar. No trifling, Woman -
Osw. You are as safe as m a sanctuary ;
Speak.
Mar. Speak!
Beg. I1e is a most hard-hesrted Man,
Mar Your life 1s at my mercy.
Beg. Do not harm me,

And I will tell you all!'—You know not, Sir,
What strong temptations press upon the Poor,
Osw. Speak ou.
Begs Oh Sir, I've been a wicked Womum
Om. Nay, but speak qut!
Beg. Ile flattercd me, and said
‘What harvest it would bring us both; and so,
1 ported with the Cluld.
Mar, Parted with whom P
Bog. Tdonea, as he cnlls her; put the Girl
s mine.
Mar. Yours, Woman! are you Hesbert's wife?
Beg. Wife, Sir! his wife—not I; my busband, Sir,
‘Was of Kirkoswald—many a snowy winter
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We’'ve weathered odt together. My poor Gilfred!
He has heen two years in his grave. ,
Mar. ’ ? Enough.
Osw. We've solved the #iddle—Miscreant !
ar. Do you,
Good Dame, Fepair to Liddesdale and wait
Por my return; be sure you shall have justice.
Osw. A lucky woman! gof you have done good
service. ¢ [dside.
Mar. (fo himself). Etcrnal praives on the power
that saved her! —
Osw. (gives her money). ere's for your little boy—
and when you christen him
I'll be his Godfather.
Beg. Oh Sir, you are merry with me.
In grange or farm this ITundred scarcely owns
A dog that docs not know me.—These good Folks,
Yor love of God, I st not pass their doors ;®
But T'll be back with my best speed : for you—
God bless and thank you both, my gentle Masters.
. [ Exit Boggar.
Aay, (to himself). The cruel Viper !—Toordevoted
Maid,
Now I do love thee.
Osw. *I am thunderstruck.
Mar. Where is she—holla !
[Chlling to the Beggar, who relurns ; ke looks at her
stedfuatly.
You are Idonea’s mother P—
Niy, be not t&rrified—it does me good
o ook upon you.
Osto. (interrupling). Ina pegsant’s dress
You saw, who was it ?
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.Be_q. Nay, I dare not speak ;
Xe is a man, if it should come to lus ears
I never shall Jbe heard ¢f more. *

Osw. v Lord Clifford ?

Beg. What can T do ? lelieve me, gont]e Sirs,
I love her, though T dare not call her daughter.

Osw. Lord Chifford—did you see him talk with

Herbert ? . .

Beg. Yes, to my sorrow—*under the great onk
At Herbert’s door—and when he stood beside
The blind Man—at the silent Girl he looked
‘With such a look—it makes me tremble, Sir,

To think of it.

Osw. Enough! you may depart.
Alar (to Iumelf) Father!—to God himself we
cannot give

A holier name ; and, under such a mmk

To lead a Spmt spotless as the blessed, ¢

To that abhorrdd den of brutish vice !—

Oswald, the firm foundation of my life

Is going from under me ; theso strange discoveries—
Looked, at from every point of fear or hope,

Daty, or love—involve, I feel, my ruin.

‘AcT IL

Sokxng, 4 Chamber in the Hostel—OswatP alone, rising from a
Table on which he had been wn iting.
Osw. They chose %im for their Chief !~ what
covert part
He, in the preference, Snodes®. Youth, might take,
‘ s
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I neither know mor care. The fnsult bred

More of contempt than hatyed ; both are flown ;
That either e’er existed is my yhame: °,

*I'was a dull spark—a most ‘unnatural fire

That died the moment the air breathed upon it.
—These fools of feeling are mere birds of winter
THat haunt some barren island of the north,
Wiiere, if a famishing man strefch forth his hand,
They think it is to feed thtm. I have left him
To solitary meditation ;—now

For a few swelling phrases, and a flash

Of truth, enough to dazzle aud to blind,

And be is mine for ever—here he comes,

L'nter MARMADUKE.
Mar. These ten years she has moved her lips all day

And never speaks! .
Osw. . Whoisit?
Mar, T have secen her.

Osw. Oh! the poor tenant of that ragged homestead,
Hor whom the Mouster, Clifford, drove to madness.
Mar. T met a peasant near the spot; he told tue,
These ten years she had sate gl day alone
Within those empty walls.
Osw, I too fave scen her;
Chancing to pass this way some six months gone,
At midnight, I betook me to the C}mrchyard:
The moon shone clear, the air was still, so still
The trees were silent as the graves beneath them,
‘Long did I wateh, and saw her pacing round
Upon the self-samo spot, still round and round,
" Her lips for ever moving. .
- Mer, = At her door
VL

»



v8 ¢ POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH.

Rooted I stood ; for, Iooking at the woman,
1 thought I saw the skeleton of Idonea. .
Osw. But the preteﬂ'led Father——

Mar. Earthly law
Measures not crimes like his.
Osw. We rank not, happﬂy,

‘With those who take the spirit of their rule

From that soft class of devotees vho feel

Reverence for life so deeply, that they spare

The verminous brood, and cherish what they spare

‘While feeding on their bodies. 'Wonld that Idonea

‘Were present, to the end that we might hear

‘What she can urge in his defence ; she loves him.
Mar. Yes,loves him ; ’tis a truth that multiplies

His guilt a thousand-fold.
Osuw. "Tis most perplexing :
‘What must be done ? .
Mar, We will conduct her hither ;
. These walls shall witness it—from first to last
He shall reveal himself.
Osw. ' Happy are we,

- 'Who live in these disputed tracts, that own ¢
No law but what each man malkes for himself ;

_Here justice has indeed a field of triumph.

Mar. Let us be gone and bring her hithér ;—here

The truth-shall be Jaid open, his guilt proved

_Before her face. The rest be left to me.

. Osw. Youwill be firm: but thowgh we well may trast
The issue to the justice of the cause, | .
Caution must not be flung aside ; remember,
Yours is no common life,  Self-stationed bers
Upon thee: savage eonfines, we have seen you <&’
Stand like an isthmus 'twixt two stormy sess’ .- ..,
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That oft have clrecked their fury at your bidding.
"’Mid the Jeep holdg of Solyay’s mossp waste,
Your single virtue has trangfosmed a Bahd
Of fierce barbarians into Ministers
Of peace and order. Aged men with tears
Have blessed their steps, the fatherless retire
For shelter to their banners. Bat it is,
As you must needs Rave (!eeplf felt, it is
In darkness and in tempest that we seek
The majesty of Him who rules the world.
Benevolence, that has not heart to use
The wholesome ministry of pain and evil,
Becomes at last weak and contemptible.
Your generous qualities have won due praise,
But vigorous Spirits look for something more
Than Youth’s spontancous products; and to-day
You will not disappoint them ; and hereafler—g-
Mar. You are wasting words; hear me then, once
for all:
You are a Man—and therefore, if compasston,
‘Which to our kind is natural as life, ®
Be known unto you, you will love this Woman,
Even as I do; but T should leathe the light,
If 1 could think one weak or partial feeling——
Osw. You will forgive me-~—
Mar. I I ever knew
My heart, could penetrate its inmpst core,
*Tis at this moment. —Oswald, I have loved
To be the friend,and father of the oppressed,
A comforter of sorrow ;—there is something
‘Which looks like a transition in my soul,
And yet it is not.—Let us lead him hither.
. Osw, Stoop for a moment; 'tis an act of justice;
- n 2 -



00 - POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTIL.

And where’s the triumph if the délegnte
Must fall in therexecution pf his oﬂ‘lw?
The deed is done—if ydia will have it so—
Here where we stand—that tribe of vulgar wretches
(You saw them gathering for the fcstwa])
Rush in—the villaius seize us—-
Mar, Seize!
Osw. ' . Yes, they—
Men who are little given to sift and weigh—
‘Would wreak on us the passion of the moment.
MMar. The cloud will soon disperse—farewell—Dbut
stay,
Thou wilt relate the story.
Osw. Am T neither
To bear a part in this Man's punishment,
Nor be its witness P .
May. 1 had many hopes
“That were most dear to me, and some will bear
To be transferred to thee.

Osw. - When I'm dishonoured!
Mar. Twould preserve thee. ILow may this be done ?
Osu® By showing that you look beyond the instaut.

A few leagucs hence we ahall have open ground,
And nowhere upon earth is plage so fit

“To look upon the deed, Before we enter

The barren Moor, hangs from a beetling rock

The shattered Castlo in which Clifford oft

Has held infernal orgies—with the gloom,

. And very superstition of the place,

8easoning his wickedness. The Debauchee
Would there perhaps have gathered tho first fruits
Of this mock Fathews guilt.
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Etcr Host conducting HERBERT.
Host. . » The Baron Herbert
Attends your pleasure. , o '.
Psw. (to Host). We are ready—
(to Herse: rt) §
I hope you are refreshed.—T have just vmttm
X notice for your Daughter, th'xt she may know
What is become of Yon —\ou 11 sit down and sign it
"Twill glad her heart to see her father's signature.
[Gives the letter ke had written.
Iler. Thanks for your care.
[Sits down and writ:s.  Exit Host.
Osw. (aside to MARMADUKE). Perhaps it would be
useful
That you too should subseribe your name.
[MARMADUKE overlvoks HERBERT—then wriles—cxanines
the letter eagerly.
Aar. Teeannot leave this paper.
[2e puts it up, ag:tated.
Osw. (aside). Dastard! Come.
[MaRMADUKE gocs towards HERDERT and supports hinw
—MARMADUKE tremblingly beckons Osw. ALD_ to take
his place.
Afar. (as ke quits ITeunenr). There is a palsy in
his limbs—he shakes.
[Exeunt OswaLp and HERBERT—MARMADUKE following

L]
ScexE changes to a Wood—a Group of Dilgrims and Ipoxea
with hem.
First Pil. 2 grove of darker and more lofty shade °
I never saw.
Sec. Pil.  The music of the birds
Drops deadened from a roof so thick with leaves, Y
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Old Pil. This news! It made my heart leap up
with joy,
Zdon. T scarcely cambel‘,eve it.
Old Pil. Mylelf I heard
The Sheriff read, in open Court, a letter
Which purported it was the roy al pleasiire
The Baron Herbert, who, as was supposed, '
Had taken refuge in this neighbonrhood,
Should be forthwith restored. The hearing, Lady,
Filled my dim eyes with tears.—When I returned
From Palestine, and brought with me a heart,
Though rich in heavenly, poor in earthly, comfort,
I met your Father, then a wandering Outeast :
He had a Guide, a Shepherd’s boy ; but grieved -
He was that Onc so young should pass his youth
In such sad service; and he parted wjth him.
‘We joined our tales of wretchedness together,
.. And begged our daily bread from door to door.
1 talk familiarly to you, sweet Lady !
For once you loved me.
Tdon. You shall back with me
And see your Fnend again. The good old Man
'Will be rejoiced to greef; you.
Old Pil, It seems but yesterdny
That a fierce storm o’ertook us, worn with travel,
In a deep wood remote from any town.
A cave that opened to the rond presented
- A friendly shelter, and we entered in.
Idon. And I was with you?
0id Pil. If indeed *twas you—
Buk you were then a tottering Little-one—
We sate us down, ' The sky grew dark and darker:
iimkmyﬂxnt,mdbuﬂtupapmallﬁra S
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‘With rotten bopghs and leaves, such as the winds
Of many autumns in the cave had pxled
Meanwhile the stc'rm fell eavy on the woods ;
Our little fire sent forth a thlering warith
Afld we were comforted, and talked of comfort ;
But *twas a angry night, and o’er our heads
Fhe thunder rolled iu peals that would have made
A sleeping mau ungasy in his bed. .
O Lady, you have nced o love your Father.,
His voice—methinks I hear it now, his voice
‘When, after o broad flash that filled the cave,
He said to me, that he had seen his Child,
A face (no cherub’s face more beautiful)
Revealed by lustre bronght with it from Heaven;
And it was you, dear Lady!

Idon. . God be praised,
That I have been his comforter till now!
And will be so through every change of fortune
And every sacrifice his peace requires.—
Let us be gone with speed, that be may hear
These joyful iidings from no lips byt mine.

[Exeunt IDoNEA and legrmu.

.
SOENE the Area of a half-ruined Castle—on one side the entrance
to a dungeon—OswALD and MARXADUEE pacing backwards
and forwards.

Aoy, *Tis o wild night.
. Osw. I'd give my cloak and bonnet
For sight of awarm fire. *
. Mar. The wind blows keen ;
My hands are numb,
Qsw. Ha! ha !.’tls mppmg eold.
: ‘ [Blowing his fingerly
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I long for news of our brave Coniradas ; Lacy
Would drive thopse Scottish Rovers to their dens
1f once they blew a horn Jhis st ido'the Tweed.
Mar. T think I sce a setond range of Towers ; .
This castle has another Area—come,
Let us examine it.
Osw. "Tis a bitter night ; '
I hope Idonea is well housed. That horseman,
‘Who at full speed swept by*us where the wood
Roared in the tempest, was within an ace
Of sending to his grave our precious Charge :
That would have been a vile mischance,
Mar. . It would.
Osw. Justice had been most cruelly defrauded.
Mar. Most cruelly.
Osw. As up the stegp we clomb,
I saw a distant fire in the north-cast ;
. I took it for the blaze of Cheviot Beacon :¢
With proper speed our quarters may be gained
To-morrow evening.
[ Logka reatleasly towurds the moutl of the dunyeon
Mar, ‘When, upon the plank,
I had led him ’cross the forrent, his voice blessed me:
You could not hear, for the foam beat the rocks
'With deafening noise,—the benediction fell
Back on himself; but changed into a curse,
. Osw. As well indbed it might.
Mar. And this you deem
The fittest place ? .
Osw. (aside). Ile is growing pitiful.
Mar. (listening). What an odd moauing that is !
Osw, Miglity odd
('The wind should pxpe a httle, while we stand
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Cooling our heels 1n this way !—I'll begin
And count the stars. \

Mar, (still Iisleﬁiny). 'l"iut fog of his, yot are sure,
Could not come after us—Nhe mus¢ have perished ;
ThE torrent wauld have dashed an oak to splinters,
You said you'did not like his looks—that he
Would trouble us ; if he were here again,

I wwear the sight of shim would quail me more
Than twenty armies. .

Osw. How?

Mar. The old blind Man,
‘When you had told him the mischance, was troubled
Even to the shedding of some natural tears
Into the torrent over which he hung,

Listening in vain.

Osie, . e has a tender beart !

[OswALD offirs to go duwn into the dungeon,
Mar. How now, what mean you? °
Osic, Truly, 1 was going

To waken our stray Baron. Were there not

A farm or dwelling-house within five Jeagues,
We should deserve to wear a cap and bells,
Three good round ycars, for playing the fool here
In such a night as this.

Mar. *  Stop, stop.

Osw. Perhaps,
You'd better like we shonld descehd together,
And lie down by his sidle—what say you to it ?
Three of us—we should keep each other warm:’
T'll answer for i¥ that our four-legged friend
Shall not disturb us ; further 1'll not engage;
Come, come, for manhood’s sake },

Mar, e These drowsy shiverings, §
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" This mortal stupor which is creeping over me,
What do they mean ? were this my single body
Opposed o armics, nah ulnerve whuld tremble :
‘Why do I tremble now ?*-Is not the depth
Of this Man’s crimes beyond the reach of thoughlt ?
And yet, in plumbing the abyss for judyment,
Something I strike upon which turns my mind ¢
Back on herself, I think, again—my breast
Concentres all the terrors ef the Universe:
I look at him and tremble like a child.
Osw. Is it possible ?
Mar. Ose thing you noticed not
Just ag we left the glen a clap of thunder
Burst on the mountains with hell-rousing force.
This is a time, said he, when guilt may shudder;
But there’s a Providence for them who walk
In helplessness, when innocence is with them.
At this audacious blasphemy, I thought «
The spirit of vengeance seemed to ride the air.
Osw. Why are you not the man you were that
moment{  [He draws MARMADUKE to the dungeon,
Mgy, You say he was asleep,—look at thig arm,
-And tell me if *tis fit for such a work.
Oswald, Oswald! [ Leans upon Oswm
Osw. This is somé sudden seizure!
Mar. A most st:*:mge faintness,—will you hunt me
S out
" A draught of water ?
o Osw, Nay, to see you thus
* Moves me beyond my bearing.—1I will try
. To gain the torrent’s brink, {Eit Oswasp:
Mar. (after o payse), It seems anage ., ..
¢. Since that Man left me.—No, I am not lost, . - . "
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Her. (at the mouth of the dungeon). Give me your
hand ; where are you, Friends ? 9 and tell me

How goes the night. } P ’

.Zl[ar "Tis hard'to mensure time,
In such a weary night, and such « place.

Her. I do Mot hear the voice of my friend Oswald.

*Mar. A minute past, he went to fetch a draught
Of water from the tarrent. 'Ns, you'll say,
A cheerless beverage. ¢

Her. Tlow good it was in you
To stay behind !—Hearing at first no answer,
T was alarmed.

Aar, No wonder ; this is a place
That well may put some fears into your heart.

Her. Why so? a roofless rock had been a comfort,
Storm-beaten and bewildered as we were ;
And in a night like this, to lend your cloaks
To make a bed for me !—My Girl will weep =
‘When she is told of it.

Mar. This Dau ghtcr of yours
s very dear to you.
Her. Oh! but you are young;

Over your head twice twenty years must roll,
‘With all their natural weighf of sorrow and pain,
Ere can be known to You how much a Father
May love his Child.
Mar. Thank you, old Man, for this! [4sde
Her. Fallen am I, and worn out, a useless Man;
Kindly have you protcctcd me to-night,
And no returnhave I to make but prayers ;
May you in age be blest with such a daughter !'—
‘When from the Holy Land I hag returncd
Bightless, and from my heritage was driven, 1
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A wretehed Outeast—but this strain of thouzht
Would lead mg, to talk fondly. , .
C AMar. . f Do not fear;
Your words are precious to my ears; go on.

Her. You will forgive me, but my heart runs over.
‘When my old Leader slipped into the ffood
And perished, what a piercing outery you.
Sent after him. I have loved you ever since.
You start—where are we ? *

Mar. Ob, there is no danger;
The cold blast struck me.

Iler. "T'was a foolish question.

AMar. Bat when you were an Outeast P—Ileaven is

just;
Your piety wonld not miss its due reward;
The little Orphan then would be your succour,
And do good service, though she knew it not.

& 1turncd me from the dwellings of my Fathers,
" Where none but those who trampled on my rights
Seemed to remember me.  To the wide world
T hore her, in my*arms ; her looks won pity ;

She was my Raven in the wilderness,
And bronght me food.  Jlave I not cause to love lier ?

Alar, Yes.

Her, Moré than cver Parent loved a Child ?
DMMar. Yes, yes.
Her. 1 will not murmur, merciful God!

I will not murmur; blasted as I have been,

Thou hast left me ears tohear my Daughter’s voice,
And arms to fold her to my heart. bﬁbmisaively
Thee I adore, and find my rest in faith,
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«  Enter Oswalb.
Osw. Ierbert !—confusion! (aside), Ilcre it i,
my Friend, ' [Presents the Horn.

A cparming beverage for you to carouse,
This bitter night.

1ler. Ila! Oswald! ten bright crosses
T %vould have given, not many minutes goue,
To have heard your voice, »

Osw. Your couch, T fear, good Baron,
Has been but comfortless; and yet that place,
‘When the tempestuous wind first drove us hither,
Felt warm as a wren's nest. You'd better turn
And under covert rest till break of day,
Or till the storm abate.
(2% MARMADUKE aside). He has restored you.
No doubt you have been nobly entertained ?
But soft!—how came ho forth? The Night-mare

Conscience *
Ias driven him out of harbour ?
Alar, I believe
Yon have gucssed right. ‘o
Her, The trees renew their myrmur:

Come, let us house together.,
[OswaLD conducts kim to the dungcon.
Osw. (returns). ° HAd I not
Esteemed you worthy to couduct the affair
To its most fit conclusion, do you'think
I would so long have struggled with my Nature,
And smothcred‘all that’s man in me 7—away !--
[Looking towards the dunyeon,
This man's the property of him who best
Can feel his crimes. I bave resigned a privilege;
It now becomes my duty to resume it.
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Aar. Touch not a finger — ¢

Oste. ‘What {hen musb be done ?

Mar. 'Wluch way ste’ d1 turn, I am perplexed

Osw. Now, on my life, I grieve for you. The migery
Of doubt is insupportable. Pity, the faets
Did not admit of stronger evidence;

Twelve honest men, plain men, would set us right ;°
Their verdict would aBolish these weak scruples

Mar. Weak! I am weak—"there docs my torment lie,
Feeding itself.

Osuwe. Verily, when he said
How his old heart would leap to hear her steps,

Yon thought his voice the ccho of Idonea’s.

Mar. And never heard a sound so terrible.

Osw. Perchance you think so now ?

Mar. + I cannot do it :
Twice did I spring to grasp his withered throat,
‘When such a sudden weakness fell upon the,

T could have dropped asleep upon his breast.

Osw. Justice—is there not thunder in the word ?
Shall it be law to stab the petty robber
‘Who aims but at our purse ; and shall this Parricide —
‘Worse is he far, far worge (if foul dishonour
Bo worse than death) to that egnliding Creature
Whom he to more than filial love and duty
Hath falsely trained—shall he fulfil his purpose ?
But you are fallen.

. Mar. Fallen should I be indced—
Murder—perhaps asleep, hlind, old, a&one,
Betrayed, in darkness! Ilere to strike the blow—
Away! away |—— [Flings away his sword.

Osw. o Nay, I have done with you:
We'll lead him to the Convent. e shall live,
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And she shall love him. With unquestioned title
He shall Le seated ip his Barony, o
And we too chant the praise of, his good deeds.
I nogr perceive we do mistake our masters,
Aud most despise the men who best ean teach us:
Henceforth it shall be said that bad men only
Are brave: Clifford is brave; and that old Man
Is brave. [Zaking MARMADUKE'S sword and giving it to han.
To Clifford’s arths he would have led
His Vietim—haply to this desolate house.
AMar. (advancing to the dungeon). It must be
ended !-— .
Osuw. Softly; do not rouse him;
He will deny it to the last. e lies
‘Within the Vault, a spear’s length to the left.
. [MARMADUKE descends to the dungeon.
(Alone.) The Villains rose in mutiny to destroy me;
I conld havé quelled the Cowards, but this Stripfing
Must needs step in, and save my life.  The look
‘With which he gave the boon—1 sce it now!
The same that tempted me to loathe the gift.—
For this old venecrable Grey-beard—faith
*Tis his own fault if he hath gpt o face
‘Which doth play tricks with them that look on it:
*Twas this that put it in my thodghts—that counte-
nance— .
His staff—his figure—Murder !—what, of whom ?
‘We kill a worn-out horse, and who but women
Sigh at the decd.? ew dotn a withered tree,
And none look grave but dotards. le may live
To thank me for this service. Rainbow arches,
Highways of dreaming passion, hgve too long,
Young as he is, diverted wish and hope
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From the unpretending ground we mortals tread ; —

Then shatter the delusion, break it up .

And set hiimy free.  What follows? I have learned

That things will work to ends the slaves o’ the wgrld

Do never dream of. I kave been what he—

This Boy—when he comes forth with b]oody hands—

Might envy, and am now,—but he shall know ¢

‘What I am now— ~ [@Qoes\und listens at the dungcon,
Prayin%s or parleying P—tut !

Is he not eyeless? He has been halt-dead

These fifteen years

Enter female Beggar with two or three of her Companions.

(Turning abruptly). Ila! speak—what Thing
art thou ?

(Recognises her). Hcavens! my good, Friend! [T aer.

Beg. Forgive nie, gracious Sir t—

O%w. (to her companions). Begone, ye*Slaves, or I
will raise a whirlwind

And send ye d.mcmf' to the clouds, like leaves.
[They vetive affriyhted.

Beg. Indeed we meant no harm; we lodge sometimes
In this deserted Castle—1I repent me.
[OswaLD goes to the dm:gmn—-lwtcm—-rclurna {o the Boggar.
Osw. Woman, thou hast a M:lpless Infant—keep
Thy secret for its sake, or verily
That wretched life'of thine shall be the forfeit.
Beg. 1 do repent me, Sir; I fear the curse
Of that blind Man. 'Twas not your moncy, sir—
Osw. Begone! ]
Beg. (yoing). There is some wicked deed in hand
4 side.
Would T could find the old Man and his Danghger.
(Ezit Beggar.
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MARMADUKE re-enters from the dungeon.

Oswe. It i all oventhen ;—jyour fooligh fears
Arc hushed to sleep, by your owh act anddedd,
Madegquict as he is.

Mar. . ‘Why came you down ?

And when I felt your hand upon my arm

And spake to you, why did you give no answer ?
Feared you to waken Rim ? he naust have been
In a deep sleep. 1 whispefed to him thrice.
There are the strangest echoes in that place!

Osw. Tut! 1t them gabble till the day of doom.

Mar. Scarcely, by groping, had I reached the Spot,
‘When round my wrist I felt a cord drawn tight,
As if the blind Man’s dog were pulling at it.

Osw. But after that ?

Mar. . The features of Idonea
Lurked in his face——
Osw. * Psha! Never to these eves

Will retribution show itself again
‘With aspect so imviting.  "Why forbid me

To share your triumph ? .
MMar. Yes, her very lock,
Smiling in sleep—— .
Osuw. A pretty feat gf Faney!
Alar. Though but a glimpse, it sent me to my
prayers. .
Osw. Is he alive ?
MMar. What mean you? who alive?
Osw. Merbert) since you' will have it, Baron
Herbert ;

He who will gain his Seignory when Idonea
Hath become Clifford’s harlot—is be living ?
AMar. Tho old Man in that dungcon s alive.
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Osw. Henceforth, then, will I never in camp or field
Obey you more. Your weakness, to the Band,

Shall be proclaimed : ‘prave Men, they all shall hear it.
You a protector of humanity ! -
Avenger you of outraged innocence!

Mar. *Twas dark—dark as the grave; yet did I see,
Saw him—his face turned toward me; and I tell thee
Tdonea’s filial counternance was there
To baffle me—it put me to’my prayers.

Upwards I cast my eyes, and, through a crevice,
Beheld a star twinkling above my head,
And, by the living God, I could not do it.

[Sinks cxhausted.

Oswe. (to kimself). Now may I perish if this turn

do more
Than make me change my course.
(To MARMADUKE.) Dear Marmaduke,
My Words were rashly spoken; I recal them:
I feel my error ; shedding human blood
Is a most serious thing.

Mar. ' Not I alone,
Thou too art deep in guilt.
Osu. . ‘We have indeed

Been most presumptuons. There 4s guilt in this,
Else could so strong a mind have ever known
These trepidations? Plain it is that ITeaven
Has marked out this foul Wretch as one whose erimes
Must never come before a mortal judgment-seat,
Or be chastised by mortal instruments,
Mar. A thought that's worth a thousand worlds!
[Goes towards the dungeon,
Osw. ¢ I grieve
That, in my zeal, I bave causcd you so much pain,
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MMar. Thinkenot of that! ’tis over—we are safe.
Osw. «(as if toshimself, yet speaking aloud). The
truth is hideous, but dw stifle if ?
° [Twreing to MARMADUKE.
Give me your sword—nay, here are stones and frag-
ments,

The least of which would beat out a man's brains ;
Or you might drive your heac® against that wall.
No! this is not the plact to hear the tale :
It should be told you pinioned in your bed,
Or on some vast and solitary plain
Blown to yuu from a trumpet.

Alar. Why talk thus?
‘Whate’er the monster brooding in your breast
I care not : fear I have none, and cannot fear

. [The sound of @ korn is heard

That horn again—'Tis some one of our Troop;
What do They here ?  Listen!

Osw. What ! dogged like thieves!

Enter WaLLACE and Lacw &e.
Lacy. You are found at last, thanks to the vagrant

Troop .
For not misleading us. o
Osw.(looking at \WALTACE). Thn‘ subtle Greybeard—

I'd rather sce my father's ghost.e

Lacy (fo MARMADUKE). My Captain,
‘We come by order of the Band. Belike
You have not yieard that Henry has at last
Dissolved the Barons’® League, and sent abroad
His Sheriffs with fit foree to reinstato
Tho genuine owners of such La#ds and Baronies
As, in theso long commotions, have been seized.

- ¥ 3
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His Power is this way tending. It befiits us
To stand upon onr guard, and with/our swords
Defend the inaocent.
Mar. Lacy! we look .
But at the surfaces of things; we hear .
Of towns in flames, fields ravaged, young and old
Driven out in troops to want and nal\ednesﬂ
Then grasp our swords‘and rush upon a cure
That flatters us, because it asks not thought
The deeper malady is better hid ;
The world is poisoned at the heart.
Lacy. ‘What mean you £
Wal. (whose eye has been fired suspiciously upon
Oswarp). Ay, what is it you mean?
Mar. Hark’e, my Friends ;—
[Appearing gay.
‘Were therc a Man who, being weak and helpless
And most forlorn, should bribe a Mother, pressed
By penury, to yield him up her Daughter,
A little Infant, and instruct the Babe,
Prattling upon his knee, to call him Father
Lacy. Why, if his heart be tender, that offence
I could forgive him, -
Mar. (going on). » And should he make the Child
An instrument of fillschood, should he teach her
To stretch her arms,and dim the gladsome light
Of infant playfulness with piteous looks
Of misery that was not
.Lacy. 'l'roth "tigghard —
But in a world like ours——
Mar. (changing his tone). This sclf-same Man—
Even while he printel kisses on the cheek
Of this poor Babe, and taught its innocent tongue
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To lisp the name of Father—could he Jook

To the nnnaturalharvest of that tinje

‘When he should give her up,s Woman gtown,
To him who bid the highest In the market

Of foul pollution

Lacy. The whole visible world
Clontains not such a Monster!
Alar. o o For this purpose

Should he resolve to taiat her Soul by means

Which bathe the limbs in sweat to think of them;
Should he, by tales which would draw tears from iron,
Work on her nature, and so turn compassion

And gratitude to ministers of vice,

And make the spotless spirit of filial love

Prime mover in a plot to damn his Vietim

Both soul and body

Wal. 'Tis too horrible ;
Oswald, what say you to it ? *

Lacy. Hew him down,
And fling him to the ravens.

Mar. But Jhis aspect

It is so meek, his countenance so venerable.

Wal. (with an appearange of mistrust). But how,

what say you, Oswald ?

Lacy (at the same moment), "Stab him, were it
Before the Altar. . ¢

Mar. ‘What, if he were sick,
Tottering upon the very verge of life,
And old, and plind—— *

Lacy. Blind, say you?

Osw. (coming forward). Are we Men,
Or own we baby Spirits ? Gewuine courage
Is not an accidental 'quality,



118 POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH.

v

A thing dependent for its casual birth
On opposition gnd impediment. ¢ ‘
Wisdom, if &ustice spéak the word, beats down
The giant’s strength ; and, at the voice of Justicg.
Spares not the worm. The giant and the worm—
She weighs them in one scale. The wiles of woman,
And craft of age, seducing rcason, first ’
Made weakness a protection, and obscured
The moral shapes of things.” His tender cries
And helpless innocence—do they protect
The infant lamb ? and shall the infirmities,
‘Which have enabled this enormous Culprit
To perpetrate his crimes, serve as a Sanctuary
To cover him from punishment ? Shame !—Justice,
Admitting no resistance, bends alike
The feeble and the strong. She needs not here
Her bonds and chains, which make the mighty feeble.
n—-W’e recognisc in this old Man a victim *
Prepared alrcady for the sacrifice.
Lacy. By heaven, his words are reason!
Osw. « Yes, my Friends,
His countenance is meck and venerable ;
And, by the Mass, to see him at his prayers |—
I am of flesh and blood, and may I perish
‘When my heart dol:s not ache to think of it !—
Poor Victim ! not g virtue under heaven
But what was made an engine to ensnare thee ;
But yet I trust, 1donea, thou art safe.
ZLacy. Idonea!
Wal. How! what ? you‘ Idonea?
{To ManuaDUKE.
Mar. ¢ Mine;
But now no longer mine. You know Lord Clifford ;
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He is the Man,to whom the Maiden—-pure
As beautiful, and gentle and b(,nl"ll,

And in her ample heart lovingeeven me—— .
‘Wis to be yielded up. ;

Lacy. Now, by the head
Of my own child, this Man must die ; my hand,
A worthier wanting, shall itself entwine
In his grey hairs!—

Mar. (fo Lacy). Ilow thc Father in thee. .
You know me, Friends ; I have a heart to fecl,
And I have felt, more than perhaps becomes me
Or duty sanctions.

Lacy. We will have ample justice.
‘Who are we, Friends ? Do we not live on ground
‘Where Souls are :clf-defended, free to grow
Like mountain oaks rocked by the stormy wind.
Mark the Almighty Wisdom, which decreed
This monstrous crime to be laid open—here, =
‘Where Reason has an eye that she can use,

And Men alone are Umpires. To the Camp
He shall be led, and there, the Couptry round
All gathered to the spot, in open day

Shall Nature be avenged.

Osuw. ’Tis nobly thought ;
His death will be a monument figr ages.

Alur (fo Lacy). I thank yo for that hint. Ie

shall be brought
Before the Camp, and would that best and wisest
Of every country might be present. There,
His crime shall be proclaimed ; and for the rest
It shall be dono as Wisdom shall decide :
Meanwhile, do you two hasten dback and see
That all is well prepared.



120 POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTIL

Wal. ‘We will opey you.
(Aside.) But softly ! we must look a little nearer.
Dlar. Tell where yon found us. At some future time
I will explain the caust:. [Bzeunt.

*ACT IIL

ScexE, the door of the Hostel, :z group of Pilgrims as before;
Ipoxea and the Host among them.

IHost. Lady,you'll find your Father at the Convent
As I have told you : He left us yesterday
‘With two Companions ; one of them, as seemed,
is most familiar Friend. (Going.) There was a letter
Of which I heard them speak, but that I fancy
Ias been forgotten.

Ida~. (to Host) Farewell! '

Host. Gentle pilgrims,

St. Cuthbert speed you on your holy errand.
[Ezeunt IDoNEA and Pilgrima,

SCENE, ardesolate Moor.

'f)swu.n (along,,

Osw. Carry him f’o the Camp ! Yes, to the Camp.
Oh, Wisdom! a mode wise resolve! and then,
That half a word should blow it to the winds!
This last device must end my work.—Methinks
It were a pleasant pastime to construc
A scale and table of belief—as thus—
Two columns, one for pusmon one for proof’;
Each rises as the othér falls: and first,
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Passion a unit and against us—prool—

Nay, we must tfav%-'l in another path,

Or we’re stuck fast for ever ;—passiorf, then,

Shall be a unit for us; proot—no, passioh!

‘Wetl not insult thy majesty by time,

Person, and place—the where, the when, the how,
Agd all particulars that dull brains require

To constitute the spiritless shaﬁwe of Fact,

They bow to, calling the iglol, Demonstration.

A whipping to the Moralists who preach

That misery is a sacred thing: for me,

I know no cheaper engine to degrade a man,

Nor any half so sure. This Stripling’s mind

Is shaken till the dregs float on the surtace;

And, in the storin and anguish of the heart,

e talks of a transition in his Soul,

And dreams that he is happy. We dissect

The senselegs body, and why not the mind?—
These are strange sights—the mind of man, upturned,
Is in all natures a strange spectacle;

In some a hideous one—hem! shall I stop?
No.—Thoughts and feelings will sink deep, but then
They have no substance. Pass but a few minutues,
And something shall be done hich Memory

May touch, whene'er Ber Vassals Zpe at work.

Enter NARMADUKE, from behind.
Osw. (turning fo meet him). But listen, for my

peace .
Mar. S Why, I belicve you.

Osw. But hear the proofs

AMar. Ay, prove that when two peas

Lio snugly in a pod, the pod must then
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Be larger than the peas—prove thisg—"twere matter
‘Worthy the hearing. Fool was { to drean
It ever (!t)ul,d e othorwlse'
Osw. ¢ Last night
‘When I returned with water from the brook,
I overheard the Villains—every word *
Like red-hot iron burnt into my heart. .
Said one, “It is agrepd on. The blind Man
Shall feign a sudden illness, and the Girl,
‘Who on her journey must proceed alone,
Under preteuce of violence, be seized.
She is,” continued the detested Slave,
#She is right willing—strange if she were not!—
They say, Lord Clifford is a savage man;
But, faith, to see him in his silken tunie,
Fitting his low voice to the minstrel’s harp,
There's witchery in’t. I never knew a maid
Th&t could withstand it. True,” continued he,
* When we arranged the affair, she wept a little
(Not the less welcome to my Lord for that)
And said, ¢ My, Father he will have it so’.”
Mar. I am your hearer.
Osw. This I caught, and more
That may not be retold to any car,
The obstinate bolf; of a small fron door
Detained them neur the gateway of the Castle.
By a dim lantern’sTight [ saw that wreaths
Of flowers were in their hands, as if designed
For festive decoration ;°and they said,
‘With brutal laughter and most fouWallusion,
That they should share the banquet with their Lord
And his new Favqite.
Mar, Miscry ! —
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Osw. T knew
How you would be disturbed by this dige news,

And therefore chose this solitary*Moor, ,
Here o' impart the tale, of which, last nigllt,
I strove to eas¢ my mind, when our two Comrades,
Commissioned by the Band, burst in upon us.
ar. Last night, when moved to lift the avenging
steel, .
I did believe all things were shadows—) ca,
Living or dead ali tlunf*s were bodiless,
Or but the mutual mockerics of body,
Till that same star summoned me back again.
Now I could laugh till my ribs ached. Oh Fool!
To let a crecd, built in the heart of things,
Dissolve before a twinkling atom !—Oswald,
1 could fetch lergons out of wiser schools
Than you have entercd, were it worth the pains,
Young as I Am, I might go forth a teacher,
And you should sec how deeply I could reason
Of love in all its shapes, beginnings, ends;
Of moral qualities in their diverse aspgets ;
Of actions, and their laws and tendencies.

Osw. You take it as it merijs—

Mar. . Onea King,
General or Cham, Sul(an or Empeiypor,
Strews fwenty acres of good me'\d) F-ground
‘With carcases, in lineament and shape
And substance, nothing differing from his own,
But that they cgnnot stand fip of themselves;
Another sits i’ th* sun, and by the hour
Floats kingeups in the brook—a Hero one
‘We call, and scorn the other as Time’s spendthrift ;
But have they not a world of common ground
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To occupy—both fools, or wise alike,
Each in his way ? ¢ .
Osw.* Froth, I begin to think so.
Mar. Now for the corner-stone of my philosephy :
T would not give a denier for the man,
‘Who, on such provocation as this earth .
Yields, could not chuck his babe beneath the chin,
And send it with a £llip to its frave.
Osw. Nay, you leave mt behind.
Alar. That such a One,
So pious in demeanour! in his look
So saintly and so pure ! Hark ’e, my Friend,
I'll plant myself before Lord Clifford’s Castle,
A surly mastift kennels at the gate,
And he shall howl and I mll laugh, a medley
Most tunable. .
Osw. In faith, a pleasant scheme ;
BuP take your sword along with you, for that
Might in such nelghbourhood find seemly use.—
But first, how wash our hands of this old Man ?
Mar. Oh yes, that mole, that viper in the path ;
Plague on my memory, him I had forgotten.
Osw. You know wq left him sitting —- see him
yonder. .
Mar. Ha! ha'! 't i
Osuw. As "twill be but a moment’s work,
1 will stroll on; you follow when 'tis done.  [Zceunt.

Scexe changes to anotler part of the Moor %t a short distance—
HERBERT 9 disc vercd seated on a atone.

Iler. A sound ofdaughter, too !—'tis well—I feared,
The Stranger had some pitiable sorrow
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Pressing upon his tlohtary heart.

Hush '-—'tls the feebld and earth-lovmg wind

That creeps along the bells of the,crisp heather.
Alas! ‘@i co]d—I shiver in the sunshine—

What can this mean? Therc is a psalm that speaks
Of God’s parcental mercies—with Idonea

I used to sing it.—Listen !—what foot is there ?

Enter MARMADUKE.

Mar. (aside—looking at lErnErT). And I have
loved this Man! and she hath loved him!
And I loved her, and she loves the Lord Clitford !
And there it ends ;—if this be not enough
T'o make mankind merry for evermore,
Then pluin it is as.day, that eyes were made
For a wise purposc—veuly to weep with!
[ Looking round
A pretty prospect this, a masterpicee
Of Nature, finished with ost curious skill!
(Zb 1IerBERT). Good Baron, have youever practised
tillage ?
Pray tell me what this land is worth by the acre?
Ier. How glad T am {p hear your yoice! I hnow not
Wherein 1 have oftended you ;—-—1asznight
I found in you the kindest of Prote®tors;
This morning, when I spoke of weariness,
You from my shoulder took my scrip and threw it
About your own j but for these two hours past
Once only have you spoken, when the lark
Whirred from among the fern beneath our feet,
And I, no coward in my better day®,
‘Was almost terrified.
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Alar. That’s excedlent !—
So, you bethqught you of the mbny ways*
In which g man maf, come to his end, whose crimes
Have roused all Nature up against lxim——psinvg 1—
Her. For mercy’s suke, is nobody ip sight ?
No traveller, peasant, herdsman ? .
Mar. Not a soul:
Here is a trec, raggd, and berft, and bare,
That turns its goat’s-bearll flakes of pea-green moss
From the stern breathing of the rough sea-wind ;
This have we, but no other company :
Commend me to the place. If a man should die
And leave his body here, it were all one
As he were twenty fathoms underground.
Ier. Where is our common Friend ?
Mar. A ghost, methinks —
The Spirit of a murdered man, for instance—
Might have fine rooin to ramble about Eere,
A grand domain to squeak and gibber in.
Her. Lost Man! if thou have any close-pent guilt
Pressing upow thy heart, and this the hour
Of visitation

Mar. A Told word from you !
Her. Restore him, Heaven,!
Mar. The desperate Wretch !—A Flower,

Fairest of all flowkrs, was she once, but now

They have snapped her from the stem—Poh ! let her lie

Besoiled with mire, and lct the houseless snail ~ *

Feed on her leaves. You knew hewwell—ay, there,

Old Man! you were a very Lynx, you knew

The worm was in her .
Her. ¢ Merey! Sir, what mean you?
Alar. You have a Daughter! .
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Her. . Oh that she were here!—

She hath ah eye thad sinks into all hearts,
And if T have in aught offended You,
Soon gmetild her "(,ntl(, voiee make peace between us.

Aar. (aside), 1 do believe he weeps—I could weep

too—
There is a vein of her voice that runs through his:
Even such a Man my*fancy bodigd forth
From the first moment that 1 loved the Maid;
And for his sake I loved her more: these tears—
I did not think that aught was left in me
Of what I have been—yes, I thank thee, Heaven!
One happy thought has passed across my mind.
-—It may not be—1X am cut off from man;
No more shall I be wan-—no more shall T
Have human feglings!—(Zv llcrnrrr)—Now, for a
little more
About your Daughter!

Her. Troops of armed men,
Met in the roads, would bless us; little children,
Rushing along in the full tide of play,e
Stood silent as we passed them! 1 have heara
The boisterous carman, in the gniry road,

Check his lond whip apd hail us with mild voice,
And speak with milder voice to higpoor beasts.

Alar. And whither were you go?lg?

Her. Learn, young Man,
To fear the virtuous, and reverence misery,

‘Whether too much for patiefice, or, like mine,
Softened till it becomes a gift of mercy.

Mar. Now, this is as it should be!

, Her. ¢ Iam weak!—
My Daughter does not know how weak 1 am;

h
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And, as thou see’st, under the arch of heaven
Here do 1 stang, alone, to helplesdness,
By the good God, our’ common Father, doomed'
But I had once a spmt and an arm g
Alar. Now, for a word about your Barony:
I fancy when you left the Holy Land,
And came to—what’s your txtle—eh? your claims '
Were undisputed! «
Her. Like a tnendicant,
Whom no one comes to meet, I stood alone;—
1 murmured—but, remembering ¥im who feeds
The pelican and ostrich of the desert,
From my own threshold I looked up to Ileaven
And did not want glimmerings of quiet hope.
So, from the court I passed, and down the brook,
Led by its murmur, to the ancient onk
1 came; and when I felt its cooling shade,
T safe me down, and caunot but believe—
‘While in my lap I held my little Babe
And clasped her to my heart, iny heart that ached
More with delight than grief—1I heard a voice
Such as by Cherith on Elijah called;
It said, “ I will be with ¢hee.”” A little boy,
A shepherd-lad, erc yet my tranco was gone,
Hailed us as if he Ippd been sent from heaven,
And said, with tear¥, that he would be our guide :
I had a better gulde-——that innocent Babe—
Her, who hath saved me, to this hour, from harm,
From cold, from hunger, penury, and death ;
To whom I owe the best of all the good
I have, or wish for, upon earth—and more
A<ad higher far than‘lies within earth’s bounds :
Therefore I bless her: when I think of Man,
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I bless her with sad spirit,—when of God,
I bless her in the fdlness of my joy!

Mar. The name of daughter i his mouth, he prays!
‘With gerves so steady, that thé very flies
Sit unmolested on his staff.—Innocent !—
If he were innocent—then he would tremble
Antd be disturbed, as Iam. (ZTurning aside.) Ihave

read .
In Story, what men now adive have witnessed,
How, when the People’s mind was racked with doubt,
Appeal was made to the great Judge: the Accused
‘With naked fect walked over burning ploughshares.
Here is a Man by Nature’s hand prepared
Yor a like trial, but more merciful.
‘Why else have I been led to this bleak Waste ?
Bare is it, without house or track, and destitute
Of obvious shelter, as a shipless sea.
Here will T teave him—here—All-sceing God!
Such as %e is, and sore perplexed as I am,
I will commit him to this final Ordeal !—
IIe beard a voicc—a shepherd-lad cang to him
And was his guide; if once, why not again,
And in this desert ? If never,—then the whole
Of what he says, and looks, and doeﬂ and is,
Makes up one damning falschood. . Leave him here
To cold and hunger !—Pain is of t’ s heart,
And what are a few throes of bodily suffering
If they can waken onc pang of remorse P
. {Goes up to HERBERT.

0Old Man! my wrath is as a flame burnt out,
It cannot be rekindled. Thou art here
Led by my hand to save thee frone perdition ;
Thou wilt have time to breathe and think——

YoL, 1. x
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«
Her. «  Oh, Merey!
AMar, 1 know the need that all n.en have cf mercy,
And therefore leave thee to a righteous judgment.
Her. My Child, my blesséd Child! -
Mar. No more of that;
Thou wilt have many guides if thou art innocent ;
Yea, from the utmost corners of the earth,
That Woman will come o’er this Waste to save thee.
[He paus:s and looks at HERBERT'S staff.
Ha! what is here ? and carved by her own hand!
[Reads upon the staff.
“T am eyes to the blind, saith the Lord.
He that puts his trust in me shall not fail!”
Yes, be it so ;—repent and be forgiven—
God and that staff are now thy only guides.
[#e leaves HERBERT on the Moor.

H SCENE, an eminence, a Heacon on the summit,

Lacy, WaLracg, LENNoZX, &e. &e.
Several of the Band (confusedly). But paticneo!
- , One of the Band. Curses on that Traitor,
Oswald '—
Our Captain made a prey to foul device !—
_"Len. (to WaL.). His tool, tiie wandering Beggar,
made last night
-A plain confession, such as leaves no doubt,
. Knowing what otherwise we know too well,
~'That she revealed tho truth. Stand L by me now;
"For rather would I have a nest of vipers
- Between miy breast-plate and my skin, than mak&
"Osweld my special egemy, if you : .
Deny me your support.
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Lacy. . ‘We have been fooled—
But for the motive ! .
Wal. Natures ghch as big

Spin ptives out of their own bowels, Lacy!

I learned this when I was a Confessor.

I know him well ; there nceds no other motive
Thin that most strange incontinence in crime
‘Which haunts this O8wald. Pesver is life to him
And breath and being; wlere he cannot govern,
He will destroy.

Lacy. To have been trapped like moles!—
Yes, you are right, we need not hunt for motives:
There is no crime from which this man would shrink ;
He recks not human law ; and I have noticed
That often when the name of God is uttered,

A sudden blankngss overspreads his face.

Len. Yet, rensoner as he is, his pride has built
Some uncouth superstition of its own.
 Wal. T havoe seen traces of it.

Len. Once he headed
A band of Pirates in the Norway seas»

.And when the King of Denmark summoned him
To the oath of fealty, I well remember,
*Twas a strango answer,that he made; he said,
“T hold of Spirits, and the Sun in heaven.”

Lacy. He is no madman,

Wal. A most subtle doctor
‘Were that man, who could draw the line that parts
Pride and her damghter, Cruefty, from Madness,
That should be scourged, not pitied. Restless Minds,
Such Minds as find amid their fellow-men
No heart that loves them, none thet they can love,
SR ) x2’
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Will turn perforce and seek for syripzthy
In dim relation fo imagined Beingd. v

One of the Band. W‘hat if he mean to offer up our

Captain ~

An expiation and a sacrifice
To those infernal fiends!

Weal. Now, if the event
Should be as Lennox has foretold, then swear,
My Friends, his heart shall have as many wounds

As there are daggers here.
Lacy. ‘What need of swearing!
One of the Band. Let us away!
Another. Away!
A third. Hark! how the horns

Of those Scotch Rovers echo through the vale,
Lacy. Stay you behind; and when the sun is down,
Light up, this beacon.
One of the Band.  You shall be obeyed.
[They go cut together.

ScEx, the Wood on the edge of the Moor.
Marxjpuxke (alone).
Mar. Deep, deep and vast, vast beyond human
thought,
Yet calm.—I could belicve, that there was here
. The only quiet heart on earth. In terror,
Remembered terror, there is peace and rest.
‘ [ ]

Enter OswaLp.
" Ono. Hal my dear Captain.
Mar. e A later mectmg, Olwsld,

‘Would have been better timed.
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Osw. 0{“ Alone, I see;
You hawo done ydur duty. I had hqpes, which now
[ feel that you will justify. ° .

2L, 1 had fears,
From which I have freed myself—but 'tis my wish
'.l‘o be alone, and therefore we must part.

* Osw. Nay, then—I am mistaken. There's a weak-

ness *

About you still; you talk of sohtude-—-—
I am your fncnd.

Mar. What need of this assurance
At any timc ? and why given now ? .
Osw. Because

You are now in truth my Master ; you have taught me
‘What there is not another living man
Had strength to teach ;—and therefore gratitude
Is bold, and would relieve itself by praise.
Afar. Wherefore press this on me ?
Osw. Because I feel
That you have shown, and by a signal instance,
How they who would be just must seck the rule
By diving for it into their own bosoms.
To-day you have thrown oft o tyrauny
That lives but in thegtorpid acquiescence
Of our emasculated souls, the tyranny
Of the world's masters, with the musty rules
By which they uphold their craft from age to age.
You have obeyed the only law that sense
Submits to recognise ; the immediate law,
¥rom the clear light of circumstances, flashed
Upon an independent Intellect.
Henceforth new prospects open ®n your path ;
Your faculties should grow with the demand ;
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I still will be your friend, will clepve to you
Through good and cvil, obloquy ahd scorn,
Oft as they dare to f3llow on your steps.

Mar. T would bo left alone.

Osw, (exultingly). I know your motives?
I am not of the world’s presumptuous judges,

‘Who damn where they ean neither see nor feel,
‘With a hard-hearted.ignorance, your struggles
I witnessed, and now hail your victory.

Mar. Spare me awhile that greeting.

Osw. It may be,
That some there are, squeamish half-thinking cowards,
‘Who will turn pale upon you, call you murderer,
And you will walk in solitude among them.

A mighty evil for a strong-built mind !—
Join twenty tapers of unequal height
Angd light them joined, and yon will see the less
How 'twill burn down the taller; and they all
Shall prey upon the tallest. Solitude!—
The Eagle lives in Solitude
Mar. . Even so,
The Sparrow so on the housctop, and I,
The weakest of God’s ~reatures, stand resolved
To abide the issue of my act, alone.
Osw. Now would you? and for ever P—My young
Friend,
As time advances either wo become
The prey or masters of our own past deeds.
Fellowship we must have, willing ormo;
And if good Angels fail, slack in their duty,
Substitutes, turn our faces where we may,
Are still forthooming ; some which, though thoy bear
Iil names, cun render no ill servioes,
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In recompense fg¢ what themselves required.
So meet extremes in this mysterioug world,
And opposites thus melt intceach othgr.
. Time, since Man first drew breath, has never
moved
With such a weight upon his wings as now ;
But they will soon be lightened.

Osw. « Ay, look up-—

Cast round you your mtd’s eye, and you will learn
Fortitude is the child of Enterprise:

Great actions move our admiration, chiefly
Becauso they carry in themselves an carnest
That we can suffer greatly.

Mar. Very true.

Osw. Action is transitory—a step, a blow,
The motion of a muscle—this way or that—
"Tis done, and in the after-vacancy
‘We wond®r at ourselves like men betrayed:
Suffering is permancnt, obscure and dark,
And shares the nature of infinity.

Mar. Truth—and I feel it. .

" Osw. What! if you had bid
Eternal farewell to unmingled joy

And the light danciyg of the thoughtless heart;

It is the toy of fools, and little fit

For such a world as this. The wisc abjure

All thoughts whose idle composition lives

In the entire forgetfulness of pain.

" «1I see I have disturbed you.

Mar. . By no means.

Osw. Compassion !—pity '——pnde can do withput
». .  themj

"And what if you should never know them more !—- -



136 ‘POEMS WRITTEN IN YSUTH.

He is a puny soul who, feeling pajn,
Finds ease becguse another feels it too.
If e’er I open out thik heart of mine
Tt shall be for a nobler end—to teach .
And not to purchase puling sympathy.,
—Nay, you are pale.
Mar. It may be so.
Osw. ‘ Remorse—
It cannot live with thought"- think on, think on,
And it will die. 'What! i this universe,
‘Where the least things control the greatest, where
The faintest breath that breathes can move a world ;
‘What! feel remorse, where, if a cat had sneezed,
A leaf had fallen, the thing had never been
‘Whose very shadow gnaws us to the vitals,
Mar. Now, whither are you wandering ? That a
man
. So used to suit his language to the time,
" Should thus so widely differ from himself—
It is most strange.
Osw. «  Murder!—what'’s in the word l—
I have no cases by me ready made
To fit all deeds. Carry.him to the Camp !—
A shallow project ;—you of late have seen
* More deeply, taught us that the mstivutes
Of Nature, by a cunning usurpation
Banished from human intercourse, exist
Only in our relations to the brutes
That make the fields their dwelling. If a snake
Crawl from beneath our feet we do-not ask
A license to destroy him: our good governors
Hedge in the life ofsavery pest and plague .
‘That bears the shape of man ; and for what purpose,
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But to protect therpselves from extirpation ?—
This flimsy barrier you have overleapeg.
Afar. My Office is fulfilled—the Man js now
Delivgs#d to the Judge of all things.
Osw. Dead!
MMar. 1 have borne my burthen to its destined end.
Usw. This instant we’ll return to our companions—
Oh how I long to scestheir faceq again!
L]
Enter IDONEA, with Pilgrims who continue their journey.
Idon. (after some time). What, Marmaduke! now
thou art mine for ever.
And Oswald, too! (Zo MarMapuke). On will we
to my Father
‘With the glad tidings which this day hath brought;
‘We'll go together, and, such proof received
Of his own rights restored, his gratitude

To God above will make him feel for ours. -
Osw. I interrupt you ?
Tdon. Think not so.
AMar, « Idonea,

That I should ever live to see this moment!

Idon. Forgive me.—Oswald knows it all—he knows,
Each word of that unhappy letter fell
As a blood drop from my heart. °

Osw. 'Twas even so.
Jfar. T have much to say, but for whose ear ?~—not
" thine,

Zdon. 111 can Lbear that look—Plead for me, Oswald!
You are my Father’s Friend.
(To MARMADUKE). Alas, you know not,
And never can you know, how mueh he loved me.
Twice had he been to me a father, twice
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Had given me breath, and was ]‘not to be
His daughter, once his daughter? could F withstand
His pleading facc atd fecl his clasping arms,
And hear s prayer Shat I would not forsabhim
In his old age [ Hides her face.
" Mar. Patience—ITeaven grant me patience !—
She weeps, she weeps—my brain shall burn for hburs
Ere I can shed a teyr. .
Idon. Iswas a woman;
And, balancing the hopes that are the dearest
To womankind with duty to my Father,
T yielded up those precious hopes, which nought
On earth could else have wrested from me ;—if erring,
Oh let me be forgiven!
Mar. I do forgive thee.
Idon. But take me to your arms—this breast, alas!
It throbs, and you have a heart that does not feel it.
“Mar. (exultingly). She is innocent. (IZe embraces her.
Osw. (aside). ‘Were I a Moralist,
I should make wondrous revolution here;
It were a quaint experiment to show
The beauty of truth— (4 ddressing thom.
' . Isce I interrupt you;
-'X shall have business with yop, Marmaduke;
Follow me to the Hostel. [ Brit Oswar.
. Idon. Marmaduke,
" This is a happy day. My Father soon
- Shall sun himself before his native doors; 5
‘The lame, the hungry, Will be welcome there. . %
No more shall he complain of wasted strength, "
Of thoughts that fail, and a decaying heart; o
‘His good works will be balm and life to him. - .. ",
* Mo, Thisis most strange!—I know not whuwmu.
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But there was somgpthing which most plainly said,
That thot wert innocent.

Idon, How mnoceqt —
Oh hadlens! you've been dectived.
Mar. Thou art & Woman,

To bring perdition on the universe.
*Idon. Already I've been punished to the height
Of my offence. . . [Smiling affectionately.
I see you love me still,
The labours of my hand are still your joy;
Bethink you of the hour when on your shoulder

I hung this belt.
{Pointing to the belt on whick umompmded HERBERT’S scrip:
Mar. Mercy of Heaven! [Sinks.
Idon. ‘What ails you! [Distractedly.
Mar. The scrip that held his food, and I forgot
To give it back again!
Idon, * ‘What mean your words ¥

Mar. I know not what I said—all may be well.

Idon. That smile hath life in it!

Mar. Thisgroad is perilous ;
I will attend you to a Hut that stands
Near the wood's edge—rest there to-night, I pray you:
For me, I have busingss, as you heard, mth Oswald,
But will return to you by break of day. (Ereunt.
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. ACT 1V.
Scexe, 4 deolate proapcd—a ridge of rocks—a pel on the
summit of one— Moon behind the rocks—night storm, r

sound of & Bell—~HERBERT enters exhausted.

Her. That Chapel-bell in mercy seemed to guideme,
But now it mocks my steps; its fitful stroke
Can scarcely be the avork of hiiman hands.
IIear me, ye Men, upon the cliffs, if such
There be who pray nightly before the Altar.
Oh that I had but strength to reach the place!
My Child—my child—dark—dark—I faint—this
wind—
These stifling blasts—God help me!

Enter ELDRED,

%14 Better this bare rock,
Though it were tottering over a man’s head,
Than a tight case of dungcon walls for shelter
From such roygh dealing. [A4 moaning voice is heard,

. Ha! what sound is that ?
Trees creaking in the wind (but none are here)
"Send forth such noises—and that weary bell ]
Surely some evil Spirit abroad to-night
Is ringing it—'twould stop a Saint in prayer,
And that—what is it ? never was sound so like
A human groan. Ha! what is here? Poor Man—
Mourdered! alas! speaki—speak, I am your friend ;
No answer—hush—Ilost wretch, he lifts his hand’
And luys it to his heart— (Kneak to him). I pray you
1 =

‘What hu befallen vou ?
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Her. (feebly). » T A stranger has done this,
And in the arms of a stranger I must dje.
Eld. Nay, think not so: come; let me raise you up:
e [Raises him.
This is a dismal place—well—that is well—
I was too fearful—take me for your guide
And your support—my hut is not far off.
. [Dravs him gently off the stage.
.

SCENE, a room in the Hostc!l—MARMADUKE and OswALD,

Mar. But for Tdonea!—I have cause to think
That she is innocent.

Osw. Leave that thought awhile,
As one of those beliefs which in their hearts
Lovers lock up as pearls, though oft no better
Than feathers clinging to their points of passion.
This day’s event has lald on me the duty
Of opening out my story; you must hear it,
And without further preface.—In my youth,
Except for that abatement which is paig
By envy as a tribute to desert,

I was the pleasure of all hearts, the darling

Of every tongue—as you are now. You’ve heard
That I embarked for Syria. On our voyage
'Was hatched among the crew a foul Conspiracy
Against my honour, in the which our Captain
‘Was, I believed, prime Agent. The wind fell ;
‘We lay becalmed, week after Week, until

The water of the vessel was exhausted ;

I felt a double fever in my veins,

Yet rage suppressed itself ;—to a deep stillness
Did my pride tame my pride ;—for many days,



On a dead sea under a buming sky, .
I brooded o’er mpy injuries, deserte
By man and nature ;—*f a breeze had blown
It might have found its' way into my heart, -
And I had been—no matter—do you mark me ?
Alar. Quick—to the point—if any untold erue
Doth haunt your memory.
Osw. , Patience, hear me further !—
One day in silence did we dnift at noon
By a bare rock, narrow, and white, and bare,
No food was there, no drink, no grass, no shade,
No tree, nor jutting eminence, nor form
Inanimate large as the body of man,
Nor any living thing whosc lot of life
Might stretch beyond the measure of one moon.
To dig for water on the spot, the Captain
Landed with a small troop, myself being one:
There I reproached him with his treacher}.
Tmperious at all times, his temper rose ;
He struck me; and that instant had 1 killed hum,
And put an end,to his insolence, but my Comrades
Rushed in between us: then did I insist
(All hated him, and I was stung to madness)
That we should leave himn there, alive —we did so,
+ Mar. And he was famished ?
Osw. Naked was the spot ;.
Methinks I sec it now—how in the sun
Its stony surface glittcred like a shield;
And in that miserable pldce we left him,
Alone but for a swarm of minute creatures
Not one of which could help him while alive,
Or mourn him dead®
Mo, A man by men cast off,
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Left without burigl Jnay, not dead nor dying,

But standing, walking, stretching forth Jiis arms,
In all thiygs like ourselves, hut Jh the agony
‘With wi#th he called for merey$ and—even so—
He was forsaken ?

Osw. There is a power in sounds:
The®cries he uttered might havo stopped the boat
That bore us through #he water——

Mar. . You returned
Upon that dismal hearing-—did you not ?

Osw. Some scofled at him with hellish mockery,
And laughed sv lond it seemed that the smooth sea
Did from some distant region echo us.

Mar. We all are of one blood, our veins are filled
At the same poisonous fountnm'

Osw. . "Twas an island
Only by sufferance of the winds and waves,
‘Which with tieir foam could cover it at will.

I know not how he perished; but the calin,
The same dead calm, continued many days.
Mar. But his own crime had brouglt on him this
doom,
His wickedness prep'xred it; these expedients
Are terrible, yet ours is not thc fault.

Osw. The man was ﬁmusbed and was innocent !

Mar. Impossible !

Osw. The man had never wronged me.

Mar. Banish the thoutvht crush it, aud bo at

peaco. )
His guilt was marked—these things could never be
"Were there not eyes that see, and for good ends,
‘Where ours are baffled.
Ok, I had been dccewed.
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Aar. And from that hour the fiserable man

No more was heard of ?
Osw. ¢ T had been betray
Mar. And he found'no deliverance!
Osu. The Crew

Gave me a hearty welcome ; they had laid

The plot to rid themselves, at any cost,

Of a tyrannic Master whom they loathed.

80 we pursued our voyages when we landed,

The tale was spread abrond ; my power at ouce
Shrunk from me; plans and schemes, and lofty hopes—
All vanished, I gave way—do you attend ?

Mar. The Crew deceived you?

Osw. Nay, command yourselt.

Mar. 1t is a dismal night—how the wind howls!

Osw. I hid my head within a Convent, there
Lay passive as 8 dormouse in mid-winter.

_ That was no life for me—I was o’erthro¥n,
But not destroyed.

IMar. The proofs—you ought to have seen
The guilt—have touched it—felt it at your heart—
As I have done.

Osw. A fresh tide of Crusaders
‘Drove by the place of my retreat : three mghts

‘@Did constant meditation dry my blood ;
Three sleepless nights I passed in soundmg or,
Through words and things, a dim and perilous way ;.
And, wheresoe’er I turned me, I beheld
A slavery eompared to which the dungeon
And clanking chains are perfect liberty.

. You understand me—I was comforted ;
I saw that every pOussible shape of action

' Might lead to good—I saw it and burst forth
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Thirsting for some c‘!‘ those exploits that fill
The earth for sure redemption of lost peace.
[ Marking MARMADUKK'S countenance,
Nay, ycu lmve had the worst. Ferovity
Subsided in a moment, like a wind
That drops down dead out of a sky it vexed.
And yet T had within me evermore
A salient spring of entrgy; I mqunted
From action up to action with a mind
That never rested—without meat or drink
Have I lived many days—my sleep was bound
To purposes of reason—not a dream
But had a continuity and substance
That waking life had never power to give.
Mar. O wretched Human-kind ! —Until the mystery
Of all this world is solved, well may we envy
The worm, that, underncath a stone whose weight
Would crushthe lion's paw with mortal anguish,
Doth lodge, and feed, and coil, and sleep, in safety.
Fell not the wrath of ITeaven upon those traifbrs P
Osw. Give not to them a thought. From Palestine
‘We marched to Syria: oft I left the Camp,
‘When*all that multitude of hearts was still,
And followed on, throygh woods of gloomy cedar,
Into deep chasms troubled by roaring streams ;
Or from the top of Lebanon surveyed
The moonlight desert, and the moonlight sea:
In these my lonely wangderings T perceived
‘What mighty objects do impress their forms
To elevate our intellectual being;
And felt, if aught on earth deserves a curse,
- *Tis that worst prineiple of ill which dooms
YoL 1, L
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A thing so great to perish self-cofsvmed.
~—80 much forrmy remorse !

Afar. Unhappy M
Osw. When fromthese forms I turned to con mpl.lt.c

The World’s opinions and her usages,
T seemed a Being who had passed alone

Into a region of futurity,
‘Whose natural clement was freédom——

(4

Aar. Stop—
T may not, caunot, follow thee.
Osw. You must.

I had been nourished by the sickly food
Of popular applause. I now perceived i
That we are praised, only as men in us
Do recognise some image of themselves,
An abject counterpart of what they are,
Oncthe empty thing that they would wigh to be.
I felt that merit has no surer test
Than gploquy ; that, if we wish to serve
The world in substance, not deceive by show,
‘We must beedine obnoxious to its hate,
Or fear disguised in simulated scorn.
Mayr. 1 pity, can forgive, you ; but those wretches—
That monstrous perfidy !
¥ O ]Leep down your wrath.
False Shame discarded, spurious Fame despised,
Twin sisters both of Ignorance, I found
Life stretchod before me smoeth as some broad way
Cleared for 8 monarch’s progress. Priests might spin
Their veil, but not for me—'"twas in fit place
Among ite kindred cobwebs. I had been,
And in that dream had left my native land,
Ons of Love’s simple bondsmon—the soft chain



“THE BORDERERS. . 147

‘Was off for evers; t.‘.nd the men, from whom
This libefation came, you would destry
Join mg in thanks for their blind services.

Alar, "Tis a strange aching that, when we would curse
And cannot.—You have betrayed me—I have done—
I am content—1 know that he is guiltless—

That both are guiltless, without spot or stain,
Mutually consecrated. Poor old Man!
And I had heart for this, Because thou lovedst
Her who from very infaney had been
Light to thy path, warmth to thy blood !—Together
[Turning to OswarLD.
*'We propped his steps, he leaned upon us both,

Osw. Ay, we are coupled by a chain of adamant ;
Lot us be fe]lmv-lnbourers, then, to enlarge
Man’s intellectral empire.  'We subsist
In slavery ; all is slavery ; we receive
Laws, but we ask not whence those laws have come :
‘We need an inward sting to goad us on.

Afar. Have you betrayed me? Speak to that.

Oste. *«  The mask,
‘Which for a season I have stooped to wear,

Moust be cast off.—Know then that 1 was urged,
(For other impulse lek it pass) was driven,
To seck for - sympathy, because I saw
In you a mirror of my youthful self;
I would have made us equal once again,

© But that was a vain hope. You have struck home,
'With a few drops of*blood cut short the business ;
Therein for ever you must yield to me. :
But what is done will save you frogp the blank
L of living without knowledge that you live:

. Now | F you are suffering—for the future day,
2
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*Tis his who will command it.—THink of my story—
1lerbert is innarent. )
AMar. (in a faint voice, and doubtingly). Yog do but
echo
My own wild words ?
Osue. Young Man, the seed must lie
Hid in the earth, or there can be no harvest ;
*Tis Nature’s law.  What I have done in darkness
I will avow before the face ‘of day.
Herbert 4s innocent.
Mar. What fiend could prompt
This action ? Innocent !—oh, breaking heart !—
Alive or dead, I'll find him. [Exit,
Osw. Alive—~perdition! [Erit.

ScexE, the inside of a poor Cotlage.

Ereaxor and Ipoxea seated.

Tdon. The storm beats hard—Mercy for poor or rich,
Whose heads are shelterless in such a night !

A Voice witheat. 1lolla! to bed, good Folks, within !

[ 13

Elea. O save us}
Jdon. What can this mean ?
Elea. Alas, for my poor husband !—

MWe'll have a counting of our flocks to-morrow ;
The wolf keeps festival these stormy nights ;
Be calm, sweet Lady, they are wassailers
[The voices die away in the distance.
Returning from their Feast—my heart beats so—
A noise at midnight does s frighten me.
Idon. Hush! Listening,
Eles, Thby are gone. On such a xfight, my
busband,
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Dragged from his i)ed, was cast into a dungeon,
‘Where, Blid from me, he counted many years,
A crimjpal in no one’s eyes but theirs—,

Not even in theirs—whose brutal violence

So dealt with him.

Idon. T have a noble Friend
First among youths of knightly breeding, One
‘Who lives but to prdtcct the wgak or injured.

There again! {Listening.

Elea. *Tis my lmsb:md s foot. Good Eldred
Has a kind heart ; but his imprisonment
Has made him fearful, and he’ll never be
The man he was,

Idon. I will retire ;—good night !

[ She goes within,
Etter ELDRED, (hides a bundl:).

Eld. Not yet in bed, Eleanor!'—there are stairs in
that frock which must be washed out.

Elea. What has befallen you ?

Eld. 1 am belated, and you must know the cause—
(speaking lorw) that is the blood of an unhappy Man.

Elea. Oh! we are undone for ever,

Eld. Heaven forbid that 1 should lift my hand
against any man. Ele .nor, I have shed tears to-night,
and it comforts me to think of it.

Elea. Where, where is he ?

KEld. I have done him no harm, but——it will be
forgiven me ; it would not have been so once.

Elea. You have not buried anything ? You are no
richer than when you left me ?

XEld. Be at peace ; I am innocept.

Elea. Then God be thanked—

[4 short pawse ; she jalls upon his neck,
e g
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4

EUd. To-night I met with an old Man lying stretched
upon the grourd—a sad spectacle: I raised him up
with a hope that we might shelter and restorg him.

Elea. (as if ready to run). Where is he? You
were not able to bring him all the way with you; let
us return, I can help you. [ ExDrED shakes his head.

Eld. He did not seem to wish for life: as I was
struggling on, by the light of the moon 1 saw the
stains of blood upon my clothes—he waved his hand,
as if it were all useless; and I let him sink again to
the ground.

Elea. Oh that I had been by your side!

Eld. 1 tell you his hands and his body were cold
—how could I disturb his last moments ? he strove to
turn from me as if he wished to settle into sleep.

Elea. But, for the stains of blood—

Zld. He must have fallen, I fancy, for his head was
cut; but I think his malady was cold and hunger.

.Elea Oh, Eldred, 1 shall never be able to look up
at this roof in storm or fair but I shall tremble,

. Eld. Is it not enough that my ill stars have keps
me abrozd to-night till this hour # I come home, and
this is my comfort !

. Blea. But did he say nothipg which might have
1set you at ease ?

.- Eid. T thought he grasped my hand while ho was
mnttenng something about his Child—his Daughter

"~—(atarting as if he heard a noisc). What is that P

- [KElea. Eldred, you are a father.  ©
. Xld. God knows what was in my hoart, and wm

M curse my son for my sake. "

. Hlea. But you prayed by him? you wntadx iﬁ!:,
‘hour of his release P . 7 -
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Eld. The night ~vas wasting fast; I bave no friend ;
I am spifed by‘the world—his wound terrified me—
if T had brought him along with fne, and he had
died it? my arms!——I am sure I heard something
breathing—and this chair!

Elea. Oh, Eldred, you will die alone. You will
have nobody to close your eyes—no hand to grasp
your dying hand—I shall be in my grave. A curse
will attenﬁ us all. .

Eld, Have you forgot your own troubles when I
was in the dungeon ?

Elea. And you left him alive ?

Eld. Alive!—the damps of death were upon him
—he could not have survived an hour.

Elea. In the cold, cold night.

Eld. (in a savage fonc). Ay, and his head was
bare; I suppcse you would have had me lend my
bonnet to .cover it.—You will never rest till T am
brought to a felon’s end.

Elea. Is there nothing to be done ? cannot we go
to the Convent P

Eld. Ay, and say at once that I murdered
him!

~ Elea. Eldred, I know that ours is the only house
upon the Wasto; lei us take heart; this Man may
be rich; and could he be saved by our means, his
gmtitude may reward us.

-Eld. "Tis all in vain.

Zlea. But let us make the attempt. This old Man
may have & wife, and he may have children—let ux
return to the spot; we may restore him, and his eyes.
. 208y yet open upon those that loye him. K

s i He wil!p:;ver open. the}f: more ; evenwbw
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he spoke to me, he kept them firmly sealed as if he
had been blind. .
Tdon. (rushdag out). It is, it is, my Fathor—
Eld. We.are betrayped (looking at 1poxual.
Elea. His Daughter!—(@od have merey ! (furning
to IDONEA).
Idon. (sinking down). Oh! hit me up and carry
me to the place. . .
You are safe ; the whole world shall not barm you.
Elea. This Lady is his Daughter.
Lld. (moved). I'll lead you to the spot.
Tdons (sprinping up). Alne!—j3ou heard him
breathe ¥ quick, quich— {Laeant.

ACT V.
Scrye, 4 wood on the edye of the Waste.

Entrr OswaLD end a Forester.
For. He leaned upon the bridge that «pans the glen,

And down into The Lottom cast his eye,

That fastencd there, as it would check the eurrent.
Osw. Ile Jistened too; did you not say he hatened ?
For. As if there came such moaning from the flood

As is heard often after stormy nights.

Osw. But did he utter nothing ?
For. Sce him there!

[
€

MARMADUKE appearing.
Mar. Buzz, buzg, ye black and winged frecbooters;
That is no substance, which ye settle on!
For. Hin senscs play him false; and see, his arme



THE BORDERERS, 153

Outspread, as if fo save himself from falling ! —

Some terrible phantom I believe is noy

Passing before bim, such as Gad will not

Permit to visit any but a man

‘Who has been guilty of some horrid crime,
[MARMADUKR disappears.

Osie. The game is up!—

For, « If it be needful, Sir,
I will agsist you to lay hangls updn him.

Osw. No, no, my Friend, you may pursue your

business—
*Tis a poor wrdtch of an unsettled mind,
‘Who has a trick of strayving from his keepers ;
We must be gentle.  Leave him to my care.
[£xit Forester.

If his own cyes play false with him, these freaks
Of fancy shall be quickly tamed by mine;
The goal is reuched. My Master shall become  ©
A shadow of myscif--made by myself.

ScrNg, the edge of the Muer,

MARMADUKE and ELDRCD onter Jrom opposite sides.
Aar. (raising his eygs and perceiving Erprrp). In
any corner of this savage Waste,
Iave you, good I'ensant, seen a blind old Man ?
Eld. T beard
AMar.  You heard him, where ? when heard him ?
. . As you knovw,
The first hours of last night were rough with storm :
I had been out in search of a stray heifer;
Returning late, I heard a moaning*sound;
Then, thinking that my fancy had deccived me, .
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I hurried on, when straight a second moan,
A human voice distinct, struck on my ear,
So guided, distant a few steps, I found

An aged Man, and such as you describe.

JAMar. You heard!—he ealled you to him ? Of all men
The best and kindest !'—but where is he? guide me,
That 1 may see him.

Eld. On a ridge of rocks
A lonesome Chapel Stands deserted now:

The bell is left, which no one dares remove;

And, when the stormy wind blows o'cr the peak,
It rings, as if a human hand were there

To pull the cord. I guess he must have heard it ;
And it had led him towards the precipice,

To climb up to the spot whence the sound came;
But he had failed through weakness, From his hand
His staff had dropped, and close upon the brink
Ofa small pool of water he was lnid, *

As if he had stooped to drink, and so remained
‘Without the strength to rise.

Alar. . Well, well, he lives,
And all is safe: what said he ?
Eld. But few words:

e only spake to me of a dear Daughter,

"Who, 8o he feared, would never see him more;

And of a Stranger to him, One by whom

He had been sore misused ; but he forgave

"The wrong and the wroug-docr You are troubled—

Perhaps you are his son ¢
. Mor. The All-scmng knows,

1did not think he had a living Child.— o
But whither did ysu carry him ? L

. Eld, Ho was torn, .
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His head was bnuis:ed, and there was blood about
him— .
Mar. That was no work of mine.
Eid. " Nor was it mine.
Afar. But had he strength to walk? T could have
borne himn
A thousand miles.
Eld. I Am in poverty,
And know how busy are the tongues of men;
My heart was willing, Sir, but T am one
‘Whose geod deeds will not stand by their own light ;
And, though it smote me more than words can tell,
T left him.
Mar. I believe that there are phantoms,
That in the shape of man do cross our path
On evil instigation, to make sport
Of our distresg—and thou art one of them! -
But things substantial have so pressed on me——
Eld. My wife and children eame into my mind.
Mar. Oh Mouster! Monster! there are three of us,
And we shall howl together.
[ fter @ panse mui in a Jecble voice,
I am deserted
At my worst need, my grimes have in a net
(Pointing to Exrvuey) Entangled this poor man.—
Where was it? whereg [ Dragging kim alowg.
Eld. 'Tis needless; spare your violence. 1lis
Daughtcr-—-—-
Mar. Ay, in the word a thousand scorpions lodge
This old man had a Daughter.
Eu. To the spot
I hurned back with her.—O save nié, Sir, .
From such a journey '———there was a black tree,
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A single tree; she thought it was her Father.—
Oh 8ir, I wou)d not sce that hour again
For twenty lives. The daylight dawned, an now—
Nay; hear Wy tale, t!s fit that you should hear it—
As we approached, a solitary crow
Rose from the spot ;—thé¢ Daughter clapped her hands,
And then I heard a shrick so terrible
TMaryMaADUKE shrinks back.
The startled bird quivered upon the wing.
AMlar. Dead, dead '—
Eld. (after a pause). A dismal matter, Sir, for me,
And seems the like for you; if "tis your wish,
I'll lead you to his Daughter; but 'twere best
That she should be prepared ; I'll go before.
Mar. There will be need of preparation,
. [Ecprxp goes off.
Elea. (enters). Master!
Y38ur limbs sink under you, shall I supf)ort you?
Mar, (taking her arm). Woman, I've lent my body
to the service
‘Which now thpu tak’st upon thee. God forbid
That thou shouldst ever mect a like occasion
‘With such a purpose in thine heart as mine was,
Elea. Oh, why have I to do yith things like these ?
[Exeunt.

Scere changes to the door of FELDRED'S cotlage—~IDONEA seated—
enter ELDRED,

Eld. Your Father, Lt:dy, from a wilful hand
Has met unkindness ; so indeed he told me,
And you remember such was my report:
From what has just befallen me I havo cause
To fear the very worst.
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Idon. . My Father is dead ;

Why dost®thou come to e with “ordxshke thcﬂe ?
Eld. Agwicked Man should anwer for his crimes.
JIdon. Thou seest me what I 9m.

Eld. It was most heinous,
And doth eall out for vengeanice.
Tlon. Do not add,

I prithec, o the harns thow’st done already.

E1d. Hereafter you will ehank me for this service,
Hard by, a Man I mct, who, from plain proofs
Of interfering Heaven, T have no doubt,
Jiaid hands upen your Father.,  TFit it were
You should prepure to meet him.

ILdon. I have nothing
To do with others ; help me to my Father—

[She tums ard sece MARMADUKE leaning on ELEANOR—
throws hersdf upnn his neck, and ajter sume time,

In joy I met thee, but a few hours past;

Aund thus we meet again; one human stay

13 left mo still in thee,  Nay, shake not so.
Alar. In such a wilderness—to sce 10 thing,

No, not the pitying moon!

TIdon. And perish so.
Afar, Without a dog {0 moan for him.
Ldon. . Think not of it,

But enter there and see him how he sleeps,
Tranquil as he had died in his own bed.
Mar, Tmnqml—-—\\ by not 2,
Zdon, Oh, peace!
Mar. He is at peace;
Ilis body is at rest: there was a plgt,
A hideous plot, against the soul of man:
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It took effect —and yet I baflled it,
In zome degras.
Tdon. Between us stood, I thoukht,
A cup of consolation, filled from Heaven
For both our needs ; must I, and in thy presence,
Alone partake of it ?—Beloved Marmaduke !
Aar. Give me a reason why the wisest thing
That the earth owny shall never chooso to die,
But some one must be nelir to count his groans.
The wounded deer retires to solitude,
And dies in solitude : all things but man,
All die in solitude. [Moving towards the cottage door.
Mysterious God,
If she had never lived I had not done it !—
Tdon. Alas, the thought of such a crucl death
Has overwhelmed him.—1 must follew,
d. ~ Lady!
. You will do well ; (ske goes) unjust suspicion wmay
* Cleave to this Stranger : if, upon lis entering,
The dead Man heave a groan, or from his side
Uplift his hanel—that would be cvidence.
Elea. Shame! Eldred, shamo!
Mar. (both returning). The dead have but
one face (fo himself). .
And sach a Man—so meek nnd unoffending-—
Helpless and harmless as a babe: a Man,
By obvious signal to the world’s protection,
Solemnly dedicated—to decoy hiin !—
Zdon. Ob, had you secn him living1—
AMar. I (so filled
With horror is thig world) am unto thee
The thing most precious, that it now contains:
Therefore through me alone must be revealed < -
. S A _
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By whom thy Parent was destroyed, Idonea!
I have the proofs!—
Idon. # o m;semble Father'
Thou didst command me to bless all mankind ;
Nor to this moment, have I ever wished
Evil to any living thing; buf hear me,
Hear me, ye Heavens !—(kneeling)—may vengeanee
haunt the fiend .
For this most cruel murdef: let bim live
And move in terror of the elements;
The thunder send him on his knees to praver
In the open streets, and let him think he sees,
If e’cr he entereth the house of God,
The roof, self-moved, unsettling o'cer his head ;
And let him, when he would lie down at night,
Point to his wife the blood-drops on his pillow !
JMar. My veice was silent, but my heart hath joived
thee,
Idon. (leaning on NMarMADTKE). Left to the merey
of that savage Man!
How could he call upon his Child '—OsT'riend !
[Turns to MaruADURE,
My faithful true and only Comforter.
Mar. Ay, come to me and weep. (e Xisses her.)
(7v ELpRED). Yes, Varlet, look,
The devils at such sights do ¢lap their hands.
[ELDRED retires alarmed.
Jdon. Thy vest is torn, thy cheek is deadly pale;
Hast thou pursued the monster P
Mar. I have found him.—
Oh! would thut thou hadst perishqd in the flames!
Tidon, Hete art thou, then can I be desolate #—
Mar, There was a time, when this protecting hand
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Availed against the mighty ; never more
Shall blessings¢wait upon a deed of mine.
Zdon. Wild words for me to hear, for me, ak orphan,
Committed to thy guatdianship by Heaven;
And, if thou hast forgiven me, let me hope,
In this deep sorrow, trust, that T am thine
For closer care ;—here, is no malady.  [Taking kis arm.
Aar. There, is a malady—
(Striking his heart and forshead) And here, and here,
A mortal malady.—I am accurst:
All nature curses me, and in my heart
Thy curse is fixed ; the truth must be laid bare.
It must be told, and borne. I am the man,
(Abused, betrayed, but how it matters not)
Presumptuous above all that ever breathed,
‘Who, casting as I thought a guilty Person
Upon Heaven’s righteous judgment, di{ bccome
An instrument of Fiends. Through me, through me
Thy Father perished.
TIdon. Perished—by what mischance ?
Mar. Belovgd !—if I dared, so would I call thee—
Conflict must cease, and, in thy frozen heart,
The extremes of suffering meet in absolute peace.
o [ e gives her a letter.
Tdon. (reads). ‘ Be not surprised if you hear that
some signal judgment has befallen the mian who calls
himself your father; he is now with me, as his signa-
ture will shew : abstain from conjecture till you see me.
‘Merpert.
‘MARMADUKE.
The writing Oswald’s; the signature my Father's:
(Looks steadily at the paper) And here is yours,—or
do my eyes deceive me P
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Yon have then seen my Father ?
Mar., °* e bas leaned
Upon thip arm.
Idon. You led him towards the Convent ?
Mar. That Convent w as Stone-Arthur Castle.
Thither
We were his guides. I on that night resolved
That he should wait thy coming txll the day
Of resurrection.
Ldon. Miserable Woman,
Too quickly moved, too easily giving way,
1 put denial on thy suit, and hence,
‘With the disastrous issue of last night,
Thy perturbation, and these frantic words,
Be calm, I pray thec!
ar. Cswald—-
Idon. Name him nos.

Lnter female Beggar.
DBeg. And he is dead '—that Moor—how shall 1
cross it ? N
By night, by day, never shall T be able
To travel half a mile alone.—Good Lady!
Forgive me !—Baints forgive me. 1lad I thought
It would have come to this!—
Tidon. ‘What brings you hither ? speak!
Leg. (pointing to MarMapuxe). This innocent
Gentleman. Sweet heavens! I told him
Such tales of your dead Father!-—God is my judge,
I thought there was no harm: but that bad Man,
e bribed me with his gold, and looked so fierce,
Merey! I said I know not what—oh pity me—

I said, sweet Lady, you were not his Daughter—
VOL. I. ') x
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Pity me, I am haunted ;—thrice this day
My conscience anade e wish to be struck bind ;
And then I would have prayed, and had no wice.
Tdon. (to Mumu)dxr) ‘Was it my Father ?—no,
no, no, for he
‘Was meek and paticnt, féeble, old and blind,
Helpless, and loved me dearer than his life.
—DBut hear me. TFor ore question, I have a heart
That will sustain me. Did you murder him ?
Alar. No, not by stroke of arm. But learn the
process:
Proof after proof was pressed upon me; guilt
Made evident, as seemed, by blacker guilt,
‘Whose impious folds enwrapped even thee; and truth
And innocence, embodied in his looks,
His words and tones and gestures, did but serve
‘With me to aggravate his crimes, and Qeaped
Ruin upon the eause for which they pleaded.
Then pity crossed the path of my resolve :
Confounded, I looked up to Heaven, and cast,
Idonea! thy blind Father, on the Ordeal
Of the bleak Waste—left him—and so he died !—
[IDONEA sinks senseless ; Beggar, ELEANOR, &e¢., crowd
round, and bear her off.
‘Why may we speak these thing‘;s, and do no more;
‘Why should a thrust of the arm have such a power,
And words that tell these things be heard in vain ?
She is not dead. Why —if T loved this Woman,
I would take care she néver woke again;
But she wiLL wake, and she will weep for me,
And say, no blame was mine—and so, poor fool,

‘Will waste her curses on another name.
[ He walks about distractedly,
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<

. Enter OsWALD.
Osw. {to himself?). Strong te o’ertarn, strong also
1 build up. {70 MARMADUKE,

The starts and sallics of our last encounter
‘Were natural cnough ; but that, I trust,
1s all gone by. You have cast ofl’ the chains
That fettered your nobility of mind—
Delivered heart and head! .
Let us to Palestine;
This is a paltry ficld for enterprise.
Dlar. Ay, what shall we cncounter next? This
issue—
*T'was nothing more than darkness decpening darkness,
And weakness crowned with the impotence of death !—
Your pupil is, you see, an apt proficient. (ironically.)
Start not !—Here is another face hard by ;
Come, let us *ako a peep at both together,
And, with a voice at which the dead will quake,
Resound the praise of your morality—
Of this too much.
[Drawing OswaLp towards the Cottage—st-ps short at the door,
Men are there, millions, Oswald,
Who with bare hands would have plucked out thy heart
And flung it to the dczs: but I am raised
Above, or sunk below, all further sense
Of provocation. Leave me, with the weight
Of that old Man’s forgiveness on thy heart,
Pressing as heavily as it doth on mine.
Coward I have been; know, there lics not now
‘Within the compass of a mortal thought,
A decd that I would shrink from ;—but to endure,
That is my destiny. Mauy it be thine:
Thy office, thy ambition, be henceforth
¢ n2
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To feed remorse, to welcome every sting
Of penitential anguish, yea with tears,
‘When seas and continents shall lie between wi—
The wider space the better—we may find
In such a course fit links of sympathy,
An incommunicable rivalship
Maintained, for peaceful ends beyond our view.
[Confused wvoices—several of the band enter—rush wpom
OswWALD, and scize hiw.
One of them. 1 would have dogged him to the jaws
of hell—
Osw. Ha% is it so!— That vagrani Hag!—this
comes
Of having left a thing like her alive! [dside,
Several voices. Despatch him !
Osw. 1f I pass beneath a rock
And shout, and, with the ccho of my veice,
Bring down a heap of rubbish, and it erush me,
1 die without dishonour. Xamished, starved,
A Fool and Coward blended to my wish!
| Swiles scornfully and exultingly at MARMADUKE.
Wal. 'Tis done! (stubs him.)
Anotker of the band. The ruthless Traitor!
Afar. A rash deed!—
‘With that reproof I do resign a station
Of which I have been proud.
Wil. (approacking Marmapuxe). O my poor

Master!
Mar. Discerning Monitor, my faithful Wilfred,
‘Why art thou here ? [ Turning to WALLACE,

‘Wallace, upon these Borders,
Many there be whose eyes will not want cause
To weep that I am gone. Brothers in arms!
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Raise oy that dreary Waste a monument

That may record my story : nc- let words—

Few mbst they be, and delicate in their touch

As light itself—be there withheld from 1fer

Who, through most wicked arts, was made an orphan

By One who would have died a thousand times,

To shield her from a moment’s harm.  To you,

Wallace and Wilfred, 1 commend the Lady,

By lowly nature reared, as if to make her

In all things worthicr of that noble birth,

Whose long-suspended rights are now on the cve

Of restoration : with your tenderest carc

Watch over her, I pray—sustain her
Several of the band (eagerly). Captain!
Mar. No more of that ; in silence hear my doom:

A hermitage has furnished fit relief

To some offerers; other penitents,

Tiess patient in their wretchedness, have fallen,

Like the old Roman, on their own sword’s point.

They had their choice : a wanderer must T go,

The Spectre of that innocent Man, my guide.

No human ear shall ever hear me speak ;

No human dwelling ever give me food,

Or sleep, or rest : but, over waste and wild,

In search of nothing, that this earth can give,

But expiation, will I wander on—

A Man by pain and thought compelled to live,

Yot loathing life—till anger ‘s appeased

In Heaven, and Mercy gives me leave to die.

1795-6.



POEMS REFLRRING TO THI: PERIOD OF

CHILPHOOD.
——
' 1.

..
[Wrirren at Town-end, Grasmere.]

My heart leaps up when T behold
A rainbow in the sky:

So was it when my life began ;

So is it now I am a nan;

So be it when I shall grow old,
Or let me die!

" The Child is father of the Mah;
And T could wish my days to be

Bound each {o cach by natural picty.
1804,

TO A BUTTERFLY.

[Werrrex in the Orchard, Town end, Grasmere. My sister and 1
were parted immediatcly after the death of our mother, who
died in 1778, both being —ery young.]

STAY near me—do not take thy flight !
A little longer stay in sight!

Much converse do I find in thee,
Historian of my infancy !
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Float near me ; do not yet depart!
Dead times revive in thee:

Fhou bring’st, gay creature as thou art!
A solemn image to my heart,

My father’s family !

Oh! pleasant, pleasant werc the days,
The time, when, in our childish plays,
My sister Emmeline and I
Together chased the butterfly !
A very hunter did I rush
Upon the prey :—with leaps and springs
I followed on from brake to bush;
But she, God love her, feared to brush
The dust from off its wings.
1801.

I,
THE SPARROW’S NEST.

WrrrTEy in the Orchard, Town-end, Grasmere. At the end of the
garden of my father's house at Cockermouth was a high terrace
that commanded a fine view of the river Derwent and Cocker-
mouth Castle. This was our favouritc play-ground, The
terrace-wall, a low one, was covered with closcly-clipt privet
and roses, which gave an almost impervious shelter to birds
that built their nests there, Thelatter of these stanzas alludes
to one of those nesis.]

Benorp, within the leafy shade,
Those bright blue eggs together laid !
On me the chance-discovered sight
Gleamed like a vision of delight.
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[e)

I started—seeming to espy
The home and ﬁhdtercd bed,
The Sparrow’s 'aw elling, which, hard ky
My Father’s house, in wet or dry
My sister Emmeline and I

Together visited.

She looked at it and seemed to fear it 3

Dreading, tho” wishing, to be near 1t :

Such heart was in her, being then

A little Prattler among men.

The Blessing of my later years

‘Was with me when a boy :

She gave me eyes, she gave me cars;

And humble cares, and delicate fears ;

A heart, the fountain of sweet tvevs ;
And love, and thought, and\joy.

180L

Iv.

FORESIGUT.

{Arso composed in the Orchard, T>wn-end, Grasmere.)

THAT js work of waste and ruin—

Do as Charles and I are doing!
Strawberry-blossoms, one and all,

‘We must spare them—here are-many <
Look at it—the flower is small,

Small and low, though fair as any:

Do not touch it! summers two

I am older, Anne, than you.
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Pull the primrose, sister Annc;i
Pull as many as you can, .
—pHere are daisies, take your fill
Pansies, and the cuckor-flower :
Of the lofty daffodil

Make your bed, or rgake your bower ;
Fill your lap, and {ill your bosom ;
Only spare the strawberry-blossom !

Primroses, the Spri’)g may love them—
Summer knows but little of them :
Violets, a barren kind,

Withered on the ground must lie;
Daisies leave no fruit behind

‘When the pretty lowerets dic;

Pluck them, and another year

As manv’ w:li be blowing here.

God has given a kindlier power
To the favoured strawberry-tlower.
Hither soon as spring is fled
You and Charles and I will walk ;
Lurking berrics, ripe and red,
Then will hang on every stalk,
Each within its leafy bower;
And for that promise spare the flower!

169

1803,
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CHARACTERISTICS OF A CHILD THREE
YEARS OLD.

[Weirren at Allanbank, Grasmere. Picture of my Daughter,
Catharine, who died the year after.]
1)

Lovina she is, and tracta{)lc, though wild ;
And Innocence hath privilege in her
To dignify arch looks and laughing eyes ;
And feats of cunning ; and the pretty round
Of trespasses, affected to provoke
Mock-chastisement and partnership in play.
And, as a faggot sparkles on the hearth,
Not less if unattended and alone
"Bian when both young and old sit gathered round
And take delight in its activity ;
Even so this happy Creature of herself
Is all-sufficient ; solitude to her
Is blithe society, who fills the air
‘With gladness and involuntary songs.
Light are her sallies as the tripping fawn’s
Forth-startled from the fern where she lay couched;
Unthought-of, unexpected, as the stir
Of the soft breeze ruflling the meadow-flowers,
Or from before it chasing wantonly
The many-coloured im#ges imprest ,
Upon the bosom of a placid lake.
181i.



Vie

ADDRESS TO A CHILD.

DURING A BOISTERO®S WINILR EVENING,
BY MY SISTER.

[WrrrreN at Town-end, Grasmere. ]

‘WiraT way does the wind come? What way does he go?
He rides over the water, and over the snow,

Through wood, and through vale; and,o’cr rocky height
‘Which the goat cannot dlmb takes his sounding ﬂlght
He tosses about in cvery bare tree,

As, if you look up, you plainly may see;

Bub how he will come, and whither he gocs,

There's never a scholar in England knows.

He will suddenly stop in a ecunning nook,

And ring a sharp ’larum ;—but, if you should look,
There’s nothing to se.?but a cushion of snow
Round as a pillow, and whiter than milk,

And softer than it it were covered with silk.
Sometimes he'll hide in the cave of a rock,

Then whistle ag shrill as the buzzard cock;

—Yet seek him,—and what shall you find in the place 14
Nothing but silence and empty space;

Save, in a corner, a heap of dry leaves,

That he’s left, for a bed, to beggars or thieves!
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As soon as ’ti}-‘, daylight to-morrow, with me

You shall go t8 the ﬁrchurd, and then you yll sce
That ho has.been there, and made a great rout,

And cracked the branches, and strewn them about;
Heaven grant that he spare but that one upright twig
That looked up at the sky so proud and big

All last summer, as well you know,

Studded with appies, a be%utiful show !

Hark! over the roof he makes a pause,

And growls as if he would fix his claws

Right in the slates, and with a huge rattle

Drive them down, like men in a battle:

—But let him range round ; he does us no harm,

‘We build up the fire, we’re snug and warm ;

Untouched by his breath sce the candle shines bright,

Aad burns with a clear and steady light;

Books have we to read,—Dbut that half-stifled knell,

Alas! ’tis the sound of the cight o’clock bell.

—Come now we'll to bed! and when we are there

He may work his own will, and what shall we carce P

He may knock at the door,—we’ll not let him in;

May drive at the windows,—we’ll laugh at his din;

Let him seek his own home wiferever it be;

Here's a cozie warm house for Edward and me.
1806.
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VII.

THE MOTHIR®S RETURN.

BY THE SAME.
[WritTeEx at Towieend, Grasmere.]

A »onNTH, sweet Little-ones, is past
Since your dear Mother went away,—
And she to-morrow will return;
To-morrow is the happy day.

O blesséd tidings ! thought of joy!
The eldest heard with steady glee;
Silent he stood ; then laughed amain,—
And shouted, ¢ Mother, come to me.”

Louder and louder did he shout,
With witless hope to bring her near;
“ Nay, paticnce! patience, little boy !
Your tender mother cannot hear.”

[ J
I told of hills, and far-off towns,
And long, long vales to travel through ;-
e listens, puzzled, sore-perplexced,
But he submits ; what_can ho do?

No strife disturbs his sister’s breast;
She wars not with the mystery

Of time and distance, night and day ;
The bonds of our humanity.
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’

Her joy is lik» an instinet, jor .
Of kittn, bir{l, or summer fly;

‘She dances, runs without an aim,
She chatters in*her ecstasy.

Her brother now takes up the note,
And echoes back his si-ter’s glee;
They hug the infant in my arms,
As if to force his sympathy.

Then, settling into fond discourse,
We rested in the garden bower;
‘While swectly shone the evening sun
In his departing hour.

We told o’er all that we had done,—

Our rambles by the swift brodk’s side
#*  TFar as the willow-skirted pool,

‘Where two fair swans together glide.

We talked of change, of winter gone,
Of green leaves on the hawthorn spray,
Of birds that build their nests and sing

And all “since Mother went away!”
o,

To her these tales they will repeat,
To her our new-born tribes will show,
The goslings green, the ass’s colt,
The lambs that in the meadow go.

—But, see, the evening star comes forth !
To bed the children must depart;

A moment’s heaviness they feel,

A sadness at the heart:
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'Tip gone-and in a merrt fit
They run up stairs in ganfesomd'race;
1, %oo, infected by their mood,
I could have joined the %anton chase.

Five minutes past—amd, O the change!
Asleep unon their beds they lie;
Their busy limbs in perfect rest,
And closed tho sparlgling éye.
1807,

VIIL.

ALICE FELL;
OR, POVERTY.

[WrirTeN to gratify Mr. Graliam of Glasgow, brother of the Authey
of ““The Subbath.” 1lc was a zealous coadjutor of Nr,
Clarkson, and & man of ardent humanity. The incident had
happened to himself, and he urged me to put it into verse, for
humanity’s sake. Tho humbleness, mcanness if you like, ot
the subject, together with the homely mode of treating it,
brought upon me a world of ridicule by the small critics, so
that in policy I excluded it from mauny editions of my Poems,
till it was restored at the request of some of my friends, in
particular my son-in-law, Edward Quillinan. ]

.

TrE post-boy drove with fierce career,

For threatening clouds the moon had drowned ;
‘When, as we hurried on, my ear

‘Was smitten with a startling sound.

As if the wind blew many ways,

I beard the sound,—and more and more;
It seemed to follow with the chaise,

And still I heard it as before.
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At length I t&;thq bcir called out; .
He stopped hidhorsel at the word,
But neither cry, nor voice, nor shout,
Nor aught else like it,*could be heard.

The boy then smacked his whip, and fast
The horses scampered through- the ram;
But, hearing soon upon the blast

The cry, I bade him nalt again.

Forthwith alighting on the ground,

“ Whence comes,” said I, ¢ this piteous moan *’
And there a little Girl I found,

Sitting behind the chaise, alone.

“My cloak !"” no other word she spake,
But loud and bitterly she wept, .
J if her innocent heart would break ;
And down from off her seat she leapt.

“ What ails you, child ?”’—she sobbed * Look here!”
I saw it in the wheel entangled,

A weather-beaten rag as e’er

From any garden scare-crow dangled.

L]
There, twisted between nave and spoke,
It hung, nor could at once be freed ;
But our juint pains unloosed the cloak,
A miserable rag indeed ! .
“ And whither are you going, child,
To night along these lonesome ways ?
“To Durham,” answered she, half wild—-
“ Then come with me into the chaise.”
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Insensible to all relief ‘

Sat tie poor girl, and forth §id serfl
Sob a#%r sob, as if her grief

Could never, never have ars end.

“ My child, in Durham ¢o you dwell ?
She checked herself in her distress,
And said, “ My name is Alice Fell;
I'm fatherless and motljerless.

“ And I to Durham, Sir, belong.”
Again, as if the thought would choke
Her very heart, her grief grew strong ;
And all was for her tattered cloak !

The chaise drove on; our journey’s end
‘Was nigh; and, sitting by my side,

As if sh2 had lost her only friend

She wept, nor would be pacified.

Tp to the tavern-door we post ;
Of Alice and her grief I told;
And I gave money to the host,
To buy a new cloak for the old.

]
“ And iet it be of duflil grey,
As warm a cloak as man can sell!”
Proud creature was she the nest day,
The 1ittle orphan, Alice Fell!
¢ 1801,

VOL. I



1/ POEMS I“JFERR‘VG TO THE PERIOD OF CHILDHOOD.

IX.

LUCY GRAY;

OR, SOLITUDE.

{Wrrrrex at Goslar in"Germany. It was founded on a circum-

stance told me by my Sister, of a httle girl who, not far from
Halifax in Yorkshire, was bewildered in a snow-storm. Her

footsteps were traced by her parents to the middle of the lock
of a canal, and no other vestige of her, backward or forward,

could be tmed. The body however was found in the eanal.
The way in which the incident was treated and the spiritual-
ising of the character wight furnish hints for contrasting the
imaginative influences which I have endeavoured to throw over
common life with Crabbe’s matter of fact style of treating
subjects of the same kind. This is not spoken to his
disparagement, far from it, but to direct the attention of
thoughtful readers, into whose hands these notes may fall, to
a comparison that may hoth enlarge the circle of their
sensibilities, and tend to produce in them a catholic judgment. ]

OrFr I had heard of Luey Gray:
And, when I crossed the wild,

I chanced to see at breuk of day
The solitary child.

No mate, no comrade Lucy knew ;
She dwelt on a wide moor,

—The sweotes’ thing that ever grew
Beside a human door!

You yet may spy the fawn at play,
‘The hare upon the green ;

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray
‘Will never more be seen,



LUCY GRAY

“ Taynight will be a storm mght;"—
Youip the town must go;

Ana take a lantern, Child, to light ,
Your mother through the snow.”

“ That, Father! will Isgladly do:

'Tis scarcely after.oon—

The minster-clock has just struck two,
And yonder is the moen!”

At this the Father raised his hook,
And snapped a faggot-band ;

He plied Lis work ;—and Lucy took
The lantern in her hand.

Not blither is the mountain roe:
‘With many' a wanton stroke

Her feet disperse the powdery snow,
That rises up like smoke.

The storm came on before its time:
She wandered up and down ;

And many a hill did Lucy climb :
But never reached the town.

The wretched parents all that night
‘Went shouting far and wide;

But there was neither sound nor sight
To serve them for a guide.

At day-break on.a hill they stood
That overlooked the moor ;
And thence they saw the bridge of wood,

A furlong from their door.
¢ »e
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They wepA—and] turning homeward, erfed,

“In heaven we all shall meet ;" N~
—Wher in the sOw the mother spied
The print of Lucy’s fect.

Then downwards froth the stecp hill’s edge
They tracked the footmarks small;

And through the broken hawthorn hedge,
And by the long stoné-wall ;

And then an open field they crossed :
The marks were still the same;

They tracked them on, nor ever lost;
And to the bridge they came.

They followed from the snowy bank
Those footmarks, one by one,

* Into the middle of the plank ;
And further there were none!

—Yet some maintain that to this day
She is a living child ;

That you may see sweet Lucy Gray
Upon the lonesome wild. |

O'er rough and smooth she trips along,
And never looks behind ;
And sings a solitary song
That whistles in the wind.
1799,
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X,
WE ARE SEVEN.

[WriTTEN at Alfuxden in the soring of 1798, under circumstances
somewhat remarkable, The little girl who is the heroine I
met within the area of Goodrich Castle in the year 1793.
Having left the Isle of Wight ¢nd erdssed Silisbury plain, as
mentioned in the preface to ¢ Guilt and Sorrow,” I proceeded
by Bristol up the Wye, and so on to North Wales, to the vale
of Clwydd, where I spent my summer under the voof of the
father of my frlend, Robert Jones. In rcferenc o0 this Poem
I will here meution one of the most remarkable facts in my
own poetic history and that of Mr. Coleridge. In the spring
of the year 1798, he, my Sister, and myself, started from
Alfoxden, pretty latc in the afternoon, with a view to visit
Lenton and the valley of Stones near it ; and as our united
funds were very small, we agreed to defray the expense of the
tour by writing a poem, to be sent to the New Mouthly
Magazine set up by Phillips the bookseller and edited byt
Dr. Aikin. Accordingly we set off and procceded along the
Quantock Hills towards Watchet, and in the course of this
walk was planned the peem of the ‘‘ Ancient Mariner,”
founded on a dream, as Mr. Coleridge said, of his friend,
Mr. Cruikshank. Much the greatest part of the story was
Mr. Coleridge's invention ; but certain parts I myself sug-
gested :—for example, some crime was to be committed which
should bring upon the old Navigator, as Coleridge afterwards
delighted to call him, the svectral persecution, as a consequence
of that crime, and his owh wanderings. I had been reading
in Shelvock’s Voyages a day or two hefore that while doubling
Cape ITorn they frequently saw Albatrosses in that latitude,
the largest sort of scafowl, some extending their wings twelve
or fifteen feet, ¢ Suppose,” said I, ¢‘you rcpresent him as
having killed one of these birds on entering the South Sea,
and that the tuteary Spirits of those regions take upon them
to avenge the crime.” The incident was thought fit for the
purpose and adopted accordingly. I also suggested the
navigation of tho ship by the dead men, but do not recollect
that I had anytking more to do with the scheme of the poem.
The Gloss with which it was subsequently accompanied waa
not thought of by cither of us at the time; at least not a hint

e



182 POEMS REFFERRING, TO THE PERIOD OF CHILDIOOD.

of it was give\ to me, j’ld I have no doubt it was a sratuitons
after-thought. § We bedin the composition together on that, to
me, memorable evening. I furnished two or threeq lines at the
beginning of the poem, in particular :— v

¢ Aund Listened ke a thren years’ child;
The Mariner had his will.”

These trifling contributions o1 but one (which Mr. C. has with
unnecessary scrupulosity recorded) slipt out of his mind as
they well might. As we endeavouted to proceed conjointly (I
speak of the same evening) our respeclive manners proved so
widely different that 6 would have been quite presuinptuous
in me to do anything but scparate from an undertaking upon
which I could only bhave been a clog.  We returned after a few
days from a delightful tour, of which T have many pleasant and
some of them droll-enough recollections.  We returned by
Dulverton to Alfoxden. The ‘“ Ancient Mariner” grew and
grew till it became too important for our first object, which
was limited to our expectation of five pounds, and we began to
talk of a Volume which was to consist, a3 Mr. Coleridge has
told the world, of prems chiefly on supernatural subjeets taken
from conumnon life, but looked at, as much as might be, through
an imaginative medium. Accordingly I wrvwe ¢“The Idiot Boy,”

~ ‘“Her eyes are wild,” &c., “We are seven,” *“The Thorn,”
and some others. To return to ““We are seven,” the picee
that called forth this note, I composed it while walking in the
grove at Alfoxden. My friends will not deem it too trifling to
relate that while walking to and fro I cumnposed the last
stanza first, having begun with the last line.  When it was
all but finished, I came in and reeited it to Mr. Coleridge and
my Sister, and said, ‘A prefatory stanzn must be added, and
I should sit down to our little tea-meal with greater pleasure
if my task were finished.” T mentioned in suhstance what I
wished to be expressed, and Colelidge immediately threw off
the stanza thus :—

“¢ A littlo child, dear brother Jem,"”—

I objected to the rhyme, ‘dear brother Jem,” as being
ludicrous, but we all enjoyed the joke of hitching-in our
friend, James T——"3 name, who was fafiliarly called Jem.
He was the brother of the dramatist, and this reminds me of”
an anecdote which it may be worth while here to notice. The
said Jeni got a sight of the ¢‘ Lyrical Ballads” as it was going
through the press at Bristol, during which time I was residing
in that city. One evening he came to me with a grave face,
and said, ** Wordsworth, I have seen the volume that Coloridge
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and pu are apout to publish. There fl one poem in it
which I earnestly entreat you will mncel fr, if published, it
will r¢’® you cverlastingly ridiculous.” answered that I
felt much obliged by the interest he took in my good name as
a writer, and begge.l to know w' at was the unfortunate piece
he alluded to. He said ¢“ It ix called ‘We are scven.”” Nay !
said I, that shall take its chance however, and he left me in
despair. I have only to ad that in the spring of 1841 I
revisited Goodrich Castle, not having seen that part of the
Wye since I met the little Girl there in 1793. It would Lave
given me greater pleasure to have found in the neighbouring
hamlet traces of one who had interested me so much; but
that was impossible, as nnfortunately I did uot even know her
name, The rain, from its position and features is a most
impressive object. I could not but decply regret that its
solemnity v impaired by a fantastic new Castle set up ou a
projection of the same ridge, as if to show how far modern art
can go in surpassing all that could e done by antiquity and
nature with their united graces, remembrances, and associations.]

——A simple Child,

That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
‘What should it know of death?

I met a little cottage Girl:

She was eight years old, she said ;
Her hair was thick with many a curl
That clustered round her head.

She had a rustie, woodland air,
And she was wildly clad:

Her eyes were fair, and very fair;
—Her heauty made me glad.

“ Sisters and brothers, little Maid,
How many may you be ?”

“ How many ? Seven in all,” she said,
And wondering l.ooked at me.
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“And whkre are they ? I pray yeu tell.’¥
She answered, “ Seven are we; ~¢
And two of us at Conway dwell,

And two are gone (o sea.

Two of us in the chunch-yard lie,
My sister and my brother.;

And, in the church-yard cottage, I
Dwell near them* with,my mother.”

“You say that two at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea,

Yet ye are seven!—I pray you tell,
Sweet Maid, how this may be.”

Then did the little Maid reply,

“ Seven boys and girls are we;
Two of us in the church-yard lie,
Beneath the church-yard tree.”

“You run about, my little Maid,
Your limbs they are alive ;

If two are in the church-yard laid,
Then ye are only five.”

“Their graves arc green, they may bo seen,”
The little Maid replied,

“Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door,
And they are side by side. .

My stockings there I often knit,
My kerchief there I hem;
And there upon the ground I sit,
And sing a song to them.
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And often after sun-set, Sir,
When it is ll-'ht and fair,
1 take my little porringer,
And eat my supper thera

The first that died wag sister Jane ;
In bed she moaning lay,

Till God released her of her pain ;.
And then she went away. s

So in the church-yard she was laid ;
And, when the grass was dry,
Together round her grave we played,

My brother John and I.

And when the ground was white with snow,
And I could run and slide,

My Dbrother John was forced to go,

And he lies by her side.”

“ITow many are you, then,” said T,
“If they two are in heaven ?”
Quick was the little Maid’s reply,
“ O Master! we are seven.”

“But they are dead ; those two are dead!
Their spirits arc in heaven!”

"T'was throwing words away ; for still
The little Maid would have ber will,

And said," Nay, we are seven!”
1798,
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XI.

THE IDLE SHEPHERD-BOYS;
OR, DUNGEONYiHYLL FORCE'-

A PASTORAL.

{WrirreN at Town-end, Grasmere. I will anly add a little

monitory anccdote conceruing this subject. When Coleridge
and Southey were walking tugether upon the Fells, Sonthey
observed that, if I wished to be considered a faithful painter
of rural manners, I ought not to have said that my Shepherd-
boys trimmed their rustic hats as descriled in the poem. Just
as the words had passed his lips two boys appeared with the
very plant entwincd round their hats. 1 have often wondered
that Southcy, who rambled so much about the mountains,
should have fallen into this mistake, and I record it as a
warning for others who, with far less opportunity than my
dear friend had of knowing what things, are, and far less
sagacity, give way to presumptuous criticism, from which he
was free, though in this matter mistaken. In describing a
tarn under Helvellyn, 1 say—

“ There soractimes doth a leaping fish
Send through the tarn a loncly cheer.”

This was branded hy a eritic of these days, in a review aseribed
to Mrs. Barbauld, as unnatural and absurd. I admire the
genius of Mrs. Barbauld, and am certain that, had her educa-
tion been favourable to imaginative influences, no female of
her day would have been more likely to sympathise with that
image, and to acknowledge the truth of the sentiment. ]

Tug valley rings with mirth and joy ;
Among the hills the echoes play

A never never ending song, .

To welcome in the May.

The magpie chatters with delight ;

* @Ghyll, in the dinloct of Cumberland and Westmoreland, 1s o short and,
for the most part, a stoep narrow valley, with a streain running through
it. Force is the word universally employed in these dinlects for waterfall,

[



THF IDLE SHEPHERD BOYS, 187

Thetmountajn raven’s youngling bood
Iavg left the mother and the nest;
Aud they go rambling east and west
In search of their own foed ; :
Or through the glittering vapours dart
In very wantonness ofdicart.

.
Beneath arock. upon the grass,
Two boys arve sitting ig theSun;
Their work, if any avork they have,
Is out of mind—or done.
On pipes of sycamore they play
The fragments of a Christmas hymn;
Or with thag plant which in our dale
We call stag-horn, or fox’s tail,
Their rusty hats they trim -
And thus, as happy as the day,
Those Shepherds wear the time away.

Along the river's stony marge

The sand-lark chants a juyous song ;
The thrush is busy in the wood,
And cavols Joud and strong.

A thousand lawbs are on the rocks,
All newly born! both earth and sky
Xeep jubilee, and more than all,
Those boys with their green coronal ;
They never hear the cry,

That plaiutive ery ! which up the hill
Comes from the depth of Dungeon-Ghyll

Said ‘Walter, leaping from the gronnd,
“Down to the stump of yon old yew
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We'll for gur whistles run a race,” ’
-Away the shepherds flew .
They leapt—they ran—and when they came

Right opposite to Bungeon-Ghyll,
Seeing that he should lose the prize,
“Stop! " to his comrade Walter cries—
James stopped with no gocd will :

Said Walter then, exulting ; “Ilere
You'll find a task for Kalf a year.
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Cross, if you dare, where I shall cross—
Come on, aud tread where I shall trcad.”
The other took him at his word,

And followed as he led.

It was a spot which you may see

If ever you to Langdale go;

Into a chasm a mighty block

Hath fallen, and made a bridge of rock :
The gulf is deep below ;

And, in a basin black and small,
Receives a lofty waterfall,

With staff in hand across the cleft
The challenger pursued his gnarch ;
And now, all eyes and feet, hath gained
The middle of the arch.

‘When list! he hears a piteous moan—
Again !—his heart within him dies—
His pulse is stopped, his breath is lost,
Ie totters, pallid as a ghost,

And, looking down, espies

A lamb, that in the pool ig pent
‘Within that black and frightful rent.
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Thedamb had slipped into the stream,
And gafe without a bruise or wound
The cataract had borne hiin down
Into the gulf profound. ¢

His dam had seen him when he fell,
She saw him down the €orrent borne;
And, while with al® a mother’s love

She from the lofty rocks above

Sent forth a cry forlorn,  °

The lamb, still swimming round and round,
Made answer to that plaintive sound.

When he had learnt what thing it was,

That sent this rueful ery ; I ween

The Boy recovered heart, and told

The sight which he had scen.

Both gladly now deferred their task ;

Nor was there wanting other aid—

A Poet, one who loves the brooks

Far better than the sages’ books,

By chance had thither strayed ;

And there the helpless lamb he found

By those huge rocks encompassed round.
L ]

He drew it from the troubled pool,

And brought it forth into the light :

The Shepherds met him with his charge,

An unexpected sight !

Into their arms the lamb they took,

"Whose life and limbs the flood had spared ;

Then up the steep ascent they hied,

And placed him at his mother’s side ;

And gently did the Bard

189
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Those idle Shepherd-boys upbrsid, .
And bade them better mind their tradg.
1800.

XI1I.

ANECDOTLE FOR: FATHERS,
¢ Retine vim istam, falsa enim dicam, si coges.’—Ecsrsivs.

“THIS was suggested in front of Atfoxden. The Buy was a son of
my friend, Basil Montagu, who had been two or three years
under our care. The name of Kilve is from a village on the
Bristol Channel, about & mile from Alfoxden ; and the name
of Liswyn Farm was taken from a beautiful spot on the Wye,
When Mr. Coleridge, my Sister, and I, had been visiting the
famous John Thelwall, who had taken refuge from politics,
after a trial for high treason, with a view to bring up his
family by the profits of agriculture, which proved as unfor-
tunate a speculation as that he had fled from, Coleridge and
he had both been public lecturers ; Col@ridge mingling, with
his politics, Theology, from which the other elucutionist ab-
stained, unless it were for the sake of a sneer.  This quondam
community of public employment induced Thelwall to visit
Coleridge at Nether Stowey, where he fell in my way. He
really was a man of extraordinary talent, an affectionate
husband, and a good father. Though brought up in the City,
he was truly sensible of the beauty of natural objects. I
remember once, when Coleridge, he, and I were seated to-
gether upon the turf on the brink of a stream in the most
beautiful part of the most beautiful glen of Alfoxden, Cole-
ridge exclaimed, ¢‘ This is a plate to reconcile oue to all tho
jarrings and conflicts of the wide world.” ¢ Nay,” said
Thelwall, ¢‘to make onc forget them altogether.”” The visit of
this man to Coleridge was, as I believe Coleridge has related,
the occasion of a spy being sent by (Government to watch our

ings, which were, I can say with truth, such as the
world at large would have thought ludicrously hannless, ]

I HAvVE 2 boy of five years old;

His face is fair and fresh to see;

His limbs are cast in beauty’s mould,
And dearly he loves me.
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Ore morn we strolled on our dry walk,
Oug quiet home all full in view,

And held such intermitted talk

As we are wont to do. =

My thoughts on formgr pleasures ran
I thought of Kily’s delightful shore,
Our pleasant home when spring began,
A long, long year before.

A day it was when I could bear
Some fond regrets to entertain;
‘With so much happiness to spare,
I could not feel a pain.

The green carth echoed to the feet

Of lambs #hat bounded through the glade,
Trom shade to sunshine, and as fleet
¥rom sunshine back to shade.

Birds warbled round me—and each trace
Of inward sadness had its charm
Kilve, thought J, was a favoured place,
And so is Liswyn farm.

R ]

My boy beside me tripped, so slim
And graceful in his rustic dress!
And, as we talked, I questioned him,
In very idlencss.

= Now tell me, had you rather be,"”

I said, and took him by the arm,

¢ On Kilve’s smooth shore, by the green sea,
Or here at Liswyn farm "
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In carelesy mood he looked at me,
‘While still I held him by the arm, |
And said, “ At Kilve I'd rather be
Than here at Liswyn farm.”

“ Now, little Edward, say why so:

My little Edward, tell me ovhy.”—

“T eannot tell, I do not know.””—

“Why, this is stvange,” said T;

“ Tor, here are woods, hills smooth and warrm :
There surely must some reason be

Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm
Tor Kilve by the green sea.”

At this, my boy hung down his head,

He blushed with shame, nor mado reply ;
wes And threc times to the child I said,

“Why, Edward, tcll me why 2’

His head he raised—there was in sight,
It caught his eye, he saw it plain—
Upon the house-top, glittering bright,
A broad and gilded vane.

[ ]
Then did the boy his tongue unlock,
And eased his mind with this reply :
« At Kilve there was no weather-cock ;
And that’s the reason why.”

O dearest, dearest boy ! my heart
For better lore would seldora yearn,
Could I but teach the hundredth part

Of what from thee I learn.
L 1798.
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X1II, .
RURAL ARCHITECTURE,

"WRIMTEN at Town-end, Grasmere. These structures, as every
me knows, are commof amongst cur hills, being built by
shepherds, as conspicuous marks, aud occasionally by boys in
sport.] R

Tuere’s George Fisher, Charles Fleming, and Regi-
nald Shore,

Three rosy-che. ked school-boys, the highest not more

Than the height of a counsellor’s bag’;

To the top of GrEsT How® did it please them to climb,

And there they built up, without mortar or lime,

A Man on the peak of the crag.

They built him of stones gathered up as they lay:
They built him and christened him all in one day,

An urchin both vigorous and hale;

And so without scruple they called him Ralph Jones.
Now Ralph is renowned for the length of his bones;
The Magog of Legberthwaite dale.

Just half a week after, the wind sallied forth,
And, in anger or merriment, out of the north,
Coming on with a terrible pother,
From the peak of the crag blew the giant away.
And what did thesc school-boys P—The very next day
They went and they built up another.

* GreaT How is a singlo and conspionous hill, which rises towards the
foot of Thirlmere, on the westorn side of the beautiful dale of Legber-

thwaito, along the high road between Keswick and Ambleside.
VOL. I. L4 o
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—Some little Iive seen of blind boisterous works

By Christian disturbers morc savage than Ty ks,

Spirits busy to do and undo:,

At remembrance whercof my blood sometimes will flag;

Then, light-hcarted Boys, to the top of the crag!

And T'I1 build up a giant with you.
- 1801,

XIV,

THE PET-LAMB.

A PASTORAL.

RITTER at Town.end, Grasmere. Barbara® Lewthwaite, now
living at Ambleside (1843), though much changed as to
beauty, was one of two most lovely sisters. Almost the first
words my poor brother John said, when he visited us for the
first timo at Grasmere, were, ‘‘ Were those two Angels that 1
have just seen?” and from his description I have no doubt
they were those two sisters. The mother died in childbed ;
and one of our neighbours at Grasmere told me that the
Joveliest sight she had ever seen was that mother as she lay in
her coffin with her babe in her arm. I mention this to notice
what I cannot but think a salutary custom once universal in
these vales. Every attendant on a funeral made it a duty to
look at the eorpse in the coffin before the lid was closed, which
was never done (nor I believo is now) iill & minute or two
before the corpse was removed. Barbara Lewthwaite was not
in fact the child whom I had seen and overheard as described in
the poem. I chose the name for reasons implied in the above;
and will here add a caution against the usé of names of living
persons. Within a few months after the publication of this
poem, I was much surprised, and more hurt, to find it in a
child’s school-book which, having been compiled by Lindley
Murray, had come into use at Grasmere School where Barbarn
was a pupil ; snd, alas! I had the mortification of hearing
that she was very vain of being thus distinguished ; and, in
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sfter-life, she used to say that she remembered the incident
and what I #hid to her upon the occasion, |
L
THE dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink;
I heard a voice; it said, “Drink, pretty creature,drink!”
And, looking o’er the hedge, before me I espied
A snow-whitc mountgin-lamb with a Maiden atits side.

Nor sheep nor kine were near ; the lamb was all alone,
And by a slender cord wis tethered to a stone;

‘With one knce on the grass did the little Maiden kneel,
‘While to that mountain-lamb she gave its evening meal.

The lamb, while from her hand he thus his supper took,

Seemed to feast with head and ears; and his tail with
pleasure shook.

“Drink, pretly creature, drink,” she said in such
a tone

That I almost reccived her heart into my own.

Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beauty
rare!

I watched them with delight, they were a lovely parr.

Now with her empty can the Maiden turned away:

But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did she
stay.

Right towards ‘the lamb she looked; and from a
shady place
I unobserved could sce the workings of her face:
If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers
bring,
Thus, thought I,to her lamb that little Maid might sing:
° 02
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“What ails thee, young One? what? Why pull
8o at thy cord ?

Is it not well with thee ? well both for bed and board ?

Thy plot of grass is soft,rand green as grass can be;

Rest, little young One, rest; what is't that aileth
thee ? "

¢

What is it thou wouldst seek ? What is wanting
to thy heart? - ,

Thy limbs are they not strong? And beauliful
thou art:

This grass is tender grass; these flowers they have
no peers;

And that green corn all day is rustling in thy cars!

If the sun be shining hot, do but stretch thy woollen
chain,

This beech is standing by, its covert thou canst gain;

For rain and mountain-storms! the like thou
need’st not fear,

The rain and storm are things that scarcely can
come here.

Rest, little young Onc, rest ; thou hast forgot the day

‘When my father found thee first in places far away ;

Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert owned
by none,

And thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone.

He took thee in his arms, and in pity brought thee
home

A blesséd day for thee! then whither wouldst thou
roam ?
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A faithful nuree thou hast; the dam .hat did thee yean
Upon%he mountain-lops no kinder could have been.

Thou know'st that twice a day I have brought thee in
this can

Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran;

And twice in the day, when the ground is wet with
dew,

I bring thee draughts of ‘nilk, {rarm milk it is and new.

Thy limbs will shortly be twiee as stout as they are
now,

Then T'll yoke thee to my cart like a pony in the
plough;

My playmate thou shalt be ; and when the wind is cold

Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall be thy
fold.

It will not, will not rest !—Poor creature, can it be

That "tis thy mother’s heart which is working so in
thee?

Things that T know not of belike to thec are dear,

And dreams of things which thou canst neither see
nor hear.

Alas, the mountain-tops that look so green and fair!

I'vo heard of fearful winds and darkness that come
there ;

The little brooks that seem all pastime and all play,

‘When they are angry, roar like lions for their prey.

Here thou need’st not dread the raven in the sky;
Night and day thou grt safe,—our cottage is hard by.
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‘Why bleat so afttr me? Why pull so‘at thy chain ?
Sleep—and at break of day I will come fo theo
again!™"

—As homeward through the lane I went with lazy
feet,

This song to mysclf did I oftentimes repeat

And it seemed as I retraced the ballad line by line,

That but half of it was hex‘t and one half of it was
mine.

%

Again, and once again, did I repeat the song;

¢« Nay,” said I, “more than half to the damsel must
belong,

For she looked with such a look and she spake with
such a tone,

That I almost received her heart into my own.’

1800,

XV.

TO IL C.

»
SIX YEARS OLD.

O raOU ! whose fancies from afar are brought ;
‘Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel,
And fittest to unutterable thought .
The breeze-like motion and the self-born carol ;
Thou faery voyager! that dost float
In such clear water, that thy boat
May rather seem

» To brood on air than on an earfhly stream ;
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Suspended irf a stream as clear as sky.
‘Where garth and heaven do make one imagery ;
O blessed vision ! happy child!
Thou art so exquisitely wild,
I think of thee with many fears
For what may be thy lot in future years.
I thought of times v'hen Pain might be thy guest,
Lord of thy house and hospitality ;
And Grief, uneasy lover . neveryrest
But when she sate withinfthe touch of thec.
O too industrious folly !
O vain and causeless melancholy!
Nature will either end thee quite;
Or, lengthening out thy season of delight,
Preserve for thee, by individual right,
A young lamb’s licart among the full-grown flocks,
‘What hast thou to do with sorrow,
Or the injuries of to-morrow ?
Thou art a dew-drop, which the morn brings forth,
11l fitted to sustain unkindly shocks,
Or to bo trailed along the sviling carth ;
A gem that glitters while it lives,
And no forewarning gives;
But, at the touch of wrong, without a strife
Slips in a moment out of life.

1802,
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. b
XVI.

INFLUENCE OF NATURAL OBJECTS

IN CALLING FORTH AND STRENGTHEYING TOE IMAGINATION IN

BOYHOOD AND EARLY YOUTH.

FROM AN UNPUBLISHED m1y. WRITTEN IN GERMANY.
[This extract is reprinted from * Tue Friexp.”]

‘Wispox and Spirit of the universe !

Thou Soul, that art the Eternity of thought!
And giv’st to forms and images a breath

And everlasting motion ! not in vain,

By day or star-light, thus from my first dawn
Of childhood didst thou intertwine for meo
The passions that build up our human soul ;
Not with the mean and valgar works of Man;
But with high objects, with enduring things,
‘With life and nature ; purifying thus

The elements of feeling and of thought,

And sanctifying by such discipline

Both pain and fear,—until we récognise

A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.

Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me
‘With stinted kindness. In November days,
‘When vapours rolling down the valleys made
A lonely scene more lonesome ; among woods
At noon ; and mid the calm of summer nights,
‘When, by the margin of the trembling lake,
Beneath the gloomy hills, homeward I went
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In solitude, sdch intercourse was mine:
Mine wag it in the fields both day and night,
And by the waters, all the summer long.
And in the frosty scason, wheg the sun
‘Was set, and, visible for many a mile,

The cottage-windows through the twilight blazed,

I heeded not the summons: happy time
1t was indecd for all of us; for me
It was a time of rapture! Clear.and loud
The village-clock tolled sixf-I wheeled about,
Proud and exu'ting like an‘untired horse
That cares not tor his home.—All shod with steel
We hissed along the polished ice, in games
Confederate, imitative of the chase
And woodland pleasures,—the resounding horn,
The pack loud-chiming, and the hunted hare.
So through the darkness and the cold we flew,
And not a voice was idle: with the din
Smitten, the precipices rang aloud;
The leafless trees and every icy crag
Tinkled like iron ; while far-distant hills
Into the tumult sent an alien sound
Of melancholy, not unnoticed while the stars,
Eastward, were sparkljpg clear, and in the west
The orange sky of evening died away.

Not scldom from the uproar I retired
Into a silent bay, or sportively
(Ulanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng,
To cut across the reflex of a star;
Imnge, that, flying still before me, gleamed:
Upon tho glassy plain: and eftentimes,
‘When we had given our bodies to the wind,
And all the shadowy banks on either side

201
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Came sweeping through the darkness, lspinning still
The rapid line of motion, then at once |
Have T, reclining back upon my heels,
Stopped short ; yet still the solitary cliffs
‘Wheeled by me—cven as if the earth had rolled
With visible motion her diurnal round !
Behind me did they stretch im solemn train,
Feebler and feebler, and 1 stood and watched
Till all was tranquil-as a gummer sea.

1799.

XVII.
THE LONGEST DAY.
' ADDRESSED TO MY DAUGHTER,

[SuaaEsteD by the sight of my danghter (Dora) playing in front of
Rydal Mount; and composed in a great measure the same
afternoon. I have often wished to pair this poem upon the
longest, with one upon the shortest, day, and regret even now
that it has not been done. ]

LET us quit the leafy arbour,
And the torrent murmuring by ;
For the sun is in his harbour,
‘Weary of the open sky.

Evening now unbinds the fetters
Fashioned by the glowing light;

All that breathe arc thankful debtors
To the harbinger of night.
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Yet by som® grave thoughts attendeg
Eve reweys her calm career;

For the day that now is cnded,

Is the longest of the year. o

Dora! sport, as now thoy sportest,
On this platform, light and free;
Take thy bliss, while longest, shortest,
Are indifterent to thee!

‘Who would check the happy feeling
“That inspires the linnet’s song ?

‘Who would <top the swallow, wheeling
On her pinions switt and strong ?

Yet at this impressive scason,
‘Words which tenderness can speak
Trom the truths of homely reason,
Might exalt the loveliest cheek;

And, while shades to shades succeeding
Steal the landscape from the sight,
I would urge this moral pleading,

Last forerunner of ““ Good night!”
L ]

SuMMER ebbs ;—each day that follows
Is a reflux from on high,

Tending to the darksome hollows
Where the fposts of winter lie.

He who governs the creation,
In his providence, assigned
Such a gradual declination
To the lifo of human kind.

203
.
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Yet wg mark it not ;—fruits yedden,
Fresh flowers blow, as flowers have klown,
And the heart is loth to deaden

Hopes that shee.so long hath known.

Be thou wiser, youthful Maiden!
And when thy decline ghall come,
Let not flowers, or boughs fruit-laden,
Hide the knowledje of thy doom.

Now, even now, enl: wrapped in slumber,
Fix thine eyes upon the sea -
That absorbs time, space, and number;
Look thou to Eternity !

Follow thou the flowing river

On whose breast are thither borne
All deceived, and each deceiver,
Through the gates of night and morn;

Through the year’s successive portals;
Through the bounds which many a star
Marks, not mindless of frail mortals,

When his light rcturns from far,
L]

Thus when thou with Time hast travelled
Toward the mighty gulf of things,

And the mazy stream unravelled

With thy best imaginings ;

Thiok, if thou on beauty lcanest,
Think how pitiful that stay,

Did not virtue give the meanest
Charms superior to dfcay.
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Duty, like :\strict preceptor, .
Sometimes frowns, or seems to frown;
Choose her thistle for thy sceptre,
‘While youth'’s roses are thy £rown.

Grasp it,—if thou shrink and tremble,
Fairest damsel of thegreen,

Thou wilt lack the only symbol

That proclaims a genuine queep ;

And ensures those palmsfof honour
AV hich sclected spirits wiar,
Bending low before the Donor,
Lord of heaven’s unchanging year!
1817.

THE NORMAN BOY.
[]

{To® subject of this pocmn was sent me by Mrs. Ogle, to whom I
was personally nnknown, with a hope on her part that I might
be induced to relate the incident in verse ; and I do not regret
that I touk the trouble, for not improbably the fact is illus-
trative of the hoy’s early picty, and may concur with my other
little picces on children to produce profitable reflection among
my youthful readers. This is said huwever with an absolute
conviction that children will derive wost benefit from books
which are not unworthy the perusal of persons of any age.
protest with my whole heart against those productions, so
abundant in the present day, in which the doings of children
are dwelt upon as if they were ineapable of being intercsted in
anything clse, Oh thia subject I have dwelt at length in the
poem on the growth of my own mind.]

161 on a broad unfertile tract of forest-skirted Down,
Nor kept by Nature for herself, nor made by man
his own,
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From home and company remote and kvery playful joy,
Served, tendmo a few sheep and goaty, a ragged
Norman Boy

Him never saw I, nor the spot; but from an English
Dame,

Stranger to me and yet my fuiend, a simple notice came,

With suit that T would speak in verse of that seques-
tered child,

‘Whom, one bleak winjer’s day, she met upon the
dreary Wild. § .

His flock, along the woodland’s edge with relics
sprinkled o’er

Of last night’s snow, beneath a sky threatening the
fall of more,

Where tufts of herbage tempted tach, were busy at
their feed, )

And the poor Boy was busier still, with work of
anxious heed. '

There was he, where of branches rent and withered
and decayed,

For covert from the keen nopth wind, his hands a hut
had made.

A tiny tenement, forsooth, and frail, as needs must be

A thing of such materials framed. by a builder such
as he.

The hut stood finished by his pains, nor seemingly
lacked aught

That skill or means of his could add, but the architect
had wrought
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Some limber \wi.gs into a Cross, well-shaped with
fingers nice,
To be engrafted on the top of his small edifice.

[ ]

That Cross he now was fastening there, as the surest
power and best

For supplying all defimencies, all wants of the rude
nest

In which, from burning heat, or ,tempest driving far
and wide,

The innocent Boy, else siflterless, his lonely head
must hide.

That Cross belike he also raised as a standard for
the truo

And faithful service of his heart in the worst tkat
might ensue

Of hardship and distressful fear, amid the houseless
waste

‘Where he, in his poor self 5o weak, by Providence
was placed.

——Here, Lady! might I cease; but nay, let e
before wo parte

With this dear holy shepherd-boy breathe a prayer
of earnest heart,

That unto him, where’er shall lie his life’s appointed
way,

The Cross, fixed in his soul, may prove an all-
suflicing stay.
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XIX,
[}

THE POET’S DREAMY,

SEQUEL T0 Ti'E NORMAN BOT.

JusT as those final words were pcnned, the sun
broke out in poweg,

And gladdened all thingi; but, as chanced, within
that very hour, .

Air blackened, thunder ‘rrowled, fire flashed from
clouds that hid the .ky,

And, for the Subject of my Verse, I heaved a
pensive sigh.

Nor could my heart by sccond thoughts from heavi-
ness be cleared,

For bodied forth before, my eyes the cross-crowned
hut appeared ;

And, while around it storm as fierce scemed trou-
bling earth and air,

I saw, within, the Norman Boy kneeling alone in
prayer. '

The Child, as if the thunder’s voice spake with
articulate call,

Bowed meekly in submissive fear, hefore the Lord
of All;

His lips were moving; and his eyes, upraised to
sue for grace,

\Vith solft illumination cheercd the dimness of that
place.
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ITow beaytiful%s*holiness !—what wonder if the sight,

Almost as vivid as a dream, produced a dream at night ?

It came with sleep and show ed the Boyy no cherub
not transformed,

But the poor raggtd Thing whose ways my human
heart had warmed. ¢

Me had the dream equipped \nth wings, so I took
him in my arms, ¢
And lifted from the grassa floor, stilling his faint
~ alarms, '
And bore him high throuéh yielding air my dcbt
of love tu pay,
By giving him, for both our sakes, an hour of

holiday.

I whispered, “ Yet a little while, dear Child! thou
art my own,

To show thee some delightful thing, in country or
in town.

‘What shall it be ? a mirthful throng? or that holy
place and calm

St. Denis, filled with royal tombs, or the Church of
Notre Dame? ®

“St. Ouen’s golden Shrine? Or chgose what clse
would please thee most

Of any wonder Normandy, or all proud France,
can boast?!”

“My Mother,” said the Boy, “was born near to a
blesséd Tree,’

The Chapel Oak of Allonville; good Angel, show
it me!” .

,VOL. I P
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On wings, from broad and stedfast yoxse let loose
by this reply y

For Allonville, o’cr down and dale, away then did
we fly;

O’er town and tower we flew, and fields in May’s
fresh verdure drest;

The wings they did not flag e; the Child, though
grave, was not deprest

14

But who shall show, to {vaking sense, the gleam of
light that broke

Forth from his eyes, whenfirst the Boy looked down
on that huge oak,

For length of days so much revered, so famous
where it stands

For twofold hallowing—Nature’s care, and work of
human hands ?

Strong as an Eagle with my charge I glided round
and round

The wide-spread boughs, for view of door, window,
and stair that wound

Gracefully up the gnarled ' trunk; nor left we
unsurveyed

The pointed steeple peering forth from the centre
of the shade.

I lighted—opened with soft touch the chapel's iron
door,

Past softly, leading in the Boy; and, while from
roof to floor .
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From flgpr tg Yoof all round his eyes the Child
with wonder cast,

Pleasure on pleasure crowded in, each livelier than
the last.

For, deftly framed within the trunk, the sanctuary
showed,

By light of lamp and precioys stoaes, that glimmered
here, there glowed, .

Strine, Altar, Image, Ofcrings hung in sign of
gratitude ; '

Sight that inspired accordant thoughts; and speech
I thus rencwed:

¢ Hither the Afllicted come, as thou hast heard
thy Mother say,

And, kneeling, supplication make to our Lady de
la Paix;

What mournful sighs have here been heard, and,
when the voice was stopt

By sudden pangs; what bitter tears have on this
pavement dropt!

“Poor Shcpherd of the naked Down, a favoured
lot is thine,

Far- happier lot, dear Boy, than brings full many .
to this shrine;

From body pains and pains of soul thou needest no

release,
Thy hours as they flow on are spent, if not in joy,
in peace. .

*2
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“Then offer up thy heart to God nl thankfulness

and praise,

Give to Him prayers, and many thoughts, in thy
most busy days;

And in His sight the fragile Cross, on thy small
hut, will be -

Holy as that which long hath crowned the Chapel
of this Tree;

“Holy as that far seen which crowns the sumptuous
Church in Rome | .

Where thousands meet o worship God under a
mighty Dome ;

He sees the bending multitude, he hears the choral ritos,

Yet not the less, in children’s hymns and lonely
prayer, delights.

“God for his service ncedeth not proud work of
human skill;  «

They pleasc him best who labour most to do in
peace his will :

8o let us strive to live, and to our Spirits will be given

Such wings as, when our Saviour calls, shall bear
us up to heaven.” ¢

The Boy no answer made by words, but, so earnest
was his look,

Sleep fled, and with it fled the dream—recorded in
this book,

Lest all that passcd should melt a.way in silence
from my mind,

As visions still more bright have done, and left no
trace behind. ‘
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But oh! thay Country-man of thine, whose eye,
lqved Child, can see

A pledge of endless bliss in acts of early piety,

In verse, which to thy ear might comc, would treat
this simple theme,

Nor leave untold our happy flight in that adventurous
dream. n

Alas the dream, to thee, poor, Boy! to thee from
whom it flowed,

‘Was nothing, scarcely ¢'n be aught, yet ’'twas

. bounteously bestow ed,

If I may darc Lo cherish ’ ope that gentle eyes will
read

Not loth, and listening Little-ones, heart-touched,
their fancies feed.*

XX,

THE WEATMORELAND GIRL.

TO MY GRANDCUILDRLN,

TART L

Seex who will delight in fable

I shall ¢ell you truth. A Lamb
Leapt from this steep bank to follow
*Cross the brook its thoughtless dam.

* o0 note.
e
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Far and wide on hill and valley

Rain had fallen, unceasing raid, .
And the bleating mother’s Young-one
Struggled with t,he flood in vain:

But, as chanced, a Cottage-maiden

(Ten years scarcely‘had, she told)

Seeing, plunged into the torrent,

Clasped the Lamb and kept her hold.
.

‘Whirled adown the,rocky channel,
Sinking, rising, on ’zey go,

Peace and rest, as s ems, before them
Only in the lake belcw.

Oh! it was a frightful current

‘Whose fierce wrath the Girl had braved ;
Clap your hands with joy my 1learers,
Shout in triumph, both are saved ;

Saved by courage that with danger
Grew, by strength the gift of love,
And belike a guardian angel

Came with succour from above.

PART IL

Now, to a maturer Audience,
Let me speak of this brave Child
Left among her native mountaines
With wild Nature to run wild.
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So, unwatched by love maternal,
YMothdr's care no more her guide,
Fared this little bright-cyed Orphan
Even while at her father’s side.

Spare your blame,—rcmembrance makes him
Loth to rule by stfict command;

Still upon his check are living

Touches of her infant hand,

Dear caresses given in pity,
Sympathy that soo'hed his grief,
As the dying motl ;:r witnessed
To her thankful rénd’s relief.

Time passed on; the Child was happy,
Like a Spirit of air she moved,
Wayward, yct by all who knew her
For her tender heart beloved.

Scarcely less than sdcred passions,
Bred in house, in grove, and field,
Liuk her with the inferior creatures,
Urge her powers their rights to shield.

Anglers, bcnt.: on reckless pastime,
Learn how she can feel alike

Both for tiny harmless minnow

And the ficrece and sharp-toothed pike,

Merciful protectress, kindling

- Into anger or disdain ;
Many a captive hath she rescued,
Others saved from lingering pain.
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Listen yet awhile ;—with pationtie
Hear tHe homely truths I tell,’ .
She in Grasmere’s old church-steeple
Tolled this day the passing-bell.

Yes, the wild Girl of the mountains
To their echoes gavé the sound,
Notice punctual as the minute,
‘Warning solemn and profound.

Rang alone the far-§eard knell,
Tribute, by her hand, in sorrow,
Paid to One who loved her well.

She, fulfilling her sige’s office,

‘When his spirit was departed
On that service she went forth;
Nor will fail the like to render
‘When his corse is laid in earth.

What then wants the Child to temper,
In her breast, unruly fire,

To control the froward impulse

And restrain the vague desire P

Easily a pious training

And a stedfast outward power

‘Would supplant the weeds and cherisl:,
In their stead, each opening flower.

Thus the fearless Lamb-deliv'rer,
‘Woman-grown, meek-hearted, sage,
May become a blest example

For her sex, of every age.
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Watchful as a wheeling eagle,
Censtalt"as a soaring lark,

Should the country nced a heroine,
She might prove our Maid of Arc:

Leave that thought; and here be uttered
Prayer that Grace divine may raise

Her humane courageous spirit

Up to heaven, thro’ peacetul ways.



POEMS FOUNDED ON (HE AFFECTIONS.

I.
THE BiOTHE 1S, .

\

[TH1S poem was composed in a yove at the north-eastern of
Grasmnere lake, which grove was in a great measure d
by turning the high-road along the side of the water. The
few trees that are left were spared at my intercession. The
poem arose out of the fact, mentioned to me at Euncrdale,
that a shepherd had fallen asleep upon ‘the top of the rock
called The Pillar, and perished as here described, bis staff
Leing left’ midway on the rock.]

“Tnese Tourists, heavent prescrve us! necds must live

A profitable life: some glance along,

Rapid and gay, as if the earth were air,

And they were butterflies to wheel about

Long as the summer lasted : some, as wisc,

Perched on the forehead of a jutting crag,

Pencil in hand and book upon the knee,

‘Will look and seribble, scribble on and look,

Until a man might travel twelve stout miles,
»Or reap an acre of his neighbour’s corh.

Baut, for that moping Son of Idleness,

‘Why ean he tarry yonder 7—In our clhurch-yard

Is neither epitaph nor monument,

Tombstone nor name—only the turf we tread
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And a few natural graves.”
To Jane, Ris wife,

Thus spake the homely Pricst of Ennerdale.
It was a July cvening; and he sate  °
Upon the long stone-seat beneath the eaves
Of his old cott:me,—as it chanced, that day,
Employed in winter’s -vork. Upon the stone
Iis wife sate near him, teasing matted wool,
‘While,from the twin cards toothed with glittering wire,
He fed the spindle of his ybungest child,
‘Who, in the open air, with due accord
OPbusy hands and back-atd-forward steps,
%r large round wheel wa,; turning. Towards the field

which the Parish Chaflel stood alone,
Girt round with a bare ring of mossy wall,
While half an hour went by, the Priest had sent
Many a long look of wonder: and at last,
Risen from his scat, beside the snow-white ridge
Of carded wool which the old man had piled
1Io laid his implements witlt gentle care,
Each in the other locked; and, down the path
That from his cottage to the church-yard led,
Hbo took his way, impatient to accost
The Stranger, whomhe saw still lingering there.

"Twas onc well known to him in former days,
A Shepherd-lad; who ere his sixteenth year
Had left that calling, tempted to entrust
His expectations to the fickle winds
And perilous waters; with the mariners "
A fellow-mariner; ,—-o.ud so had fared
Through twenty seasons; but he had been reared
Among the mountains, und he in his heart
'Was half a shepherd on the stormy seas.
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Oft in the piping shrouds had Leonarc heard
The tones of waterfal]s, and inland sounds
Of caves and trees:—and, when the regular wind
Between the tropics filled the steady sail,
And blewwith the same breath through days and weeks,
Lengthening invisibly its yeary line
Along the cloudless Main, he,*n those hours
Of tiresome indolence, would often hang
Over the vessel's side, and gaze and gaze;
And, while the broad blué wave and sparkling foam
Flashed round him images and hucs that wrought
In union with the emploﬁnent of his heart, d
He, thus by feverish passi¢p overcome,
Even with the organs of his bodily cye,
Below him, in the bosom of the deep,
Saw mountains ; saw the forms of sheep that grazed
On verdant lulls—-mth dwellings amdng trees,
And shepherds clad in the same country grey
‘Which he himself had worn.*

And now, at last,
From perils manifold, with some small wecalth
Acquired by traffic *mid the Indian Isles,”
To his paternal home he is returned,
‘With a determined purpose toresume
The life he had lived there; both for the suke
Of many darling pleasures, and the love
‘Which to an only brother he has borne
In all his hardships, since that happy time
" When, whether it blew foul or fuir, they two
‘Were brother-shepherds on their native hills,

® This description of the Calenture is skotched from nn imporfoot
recollection of an admirable one in prose, by Mr. Gilbert, author of the
Hurricane,
)
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—They were the last of all their race: jand now,

‘When Leonard had approached his home, his heart

Failed in him; and, not venturing to enquire

Tidings of one so long and dec+ly loved,

He to the solitary church-yard turned ;

That, as he knew in what garticular spot

His family were laid, he thence might learn

If still his Brother lived, or to the file

Another grave was added.— e Id found

Another grave,—uear which a full half-hour

He had rcm'uncd but, as he gazed, there grew

Such a confusion in his mcmou y

That he began to doubt; gnd even to hope

That he had secn this heap of turf before,—

That it was not anothier grave ; but one

He had forgotten. 1lc had lost his path,

As up the vale, Yhat afternoon, he walked

Through fields which once had been well known to him:

And oh what joy this recollection now

Sent to his heart! he lifted up his eyes,

And, looking round, imagined that he saw

Strange alteration wrought on every side

Among the woods and fields, and that the rocks,

And everlasting hills éhemselves were changed.
By this the Priest, who down the field had come,

Unscen by Leonard, at the church-yard gate

Stopped short,—and thence, at leisure, limb by limb

Perused him with a gny complacency.

Ay, thought the Vicar, smiling to himself,

'Tis one of those who needs must lcave the path

Of the world’s business to go wild alone :

Tlis arms have a perpetual holiday ;

The bappy man will creep about the fields,
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Following his fancies by the hour, tobring |
Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles
Into his face, until the setting sun
‘Write fool upon his forehead.—Planted thus
Beneath a shed that over-arched the gate
Of this rude church-yard, till the stars appeared
The good Man might have communed with himself,
But that the Stranger, who had left the grave,
Approached ; he reccgnisesl the Priest at once,
And, after greetings interchanged, and given
By Leonard to the Vicar a3 to one -
Unknown to him, this dialogue cnsued.

Leonard. You live, Sir, il these dales, a quict life:
Your years make up one peaceful family ;
And who would grieve and fret, if, weleome come
And welcome gone, they are so like each other,
They cannot be remembered ?  Scarce a funeral
Comes to this church-yard once in eighteen months;
And yet, some changes mpst take place among you:
And you, who dwell here, even among these rocks,
Can trace the finger of mortality,
And see, that with our threescore years and ten
‘We are not all that perish.——I remember,
{For many years ago I passed this road)
There was a foot-way all along the fields
By the brook-side—'tis gone—and that dark cloft!
To me it does not scem to wear the face

Which then it had! '
"' Priest. Nay, Sir, for aught I know,
That chasm is much the same— ~
Leonard. But, surely, yonder—

Priest. Ay, there, indeed, your memory is a friend
That does not play you false.~On that tall pike -
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(1t is the longJiest place of all these hibls)
There wére two springs which bubbled side by side,
As if they had beenjmade that they might be
Companions for eaclxlc])ther: the huge crag
‘Was rent with lightning—one hath disappeared ;
The other, left behind, is flowing still.
Jor accidents and changes such as these,
We want not store of them ;—a water-spout
‘Will bring down half a mowntairf; what a feast
For folks that wander up and down like you,
Togeo an acre’s breadth ofgthat wide cliff
One roaring cataract! a sharp May-storm
Will come with Inads of Jgnuary snow,
And in one night send twenty score of sheep
To feed the ravens; cr a shepherd dies
By some untowgrd death among the rocks :
The ice breaks up and sweeps away a bridge;
A wood is felled :—and then for our own homes!
A child is born or christenedy a ficld ploughed,
A daughter sent to service, a web spun,
The old house-clock is decked with a new fuce;
And hence, so far from wanting facts or dates
To chronicle the time, we all have here
A pair of diaries,—on® serving, Sir,
For the whole dale, and one for each fire-side—
Yours was a stranger’s judgment : for historians,
Commnend me to these valleys!

Leonard. Yet your Church-yarde
Seems, if such ftedom may be used with you,
To say that you are heedless of the past:
An orphan could dot find his mother's grave :
Here's neither head nor foot-stone, plate of brass,
Cross-bones nor skull,—type of our earthly state



[}
224 POEMS FOUNDED ON THE AFFECTIONS.

Nor emblem of our hopes: the dead mgn’s home
Is but a fellow to that pa.sture-ﬁeld

Priest. Why, there, Sir, is a thou sht that’s new to me!
The stone-cutters, 'tis true, mwh: beg their bread
If every English church-yard were like ours;

Yet your conclusion wanders from the truth:

‘We have no need of names and-epitaphs ;

‘We talk about the dead by our fire-sides.

And then, for our immortpl part! we want

No symbols, Sir, to tell us that plain tale:

The thourrht of death sits pasy on the man

‘Who has “been born and dies among the mountains.
Leonard. Your Dalesmeg, then, do in each other’s

thoughts

Possess a kind of second life : no doubt

You, Sir, could help me to the history

Of haif these graves ?

Priest. For eight-score winters past,
With what I've witnessed, and with what I've heard,
Perhaps I might ; and, on a winter-evening,

If you were seated at my chimney’s nook,

By turning o’cr these hillocks one by one,

We two could travel, Sir, through a strange round;
Yet all in the broad highway of*the world.

Now there’s a grave—your foot is half upon it,—

It looks just like the rest; and yet that man

Died broken-hearted.
«, Leonard. "Tis a common, casc.

We'll take another: who is he that lies

Beneath yon ridge, the last of those threc graves ?

It touches on that piece of native rock

Left in the church-yard wall. .

Priest. « That's Walter Ewbank.



THE BROTHERS. ¢ 225

He had as white 2 head and fresh a chegk

As ever were produced by youth and age
Engendering in the Llood of hale fourscore.
Through five long ge: erations Fad the heart
Of Walter's forefathers o'erflowed the bounds
Of their inheritance, that sjngle cottage—
You seo it yonder! an®those few green fields.
They toiled and wrought, and still, from sire to son,
Each struggled, and each vielded as before

A llttle—) et a ]xttle,—and old Walter,

They left to him the family heart, and land
WitR other burthens than {fle crop it bore.
Year after year the old man still kept up

A cheerful mind,—and buffeted with bond,
Interest, and mortgages; at last he sank,

And went into his grave before his time.

Poor Walter! whether it was care that spurred him
God only knows, but to the very last

e had the lightest foot in Eunerdale :

His pace was never that of an 0ld man:

I almost sec him tripping down the path
‘With his two grandsons after him :—but you,
Unless our Landlord be your host to-night,
Have far to travel,—and on these rough paths
Even in the longest day of midsummer—

Leconard. But those two Orphans!

Priost, Orphans !—Such they were—
Yet not while Walter lived : for, though their parents
Lay buried side by side as now they lie, .
The old man was a father to the boys,

‘Two fathers in one father: and if tears,
Shed when he talked of them where they were not,
And hauntings from the igfirmity of love, -

voL. L. Q
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Are aught of \ghnt makes up a mother’ 8 heart,

This old Man, in the day of his old s 1ge,

"Was half a mother to them.—If you weep, Sir,

To hear a stranger talking about .,l:rangerq

Heaven bless you when you are imong your kindred !
Ay—you may turn that way—it is a grave

‘Which will bear looking at.

Leonard. These boys—-I hope
They loved this good old Man P—
Priest. ' They did—and truly :

But that was what we almost overlooked,

They were such darlings of each other. Yes,
Though from the cradle they had lived with Walter,
The only kinsman ncar thein, and though he
Inclined to both by reason of his age,

‘With a more fond, familiar, tenderness ;

They, notwithstanding, had much love to spare,
And it all went into each other’s hearts.

Leonard, the elder by just eighteen months,

‘Was two years taller : “twas a joy to sce,

To hear, to meet them!—From their house the school
Is distant three short miles, and in the time

Of storm and thaw, when every water-course

And unbridged stream, such as you may have noticed
Crossing our roads at every hundred steps,

‘Was swoln into a noisy rivulet,

‘Would Leonard then, when elder boys remained.
At home, go staggering through the slippery fords,
“Bearing his brother on his back. I fiave seen him,
On windy days, in one of those stray brooks,

Ay, more than once I have seen him, mid-leg deep;
Their two books lying both on a dry stone, .
Upon the bither side: and once I said, B
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As T remembgr, looking round these ragks
And hilf% on which we all of us were born,
That God who made’ the great book of the world
Would bless such pii ty—
Leonard. It may be then—
Priest. Never did worthier lads break English bread:
The very brightest Sun.day Autumn saw
‘With all its mealy clusters of ripe nuts,
Could never keep those boyg away from church,
Or tempt them to an hour of sabbath breach.
Leqpard and James! I wargant, every corner
Among these rocks, and cvery hollow place
That venturous foot couldgreach, to one or both
‘Was known as well as to tlhe flowers that grow there.
Like roe-bucks they went bounding o’er the hills;
They played like two young ravens on the crags:
Then they could write, ay and speak too, as well
As many of their betters—and for Leonard!
The very night before he wenf away,
In my own house I put into his hand
A bible, and I'd wager housc and ficld
That, if he be alive, he has it yet.
Leonard. It scems, these Brothers have not lived tobo
A comfort to each othtr—
Priest. That they might
Live to such end is what both old and young
In this our valley all of us have wished,
And what, for my part, I have often prayed: -
But Leonard—
Leonard. Then James still is left among you!
Priest. 'Tis of the elder brother I am speaking :
They had an uncle ;—he was at that time
A thriving man, and trafficked on the seas:
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And, but for that same uncle, to this hqur
Leonard had never handled rope or shroud: '
For the boy loved the life which we lead here;
And though of unripe jears, a st?gipling only,
His soul was knit to this his native soil.
But, as T said, old Walter vas too weak
To strive with such a torrent; when he died,
The estate and house were sold; and all their sheep,
A pretty flock, and vhich, for aught I know,
Had clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand years:—
‘Well—all was gone, and they were destitute,
And Leonard, chiefly for his Brother’s sake,
Resolved to try his fortunegon the seas.
Twelve years are past since we had tidings from him.
If there were one among us who had heard
That Leonard Ewbank was come home again,
From the Great Gavel*, down by Leeza's banks,
And down the Enna, far as Egremont,
The day would be a joysus festival ;
And those two bells of ours, which there you see—
Hanging in the open air—bnt, O good Sir!
This is sad talk—they’ll never sound for him—
Living or dead.—When last we heard of him,
He was in slavery among the Moors
Upon the Barbary coast.—'Twas not a little
That would bring down his spirit; and no doubt,
Before it ended in his death, the Youth
«Was sadly crossed.—Poor Leonard ! «when we parted,
# The Great Gavel, so called, I imagine, from its r b to the

@able end of a house, 1s one of the highest of tho Cumberland mountatus,
It stands at the head of the meveral vales of Ennerdals, Wastdale, and

Borrowdale.

Tho Leeza is a river which flows into the Lake of Ennerdale:. on issuing
from tho Lake, it changes its nams, apd is called the End, Eyue, or Enna,
1t falls into the sea s lttle bolow Egremont. -
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e fook me by the hand, and said to e,
If ¢’er be shdule grow rich, he would return,
To live in peace upvn his father’s land, |
And lay his bones among us. ,
Leonard. ’ If that day
Should come, 't would needs be a glad day for him;
He would himself, noaloubt, be happy then
As any that should meet him—

Priest. appy! Sir—
ZLeonard. You said his *kindred all were in their
graves, ‘
And that he had one Brotfer—
Priest, That is but

A fellow-tale of sorrow. ¥From his youth

James, though not sickly, yet was delicate ;

And Leonard being always by his side

IIad done so muny offices about him,

That, though he was not of a timid nature,

Yet still the spirit of 2 mountain-boy

In him was somewhat checked ; and, wlhen his Brother
Was gone to sea, and he was left alone,

The little colour that he had was soon

Stolen from his check; he drooped, and pined, and

pined— .
Leonard. But these are all the graves of full-grown
men !

Priest, Ay, Sir, that passed away: we took him tous;
He was the child of all the dale—he lived
Three months wjth one, and six months with another”
And wanted neither food, nor clothes, nor love:
And many, many happy days were his.
But, whether blithe or sad, 'tis my belief
His absent Brother still was at his heart.
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And, when ho dwelt beneath our roof, we found’
(A practice till this time unknown to “hfm)

That often, rising from his bed at. night,

He in his sleep would walk about, and sleeping
o sought his brother Leonard.--You are moved |
Forgive me, Sir: before I spoke to you,

I judged you most unkindly. ¢

Leonard. But this Youth,
How did he die at last ?
Priest. " One sweet May-morning,

(It will be twelve years sincc when Spring returns)
He had gone forth among'the new-dropped lambs;
‘With two or three companions, whom their course
Of occupation led from heifht to height

Under a cloudless sun—till he, at length,

Through weariness, or, haply, to indulge

The humour of the moment, lagged behind,

You see yon precipice ;—it wears the shape

Of a vast building made of many crags;

And in the mldst is one’ particular rock

That rises like a column from the vale,

‘Whence by our shepherds it is called, Tue Pirraz.
Upon its abry summit crowned with heath,

The loiterer, not unnoticed by kis comrades,

Lay stretched at ease; but, passing by the place
On their return, they found that he was gone.

No ill was feared ; till one of them by chance
Entering, when evening was far spent, the house
*Which at that time was James's homo. there learned
That nobody had seen him all that day :

The morning came, and still he was unheard of':
The neighbours were alarmed, and to the brook -
Some hastened ; some ran to the lake: ere noon - -
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The} found himn at the foot of that same rock
Dead, md with mangled limbs. The®third day after
"I buried him, poor:Youth, and there he lies!
Leonard. And that then jis his grave!—DBeforo
his death
You say that he saw many happy years?
Priest. Ay, that heedid—
Leonard. And all went well with him P—
Priest. If he had one, the Youth had twenty homes.
Leonard. And you belfeve, then, that his mind
was easy {—
Priest. Y es, long beforethe dicd, he found that timre
Is a true fricnd to sorrow ; and unless
His thoughts were tunicd on Leonard’s luckless
fortune,
He talked about him with a cheerful love.
Leovard. He could not come to an unhallowed end!
Priest. Nay, God forbid!—You recollect I mentioned
A habit which disquietude and grief
Had brought upon him; and we all conjectured
That, as the day was warm, he had lain down ¢
On the soft heath,—and, waiting for his comrades,
He there had fallen asleep; that in his sleep
He to the margin of the precipice
Had walked, and from the summit had fallen headlong : *
And so no doubt he perished. When the Youth
Fell, in his hand he must have grasped, we think,
Ilis shepherd's staff’; for on that Pillar of rock
It had been cayght mid way ; and there for years o
It hung ;—and mouldered there.
The Priest here ended—
The Stranger would have thanked him, but he felt
A gushing from his heart, that took away
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The power of speech Both left the spot in silence ;
And Leonard, when they reached the ¢htirch-yard gate,
As the Priest lifted up the latch, turned round,—

And, looking at the grave, he said, “ My Brother!”
The Vicar did not hear the words: and now,

He pointed towards his dwelling-place, entreating
That Leonard would partake ks homely fare:

The other thanked him with an carnest voice;

But added, that, the evening being calm,

He would pursue his journey. So they parted.

It was not long ere Leonard reached a grove
That overhung the road: fie there stopped short,*
And, sitting down beneath the trees, reviewed
All that the Priest had said): his early years
‘Were with him :—his long absence, cherished hopes,
And thoughts which had been his an hour before,
All pressed on him with such a weight, that now,
This vale, where he had been so happy, secmed
A place in which he could not bear to live:

8o be relinquished all his purposes.
He travelled back to Egremont : and thence,
That night, he wrote a letter to the Priest,
Reminding him' of what had passed betwcen them;
And adding, with a hope to be fergiven,
That it was from the weakness of his heart
He had not dared to tell him who he was.
This done, he went on shipboard, and is now
A Seaman, a grey-headed Mariner.
1800.
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o
ARTEGA§ AXD ELIDURE.

(BEE THE CHRONICLE OF GEOFFREY OF MOKMOUTH AND MILTON'S
HISTORY OF EXGLAND.)
]

[Tuis was written at Rydal Mount, as a token of affectionate
reapect for the memory of Milton. ‘I have determined,”
*says he, in his preface to hf History of England, *‘to bestow
the telling over even of these reputed tales, be it for nothing
else but in favor of our English Poets and Rhetoricians, who

by their wit will know how to use them judiciously.”]

‘WneRe be the temples whieh, in Britain’s Tsle,

For his paternal Gods, the Trojan raised ?

Gone like 2 morning dream, cr like a pile

Of clouds that in cerulean ether blazed!

Ere Julius landed on her whete-clitfed shore,
They sank, delivered o'er

To fatal dissolution; and, I ween,

No vestige then was left that such had ever been.

Nathless, o British record (long concealed
In old Armorica, whose secret springs
No Gothic conqueror ever drank) revcaled
The marvellous current of forgotten things;
How Brutus cdme, by oracles impelled,
And Allfon’s giants quelled,
A brood whom no civility could melt,
¢ Who never tasted grace, and goodness ne’er had felt.



234 POEMS® FOUNDED ONX THE AFFECTIONS.

By brave Corineus aided, he subdued,
And rooted out the intolerable kind; * ¢
And this {0o-long-polluted land imbued
With goodly arts and usages refined ;
‘Whence golden hurvests, cities, warhke towers,
And pleasure’s sumptuous bowers;
‘Whence all the fixed delights ef house and home,
Friendships that will not break, and love that cannot
roam.
O, happy Britain! region all too far
For self-delighting fancy # endure
That silence only should inhabit there,
‘Wild beasts, or uncouth sa¥ages impure!
But, intermingled with the generous seed,
Grew many a poisonous weed ;
Thus fares it still with all that takes its birth
From human care, or grows upon the breast of earth.

Hence, and how soon! that war of vengeance waged
By Guendolen against her faithless lord ;
Till she, in jealous fury unassuaged )
Had slain his paramour with ruthless sword :
Then, into Severn hideously defjed,
She flung her blameless child,
Sabrina,—vowing that the stream should bear
That name through every age, her hatred to declare.

®o speaks the Chronicle, and tells of Jlear

By his ungrateful daughters turned adrift.

Ye lightnings, hear his voice |—they cannot hear,
Nor can the winds restore his simple gift.
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But One there is, a Child of nature meek,
‘Who cbmes her Sire to seek; *

And he, recovering sense, upon her breast

Leans smilingly, and sinks intp a perfect rest.

There too we read of Syenser’s fairy themes,
And those that Milton loved in youthful years;
The sage enchanter Merlin’s subtle schemes ;
The feats of Arthur and his knightly peers;
Of Arthur,—who, to upper light restored,

. With that terrific syord
‘Which yet he brandishes for future war,
Shall lift his country’s fan;e above the polar star!

‘What wonder, then, if in such ample field

Of old tradition, one particular flower

Doth seemingly in vain its fragrance yield,

And bloom unnoticed even to this late hour ?

Now, gentle Muses, your asskstance grant,
‘While I this flower transplant

Into a garden stored with Poesy;

Where flowers and herbs unite, and haply some weeds
be, -

That, wanting not wild grace, are from ail mischief °
free!

A Kixe morg worthy of respect and love
Than wise Gorhenian ruled not in his day; ¢
And grateful Britain prospered far above
All neighbouring countries through his rightoous
eway ;
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He poured rewards and honours on the good ;

The opPressor he withstood;  * ¢
And while he served the Gods with reverence due
Fields smuled, and temples rose, and towns and cities

grew. '

He died, whom Artegal succecfs—his son;
But how unworthy of that sire was he!
A hopeful reign, auspioiously begun,
‘Was darkened soon by foul iniquity.
From crime to crime he mounted, till at length
The nobles leaguedtheir strength °
‘With a vexed people, and the tyrant chased ;
And, on the vacant throne, ifs worthier Brother placed.

. From realm to realm the humbled Exile went,
Suppliant for aid his kingdom to regah ;
In many a court, and many a warrior’s tent,
He urged his persevcrins suit in vain.
Him, in whose wretched heart ambition failed,
Dire poverty assailed ;
And, tired with slights his pride no more could brook,
He towards his native country cast a longing look.
]
Fair blew the wished-for wind—the voyage sped ;
He landed ; and, by many dangers scared,
* Poorly provided, poorly followéd,’
To Calaterium’s forest he repaired.
Xow changed from him who, born todiighest place,
Had swayed the royal mace,
Flattered and feared, despised yet deified,
In Troynovant, his seat by silver Thames's sidel
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From that wild region where the crowpless King
Lay in éonce:ﬂment. with lus scanty train,
Supporting life by water from the spring,
And such chance food as outlaws can obtain,
Unto the few whom he csteems his friends

A messenger he sepds;
And from their secret™oyalty requires
Shelter and daily bread,—the sum of his desires.

. ¢

‘While ho the issue waits, at carly morn
‘Wagpdering by stcalth abrogd, he chanced to hear
A startling outery made by hound and horn,
From which the tusky wild boar flics in fear;
And, scouring towsrd him o’cr the grassy plain,

Behold the hunter train!
He bids his litt]e eowmpany advance
‘With seeming unconcern and stcady countenance.

The royal Elidure, who leads®the chase,
Hath checked his foaming courser :—can it be!
Methinks that I should recognise that face,
Though much disguised by long adversity !
He gazed rejoicing, gnd again he gazed,
Confounded and amazed—
“Tt is the king, my brother!” and, by sound
Of his own voice confirmed, he leaps upon the ground.

Long, strict, and tender was the embrace he gave,
Feebly returncd by daunted Artegal;

‘Whose natural affection doubts enslave,

And apprehensions dark and criminal.

4
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Loth to restram the moving mtcrwew,
The attendant lords withdrew; ¢
And, while they stood upon the plain apart,
'l‘hus Elidure, by words, relieved his struggling heart.

“ By heavenly Powers condycted, we have met;

~—O Brother! to my knowledg® lost so long,

But neither lost to love, nor to regret,

Nor to my wishes logt ;—forgive the wrong,

(Such it may seem) if I thy crown have borne,
Thy royal mantle worn:

I was their natural guardidn ; and 'tis just

That now I should restore what hath been held in
trust.” ¢

A while the astonished Artegal stood mute,

Then thus exclaimed: *To me, of titles shorn,

And stripped of power! me, feeble, destitute,

‘To me a kingdom ! spare the bitter scorn:

If justice ruled the breast of foreign kings,
Then, on the wide-spread wings

Of war, had I returned to claim my right ;

This will I here avow, not dreading thy despite.”

'

»

“T do not blame thee,” Elidure replied ;
“But, if my looks did with my words agree,
I should at once be trusted, not defied,
And thou from all disquietude be free. .
May the unsullied Goddess of the chd¥e,
‘Who to this blessed place
At this blest moment led me, if I speak
'With insincere intent, on me her vengeance wreak! -
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‘Were this same spear, which in my hand I grasp.
The British sceptre, here would I to thee
The symbol yield; and would undo this clasp,
If it confined the robe of sovergignty.
Odious to me the pornp of regal court,
And Joyless sylvan sport,
‘While thou art roving,w: retched and forlorn,
Thy couch the dewy earth, thy roof the forest thorn '”

Then Artegal thus spake: “I only sought,
‘Within this realm a place of safe retreat ;
Bewlre of rousing an ambitious thought;
Beware of kindling hopes, for me unmeet !
Thou art reputed wise, big in my mind
Art pitiably blind:
Full soon this generous purpose thou may'st rue,
‘When that whieh has been done no wishes can undo.

‘Who, when a crown is fixed upon his head,
‘Would balance claim with clalm, and right with right ?
But thou—I know not how inspired, how led—
‘Wouldst change the course of things in all men’'s sight !
And this for one who cannot imitate

‘Thy virtue, who may hate:
For, if, by such strange sacrifice restored,
He rei%n, thou- still must be his king, and sovereign

ord ;

Lifted in magnmimity above ‘
Aught that my feeble nature could perform,

Or even conceive ; surpassing me in love

Far as in power the eagle doth the worm -
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I, Brother! only should be king in name,
And gotern to my shame; o
A shadow in 2 hated land, while al
Of glad or willing servige to thy share would fall.”

“ Believe it not,” said Elidure 3¢ Tespect
Awaits on virtuous life, and ever most
Attends on goodness with dominion decked,
‘Which stands the universal empire’s boast ;
This can thy own experience testify :
Nor shall thy foes deny .
That, in the gracious opening of thy reign,
Our father’s spirit seemed iy thee to breathe again.

And what if o’er that bright unbosoming
Clouds of disgrace and envious fortune past!
Have we not seen the glories of the spring
By veil of noontide darkness overcast ?
The frith that glitlered 1ze a warrior’s shield,
The sky, the gay green field,
Are vanished ; gladness ccases in the groves,
And trepidation strikes the blackened mountain-coves,

iut is that gloom dissolved ? how passing clear

eems the wide world, far brighter than before!

Even so thy latent worth will re-appear,

Gladdening the people’s heart from shore to shore;

Tor youthful faults ripe virtues shall dtone;
Re-scated on thy throne,

Proof shalt thou furnish that misfortune, pain,

And sorrow, have confirmed thy native right to reign.
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But, 1t to overjook what thou may’st know,
Thy enehiies afe neither weak nor few ; ;
And circumspect must be our course, and slow,
Or from my purpose ruin may ensue.
Dismiss thy followers ;—let them calmly wait
Such change in thy. estafe
As T already have in tHought devised ;
And which, with caution due, may soon be realised.”

L] .

The Story tells what courses were pursued,

Until king Elidure, with ful} consent

Of all his peers, before the multitude,

Rose,—and, to consummate this just intent,

Did place upon his brothe®s head the crown,
Relinquished by his own;

Then to his people cried, “ Receive your lord,

Gorhonian's first-born son, your rightful king res
stored !”

The people answered with a loud acclaim :
Yet more ;—heart-smitten by the heroic deed,
The reinstated Artegal became
Earth's noblest penitgnt ; from bondage freed
Of vice—thenceforth unable to subvert

Or shake his high desert.
Long did he reign; and, when he dicd, the teer
Of universal grief bedewed his honoured bier.

. K

Thus was a Brother by a Brother saved ;

‘With whom a crown (temptation that hath set

Discord in hearts of men till they have braved

Tholr nearest kin with deadly purpose met)
“VOL. I
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'Guainst duty weighed, and faithful love, did scom
A thing of no esteem;
And, from this trinmph of affection pure,
He bore the lasting pame of * pious Elidure.”
1814,

III.

TO A BUTTERFLY.

[WRITTEN in the Orchard, Town-end, Grasmere.]
T've watched you now a full half-hour,
Self-poised upon that yellow flower;

And, little Buiterfly! indeed

I know not if you sleep or feed.

How motionless !—not frozen seas

More motionless ! and then

‘What joy awaits you, when {he breeze

Hath found you cut among the trecs,

And calls you forth again!

This plot of orchard-ground is ours;

My trees they are, my Sister’s flowers ;
Here rest your wings when they arc weary;
Hero lodge as in a sanctuary!

Come often to us, fear no wrong ;

8it near us on the bough!

‘We'll talk of sunshine and of song,

And summer days, when we were young ;
Swee’ childish days, that were as long

As twenty days are now.
ty days -
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IV,
A FAREWELI.

[CoxrosED just before my sister and I went to fetch Mis, Words-
worth from Galdyw-hill, near Scarborough.]

FAREWELL, thou little Nook of mountain-ground,
Thou rocky corner in the lawest stair

Of that magnificent temple which doth bound

One side of our whole vale with grandeur rare ;
Sweet garden-orchard, eminently fair,

The loveliest spot that man hath ever found,
Farewell l—we leave thedto Heaven’s peaceful care,
Thee, and the Coltage which thou dost surround.

Our boat is safély anchored by the shore,

And there will safely ride when we are gone ;

The flowering shrubs that degk our hiimble door

‘Will prosper, though untended and alone:

Fields, goods, and far-off chattels we have none:
These narrow bounds contain our private store

Of things earth makes, and sun doth shine upon;
Here are they in ou’sight—we have no more.

Sunshine and shower be with you, bud and bell!

For two months now in vain we shall be sought ;

. 'We leave you kere in solitude to dwell

. With these our %atest gifts of tender thought;
Thou, like the morning, in thy saffron coat,,

- Brightt gowan, and marsh-marigold, farewelll
“Whom from the borders of the Lake we brought, °
And placed together near our rocky Well.

"

b ¥}
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We go for One to whom ye will be dear; b
And she will pmze this Bower, this Indian shed,
Our own contrivance, Building without peer!
—A gentle Maid, whose heart is lowly bred,
‘Whose pleasures are in wild fields gatherdd,
With joyousness, and with a thoughtful cheer, -
Will come to you; to you herself will w ed;

And love the blessed life that we lead here.

Dear Spot! which we have watched with tender heed,
Bringing thee chosen pl'u'lts and blossoms blown,
Among the distant mountains, flower and weed,
‘Which thou hast taken to thee as thy own,

Making all kindness registéred and known ;

Thou for our sakes, though Nature’s child indeed,
Fair in thyself and beautiful alone,

Hast taken gifts which thou dost little need.

And O most constant, yet most fickle Place,
That hast thy wayward moods, as thou dost show
To them who look not daily on thy face ;
‘Who, being loved, in love no bounds dost know,
And say’st, when we forsake thee, “ Let them go!”
_ Thou easy-hearted Thing, with thy wild race
- Of weeds and flowers, till we return be slow,
And travel with the year at a soft pace.

Help us to tell Her tales of years gene by,

And this sweet spring, the best beloved and best ;
Yoy will be flown in its mortality ;

" Something must stay to tell us of the rest.
Here, thronged with primroses, the steep rock’s breast
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Glittdred at evgning like a;tarry sky 5
And in“this blish our sparrow built her nest,
Of which I sang one song that will not die.

°
O happy Garden! whose seclusion deep
Hath been so friendly to jndustrious hours;
And to soft slumbers, $hat did gently steep
Our spirits, carrying with them dreams of flowers,
And wild notes warbled amgng leafy bowers;
Two burning months let summer overleap,
And, coming back with Her who will be ours,
Into thy bosom we again sfiall creep.

1802,

ry
9

v.
STANZAS
WRITTEN IN MY POCKET-COPY OF THQMSON'S CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.

[CouprosED in the orchard, Town-end, Grasmere, Coleridge living
with us much at the time: his son Hartley has said, that
his father's character and habits are here prescrved in a
livelier way than in anything that has been written about

B hm'] L]

‘WiTHIN our happy Castle there dwelt One

‘Whom without blame I may not overlook ;

For never sun on living creature shone

‘Who more deveut enjoyment with us took:

Here on his houfs he hung as on a book,

On his own time here would he float away,

As doth a fly upon a summer brook;

But go to-morrow, or belike to-day,

Beek for him,—he is fled; and whither none can say.
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Thus often would he leave our peacefu]l home,

And find elsewhere his business or delight ;

Out of our Velley’s limits did he roam :

Full many a time, upons stormy night,

His voice came to us from the neighbouring height:
Oft could we seo him driving full in view

At mid-day when the sun was shining bright;
‘What ill was on him, what h2 had to do,

A mighty wonder bred ampng our quiet crew.

Ah! piteous sight it was to see this Man

‘When he came back to us,'a withered flower,— °
Or like a sinful creature, pale and wan.

Down would he sit; and without strength or power
Look at the common grass from hour to hour:

And oftentimes, how long I fear to say,

‘Where apple-trees in blessom made a bower,
Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay;

And, like a naked Indian, slept himself away.

Great wonder to our gentle tribe it was
‘Whenever from our Valley he withdrew ;
For happier soul no living creature has
- Than he had, being here the long*day through.
Some thought he was a lover, and did woo :
Some thought far worse of him, and judged him wrong ;
But verse was what he had been wedded to;
And his own mind did Lke a tempest strong
Cbtne to him thus, and drove the wesly Wight along.'

'With him there often walked in friendly guise,
Or lay upon the moss by brook or tree,
A noticeable Man with large.grey eyes,
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And gpale face that seemed undoubtedly

As if a Bloomiag face it ought to be; o

Heavy his low-hung lip did oft appear,

Deprest by weight of musing Phantasy ; °

Profound his forehead was, though not severe ;

Yet some did think that he had little business here:

Sweet heaven forefend! his was a lawful right ;
Noisy he wag, and gamesomg as a boy;

His limbs would toss about him with delight
Like branches when strong winds the trees annoy.
Nor lacked his calmer hour$ device or toy

To banish listlessness and irksome care ;

He would have taught yow how you might employ
Yourself; and many did to him repair,—

And certes not in vain; he had inventions rare.

Expedients, too, of simplest sort he tried :

Long blades of grass, pluckedsround him as he lay,
Made, to his ear attentively applied,

A pipe on which the wind would deftly play;
Glasses he had, that little things display,

The beetle panoplied in gems and gold,

A maildd angel on a ﬁuttle-day;

The mysteries that cups of flowers enfold,

And all the gorgeous sights which fairies do behold,

*He would enticesthat other Man to hear .
His music, and to view his imagery :

And, sooth, these two were each to the other dear:
No livelier love in such a place could be:

There did they dwell—from earthly labour free,
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As happy spirits as were cver seen ;
If but a bird, t0 keep them company,
Or butterfly sate down, they were, I ween,

As pleased as if the same had been a Maiden-qucen.
. 1802.

VI.
. LOVISA. .

AFTER AOCOMPANYING HER ON A MOUNTAIN EXCURSION.
[WrirrEN at Town-end, Grasmere.] ‘

I MET Louisa in the sbgde,

And, having seen that lovely Maid,

‘Why should I fear to say

That, nymph-like, she is fleet and strong,

And down the rocks can leap along

Like rivulets in May ?

She loves her fire, her cottage-home;
Yet o’er the moorland will she roam

In weather rough and bleak ;

And, when against the wind she strains,
Oh! might I kiss the mountain rains
That sparkle on her cheek.

Take all that’s mine beneath the moon,’
If T with her but half a noon °

May sit beneath the walls_ e

Of some old cave, or mossy nook,

'When up she winds along the brook

To hunt the waterfalls.
. 1805,
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1 .
[Taz next three poems wcre.written in G;etmany.]

STRANGE fits of passion have I known:
And I will dare tp tell,

But in the Lover’s ear alone,

‘What once to me befel.

‘When she I loved looked every day
Fresh as a rose in June,
I to her cottage bent Iny way,
Beneath an evening-moon.
[}
Upon the moon I fixed my eye,
All over the wide lea;
‘With quickening pace my horse drew nigh
Those paths so dear to me.

And now we reached the orchard-plot ;
And, as we climbed the hill,
The sinking moon to Lucy’s cot

Came near, and nearer still.
L ]

In one of those sweet dreams I slept,
Kind Nature's gentlest boon !
And all the while my eyes I kept
On the dgscending moon.

L
My horse moved on ; hoof after Loof
He raised, and never stopped:
‘When down behind the cottage roof,
At once, the bright moon dropped.
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'Wbat fond and wayward thoughts will shd;
Into a Lover’s head ! ‘e
« O mercy !”" to myself I cried,

“If Lucy should be dead !
¢ 1799,

VIII.

SuE dwelt smong the untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,
A Maid whom there wWere none to praise
And very few to love:
¢
A violet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye!
—Fair as a star, when only one *
Is shining in the sky.

She lived unknown, and few could know
‘When Lucy ceased to be;
But she is in her grave, and, oh,
The difference to me! '
¢ 1799.

. .
L]

I TRAVELLED among unknown men,
In lands beyond the sea ;

Nor, England ! did I know tili then

" "What love I bore to thee.
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’%past that melancholy drcam!
or will I quit thy shore .
A second time; for still I seem

To love thee more and more.

Among thy mountains did I feel
The joy of my desife ;

And she I cherished turned her wheel
Beside an English fire.

L] Ll °

Thy mornings showed, thy nights conceaied
o The bowers where Igicy played ;
And thine too is the last green field

That Luecy’s eyes surveyed.
vEey ¢ v 1799.

x‘
{Warrrex at Rydal Mount. Suggested by the condition of a friend.’

Ene with cold beads of midnight dew
Had mingled tears of thine,

I grieved, fond Youth! that thou shouldst sue
To haughty Geraldine.
- [ ]

Immoveable by generous sighs,

_ Bhe glories in a train

"Who drag, beneath our native skies,
An onental chain.

Pme not like them with arms across,
Forgetting in thy care

Hoé‘ the fast.rooted trecs can toss
.. Their branches in mid-air.
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L

The humblest rivulet will take

Its own'wild liberties; , ¢
And, every day, the imprisoned lake
Is flowing in the, breeze.

Then, crouch no more an suppliant knee,
But scorn with scorn outbrave ;
A Briton, even in love, should be

A subject, not a slave!
1826.

TO )

[Wrrrrex at Rydal Mount. Prompted by the undue importance
attached to personal beauty by some dear friends of mine.]
*

Loox at the fate of summer flowers,
‘Which blow at daybreak, droop ere even-song ;
And, grieved for their brief dute, confess that ours,
Measured by what we are and oyght to be,
' Measured by all that, trembling, we foresee,

Is not =o long !

If human Life do pass away,

Perishing yet more swiftly than the ﬂbwer,

If we are creatures of a winfer's day ;

‘What space hath Virgin's beauty to disclose

Her sweets, and triumph o’er the breathing rose P
Not even an hour!
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The dggpest grove whose foliage hid

The happiest bvers, Arcady might boa8t,
Could not the entrance of this thought forbid :
O be thou wise as they, soul-gjfted Maid !
Nor rate too high what must so quickly fade,

So soon be lost.
° [ J

Then shall love teach some virtuous Youth
¢ To draw, out of the object of his eyes,’
The while on thec they gaz¢ in simple truth,
Hues more exalted, ¢ a refinéd Form,’
That’ dreads not age, nor sifilers from the worm,
And never dies.
a 1824,

XII.
THE FORSAKEN.

[Ta1s was an overflow from the ¢ Affliction of Margaret ——,” and
was excluded as superfluaous there, but preserved in the faint
hope that it may turn to account by restoring a shy lover to
some forsaken damsel. My poetry has been complained of as
deficient in interestg of this sort,—a charge which the piece
beginning, ¢‘Lyre ! though such power do in thy magic live,”
will scarcely tend to obviate. The natural imagery of these
verses was supplied by frequent, I might say intense, observa-
tion of the Rydal torrent. What an animating contrast is the
ever-changing aspect of that, and indeed of every ome of cur
mountain broeks, to the monotonous tone and unmitigated fury
of such streammamong the Alps as are fed all the summer lo
by glaciers and melting snows. A traveller observing thd'ex-
‘quisite purity of the great rivers, such as the Rhine at Geneva,
and the Reuss at Lucerne, when they issue out of their re-
spective lakes, mi&‘l:t fancy for a moment that some power in
nature produced this beautiful change, with a view to make
amends for those Alpine sullyings which the waters exhibit
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near their fonntsm heads; but, alas!  how soon Aoes that
purity depan: before the influx of tributhwy waterf that have
ﬂowe:(ll through cultivated plains add the crowded abodes of
men. .

THE peace which ‘others seck they find ;
The heaviest storms not longest last ;
Heaven grants even 16 th> guiltiest mind
An amnesty for what is past;
‘When will my sentence be reversed ?

¢ I only pray to %now the worst ;
And wish as if my heart would burst.
O weary struggle! silent years
Tell scemingly no doubtful tale;
And yet they leave it thort, and fears
And hopes are strong and will prevail.
My calmest faith escapes not pain;
And, feeling that the hope is vain,
I think that he will come again.

. 1804,

XIII.

""T1s said, that some have died for love: ,
And here and there a church-yard grave is found
- Im the cold north’s unhallowed ground,
. Because the wretched man himstlf bad slain, .
~Jis love was such a grievous pain.»
. And there is one whom I five years have known;
. He dwells alone g
" Upon Helvellyn's side : PR
He loved--the preity Bardara died; - <0 Y
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And {hus he malkes his moan :
Three years Bad Rarbara in her gmve' been laid
‘When thus his moan he made:

“Oh, move, thou Cottage, fr8mn behind that oak!
Or let the aned trec uprooted lie,

That in some other wgy ¢yon smoke

May mount into the sky! :
The clouds pass on; they from the heavens depart
I look—the sky is empty spacey

I know not what I trace;

Bug when I cease to look,,my hand is on my heart.

4

0! what a weight is in these shades! Ye leaves, .
That murmur once so degr, when will it cease ?
Your sound my heart of rest bereaves,

It robs my heart of peace.

Thou Thrush, that singest loud—and loud and free,
Into yon row of willows flit,

Upon that alder sit;

Or sing another song, or chSose another tree.

Roll back, sweet Rill! back to thy mountain-bounds,
-And there for ever be thy waters chained!

For thou dost haunt the air with sounds

That eannot be sustained ;

If still beneath that pine-trec’s ragged bough
Headlong yon waterfall must come,

Oh let it then be dumb!

Be anything, dgeet Rill, but that which thou art oy

‘Thou Eglantine, so bright with sunny showers,
- Proud as a rainbow spanning half the vale,

- Thou one fair shrub, oh! shed thy ﬁowers,
« And stlr noti in the gale.
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For thus to see thee nodding in the pir,

To see thy arch thus stretch and bend,

Thus rise and thus descend,—

Disturbs me till the §jght is more than I can bear.”

The Man who makes this feverish complaint

Is one of giant stature, who dould danco

Equipped from head to foot in iron mail.

Ah gentle Love! if ever, thought was thine
*To store up kindred hours for me, thy face

Turn from me, gentle Love ! nor let me walk

‘Within the sound of Enfma’s voice, nor know *

Such happiness as I have known to-day. 1600

XIV,
A CO}IPLAINT.

[Wrirrex at Town-end, Grasmere. Suggested by a change in the
manner of a friend.]

THERE is a change—and I am poor;
Your love hath been, not leng ago,
A fountain at my fond heart’s door,
‘Whose only business was to flow;
And flow it did: not taking heed
Of its own bounty, or my need..

[}
‘What happy moments did I count!
Blest was I then all bliss above!
Now, for that consecrated fount
Of murmuring, sparkling, living love,
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What have 19 shall Iedare to tell ?
“vomforgless .and hidden well. o

A well of love—it may be deep—
I trust it is,—and never dry :
What matter ? if the waters sleep
In silence and obscufity.
—Such change, and at the very door
Of my fond heart, hath made me poor.
° . 1806.

v
T0 —
[WaITTEN at Rydal Mount. On Mrs, Wordsworth.]

LET other bards of angels sing,
Bright suns without a’ spot;

But thou art no such perfect thing :
Rejoice that thou art not!

Heed not tho’ mone should call thee fair;
So, Mary, let it be

If nought in loveliness compare
‘With what thou art to me.

True beauty dwells in deep retreats,
‘Whose veil is unremoved

Till heart with heart in concord beats,
And the lover is beloved.

VoL, I.
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[Warrrex at Rydal Mount. Mrs. Wordsworth's impression is that
the Poem was written at Coleorton : it was certainly suggested
by & Print at Coleorton Hall. ]

€

POEMS FOUNDED ON THE AFFECTIONS.

' XVI.

Yzs ! thou art fair, yet be not moved
To scorn the aeclaration,

That sometimes I in thee have loved
My fancy’s own creation.

Imagination needs must stir;
Dear Maid, this truth believe,
Minds that have nothing to confer

Find little to perccive.

Be pleased that nature made thee fit
To feed my heart’s devotion,

By laws to which all Forms submit
In sky, air, earth, and ocean.

L XVIT.

How rich that forehead’s,calm expanse !

How bright that heaven-directed glance !

—Waft her to glory, winged Powers,
Ere sorrow be renewed,

And intercourse with mortal hqurs
Bring back a humbler mood !4

So looked Cecilia when she drew

An Angel from his station ;

So looked ; not ceasing to pursue
Her tuneful adoration!
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But hand and voice alike are still ;

N soung fiere sweeps away the will

That gave it birth: in service meek

One upright arm sustains the cheek,

And one across the bosorh lies—

That rose, and now forgets to rise,
Subducd by breaghl@ss harmonies

Of meditative feeling ;

Mute strains from worlds beyond the skies,
Through the pure light of female eyes,
Their sanctity revealing!

. R 1824,

XVIII.
L]

‘WaAT heavenly smiles! O Lady mine

Through my very heart they shinc;

And, if my brow gives back their light,

Do thou look gladly on the sight;

As the clear Moon with gnodest pride
Beholds her own bright beams

Reflected from the mountain’s side
And from the headlong streams.

XIX,
T0

[WRiTeEN at Rydal Mount. To Mrs. W.]
4

Full oft our human foresight I deplore ;
Trembling, through my unworthiness, with fear

That friends, by death disjoined, may meet o more!
. 82
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Misgivings, hard to vanquish or control,
Mix with the day, and cross the hour of rest;
‘While all the future, for thy purer soul,
With ¢ sober certainties’ of love is blest.

¢

That sigh of thine, not meant for human ear,
Tells that these words thy hwnbleness offend ;
Yet bear me up—else faltering in the rear

Of a steep march : support me to the end.

Peace settles where the intcllect is meck,

And Love is dutiful in thought and deed ;

Through Thee communion ith that Love I seck <
The faith Heaven strengthens where Ze moulds the

Creed. ¢
1824,

XX.
LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS.
O THE EVE OF A NEW YEAR.

[Ta1s arose out of a flash of moonlight that struck the ground when
I was approaching the steps that lead from the garden at
Rydal Mount to the front of the house. *‘ From her sunk eye
a stagnant tear stole forth™ is taken, with some loss, from a
discarded poem, ¢ The Conviet,” in< hich occurred, when he
was discovered lying in the cell, these lines :—

¢ But now he upraises the decp-sunk
The moti(Is’n mmc',tlesduct]():.:rl? o e¥0

Tho silence of sorrow it seems to suppl
A of me—why I am horu.”f

' Sm1LE of the Moon !—for so I name
That silent greeting from above ;
A gentle flash of light that came
From her whom drooping captiges love ;
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Or art thou of still higher birth ?
Thowthats didst part the clouﬂs of earth,
My torpor to reprove!

i ®
Bright boon of pitying ITeaven !-—alas,
I may not tryst $hy placid cheer!
Pondering that Time to-night will pass
The threshold of another year;
TFor years to me are sad ond dull;
My very moments are too full
Of hopelessness and fear.

IIL.
And yet, the soul-awakening gleam,
That struck percBance the farthest cone
Of Scotland’s rocky wilds, did secem
To visit me, and me alone;
Me, unapproached by any friend,
Save those who to my sorrows lend
Tears due unto thei® own.

1v.

To-night the church-tower bells will ring
Through these wide realms a festive peai;

To the neweyear a welcoming ; .
A tuneful offering for the w cal

Of happy millions lulled in sleep ;

‘While I am forced to watch and weep,

By wounds that may not heal.

V.
Born all too high, by wedlock raised
Still higher—to be cast thus low!
‘Would that mine eycs had never gazed
On aught of more ambitious show
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Than the sweet flowerets of the fields
—1t is my royal state that yxelds“
This bitterness of woe.

' v
Yet how ?—for I, if there be truth
In the world’s voice, wag passing fair;
And beauty, for confiding youth,
Those shocks of passion can prepare
That kill the bloom before its time ;
And blanch, without the owner's crime
The most resplendept hair.

VIIL.
Unblest distinetion! showercd on me
To bind a lingering 1ife in chains:
All that could quit my grasp, or flee,
Is gone ;—but not the subtle stains
Fixed in the spirit ; for even here
Can I be proud that jealous fear
Of what I was rethains.

VIII.
A Woman rules my prison’s key ;
A sister Queen, against the bent
Of law and holiest sympathky,
Detains me, doubtful of the event ;
Great God, who feel'st for my distress,
My thoughts are all that I possess,

O keep them innocent ! .
¢
IX.

Farewell desire of human aid,

Which abject mortals vainly court!
By friends deceived, by foes betrayed,
Of fears the prey, of hopes the sport ;
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Nought but the warld-redeeming Cross
‘Is ablg to supply my loss,
My burthen to support.

x.
Hark! the death-note of the year

Sounded by the castle-clock !

From her sunk eyes a stagnant tear

Stole forth, unsettled by the shock;

But oft the woods renewed their green,

Ere the tired head of Sedtiand’s Queen
Reposed upon the block !

: . 1817,

AXXI.
THE COMPLAINT

OF A FORSAKEN INDIAN WOMAN,

[Wnn"mn at Alfoxden, where I read Hearne’s Journey with deep
interest. It was composed for the volume of Lyrical Ballads.]

When a Northern Indian, from su:kness, is unable to continue his
journey with his companions, he is left behind, covered over
with deer-skins, and is supplied with water, food, and fuel, if
the situation of the place will afford it. He is informed of the
track which his companions intend to pursue, and if he be
unable to follow, er overtake them, he perishes alone in thg
desert ; unless he should have the good fortune to fall in with
some other tribes of Indians. The females are equally, or
still more, exposed to the same fate. See that very interesting
work HEARNE'S JoURNEY from Hupson's Bax to the NorToERN
OceaN. In the high northern latitudes, as the same writer
informs us, When the northern lights vary their position in the
air, they mall a rustling and a crackling noise, as a.lluded to
in the followmg poem.

L
Brroze I see another day,
Oh let my body die away!
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In sleep I heard tht northern gleams;
The stays, they were among, my dAreams’;
In rustling conflict through the skies,

I heard, I saw the flashes drive,

And yet they are upon my eyes,

And yet I am alive;

Before I see another ‘dayy

Oh let my body die away !

.,
My fire is dead: it knew no pain;

Yet is it dead, and 1 remain:

All stiff with ice the ashes lic;

And they are dead, apd I will die.

When I was well, I wished to live,

For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire ;
But they to me no joy cau give,

No pleasure now, and no desire.

Then here contented will I lie!

Alone, I cannot fear to die.

Alas! ye might have dragggd me on

Another day, a single one!

Too soon I yielded to despair;

‘Why did ye listen to my prayer?

‘When ye were gone my limbs were strongers
And oh, how grievously I rue, .

That, afterwards, a little longer,

My friends, I did not follow you!

For strong and without pain I lay,

Dear friends, when ye were gone away.
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1.
My Chifd!,they gave thee to #nother,
A woman who was not thy mother.
‘When from my arms mpy Babe they took,
On me how strangely did he look!
Through his whole body something ran,
A most strang® working did I see;
—As if he strove to be a man,
That he might pull the sledge for me:
And then he stretelied his arms, how wild!
Oh mercy! like a helpless child

L]

V.
My little joy! my little pride!
In two days n.ore ¥ must have died.
Then do not weep and grieve for me;
T feel T snust have died with thee.
O wind, that o’er my head art flying
The way my friends their course did bend,
I should not feel the dain of dying,
Could I with thec a message send;
Too soon, my friends, ye went away ;
TFor I had many things to say.

I'll follow you across the snow;

Ye travel heavily and slow;

In spite of all my weary pain

I'll lookeupon your tents again.

— My fire is dcad, and snowy white
The water which beside it stood :
The wolf has come to me to-night,
And be has stolen away my food.
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For ever left alonetam I;
Then wherefore should I fegr tondic ?

vIL
Young as I am,'my course 18 run,
I shall not see another sun;
I cannot lift my limBs tw know
If they have any life or no.
My poor forsaken Child, if I
For once could have thee close to me,
‘With happy heart I then would die,
And my last thought would happy be;
But thou, dear Babe, art far away,
Nor shall I sce another day.

'

XXII.

THE LAST OF THE FLOCK.

[Propuckp at the same time and for the same purpose.
incident occurred in the village of Holford, close by Alfoxden.]

I.
Ix distant countries haveesl been,
And yet I have not often seen
A healthy man, a man full grown,
‘Weep in the public roads, alone.
But such a one, on English graund,
And in the broad highway, I met;
Along the broad highway he came,
His cheeks with tears were wet:
Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad ;
And in his arms a Lamb he had.

The
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He sawane, and he turned asidey

As if he wished himself to hide: |
And with his coat did then essay

To wipe those briny tears away.

I followed him, and said, ¢ My friend,

What ails you P‘\\'Herefore weep you so £”’

—* Shame on me, Sir! this lusty Lamb,
He makes my tears to flow.

To-day I fetched him *from*the rock ;
Ie 1s the last of all my flock.

When I was young, a single man,

And after youthful Yollies ran,

Though litile given to care and thought,
Yet, so it*was, an ewe I bought;

And other sheep from her I raised,

As healthy sheep as you might sec;
And then I married, atid was rich

As I could wish to be;

Of sheep I numbered a full score,

And every year increased my store.

Year after year my stock it grew;

And from this one, this single ewe,

Full fifty comely sheep I raised,

As fine asflock as ever grazed!

Upon the Quantock hills they fed ;
They throve, and we at home did thrive:
—This lusty Lamb of all my store

Is all that is alive;

.267
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And now I care not“if we die,
And perich all of poverty, |, o

V.
Six Children, Sir! had I to feed;
Hard labour in a time of need !
My pride was tamed, and in our grief
I of the Parish asked relief.
They said, I was a wealthy man ;
My sheep upon the uplands fed,
And it was fit that thence I took
‘Whereof to buy us hread.
¢Do this: how can we give to you,’
They cried, ¢ what to the poor is due #’

VI
T sold a sheep, as they had said,

And bought my little children bread,
And they were healthy with their food
For me—it never tiid me good.

A woeful time it was for me,

To sce the end of all my gains,

The pretty flock which T had reared
‘With all my care and pains,

To see it melt like snow away—

For me it was a woeful dav.

Another still! and still another!

A little lamb, and then its mother!

It was a vein that never stopped—

Like blood-drops from my heart they dropped.
"Till thirty were not left alive
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They dwindled, dwindled, one by onc;
And T may, sy, that many a time ,

I wished they all were gone—
Reckless of what might come at last ’
Were but the bitter strugdie past.

¢ VEL

To wicked deeds I was inclined,

And wicked fancies crossed my mind ;
And every man I chanced to see,

I thought he knew some ill of me:
No peace, na comfort equld I find,
No case, witiiin doors or without;
And, crazily and wearily

I went my work aboutg

And oft was moved to flce from home,
And hide my, head where wild beasts roam.

Sir! ’twas a precious flock to me,
As dear as my own children be;
For daily with my growing store

I loved my children more and more.
Alas! it was an gvil time;

God cursed me in my sore distress:
I prayed, yet cvery day I thought
I loved my children less;

And every week, and every day,
My flock it spemed to melt away.

X.
They dwindled, Sir, sad sight to see!
From ten to five, from five to three,
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A lamb, a wether, ard a ewe ;—
And then, at last from three to ivwo;
And, of my fifty, yesterday

I had but only one:

And here it lies ipon my arm,
Alas! and I have none ;—

To-day I fetched it from ¢he rock ;

It is the last of all my flock.”
1798,

XXIIT.
a
REPENTANCE.
4 PASTORAL BALLAD,

[WriTTEN at Town-end, Grasmere. Suggested by the conversation
of our next neighbour, Margarot Ashburner.}

TaE fields which with covetous spirit we sold,

Those beautiful fields, the delight of the day,

Would have brought us more good than a burthen of
gold,

Could we but have becn as contented as they.

‘When the troublesome Tempter, beset us, said I,

¢ Let him come, with his purse proudly grasped in his
hand;

But, Allan, be true to me, Allan,—we'll die

Before he shall go with an inch of the land !’

e
There dwelt we, as happy as birds in their bowers ;
Unfettered as bees that in gardens abide;
‘We could do what we liked with the land, it was ours;
And for us the brook murmured that rar by its side.
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But now we are strangers, go early or late;
And often, likg one overburthened wit sin,
‘With my band on the latch of the half-opened gate,
I look at the fields, but I cannot go in! -
[ ]

‘When I walk by the hedge on a bright summer’s day,
Or sit in the shade of wmy grandfather’s tree,

A stern face it puts on, as if ready to say,

¢ What ails you, that you nust come creeping to me !’

‘With our pastures about us, we could not be sad ;

Our eomfort was near if we.ever were crost;

But the comfort, the blessings, and wealth that we had,

‘We slighted them all,—and our birth-right was lost.

.

Oh, ill-judging sire of an innocent son

‘Who must now.be a wanderer! but peace to that
strain!

Think of evening's repose when our labour was done,

The sabbath’s return; and its leisure’s soft chain!

And in sickness, if night had been sparing of sleep,

How cheerful, at sunrise, the hill where I stood,

Looking down on the kine, and our treasure of sheep

That besprinkled the field; ’twas like youth in my
blood!

Now I cleave tp the house, and am dull as a snail;
And, oftentimesy hear the church-bell with a sigh,
That follows the thought— We’ve no land in the tale,

Save six feet of earth where our forefathers lic!
- 1804.
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THE AFFLICTION OF MARGARET

[WriTTEN at Town-end, Gras nere.
of a poor widow who lived in thr town of Penrith.
sorrow was well known to Mrs, Wordsworth, to my Sister,
and, I believe, to the whole town. ¢, She kept a shop, and when
she saw a stranger passing by, she was in the habit of going
out, into the strect to enquire of him after her sun.]

\
POEMS FOUNDED ON THE lf"FECTIONS.

-

. XXIV. -

I.
WrERe art thou, my beloved Son,
‘Where art thou, worse to me than dead ?
Oh find me, prospetous or undone! '
Or, if the grave be now thy bed,
‘Why am I ignorant of the same
That I may rest antd neither blame
Nor sorrow may attend thy name?

Ir.
Seven years, alas! to have received
No tidings of an ¢nly child ;
To have despaired, have hoped, believed,
And been for evermore beguiled
Somctimes with thoughts of very bliss!
I catch at them, and then T miss;
‘Was ever darkness like to'this ?

He was among the prime in worth,

An object beauteous to behold ;

‘Well born, well bred; I sent kim forth
Ingenuous, innocent, and bold:

If things ensued that wanted grace,

As hath been said, they were not base ;
And never blush was on my face,

This was taken from the case
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e
Ah! litgl® dpth the young-one dream,
‘When full of play and childish cares,
What power is in his wﬂdest scream,
Heard by his mother unawares!
He knows it not he cannot guess :
Years to a motler bring distress;
But do not make her love the less.

V. o
Neglect me! no, I suffered long
From that ill thought; and, being blind,
Said, ¢ Pride shall hep me in my wrong;
Kind mother have I been, as kind
As ever breathed:* and that is true;
I've wet my path with tears like dew,
‘Weeping for him when no one knew.

vI.
My Son, if thou be humbled, poor,
Hopeless of honour angd of gain,

Oh! do not dread thy mother’s door;
Think not of me with grief and pain:
I now can see with better eyes;

And worldly grandeur I despise,
And fortune with her gifts and lies.

VIL.

Alas! the fowls of heaven have wings,
And blasfs of heaven will aid their flight ;
They mount—how short a voyage brings
The wanderers back to their delight !
Chains tie us down by land and sea;
And wishes, vain as mine, may be
All that is left to comfort thee.

VoL, I
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\III,

Perhaps some dungeon hears thée groan,

Maimed, mangled by inhuman men ;
Or thou upon a desert thrown
Inheritest the lion’s den;

Or hast been summoned to the deep,
Thou, thou and all thy mstes, to keep
An incommunicable sleep.

IX.
I look for ghosts; but none will force
Their way to me: ’tis falsely said
That there was ever Intercourse
Between the living and the dead;
For, surely, then I should have sight
Of him I wait for day and night,
‘With love and longings infinite.

X.
My apprehensions come in crowds;
I dread the rustling of the grass;
The very shadows of the clouds
Have power to shake me as they pass:
I question things and do not find
One that will answer to my mind;
Ang all the world appears unkind.

XI.
Beyond participation lie
My troubles, and beyond relief’: ,
If any chance to heave a sigh, «
They pity me, and not my grief.
Then come to me, my Son, or send
Some tidings that my woes may end; .
I have no other earthly friend!

1804
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» XXV,

THE COTTAGER*TO HER INFANT.
BY MY SISTER.
[SuaarsTED to her while beside my %leeping children.]

Tiue days are cold, the nights are long,
The north-wind sings a doleful song;
Then hush again upon my breast ;
All merry things are gow at rest,

Save thee, my pretty Love!

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth,

The crickets long have ceased their mirth ;

There's nothing stirring én the house

Save one wee, hungry, nibbling mouse,
Then why so busy thou ?

Nay ! start not at that sparkling light ;
*Tis but the moon that shines so bright
On the window pane bedropped with rain:
Then, little Darling ! sleep again,

And wake when it is day.
1805.
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XXVI.

MATERNAL GRIEF.

[THIS was in part an overflow frota tRe Solitary’s description of
his own and his wife's feelings upon the decease of their chil-
dren, (See *‘Excursion,” book 3rd.)]}

DepartED Child! I'coula forget thee once
Though at my bosom nursed ; this woeful gain
Thy dissolution brings, th&t in my soul
Is present and perpetually abides
A shadow, never, never to be displaced
By the returning substanc, secn or touched,
Seen by mine eyes, or clasped in my embrace.
Absence and death how differ they ! and how
Shall I admit that nothing can restore
‘What one short sigh so easily removed ?—
Death, life, and sleep, réality and thought,
Assist me, God, their boundaries to know,
O teach me calm submission to thy Will!
The Child she mourned had overstepped the pale
Of Infancy, but still did breathe ¢he air
That sanctifies its confines, and partook
Reflected beams of that celestial light
To all the Little-ones on sinful earth
Not unvouchsafed—a light that warmed and cheered
Those several qualities of heart and mind
‘Which, in her own blest nature, rooted deep,
Daily before the Mother’s watchful eye, ,
And not hers only, their peculiar charms ‘.
Unfolded,—beauty, for its present self,
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And for its pnomxses to fuﬂ:){; years,
With not unfeequent raptufe fondly Imiled.

Have you espied upon aidewy lawn
A pair of Levcrets each prév:é(ing each
To a continuance of $heir fearless sport,
Two separate Crcatures in theéir several gifts
Abounding, but so faghiched that, in all
That l\ature prompts them to display, their looks,
Their starts of motion and their fits of rest,
An undistinguishable style appedrs
And character of gladness, as if Spring
Lodged in their innocent Wosoms, and the spint
Of the rejoxcmg morning were their own.

. Such union, in the"lovely Girl maintained
.And her twin Brother, hall the parent seen,
Ere, pouncing like a ravenous bird of prey,
Death in a monfent parted them, and left
The Mother, in her turns of anguish, worse
Than desolate ; for oft-times from the sound
Of the survivor's sweetest vdice (dear child,
1Ie knew it not) and from his happiest looks,
Did she extract the food of self-reproach,
As one that lived ungrateful for the stay
By Heaven afforded to uphold her maimed .
And tottering spirit. And full oft the Boy,
Now first acquainted with distress and grief,
Shrunk from his Mother's presence, shunned with fear
Her sad appronch, and stole away to find,
In his known htunts of joy where’er he might,
A more congenial object. But, as time
Softened her pangs and reconciled the child
Fo what he saw, lie gradually returned,
Like a scared Bird encouraged to renew
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A broken intercourse ; and, while his eyes

‘Were yet with pensive fear and gentle.awe

Turned upon her who bore him, she would stoop
To imprint a kiss that lacked not power to spread

- Faint colour over both their pallid cheeks,

And stilled his tremulous lip. Thus they were calmed
And cheered ; and now togcth& breathe fresh air |
Ia open fields ; and when the glare of day

Is gone, and tw111ght to the Mother’s wish
Befriends the obserfance, readxly they join

In walks whose boundary is the lost One's grave,
‘Which he with flowers hath planted, finding there
Amusement, where the Mother does not miss

Dear consolation, kneeling on the turf

In prayer, yet blending wish that solemn rite

Of pious faith the vanities of grief’;

For such, by pitying Angels and by Spirits
Transferred to regions upon which the clouds

Of our weak nature rest not, must be deemed
Those willing tears, and unforbidden sighs,

And all those tokens of a cherished sorrow,

‘Which, soothed and sweetened by the grace of Heaven
As now it is, seems to her own fond heart,
Immortal as the love that gave it'being,



XXVII,
THE SAILOR’S MOTHER.

[WrITTEX at Town-cnd,®Grasmere. I met this woman near the
Wishing-gate, on the high-road that then led from Grasmere
to Ambleside. Her dbpefrance was exactly as here deseribed,
and such was her account, nearly to the letter. ]

ONE morning (raw it wag 'md wet—
A foggy day in winter time) *
A, Woman on the road I met,
Not old, though sometifing past her prime:
Majestic in her person, tall and straight;
And like a Roman m'ltrm.l s was her mien aud gait,

The ancient spirit is not dead;

Old times, thought I, are breathing there;

Proud was I that my country bred

Such strength, a dignity so fair:

She begged an alms, like%ne in poor estate;
I looked at her again, nor did my pride abate.

‘When from these lofty thoughts I woke,

“What is it,” sgid I, “ that you bear,

Beneath the covert of your Cloak,

Protected from this cold damp air ?”

She answered, soon as she the question hearc
"A simple burthen, Sir, a little Singing-bird.”

And, thus oontinuing, she said,
“I had a Son, who many a day
Sailed on the seas, but he is dead ;
In Denmark he was cast away:
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.A.nd I have travelled weary miles to see
If aught which he had owned might still yemain for me.

<

The bird and cage they both were his:
"Twas my Son’s bird § and neat and trim
He kept it: many voyages
The singing-bird had gone-with him ;
‘When last he sailed, he left the bird behind ;
From bodings, as might be, that hung upon his mind.

He to a fellow-lodger’s care

Had left it, to be watched and feq,

And pipe its song in safety ;—there

I found it when my Son was dead ;

And now, God help me for my little wit!

I bear it with me, Sir ;—he took so much delight in it.”
v 1800,

xivir,
THE CHILDLESS FATHER,

[Wnun at Town-end, Grasmere. When I was a child at Cocker-
mouth, no funeral Yook place without abasin filled with sprigs
of boxwood being placed upon a table covered with a white
cloth in front of the house, The huntings on foot, in which
the old man is supposed to join as here described, were of
common, almost habitual, occurrence in our vales when I was
a boy; and the people took much delight in them. They aro
now less frequent.]

<

¢« Up, Timothy, up with your staff and away !

Not a soul in the village this morning will stay ;
_The hare has Juat started from Hamilton’s grounds,
-And Skiddaw is glad with the cry of the hounds.”
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—Of coats and of jackets grey, scarlet, and green,
On the slope§ of the pastures all coloyrs were seen ;
‘With their comely blue aprons, and caps white as snow,
The girls on the hills made a hohday show.

Fresh sprigs of green box~wood, not six months before,
Filled the funeral bagin ¥ at Timothy’s door;

A coffin through Timothy’s threshold Lkad past;

One Child did it bear, and that Child was his last.

Now fast up the dell came the Hoise and the fray,
The horse and the horn, and the hark! hark away!
Old *Timothy took up his staff, and he shut

‘With a leisurcly mot.ion the door of his hut.

Perhaps to himself at thaé moment he said ;

¢ The key I must take, for my Ellen is dead.’

But of this in my ears not a word did he speak ;

And he went to the chase with a tear on his cheek.
1800,

XXIX.
ITHE EMIGRANT MOTHER.

[SuaarsTED by what I ®ave noticed in more than one French fugitiv®
during the time of the French Revolution. If I am not mis-
taken, the lines were composed at Sockburn, when I was on a
visit to Mrs. Wordsworth and her brother.]

OxoE in a lonely hamlet I sojourned

In which a Lady driven from France did dwell;
The big and lesser griefs with which she mourned
In friendship she to me would often tell.

® # In severn] parts of the North of England, when a funeral takes place,
& basin full of sprigs of box-wood is placed at the door of the houso from
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This Lady, dwelling upon British ground

‘Where she was,\chxldless, daily wou]d vepair

To a poor neighbouring cottage; as T found,

For sake of a yourg Child whose home was there.

Once having seen her clasp with fond embrace

This Child, I chanted to mywelfoa lay,
Endcavouring, in our English tongue, to trace
Such things as she unto the Babe might say :

And thus, from what I heard and knew, or guessed,
My song the workings of her heart expressed.

“ Dear Babe, thou daughtes of another,
Onc moment let me bg thy mother

An infant’s face and looks are thine

And sure a mother’s heart is mipe:

Thy own dear mother’s far away,

At labour in the harvest ficld :

Thy little sister is a* play ;—

‘What warmth, what comfort would it yield
To my poor heart, if thou wouldst be

One little hour a child to me!

]
1L

Across the waters I am come,

" And I have left a babe at home:
A long, long way of land and sea ],
Come to me—I'm no enemy:

¢ I am the same who at thy side

which tho coffin is taken up, and each person who sttends the' fusnersl
takos & sprig of this box-wood, and throws ib into the gravesat
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Sate yesterday, and made a nest

For theg, sweet Baby !—thou hggt tried,
Thou know’st the pillow of my breast ;
Good, good art thou:—alas! to me

Far more than T can be Yo thee.

Here, little Darling, dost thou lic;

An infant thou, a mother 1!

Mine wilt thou be, tlbu hast no fears;
Mine art thou—spite of these my tears.
Alas! before I left the spot,

My baby and its dwelling-place ;

The nurse said to me, ¢ Tears should not
Be shed upon an infant’s face,

It was unlucky *—no, no, no;

No truth is in them who say so!

My own dear Little-ome will sigh,

Sweet Babe! and they will let him die.

* He pines,’ they’ll say, * it is his doom,
-And you may see his hour is come.’

Oh'! had hedut thy cheerful smiles,

Limbs stout as thine, and lips as gay,

Thy looks, thy cunning, and thy wiles,

And countenance like a summer’s day,

They would have hopes of him ;—and then
"I shouldebehold his face again |

Y.
."Tis gone—Ilike dreams that we forget;
There was a smile or two—yet—yet
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I can remember themy, I see

The smiles, worth all the world forme.
Dear Baby! I must lay thee down;

Thou troublest me with strange alarms
Smiles hast thou, bright ongs of thy own;
I cannot keep thee in my arms;

For they confound me ,—where—where is
That last, that sweetest smile of his ?

vI.
Oh! how I love thee !—we will stay
Together here this one half day.
My sister’s child, who bears my name,
From France to sheltering England came ;
She with her mother crossed the sea;
The babe and mother near me dwell :
Yet does my yearning heart to thee
Turn rather, though I love her well :
Rest, little Strangey, rest thee here |
Never was any child more dear!

—1I cannot help it ; ill inteni

T’ve none, my pretty Innocent !

I weep—1I know they do thee wrong,
These tears—and my poor idle tongue.
Oh, what a kiss was that ! my chéek

« How cold it is! but thou art gobdd ;
Thine eyes are on me—they would speak,
'I think, to help me if they could.
Blessmgs upon that soft, warm face,

My heart again is in its place !
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vih,
‘While thedt art mine, my little Love,
This cannot be a sorrowful grove; -
Contentment, hope, and 11.10thér’s glee,
I seem to find them all in thee:
Here’s grass to play with, here are flowers ;
I'll call thee by nty darling’s name ;
Thou hast, T think, a look of ours,
Thy features seem to me the same ;
His little sister thou shalt b ;
And, when once more my home I see,

P11 tell him many tales of Thee.”
1802,

[y L4
XxX.

VAUDRACOUR AND JULIA.

[Warrrex at Town-end, Grasmere, Faithfully narrated, though
with the omission of many pashetic circumstances, from the
mouth of & French lady, who had been an eye-and-ear-witness
of all that was done and said. Many long years after, I was
told that Dupligne was then a monk in the Convent of La

Trappe.]

The following tale was wgjtten as an Episode, in a work from whick
its length may perhaps exclude it. The facts are true ; no in-
vention as to these has been exercised, as none was needed.

O mappy time of youthful lovers (thus
My story may begin) O balmy time,
In which a Jove-knot on a lady’s brow
Is fairer than the fairest star in heaven!
To such inheritance of blessed fancy
o (Fancy that sports more desperately with minds
Than ever fortune hath been known to do)
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The high-born Vaudracour'was brought by yea.rs
‘Whose progress had a little oversteppéde °
His stripling prime. A town of small repute,
Among the vine-clad mountains of Auvergne,
'Was the Youth’s birth-place. There he wooed a Maid
‘Who heard the heart-felt music of his suit
‘With answering vows. Plebtiak was the stock,
Plebeian, though ingenuous, the stock,
From which her graces and her honours sprung :
And hence the father of the enamoured Youth,
‘With haughty indignation, spurned the thought
Of such alliance.—From their cradles up,
‘With but a step between their several homes,
Twins had they been in pleasure®”; after strife
And petty quarrels, had grosen fond again;
Each other’s advocate, each other’s stay ;
And, in their happiest moments, not eontent,
If more divided than a sportive pair
Of sea-fowl, conscious both that they are hovering
‘Within the eddy of a confinon blast,
Or hidden only by the concave depth
Of neighbouring billows from each other’s sight.
. Thus, not without concurrence of an age
I"' nknown to memory, was an earnest given
By ready nature for a life of love,
For endless constancy, and placid truth ;
But whatsoe’er of such rare treasure lay
Réserved, had fate permitted, for suppowt
-Of their maturer years, his present mind
"Waa under fagcination ;—he beheld
. A vision, and adored the thing he saw. R
‘Arabian fiction never filled the world e e
. With half the wonderl that were wrought for him. .
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Farth breathed in one gredt presence of the spring
Life turned the meanest of her impleraents,
Before his eyes, to price above all gold ;°
The house she dwelt in was a sainted shrine;
Her chamber-window did surpass in glory
The portals of the dawn; all paradise
Could, by the simple @ openmn' of a door,
Let itself in upon him :—pathways, walks,
Swarmed with enchantment, till his spirit sank,
Surcharged, within him, overblest to move
Beneath a sun that wakes a weary world
To ifs dull round of ordindry cares;
A man too happy for Jmortality !
So passed the time; till whether through effect
Of some unguarded momént that dissolv od
Virtuous restraint—ab, speak it, think it, not !
Deem rather that the fervent Youth, who saw
So many bars between his present state
And the dear haven where he wished to be
In honourable wedlock with’his Love,
‘Was in his judgment tempted to declino
To perilous weakness, and entrust his cause
To nature for a happy end of all ;
Deem that by suclefond hope the Youth wag swayé¥,
And bear with their transgression, when L add
That Julia, wanting yet the name of wife,
Carried about her for a secret grief
The promise of a mother,
To conceal

' “The tnreatened shame, the parcnts of the Maid
Found menns to hurry her away by night,
. And unforewarned, that in some distant spot

She might remain shrouded in privacy, -
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Until the babe was born. * When morning came,
The Lover, thus bereft, stung with-his 1oss,
And all uncertain whither he should turn,
Chafed like a wild beast in the toils; but soon
Discovering traces of the fugitives,
Their steps he followed to the Maid’s retreat.
Easily may the sequel be divined—
‘Walks to and fro—watchings at every hour;
And the fair Captive, who, whene’er she may,
Is busy at her casement as the swallow
Fluttering its pinions, almost within reach,
About the pendent nest, did thus espy
Her Lover !'—thence a stolen interview,
Accomplished under friendly shiade of night.
I pass the raptures of the pair ;—such themo
Is, by innumerable poets, touched
In more delightful verse than skill of-mine
Could fashion ; chiefly by that darling bard
‘Who told of Juliet and her Romeo,
And of the lark’s note heard before its time,
And of the streaks that laced the scvering clouds
In the unrelenting east.—Through all her courts
The vacant city slept; the busy winds,
Jhat keep no certain intervals of rgst,
Moved n‘bt meanwhile the galaxy displayed
Ter fires, that like mysterious pulses beat
Aloft ;—momentous but uneasy bliss!
To their full hearts the universe scemed hung
On that brief meeting’s slender filament !
They parted ; and the generous Vaudracour
- Reached speedily the native threshold, bent
On making (so the Lovers had agreed)
A sacrifice of birthright to attain
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A final por’hon from his fathier’s hand ;
‘Which grantqd, Bride and Bndegrocm then would
flee
To some remote and solitary place,
Shady as night, and beautiful as heaven,
‘Where they may live, with no one to behold
Their bappiness, or to-dissurb their love.
But now of this no whisper; not the less,
If ever an obtrusive word were dropped
Touching the matter of his passiom, still,
In his stern father's hearing, Vaudracour
Persisted openly that deatlsalone
Should abrogate his human privilege
Divine, of swearing evérlasting truth,
Upon the altar, to the Maid he loved.
“ You shall be baflled in your mad intent
If there be justice in the court of France,”
Muttered the Father.—From these words the Youth
Conceived a terror; and, by night or day,
Stirred nowhere without weagons, that full soon
Found dreadful provocation: for at night
‘When to his chamber he retired, attempt
‘Was made to seize him by three arméd men,
Acting, in furtherance of the father's will,
Under a private signet of the State.
One the rash Youth’s ungovernable handy
- Slew, and as quickly to a second gave ¢
‘A perilous wound—he shuddered to behold
The breathless cerse; then peacefully resigned
His person to the law, waa lodged in pnson,
And wore the fetters of a criminal.
~ Jiave you cbserved a tuft of wingdd seed
That, from the dandelion’s naked stalk,
Y0lu Lo ’ ‘v
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Mounted aloft, is sufferedmot to use
.Its natural gifts for purposes of rest,*

Driven by the autumnal whirlwind to and fro

Through the wide element ? or have you marked

The heavier substance of a leaf-clad bough,

‘Within the vortex of a foaming flood,

Tormented ? by such aid yoa may conceive

The perturbation that ensued ;—ah, no!

Desperate the Maid—the Youth is stained with blood;

Unmatchable on earth is ‘their disquiet!

Yet as the troubled seed and tortured bough

Is Man, subjected to despptic sway. .

For him, by private influence with the Court,

‘Was pardon gained, and liberty procured ;

But not without exaction ef a pledge,

‘Which liberty and love dispersed in air.

He flew to her from whom they would divide him—

He clove to her who could not give him peace—

Yeas, his first word of greeting was,—* All right

Is gone from me; my lakely-towering hopes,

To the least fibre of their lowest root,

Are withered; thou no longer canst be mine,

I thine—the conscience-stricken must not woo
sZhr.eqrufied Innocent,—I see thy face,

‘Behold ‘chee, and my misery is complete!”

o One, én.\we not ?”* exclaimed the Maiden—* One,

For'innocencerand youth, for weal and woe P

Then with the father's name she coupled words

Of vehement indignation ; but the Youth ‘

Clecked h?emth filial meekness ; for no thought

Uncharitable crossed his mind, no sense .

Of hasty anger rising in the eclipse

Of true domestic loyalty, did e’er
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Find place thhm his bosdm.—Once again
The persevering wedge of tyranny o
Achieved their separation: and once more
‘Were they united,—to be yef again
Disparted, pitiable lpt! But here
A portion of the tale may w ell be left
In silence, though m¥ nf memory could add .
Much how the Youth, in scanty space of time,
‘Was traversed from wnthout much, too, of thoughts
That oceupied his days in sohtuﬂe
Under privation and restraint; and what,
Through dark and shapeless foar of things to come,
And what, through strong compunction for the past,
He suffered—breakidy down in heart and mind !
Doomed to a third andslast captivity,

His freedom he recovered on tho eve
Of Julia’s travail. 'When the babe was born,
Its prescnce tempted him to cherish schemes
Of future happiness. “You shall return,
Julia,” said he, “and to yohr father’s house
Go with the child.—You have been wretched ; yet
The silver shower, whose reckless burthen weighs
Too heavily upon the lily’s head,
Oft leaves a saving moisture at its root.
Malice, beholding you, will melt away.
Go !—"tis a town where both of us wer, born;
None will reproach you, for our trutlyls known;
And if, amid ¢hose once-bright bowers, our fate
Remain unpitied, pity is not in man.
With ornaments—the prettiest, nature {fields
Or art can fashion, shall you deck our boy,
And feed his countenance with your own sweet looks
Till no one can resist him.—Now, even now,

‘v2
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I see him sporting on the sunny la\vn ;
My father fromethe windoy sees him tog ;
Startled, as if-some new-crggfd thing
Enriched the earth, or Faery 6f the wogds
Bounded before him ,-—i)ut the unweetjng Child
Shall by his beauty win his grandslre heart
. So that it shall be softened, 4nd®ur }oves
End happily, as they began!” /
Thlese gleams
Appeared but seldom*; ofténer was [be seen
Propping a pale and melancholy facte
Upon the Mother’s bosom ¢ restin/g thus
His head upon one breast, while ffom the other
The Babe was drawing in its qulef food.
—That pillow is no longer #o be tehine,
Fond Youth! that mournful sola¢’e now must pﬂél
Into the list of things that canno’ bed
Unwedded Julia, terror-smitten, fhears
" 'The sentence, by her mother’s lij pronouneed,
That dooms her to a convent.—Who shall tell,
‘Who dares report, the tidings t¢ the lord
Of her affections ? so they blinflly asked
Who knew not to what quiet flepths a weight
had pressed the Sufferer down:

No answer;4§ ly took the
And ki ; seemingly
Or care, that what so tendgrly he pressed, .
. ' Was a dependant on the
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Of oné who came to disusite their lives
For ever—sadealternative ! preferred‘
By the unbéhding Parents of the Mad,
To secret *spousals meanly disavowed.
—3o be it! d
In the city he remained
A season after Juliaghad withdrawn
To those religious walls. e, too, departs—
‘Who with him ?—even the senseless Little-one.
‘With that sole charge he passed the city-gates,
For the last time, attendant by the side
Of s close chair, a litter, gr sedan,
In which the Babe was carried. To a hill,
That rose a brief league distant from the town,
The dwellers in that houge where he had lodged
Accompanied his steps, by anxious love
Impelled ;—they parted from him there, and stood
‘Watching below till he had disappeared
"On the hill top. His eyes he scarcely took,
Throughout that journey, fgom the vehicle
(Slow-moving ark of all his hopes!) that veiled
The tender infant : and, at every inn,
And under every hospitable tree
At which the bearers halted or reposed,
‘Laid him with timid care upon his knees,
And looked, as mothers ne’er were knowg
Upon the nursling which his arms en
This was the manner in which Vaudracour
. Departed with,his infant ; and thus reached
His father's house, where to the innoceng child' *
Admittance was denied. The young man spake
No word of indignation or reproof,
‘ But; of his father begged, s last request,

o look,
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That a retreat might be assigned to him

‘Where in forgotten quiet he might dyell

‘With such allowance as his wants required ;

For wishes he had none. To a lodge that stood

Deep in a forest, with leave given, at the age

Of four-and-twenty summers he withdrew ;

And, thither took with him his mctherless Babe,

And one domestic for their common needs,

An aged woman. It consoled him here

To attend upon the orphan; and perform

Obsequious service to the precious child,

‘Which, after a short time, by some mistake .

Or indiscretion of the I'ather, died.—

The Tale I follow to its last rececs

Of suffering or of peace, I kpow not which:

Theirs be the blame who caused the woe, not mine!
From this time forth he never shared a smile

‘With mortal creature. An Inhabitant

* Of that same town, in which the pair had left

8o lively a remembrance qf their griefs,

By chance of business, coming within reach

Of his retirement, to the forest lodge

Repaired, but only found the matron there,

d him that his pains were thrown away,

iaster never uttered word

To living thhg—not even to her.—Behold !

speaking, Vaudracour approached ;

But, seeing some one neat, as on the latgh

Of the garden-gate his hand was laid, hp shrunk—
And,like a shadc-w, glided out of view.

Shocked at his savage aspect, from the place

The visitor retired.

Thua lived the Youth
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Cut off from all intelligeniee with man,
And shunnigg*exen the light of common day ;
Nor could the voice of Freedom, which through France
Full speedily resounded, public hope,
Or personal memory of his o%n deep wrongs,
Rouse him: but in those solitary shades
His days he wasted, mndmbecile mind ! .
1805.

TH}B IDIOT BOY.

[Tar last stanza—*‘The Cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo, And
the sun did shine so cold "—was the foundation of the whole.
The words were reported to me by my dear friend, Thomas
Poole; but b have since heard the same rcpeated of other
Idiots. Let me add that this long poem was composed in the
groves of Alfoxden, almost extempore; not a word, I believe,
being corrected, though one stanza was omitted. I mention
this in gratitude to those ghappy moments, for, in trath, I
never wrote anything with so much glee. ]

"T1s eight o’clock,—a clear March night,
The moon is up,—the sky is blue,
The owles, in the moonlight air,

Shouts from nobody knows wherg,
He lengthens out his lonely sk
Halloo! halloo! a long hallgp!

—Wby bustle thus about your door, .
‘What means this bustle, Betty Foy ?
‘Why are you in this mighty fret ?
And why on horseback have you set
Him whom you love, your Idiot Boy ¢

)
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Scarcely a soul is out of bed; *
Good Betty, put him down againg;
His lips with joy they burr at you ¥
But, Betty ! what has he to do
‘With stirrup, saddle, or with rein ?

But Betty’s bent on her intent;

For her good neighbour; Sisan Gale,
Old Susan, she who dwells alone,

Is sick, and makes a Piteous moan,
As if her very life would fail.

There’s not a house within a mile,
No hand to help them in distress; .
Old Susan lies a-bed in pain,

And sorely puzzled are, the twain,
For what she ails they cannot guess.

And Betty’s husband’s at the wdod,
‘Where by the week he doth abide,

A woodman in the distant vale;

There’s none to help ‘poor Susan Gale;
‘What must be done ? what will betide P

And Betty from the lane has fetched
Pony, that is mild and gogd ;

er he be in joy or pain,

will along the lane,
faggots from the wood.

And he is all in travelling trim,— °
And, by the moonlight, Betty Foy"
Has on the well-girt saddle set

(The like was never heard of yet)

Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy.
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And he must post without delay
Across the bridge and through the dale,
And by the church, and o'er the .do'wn,
To bring a Doctor from the town,

Or she will die, old Susaa Gale.

There is no need of boot or spur,

There is no need of"'whip or wand ; .
For Johnny has his holly-bough,

And with a kurly-burly now

He shakes the green bough®in his hand.

*And Betty o’er and ojer has told
The Boy, who is her best delight,
Both what to follew, what to shun,
‘What do, and what tp leave undone,
How turn to left, and how to right.

And Betty’'s most especial charge,

Was, “ Johnny ! Johnny ! mind that you
Come home again, nor stop at all,—-
Come home again, whale’er befal,

My Johnny, do, I pray you do.”

To this did Johnny answer make,
Both with hig head and with his hand,
And proudly shook the bridle too;
And then! his words were not a fuy;
‘Which Betty well could understgﬁd.

And now that Johnny is just going,
Though Hetty's in a mighty flurry,
She gently pats the Pony's side,
On which her Idiot Boy must ride,
And seems no longer in a hurry.
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But when the Pony moved his legs,
Oh! then for the poor Idiot Boy ¢ |
For j joy he ‘cannot hold the bridle,
For joy his head and heels are idle,
He’s idle all for velty joy.

And while the Pony moyes his legs,
In Johnny’s left hand you ma.y see
The green bough motionless and dead:
The Moon that shineg above his head
Is not more still'and mute than he.

His heart it was so full of glee,
That till full fifty yards were gone,
He quite forgot his holly whip,
And all his skill in horsemanship :
Oh! happy, happy, happy John.

And while the Mother, at the déor,
Stands fixed, her face with joy o’erflows,
Proud of herself, and proud of him,

She sees him in lns fravelling trim,
How quietly her Johnny goes.

The silence of her Idiot Boy,
at hopes it sends to Betty's heart !

She wawhes till he’s out of sight,
will not then depart.

Burr, burr—now Johnny’s lips they burr,
As loud as any mill, or near it ;

Meek as a lamb the Pony moves,

And Johnny makes the noise he loves,
And Betty listens, glad to hear it.
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Away she hies to Susam Gale:
Her Messenger’s in merry tune;
The owlets hoot, the owlets curr,
And Johnny’s lips they burr, burr, burr,
As on he goes beneath tl moon.

His steed and hg right well agree ;
For of this Pony there’s a rumour,
That, should he lose his eyes and ears,
And should he live a thousand years,
He never will be out of humour.

‘But then hc is a horse that thinks!

And when he thinks, his pace is slack;
Now, though he knows poor Johnny well,
Yet, for his life, he egnnot tell

‘What he has got upon his back.

So through the moonlight lanes they go,
And far into the moonlight dale,

And by the church, and o’cr the down,
To bring a Doctor from the town,

To comfort poor old Susan Gale.

And Betty, now at Susan’s side,

Is in the middle of her story, -
‘What speedy help her Boy will bring
‘With many a most diverting thing,

Of Johnny's wit, and Johuny's guwry.

And Boty, still at Susan’s side,

By this time is not quite so flurried :
Demure with porringer and plate
She sits, as if in Susan’s fate

Her life and soul were buried.

209
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But Betty, poor goed woman! she,
You plaiply in her face may redd,it,
Could lend out of that moment’s store
Five years of happiness or more
To any that might need it.

But yet I guess that now, and then
‘With Betty all was not so well;

And to the road she turns her ears,

And thence full mapy a sound she hears,
‘Which she to Susan will not tell.

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans;
¢ As sure as there’s a moon in heaven,”
Cries Betty, “he’ll be btk again;
They’ll both be heres—’tis almost ten—
Both will be here before eleven.”

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans ;
The clock gives warning for eleven ;

’Tis on the stroke—* He must be near,”’
Quoth Betty, ¢ and will soon be here,
As sure as there’s a moon in heaven.”

The clock is on the stroke of twelve,
~dnd Johnny is not yet in sight :
—TMge Moon's in heaven, as Betty secs,
But y is not quite at ease;

And S has a dreadful night.

And Betty, half an hour ago, «
« On Johnny vile reflections cast: -
A little idle sauntering Thing!”

. 'With other names, an endless string ;- -

But now that time is gone and past.
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And Betty's droopidg at the heart,
That happy time all past and ggne,
“How can it be he is so late ?

The Doctor, he has made him wait ;
Susan! they’ll both be ‘here anon. W

And Susan’s growing worse and worse,
And Betty’s in a sad quandury ;

And then there’s nobody to say

1f she must go, or she myst stay!
—She’s in a sad quandary.

The clock is on the’stroke of one;
But neither Doctor nor his Guide
Appears along the moonlight road ;
There's neither hosse nor man abroad,
And Betty’s still at Susan’s side.

And Susan now begins to fear

Of sad mischances not a few,

That Johnny may peyhaps be drowned ;
Or lost, perhaps, and never found ;
‘Which they must both for ever rue.

She prefaced half a hint of this

‘With, “ Ged forbid it should bc true!™
At the first word that Susan said
Cried Betty, rising from the bed,
“Susan, I'd gladly stay with you.

I mustsbe gone, I must away: -

. Consider, Johnny’s but half-wise ; .
Susan, we must take care of him,

Xf he is hurt in life or limb *—

“ Oh.God forbid ! poor Susan cries,
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“What can I do ?""'says Betty going,
“Whati¢:an I do to ease your pmn?
Good ‘Susan tell me, and T'll stay ;
I fear you're in a dreadful way,

But I shall soon be back again.”

¢ Nay, Betty, go! gord Betty, go!
There’s nothing that can ease my pain.”
Then off she hies; but with a prayer
That God poer Sutan’s life would spare,
Till she comes back again.

So, through the modnlight lane she goes,
And far into the moonlight dale ;

And how she ran, and how she walked,
And all that to her#:lf she talked,

‘Would surely be a tedious tale.

In high and low, above, below,

In great and small, in round and square,
In tree and tower,was Johnny seen,

In bush and brake, in black and green;
*Twas Johnny, Johnny, every where.

And while she crossed the bridge, there came
A thought with which her éart is sore—

J o\nny perhaps his horso forsook,

To huht the moon within the brook,

And newer will be heard of more.

Now is she high upon the downs,

Alone amid a prospect wide;

There's neither Johnny nor his Horse
Among the fern or in the gorse; : .
There's neither Doctor nor his Guide,
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“ Oh saints! what s become of him ?
l’erha.psa hv’s climbed into an cak,
‘Where he will stay till he is dead ;
Or, sadly he has been misled,

And joined the wandering gipsy-folk.

Or him that wicled Pony’s carried
To the dark cave, the goblin’s hall ;
Or in the castle he’s pursuirg
Among the ghosts his own undoing ;
Or playing with the waterfall.”’

At poor old Susan then she railed,
‘While to tho town she posts away ;
« If Susan had hot been so ill,
Alas! I should have had him stlll,
My Johnny, till my dying day.”

Poor Bet;y, in this sad distemper,
The Doctor’s self could hardly spare :

Unworthy things shq talked, and wild

Even he, of cattle the most mild,
The Pony had his share.

But now she’s fairly in the town,
And to thé&'Doctor’s door she hies;
"Tis silence all on every side;

The town so long, the town so wide,
Is silent as the skies, Y

And-now she’s at the Doctor’s door,
She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap;
The Doctor at the casement shows

His glimmering eyes that peep and doze}

And one hand rubs.his old night-cap.

303
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“ Oh Doctor ! Doctor! v\here smy J olmny |
“I'm hers, what is’t you want wth me?”
“Oh 8ir! you know I'm Betty Foy,

And I have lost jy poor dear Boy,

You know him—him you often see;

. He’s not so wise as sonerfolks be:”
“The devil take his wisdom!”* said
The Doctor, looking somewhat grim,
¢ What, Woman! thould I know of him ?*
And, grumbling, he went, back to bed!

“ 0 woe is me! O woe is me!
Here will I die; here will I die;

I thought to find my lost one here,
But he is neither faf nor near,
Oh! what a wretched Mother I

She stops, she stands, she looks about
‘Which way to turn she cannot tell. *

Poor Betty! it wauld ease her pain

If she had heart to knock again ;

—The clock strikes three—a dismal knell!

’

Then up along the town she hies,

No wonder if her senses faif;

This piteous news so much it shocked her,
8he quite forgot to send the Doctor,

To comftrt poor old Susan Gale.

And now she’s high upon the duwn,
And she can see a mile of road :

“0 cruel! I'm almost threescore;
Such night as this was ne’er before,
"There’s not & single soul abroad.”
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8She listens, but she,cannot hear

The foob of horse, the voice of man ;

The st¥eams with softest sound are flowing,
The grass you almost hear it growing,

You hear it now, if e’ex you can.

The owlets th;'ough the long blue night
Are shouting to ehch other still:

Fond lovers! yet not quite hob nob,
They lengthen out the tremulous sob,
That echoes far from' hill to Lill.

Poor Betty now hag lost all hope,

Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin,
A green-grown gond she just has past,
And from the brinkcshe hurries fast,
Lest she should drown herself therein.

And now che sits her down and weeps;
Such tears she never shed before; .

* Oh dear, dear Pony! my sweet joy!
Oh carry back my Idibt Boy!

And we will ne’er o’erload thee more.”

A. thought is come into her hend:
The Pony hg is mild and good,

And we have always used him well ;
Perhaps he's gone along the dell,
And carried Johnny to the wood.

Then up she springs as if on wings;
She thinks no more of deadly siu;, .
1f Betty fifty ponds should see,

The last of all her thoughts would be
To drown herself therein.

‘yor, &, '
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O Reader! now that I might tell <

‘What Jbhony and his Horse are Joing
‘What they’ve been doing all this time,
Oh could T put it into rhyme,

A most delightfui tale pursuing!

Perhaps, and no unlikely thought!
He with his Pony now doth roam
The cliffs and peaks so high that are,
To ]a.y his hands upon a star,

And in his potket bring it home.

Perhaps he’s turned, himself about,
His face unto his horse’s tail,

And, still and mute, in wonder lost,
All silent as a horseman-ghost,

He travels slowly down the vale.

And now, perhaps, is huntingssheep,

A fierce and dreadful hunter ho;

Yon valley, now so trim and green,

In five months’ tithe, should he be seen,
A desert wilderness will be!

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire,
And like the very soul of evjl,

He’s galloping away, away,

And so will gallop on for aye,

The bang of all that dread the devil!

I to the Muses have been boun

These, fourteen years, by strong indeatures:
O gentle Muses! let me tell

But half of what to him befel ;

He surely met with strange adventures,

L ]
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(o} gentle Muses! i. this kind ?

‘Why gfll.ye thus my suit repe

‘Why of your further aid bereave me ?
And can ye thus unfriended leave me
Ye Muses! whom I ldve so well ?

Who'’s yon, that, ne:r the waterfall,
"Which thunders do“ 1 with headlong force,”
Beneath the moon, yet shining fair,

» As carcless as if nothing Jvere,
Sits upright on a fee dm«r horse ?

Unto his horse—there feeding free,
1le seems, I think, the rein to give;
Of moon or stafs he takes no heed;
Of such we in rowgnees read:
—Tis Johnny! Johnuy! as I live.

And that’s the very Pony, too!
‘Where is she, where is Betty Foy ?
She hardly can sustajn her fears;
The roaring waterfall she hears,
And cannot find her 1diot Boy.

Your Pony’s worth his weight in gold:
Then calmeyour terrors, Betty Foy!
She’s coming from among the trees,
And now all full in view she sees

Him whom she loves, her Idigt Boy.

And.2wtty sces the Pony too:
‘Why stand you thus, good Betty Foy? °
It is no goblin, °tis no ghost,
*Tis he whom you so long have lost,
He whom you love, your Idiot Boy.
X2
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She loc;ﬁl:gam—her arms are"up— !
She sc s—she cannot move & joy ;
She darts, as with a torrent’s force,

She almost has o’erturned the Horse,

And fast she holds her Idipt Boy.

And J olmny burrs, and ]auo'hs aloud ;
Whether in cunning or in° ‘joy

I cannot tell ; but while he laughs,
Betty a drlmken pleasure quaffs

To hear again her Idiot Boy.

And now she’s at the Pony’s tail,
And now is at the Pony’s head,—
On that side now, and naw on this;
And, almost stifled with her bliss,
A few sad tears does Betty shed.

She kisses o’er and o’er again*

Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy;
She’s happy here, is happy there,
She is uneasy every where;

Her limbs are all alive with joy.

She pats the Pony, where or when
She knows not, happy Betty JFoy!
The little Pony glad may be,

But he is milder far than she,
You hardly can perceive his joy.

“ Oh | Johnny, never mind the Doctor;
 You’ve done your best, and that is all :®
She took the reins, when this was sid,
And gently turned the Pony’s head

From the loud waterfall,
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.By this the stars were almost gone,
The gndon was setting on thehill,
So pale you scarcely lopked at ker:
The little birds began to stir,
Though yet their ton&ues were still.

The Pony, betty, and her Boy,

‘Wind slowly through the woody dale ;
And who is she, betimes abroad,

That hobbles up the steep rough road ?
‘Who is it, but old Susan Gale ?

Long time lay Susn lost in thought;
And many dreadful fears beset her,
Both for her Mecssenger and Nurse;
And, as her mind srew worse and worse,
Her body—it grew better.

She turned, she tossed herself in bed,
On all sides doubts and terrors met her;
Point after point did she discuss;

And, while her mind was fighting thus,
Her body still grew better.

“« Alas! what is become of them ?

Thése feams can never be endured ;

I'll to the wood.”—The word scarce said,
Did Susan rise up from her bed,

As if by magic cured. .

Awn;ashe goes up hill and down,

And to the wood at length is come; d
8he spies her Friends, she shouts a greeting ;
Oh me! it is a merry meeting

As ever was. in Christendom.
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' The owls have l\ardlgr sung their last,

‘While our fonr travellers homem}‘rd wend
The owls'have hagtcd all night long,

And with the 0\v1§°began my song,

And with the owis must~end.

For while they all were teavelling home,
Cried Betty, “ Tcll us, Johnny, do,

Where all this long night you have been,
What you have heacd, what you have seen:
And, Johnny, mind you tell us true.”

Now Johnny all night long had keard

The owls in tuneful congert strive ;

No doubt too he the moon had seen ;

For in the moonlight he had been

From eight o’clock till five.

And thus, to Betty’s question, he
Made answer, like a traveller bold,
(His very words I' give to you,)
“The cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo,
And the sun did shine so cold!”
~—Thus answered Johnny in hls glory,
And that was all his travel’s story,
1708,
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. MICHAEL.
4, PAFTORAL POEM.
[ ]

[Wrnirren at Town-cnd. Grasmere, about the same time as “ The
Brothers.” The Sheepfuld, on which so much of the poem
turns, remains, or rather t{jc ruins of it. The character and
circumstances of Luke were taker® from a family to whom had
belonged, many years before, the house we lived in at Town-
*end, along with some ficlds and woodlands on the eastern
shore of Grasmere. The Aame of the Evening Star was not in
fact given to this house, Lut to another on the same side of the
valley, more to the nrath. ]

TIr from the public way you turn your steps

Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head Ghyll,
You will suppose that with an upright path
Your feet must struggle ; in such bold ascent
The pastoral mountams front you, face to face.
But, courage! for around%hat boisterous brook
The mountains have all opened out themselves,
And madea hidden valley of their own.

No habitation can be seen; but they

‘Who journey tMither find themselves alone
‘With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites
That overhead are sailing in the sky.

It is in truth an utter solitude; o

Nor shouid I have made mention of this Dell
But for one object which you might pass by, ,
Might see and notice not. Beside the brook
Appears a straggling heap of unhewn stones!
And to that simple object appertains
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A ato;'y—unenriched with gtrange events,

Yet not unfit, I deem, for the fireside,*

Or for the sumtier shade. It was the first
Of those domestic tales that spake to me

Of shepherds, dwellers i1 the valleys, men
‘Whom I already loved ; not verily

For, their own sakes, but for thedields and hills
‘Where was their occupation and abode.

And hence this Tale, while I was yet a Boy
Careless of books, yet haviag felt the power
Of Nature, by the gentle agency

Of natural objects, led me on to feel

For passions that were not my own, and think
(At random and imperfectly indeed)

On man, the heart of man, and human life.
Therefore, although it be a fxistory

Homely and rude, I will relate the same

. For the delight of a few natural hearts;

And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake
Of youthful Poets, who ampong these hills
‘Will be my second self when I am gone.
Uerox the forest-side in Grasmere Vale
There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his name

“An old man, stout of heart, and stropg of limb.

His bodily frame had been from youth to age
Of an unusual strength : his mind was keen,
Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs,

And in his shephérd’s calling he was prorept
And watchful more than ordinary men. ew. ’
Hence had he learned the meaning of all winds,
Of blasts of every tone; and, oftentimes, '
‘When others heeded not; He heard the Ssuth-
_Mike subterratieous musie, like the noise '



" MICHAEL, 313

Of bagpipers or.ldxstfmt H}ghland hills.

The Shepherd,,at such wammg, of his flock
Bethought Hm, and he to himself wanld say,

¢ The winds are now devising work for me!’

Aud, truly, at all times, the gform, that drives

The traveller to a shelter, summoned him

Up to the mountmns he had been alone

Amid the heart of mhny thousand mists, .
That came to him, and left him, on the heights.

S0 lived he till hieighticth year was past.

And, grossly that man errs, who*should suppose
That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks,
‘Were things indifferent t8 the Shepherd’s thoughts.
Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had breathed
The common air; hiil§, which with vigorous step
He had so often climbed ;ewhich had impressed

So many incidents upon his mind

Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear;

‘Which, like a boek, preserved the memory

Of the dumb animalg, whom he had saved,

Had fed or sheltered, linkifg to such acts

The certainty of honourable gain;

Those fields, those hills—what could they less? had laid
Strong hold on his aftections, were to him

A pleasurable fedling of blind love,

The pleasure which there is in life itself.

His days had not been passed in singleness.

His Helpmate was a comely matrongold—
Though youriger than himself full twenty years.
She was awoman of a stirring life,
_'Whose heart was in her house: two wheels she had
of antiqpe form; this large, for spinning wool;
$hat smn‘ﬁ for ﬂnx ; and if one wheel had rest
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1t wal because the other was at work. '
The Pair had but one inmate in their ouse,
An only Child, evho had been born to tifem
‘When Michatl, telling o’er his years, began
To deem that he was olfl,—in shepherd’s phrase,
‘With one foot in the grave. This only Son,
‘With two brave sheep-dogs tricd in mauny a storm,
Tht onc of an inestimable \\'o'rt]f,
Made all their houschold. I may truly say,
That they were as a proverb in the vale
For endless industry.  When day was gone,
And from their occupations out of doors .
The Son and Father were eome home, even then,
Their labour did not cease ; unless when all
Turned to the cleanly supper-Board, and there,
Each with a mess of pottage and skimmed milk,
Sat round the basket piled with oaten cakes,
And their plain home-made cheese. ¥et when the meal
‘Was ended, Luke (for so the Son was named)
And his old ¥ather both betook themselves
To such convenient worksas might employ
Their hands by the fire-side ; perhaps to card
‘Wool for the 1lousewife’s spindle, or repair
Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe,
Or other implement of house or fiedd.

Down from the ceiling, by the chimney’s edge,
That in our ancient uncouth country style
‘With huge and black projection overbrowed
Large space beneath, as duly as the lightt
Of ¢ay grew dim the Housewife hung ¥¥mp;
An aged utehsil, which had performed
Service beyond all others of its kind.
Early at evening difl it burn—and late,
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Surviv iﬁg comrade of uncounted hours,

‘Which, going Wysfrom ycar to year, had found,

And left, the couple neither gay perhaps

Nor cheerful, yct with objects and with hopes,

Living a life of cager industry®

And now, when Luke had reached his eighteenth year,

There by the light ofethés old lamp they sate,

Father and Son, while far into the night

The Housewife plied her own peculiar work,

Making the cottage through the,silent hours

Murnur as with the sound of summer flies,

This*light was fumous in ifs ncighbourhood,

And was a public symbol of the life

That thrifty Pair had Jived. Tor, as it chanced,

Their cottage on a plot of rising ground

Stood single, with large prospeut north and south,

High into Easedale, up to Dunmail-Raise,

And westward to the village near the lake;

And from this constant llght so regular

And so far scen, the Housg itself, by all

‘Who dwelt within the limits ot the vale,

Both old and young, was named Tug EveNING STAR.
Thus living on through such a length of years,

The Shepherd, if he loved himsclf, must needs

Have loved his ﬁclpmnte ; but to Michael’s heart

This son of his old age was yct more dear—

Less from instinctive tenderness, the same

Fond spirit that blindly works in ti® blood of all—

Than that,asghild, more than all other gifts

That earth can offer to declining man, « .

Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts,

4ud stirrings of inquietude, when they

By tendency of nature needs must fail.
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Exceeding was the love he‘bare to him,

His heart and his heart’s joy! For bftentimes

Ol1d Michael, while he was a babe in arms,

Had done him female service, not alone

For pastime and delight, as is the use

Of fathers, but with patient mind enforced

‘To ncts of tenderness ; and he hud rocked

His cradle, as with a woman’s gentle hand.
And, in a later time, ere yet the Boy

Had put on boy’s attire, did Michael love,

Albeit of a stern unbending mind,

To have the Young-one in his sight, when he

‘Wrought in the field, or on his shepherd’s stool

Sate with a fettered sheep befoie him stretched

Under the large old oak, that near his door

Stood single, and, from matchless depth of shade,

Chosen for the Shearer’s covert from the sun,

. Thence in our rustic dialect was called

The Crrerine TrEER®, a name which yet it bears.

‘There, while they two were sitting in the shade,

‘With others round them, earnest all and blithe,

‘Would Michael exercise his heart with looks

Of fond correction and reproof bestowed

Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep

By catching at their legs, or with his shouts

Scared them, while they lay still beneath the shears.
And when by Heaven’s good grace the boy grew up

A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek °

Two steady roses that were five years olf

Then Michdel from a winter coppice cut :

With his own hand o sapling, which he hooped

* Clipping is the word used in the North of Eugland for shoaring,
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With iren, makify it throyghout in all
Due requisites g perfect shepherd’s staif,
And gave it t8 the Boy; wherewith efuipt
He as a watchman offentimes was placed
At gate or gap, to stem or tura the flock;
And, to his office prematurely called,
There stood the urchip, gs you will divine,
Something between a hindrance and a help;
And for this cause not always, I believe,
Receiving from his Father Ljire of praise;
Thougl nought was left undone which statt, or voice,
Or logks, or threatening gestures, could perform.

But soon as Luke, full t&n years old, could stand
Against the mountain blasts ; and to the heights,
Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways,

MHe with his Father daily went, and they

‘Were as companions, why should I relate

That objects which the Shepherd loved before
‘Were dearer now  that from the Boy there came
Feelings and emanations—things which were
Light to the sun and milsic b the wind;

And that the old Man’s heart seemed born again ?

Thus in his Father's sight the Boy grew up:
And now, when he had reached his eightcenth year,
He was his comfo® and his daily hope.

‘While in this sort the simple household lived
From day to day, to Michael's ear there came
Distréessful tidings. Long before thedime
Of which I spéak, the Shepherd had been bound
In surety f&xﬁs brother's son, & man
Of on industrious life, and ample means ;

But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly
prest upon him; and old Michael now
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‘Was summoned to discharge the forfeiture,

A grievous penalty, but little less , -

Than half his sibstance. This unlooked-for claim,

At the first hearing, for a moment took

More hope out of his life than he supposed

That any old man ever could have lost.

As,soon as he had armed himself with strength

To look bis trouble in the face, it scemed

Tne Shepherd’s sole resource to sell at once

A portion of his patrimonial ficlds.

Such was his first resolve ; he thought again, -~

And his heart failed him. “TIsabel,” said he, -«

Two evenings after he had heard the news,

“T have been toiling more thap seventy years,

And in the open sunshine of God’s love

Have we all lived ; yet if tuese fields of ours

Should pass into a stranger’s hand, I think

That I could not lie quiet in my grave.

Our lot is a hard lot ; the sun himself

Has scarcely been more dlhgent than I;

And I have lived to be a ‘Tool at last

To my own family. An evil man

That was, and made an evil choice, if he

Were false to us; and if he were not false,

There are ten thousand to whom lo8s like this

Had been no sorrow. I forgive him ;—but

*Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus.
‘When I begam, my purpose was to speak

Of remedies and of a cheerful hope.

Oum Luke shall leave us, Isabel; the 1:3

Shall not go from us, and it shall be free; H

He shall possess it, free as is the wind

That passes over it. 'We have, thou know'st,
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Another kinsman®he willde our friend
In this dutrcgs' + He is a prosperous man,
Thriving in trade—and Luke to him shall go,
And Wlth his kinsman’s help and his own thrift
He quickly will repair this los, and then
He may return to us: If here he stay,
‘What can be done? oWsherc every one is poor,
‘What can be gained ?”

At this the old Man paused,
And Isabel sat silent, for her miyd
Was%usy, looking back into past times.
There’s Richard Bateman, thought she to herself,
He was a parish-boy-—at the ehureh-door
They made a gatherinyg,for him, shillings, pence
And halfpennies, wherewith the neighbours bought
A basket, which they fillea with pcd]ar’s wares ;
And, with this basket on his arm, the lad
‘Went up to London, found a master there,
Who, out of many, chose the trusty boy
To go and overlook lns.mcrdnndlse
Beyond the scas; where he grew wondrous rich,
And left estates and monies to the poor,
And, at his birth-place, built a chapel, floored
'Wlth marble whlch he sent from foreign lands.
These thoughts, nd many others of Tike sort,
Passed quickly through the mind of Tsabel,
And her face brigbtcncd. The old Man was glad,
And thus resumed :—*“ Well, Isabel ® this scheme
These twogays, has been meat and drink to me,
Far more than we have lost is left us yqt. .
~—We have enough—1I wish indeed that I
‘Were younger ;—but this hope is a good hope.
—Make rendy Luke’s best garments, of the best
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Buy for him more, and let xs send him forth -
To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night ;

~—If he could go, the Boy should go to-night.”

Here Michael ceased, and to the ficlds went forth

‘With a light heart. Tl ITousewife for five days
‘Was restless morn and night, ané all day long
‘Wrpught on with her best fingens to prepare
Things needful for the journey of her son.

But Tsabel was glad when Sunday came

To stop her in her work: for, when she lay

By Micheel’s side, she through the last two nigl.is
Heard him, how he was troubled in his sleep: "« .
And when they rose at morning she could see
That all his hopes were gone. . That day at noon
She said to Luke, while they two by themselves
‘Were sitting at the door, “:chou must not go:
‘We have no other Child but thee to lose

None to remember— do not go awvay,

For if thou leave thy Father he will die.”

The Youth made answer with a jocund voice ;
And Tsabel, when she had“told her fears,
Recovered heart. That evening her best fare
Did she bring forth, and all together sat
. Like happy people round a Christmas fire. _

" With daylight Isabel resumed her work ;

And all the ensuing week the house appeared

As cheerful as a grove in Spring: at length

The expected letter from their kinsman game,
‘With kind assurances that he would do~ _

.His utmost for the welfare of the Boy; =

To which, requests were added, that forthwith

He might be sent to him. Ten times or more 4,
The letter was read over; Isabel
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_“went forth to chow it to the neighbours round;
Nor was therg at that time on English land
A prouder Reart than Luke's. When Isabel
Had to her house returned, the old Man said,
“ He shall depart to-morrow.”” To this word
The Housewife answered, talking much of things
‘Whieh, if at such short notice he should go,
‘Would surely be forgoften. But at length i
She gave consent, and Michael was at ease.

Near the tumultuous brook of Greenhead Ghyil,

Inghat deep valley, Mizhael had designed
To puild a Sheep-fold; and, before he heard
The tidings of his melancholy loss,
For this same purpose he had gathered up
A heap of stones, whi®h by the streamlet’s edge
Lay thrown together, rerdy for the work.
‘With Luke that evening thitherward he walked :
And soon as they had reached the place he stopped,
And thus the old Man spake to him :—* My Son,
To-morrow thou wilt leave me : with full heart
T look upon thee, for ¢how art the same
That wert a promise to me ere thy birth,
And all thy life hast been my daily joy.
I will relate to thee some little part
Of our two hiswories ; twill do thee good
‘When thou art from me, even if I should touch
On things thou canst not know of. After thou
First cam’st into the world—as oft befals
To new-borh infants—thou didst sleep away
Two dayé, ahd blessings from thy Father's tongue
Then fell ugon thee. Day by day pasied on,
And still I loved thee with increasing love.

#Never to living ear came sweeter sounds
voL 1.”' b 4
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Than when I heard thee by our ownf fire-side’
First uttering, without words, a natyml tune;

‘While thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy

Sing at thy Mother’s breast. Month followed month,
And in the open fields iny life was passed

And on the mountains ; else I think that thou

Hgdst been brought up upoy thyy Father's knees.
But we were playmates, Luke : among these hills,

As well thou knowest, in us the old and young

Have played together, nog with me didst thou

Lack any pleasure which a boy can know.” , »
Luke had a manly heart; but at these words .

He sobbed aloud. The old Man grasped his hand,
And said, “ Nay, do not take it so—I see

That these are things of which I need not speak.
—ZEven to the utmost I have been to thee

A kind and a good Father: and herein

I but repay a gift which I mysglf

Received at others’ hands; for, thcugh now old
Beyond the common life of man, I still

Remember them who'lovéd mé in my youth.

Both of them sleep together: here they lived,

As all their Forefathers had done; and when

At length their time was come, they were not Ioth
'To give their bodies to the family rdould. :
I wished that thou shouldst live the life they lived: -
But, ’tis a long time to look back, my Son, -
And see so littla gain from threescore years. .
These fields were burthened when they ¢ Same to me,
Tmlwufo;tyyem of age, not more * ™ -
Than half of my inheritance was mime. :
I toiled and toiled; God blessed me in my wmk,
And #ill these three weeks past the lauid was free, i
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—1Tt Jooks as if it never gould endure *

Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke,

If I judge Y11 for thee, but it seems%ood

That thou should’st go.”

At this the old Man paused

Then, pointing to the stones near which they stood,

Thus, after a short gilgnce, he resumed : .

“This was & work for us; and now, my Son,

It is a work for me. But, lay one stone—

Here, lay it for me, Lukey with thine own hands. .
. Nay.. Boy, be of good hope ;-—we both may live

To_see a better day. At eighty-four

I still am strong and hale ;—do thou thy part;

I will do mine.—1I wi}] begin again

‘With many tasks that werc resigned to thee :

TUp to the heights, and il among the storms,

‘Will I without thee go again, and do

All works whicii I was wont to do alone,

Before I knew tHy face.—Ieaven bless thee, Boy !

Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast

‘With many hopes; itsholld e so—yes—yes—

I knew that thou could’st never have a wish

To leave me, Luke: thou hast been bound to me
‘Quly by links of love: when thou art gone,

‘What will be left to us}—But, I forget

My purposes. Lay now the corner-stone,

As I requested ; and hereafter, Luke,

‘When thou art gone away, should evil men

Be thy. companions, think of me, my Son,

And of this,imoment; hither turn thy thoughts,
And €od vill strengthen thee : amid all fear
+ And all temptation, Luke, I pray that thou
May'st bear in mind the'life thy Fathers lived,

T%
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Who,(bemg innocent, did for that catise
Bestir them in good deeds. Now, fare thee well—-
‘When thou return’st, thou in this place wilt see
‘A work which is not here: a covenant
*Twill be between us; But, whatever fate
Befal thee, I shall love thee to the last,
And bear thy memory with we to the grave.”

The Shepherd ended here ; and Luke stooped down,
And, as his Father had requested, laid
The first stone of the Sheep-fold. At the sight
The old Man’s grief broke from him; to his heert’
He pressed his Son, he kisséd him and wept; -«
And to the house together they returned.
—Hushed was that House in peace, or seeming peace,
Ere the night fell :—with morrow's dawn the Boy
Began his journey, and whén he had reached
The public way, he put on a bold face;
And all the neighbours, as he passed-their doors,
Came forth with wishes and with farewell prayers,
That followed him till he was out of sight.

A good report did from their Kinsman come,
,Of Luke and his well-doing: and the Boy
''Wrote loving letters, full of wondrous news,
‘Which, as the Housewife phrased it, were throughout
*The prettiest letters that were ever seen.’
Both parents read them with rejoicing hearts,
8o, many months passed on: and once again
The Shepherd went about his daily work
With confident and cheerful thoughts ;sand now
Sonfetiies wehen he could find a leisure'hour -
He to that valley took his way, and there - '
Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meantime Luke bega(:
To slacken in his duty; and, at length,
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He in"the dissolute city gave himself
To evil cougsés: ignominy and shame
Fell on him, so that he was driven at last
To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas.
There is a comfort in the strength of love ;
*Twill make a thing endurable, which else
Would overset the dragn, or break the heart:
I have conversed with more than one who well
Remember the old Man, and what he was
Years after he had heard 4his [jeavy news.
H™s bodily frame had been from youth to age
Ofan unusual strength. Among the rocks
IIe went, and still looked up to sun and cloud,
And listened to the wdud ; and, as before,
Performed all kinds of labour for his sheep,
And for the land, his small inheritance.
And to that hollow dell from time to time
Did he repair, to build the Fold of which
His flock had need. °Tis not forgotten yet
The pity which was then in every heart
For the old Man—and ’tis believed by all
That many and many a day he thither went,
And never lifted up a single stone.
There, by the Sheep-fold, sometimes was he seen
Sitting alone, or with his faithful Dog,
Then old, beside him, lying at his fect.
The length of full seven years, from time to time,
' He at the Huilding of this Sheep-fiid wrought,
And left; th» work unfinished when he died.
Three years, or little more, did Isabels . -
Survive her Husband : at her death the estate
#Was sold, and went into a stranger’s hand.
The Cottage which was named the EVEN1XG STAR
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. ‘
Is gone—the ploughshare has®heen through the ground
On which it stood ; great changes have’been wrought
In all the neighbourhood :—yet the oak is left
That grew beside their door; and the remains
Of the unfinished Sheep-fold may be seen
Beside the boisterous brook of Greén-head Ghyll.

¢ ¢ 0 1800.

XXXII,I.
THE WIDOW ON WINDERMERE SIDE, *°

[TaE facts recorded in this Poem were given me, and the character
of the person described, by my friend the Rev. R. P. Graves,
who has long officiated as curate £t Bowness, to the great
benefit of the parish and neighbourhood. The individual was
well known to him. She died hefore these verses were com-
posed. It is scarcely worth while to notico that the stanzae
are written in the sonnet form, which was adopted when I
thought the matter might be included in twenty-sight lines.]

How beantiful when up a lofty keight

Honour ascends among the humblest poor,

And feeling sinks as deep! Sec there the door

Of QOne, a Widow, left beneath a weight

Of blameless debt. On evil Fortune’ssipite

She wasted no complaint, but strove to make

A just repayment, both for conscience-sake

And that herself and hers should stand upright

In the world's eye.” Her work when daylight failed
#aused not, and through the depth of nighti sho kept
“Suzh edtnest vigils, that belief prevailed

‘With some, the noble Creature nover slept;

Bat, one by onv, the hand of death assailed

er children from her jnmost heart bewept,



THE WIDOW ON WINDERMERE SIDE. 327

n
The Mother géirned, nor ceased her tears to flow,
Till a winter's noon-day placed her buried Son
Before her eyes, last child of many gone—
His raiment of angelic white, nd lo !
His very feet bright s the dazzling snow
‘Which they are toucking ; yea far brighter, even o
As that which comes, or scems to come, from heaven,
Surpasses aught these elements can show.
Much she rejoiced, trusting thatfrom that hour
Whatder befel she could not gricve or pine;
But fhe Transfigured, in gpd out of scason,
Appeared, and spiritual presence gained a power
Over material forms that mastercd reason.
Ob, gracious Heaves, in pity make her thine!

But why that prayer? as if to her could come
No good but by the way that leads to bliss
Through Death,—so jugging we should judge amiss,
Since reason failed want is her threatened doom,
Yet frequent transports mitigate the gloom :
Nor of those maniacs is she onc that kiss
The air or laugh npon a precipice ;
No, passing throughstrange sufferings toward the tomb
She smiles as if a martyr's crown were won :
Oft, when light breaks through clouds or waving trees,
‘With outspread arms and fallen upot her knees
The Mother ails in her descending Son
An-Angel, and in earthly ecstacies
"Her own angelic glory seems begun.
[ 2 Ty : . -
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XXXIV,
THE ARMENIAN LADY'S LOVE,
¢ [Wrrrrex at Rydal Mount.]

The subject of the following poem is from the Orlandus of the
author’s friend, Kenelm Henrj Digby : and the liberty is taken
of inseribing it to hiia as an acknowledgment, however un-
worthy, of pleasure and instruction derived from his n¢.néfous
and valuable writings, illustrative of the piety and chivalry of
the olden time, ‘

L

L
You have heard ¢ a Spanish Lady
How she wooed an English man ;' *
Hear now of a fair Armenian,
Daughter of the proud Soldan;
How she loved a Christian slave, and told her pain
By word, look, deed, with hope that he might love

again,

1.
¢ Pluck that rose, it moves my lysing,”
Said she, lifting up her veil ;
% Pluck it for me, gentle gardener,
Ere it wither and grow pale.”
“ Princess fair, I 1ill the ground, but may not take
From twig or bed an humbler flower, etersfor your
‘ sake | '

® Beo, in Porcy's Reliquss, that fin old ballad, “The Spaish Lady¥y
Love;” from which Poem the form of stanza, as suitable to dialugue, is
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[
“ Grieged am I, submissive Christian !
To behold thy captive state ;
‘Women, in your land, may pity
(May they not ?) the ‘unfortunate.”
# Yes, kind Lady ! dtherwise man could not bear
Life, which to every%ne that breathes is full of care.”

w.
= % Worse than idle is compz.tssion
o Ifit end in tears and sighs;
Thee from bondage would I rescue
And from vile {ndignities ;
Nurtured, as thy mien bespeaks, in high degree,
Look up—and help a hané that longs to set thee free.”

“Lady! dread the wish, nor venture
In such peril te engagey;
Think how it would stir against you
Your most loving father’s rage :
Sad deliverance would it be, and yoked with shame,
Should troublessoverflow on her from whom it came.”

v,
% Gencyous Frank ! the just ir? effort
Are of inward peace secure:
Hardships for the brave encounteged,
Even the feeblest may endure :
&f almighty grace through me thy chains unbind
My father for slave’s work may scek a slave in mind.”
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{ [
vII,

“ Princess, at this burst of goodnesds,
My long-frozen heart grows warm!”
“ Yet you make all courage fruitless,
Me to save from thance of harm :
Leading such companion I that giided doine,
Yon minarets, would gladly leavesfor his worst home.”

“ Fecling tuncs ybur voice, fair Princess .
And your brow is free from scorn, .
Else these words wonld' come like mockery,
Sharper than the pointed thorn.”
“ Whence the undeserved mistrust ? Too wide apart
Our faith hath beecn,—O wpuld that eyes could see
the heart!”

Ix.
“Tempt me not, I pray ; my doom is
These base implemepts to wield ;
Rusty lance, I ne’er shall grasp theo,
Ne'er assoil my cobwebbed shield !
Never see my native land, nor castlo towers,
Nor Her who thinking of me there counts widowed
hours.”

“ Prisoner! pardon youthful fancies;,
Wedded ? If you can, say no!
Rlessdd ig and be your consort;
Hopes I cherished—let them gol
Handmaid’s privilege would leave my purpose free,
‘Without another link to my felicity.”
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é Wedded lewe with loyal Chnstm.ns,
Lady, is a mystery rarc; .
Body, heart, and soul in union, ¢
Make one being of a pait.”
“ Humble lovedn me would look for no return,
Soft as a guiding star $ha} cheers, but cannot burn.,

“ Gracious Allah! by swch tifle
* Bo I dare to thank the God,
Him who thus exalts thy spirit,
Flower of an unchristian sod !
Or hast thou put off wings which thou in heaven dost
wear ? .
‘What have I seen, and hedrd, or dreamt ? where am
I? where?”

: xmmr,
Here broke off the dangerous converse:
Less impassioned words rdight tell
How the pair escaped together,
Tears not wanting, nor a knell
Of sorrow in her heart while through her father’s door,
And from her narfow world, she passed for evermore,

But affections higher, holier,
Urged her steps ; she shrunk from trust
‘In o senshal creed that trampled
- ‘Woman’s birthright into dust.
Litle be the wonder then, the blame be none,
If she, a timid Maid, hath put such boldness on.
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€ xv « .
Judge both Fugitives With know,ledge
In thoserold romantic days
Mighty were the soul's commandments
To support, restrain, or raise.
Foes might hang upon their path, snakeg rustle near,
Byt nothing from their inward gelves had they to fear.

Thought infirm ne’er ‘came between them,
‘Whether printing desert sands -
‘With accordant steps,.or gathering
Forest-fruit with social hands;
Or whispering like two reeds that in the cold moonbeam
Bend with the breeze their heads, beside a crystal
stream.

On a friendly deck reposing *
They at length for Vemce steer;
There, when they hal closed their voyage
One, who daily on the pier
‘Watched for tidings from the East, beheld his Lord,
Fell down and clasped his knees for Joy, not uttering
word.

Mutual wag the sudden transport ;
Breathless questions followed ia,s'h
(Years contra.ctmg to a moment, % < N
~ Each ‘word greedier than the last
“Hio thee to the Countess, friend ! return with speed,
And of this Stranger speak by whom her lord was freed.
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xIe.
Say that,J,’who might have languished,
Drooped and pined till life was spent
Now before the gates of Stolbero
My Dehverer would present
For a crowning reconipense, the precious grace
Of her who in my hea?t still holds her ancient place.

' xx;
«Mgke it known that my Conipanion
« I8 of royal castern blood,
Thirsting after all perfection,
Innocent, and racek, and good,
Though with mxsbdlex ers bred ; but that dark night
‘Will holy Church dispersedy means of gospel-light.”

XXL
Swiftly went that grey-haired Servant,
Soon returned a $rugpy Page
Charged with greetmgs, benedictions,
Thanks and praises, each a gage
For a sunny thought to cheer the Stranger’s way,
Her virtuous scryples to remove, her fears allay.

xxII,
And how blest the Reunited,
‘While beneath their castle-walls,
Runfa deafemng noise of welcome |—
Blest, though every tear that falls
Rpth in its silence of past sorrow tell,
And makes a meeting seem most like a dear farewell.
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. ¥xm. ¢ '

Through a haze of human nature,
Glorifitd by heavenly light,
*Looked the beautiful Deliverer
On that overpewering sight,
While across her virgin cheek pure bleshes strayed,
For every tender sacrifice her heart had made.

XXIV.
On the ground the weeping Countess
Knelt, and kissed the Stranger’s lmnd'
Act of soul-devoted homage,
Pledge of an eternal band :
Nor did aught of future days that kiss belie,
‘Which, with a generous s‘hout, the crowd did ratify.

XXV, .
Constant to the fair Armenign,
Gentle pleasures round her moved,
Like a tutelary spirit
Reverenced, like a sister, loved.
Christian meekness smoothed for all the path of life,
‘Who, loving most, should wiseliest love, their only
strife,

XXVI.
Mute memento of that union
In a Saxon church survives,
‘Where a cross-legged nght hes.,sculptured
. As between two wedded wives—*
Figures with armorial signs of race and birth, :
And the vain rankthe pllgnms bore while yet on axsh.
.'+1880,
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XXXV,

LOVING AND.LIKING:
IRREGULAR VERSES,
ADDMSWD TO A CHILD. t

(BY MY SISTER.)

[WrrrTen at Rydal Mount. It arose, I believe, out cif a casual

expression of one of Mr? Swinl ..rne’s chil

Jl‘;[mm 8 more in words than I can teach:
Yet listen, Child !—2 would not preach ;
But only give some plain directions

To guide your speéch and your affections.
Say not you love a rogsted fowl,

But you may love a screaming ow],

And, if youscan, the unwieldy toad

That crawls from his secure abode
‘Within the mossy garden wall

‘When evening de®s begineto fall.

Oh mark the beauty of his eye:

‘What wonders in that circle lie!

- So clear, so bright, our fathers said

He wears a#jewel in his head !

And when, upon some showery day,
Into a path or public way

A frog Ieaps out from bordering grass,
Startling the timid as they pass,

Do Fousobserve him, and endeavour

.To take the intruder into favour; *

" Learning from him to find a reason
Fora hght heart in a dull geason
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And 'you may love him in the pool, !
That is for him a happy school, .r
In which he swims as taught by nature,
Fit pattern for a human creature,
Glancing amid the wat¥r bright,

And sending upward sparkling lght. «

«Nor blush if o’er your hegrt he stealing
A love for things that have no feeling :

The spring’s first rose by you espied,

May fill your breast with.joyful pride;

And you may love the strawberry-ﬂo“ er, .« ¢
And love the strawberry in its bower; .
But when the fruit, so often praised

For beauty, to your lip is rajsed,

Say not you love the delicate treat,

But like it, enjoy it, and thankfully eat.

Long may you love your pensioner mouse,
Though one of a tribe that torment the house:
Nor dislike for her cruel sport the cat,

Deadly foe both of mouse and rat;
Remember she follows tife law of her kind,
And Instinct is neither wayward nor blind.
Then think of her beautiful gliding form,
Her tread that would scarcely crush a worm,
And her soothing song by the wintér fire,
Soft as the dying throb of the lIyre.

I would not circumscribe your love: .

It may soar with tho eagle and brood with the dove, -
May pierce the earth with the patient enole,
Ord¢rack the hedgehog to his hole.  *

“\'Lovmg and liking are the solace of life,
Rock the cradle of joy, smooth the death-bed of stxifo,
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You love ydur father and your mother, ¢
- Your growp-up and your baby brother;
You lofe your sister, and your friends,
And countless blessings which God sends?
And while these right affections play,
You Iivg each mement of your day ;
They lead you op to full content,
And likings fresh and innocent,
That store the mind, the memory feed,
And prompt to many a gentle decd :
« Ryt likings come, and pass away ;
+Tis love that remains till our latest day :
Our heavenward guide is holy love,
And will be our bliss with saints above.
1882.

XXXVI.

FAREWELL LINES.

[TaesB lines were designed as a farewell to Charles Lamb and his

®

sister, who had retired®from theathrongs of London to com-
parative solitude in tho village of Enfield.]
¢ Hram bliss is only for a higher state,’
But, surely, if severe afllictions borne
‘With patienc® merit the reward of peace,
Peace ye deserve; and may the solid good,
Sought by a wise though late exchange, and here

“With bounteous hand beneath a gpttage-roof

To you #cgorded, never be withdrawn,

Nor 8¢ the world’s best promises renounced.,
Most soothing was it for a welcome Friend,
Fresh from the crowded city, to behold

That lonely union, privacy so deep,

VoL, I, *
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Such’calm employments, such entiré content.

So when the rain is over, the storm laid,

A pair of heron's oft-times have I seen,

Upon a rocky islet, side by side,

Drying their feathers in the sun, at ease;

And so, when night with gratefid gloom. had fallen,
Two glow-worms in such neaness that they shared,
As seemed, their soft self-satisfying light,

Each with the other, on the dewy ground,

‘Where He that made them blesses their repose.—-
‘When wandering among lakes and hills I note,
Once more, those creatures thus by nature paircd,
And guarded in their tranquil state of life,

Even, as your happy presence to my mind

Their union brought, will they repay the debt,

And send a thankful spirit*back to you,

‘With hope that we, dear Friends! shall meet again.

XXXVIT.
L [y < <

THE REDBREAST.

(SUGGESTED IN A WESTMORELAND OOTTAGE.)

{Warrrex at Rydal Mount. All our cats having been banished the
house, it was soon frequented by redbreasts. Two or three of

them, when the window was open, would come in, particularly

* when Mrs, Wordsworth was breakfasting nlone, and hop about
the table picking up the crumbs, My sister being then con-
fined to her room by sickness, ag, dear creature, she still is,
had one that, without being caged, took :ﬂiu abode with
her, and at night used to perch upon & n#il frrm which &
pictare had hung. _ It used to sing and fan her face with ite
wings in & manner that was very touching.]

De1vex in by Autumn’s sharpening air
From half-stripped yoods and pastures bare,



THE REDBREAST.

Brisk Robin secks a kindlier home:
Not likg £ beggar is he come,
But enters as a looked-for guest,
Confiding in his ruddy breast,
As if it were a natural shield
Charged®with a'blazon on the field,
Due to that good and pious deed
Of which we in the Ballad read.
But pensive fancies putting by,
And wild-wood sorrows, spgedily
. Heplays the expert ventriloguist ;

And, caught by glimpses now—now missed,

Puzzles the listener with a doubt
If the soft voice hevhrows about
Comes from within doors or without!
"Was ever such a sweet confusion,
Sustained by delicate illusion ?
He's at your e¢lbow—to your feeling
The notes are from the floor or cciling ;
And there’s a ridd]e tg be fuessed
’Till you have marked his heaving chest,
And busy throat whose sink and swell,
Betray the EIf that loves to dwell
In Robin’s osom, as a chosen cell.

Heart-pleased we smile upon the Bird
If seen, and with like pleasure stirred
Commend him, when he's only heard.
But small and fugitive our gain®
Compardd with kers who long hath lain,
‘With languid limbs and patient hetd
Reposing on a lone sick-bed ;
‘Where now, she daily hears a strain

z9Q
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That cheats her of toorbusy care's,
Eascs her pain, and helps her prayers.
And who but this dear Bird beguiled
The fever of that pale-faced Child ;
Now cooling, with ‘his passing wing,
Her forehead, like a breeze 6f Spridg :
¢ Recalling now, with descunt soft
Shed round her pillow from aloft,
Sweet thoughts of angels hovering nigh,
And the invisibls sympathy .
Of ¢ Matthew, Mark, and Luke, and Joh¥y
Blessing the bed she lies upon 2’ * ‘
And sometimes, just as listening ends
In slumber, with the cadence blends
A dream of that low-warbled hymn
‘Which old folk, fondly’ pleased to trim
Lamps of faith, now burning dim,
Say that the Cherubs carved in stone,
When clouds gave way at dead of night
And the ancient churgh vjas filled with light,
Used to sing in heavenly tone,
Above and round the sacred -places
They guard, with wingéd baby-faces.
" Thrice happy Creature! in al}lands
Nurtured by hospitable hands :
Free entrance to this cot has he,
Entrance and exit both yet free;
And, when fhe keen unruffled weatker
That thus brings man and bird tog8thes,
(3
1% Tho words— “
‘Matthew, Mark, and Luke, and John,
Bless the bed that I lie on,’

ure part of a child’s prayer, still in general use through the northern
oounties. ¢



HER EYES ARE WILD, 341

Shall with its pleasantness be past,

And caseinent closed and door made fast,
To kec) at bay the howling blast,

He needs not fear the scason’s rage,

For the whole house is Robin’s cage.
‘Whethqr the bird flit here or there,

O’er table lilt, pr Perch on chair,

Though some may frown and make a stir,
To scare him as a trespasser,

And he belike will flipch or start,

Gqod friends he has to take his part;
«One chiefly, who with voice and look
Pleads for him from the chimney-nook,
Where sits the Dame, and wears away
Her long and vacant holiday ;

With images about k=r heart,

Reflected from the years gone by,

On humannature's second infancy.

. 1834.

XXXVIII,

HER EYES ARE WILD.

[Warrrexs at Alfofen. The subject was reported to me by & lady
of Bristol, who had secn the poor creature, ]
1

Hzg eyes are wild, her headsis bare,

The gun has burnt her coal-black hair;
er*eyebrows have a rusty staig,

And she came far from over the main.

She has a baby on her arin,

Or else she were alone:
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“ And underneath therhay-stacK warm,

And on the greenwood stone, - ©
She talked and sung the woods among
“And it was in th? English tongue.

m ! ¢
“Sweet babe! they say that I am mad,
But nay, my heart is far too glad ;
And I am happy when I sing

Full many a sad and doleful thing:
Then, lovely baby, do not fear! -
I pray thee have no fear of me;
But safe as in a cradle, here

My lovely baby! thoushalt be :
To thee I know too much I owe;
I cannot work thee ‘any woe.

II1. ,
A fire was once within my brain ;
And in my heal a ullf dull pain ;
And fiendish faces, oue, two, three,
Hung at my breast, and pulled at me;
But then there came a sight of joy;
It came at once to do me goot:; !
I waked, and saw my little boy,
My little boy of flesh and blood ;
Oh joy for me that sight to see!
For he was here, and only he. ,’

L8

IV.

Suclk, little babe, oh suck again!
It cools my blood; it cools my brain
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“hy lips Z feel them, baby! they

Draw fsom my heart the pain away.
Oh ! %ress me with thy little Fand ;

It loosens something at my chest;

About that tight and ceadly band

I feel $hy little fingers prest.

The breeze I see is in the tree:

It comes to cool.my babe and me.

‘Qh! love me, love me, little boy!
Thou art thy motlgr’s only joy;

And do not dread the waves below,
‘When o'er the sca-rock’s edge we go;
The high crag cannot work®me harm,
Nor leaping torrents when they howl;
The babe I carry on my arm,

He saves for me my precious soul;
Then happy lie; for blest am I;
‘Without me my sweet babe would die.

VI

Then do not fear, my boy! for thee

Bold as f lion will I be;

And T will always be thy guide,

Through hollow snows and rivers wide.

I'll build an Indian bower; I know

The lgaves that make the softest bed :
d,*if from me thou wilt not go,

But still be true till I am dead,

_My pretty thing! then thou shalt sing

~As merry as the birds i in spring.

843
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‘ vy,
Thy father cares not for my bresst,
'Tis thiné, sweet baby, there to J;c;
“'Pis all thine own !—and, if its hue
Be changed, that' was so fair to view,
"Tis fair enough for thee, ray dove!
My beauty, little child, isflown,
But thou wilt live with me in love
And what if my poor check be brown?
'Tis well for me, theu canst not see
How pale and wan it else would be. -~

[\

VIIIL.
Dread not their taunts, my little Life;
I am thy father’s wedded wife ;
And underneath the spreading tree
‘We two will live in honesty.
If his sweet boy he could forsake,
With me he never would have stayed :
From him no harm my babe can take;
But he, poor man! s wretched made;
And every day we too will pray
For him that's gone and far away.

IX. ‘
I'll teach my boy the sweetest things:
Il teach him how the owlet sings.
My little kabe! thy lips are still, .
And thou hast almost sucked thyfill.,
—Where art thou gone, my own dear child ?
‘What wicked looks are those I see P
Alas! alas! that look so wild, ¢
It never, never came from me:

-~
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“If thou art mad, gy pretty lad,
Then F must be for ever sad.
(&}
x. ’
Oh! smile on me, my-little lamb!
For § thy own dear mother am:
My love for gheg has well been tried :
I've sought thy father far and wide.
I know the poisons of the shade;
I know the earth-nuts fit for food :
<Then, pretty dear, be not afraid :
We'll find thy father in the wood.
Now laugh and bé gay, to the woods away!
And there, my habe, we’ll live for aye.”
. 1798.



POEMS ON THE NAMING OF "PLACES.

ADVERTISEMENT.

By persons resident in the country and attached to rural
objects, many places will be found unnamed or of “inknown
names, where little Incidents must have occurred, or feélings
been experienced, which will have given to such places a private
and peculiar interest. From a wish to give some sort of record
to such Incidents, and renew the gmtxﬁcntmn of such feelings,
Names have been given to Places by the Author and some of his
Friends, and the following Poem# written in consequence.

[Wrirren at Grasmere. This poem was suggested on the banks of
the brook that runs through Easedale, which is, in some parts
of its course, as wild and beantifel as brook can be. I have
composed thousands of ver y the side of it.]

Ir was an April morning: fresh and clear

The Rivulet, delighting in its strength,

Ran with a young man’s speed ; and yet the voies
Of waters which the winter had supplied

‘Was softened dewn into a vexnal tone,

The spirit of enjoyment.and desire, «

And hopes and wishes, from all living things
Went circling, like a multitude of sounds. ,
The budding groves seemed eager to urge on \
The steps of June; as if their various huos
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‘Were only hindrances that stood between
Them and thetr.object : but, meanwhile, prevailed

Such an enfire contentment in the alx .

That every naked ash, and tardy tree .
Yet leafless, showed as if the countenance

‘With whichét looked on this delightful day

‘Were native to the gugmer.—Up the brogk R
I roamed in the confusion of my heart,

Alive to all things and forgetting all.

At length I to a sudden turning came

I8 this sontinuous glen, where down a rock

TheStream, so ardent in its course before,

Sent forth such sallies of°;lud sound, that all
‘Which I till then had heard, appeared the voice

Of common pleasur.: beast and bird, the lamb,
The shepherd’s dog, the l'siet and the thrush
Vied with this waterfall, and made a song,

Which, while I listened, seemed like the wild growth

Or like some natural produce of the air,

That could not cease to be. Green leaves were here;
" But *twas the foliage Of the rocks—the birch,

The yew, the holly, and the bright green thorn,
‘With hanging islands of resplendent furze:

And, on a summit, distant a short space,

By any who sh8uld look beyond the dell,

A single mountain-cottage might be seen.

I gazed and gazed, and to myself I said,

“ Our thoughts at least are ours; and this wild nook,
My Ewmpaa, ¥will dedicate to thee.”

———S0on did the spos become my otheg home, o
"My dwelling, and my out-of-doors abode. s
#And, of the Shepherds who have seen me there,
To whom I sometimes in our idle talk
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Have told this fancy, two or three, perhaps,
- Years after we are gone and in our graves,
‘When they have‘cause to speak of this wild place,
May cail it by the name of Emma’s DELL.
! 1800.

m
TO JOANNA.

Al
[WrITTEN at Grasmere. The effect of her langh is an extmvagance ;
though the effect of the reverberation of voices in some parts of
the mountains is very striking.. There is, in the *‘Excursion,”
an allusion to the bleat of a lamb thus re-echoed, and de-
scribed without any exaggeration. as I heard it, on the side of
gtickl?l Tarn, from the precipice that stretches on tv Langdale
ikes,

AwM1p the smoke of citics did you pass
The time of early youth; and there you learned,
From years of quiet industry, to love
The living Beings by your own fire-side,
With such a strong det otion, that your heart
Is slow to meet the sympathies of them
‘Who look upon the hills with tenderness,
And make dear friendships with the streams and groves.
Yet we, who are transgressors in this kind,
Dwelling retired in our simplicity
Among the woods and fields, we love you well,
Joanna! and I guess, since yowrhave been
. 8o distant from us now for two long yesvs, ,
That you will,gladly listen to discourse, *
Hewever trivial, if you thence be taught
That they, with whom you once were happy, talk +
Familiarly of you and of old times,



POEMS ON THE NAMING (F PLACES. 319

While T was ;eated, now some ten days past}
Bencath thgsé Mofty firs, that overto
Their ancient neighbour, the old stecple-tower,
The Vicar from bis gloomy house hard by
Came forth to greet me; and when he had asked,
“How fares Woanna, that wild-hearted Maid!
And when will she retwrn to us ?”’ he paufded; *
And, after short exchange of village news,
e with grave looks demanded, for what cause,
Reviving obsolete idolatry; .
I, like-s*Runic Priest, in characters
Of formidable size had cliselled out
Some uncouth name upon the native rock,
Above the Rotha, by tue forest-side.
—Now, by those dear immunities of heart
Engendered between mali¢® - and true love,
T was not loth to be so catechised,
And this was my reply :—* As it befel,
One summer morning we had walked abroad
At break of day, Joanga and myself.

—'Twas that delightful season“when the broom,
Full-flowered, and visible on cvery steep,
Along the copses runs in veins of gold.
Our pathway leg us on to Rotha’s banks;
And when we came in front of that tall rock
That eastward looks, I there stopped short—and stood
Tracing the lofty barrier with my eyc
From base te summit ;* such delight®I found
To notedn shfub and tree, in stone and flower
That intermixture of delicious hues, e .
Along so vast a surface, all at once, ’
M one impression, by connecting force
Of their own beauty, imaged in the heart.
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—WHen I had gazed perhass two minutes’ space,
Joanna, looking in my eyes, beheld ¢ ¢

That ravishment' of mine, and laughed aloud.

The Rock, like somcthmg starting from a sleep,
Took up the Lady’s voice, and laughed again ;
That ancient Woman seated on I[elm-ci.lg

‘Ws ready with her cavern; Manmar-scar,”

And the tall Steep of Silver-how, sent forth

A noise of laughter; southern Loughrigg hesrd,
And Fairfield answerad with a mountain tone;
Helvellyn far into the clear blue sky -
Carried the Lady’s voice,—nld Skiddaw blew
His speaking-trumpet ;—back out of the clouds
Of Glaramara southward came the voice;

And Xirkstone tossed it from his misty head.
—Now whether (said I to wur cordial Friend,
‘Who in the hey-day of astonishment

Smiled in my face) this were in simple truth

A work accomplished by the brotherhood

Of ancient mountams, or my gar was touched
'With dreams and visionary impulses

To me alone imparted, sure T am

That there was a loud uproar in the hills.

And, while we both were listening, t¢ my side
The fair Joanna drew, as if she wished

To shelter from some object of her fear.

—And hence, long afterwards, when eighteen moons
‘Were wasted, as ¥ chanced to walk alone:

- Beneath this rock at sunrise, on a calm®
And gilent merning, I sat down, and there,
Invmemory of affections old nnd true,

T chigelled out in those rude characters
Joanna’s name deep in the living stone ;:—

3
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And'T, and afl who dwell by my fireside,
Have caljed the lovely rock, J 0aNF4’s Rook.”
. 1800,
L]

Note.~In Cumberland and Westmore'nd are several Inscriptions, upm':
the native rock, which, from the wusting of tiing, and the rudeness of the
workmanship, hawe beon nist:hen for Runic. They aro witlout doubt
Roman,

The Rotha, mentioned in Phigpnem, is the River whichﬂowing thx'o.lgh
tho Inkes of Grasmcre and Rydale, falls into Wynandermcre. On Helm-
crag, that impressive single monntain at the head of the Vale of Grasmere,
is a rock which from most points of view bears a striking resemblance to
an old Woman cowering. Closo bgthis rock is one of those fissurcs or

orns, which in the language of the countty are called dungeons. Most
of the mc-stains here muntioned immediately surround tho Vale of Gras-
more g of the others, some are at a considerable distance, but, they belong
to tho same cluster. .

W

[I7 is not accurate that the Eminence here alluded to could be seen
from our orchard-seat. It rises above the road by the side
of Grasmere lake, towards Keswick, and its name is Stone-
Arthur.]

THERE is an Eminence,~of Yhese our hills
The last that parleys with the sctting sun;
‘We can behold it from our orchard-seat;
And, when at evening we pursue our walk
Along the. public way, this Peak, so high
Above us, and so distant in its height,
Is visible; and often seems to send
Its own deep quiet to restore ourthearts.
The rpeteofs make of it a favourite haunt :
The star of Jove, so beautiful and large
In the mid heavens, is never half so fair

® As when he shines above it. ’Tis in truth
The loneliest place we have gmong the clouds.
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And She who dwells with me, whom I have loved

‘With such communion, that no place qn earth

Can, ever be a solitude to me,

Hath to this lonely Summit given my Name.
1800.

[THE character of the eastern shore of Grasmere lake is quite
changed, since these, verses~were written, by the public road
being carried along its side. The friends a;pro;?n of were
Coleridge and my Sister, and the facts oceu strictly as
recorded. ] .

A Namrow girdle of rougly,stones and crags,

A rude and natural causeway, interposed

Between the water and ¢ winding slope

Of copse and thicket, leaves the eastern shore

Of Grasmere safe in its own privacy:

And there myself and two belovid Friends,

One calm September morning, ere the mist

Had altogether yielded to the sun,

Sauntered on this retired and difficult way.

Tl suits the road with one in haste ; but we
Played with our time; and, as we strolled along,
It was our occupation to observe ©
Such objects as the waves had tossed ashore—
Feather, or leaf, or weed, or withered bough,
Each on the other heaped, along the line
Of the dry wreck. And, in our vacant mood,
Nat seldom did we stop to watch some tuft

«Of dandelion seed or, thistle’s beard,

.That skimnred the suiface of the dead calm lake, ,
Suddenly halting ngw-—a')i_fe’less stand !
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L]

And starting off again wWith freak as sudden;
In all its gportive wanderings, all the while,
Making report of an invisible breeze .
That was its wings, its chariot, and its horse,
Its playmate, rather say, its moving soul.
——And JYten, trifling with a privilege |
Alike indulged to Mswe paused, one noww
And now the other, to point out, perchance
To pluck, some ﬂower or water-weed, too fair
Either to be divided fron the place
On witeh it grew, or to be left alone
To'its own beauty. Manv such there are,
Tair ferns and flowers, and chiefly that tall fern,
So stately, of the queex Osmunda named ;
Plant lovelier, in its own retired abodc
On Grasmere’s beach, thh:. Naiad by the side
Of Grecian brook, or Lady of the Mere,
Sole-sitting by the shores of old romance.
—So farcd we that bright morning : from the fields,
Meanwhile, a noise w3s Jjeard the busy mirth
Of reapers, men and women, f)oys and glrls
Delighted much to listen to those sounds,
And feeding thus our fancies, we advanced
Along the indgnted shore ; when suddenly,
Through a thin veil of glittering haze was seen
Before us, on a point of jutting land,
The tall and upright figure of a Man
Attired in peasant’s g'arb who stood alone,
Angling besifle the margin of the lake.
“Improvident and reckless,” we exclainted,
“The Man must be, who thus can lose a day
Of the mid harvest, when the labourer’s hire
1s ample, and some little might be stored

VOL. I AA
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‘Wherewith to cheer him in e winter time.”

Thus talking of that Peasant, we approached

Close ta the spot ‘where with his rod and line

He stood alone ; whereat he turned his head

To greet us—a,nd we saw a Man worn down

By sickness, gaunt and lean, with sunken Cheeks

And wasted 1imbs, his legs so Joag and lean

That for my single self I looke | at them,

Forgetful of the body they sustained.—

Too weak to labour in *he hdrvest field,

The Man was using his best skill to gain

A pittance from the dead unfeeling lake

That knew not of his wants. I will not say

‘What thoughts immediately were ours, nor how

The happy idleness of that sweet morn,

‘With all its lovely images, wus changed

To serious musing and to self-reproach.

Nor did we fail to see within ourselves

‘What need there is to be reserved in speech,

And temper all our thoughts with charity.

—Therefore, unwilling to forget that day,

My Friend, Mysclf, and She who then received

The same admonishment, have called the place

By a memorial name, uncouth indeed |,

As e’er by mariner was given to bay

Or foreland, on a new-discovered coast ;

And PorNT Rasu-JUDGMENT is the name it bears,
1800.
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TO M, il.
[The pool allvgled to is in Rydal Uypper Lgrk.]
)

Ovue walk was far among the ancient trees :
There was no road, nor any woodman’s path ;
But a thick umbrige—checking e wild growth
Of ecd and sapling, along soft green turf=
Beneath the branches—ef itself had made
A track, that brought us to a slip of lawn,
And a small bed of water in the woods.
All round this pool both flocks and herds might drink
On its firm margin, evens from a well,
Or some stone-basin which the herdsman’s hand
Had shaped for their refreshment ; nor did sun,
Or wind from any quarter, ever come,
But as a blessing to thisgalny recess,
This glade of water and this one green ficld.
The spot was made by Nature for herself;
The travellers know it not, and *twill remain
Unknown to #hem ; but it is beautiful ;
And if o man should plant his cottage near,
Should slecp beneath the shelter of its trees,
And blend its waters with his daily meal,
He would §g love it, that in his death-hour .
Its imbge would survive among his thoughts: e
And therefore, my sweet Mary, this sfill N ook,

o With all its beechos, we have named from You ! *

1300,



[’l‘ln grove still exists, but il plantation has heen walled in, and
is not 80 accessible as when my brother John wore the path in
the manner here deseribed. The grove was £ favorite haunk

+ with us a!l while we lived at Toyn-rad.]

‘WHEN, to the attractions of the busy world,
Preferring studious leisure, I had chosen

A habitation in this peaceful Vale, . .
Sharg. .season followed of continual storm
In deepest winter ; and, from week to week,
Pathway, and lane, and public road, were clogzed
‘With frequent showers of ¥now. Upon a hill
At a short distance from my cottage, stands

A stately Fir-grove, whither 1 was wont

To hasten, for I found, beneath the roof

Of that perennial shade, a cloistral place

Of refuge, with an unincumbered floor.

Here, in safe covert, on theshallow snow,

And, sometimes, on a speck of visible earth,

The redbreast near me hopped ; nor was I lotk
To sympathise with vulgar coppice hirds

That, for protection from the nippirg blast,
Hither rcpaired.—A single beech-tree grew
‘Within this grove of firs! and, on the fork

Of that one beech, appeared a thrush’s nest ;

A last year's nest, conspicuously buil} *

At such small elevation from the ground .
As‘gave sifre sign that they, who in that house
LOf nature and of love had made their home
Ainid the fir-trees, all the summer long
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Dwelt in a tra.nq'uil spot. ¢.And oftentimes,
A few sheep, stragglers from some mountain-flock,
‘Would watch my motions with suspicious stare,
From the remotest outskirts of the grove,—

Some nook where they had made their final stand,
Huddling togtther from two fears—the fear

Of me and of the stoffne Tull many an hdl
Here did I lose. But in this grove the trees

Had been so thickly planted, and had thriven

In such perplexed and intrfeate array ;

That vainly did I seck, beneath iheir stems cm

A length of open space, where to and fro

My feet might move wit.out concern or care;
And, bafled thus, thouglsearth from day to day
‘Was fettered, and the air by storm disturbed,

I ceased the shelter to freqhent,—and prized,
Less than I wished to prize, that calm recess.

The snows dissglved, and genial Spring returned
To clothe the fields with verdure. Other haunts
Meanwhile were mine; §ill, one bright April day,
By chance retiring from the glare of noon
To this forsaken covert, there I found
A hoary pathway traced between the trees,

And winding ongvith such an easy line

Along a natural opening, that I stood

Much wondering how I could have sought in vain
For what was now so obvious. To abide,

For an allotted interval®of ease,

Under my cotj;ige-roof, had gladly come

From the wild sea a cherished Visitant ; *

And with the sight of this same pathe—begun,
Bé&zun and ended, in the shady grove,

Pleasant conviction flashed upon any mind
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That‘ to this opportune reccss allured,

Mo had surveyed it with a finer eye, ‘

A heaxt moré wakeful ; and had worn the track

By pacing here, unweav-led and alone,

In that habitual restlessness of foot

That haunts the Sailor measuring o’er dad o’er

His sho ‘domain upon the vesdel’s deck,

‘While she pursues her course through the dreary sea.
‘When thou hadst quitted Esthwaite’s pleasant shore,

And taken thy first deave ‘of those green hills

And re.is that were the play-ground of thy youth

Year followed year, my Brnther! and we two, *

Conversing not, knew little in what mould

Each other’s mind was fashioned ; and at length,

‘When once again we met in Grasmere Vale,

Between us there was litfie other bond

Than common feelings of fraternal love.

But thou, a School-boy, to the sea hadst carried

Undying recollections ! Nature there

‘Was with thee; she, whoJoxed us both, she still

‘Was with thee ; and even so didst thou become

A silent Poet ; from the solitude

Of the vast sea didst bring a watchful heart

Still couchant, an inevitable ear, ¢

And an eye practised like a blind man’s touch.

~Back to the joyless Ocean thou art gone;

Nor from this vestige of thy musing hours

Could I mthhoﬁl thy honoured name,~and now

I love the fir-grove with a perfect love.,

Thither do*{ withdraw when cloudless suns

Shine hot, or wind blows troublesome and strong; 3,

And there I sit at evening, when the steep

Of Silver-how, and Grasmere’s peaceful lake,
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And one green lsla.nd, g'2am between the stems

Of the dagk fits, a visionary scene!

And, while I gaze upon the spectae -

Of clouded splendour, on this dream-like sight

Of solemn loveliness, T thiuk on thee,

My Brothdr, and o2 all which thou hast lost.

Nor seldom, if I ri¥bély guess, while T ’

Muttering the verses, which I muttered first

Among the mountains, through the midnight wateh
s Art pacmg thoughtfully'the vessel’s deck

In some far region, here, while o’er my hegd,

At every impulse of the moving breeze,

The fir-grove murmurs with a sealike sound,

Alone I tread this pash ;—for aught I know,

Timing my steps to thine ; and, with a store

Of undistinguishable sytpathies,

Mingling most earnest wishes for the day

‘When we, and others whom we love, shall meet

A second time, in Grasmere’s happy Vale.
1805.

Note.—This wish was not granted ; the lamented Person not lcng after
perished by shipwreck, in discharge of his duty as Commander of the
Honourablo East India Company’s Vessel, the Earl of Abergavenny.

m.

Fonra from a jutting ridge, arotind whose base
‘Winds oyr deep Vale, two heath-clad Rocks ascend
In fellowship, the loftiest of the pairs

Rising to no ambitious height ; yet both,

O’er lake and stream, mountain and flowery *mead,
Unfolding prospects fair asshuman eyes
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Ever beheld.  Up-led with rutual help,
To one or other brow of those twin Pedks
Were two advent4rous Sisters wont to clim‘B,
And took 1o note of the hour while thence they gazed,
The blooming heath their cowch, gazed, side by side,
In speechless admiration. I, a witness ¢
And*frequgné. sharer of their cakntdelight
‘With thanktul heart, to either Eminence
Gave the baptismal name each Sister bore.
Now are they parted, far as Death’s cold hand
Hath power to part the Spirits of those who 1dve
As they did love. Ye kindred Pinnacles—
That, while the generations of mankind
Follow each other to their hidiag-place
In time's abyss, are privileged to endure
Beautiful in yourselves, and «ichly graced
'With like command of beauty—grant your aid
For Mary’s humble, SaArAn’s silent, claim,
That their pure joy in nature may survive
TFrom age to age in blended mengory.

® 1845,



NOTES.

———

Page 50.
¢ And, hovering, roundl it oftgn did a raven fly.’

From £ short M3. poem read to me when an undggtaduate, by
my schoolfellow and f{riend, Charles Farish, long since deceased.
The verses were by o bfother®f his, a man of promising genius,
who died young.

Page 73.
¢ The Rorderers.

This Dramatic Ticce, as noticed in its title-page, was composed
in 1795-6. It lay nearly from that time till within the last two
or three months urregarded among my papers, without being
mentioned even to my most intimate friends. Having, however,
impresgions upon my mind ;vhich made me unwilling to destroy the
MS,, I determined to undertal® thresponsibility of publishing it
during my own life, rather than imposc upon my snccessors the
task of deciding its fate. Accordingly it has been revised with
some care; but, as it was at first written, and is now published,
without any view to ils exhibition upon the stage, not the slightest
alteration has bgen made in the conduct of the story, or the
compoSition of the characters; above all, in respeet to the two
leading Persons of the Drama, I felt no inducomnent to make any
change. The study of human pature suggests this awful truth,
that, as in the trials to which lifo subjects us, sin and crime are
apt to start from their wery opposite quelities, so arc there no
limits to the bgrdening of the heart, and the perversion of the
understanding_to which they may carry their slaves. During my,
long residence o France, while the Revolution wasgrupidly sivancing
1o its extreme of wickedncss, I had frequent opportunities of being
an oye-witness of this process, and it was while that knowledg8 was

Jpon my memory, that the Tragedy of * The Borderc®s™ was
composed.
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Page 113.
Mrs. Wordsworth has a strong impression tHav *The Mother's
Return” was writtey, at Coleorton, where Miss Wordsworth was
then staying with the children, during the absence of the former.

.

5.
Pagd Q5.
¢ The Norman boq‘.’

¢ Among 4h.ent Trees there are few, I beliove, Wi least in
France, 8o worthy of attention as an Ok which may be secn in the
¢ Pays de Caux,’ about a league from Yvetot, close to the church,
and in the. burial-ground of Allonville.

¢ The height of this Tree does not answer to its girth ; the trunk,
from the >3 to the summit, forms a complete cone; and the
inside of this cone is hollow throughout the wholc of its height.

¢Such is the Oak of Allonville, in its state of nature. The hand
of Man, however, has endeavoured to impress upon it a character
still more interesting, by adding a riligious feeling to the respect
which its age naturally inspires.
® ¢The lower part of its hollow trunk has been transformed into a
Chapel of six or seven feet in diatheter, carcfully wainscotted and
paved, and an open iron gate guards the humble Sanctuary.

¢ Leading to it there is a staircase, which twists round the body
of the Tree. At certain seasons of the year divino service is per-
formed in this Chapel.

‘The summit has becn broken off many years, but there is a
surface at the top of the trunk, of %he €iamcter of a very large tree,
and from it rises a pointed reof, covercéd with slates, in the form of
a steeple, which is surmounted with an iron Cross, that riscs in a
picturesque manner from the middle of the leaves, likc an ancient
Hermitage above the surrounding Wood.

¢ Over the entrance to the Chapel an Inscription appears, which
informs us it was erected by the Abbé du Détroit, Curate ot Allon-
ville in the year 1696 ; and over a door is another, dedicating it
4To Our Lady of Peace.’’

Vide 14 No. Saturday Magazinc.
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